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April Blackwell was the bane of Paul’s existence in high school. Ever since he made the mistake of getting on the beautiful mean girl’s bad side, she’d gone out of her way to humiliate and torture him. Her weapon of choice was feminization and she was a genius at it. April and her friends were not only quite good at making him look like a girl, but they were also sadistically creative.

Just about a year before, she’d stormed back into Paul’s life. It seemed like a chance encounter when he had gone down to his mailbox. She was so apologetic about how she’d humiliated and emasculated him, and he’d taken her at her word. To his utter dismay, it didn’t take April long to have him back in her clutches once again— completely entrapped and feminized.

That night, Paul was out at Hurricane Johnny’s with April and her friends; many of them were the same ones who’d delighted in helping her torment him back in high school. It was the night of Mardi Gras, and Hurricane Johnny’s was a New Orleans-themed bar, named for their huge and potent cocktails and famous for their live music.

Paul was wearing a very tight purple, green, and gold bodycon minidress that was picked by April specifically for the occasion. On his feet were gold 5-inch heels, and even his makeup followed the Mardi Gras color scheme.

Paul had been given an especially demeaning task by the girls. Tonight, all the guys at Hurricane Johnny’s were given beads as they entered the bar and—just like at the raucous Mardi Gras celebrations in New Orleans—a certain number of women were determined to pile up as many of those cheap plastic souvenirs as they could.

April and her crowd were too cool to be moved by such tacky trinkets, but that didn’t stop guys from stopping by their table and trying to curry favor with them. April had four girlfriends with her, and they were all just as stunning as she was, but not one of them was dressed anywhere near as sexily as they had dressed Paul. His task was to get more beads than April and her friends combined. He knew he had to win—or else.

The girls had a huge advantage. As there were five of them, they could get a guy to give them multiple beads. What Paul lacked in numbers, he tried to make up for in enthusiasm. While, the girls were content to sit at their table enjoying each other for much of the night, Paul had no choice but to get out on the dance floor and shake everything he had, even rubbing up against guys to entice them.

Still, it was nearing last call and while Paul had twenty-four strings of beads, he knew April’s table had accumulated twenty-seven of them. Paul was getting desperate when he spied a guy across the bar that must have had a half-dozen beads around his neck. Deciding that it was now or never, Paul gulped down his drink and approached the guy, flashing his most alluring come-hither smile.

“So what will it take for me to get some of those beads,” said Paul seductively as he approached the beaded man. They guy wasn’t bad looking, really. He had a neatly trimmed red beard and towered over Paul, despite the desperate sissy’s towering heels. He had a good body, but he was drunk and getting drunker. He smiled at Paul, hungrily.

“I’m sure we could make a deal,” he slurred.

“What did you have in mind?” cooed Paul, not relishing the thought of having to pay one of April’s sadistic forfeits if he was denied in his quest.

“I’ll give you a strand for a kiss,” said Paul. “How about four kisses for four strands?” asked Paul.

“Nah, I don’t think so,” he said. “You want four, I want my cock sucked.”

“You can’t be serious,” replied Paul.

“Well, you’re the one who wants these so bad,” said the guy. “You know there’s a price.”

“Yeah, but not that high. I’ll do you a hand job for four,” offered Paul.

“Fine,” said the guy not thrilled, but not turning down a free hand job from a cute apparent girl. “Let’s go out in the alley.”

“Sounds classy,” said Paul who nevertheless allowed the man to take his hand and lead him out past an amused busboy. Once out in the gravel-covered alleyway, surrounded by empty cases of beer and spirits, the man lowered his pants and Paul went to work.

The task proved more difficult than Paul had expected. Not only did the man have a serious case of whiskey dick, but as soon as Paul kissed him, he insisted on sticking his entire tongue deeply into Paul’s mouth.

“What was that for?” asked Paul. “You taste like a distillery.”

“Part of the service. What good is rubbing one out without some heavy kissing? I could just do it myself. I mean, you do want the beads right?”

Paul felt so degraded to be putting up with this guy’s demeaning behavior just for some cheap plastic beads that probably cost less than a dollar for all four. It occurred to Paul that he was in the process of getting another man off for under a dollar and that made him feel used and slutty. Still, it was better than losing and incurring April’s wrath.

The guy eventually came while he was kissing Paul deeply. As a result, their bodies were pressed closely together and the guy unapologetically sprayed the front of Paul’s dress.

“Oh fuck!” said Paul.

“It’ll wash right out,” said the guy tossing Paul the four strands of beads and walking back inside without so much as a thank you.

Paul shook his head in disgust. He found an old dirty bar rag in the trash, and was able to wipe off some of the mess from the front of his dress. Still, the stain was big and obvious. He knew that it would remain even after dry cleaning, and it was quite a large mark at that. The dress was ruined, and April would make him pay dearly for that.

Shame faced, Paul walked back to April’s table. The girls took one look at him and laughed.

“I don’t even want to know what happened to you,” said Brandi.

“I had to earn a lot of beads, remember,” said Paul.

“Well, at least you’ve got a skill,” replied April. “Let’s count up the beads and see who won.”

“It wasn’t easy,” admitted Paul, “but I got 28.”

“Good job!” said Karla smirking. “We can tell you earned them.”

“We got 29,” said April with a cruel smile spreading across her face like storm clouds filling the afternoon sky.

“But how?” asked Paul. “You just had 27.”

