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Bill admired his father in many ways and envied him in others. Apart from the premature death of his wife –

Bill’s mother – Bill’s dad’s life seemed to run on an endless supply of good fortune. 

He was filthy rich, for starters, and every time he made big money it seemed to be as a result of risk. He bought and sold properties, started businesses and even gambled with small, up and coming entrepreneurs, all of whom seemed to turn out to be wild successes. 

Despite being fully aware of his dad’s perpetual good luck, it still took him by surprise when his father announced to Bill that he was to marry a much younger woman. At 26, this woman was 5 years Bill’s senior, and nearly 30 years his dad’s junior. Bill thought that she must be a gold digger, and he was disappointed in his father for falling for it. 

“Where’s your head, dad?” He asked at the time, followed by a sarcastic, “Actually, I don’t want to know!” 

His dad has assured him that it wasn’t like that, that Nicole was charming, sweet and honest, but Bill wasn’t convinced. He’d never even heard of this woman before, and now all of a sudden she was going to be his… his  step-mom?  It all seemed wrong. 

However, soon after the shocking revelation, Bill met Nicole and was pleasantly surprised. He kept his guard up to start with, of course, but she seemed to be exactly what his father had said she was. She was charming, for sure, and she’d greeted Bill with a warm smile and hug when they met, before cracking clever jokes which made everybody smile. 

She was also very beautiful, with blond hair, a slim but strong-looking figure and what even Bill could tell was perfectly applied make up. Most importantly, Nicole seemed to care for Bill’s dad, and when they were together their conversations seemed to flow naturally and sincerely. 

It wasn’t long before Bill accepted that Nicole was just another example of his dad’s amazing good fortune. 




***

It was a couple of years after hearing the news about Nicole that Bill received another shock regarding his father. This time he hadn’t been so lucky. Bill’s stomach rose to his mouth as he picked up a phone call from Nicole. 

She cut straight to the point as she informed him that his father had died of a heart attack. 

Nicole sounded solemn on the phone, but calm considering she’d lost her husband. Bill thanked her for calling, shed a single tear and walked in a daze out to his car. He’d been sitting in his dorm room trying to study, and the shock of the call had thrown him into a dissociative state. He turned on the ignition and accelerated, making a conscious effort to snap out of his daze in order to concentrate on the drive. 

He focused intently on the road as he drove the 50 miles to his father’s house, where he’d lived himself until just two months ago. It still felt like home to him. It still was his home. When he arrived there, he decided to adopt the  caregiver  role. Nicole was, after all, a grieving widow. It had surely come as a horrible shock to discover that her reasonably new husband had died, so suddenly. When Nicole opened the door, Bill embraced her in what he hoped was a comforting hug. 

“I’m so sorry,” He said, as though the loss was all Nicole’s. Nicole reciprocated the sentiment warmly returning his embrace. 

“Your poor dad,” she said, “I’m so sorry that you’ve lost your dad!” 

These words made it seem real to Bill, and as he smelt the familiar scent of his family home, he burst into tears at his loss. Nicole made them both tea, and practically discussed funeral arrangements. She assured Bill that he needn’t organise anything: she’d taken care of it, and let him know that the funeral would be the following Wednesday at the local church. Bill spent the night at home and then went back to school in the morning. His father was important enough to have a large funeral and Bill knew it wouldn’t do him any good to be stuck in that stuffy

old mansion thinking about his dad. 


***

The funeral went by and Nicole stayed close to Bill for the duration of it. Of course, there were many family members there, but nobody seemed particularly close, so Bill was comforted by Nicole’s caring presence. 

When the guests began to leave, and the farewell to Bill’s father and Nicole’s husband was all-too-over, Nicole asked Bill if he’d stay home for a while, until she got things in order. Bill of course agreed, but that was when things began to get unusual. 

When he returned to his father and Nicole’s (and his!) home, Bill was surprised to find two of Nicole’s friends staying there. They didn’t seem to be just visiting, though. Paula and Barbara had brought a lot of knickknacks with them, dominated the bathroom with what Bill thought was an excessive amount of cosmetics and it was clear that a lot of items in the kitchen belonged to them. 

