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The Sissy House Rules Part Two By Kylie Gable



I suppose it’s only natural.  Any girls who are going to go through all the work to blackmail, enslave, and feminize a couple of their classmates aren’t going to want to dress them like the girls you normally see on campus. What’s the fun in that? 

These girls were all about sexy and outrageous outfits, frilly and lacy dresses, and even costumes. In short, they wanted to put us in the things they’d never be caught dead in themselves. Dressing us up was kind of an art form for them and they didn’t care about money or time when it came to getting a look right. Of course, since it was always my time and usually my money, it’s probably not surprising. 

Just as they loved having me do cheers for them and put on fashion shows in the basement of their house, they also loved the karaoke machine they had down there. I don’t think Karen really got much use out of it until I came along, but then a week rarely went by without me performing with it. 

It started with random songs. They loved to have me sing  What a Girl Wants, Girls Just Wanna Have Fun, or  I Feel Like a Woman. 

Just singing was embarrassing for me, but signing a real girly song in front of the girls was just too much. It was three or four types of humiliation at once. 

Then they hit on the worst song to make a sissy sing, and it was all by accident. Sheila had decided that I absolutely had to sing  I Feel Pretty  from West Side Story. She found it in the karaoke catalog on a disc called Broadway Show Tunes with a Female Lead. She paid no attention to the other songs on there, but after the disc arrived in the mail, she saw there was a song on there called  I Enjoy Being a Girl.  This song made  I Feel Pretty seem as feminine as Freebird.  

There are weird laws about using lyrics in your writing, and if you’re incredibly curious, I suggest hitting your friendly neighborhood search engine, but I will say the lyrics are talking about how much you love being pretty, wearing pretty clothes, and having guys

admire you. It’s not just one embarrassing lyric or refrain - the entire song is like it had been written to embarrass a sissy. 

When Nicole came along is when they really began to have their fun.  It was no longer about individual songs, it was now about performances. It was decided that I would learn to perform the best of Britney Spears while Nicole would be Madonna. This meant that I had to get a whole Britney wardrobe. I had to get a Britney wig and a red jumpsuit for  Not that Innocent. The wig was extremely easy to get, since Britney Spears was still extremely hot at this time.  Even the jumpsuit she wore in  Not that Innocent was being duped for retail.  Fortunately, some of her trashier outfits from her later albums were very easy to fake without spending money. 

While Nicole didn’t need a wig, she did get Madonna extensions and she did have to spend more on the costume. She had a  Material Girl  dress, but also the classic  Like a Virgin look as well as some more contemporary Madonna outfits. The disc was heavy on the early Madonna era and that made sense, as Madonna’s career seemed to have begun waning. 

Now, when I say performances, these clearly were shows for the girls and their friends. I’d come out to start the show. I’d be in the schoolgirl uniform and sing  Hit me Baby One More Time and  Crazy. 

Then I’d rush into the spare bedroom to change into my semi-virginal dress for  I’m not a Girl (Not Yet a Woman) and  Don’t Let Me Be the Last to Know  while Nicole did  Borderline  and  Like a Virgin. We’d always pair the songs up because one song never gave us enough time to do costume changes, but two normally worked pretty well. 

We wound up doing an over show as we went through their greatest hits, but that wasn’t the end of it. 

To the girls’ minds, it would have been a terrible waste to have a brunette sissy and a blonde sissy and not make them do an  ABBA tribute.  We had found some sleep shirts with cats on them that looked like something  ABBA wore once but, eventually, we had a mini-ABBA wardrobe too.  Wearing our ridiculous seventies clothing, we would do a medley of  ABBA’s greatest hits. Oddly, it wasn’t the lyrics, but the choreography that was most humiliating with  ABBA. 

Just like we had done with Britney and Madonna, we studied their

videos to get an idea of how they moved and how we should dance for the girls. 

It’s not like we did this every week, but these shows were usually done when one of the girls was going through a very rough patch. Music has its charms, and sissies humiliating themselves seemed to be just what the doctor ordered when somebody was down or depressed. I’d guess we did a show about every other week roughly. 