“Some guy with a beard. He was in a great mood when he passed by our table and he tossed us his last two.”

“Oh no!” groaned Paul.

“Oh yes!” cheered Brandi.

“Now, I believe there is the matter of a forfeit,” said Beth.

“I believe there is,” said April. “Let’s go to the ladies room—you too, Paul,” said April.

There were two women using the sink when April and her entourage descended on the restroom. The girls waited for the ladies to finish adjusting their makeup and leave before turning their attention to Paul.

“You know, I was feeling rather silly for forgetting any rope or cuffs or anything fun tonight,” said April. “Then Kay reminded me that we had all of these beads. It won’t work as well as rope, but I bet we could make something secure out of 57 strands of beads.”

Paul tried to make a run for it, but the girls quickly grabbed him and bent him over the sink. Beads were tied around his wrists, arms, and ankles. Despite no individual string being very strong, the combined effect was to leave Paul absolutely helpless.

“You know Paul,” said April. “Tomorrow is Lent and it’s a time for sacrifice.”

“Yeah, I know,” replied Paul, “any chance I could give up dressing as a girl for Lent? Maybe forever?” Having been raised Catholic, he was well-familiar with its rituals.

“No, but guess what you’re going to be giving up instead?” asked Brandi pulling a pink chastity cage from her purse.

“No!” cried Paul. He recognized that cage. He’d worn it before, but this was different. “How will I ever explain this to my fiancée Sondra? She was freaked out enough by what April did to me last time! I barely got her to take me back.”

“Not our problem,” said April as she pulled down Paul’s pantyhose and panties so that Brandi could lock the cage into place. As she did, Paul felt more helpless than ever.

He’d actually French kissed and given a hand job to some drunken jerk, and gotten drenched in his cum. All this while dressed as a Mardi Gras slut. As bad as that was, Paul lost the contest anyway. That alone degraded and emasculated him. Now, he knew his situation was about to get much, much worse.

As he heard and felt the click of the locking device, Paul understood that these girls now owned him completely. They’d control his orgasms from that point on. Seeing the triumphant glee in their eyes, Paul turned away in shame, trembling with humiliation.

“Luckily we bought the smallest cock cage available—the ‘Basic Bitch’ size, designed for the man who is packing barely anything at all. Perfect for your tiny little clitty.” said April as the rest of the girls laughed, some holding up their pinky fingers at Paul, mocking his tiny cock.

Paul was left hogtied on the bathroom floor while the girls merrily walked out giggling and laughing. It was fifteen minutes until last call, but he stayed there waiting helplessly until employees came in to clean the bathroom and released him an hour later. The worst part was the drunken women who’d filed past in the last minutes the bar was open, ignoring his distress other than laughing about it.

Paul’s fiancée was not happy when he informed her that he was giving up sex for lent. He may not have been great at it nor had much in the way of equipment, but it was better than nothing. Then besides that, he had a very talented tongue. Paul promised her it would be worth the wait.

It was about a week later when the package arrived at his office. He hated when April sent him things at the office. His secretary, Monica, was always willing to accept that he was using his work address to hide gifts from his fiancée, but Paul knew that his secretary and his fiancée talked to each other, and all it would take is one poorly timed comment from April to unravel everything.

“Wow! You two sure know how to celebrate Easter,” said Monica, handing her boss the long white box from Glamour Boutique Lingerie.

A non-committal, “Yeah,” was all that Paul could manage in response.

As soon as Monica left, Paul tore open the box. Inside he found a pink and white playboy bunny outfit, complete with pink fishnets. He moaned, realizing that this was only the beginning of his Easter holiday humiliation at April’s ruthless hands.

Some sadistic mistresses would delight in making Halloween or even Christmas humiliating for their sissies, but April would even make Arbor Day humiliatingly memorable if given half a chance.

He thought back to the Easter of his senior year of high school. That was the year they dyed every shirt he owned pink with Easter egg dye. He had to wear a pink gym shirt for the rest of the year. That was nothing compared to what April cooked up with Brandi.

Paul had a huge crush on Brandi—a lot of guys did. She was beautiful, but the fact she was one of April’s friends made her inherently dangerous. As Paul was about to enter English class one day, along came Brandi with a huge Easter basket and an equally large beaming smile on her face. Paul could scarcely believe it when she handed him the basket.

“Oh wow! You shouldn’t have,” gushed Paul.

“I just wanted to do something special for you, Paul. I know some of my friends have been kind of rough on you this last year,” she replied.

The Easter basket was huge, it was over 18 inches tall and covered in cellophane. He proudly carried it into his English class, just hoping that people would ask him where he got it so that he could brag about Brandi. He placed the huge basket on the floor next to his desk as class began.

Ms. Moriarity was one of Paul’s favorite teachers. She a very nice person who was always willing to help a student out, but she also ran one of the most boring classes in the entire school. About halfway through class, Paul was so bored, that he decided to eat some of his Easter candy. He reached into the basket careful not to crinkle the cellophane and pulled out a five-inch chocolate bunny wrapped in foil.

With his eyes on Ms. Moriarity and trying to be stealthy to avoid her catching him eating in class, he unwrapped the bunny and as she was writing on the board, he put the bunny into his mouth.

“Oh my God! Dude!” called out the student sitting next to him.