“Um, Nicole, what’s going on?” Bill asked, feeling uneasy about these two unknown women taking over his house. 

“Oh, Bill, I’m sorry, I must have completely forgotten to say!” she started. 

“Paula and Barbara are my old sorority sisters. We were at college together a few years back!” 

“Right,” said Bill, thinking back to his own friends at college. There were none he felt particularly close to. 

“They’ve been a great help to me in getting over your dad’s death,” she said, looking eerily cheery.  Bill shuddered.  There was no real reason for it, he decided, but he instinctively didn’t like Paula and Barbara. The next time he visited the main bathroom; he deliberately used a generous portion of one of their expensive moisturisers, and squirted a little down the sink. He knew it was immature, but he was grieving too and people are more understanding of bad behavior when you’ve just lost a loved one. 

Bill went to his bedroom feeling extremely tired that night, but still unable to sleep after the events of the day. 

His mind raced through all of the faces at the funeral, the coffin carrying his dad, Nicole’s unfamiliar closeness and the two strange women inhabiting his house who had barely said two words to him. As his mind paused on the faces of the two women, young and stern-looking, he started to hear them from what was now their bedroom. 

At first he thought that they were just talking, but then he noticed that one of the women’s voices had stopped. 

The other voice was letting out gentle moans and at once Bill recognized the sounds of passionate lovemaking. Bill couldn’t believe it to start with, but as he continued to listen, half out of curiosity and half due to his reluctant arousal, it became obvious that, coming from the room, were the unmistakable sounds of two women having sex. 


***

The next morning, Bill went to the kitchen to get some coffee. When he opened the fridge for milk, he saw unfamiliar butter, some yogurts that he’d never seen before and some other products that had Paula and Barbara’s name written all over them. He slammed the fridge door and turned to see Nicole standing behind him, smiling. 

“I’ll cook us all some breakfast,” she said. “Pancakes and syrup all round.” 

Bill’s stomach rumbled and his mood lifted slightly. “Hey, Nicole,” He said, half-whispering, “Um, there’s no easy way to say this…” 

Nicole folded her arms but still held a kind, patient expression. “Um,” Bill felt his face flushing, “I heard…

noises… from Paula and Barbara’s room last night… you know,  those  kind of noises.” 

Nicole burst out laughing. “Oh!” she said, “Those kind of noises!” 

She walked past Bill to reach the fridge and casually said, “Paula and Nicole are a couple. It’s not unusual that they would be having sex.” 

“A couple? Like lesbians?” said Bill, wondering what his dad would think about two lesbians moving into his house with his wife the moment he passed away. 

“Yes.” said Nicole. “They’ve been a couple since college. You know, I actually prefer the company of women myself.” 

The dazed feeling that Bill had felt when Nicole told him his dad died seemed to be returning and he went to sit at the kitchen table, still not having made his coffee. “Do you want coffee?” Nicole asked, and he nodded. 

She seemed to magic up a mug of coffee for him and then sat with him for a moment, as the pancakes were

cooking. 

“You know, you would make a very pretty girl.” she said, staring at him suggestively. 

Bill said nothing, and Nicole jumped up to continue with the pancakes. Paula and Barbara were downstairs now also, and they seemed to have heard Nicole’s comment. “Ha ha! Yes! Wouldn’t he?” asked Paula rhetorically. Both women sat at the table with Bill, who was understandably feeling increasingly uncomfortable by the discussion. 

Nicole served pancakes and syrup onto four plates and brought a pot of herbal tea through for herself, Paula and Barbara. They didn’t drink coffee, then, Bill thought, and drank his with a level of defiance. 

As they dove into breakfast, Barbara started talking to Bill. “Hey,” she said, “I have some clothes you can borrow.”  Bill stared at his plate and carried on eating. “And make-up,” she continued. “You have such delicate features,” she wouldn’t stop talking, “They’re look so pretty in make-up, and, ooh, your long hair!” 