***                         

 

Now, if the girls would go through that much work for their entertainment, you know they weren’t going to skimp on Halloween either. Going back to my freshman year when I was Satine, the girls had taken great pride in my Halloween costume and they also increased the number of parties we attended, which greatly increased the number of costumes we needed. For the big costume party junior year, I was a devil and Nicole was an angel. 

I guess it’s a vicious stereotype that says the blonde has to be the angel and the brunette is the devil. It wasn’t like there was really any difference in our ridiculous costumes, besides mine being scarlet red and Nicole’s being a shimmering white. The outfits had halter tops and huge leg slits and our garters were on full display above our fishnets, which were white in Nicole’s case and red in mine. Our sandals sported five-inched spike heels. In a party full of sexy librarians, pirates, and policewomen, Nicole and I were dressed to get maximum attention even as Amanda and company sported rather lame baseball uniforms courtesy of Deanna teammates in what they called an homage to  A League of their Own. 

The only thing we had to do was survive at the party, but that was much easier said than done when we literally had a whole baseball team making things more difficult for us. They had all the old tricks of telling the guys that their friend liked them or asking them if they thought I was cute. 

This kind of meat market party was always about guys finding girls to hook up with, so there was no question that we’d get

attention. The problem was that the nervousness of being a guy dressed in a ridiculous risqué costume and having guys determined to keep my cup full of booze was a horrible combination.  It didn’t take long before I had been paired off with a very tall guy who played basketball in high school, and that was still what he wanted to talk about at a college party three years later. I saw that Nicole had been pulled on top of a guy’s lap, but I was more concerned with my own problems. 

Lance, or maybe it was Larry, was nice enough, but it was pretty obvious that he had an ulterior motive.  Like the guy Nicole was with, Lance tried to pull me onto his lap but, instead, I sat down next to him. He was dressed like the Grim Reaper, but it didn’t occur to him until the party that the costume wasn’t really practical for talking to girls, so he had it mostly off by that part. 

“So, are you going to tempt me?” asked Lance. 

“Huh?” 

“Your costume—you’re a devil, aren’t you?” he asked. 

“Oh yeah...You’re like death taking a holiday or something?” 

“I was just hot in that robe so I took it off.” 

“I’m all about comfort.” 

“Are you comfortable in that outfit?” 

“You just want to take it off her,” shouted Deanna who was close enough to hear our conversation. 

“I’m going to if she lets me,” said Lance. The hairs on my arm stood up. This guy was starting to get way too aggressive and I was already buzzing. I knew I could count on Deanna to protect me a little, but I decided to not drink anymore and to try and stay alert. 

“Yeah, I’m comfortable,” I said. 

“What?” 

“I’m comfortable in my costume.” 

“Great,” said Lance. “Do you like mine?” 

“You’re not wearing it anymore.” 

“I guess not,” he said putting his arm around my shoulder. 

I slipped out of his shoulder and took another drink to make it look more nonchalant and less like a rejection. Unfortunately, the drink became my main defense against him and I used it by drinking more. I was getting hammered fast and he was starting to get a bit grabby. He started to squeeze my breast forms through my outfit and I guess I was lucky that the girls had insisted on the top shelf breast forms for myself and Nicole because even grabbing them, he was satisfied that they were real. 

It appeared that he would soon be reaching up my dress when Deanna had seen enough, “Dude, she’s drunk. Cut her a break.” 

“I don’t hear her complaining. Just relax, we’re all having fun.” 

“The lady is drunk,” said Jim stepping in front of his girlfriend. 

Deanna could fight her own battles, but that didn’t mean she didn’t like them fought for her. 

“I don’t want any trouble,” said Lance. 

“Maybe you had better step off then, sport,” said Jim. 

Lance walked away and I immediately was in Jim and Deanna’s custody. Jim helped me up from the couch and I leaned on him for support. 

“We better get him walking. Maybe we can sober him up,” said Deanna. 

“Won’t we just make him more awake?” asked Jim. 

“Well, we can at least walk them back to their apartments. 

Nicole isn’t doing any better than Kylie is,” said Deanna. 

