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by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Kelsey couldn't believe what Becky had told her.  When Becky suggested that they could get Roger to hire two female wrestlers she knew to work the bachelor party, she expected a couple of Amazon giants.  Was she surprised!  The one that Becky called Amethyst Hammerfist had deep purple hair and sported several large tattoos. While there was definitely something edgy about her, she was also a classic beauty. 

She was only 5'4" and 130 pounds according to her bio, but that just made her amazing breasts seem much more pronounced.  Kelsey couldn't help wondering if she was too small to do the job she was paid to do.  She was talented and trained, but it was her past as stripper that the girls were all counting on.  After all, it was a bachelor party and those guys were looking for a very specific kind of fun.

Accompanying Amethyst was a woman who went by the name of Scorpion.  She was bigger, but even she was only about 5'7" and 155 pounds. The fuchsia catsuit she wore showed a flawless body. She was beautiful in a more traditional way, but the guys at the party would have at least twenty pounds on her and more likely fifty on Amethyst.  Sure she was a well-conditioned athlete and they weren't, but the bridesmaids were asking a lot from the girls.

Kelsey had her doubts, but she sat back with the other bridesmaids in Missy's apartment.  The bachelorette party had ended an hour ago.  Page had made them promise that they wouldn't keep her up too long.  She didn't want to look sleepy or hung over for her wedding so the girls had ended the bachelorette party promptly at midnight.  At least, Page thought they had.  In fact, they had all said their farewells and that rendezvoused back at Missy's to watch a video feed of a surprise they had planned for the bachelor party.

"The picture is clear as cable," said Missy sending the video signal to her flat screen television. " I'm surprised the guys let your friends set up cameras like this, Becky."

"Well you know those guys wanted a keepsake," replied Karen.

"They'll be getting more than that," joked Ellen. "It looks like it's about to begin."

"Wooo! Hey guys! Are you ready to have some fun?" called out Amethyst.

"Oh yeah, the strippers are here," said John lasciviously.

"Well not exactly," replied Scorpion.

"Huh?"

"It's alright, John," interjected Roger. "They're not strippers.  They're wrestlers!"

"Wrestlers? Really?" asked John clearly not impressed.

"Oh come on, don't you fancy rolling around with us on the matt?" asked Amethyst.

"Gotta be more fun than just sitting there watching us," said Scorpion bending over to help Amethyst set up the portable wrestling matts.

"It'll be fun, really," assured Roger.

"Hey, I like it," said their friend Bluto. "These accents are driving me insane already."

"Sure, it'll be fun," said Roger. "Trust me."

"Well why don't we take you two on first," suggested Amethyst sliding up to Roger.  "We'll tell you what, if one of you guys beats us, we'll wrestle topless."

"Now you're talking," hooted Bluto.  John suddenly seemed into it.

As the two girls matched up with their much larger opponents, the bridesmaids had their doubts. They wondered, could the smaller girls beat much bigger guys?

Becky reassured them, "Don't worry," she said giggling. "I've seen them absolutely destroy guys in much better shape. John's friends probably won't be able to last more than a couple of minutes without gasping for air."

"I don't know," worried Kelsey.

Amethyst was wearing a black shirt that said Death Spice on it; she pulled it off to get down to a purple bikini. The guys in the crowd cheered as the thin material could barely contain her heaving breasts. 

It was pretty clear that Roger wasn't intimidated and instead was thrilled with the idea of wrestling on the mats with such an attractive opponent.  He stepped forward, copying an approximation of a WWE wrestler's stance, but Amethyst got to her knees and motioned for him to join her.  There was no sense in throwing somebody to the ground in this apartment even with the mats on the floor.  

Crawling forward on her knees, Amethyst reached out for Roger, and he did the same.  Soon their arms were tangled in a contest for superior position.  John yelled out his support for his buddy, "Kick her ass, tough guy."

Unfortunately for Roger, Amethyst knew exactly what she was doing.  As they grabbed at each other, Roger's weight was forward and that let her snake her arm around his neck in a choke hold, his head tucked under her arm like Barry Sanders about to run for a touchdown.

Soon John's face was turning red as Amethyst helped her opponent out, "If you want to submit to me just tap out. Of course then all your mates are going to laugh at you for being beaten by a girl." John couldn't tap quickly enough.  Within fifteen seconds, they had their first submission.

The bridesmaids let out a loud cheer.  This was going to be fun to watch.  When Becky told them of her plan and her wrestling friends, they couldn't decide what to do about the groomsmen. 

"This thing may actually work," said Ellen in admiration.

"Oh please, I hope so," cheered Karen.

This was going badly for the guys, and was not at all the bachelor party that they had in mind, but then again thought Kelsey, she knew almost all of these guys, and they were mostly John's hard drinking buddies.  Maybe it would do them some good to be taken down a peg.