Paula joined in, “Yes! That long hair would look lovely with a couple of delicate plaits in it, tied with bows.” 

To Bill’s horror, Nicole joined in with her two friends. “Yes!” she said enthusiastically, “And we could teach you all kinds of things, couldn’t we girls?” 

Paula and Barbara nodded and giggled and Bill was going off his food. He put his fork down and drained the last of his coffee. 

“We could teach you how to please men,” Paula said, and the giggles of all three women got louder. 

Bill stood up and left the table. He raced up the stairs to his bedroom feeling furious with Nicole, Paula and Barbara and was further irritated by Nicole’s whining calls after him. “Oh, Bill! Don’t be so sensitive! We were just having a bit of fun!” she yelled. 

Bill put his hands over his ears for several minutes, then, when he’d calmed down slightly, decided to go for a swim in his father’s large pool. 


***

Bill enjoyed a 45 minute swim and felt considerably calmer after it. 

He got out of the pool in his trunks and grabbed a towel. Before wrapping it around him, he gave his long hair a quick rub and shook his head to tidy it up slightly. He wrapped his towel around him and headed inside to have a shower. 

He was pleased that none of the women were to be seen when he walked in. In a better mood, he walked straight to the bathroom and enjoyed a long shower and a thorough shave, not even using or defacing any of the women’s cosmetics before he left the room. 

He walked to his own room in a towel in much better spirits, the annoyance of the breakfast table incident now completely gone, only to find something to irritate him all over again. 

Laid out on his bed was a red dress, a pair of red, high heeled shoes, a black bra and black, lacy panties and sheer black stockings. He threw them across the room and felt defiant as he dressed in shorts, a t-shirt and trainers with a speed that suggested he had an audience. He raced down the stairs and out of the door. He was going to go out for the day, shopping for some new clothes. Most of his were at his college dorm, but he wasn’t sure when he’d be going back there. He thought about getting a hair-cut, too. 


***

Bill didn’t get his hair cut, but he did treat himself to some new clothes and even took himself out for a burger in the late afternoon. He didn’t want to go home in a hurry, to the three women, even though he knew he was supposed to be helping Nicole. It can wait a little, he thought, and stayed out until evening, hanging around shops and drinking coffee at the local  Starbucks. When he returned home, he was relieved to see that Paula and Barbara weren’t there; just Nicole sat in the living room with a book. 

“Hey,” said Nicole as Bill walked through the door, “Where have you been? I’ve missed you!” 

Missed me? Echoed Bill internally. Missed me? 

“Hey,” He said, still a little annoyed at her and her friends. “I went out. I needed new clothes.” 

Nicole looked at the two large bags he was carrying. “Oh, I see, cool. How did you pay?” she asked. 

“My dad gave me some money to get supplies for college,” replied Bill, as he felt a sadness washing over him. 

Nicole nodded and looked down at her book again.  “We can sort things out tomorrow, if that suits you?” she half asked, half told him. 

“Sure,” said Bill, and looked in the direction of the kitchen.  “Want a drink?” 

Nicole smiled. “Shall we have a beer together?” she said, and Bill felt extremely tempted. 

“Sure,” he said, warming up to his step-mother, his recent anger subsiding. “Let’s have a beer.” 

He walked to the fridge and grabbed two bottles, and started to walk through with them. Before he got to the living room, he remembered that Nicole might want a glass, and turned around. She’d seen him though, and seemingly read his mind.  “I’m OK to drink from the bottle,” she called, and Bill returned, two bottles in hand. 

It was time for them now to talk about Bill’s dad. They reminisced emotionally, and Bill remembered how he’d felt when his dad had married Nicole. He’d been unsure initially, but Nicole’s charm had soon won him over. He looked at her and saw that his father had been a lucky man to marry Nicole after the sudden death of his mother, and he thought that his dad would have been happy that Nicole and Bill were getting on well together this evening. 

It was with warmth that the pair said goodnight that evening, and when Bill went to bed he drifted straight to sleep, too deeply to be awoken by sounds such as women making love next door. 