Everybody turned their attention to Paul while a girl who seemed to be expecting some kind of commotion snapped a picture with her cell phone. Paul looked down in horror and discovered that he didn’t have a chocolate bunny in his hand, but rather a big chocolate cock. The girls somehow had found an x-rated chocolatier, and there he was sitting in front of the class sucking on a life-like chocolate cock complete with balls.

“I didn’t know,” he swore. “I thought it was a bunny!”

When the entire class burst out in laughter, Paul could not contain his humiliation, and he fled from the room, with Ms. Moriarity running after him to console him. Unfortunately, when they left things got worse.

Amanda Cosgrove, who sat behind Paul grabbed the basket and dug through it displaying everything she found for the amusement of her classmates. There were plastic gift eggs filled with pantyhose, lipstick, and nail polish, as well as set of Chippendales playing cards, and just about everything the girls could think of that could fit in an Easter basket and would embarrass Paul to no end. He was mortified when he found out. That was his worst Easter memory, until that very moment at least.

 

***

 

Paul stared disbelieving at the Playboy Bunny outfit. Nothing had changed, except for the amount of resources that April had to humiliate him with. Paul knew what was expected of him, so he steeled himself for what was to come next. He took a deep breath and dialed April on his cell phone. As soon as she picked up the phone, he gushed, “Oh my God! I love it! Thank you so much.”

No matter that April had undoubtedly paid for it with his credit card, and it would surely lead to further ruin, he knew he’d better act like it was the greatest gift he’d ever received from anybody.

“I’m glad you like it,” said April, her voice dripping with her amused fake sweetness.

“Like it? I love it!” he replied excitedly.

“Great, I can’t wait to see you in it,” said April. “Actually, you know what would be fun…?”

Paul had to use all the self-restraint he could muster to not just slam down the phone. Instead, he cheerfully asked, “Oh, what’s that?”

“Why don’t you put it on now and take some selfies so I can see?” asked April.

“I’m in the office, you know,” said Paul. “You know I....”

“Are you saying no to me? You know what will happen if you disobey me, right?” interrupted April, her tone instantly getting darker.

“No, April,” replied Paul, “I mean, yes April. I’ll change right now.”

Paul shook with fright as he picked up the stockings. Monica was in the outer office and could come right through the door for any one of hundreds of reasons. He’d never be able to explain getting caught in this outfit.

Paul tried to move quickly, but he was so nervous that his hands were fumbling. He stepped into the pink satin bustier and matching panties, before attaching the fishnets to the garters. He put on the pink pumps and even put on the pink satin gloves and floppy bunny ears. “I’m dressed,” he announced to April.

“Great!” she said. “Snap some selfies for me.”

Paul took three pictures and sent them to April. Hoping against hope that she’d be satisfied with this emasculation of her prey, knowing his risk of exposure was terrifying.

“No makeup?” she asked.

“I don’t have any at work,” he replied.

“Maybe you could borrow some from that secretary of yours,” suggested April.

“Please April….”

“Oh, quit your whining,” said April. “The outfit is cute. Take off the heels and gloves and wear the outfit under your boy costume.”

“Thank you, Miss April,” replied Paul genuinely relieved.

“I have good news for you, sissy,” said April. “Brandi got us Easter brunch reservations at Maple Lane.”

“What about my fiancée?” asked Paul.

“Do you want us to add her?” teased April. “It’s a lovely brunch. I’m sure Sondra would enjoy herself.”

“No, I have plans to go to her folks’ place for Easter,” explained Paul.

“Not really my problem,” replied April. “I’m sure you’ll think of something to tell her.”

“Yes Miss April,” sighed Paul.

“Excellent, we’re going shopping tomorrow at four,” said April. “You may have to leave work early.”

“Yes Miss April.”

“And just so we’re all on the same page, the invite is for ‘Nicole,’” said April, using the name she and the girls chose for his feminine alter ego. That name signaled shameful emasculation was in store for Paul tomorrow.

“She’ll be there,” said Paul. This was going to make things difficult. Not only would he have to leave work early to meet them, but he’d have to leave even earlier to change his clothes and do his makeup. He knew that they would just make him buy something much worse if his outfit for shopping wasn’t suitably girly, cute, and sexy.

The next day, Paul decided to leave work at lunch time. He realized that it was better to be safe than to risk being late for the mall. He arrived at the food court in the mall and met the girls wearing a sleeveless beaded burgundy dress with a tiered skirt. He had on a black necklace and black patent sling backs with a three inch heel. Paul knew he was overdressed. Karla, Brandi and April were there in jeans and t-shirts.

“Hey girlfriend!” called out Brandi as she spotted Paul approaching. “That’s such a lovely dress, Nicole.”

“Hi,” said Paul as he greeted both April and Brandi with hugs. “What are we shopping for today?”

“You really need a new outfit for Easter brunch,” replied April. “Did you fix things with your fiancée yet?”

“I think so,” said Paul. “I told her I was swamped at work.”

“Tsk tsk! Hiding things from your fiancée?” April laughed.

“Let’s find you the perfect outfit,” said Brandi.

“The mall looks deserted today,” noted April.

“It usually is,” Paul replied. “Why do we have to come here?”

“It’s hard enough to get the right size for a normal woman online,” said Karla impatiently. “Your measurements are different from any woman I know.”

“Besides, it’s much more fun to shop in person,” said April with a wicked smile that let Paul know that “fun” was a synonym for humiliating.

Paul allowed them to lead him into a woman’s clothing shop that was definitely geared to older women than he was used to.

“Can I help you?” asked an attractive Japanese woman of around 45 years old.