While Amethyst fought with a style that could best be described as fierce, Scorpion was all strength and skill. Even the way she crouched down as she faced off on her knees against Bluto looked more like a snake about to pounce than a passive position.  She locked fingers with her opponent in a test of strength, and soon he was practically in tears. 

The guys in the crowd looked at each other nervously. Sure he was slow and out of shape, but Bluto was the strongest of any of them. Soon he was on his back with her sitting on his chest in a school girl pin. 

"Are you comfortable, Bluto?" she asked.

"Uh--yeah," he gasped.

"So why do they call you Bluto?" asked Scorpion.

"After An-imal House," he winced.

"So if you're Bluto, I guess I'm Popeye then," joked Scorpion as she pinched his nose.

"If you want me to get off you, then you'd better start kissing my ass," she said spinning around and scooting up so she was sitting on his face and facing away from him. "Come on, big smoochies."

The guys couldn't believe how their friend had been reduced to kissing this mere female's ass in the hope they she might simply allow him to breathe.

"Hey no, fair getting all the fun," pouted Amethyst.  Soon she was grabbing one of John's friends off the couch.  Soon he was in the same position as Bluto kissing Amethyst's ass while referring to himself as a "little bitch."

The girls had made quick work of a dozen of the guys at the bachelor party.  Each man believed that, despite what he had seen, there was no way that he would lose to a girl.  Inevitably, they would leave the wrestling mat more unsure of their masculinity than when they had started.  A tall guy with a thick red beard named Greg found himself thrown across the mat by Amethyst's thighs after he made the mistake of thinking he was in control. 

"Is it me or does that purple haired girl have the sexiest grunts when she's wrestling?" asked Missy.

"Poor guys, this has to be messing with their minds.  If they only knew we were watching," joked Ellen.

"John is going to find out soon enough," replied Karen. "I can't wait until he does."

"And now for tonight's main event," said Amethyst as she pulled out a large number of coils of white rope, "the groom in a grueling bondage wrestling showdown."

"Oh, here comes the big one," exclaimed Becky. "He'll be all gift wrapped for us in about five minutes."

***

[Several Weeks Earlier]

Her initial reaction was joy.  Page was her sorority sister and her best friend in college.  The last three years of life in the hard scrabble world of IT had done little to dull her affection for the sister she had shared so much with in those four intensely meaningful years that seemed like a lifetime ago. 

“I’m thrilled for you Page.  I can’t believe all of my old friends are starting to get married off, but I will personally make sure we send you off to married life in style.”

“Well John insisted on a small wedding, but he didn’t say we couldn’t have a huge blowout of a bachelorette party.”

John?  She hadn’t thought of that. She was so excited that Page was getting married, that she had forgotten that every marriage takes two people.  Unfortunately, she already knew John and she wasn’t impressed.  Like Page, she met John in college.  He was drunk at the time and obnoxiously hitting on anyone in a skirt at the party. 

Kelsey and the rest of the girls in the sorority were about to have him thrown out of the party when Page intervened.  She looked at guys the same way that some people look at stray puppies—his deficiencies just gave him character in her eyes, and John had so many flaws.

Of all the boys that Kelsey knew at DuPont, John was easily the most lecherous.  He was a womanizer, a drunk, and he had absolutely no ambition.  His grade point average was abysmal and, unlike Page, he didn’t even get his diploma from DuPont. 

After four years at DuPont, he had to spend another year and a half at Foreman Community College just to get an associate’s degree.  The one thing that he had going for him was a successful family.  Despite limited job prospects, Page had told her he was already making six figures working for his father by age 25.

“And Kelsey, I can’t think of anybody else I’d rather have for my maid of honor, I mean if you’ll do it.”

“Oh wow Page!  I’m so flattered.” Truth be told she was, despite her trepidation about the actual nuptials. “Of course I’ll do it.”

“Thanks Kelsey, you’ve been my rock.  There’s nobody I’d rather have supporting me on my big day.  I’m going to have four other bridesmaids.  You know Becky and Ellen.  Missy works with me and she’s great.  You’ll love her.  Karen is John’s sister and she’s really nice.  She’s actually at DuPont now.”

“I’m sure they’ll all be as thrilled as I am.  I can’t wait.  When is the big day?”

“We only have six months until the wedding so I’d like to get you down here for dress shopping ASAP.”

“This weekend I’m booked solid, but how about I take off work next Friday and meet you then.”

“That would be great, Kelsey.  Thank you.”

After graduation Page had moved to southern Illinois to be with John, while Kelsey had gone to Chicago in pursuit of life in the big city.  They were still in the same state, but it was over a five hour drive down I57 between them.  It was far enough to make visits a special treat and not a routine occurrence. 

Page looked forward to seeing her old friend and tried to put her trepidation over Page’s impending marriage aside, intent on being there for her best friend at her wedding.

***

There was a lot to like about the town that Page was living in.  At just under 100,000 people there were definite elements of small town life, but it was big enough to have a wide variety of shops including a few places who Page assured Kelsey were capable of doing a good job on wedding dresses.