***

Bill awoke with a start, choking as he felt something in his mouth. 

As he quickly became conscious, he saw Paula’s body above him, and realised that she was gagging him with pantyhose. She was both strong and very efficient in her movement.  Before he even was fully awake, she had the panty part in his mouth and was wrapping the legs tightly around his face to hold them in place. 

He frantically tried to push her off, but to his left was Nicole, who grabbed his arm and held it down. As he tried to move his right arm, this was also firmly gripped onto. Barbara was to his right. No matter how he struggled, these women had a very firm grip on him and he couldn’t pull away. 

Paula secured the pantyhose around his mouth quickly and Nicole and Barbara lifted the man with ease. He was quite small – around 5 foot 7 – and with a slender frame. 

“Now comes the fun part,” said Barbara. 

“Mmmph,” was all that came out of Paul’s mouth as he tried to protest this indignity. He glared over at Nicole who was laughing and enjoying herself as much as her two friends were. 

It took very little trouble for the three women to pull a pale pink, silky nightie over his head. Barbara and Nicole pushed him so that he was standing bent over his bed and bent his arms up behind his back. Paula snaked another pair of pantyhose around his wrists. 

“Be sure it’s good and tight,” advised Barbara. “We don’t want him getting loose.” 

“Relax,” assured Paula. “I know what I’m doing.” 

Paula cinched the pantyhose, which tightened the bonds around his wrists and made sure that he would be unable to slip his wrists out of the hosiery. With his bonds very secure, she tightly knotted them. 

Bill was kicking his legs to try and escape, but Barbara stopped even that resistance by reaching under his nightie and squeezing her balls in his hand. “You can try to escape all you want, but if you hurt any of us, I’m going to be hurting you much worse,” she barked.  She dug her nails in until she saw tears form in Paul’s eye. 

Paula held onto his legs and he stopped kicking. He looked on in horror as Nicole turned on an electric razor. 

Barbara followed her lead, and they both set to work removing the hair from his body. Nicole worked her way from his ankles all the way to his groin, and he was shocked as she even buzzed away most of his pubic hair. 

Nicole had pulled the nightie down and was doing a thorough job of removing his minimal chest hair, managing to lift his restrained arms just enough to get access to his armpits. 

When his body was hair-free, the three women smiled at each other. “All done!” They said, as though it was something on their to-do list, and they lay Bill down on his bed in the pink nightie, still gagged and bound with pantyhose. Paula took a third pair of pantyhose and ran them under his arms connecting him to the headboard of the bed. 

“Sleep tight, you pretty girl!” said Nicole, and the three women giggled again. 

They left the room, and Bill lay still, wondering whether he was in a dream or reality. He worked furiously to

free himself from his nylon bonds, but it was useless.  He only succeeded in tiring himself out and soon he was back asleep. 


***

The next morning, Bill awoke again to the sight of the three women. This time they weren’t touching him. 

Nicole sat on the edge of his bed, gazing at him, and the other two women sat on his couch towards the other side of the room. 

As he came round, he wondered how long they’d been in his room, and he was unsettled by the way Nicole was staring at him.  He tried frantically to get out of his pantyhose prison once more, but only succeeded in making the women laugh at him once again. 

“Bill, if you’re done,  I have some things to tell you,” she began, and Bill braced himself. 

“I’ve been studying your father’s will, and his wishes are very clear. In there it states that, if you marry a woman before your 23rd birthday, you will inherit everything. If you don’t, well, it goes to me.” 

Bill’s eyes widened as he waited for her next words. 

“Obviously, my aim is to inherit all the money. Your 23rd birthday isn’t too far off, is it? Wait. Don’t try to answer. Anyway, it’s still far off enough for you to find a wife and marry her, I know that.” 

Nicole paused for a moment and looked over at Paula and Barbara, who nodded at her encouragingly. 

“My aim is to turn you into a fully feminized slave for this house,” she said. “This will ensure that I inherit all of the money, and we all get to have lots of fun!” 