Deanna and Jim took Nicole and me back home with Sheila and Karen’s help.  They cleaned us up and tucked us in with a garbage can right by our bed in case we threw up, which neither of us wound up doing. We were fine until we both woke up the following morning with pounding headaches. 

We must have been some sight to see as we sat out in the living room together in our nighties with dueling hangovers. The important thing was that we had survived and had not been taken advantage of. Deanna and Jim had seen to that. However, we weren’t done with Halloween. That very night we went out as Betty

and Veronica, and then, finally, as the costumed pair that was the least work and the biggest showstopper. 

I talked earlier about our karaoke shows as Madonna and Britney.  Well, in August something happened that changed everything. At the MTV Video Music Awards, Madonna and Britney Spears kissed. This meant that the costumes we’d worn for months singing for the girls now had new life. It couldn’t be easier, especially since Britney was dressed in an old Madonna wannabe costume.  I just had to borrow Nicole’s white  Like a Virgin outfit. 

As excited as the girls were for the angel and the devil outfits, they were even more excited about this costume. They told us that they were tired of trying to set us up with guys, so they wanted us to do it ourselves. I had no doubt that even compared to the angel and devil costumes, we would be getting a ton of attention. It wasn’t just the way the costumes looked—Nicole’s wasn’t even that sexy. It was that the two women were known for exchanging a naughty kiss together and that made our costumes all that much hotter. 



The walk over to the party was eerily quiet, punctuated only by the sound of everybody's heels clicking on the sidewalk. I couldn’t help but look down at my own feet as my heels echoed with each step.  Even after all this time, it was hard to believe it was his feet in the sexy heels and my smooth stocking covered legs were on full display in the lacy white Madonna wedding attire. As we approached the Sigma house, we could hear a loud booming bass blaring through the windows. It looked like a wild party to me and that scared me. 



"Okay sissies, here's how this game is played," said Amanda handing out a deck of cards to the other four girls. The cards are worth the same points as in blackjack.  You just have to get twenty-one points to win." 

"What do we win?" asked Nicole. 

"Well winning is really kind of more of a moral victory kind of thing, but losing is a very real punishment," smirked Wendy. 

"Isn't that always the way, sissy?" teased Amanda. 

“We’ll make it worth the winner’s time,” Insisted Deanna. “I promise.” 

"So how do we play?" I asked. 

“We’re all going to make our way through the crowd tonight and pass out all these cards,” said Sheila. “We’re letting the guys know that these cards are very important, so they’re not going to give them up lightly.” 

Nicole groaned. 

“All you need to do is get those twenty-one points and you win,” 

said Sheila. 

“But how do we get those points?” I asked. 

“You need to go up to the guys and get them to give you their card,” explained Amanda as if it was the most natural thing in the world. “They know those cards are valuable, but maybe you can sweet talk them into it or maybe they’ll give you a card for a kiss.” 

“Or maybe something a bit more intimate than a kiss,” taunted Wendy. 

“Just remember, if they keep the card, you don’t get any points at all,” said Sheila. 

“Give us about ten minutes to hand those cards out and then you can start earning them,” said Karen. “It won’t take us that long to get them all passed out.” 

"Oh, please girls, we don’t want to spend all night flirting and kissing guys,” pleaded Nicole. 

“Relax,” said Wendy. "I've seen you flirt before.  You're a natural." 

"If you do a really good job, you'll only have to get two cards," 

assured Deanna. It didn't help. 

"Let's get you settled," said Amanda.  The group entered the house and immediately saw one of the brothers passed out drunk in the living room sprawled half on a beat-up couch, and half on an end table. 

"You probably don't need to waste a card on him," joked Wendy. 

"Okay, off you go. Mingle," said Sheila. "Remember, this is your chance to show off your goods.  If you want the guys to go give you their cards, you’d better make them like you.” 

"I don't want to have them to like me," complained Nicole. 

"But that's where you're wrong," replied Wendy. "You're still going to be a slut, but if you don't win the game, you're going to be a punished slut." 

"You don't want that," advised Deanna. 