Kelsey had her doubts though after the first store they had gone to.  She wasn’t expecting much from her bridesmaids dress, but she had a feeling that most of the bridesmaids attired from Birdie’s Bridals probably wound up in gingham with big hats.  Even sea foam green would be an improvement.

Fortunately, Kelsey found Seventh Heaven to be a big improvement.  The shop was much more sophisticated and Olivia, the girl who waited on, them seemed much more aware of what they wanted than the more matronly saleswoman at Birdie’s. Olivia was actually quite funny, cracking jokes along the way and just generally providing the bridal party with personalized service.

Page fell in love with a wedding dress.  It was a strapless silk ball gown wedding dress with a beaded bodice and a silver ribbon sash.  The bridesmaid dresses could never be worn again, the bridesmaids all realized that, but they weren’t awful either.  Kelsey looked in the mirror and was pleasantly not made nauseous by the midnight blue, one-shouldered dress she was wearing.  All of the bridesmaids were in good shape and could get away with showing a bit of leg and a lot of shoulder.  They had found the dresses they were looking for in less than two hours counting the time wasted at the first shop.

Shopping was followed by a lunch at the River’s Edge Brew Pub.  It wasn’t anything particularly special, but the company was outstanding.  Kelsey regretted not keeping in better touch with Becky and Ellen because now that she was face to face with them, she realized just how much she missed them. 

It was good to catch up.  Becky was a tall woman with supermodel legs and flaming red hair who had moved to London after graduation.  She was easily the best looking girl in the sorority, and three years had done nothing to diminish her looks.   If anything, the move to England had encouraged her to start working out. 

Ellen was only 5-foot-two inches tall and wore her black hair in a stylish bob.  She was always the jokester of the house.  She had a dry sense of humor that Kelsey always got, even if some other people might have missed the wit.

Kelsey even liked the other two members of the party.  For as big as a dud as John was, his younger sister Karen had a spark to her that was quite contagious. She had a youthful optimism about her even if she did seem a bit too eager to please at times.  Her lush brown hair trailed down to the top of her jeans. 

Missy was interesting.  A Texan, she was all spitfire and sass.  She was bi-racial, technically tri-racial, and it seemed like the genetic melting pot had come together in just such a way to make a perfect specimen of physical beauty.  From her dark caramel skin to her soft black hair, she could have been the prettiest of any of them if she felt like putting the time into it.  In a word, she was fearless and so it wasn’t surprising that she always had the best stories of any of them.

The lunch was a rousing success as the girls all bonded over their mutual love of Page.  Page wasn’t beautiful, her face was maybe a bit plain, and she was about ten pounds overweight.  However, she always had more guys asking about her availability than any of her other sisters.  She was fun, vivacious, and caring.  At a time when people could be so callous and petty, her giving personality made people fall in love with her.  She'd grown into a very charming person with a lust for life, and her friends decided that she deserved all the happiness she could get for herself.

Kelsey had decided that the wedding wouldn't be so bad after all, until she saw two drunk guys walking into the brew pub.  It was a bar, it wasn't unusual that it would draw drunks.  However, there was just something wrong about two guys who were already smashed showing up to drink more.  It couldn't end well, and when Kelsey heard one of them order two very strong cocktails made with a full can of energy drink, she shivered.  They were only going to get drunker and the energy drink would make them exponentially more obnoxious.

"Would you look at those two assholes?" asked Missy. "It's not even five o'clock."

"It's always five o'clock somewhere," said Kelsey.

"I don't get the impression it matters to either of them when quitting time is," countered Ellen as she watched the two guys slam their drinks.

"Girls, you know that's John right?" asked Page.

"Yeah, we were just busting your chops," lied Ellen.  As the tall one from the pair of drunks approached their table it filled with nervous laughter.

"Hey baby," called out Page.

"Sugar tits!" yelled back John loud enough for everybody at the next bar over to hear it.

"Pet name, I'm guessing," whispered Missy.

John grabbed Page in his arms, almost knocking over the table and spilling a Long Island iced tea into Becky's lap.

"John, you asshole," chided Karen. "Look what you did?"

"Oh sorry," said John absent-mindedly. "I'll buy her another drink."

As the girls tried to clean Becky up, John grabbed Page and dragged her over to talk to her friend.  Fifteen minutes later he announced he was horny loud enough for all the girls to hear it.  Shortly after that, Page was back at their table.

"Hey, I'm going to have to go," apologized Page. "I was having a really good time, but I don't trust John driving home like this and--"

"And he's horny," continued Missy.

"He really should have hired a sky writer in case anybody missed the announcement," said Ellen.

"We'll get together again real soon," promised Page and like that she was out the door.

"Karen, I know John's your brother, but I'm sorry--" started Becky.

"Not half as sorry as I am," interjected Karen. "I know he's your brother, but...was like my catch phrase in high school."

"How did a guy that douchey wind up with such a cool sister?" asked Ellen.