She looked over at her two friends again, who were grinning wildly. 

“We’re going to have a blast turning you into a little sissy!” added Paula. “We are definitely going to find some uses for you in the bedroom!” she looked down at his groin. 

“Come on,” said Nicole to Paula and Barbara, “It’s time!” 

The two women walked over to either side of Bill’s bed and grabbed an arm each. Nicole lifted his legs, and the three women carried him into one of the other bedrooms in his father’s large house. Inside the room was a pink canopy bed, with fluffy pillows on it and even a couple of stuffed toys. The three women threw Bill upon the bed, still gagged and bound in pantyhose and dressed in the nightie. 

They stood looking over him and Nicole stroked his smooth legs. “Here, come and feel her legs, you two! I wish mine got that smooth from a quick electric shave!” 

Paula and Barbara joined Nicole in stroking Bill’s legs, and made approving noises as they appreciated them. 

“I guess because it’s her first time,” said Barbara. “The shave will probably last several days, which is more than I can say for my legs!” 

Paula smiled.  “Who’s a lucky girl, then?” she said, stroking a little further down now towards Bill’s feet. 

Nicole’s nose wrinkled slightly. “We need to do something about those toenails, though!” Paula and Barbara nodded. 

Paula reached over to the dressing table beside Bill’s new bed and picked up a small bag filled with nail polishes. 

“Pale pink, to match the nightie?” she asked, but Nicole shook her head. 

“No! Not striking enough! How about bright red?” 

“Sure thing,” said Paula passing a bright red nail polish to Nicole. 

Bill started to wriggle his feet, but Nicole pinched his toe hard. “Don’t give us unnecessary work!” she said sternly, and Bill knew that there was no use. He decided to stay still, and remain thankful that they at least hadn’t bound his legs. What difference would a bit of nail polish on his toes make, anyway? 

Nicole slowly painted Bill’s toe nails, whilst Paula and Barbara conversed quietly next to the closet. Bill couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he got the gist that they were discussing the clothes in the closet and that there were shoes in there and lingerie for him in the dressers too. 

Bill sighed, wondering how long it would take the three women to get bored of their strange game. He laid patiently as Nicole finished painting his nails and blew on his toes to speed the drying process along. 

“She’s going to make such a pretty girl. A sexy, pretty girl!” said Paula standing over her new pet. 

“I think we should put a little make up on her,” said Nicole and Barbara and Paula were immediately at the dressing table. 

“Excellent idea!” said Paula picking up some eye liner. 

“We can save the lipstick for now,” said Nicole, looking at Bill’s gagged mouth which was now expressionless. 

Paula leaned over Bill and carefully drew on the outlines of his eyes, and then she turned to Barbara who was also at the dressing table. “You want to choose an eye shadow?” 

“Already have!” said Barbara gleefully leaning over Bill herself.  Bill had had enough. He couldn’t get loose, but he didn’t have to make this easy for them. He tried to keep his face turned away from them, but that only made Barbara angry and she slapped him.  Though the pantyhose gag absorbed most of the blow, she got his attention. 

Grabbing his face, Nicole dug her nails into the soft flesh of his cheeks and warned him. “We can do this however you want, but naughty get punished and as wicked stepmothers go, the one in Cinderella is a wimp compared to me.” 

With Bill’s struggles subsided, Barbara used a soft pad to apply golden, shimmering eye liner to his eye lids, which he obediently closed as soon as she went near them. He kept them closed as Paula applied some more eye liner. 

“Now that’s much better. You’re being a good girl!” said Paula, and Nicole stroked Bill’s legs again. 

“I want to put some make up on her!” said Nicole leaping up and joined the other two at the dresser. 

“Well, mascara’s next!” said Paula, pointing at a selection of 3 or 4 mascaras. 

Nicole picked up one that said  Super Long Lashes, and softly instructed Bill to open his eyes. He did as she said, and within several seconds his lashes were twice their previous length. 

“What about a quick eyebrow plucking?” said Barbara. 