Trembling, we watched as the girls took their cards and began to circulate. One by one, the cards disappeared into the hands of grateful students. I saw a rather nerdy-looking freshman leaning against the wall in the front room keeping rhythm with the music by shaking his head back and forth.  This nerd had a beer in his hand, but didn't appear to be drinking it and didn't seem to have any friends with him.  When Deanna passed him a card, I decided he was my first target. It only then occurred to me that there was a serious problem here. 

We had no idea what card the girls were giving these guys, but we were playing blackjack. That meant if I got a seven and a nine from the first two guys I encountered - if the next guy gave me a king, I’d bust. I asked the girls and this wasn’t something that they hadn’t considered. If Nicole or I busted, we’d have to start all over. 

"Hey, I'm Kylie," I said, thankful for the loud booming bass of the music for drowning out any imperfections in my practiced female voice. I was so much better at it, but it took my full concentration to sound female. Nicole had a much easier time of it than I did. 

"Well, hello Kylie, I'm Bill," said the skinny freshman with a bit more convincing than I had expected. 

"I just saw you standing here enjoying the music and you looked to me like a guy who likes to have a good time." 

Stepping in close, I raised up my knee and used it to stroke the inside of his thigh. I could see the effect it was having on Bill who shuddered deeply at the contact. "Oh my God," he muttered. 

"There's a lot more where that came from, stud." 

"What do you mean, more?" 

I leaned in closer and kissed Bill on the lips.  It was closed mouth, but it was soft, tender, and moist. I lingered for a moment on Bill's bottom lip and the effect was to turn him to jelly. 

"More," said Bill smiling coyly. "I want more." 

"Good," I purred. “I understand that one of my girlfriends gave you a card.” 

"Oh my God, I love college parties.  Are you serious?  If you're joking, this is a really mean prank." 

"I'm totally serious," I replied. "Do you see that girl?" 

"Oh, wow!  Do you two want to have a threesome? 

"No, focus," I replied crossly. "I need that card she gave you." 

“Well, what would you give me for it?” he asked. 

"Haven’t I given you enough?” 

“You just teased me. That was all you did.” 

“What would you pay for that in a strip club?” I asked. 

“Okay, you got me,” he replied. 

"That's what I thought, tiger," I said rubbing against him. I could feel that Bill was already rock hard. 

He handed me his card and I looked down. It was a three of diamonds.  Great, I had a long way to go. I shook my head. “A three?” 

“I didn’t pick it out,” he said sheepishly. 

Nicole had already gotten a card and moved on to his next target.  There was no sense in lingering around any longer. A strategy had developed in my mind.  I wanted guys who looked desperate because they would be so grateful for even a conversation that they would be sure to turn in the playing card if Jason asked them to. 

I also wanted guys who looked unsophisticated because they'd be the least likely to question the cards or suspect I might be more than meets the eye.  Finally, I wanted to find guys who were physically small.  It would be easier to get away from them and if I did have to do more than flirting, they wouldn’t be as likely to

overpower me.  Of course, the girls looked at these nervous wimps and gave them the lowest value cards. 

After all the cards got distributed, the girls had great fun observing our efforts to motivate the guys who we were pursuing. 

"This is amazing," said Shelia. "Are we sure they don't like guys?" 

"Who can say?" said Wendy. "They’re sure going to get their fill tonight." 

"I love it," said Amanda. "This is going to be so humiliating for them." 

"Look at Nicole!" exclaimed Wendy. "He's nibbling on that guy's ear." 

"It seems kind of mean to me," said Jim finally speaking up. 

“Relax, honey,” cooed Deanna. “We’re not going to make them take this any further than they’re ready

for.” 

“I don’t know,” said Jim. 

“You know I need a hobby,” replied Deanna. 

“This wasn’t what I had in mind,” said Jim. 

With our cards in hand, both Nicole and I made our way over to the girls. I could see that Nicole had managed to earn himself an eight of clubs for his ear nibbling. As we returned, the girls were a bit surprised to see us. 

“I doubt you girls got blackjack yet,” said Sheila. 

“We just took a break,” said Nicole. “It’s not easy making out with guys, you know.” 