"It's not all his fault I guess," replied Karen. "My dad was the same way.  My mom died young and he didn't really have any good role models.  He would have beat me bloody if the girl next door didn't watch out for me."

"I'm glad you had a protector, at least," commented Kelsey.

"Her name was Amanda and she was great. She was two years older than John and a lot tougher.  She found a great way to keep John under her thumb," said Karen.

"Oh, we need to tell Kelsey. What's the secret?" asked Missy.

"You'll laugh."

"Good, I can use a laugh," suggested Becky.

"Ok, well she used to dress John up like a girl," said Karen.  She started giggling to herself remembering it all.

"Wait, that kept him behaving?" asked Ellen.

"Not quite," admitted Karen. "However, with the threat of an ass kicking and plenty of photos of John all prettied up for blackmail purposes, it worked pretty well."

"I think I like this girl," said Missy. "Do you know if she's busy?"

"Sorry, she moved away when I was a junior in high school and I don't know what happened to her, but by then John was in college and out of my hair."

"He's just such a pig and I've got no doubt he's going to be fooling around on Page if she isn't already," complained Kelsey. "I'm sorry Karen; we don't want to tear down your brother in front of you."

"Again, it's alright.  He's really not a bad guy.  He's just thoughtless and self-centered.  I like Page a lot and I want her to be happy.  I love John, but I wouldn't bet on him to be a great husband."

"He's already a sorry excuse for a boyfriend," said Missy.

"Maybe we could do an intervention," suggested Becky.

"We all sit around his living room and tell him he's an asshole and needs to change? It sounds cathartic, but I don't think it'll work," replied Ellen.

"No," said Kelsey. "but we do need to intervene before Page makes a horrible mistake."

"I agree," exclaimed Becky. "We're not going to let that happen to Page!"

"I think I've got a plan, if you're okay with it, Karen," said Missy softly.

"He's my brother," paused Karen, "but he does deserve it and if he gets his shit together, it's for his own good. I'm in."

***

After talking things over with Kelsey and Roger, the best man, Page and John decided to have the bachelor and bachelorette parties on Friday June 10th with the wedding on Saturday the 11th. 

Kelsey learned that Roger was John's best friend; he was the drunken guy she saw with John when they all ran into the bridesmaids after dress fittings.  After the planning session, John grabbed his bride to be and whisked her away leaving Kelsey and Roger alone.

"Wow!" exclaimed Kelsey. "It sounds like we have our work cut out for us."

"What do you mean?" asked Roger.

"What I mean is we've got like no time to plan for these parties.  I don't know if I can pull it off," sighed Kelsey sounding increasingly exasperated.

"Well, it's easier for me.  If I have a hot stripper and cold beer, John will think it was the greatest thing ever. We'll just get totally trashed and wreck some place," admitted Roger.

"A stripper?" asked Kelsey raising an eyebrow.

"Oh you're not one of them women who finds strippers insulting or something, are you?"

"No, of course not. It's just so clichéd, you know."

"I like clichéd," said Roger.

"No you like tits."

"Guilty as charged," replied Roger.  "It's cool you can talk about this."

"Well, do you need to have a stripper to see tits?"

"I guess not," replied Roger scratching his head.

"How would you like to feel a woman's tits while she wrapped her legs tightly around you?  Wouldn't that be better than watching a stripper?"

"Yeah, I guess."

"Perfect, then why not get a couple of female wrestlers do a show for you."

"What wrestling each other?"

"Yeah, to start anyway, but then they'd wrestle you."

"Wait, these aren't like huge women or something.  This needs to be sexy."

"Oh they're athletic.  You can see pictures and videos first.  Becky knows just the right girls.  They use the same gym as she does, but they're on tour from London."

"I don't know."

"Trust me, they're cute and wrestling will be a lot cooler than stripping, I promise."

"It would be different.  We can see strippers anytime," I agreed Roger.

Kelsey couldn't wait to talk to Becky.  Roger was relatively easy to convince, now if he carried through and booked them, this would get very interesting.  Kelsey was free to concentrate on the bachelorette party.  Despite their other plans, she intended for that to be a blowout too.

***

[Present Time]

"Bondage wrestling?" asked John in stunned disbelief. "You mean you get to tie me up? I don't think so."

"But if you win, you get to tie us up," cooed Amethyst.

"I don't know," said John. "Can't you girls just dance for us or something?"

"Come on John," said his friend Andy. "If you win, we can really have some fun."

Scorpion appealed directly to the other five guys who began to hoot and holler for John to accept the challenge.  By now, they'd all been submitted or pinned at least once by the girls, and some of the guys had gone against both of them.  Only John had avoided a humiliating defeat by claiming his prerogative as best man to just watch. 

"Well tell you what," said Scorpion. "Just to make this more challenging, every two minutes two more of your friends can come in to help you."

The guys huddled up and came up with a strategy before John foolishly accepted the terms.

"Now he's in for it," said Missy.

"He's seen them beat all his friends.  Why does he think he can hold out for two minutes?"