“We’re looking for an Easter dress for our friend here,” motioned Brandi.

“She wants something young and flirty, but appropriate for Easter with a bonnet and everything,” added Karla.

“I’m sure we can find her the perfect dress,” said the sales woman. “You can call me Pat.”

“Thanks Pat,” Paul said on cue. “I’m Nicole, and I just want something cute, you know?”

“Of course,” she said. Without many customers, it was easy for her to give Paul the kind of individual attention that had him blushing with embarrassment.

“You really have nice legs,” she said. “It’d be a shame, not to show them off.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” said Brandi.

She showed them several potential outfits. The first one was a robin’s egg blue dress that Paul felt would probably have been worn by a woman much older than him trying to pass herself off as much younger than him. There was a cute and stylish little black dress, but that didn’t seem like an appropriate choice for Easter. It was more suited for an evening event like a cocktail party. Finally, she showed them a white dress with red polka dots.

“I think this may be the one,” gushed April excitedly.

The dress reminded Paul of the one that Julia Roberts wore to the polo match and after party in the rom-com Pretty Woman. It was lightweight and the wrap skirt showed off plenty of leg. It was sleeveless and very pretty in a sassy sort of style that was still generally appropriate for an Easter brunch.

When Paul came out of the dressing room, the girls applauded. Karla laughed and wolf whistled at him. He was happy too, but for a different reason. He was just thrilled that they had found a dress at the first store they’d looked in. He knew from experience that this kind of shopping trip could take hours.

Pat agreed that the dress was perfect, and helped the girls accessorize with a wide red belt, red wedge heels, and a stylish hat that the girls thought looked perfect for Easter. It was a wide brimmed straw hat with a white hat band with a red bow on the right side. A sassy hat was one of the few articles of women’s clothing that he had yet to wear. They also bought a pair of high society white gloves for Paul.

A stop at a jewelry hutch for some small red hoop earrings and the outfit was complete. Paul already had plenty of stockings and bras and panties that would be appropriate to wear with his new dress.

Paul breathed a sigh of relief to finally be done with the humiliating shopping trip. It was not nearly as bad as he had worried it would be. Then, as they all walked towards the exit, Brandi’s whole face lit up. “Hey! Follow me,” she said as she dashed ahead, and April and Paul tagged along.

She led them over to an area that was set up like a castle where children could get their pictures taken with the Easter Bunny. Paul was pretty sure that the mall probably began repurposing Santa’s castle every Spring for Easter pictures about forty years ago.

There was a line of about seven or eight kids in front of him. Two were beaming with joy, two were crying, and the rest seemed intimidated by a six foot tall bunny dressed in a purple suit.

“Let’s get Nicole’s picture taken with the Easter Bunny,” suggested Brandi.

“That’s a great idea,” agreed April.

“No way,” Paul protested perhaps a bit too adamantly. The girls glared at him.

“No? Haven’t we been through this already?” asked April. “Do you want to make me punish you? Is that it?”

“No, but this is for little kids! I’m an adult and it’s just that it’ll be so embarrassing,” replied Paul.

“Do you have any idea how much we could embarrass your little sissy ass right now?” asked April. “Would you like me to pull your dress up and spank you on your pretty panties? Right here in front of all those little kids? What’s that? No? Then hop over there quick like a little bunny and get in line, sissy!”

“Yes ma’am,” Paul replied sheepishly.

“And don’t give us any more of that attitude, young lady,” called out Brandi.

Paul backed down and hurried over to stand in the line with all the small children. They were surprised to see what appeared to be a fully grown woman standing in line with them, and Paul was mortified by this latest indignity. Unsure of what else to do, he waved and smiled at the confused and awestruck children and their bemused parents. At least he was less strange than a giant talking rabbit.

When he got to the second position in line, the Easter Bunny could finally see him. Unlike Santa Claus, his costume hid his whole appearance, but Paul always thought of the men who portrayed these characters as being the seasonal version of carnies.

When Paul approached the man in the bunny suit, he felt extremely self-conscious.

“Hello, little girl,” said the Easter Bunny. His voice was closer to Santa than Bugs Bunny, but Paul could hear a lilt in his voice. It was disturbing and humiliating as he couldn’t tell if the carnie-bunny was laughing at the silliness of the situation or if he was creepily enjoying having an adult woman sitting on his lap.

“Am I supposed to tell you what I want for Easter or something?” asked Paul.

“Wrong holiday,” said the bunny. “That’s Santa.”

“So what do I do?”

“You could give the Easter Bunny a lap dance,” he said half in jest.

“I’m sorry, I don’t like baby carrots,” replied Paul.

“Then just smile for the camera,” the bunny replied, icily, sort of bouncing Paul on his knee suggestively as Paul’s skin crawled.

After the picture was taken, Paul got up and went over to April and Brandi who had loved their free show. The women made Paul pay $80 for the photographer’s most expensive package. The woman who handed them the photographs was laughing the entire time.

For Paul, the next few days were rather uneventful. He saw his fiancée off Thursday night, sad that he had to bow out of their trip. He’d always liked her folks and with all of her siblings married, Paul was sure she’d love to have him there as well.

 

***

 

On Easter morning, Paul was up at five-thirty. He took a scented bubble bath and shaved all over before changing into that ridiculous pink bunny outfit. He was to be at April’s by seven a.m., and he knew better than to be late.