“I don’t know, you girls seem really good at it,” teased Deanna. 

“Well, get out there and earn some cards,” urged Amanda. 

“It’s okay to give them a breather,” insisted Karen. “They are still going to have to get to twenty-one, right?” 

“That’s true,” said Wendy. “I’m not in a hurry.” 



We sat around and had a drink. We weren’t terrified of flirting or even making out with guys, but it always took a lot out of us. We

hadn’t even finished our beer when two guys walked over to our group. One was a tall redhead with big green eyes and the other was a slightly shorter black guy with large biceps barely contained by his tight gray sweater.  He spoke first, "I'm Danny and this is my friend Brian." 

“Hi,” beamed Amanda. “Can we help you with something?” 

“Well, your friend here gave us these playing cards,” he motioned to Deanna. “We understand that some girls are looking to collect them.” 

“That’s right,” replied Deanna presenting us. “It’s these two.” 

“They’ll do anything for a playing card?” asked Brian. 

“I wouldn’t say anything, but they definitely want those cards. 

You might be amazed at what they’ll do for them.” 

“Wow, these are nice cards to have,” said Danny. 

“How do you know each other?” asked Karen. 

“We’re both fraternity brothers,” explained Danny. 

“Wow, so you have bedrooms upstairs?” asked Wendy. 

“Of course,” replied Danny. 

“Why don’t you show our friends your rooms?” asked Amanda. 

I felt Deanna pushing me forward and the next thing I knew, I was in Danny’s arms and Brian was holding onto Nicole tightly. 

“So, you’re a Sigma? That must be so exciting,” I said as we made our way to the stairs. 

“Good bunch of guys,” said Danny. “We also have the prettiest girls at our parties.” 

“Thank you for saying that,” I said. “You’re very smooth.” 

“Just so you know, I’m not going to ask for anything ridiculous for your card.  Spend some time with me and let’s get to know each other. We can make out, but only if you want to,” he said. 

“And then you’ll give me the card?” 

“Yeah, I don’t need it.” 

Danny showed me his room, which could have belonged to about any other male college student besides Nicole and me. It had posters of his favorite athletes and movie characters, but it was clear

he had a desk where actual studying took place. This made me feel a little bit better actually because I figured if he was a serious student, he was least likely to be a creeper. I hoped it did anyway. 

So I sat and laughed at Danny’s jokes and tried to be as charming as I could be. Eventually, we did get to kissing and I admired the confident way in which he held me in his arms. I had never been able to express myself with a woman that way. There was so much second-guessing in my limited experiences, but Danny had none of that.  I kissed him willingly and we moved to petting. I didn’t object.  It was transactional and I would never say it was anything else.  I never talked to Danny again, but I let myself go and kissed him tenderly on his lips while his hands cradled my face in a way that was both powerful and gentle. 

Then, just as quickly, I was the proud owner of a nine of hearts. 

I was flushed and disheveled and he was kind enough to let me pull myself together before we went back out. With a nine and a three, I just needed to find a nine, but the problem was there could only be three other nines out there. I didn’t waste time going back to the girls because I knew they wouldn’t tell me who they gave nines to even if they remembered. The trick now was to get the guys to show me their cards before I flirted with them. I wasn’t having much luck with that. 

About fifteen minutes after I had finished with Danny, Nicole came out of Brian’s room. The girls cheered loudly when he gave them an update. That didn’t sound good to me. Sure enough, a couple minutes later Amanda came over to me. 

“Nicole gave her guy a blow job,” whispered Amanda. “I don’t suppose you got on your knees for Brian.” 

“I didn’t have to,” I replied. 

“Well, didn’t you get lucky?” 

“I kind of did,” I replied. “He was a good guy.” 

“What card did you get?” 

“I got a nine from him. I just need another nine.” 

“Good luck with that,” said Amanda. “Nicole got a Jack. I think that’s eighteen.” 

“I shouldn’t know that, but I’m not worried. I just have to beat her score.  She doesn’t dare get another card or she’ll bust.” 