John plopped to his knees in the middle of the ring with Scorpion and Amethyst on either side of him.  Within fifteen seconds Scorpion had slapped a scissors hold with her powerful thighs around his midsection. John winced in pain afraid that a rib might soon break, but as he focused on Scorpion, Amethyst snuck behind him for a naked choke hold.  John was unconscious in less than thirty seconds, and strictly hogtied in less than ninety.

"They got him!" exclaimed Missy.

"I think the other guys haven't realized a thing yet," observed Karen.

With John now completely immobilized and only now starting to come to his full senses, the girls each grabbed another length of rope and faced the rest of the guys. 

"Thirty more seconds and then I believe two more of you are supposed to face us." Within ten minutes, the guys were sitting naked in a circle in the living room.  Their wrists tied behind their back and interlocked through the arm of the person on either side of them. Their facial expressions contained a mix of shock, discomfort and humiliation. 

As Scorpion went around behind each guy checking his bindings, Amethyst had taken a lipstick and wrote a letter on each guy's chest to spell out the word B-I-T-C-H. 

"Nice," admired Scorpion.

"I thought it would be a nice touch for the video." said Amethyst.

"So gentlemen, we need to take John over there out to meet our employers, but I suggest you all try and get loose on your own.  This could be a bit embarrassing to explain," advised Scorpion.

"Employers?!" asked Roger.

"Oh yes, the bridesmaids say hello," taunted Amethyst.

"Have fun boys," teased Scorpion. "Think of it as a bonding experience."

"Oh this is priceless," said Missy.

"And I thought we'd be stuck with a boring wedding video," agreed Ellen.

"I had better go pick up our cargo," said Becky.

"I'll go with you," offered Missy.  "I want to meet these wrestlers.

Picking up John and hauling him over her shoulder like an old sack of potatoes, Amethyst grabbed the camera equipment and the guys' clothes. She blew a mocking kiss and closed the door, locking it behind her.   The girls were still pumped up on adrenaline as they carried the would-be groom down to the parking garage.

"Those guys are going to be pissed when they get untied," said Amethyst.

"They'll get over it.  They wanted to see somebody naked tonight and they got their wish," joked Scorpion. 

"Hey, my wedding's tomorrow.  You've got to let me go," pleaded John.

"Why didn't you gag him?" asked Amethyst.

"You don't gag a guy who has been drinking.  What if they chunder?  Our ride will be here soon."

When the girls got down to the parking garage, they found Becky and Missy waiting for them in Becky's SUV.  Missy opened the door and they hauled their hogtied captive onto the seat and belted him in.

"You were awesome girls.  I'm going to start taking BJJ classes myself.  Think I could do what you do?"

"It's a lot of work, but oh so worth it," said Amethyst smacking John on his ass.

"Ladies, what are you doing?  The damn wedding is tomorrow."

"That's why we're doing this.  Page deserves better," said Missy.

"Where are you taking me?"

"Home," replied Becky with a wicked laugh that sent a chill down his spine.

***

Scorpion and Amethyst were kind enough to stay and help escort the bound bridegroom up the walkway to his own house.  He could see the remaining bridesmaids hooting and hollering from the front window while his own sister Karen stood in the front doorway.

Karen and John had an unusual housing situation.  Their mom had moved into a retirement village and let them keep the house as long as they paid the mortgage.  It wasn't a large house, but the upstairs had its own entrance, which allowed the two siblings to have some semblance of privacy, especially with John constantly bringing people over.  If he couldn't get a girl, there were always his drunken friends.

"Karen!  What the Hell, I'm your brother," demanded John.

"Yeah, how about that," said Karen. "I know better than anybody that you aren't treating Page right.  You picked up a girl at the bar last Friday.  What was that all about?'

"That was my own business."

"Then you shouldn't have made me a bridesmaid."

"It's not like you were deputized," complained John.

"Last Friday? Really? You are scum," said Missy.

"Isn't he heavy?" asked Becky.

"No, and we're almost there," replied Scorpion.

As soon as John was hauled inside, he looked around and began to panic.  Something was about to be done to him, but he had no idea what.  On a hangar on the breakfront, he saw a white lace wedding dress and didn't like it one bit.

"Page needs that dress," said John. "Is she here?"

"It's not her dress," said Karen. "It's our mother's."

"And now it's yours," teased Ellen.

"If you can undo the hogtie and put him into the chair, that would be perfect," said Kelsey pointing to a heavily cushioned kitchen chair.

After Amethyst undid the rope connecting his wrists and ankles together, Scorpion dumped him unceremoniously into the chair like a sack of flour.  His hands were still tied behind him, and his ankles were bound as well. Scorpion took the piece of rope that had been hogtying him and proceeded to strap him into the chair.

"That should hold him," said Scorpion proudly. "You shouldn't need us for the rest of it."

"Well, I hope you'll stick around anyway," said Kelsey.