Walking through the halls of the condo on Easter morning wearing a pink bunny outfit was terrifying for Paul. It wasn’t just the chance at humiliating exposure in this super sexy bunny outfit, but also the worry that somebody might tell Sondra.

Since April started tormenting him again, he’d had more close calls than he could count, and he didn’t want another one…or worse. He breathed a sigh of relief when he finally reached April’s door.

Though he also knew that he was going from the frying pan into the fire, he was relieved that he hadn’t run into anyone he knew. He knocked on the door and waited for his fate to be sealed.

When April opened the door, Paul was surprised to see her full of energy and vigor. She was not a morning person at all, so seeing her throw open the door to greet him was off-putting, especially when the conversation started with an enthusiastic, “Here comes Sissy Cottontail sashaying down the bunny trail.”

“I’m here, okay?” replied Paul, “please stop singing.”

“More than okay,” said April. She was dressed for Easter as well. She didn’t look as matronly as Paul would in the fancy dress that they had bought him. She was looking amazing in a deep blue dress that hugged her figure perfectly, reminding Paul that whatever else she was, April was still a very beautiful woman.

Paul was more than a little surprised to see April’s friends Brandi, Karla, and Sherry entering the unit right behind him. They were all carrying canvas grocery bags that Brandi deposited in the kitchen.

The three girls smirked and laughed at Paul as they closely examined his sexy bunny outfit. “Looking so cute, Nicole!” Brandi mocked.

Sherry burst into fits of giggles when Karla shook her head and whispered, “No way that’s a guy. There isn’t a real man on earth who’d ever wear that!”

April had decided to cater a continental breakfast for her friends so at least Paul didn’t have to cook. Instead, he busied himself making mimosas and serving April’s guests.

Over the next hour, another handful of girls arrived, and Paul already knew them all. Some had been friends of April since high school and others were relatively new acquaintances like Karla, but they all knew April’s sissy history.

Paul endured having his ass slapped and pinched, being teased and degraded, and basically mocked and harassed for the next hour. As Paul was cleaning up after the meal, April announced that it was time for the entertainment. Paul didn’t know what that meant, but he knew he would be featured prominently.

Brandi and Sherry approached Paul and immediately Sherry twisted his arms up behind his back. Quickly, Brandi cuffed them into place. Paul didn’t offer any real resistance. He had learned that wasn’t wise a long time ago. In fact, being put into bondage was such a normal thing to Paul now that he didn’t even balk until Brandi and Karla started leading him toward the front door of the unit.

“Wait! Where are we going?” he cried in a panic, but he couldn’t really resist effectively while walking in the tall heels with his hands cuffed behind him.

“You’ll see,” said Brandi.

“You’re going to get a chance to have some fun,” said Sherry.

April’s unit was right next to the back stairs of the building. It took Brandi and Sherry no time to lead their prisoner down to the area behind the condo, with Karla and April laughing along with the other women who were excitedly watching.

Unfortunately for Paul, this left a lot of windows with a good view of him, if anybody decided to look out. He was shivering from jangled nerves when his guards led him out to the middle of the backyard. His brunch outfit had wedges, but the stiletto heels he was wearing kept sinking into the springtime grass, soft and wet with dew.

As her friends all gathered on the balcony, April tossed an empty Easter basket down to Brandi who handed it to Paul behind his back. He reluctantly took it, wondering just why she had given it to him.

“You’re going to be a natural at this game, I bet,” said Brandi as she crouched down and cuffed his ankles together.

The cuffs restraining his legs were slightly larger than regulation police handcuffs. They didn’t prevent him from walking, but he could only take tiny, mincing steps and with his feet sinking in the wet grass, he was moving somewhere between the average land speed of a turtle and a sloth.

“Wh-what are you going to have me do?” stammered Paul, but the girls just directed his increasingly anxiety-plagued attention up to April and her friends on the balcony.

“What you’re going to do,” said April, “is what every sissy bunny loves—an Easter egg hunt.”

“Huh?” Paul was dumbfounded.

“The keys to those cuffs as well as some nice gifts for you are in the plastic eggs scattered around the back yard. Your job is to find as many as you can.”

The girls on the balcony cheered and Brandi and Sherry went back upstairs leaving him all alone in his fate.

“Don’t feel bad,” April shouted down to him, loud enough to attract attention from neighboring units. “I was going to add a blindfold, but they all talked me out of it. The sooner you get looking, the sooner you can free yourself.” 

“Come on, let me back in,” pleaded Paul.

“If you can find the keys, you can come in yourself,” shouted April.

Paul began looking at his feet for any eggs. There were a few eggs in plain sight on the grass, but he doubted that Brandi or Sherry would have put the keys in such an easily accessible place.

The closest egg to Paul was a pink one. He tried to mince, but it was too hard on the grass. He soon realized that if he was careful not to land directly on his heels he could cover more distance by hopping. Of course, seeing him hopping like a little bunny wearing the bunny outfit caused all the women on April’s balcony to laugh out loud.

Soon he was on top of the egg, but he couldn’t figure out how to pick it up with his hands cuffed behind his back. He hadn’t realized it at the time, but Brandi had been sure to cuff his wrists in the middle of his back instead of letting his hands reach down to his behind. Paul stared at the pink egg in frustration as April’s friends giggled and urged him on mockingly.