“Well, she knows that. You better hurry up if you want to make sure you win. Remember,  there are three cards out there for each of you that will give you an automatic win.  You just need to get a 9

before she gets a 3.” 

“Is this something I want to win?” 

“Of course.” 

“Is this something I really want to win?” 

“You really don’t want to lose. Even though I’ll have nothing to do with your forfeit, you’ll hate it.” 

I was determined to do just that.  I made my way around the room, with a different tactic. I started asking guys what card they had.  Not every guy was willing to show me first, but I only needed to find one and I did find just such a guy. He had a black Metallica shirt on and smelled like cigarettes. He wasn’t a bad looking guy really, but I got the impression that he was there to drink and that was it. 

“That’s awesome!” I said as I saw the nine of spades in his hand. “That’s the one I need.” 

“Really? What would you do for it?” he asked. 

“What do you want?” 

“I don’t know. You’re the one playing the game. I just have the lucky card.” 

“Well, I’m willing to make out with you.” 

“Tempting, but don’t do me any favors.” 

“I didn’t mean it that way. I just meant that I’d be willing to make it worth your while.” 

“I would have taken that deal in high school,” he said. “I’m a bit older now though.” 

“And I suppose you want something more?” I asked. 

“I mean, if you don’t want my card there’s no problem.” 

“You know, I need that card.” 

“So, make me an offer.” 

“Let’s go to your room,” I said. 

“I’m not a Sigma.” 

“I just assumed.” 

“Hell no, I’m proudly GDI,” he declared. 

“Well, how far away do you live?” 

“I’m in Fergel Hall.” 



I looked around the dorm room. It had metal and old movie posters. It was a dump and it smelled like a mix of three or four kinds of smoke and a couple of types of incense to cover it up.  I sat on the bed and dreaded what was to come next.  Sure enough, I didn't have long to wait. I knew that I needed to win this competition and walking with this guy home from the party was costing me valuable time. 

When he opened the door for me, he could barely contain his excitement. His experience with women had been minimal I guessed as he was the guy who seemed to pride himself on not socializing with girls. He had definitely had a few stiff drinks to help steel his resolve, but he was at the party to drink and not screw. Fate intervened when he was handed that card. 

"Oh my God, I can't believe you're here.  You know you are hot," cried out my escort. I still hadn’t gotten his name. 

“What is your name, anyway?” I asked. 

“It’s Pete,” he said. 

“I’m Kylie,” I said. “I don’t want to be crass, but I need to beat my challenger. I’m in sort of a hurry.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Of course,” he said. 

"Thank you. Just let me do all the work." 

"I like the sound of that.” 

I noticed that he was having a hard time standing straight. He must have had more to drink than I realized and just to prevent an awkward injury from falling that he couldn't explain, I decided it was a better idea to have Pete sit on the bed. 

I got to my knees and with a practiced touch seductively reached up to undo the belt and pull down his pants. "Mmm, let's see Peter's peter.  What are you hiding down there?" 

"Uhm, it's only about average," he confessed

"Average is fine," I purred as I pulled down Pete's boxers and licked the length of his shaft. "I'm no size queen." 

The words sounded so foreign coming from my own mouth, but I knew the words that he had wanted to hear so well that he knew what he had to say.  It only took a few licks before Pete was rock hard. 

"Oh, fuck," moaned Pete. 

"If you want me to suck you like you've never been sucked, then you need to do a favor for me." 

"Oh, what?" groaned Bill suspiciously. 

"You have to show me that card.” 

"That's it.  Of course, I'll do that," promised Jason as he frantically scrambled through his pockets before flashing me the card. It was a nine as he had said. 

"Thank you,” I said more relieved than anything. I took a deep breath before returning to Pete's cock.  I’d been down this road enough times that I knew exactly what to do. It had become rather second nature to me at this point, though I still hated it. 

With Pete's inexperience, it didn't take long for me to feel the first drops of precum hitting the back of his throat.  I wanted to gag right then and there, but I pushed on. I was determined to win. 

"Oh fuck!  You're good at this.  Oh, man!  Jesus!" moaned Pete. 