"We wouldn't miss it for the world," said Amethyst. 

"This is all a great big misunderstanding.  Don't do anything rash," pleaded John as the girls approached him with hot wax. Helpless, he could only watch as the girls applied the wax to his hairy chest. 

"This should be very interesting," said Ellen. "When that wax sets I wonder how loud he's going to yell?"

To his credit, John never screamed.  Maybe the alcohol he had consumed eased the pain, or maybe he was just trying to act tough to salvage a modicum of pride. Either way, although he winced and even cried when they waxed his underarms, he emerged from an intense hour of very thorough waxing without ever having yelled.

"Very brave, John," admitted Kelsey. "Your mom's wedding dress really needs some help if it's going to fit you properly.  I believe Becky has what you need."

Kelsey smiled to herself.  In Becky's hands was an aerosol can and a pair of silicone breast forms.  At first, John didn't recognized them, but as Becky approached him, his eyes got wide and he began to struggle against his bonds. 

Kelsey had no fear however as she knew that they had him thoroughly secured. Moments later, Becky was holding the forms firmly to his chest to let the adhesive set, even as he was trying to squirm away from her.

"Very nice John," said Ellen. "You're stacked."

"How big is he?" asked Kelsey.

"About a 36C I think," replied Becky. "No sense in doing things halfway I always say."

Kelsey's job was to do John's makeup, but she wasn't using ordinary drug store brands.  His lipstick was a very difficult to remove stain, his mascara was equally stubborn to scrub off. The makeup had been selected to be very noticeable and very difficult to remove. Even the bright blue eye shadow was waterproof and designed to last twenty-four hours. 

Still, just because John was going to have a hard time removing it didn't mean that Kelsey would take any less care with the application.  She wanted him to look like a bride on her wedding day.

When Kelsey pronounced John suitably made over, the girls cheer her creation. Then, they girls wasted no time painting his nails with a bright crimson gel.  This meant untying John, but Amethyst was happy to step forward and put him into a loose rear naked choke hold. 

"If you're not perfectly cooperative," she warned. "I'll put you to sleep for your mani and your pedi. You wouldn't want to miss all the fun, I'm sure."

Despite not being very tall and having a voice that was soft and accented, there was something intimidating about Amethyst.  Maybe it was the total lack of fear, and maybe it was a wicked competitive streak that made John think the biggest mistake you could have wrestling her was to have some early success against her.  It would just make her mad. 

For whatever reason, John sat obediently while the nail polish was applied.  Had he known about gel polish, he might have been more resistant, but it's not like there was much he could do.

Missy and Ellen were up next.  They were given the job of getting John into his unmentionables.  With his clothes completely removed, there wasn't much danger of John running away, and he seemed totally obedient to Amethyst, so the girls decided to untie him to facilitate a change in his wardrobe.

It took both Missy and Ellen to lace John as tightly as the girls desired into an unforgiving boned corset.  The final result was worth it as John's waist had been reduced a full four inches down to a girlish twenty-four.

"It's too tight," gasped John struggling for air.

"Take shallow breaths," suggested Ellen. "You'll get used to it in no time."

"No, I can't breathe," insisted John.

"Well that's too bad because it's locked like that," said Missy putting a small heart-shaped padlock through the eyelets at the top of the corset leaving John completely trapped.

"You can't do this," complained John as Ellen rolled a pair of expensive silky white stockings with a floral pattern up his legs, attaching them to the garters at the end of the corset.

"I love your knickers, John," said Scorpion playing with the lacy white pair that the girls had picked for him. There was even a little padding in the behind though it would hardly be visible under a wedding dress.

"Come on," demanded John. "Today is my wedding.  Haven't you had enough fun at my expense?"

"Hardly," said Missy. "Now step into those panties."

Once John was pantied, it was time for his wedding dress.  His mom had been quite a beauty in her younger days, and her dress reflected this.  It was a beautiful and sexy dress, and John could think of nothing more humiliating than being forced into it.  Then he saw his sister stepping forward and he knew he was wrong.

"Not you too, Karen. This has gone on far enough," said John.

"Sorry John, I love you, but Page is my friend too," replied Karen, "and you really haven't demonstrated to me that you have any business getting married.  Now hold still, I'd hate to jab you."

With John sulking, his sister sewed him into the wedding dress, making it impossible to take off without a scissors and a careful eye or simply destroying the dress. "I still may want to wear that.  Don't you dare even think of ruining it."

The dress would be pretty much impossible for him to take off even without Karen's handiwork.  The back was full of tiny little buttons that John would never be able to undo from the front.  The best part of the dress though were the long white opera length gloves that went with it.

Kelsey had John step into a pair of skyscraper sandals with a five-inch heel and a jeweled instep over his foot. The shoes had a wide strap at the ankle and that made it very easy for Kelsey to lock the shoes onto his feet. Declaring John a blushing bride, the girls began to take pictures of their masterpiece with their phones.  John flopped around, but soon realized he was trapped in bridal mode without some serious assistance and he wouldn't be finding any help in that room.