Paul eventually figured out that while he couldn’t reach down to pick up an egg, he could squat down low enough that he could just barely reach the egg with his fingertips. It wasn’t easy, but he managed to pick up the egg as April and her friends cheered from the balcony and blew kisses at him teasingly.

He opened the egg behind his back and reached inside to find a small tube inside. When April called out, “Oh pretty!” he knew it was a lipstick.

Paul hopped to the next egg he could see. One by one, Paul made his way through all the eggs in plain sight and found more cosmetics, nail polish, perfume, and even penis shaped chocolate and gummy candies. He dutifully dropped each and every egg along with its contents into the basket. Unfortunately, he still hadn’t come across any keys; not that he thought he would.

There was a long hedgerow of bushes the length of the backyard area and Paul could see several of the brightly colored plastic eggs underneath the carefully manicured shrubbery.

Paul didn’t waste time. He elicited raucous laughter from his audience by dropping down on his stomach. The fake boobs he was wearing softened his fall a little. Rolling over on his side and facing away from the bushes, he inched across the ground and reached behind him to get more eggs.

As he looked up at the balcony, he noticed that the two stewardesses in the unit above April had come out to watch. They waved at him and he felt so embarrassed to be seen by them in this humiliating predicament. They were both very attractive women and while he was already taken, he still hated them seeing him like this.

Hearing the laughter from the balcony below them, one of the stewardesses called down to April, “Hey, is he—I mean she—a bunny or an inch worm?”

“An inch is about right,” joked Brandi.

“He’s not a worm, he’s a garter snake,” replied Karla.

“How can you tell?” asked one of the stewardesses.

“You can see his garters,” replied April.

Paul couldn’t fully follow their demeaning dialogue, so didn’t know why the women were laughing. But he could tell they were, and he knew it just had to be at his expense.

Crawling through the grass and dirt, Paul felt behind him for the eggs. It was slow and degrading work, but it was his only chance at freedom. Opening a yellow egg, he at last found a key and received thunderous applause from April’s friends and the two stewardesses on the balcony above.

Taking the key, he awkwardly maneuvered behind his back to undo the cuffs, but soon realized the key was too big for the lock. It would fit his ankle cuffs, but he couldn’t reach those until he got his hands free. He simply wasn’t flexible enough. After clearing through more eggs and finding only makeup, jewelry, and other feminine items designed to humiliate him, he had grown increasingly frustrated.

Climbing up to his feet with both his hands and feet cuffed was a challenge. He wound up crawling over to the patio and using a chair to brace himself so he could pull himself up. As he frantically searched around the yard, he saw more faces pressed against the windows as more and more people were watching his humiliating display. Some were from his condo, but he saw that there were astonished and amused expressions in the windows of some of the surrounding buildings as well.

Finally, Paul spied another plastic egg. It was resting on the window sill outside the laundry room window, and he wasn’t really sure how to reach it with his hands cuffed behind him. With full use of his arms, it would take about 30 seconds, but here he seemed truly stuck. Mocking cheers of encouragement came from the stewardesses and from the sadistic April and her friends.

Finally, Paul found a big stick and used it behind his back, poking and swinging it frantically, trying to knock the egg down to the ground. He could tell it was heavier than the other eggs he had opened. It finally crashed to the patio and fell open. Inside was a solid egg-shaped ball of ice. There was something small and metallic inside that Paul deduced was the handcuff key. Paul stared at the egg knowing he would be there until the ice melted.

“Sit on the egg,” called one of the stewardesses.

“Yeah use your body heat,” agreed her friend.

Paul did as they suggested, and—after about seven tries—finally plopped down on the ice egg. He used the heat of his own ass to melt the egg, which was more fun for the girls than even they had planned on.

“I never thought I’d see a sissy bunny hatch an egg,” called down April.

Paul finally felt the ice melt into a pool of cold water. He fished around until he had a grip on the key, but his arms were still at an awkward angle as he struggled to uncuff his wrists. He eventually freed himself a total of 72 minutes after Brandi and Sherry had let him out.

Even as the woman mockingly cheered him, Paul had never been so happy to type in his building security code. He punched in 3-0-7-8-9 just in time to run into Mr. and Mrs. Keeler who were in the process of leaving home for Sunday mass.

It was awkward as they stared at Paul and he at them—the older couple in their Sunday best and him dressed as a slut in a pink Playboy bunny lingerie outfit with a soaking wet bottom.

Realizing he was caught dead to rights, he sheepishly greeted his mature neighbors, “Hello Mr. and Mrs. Keeler.”

They had to have recognized him. Even if they hadn’t figured out that he was their neighbor just from looking at him, Paul figured they’d at least recognize his natural voice, which he made no effort to hide. Still, they shuffled right past him, visibly alarmed and disgusted at what they were seeing.

Paul shrugged helplessly and walked up the stairs to the second floor. He knocked on April’s door and when he entered everybody cheered.  He had to show off every single thing he had found in the eggs and gush over them. He had doubled his collection of lipstick and nail polish that afternoon.

“I think you can finally get out of that bunny outfit, Nicole,” announced April.

“Aww,” pouted Sherry as Karla giggled.

“We have reservations for brunch, remember?” asked Brandi rhetorically. “As much fun as it would be to take the sissy out like that, I don’t think the restaurant would even let her in. Besides, she’s got a great new Easter outfit to model.”

“Go change, sissy,” ordered April, “and hurry! You wasted too much time showing off your pretty little bunny ass for all your neighbors and we’re running late.”