“I’m way ahead of you,” replied Paula – as though she knew Barbara was going to suggest it – had tweezers in her hand in an instant. 

“You had better not resist this,” warned Nicole. Plucking would not only hurt, but it wouldn’t wash off. She knew Bill might be less cooperative. 

Paula plucked Bill’s bushy eyebrows into a thin curved shape, and then ensured that there were no stray nose hairs or traces of facial hair. Satisfied, she placed the tweezers down. 

Paula, Barbara and Nicole walked over to the corner of the room and had a quiet conversation together. Bill felt irritated at their rudeness, after all they hadn’t been bothered before about saying whatever they liked in front of him. They seemed to be serious and secretive as they spoke about whatever they were speaking of. 

Suddenly, the three women walked towards the bedroom door, shooting one final look at Bill before they left him with his thoughts. “Welcome to your new life, Laurie!” said Nicole, and she walked through the door, followed by Paula and Barbara. 

 Laurie? Laurie? Who on Earth is Laurie? Me, in this game of theirs, obviously, but why Laurie? Where did that name come from? 


***

Bill looked at the walls at saw pictures of young male pop stars and actors that he vaguely recognised. It was just one more humiliating touch.  He looked past the dressing table where the makeup he was wearing lay and saw through the half open door to the attached en-suite that there were even more female beauty products in there. 

 How long is this going to last for? They can’t possibly be serious about my father’s will? What would he say? 

 What would he think of this? How wrong it is to disrespect the wishes of the dead in such a way. 

Bill’s thoughts were interrupted by an urgent need to use the toilet, and the sight of an en suite had relieved him as much as it had tormented him. He twisted his legs to the side of the bed and struggled with his balance as he got into a standing position on the floor. His desperation to urinate increased and he struggled as he tried to rush to the en-suite to use the toilet. Without the option to use his hands, and wearing a nightie that reached all the way to his thighs, Bill quickly realised that it would be impossible for him to urinate in a straight line or without wetting himself. He felt ashamed as he sat down to use the toilet, feeling truly feminised, degraded and defeated at this

point. 

Bill looked for windows to try to escape from, but he knew there was no use. The windows were all locked and besides, he was on the second floor. 

Following his bathroom adventure, he lay on the pink bed helplessly and tried not to think about what could be coming next. 


***

Several hours later, Nicole returned to the room – this time alone – with a pill and a glass of water. 

“Hey, Laurie!” she said with a sweet smile as she sauntered over to Bill. She stroked his long hair and tapped his face lightly.  “I’ve brought you something nice. Don’t fight it and it will make you feel better--Much better!” 

Nicole placed the water on the bedside table but held on to the pill as she began to untie the pantyhose from around Bill’s mouth. “Good girl,” she said. 

“Th-thank you,” stammered Bill, flexing his jaw. 

“Open wide,” said Nicole in a sing-song voice, and she gently pulled at his chin to help him to open up. 

Nicole pushed the pill into Bill’s mouth but he spat it out. Nicole quickly grabbed it from the floor and straddled Laurie. She held the pill above his face and grabbed his balls. Nicole squeezed harder and harder until Bill screamed in agony, opening his mouth wide. She put the pill in his mouth immediately and ordered him to swallow. 

Defeated, he swallowed the pill and a tear rolled down her cheek. 

Nicole started to stroke Bill’s long hair again, and spoke in a comforting voice. “There, there. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said. “Here, sit up, have some water.” 

Bill sat up and Nicole helped her to drink from the water glass. When she’d clearly had enough, Nicole smiled at her. 

“We’ll make a proper girl out of you,” she said deciding to leave the gag off, so that Laurie could speak to her. 

He didn’t feel much like talking, though, and she stayed mute out of choice. Nicole prepared to leave the room, but before she did she gave Bill a stern look. “Now, I don’t want any of that nonsense with the pills again. You’re going to have to learn to obey and you had better learn that fast.” 

She turned to the door and walked away. Bill understood that she’d been given a hormone tablet, but she didn’t know what to expect from the chemicals now coursing through his body. 