"So, I know he won't be getting that off anytime soon, but I'm dying to know what the plan is," said Amethyst. "Won't the bride-to-be get really angry about this?"

"She might," said Kelsey, "but we're some of her oldest friends.  I think we may be able to talk some sense into her."

"You have all lost your minds," complained John.

"Hey John," said Ellen. "I know this isn't easy on you right now, but you'll see.  I think it's for the best."

"Like Hell it is," barked John.  Both Scorpion and Amethyst seemed ready to pounce as John grew more agitated.

"It's alright," motioned Ellen.  "Tell you what John; I brought over a bottle of whiskey to celebrate tonight. Why don't you have a drink to calm your nerves?"

"Hmm," said John taking the bottle and swallowing a large gulp of the top shelf bourbon.

***

The last thing that Page expected that hectic morning of run around in preparation for the wedding was an urgent call from Karen.  Kelsey wasted no time in escorting her friend over to John and Karen's house.  It had been too easy last night.  They thought they were going to have to force liquor down John's throat, but all they had to do was offer him a drink and John was blotto within an hour. 

Karen had been given the job of keeping an eye on her brother that night to make sure he didn't choke on his own vomit or something.  She hadn't had any sleep that night, but Kelsey was pretty sure the wedding would be cancelled anyway so it wouldn't matter so much if she looked run down.  She had kept the details vague on the phone, but when she opened the door, she found John still dressed and laying half on the coffee table.  Empty bottles and cans were sprawled out all around him and the house smelled of stale beer and alcohol.

"Oh my God!," cried Page. "Is that John?  What happened?"

"I don't know," lied Karen. "That's how I found him.  I bet it was those jack ass groomsmen."

"This is so irresponsible," cursed Kelsey winking at Karen as she feigned outrage.

"Wake up John," urged Page as she shook her fiancé.

"I'll go make some coffee," offered Karen.

"Thanks Karen," replied Page collecting herself. "You know I've been after him about his drinking for some time now.  Still, I never thought he'd be this irresponsible on the night before his wedding."

"Well some guys get carried away at bachelor parties," said Kelsey. "This is just so irresponsible though. You deserve better."

"What's going on?" groaned John squinting at the light of the front window and trying to shake the cobwebs from his head.

"You've gotten drunk and made a fool of yourself again," said Page.

"No, I didn't have that much," replied John instinctively. "Oh wait, I guess...wait...she's the one who did all this?"

"Did what John?" demanded Page. "She got you so drunk you'd let your friends do this to you."

"Oh John," said Karen handing John a coffee cup. "When are you going to grow up?"

"Wait," exploded John, "None of this is my fault!  You were there too, my own sister."

"You were so drunk, you don't even remember what happened," said Kelsey in mock disgust.

"I wasn't," argued John. 

"Look," sighed an exasperated Page. "Let's just get you out of that get up.  You make a very believable woman, but there's only going to be one bride at my wedding."

"You're still marrying him? Really?" asked a disappointed Kelsey.

"Of course," said Page. "I love him.  No matter how stupid he can be."

"She did all this just to break us up," said John. "You have some real bitches for friends, you know that."

"Don't you dare badmouth my friends or I will call it off," said Page. "This is your fault."

John began to try and remove the dress and found it stuck just as Kelsey and Karen knew that he would.  They had been very careful to make sure that even if Page wouldn't call off the wedding, it wouldn't be able to go forward because John would be stuck in his wedding dress."

"John you are so useless sometimes," complained Page. "I'll help you."

"Thanks babe."

"What the Hell did your friends do?" cried Page. Nothing would come off.  Taking a damp cloth from the bathroom she found that even the makeup wouldn't easily wipe off. "None of this comes off and the wedding is in a few hours."

"I'm sorry," said Karen. "The church books months in advance, but maybe if you talk to the pastor he could do something."

"Oh no," said Page. "We have a wedding planned for today and we'll have it today."

"I don't think I can get this junk off in time," said John apologetically.

"Then you'll wear it," said Page.

"Seriously?" asked Kelsey surprised at Page's bold reaction.

"Seriously," said Page. "He's dressed for a wedding.  You just have to get me ready.  I'm in a marrying mood."

"Come on, Page," said Kelsey. "Just wait a few months.  There's no reason to make a fool out of yourself."

"I appreciate your concern, Kelsey, but I've made up my mind," said Page. "We're doing this thing."

***

The reaction of the groomsmen to John's new appearance wasn't nearly what Kelsey had thought it would be. Rather than being scandalized or homophobic, they simply took it to be yet another crazy thing John had done while drinking.

Some of the other guests required more convincing.  Page's mom was particularly scandalized by the spectacle of two brides walking down the aisle together.  Page's dad offered to pay for all the bridesmaids to go on vacation together if she'd just call things off with John, but Page was determined and wore down her father into weak acceptance of the inevitable.