As Paul walked down the hall, eager to obey, he had to admit that looking for all those eggs had made him work up quite an appetite. He rubbed his wrists, which were now quite painfully raw, thanks to the handcuffs he’d been wearing.

Despite the considerable physical pain and his recent public ego-crushing emasculation—or possibly because of it—Paul’s cock was straining against its tight confinement. He wondered when he’d get the key to unlock the humiliating pink cock cage. “It has to be before the end of Lent, or else what am I going to tell Sondra?” He shivered at the thought of his shy little fiancée asking him about the chastity device.

Returning to his current situation, Paul hoped that the girls had not noticed the drops of pre-cum that had leaked out of his cage. If they did, he knew he’d never live it down. Then again, Paul realized that his little sissy Easter Egg Hunt would be the talk of the condo complex for weeks to come—if not longer.

Paul, heard the impatient April barking insistently at him from the other room, “What’s taking you so long in there, Sissy?” Fighting back against the conditioned urge to panic, he quickly slid his soggy panties down his smoothly-shaven legs, and slipped on a wispy pink and white thong in its place. He replaced his torn and grass-stained stockings with a brand new pair in sheer nude.

April shouted, “Hurry up in there princess! If I have to come in and dress you, you won’t like what happens next!” Her all too real threat set Paul’s heart beating rapidly as he pulled his new white dress with red polka dots from the closet, slithered into it, zipped up the back, and stepped into his new heels. He put on the matching hat, slipped his hands into the delicate white gloves, and hurried back to join the waiting girls.

Brandi cooed, “Look at you, Nicole! Such a ‘Pretty Woman!’” as Paul hung his head in shame. He glanced at his reflection in the hallway mirror, nervously confirming that he did indeed look a little like Julia Roberts in that movie. His stomach churned as he realized that they were about to make him go out in public this way, and he knew there was no way to stop them.

April agreed, “Yes, our Nicole is a perfect little Easter princess!” as she motioned Paul to sit on an ottoman in front of her. She quickly painted the submissive sissy’s face with foundation, bronzer, blush, eye shadow, mascara, and lip color. The end result was a demure, fresh-faced feminine look perfect for a young woman brunching with her female best friends forever.

April asked rhetorically, “Are you finally ready to go, Nicole? OMG you take as long as any girl I know!” Paul fumed silently as the girls all giggled and laughed at his humiliation and frustration. Before he knew it, they were out the unit’s door and heading out to leave the building.

The small group almost bumped into the stewardesses in their flight uniforms as they turned the corner in the hallway. The taller one, a willowy blonde named Carrie, stopped Paul and said, “My my my! Aren’t you a pretty little thing?” She was taller than Paul even though both of them were wearing heels. “I have to compliment you on your Easter egg gathering skills!”

Lisa, the petite redhead smiled and chimed in, “You were amazing! Your balance, dexterity, and other skills would sure come in handy as a stewardess. Our airline is hiring if you want to come work with us. You’d look absolutely adorable in our uniform, girl!”

Paul looked at the pair in their tight, revealing sky-blue skirts and matching blazers, white blouses, nude pantyhose, and navy heels. With their impeccably made up faces, the two girls looked like models or beauty pageant contestants. They were absolutely beautiful, and he blushed imagining himself looking just like the two pretty young things.

He began daydreaming about it. He pictured himself in the sexy stewardess uniform, pulling a little rolling carry-on bag behind him, exactly like theirs. He imagined walking down the aisle of a big jet plane, doting on the passengers—exactly as he’d seen sexy stewardesses doing. His painted lips parted as he opened his eyes widely and sighed.

April noticed the far away look in Paul’s eyes, and easily surmised exactly what he was thinking. She knew Paul very well, even better than he knew himself in fact. She understood that no matter how much he protested, deep down he was nothing but a little sissy. Her decades-long efforts to feminize and condition him had seen to that.

“Yes our little Nicole would indeed make a lovely little stewardess, and it’s obvious she’d love to strut her stuff in a little stewardess uniform.” April said, reveling in the stunned and humiliated look on Paul’s face. “So, how would she go about applying?” she asked, grinning wickedly. The assembled girls laughed at Paul and jeered in response.

Paul blushed deeply as Amber smirked at him. Besides the utter humiliation he felt at being dressed and treated like a girly-girl, he couldn’t deny that some parts of the situation were somehow exciting. He struggled to compose himself and sputtered his protests and denials.

“But Miss April, I already have a job, you know that!” he began. Then realizing what he hadn’t said, he hurried to add, “And anyway I’d hate to be seen in that uniform! It’d be totally humiliating! No offense Carrie and Lisa?”

“None taken, Miss Thang,” mocked Lisa rolling her eyes, “but all that is hard to believe, especially after you pranced around and crawled through the grass in the condo courtyard dressed in a slutty bunny costume.”

“Yeah, we can tell that you’re lying,” said Carrie striking a seductive pose, “we all know you’d absolutely love being a sexy stewardess like us.”

In response, Paul bit his lip in a way that looked both flirtatious and utterly feminine. All of the girls picked up on his girlishness and laughed. Lisa got a text on her phone informing her that hers and Carrie’s Lyft had pulled up out front. As the stewardesses dashed off, the remaining group could hear Lisa singing, “Man! I feel like a woman.” And they all knew she’d dedicated the song to Paul.