I noticed a definite difference in taste between Pete and Nicole.  I guessed the taste of a man's cum was sort of like fingerprints where no two men were exactly the same. Then I worried just how many men the girls would have him sampling. It was such a degrading act, I thought. How would I ever think of myself as a man again after what I was doing?  With a jerk and a twitch, Pete spasmed and shot a surprisingly large load right into my mouth.  I swallowed it all as quickly as I could, wishing there was a way to get the taste out of my mouth. 

"That was amazing," said Pete. "Do you want me to eat you out?" 

"No!" I said a bit too loudly. "Sorry, I'm having my period." 

"Well, is there anything I can do?" asked Pete. "I don't suppose you want my number?" 

"Oh, Petey boy, I just used you for your body.  I thought you knew that. I saw you standing there and I wanted you, but only so I could suck your cock." 

"That's actually kind of awesome when you put it that way," he admitted. "This really made my week." 

"Well then, please turn over that card to me, will you?" I pouted. 

"Yeah, I owe you one, but what's it for? Is it a sorority hazing or something?" 

"Something like that.  I'm supposed to get blackjack. That’s why that nine was so important.” 

"Oh, okay." 

"The good part is, I get to meet the nicest guys.” 

"Well, I'm so glad you picked me.  I really haven't had much experience with women, I'm sorry to say." 

"Don't worry about it," I said. "You're a college student just like me.  There are plenty of girls around here and I'm sure it won't be long until you have a different one for every day of the week." 

"Well, whatever happens, I won't forget you." 

"That's sweet, but I probably need to get going.  I need to win this thing," I said. 

"I hope you don't mind if I don't kiss you." 

"No, I know. It's pretty gross." 

I caught his reflection in the mirror and realized that my lipstick was all missed up, but the strange thing was it was the first time I had really ever seen himself as hot.  I realized that if a girl who looked like me offered to suck his cock, I'd be in this back room with my pants around my ankles before she finished the offer. 

I quickly pulled myself together and walked back to the party on my own. It was safe enough, but Pete had gotten what he wanted and didn’t really see the need to return to the party. I knew something was up as soon as I returned. All the girls were laughing and cheering around Nicole.  I learned that when I was gone, he found a three. Even my twenty-one wouldn’t be enough to win

because he had already gotten twenty-one and won. The fact that he had given two blowjobs and I had only had to give one was only a Pyrrhic victory. Nicole would be getting a reward and I would be paying a forfeit and though I didn’t know just what that forfeit would be, I couldn’t help but conclude that it would be bad. They had planned something big and that’s why they had designed this whole crazy blackjack game. 

We walked back home with the girls all excited and Nicole and I both lost in our own feelings. That was broken up Deanna. 

“You know that you have a forfeit to pay,” said Deanna. 

“Yeah, I do. Amanda assures me that I’m not going to like it,” I replied. 

“Better you than me,” said Jim. 

I wondered just how I could possibly fill in for Deanna’s boyfriend. I wasn’t exactly the boyfriend type right now. 

“He’s right,” said Deanna. “You’re taking his place.” 

“Doing what?” I asked. 

“You’ll be taking his place at ballroom dance class,” said Deanna. 

“Oh no,” I sighed, 

“Oh yes,” cheered Sheila. “Deanna and I are taking ballroom classes and so is our dear girlfriend Kylie. Of course, Dee and I can partner up together. I’m sure we’ll be able to find a guy for you to dance with.” 

“Oh, Hell,” I moaned, even as Sheilla hugged me from behind, her arms resting on my shoulders. I could see Nicole looked very pleased to have avoided my fate. 

“Put on your dancing shoes, Kylie. We’re going to have so much fun,” said Deanna. 

“I told you,” giggled Amanda. 



TO BE CONTINUED

























































                                                             

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

I would like to invite al  my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir

(http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as wel  as give details on upcoming projects.  I'd especial y love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable



Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable     
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TUNE INTO THE FEMINIZATION
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The Feminization Boudoir Podcast
features many of Candy Apple Press’s
hottest stories read by some of the
sexiest and most dominant women on
the internet as well as interviews and
other bonus content. It's available wher-
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If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you'’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
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