In the back of the church, the groomsmen tried to convince John that everything would be alright, while in another room the bridesmaids helped to get Page ready.  She really did make a beautiful bride.

"You look stunning, Page," admired Kelsey. "Nobody will notice how John's dressed.  All the eyes will be on you."

"You really look amazing," said Missy.

"Thanks, but you did a pretty good job on John too," said Page.

"What?!" asked Kelsey.

"Yeah Page, we didn't...," began Ellen.

"Just skip it," said Page. "I'm not happy with any of you.  You were supposed to be my backup, my support through this thing."

"But Page, you can do so much better," said Kelsey.

"That's for me to decide," barked Page. "I thought you would respect that."

"So you knew all along?" asked Karen.

"Not right away, but I could see no reason for his buddies to do this.  You were the only ones with both the motivation and skill to pull it off," said Page.

"I guess we did do a pretty rotten thing," admitted Becky.

"Do you want us to go apologize to John?" asked Kelsey.

"No," said Page, "I'll take care of that, besides he does need to stop the binge drinking and I can use this incident to my advantage."

"Well that's good," said Ellen.

"You're not off the hook, but I do know why you did it.  The thought does count."

"We're all sorry Page, really," said Missy. "We won't do something like this again."

After the air was cleared with Page, the bridesmaids were able to really let loose and enjoy the wedding, though neither John's nor Page's families understood exactly what was going on.  The groomsmen, of course, thought it was just another big joke like most everything John did. Bluto declared the event "The biggest blow out ever."

The only person who seemed awkward at the wedding was John.  It wasn't the wedding dress that bothered him really, it was all the accessories.  His shoes were killing him and no matter what he did, he couldn't remove the makeup.  Resigning himself to his fate, he tried to keep Page happy and be a good sport, even if she did change their first dance to I Kissed a Girl much to his surprise. 

The second dance was amazingly awkward.  Dancing with Page's mom while dressed as he was and all eyes upon him mortified John.  He was thankful when it was over until he saw that his next dance partner was Kelsey. Since he had the huge billowing wedding dress on, she also insisted on leading.

"My, don't you look fetching," gloated Kelsey.

"It's not funny," pouted John. "I know it was you girls who did it."

"Of course we did," beamed Kelsey. "If you ever hurt Page, we'll do far worse you know."

"I won't ever hurt Page."

"Good, that's what I like to hear," said Kelsey. "If you're a good husband and partner to her, I'll be your best friend in the world.  I love Page.  We all do."

"Yeah, I can see that."

"Besides, you have to admit, we got you good."

"Yeah, maybe a little too good," said John. "I guess I kind of deserved some of it."

Kelsey couldn't help smirking. She could see Aaron and Justin rather aggressively hitting on Amethyst and Scorpion as they watched the first dance.  They had missed the cut for groomsmen because they were way too out of control and Page had said no, but had allowed John to invite them.

"Is it true about girls with purple hair?" asked Justin.

"What do they say?" replied Amethyst.

"Well, they say you'll do anything for fun," bellowed Aaron loud enough for anybody to here.

"You know what I want to do?" asked Scorpion rhetorically.

"What's that?" asked Justin.

"I'd love to wrap my legs around you and squeeze you between my thighs," said the Amazon wrestler.

"Oh I like the sound of that," said Justin.

"Hell yeah," agreed Aaron.

"I bet we could have you moaning and screaming loud enough to get that we'd wake up everybody on the floor," added Amethyst cheekily.

That ought to go well, thought Kelsey laughing to herself.  She waved over at her two new wrestler friends who appeared to be having the time of their lives.  They deserved it.

***

"Well what did you think you were going to wear?" asked Page. "It's not like we can get half of what the bridesmaids did to you undone in this resort, you know."

"I know, but I didn't expect to spend my honeymoon in Aruba wearing sun dresses and heels," pouted John.

"At least they were thoughtful enough to pack you wedges," replied his new wife cheerily.

"And the sex toys? What kind of perverts do they think we are?"

"Do me a favor and get up on the bed, honey."

John turned around to see that Page was already putting on the ten-inch pink strapon that the girls had packed for her.

THE END




A Note to Our Readers

Claudia and I would like to thank Scorpion and Amethyst Hammerfist for allowing me to use them in this book.  I met both of them on Twitter about a year ago and was instantly impressed.  I've seen them wrestle on video and was instantly awestruck.  They're warm, friendly, and fun, but definitely understand they can utterly destroy you.  If there is interest, I would definitely like to bring them back for a longer project focused on them in the spirit of Russ

Meyer.  Thank you for reading.  You can visit Scorpion's page here http://www.missscorpion.com/ To find out more

about Amethyst, check her page at Session Girls out http://sessiongirls.com/my-profile?user=3920.

Kylie Gable
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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 mistress. It's a story of forced feminization and finding love where you least expect it and it's yours free at www.kyliegable.com.  Thank you for reading.




KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

Rather than place an ad for the other stories I have written here, 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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