Brandi giggled and pointed out the obvious, “You know Nicole, those two will always consider you one of the girls for now on—just like all of us do. At this rate, the whole world will only know you as Nicole, the pretty girl. You may as well fully embrace your feminine side, girl friend!” Brandi directed Paul toward April’s candy apple red Mercedes SUV, and his embarrassment increased along with the ongoing taunts and teasing by April and her friends.

As the girls trouped to the parking lot, Paul was forced to endure endless remarks about how he was “born to be a girl,” and how he “never passed for a boy or a man.”

April recounted one humiliating story after another. The time she made him sell Girl Scout cookies door to door, with him wearing the cute little skirted uniform and sash, a jaunty beret over his hair in girlish pigtails. The time she made him go trick or treating as Cinderella in a long blonde wig, full makeup, and a sparkly long blue dress. The time she brought him to her ballet class and showed him off dressed in a pink leotard with matching dance shoes, his hair tied in a pink satin ribbon.

The trip to the restaurant was relatively uneventful, although Brandi pinched Paul’s ass, stroked his long smooth leg, and leered at him lustfully. This made him wonder if she were lesbian, bi, or maybe attracted to sissies?

Brandi was sexy and gorgeous, just like all of April’s girlfriends. Paul had always found her very attractive despite her dominating attitude. Even so, he pushed away those thoughts and focused on Sondra, his beautiful fiancée. He wondered, “What would she think if she could see me like this?” He certainly didn’t want to ever find out the answer to that question, and he hoped he never would!

Brunch was an emasculating ordeal for Paul. The hostess complimented him on his dress, and the waiter asked for his phone number. One glare from April was all it took for him to write “Nicole” and his digits on a napkin that the dapper, tall young man named Josh eagerly took.

The meal proceeded with the girls teasing Paul. April warned him about not going too far with Josh on their first date. “You don’t want him knowing that you’re a raging slut, Nicole!” she said, loud enough for Josh to overhear.

Brandi piled on whispering “Nympho Nicole!” also loud enough for Josh to hear.

When the athletic waiter met his eyes and winked at him, Paul wished he could crawl into a hole and pull it in over him. He’d been emasculated by April many times before, but he never got used to the way she’d casually offer him up to men as a sex object.

As their party finally finished their brunch and prepared to leave, April pushed Paul toward Josh. To his dismay, Paul’s heel caught and he fell helplessly into Josh’s arms. As the feminized young man looked up into the eyes of his rescuer, his embarrassment overcame him. He closed his eyes, hoping the whole situation was just a bad dream. He kept them tightly shut until he felt Josh’s lips meet his. As the waiter’s tongue penetrated deeply into his mouth, Paul opened his eyes widely in shock.

“Looks like you’ve already fallen for me,” said Josh with a cheesy grin. “I’ll call you when I get off tonight, then we can get together and get off together?”

Paul felt light headed with humiliation as the girls led him back to April’s car. It wasn’t until several miles had passed that he noticed something was wrong.

“We’re going the wrong way,” said Paul.

“That depends on where we’re going, doesn’t it, Missy?” asked April rhetorically.

“Where are we going then?” asked Paul.

“Well, while you were necking with that cute waiter, we were all feeling sorry for poor Sondra, all neglected and stuck with her parents and family for Easter,” said Brandi.

“Yeah, we thought we’d swing by and surprise her and your future in-laws,” said April casually, as if showing off a feminized man to his fiancée and her entire family was an every day happening.

“Wait! Sondra and her parents? They can’t see me like this? They’ll call off the wedding!” pleaded Paul, desperate to avoid exposure as a pretty little sissy.

“Not our problem,” shrugged Brandi, “poor Nicole, all alone, looking for love in all the wrong places,” she added while staring at Paul and licking her lips hungrily.

Stuck between two girls in the back seat, cruising down the interstate, Paul had no way out, and nowhere to go. April had once again manipulated him into an excruciatingly emasculating situation. She and the other girls just laughed at all of his protests, threats, and begging. They knew they had their pet sissy right where they wanted him.

“You’re so sexy when you’re mad,” mocked Brandi, her eyes flashing.

As the miles rolled by, Paul tired to talk his way out of his impending humiliating exposure, but of course it was no use. Before long, Paul gave up and moped in silence the rest of the trip. He knew that he was trapped and heading for a fateful rendezvous with Sondra and her family.

Paul glanced dejectedly at the dress and shoes he was wearing, and he knew how he looked. He was dressed and fully made up as a pretty woman—a virtual clone of Julia Roberts from the movie of the same name. He clasped his hands together helplessly in the feminine gloves he wore as whimpered softly to himself. He knew his life as he’d known it was coming to an end, and there was nothing he could do about it.

“Of course, maybe if your date with Paul tonight goes well, we can forget about Sondra,” suggested April.

Paul was either saved or he was about to go down a very dangerous rabbit hole. Then again, it was Easter.
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all 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 well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially 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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I Now Have a Patreon Page
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I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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THE SPY
WHO PEGGED ME

PAMELA HARLOW/

Emma Adams
is one agent
whose always
packing.

Meet Emma Adams a librarian
with a past. Trained by MI6 to
people a weapon, she is hired
by waitresses to clean up the

wildest bar in England.

Does she have what it takes to
deal with a lazy manager, a
rowdy bunch of patrons, and
the unstoppable Jolly
Goodcock?

Inspired by British spy novels of
the 1960s with a healthy does
of tongue in cheek, Emma is
one woman who knows how to
get her man.
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

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
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.