***

 What will it do to me? Bill thought. Will my legs stay smooth? Will my penis shrink? 

 Does Nicole really prefer the company of women? Or perhaps this is just a strange, crazed reaction to her losing my father. 

Bill looked down at the nightie. 

 Will I grow boobs? Like a real girl? What about my balls? How quickly do these hormone tablets start working? 

 How many of these hormone pills are they going to give me? 

 What am I going to do? 

 What would my father think? 

 What would my father do? 

 What would my father do? 

 What would my father do? 


***

Several hours after Nicole’s visit, Laurie’s door opened again. This time Paula and Barbara were the guests, and they didn’t flash him smiles anywhere near as sweet as Nicole’s. 

“Hey, bitch!” Called Paula causing Barbara to laugh loudly. 

“Listen, Laurie. You’re going to be our little bitch and you’re going to do whatever we say.” 

Paula stood over Bill’s bed and sneered at him, while Barbara opened up the closet in his new bedroom. 

“Hey, Barbara, I’m just going to quickly put some lipstick on her! It seems Nicole decided that she deserved to be ungagged!” 

“OK,” said Paula. “There’s a red to match the nail polish, it shouldn’t be too hard to find.” 

“I should give her some foundation too,” replied Barbara. 

“I don’t think you’ll need blush, our sissy is blushing enough already,” teased Paula. 

Barbara rummaged through the make up on the dresser and saw 12 plus shades of red lipstick, all of which looked as though they’d match the nail polish just fine. She opted for a shimmering bright red, and instructed Bill to open his mouth slightly. 

Bill obeyed, feeling that it was preferable to being gagged, and Barbara expertly applied the make up to her lips. 

“Great,” she said. “Just don’t close your mouth for a few seconds.” 

Bill held his mouth slightly open and looked over to what Paula was doing in the closet. He could see from her bed that the closet was filled with dresses of all shapes and sizes, and shoes which ranged from having high heels to ones which looked impossible to even stand in. As Bill stared in disbelief, Barbara applied a cool liquid foundation to his face. She was careful not to mess up the makeup that had already been applied, but immediately noticed how the foundation evened out his complexion. 

Paula pulled out a pair of ruby red sandals with 5” heels.  Bill could hardly look at them let alone imagine being made to wear them. “You’re going to wear whatever we tell you to wear and be our little sissy sex slave,” warned Paula as if reading his mind. She grabbed Bill’s hair and tugged it, making him gasp. 

“We’re going to teach you all kinds of things, so you’d better pay attention. You’re here to fulfil our sexual desires and to become a good sissy. That means pleasing whoever we want regardless of their gender or orientation,” Barbara continued, then walked towards the closet herself. 

Barbara sat on the bed next to Laurie who tried to wiggle away. With her hands tied behind her back, she wasn’t getting anywhere fast, and the doors were locked, anyway. Barbara watched Bill’s struggling with an amused expression on her face. “Want to go for a run?” she said, pointing at a treadmill to the corner of the room, and Bill scowled in response. 

Barbara turned to Paula seeing her returning from one of Bill’s dressers with stockings, a garter belt and an extremely sturdy, small corset. “Good choice!” said Barbara giving Paula a quick kiss on the lips. 

Bill at this point was sitting in the corner of the room, trying to ignore the two women when Barbara walked towards him with the riding crop in her hand. “Come here,” she said to him, but Bill didn’t comply. She wasn’t going to ask twice. She leaned over bill reigning down punishing blows like thunder on his thighs with a riding crop. 

“Come to the bed!” said Barbara to Bill fiercely, but he refused to look at her.  She continued to hit him with the riding crop until, eventually, Bill caved in. His thighs felt like they were on fire, but he was determined not to cry again in front of them. 

“OK, OK, I’ll come to the bed. Please, can you help me to walk?” pleaded Bill. Barbara looked over at Paula, who’d been watching the spectacle with a smile on her face. Triumphantly, Paula strode towards Bill and lifted his legs from the floor. Barbara lifted him by his still bound arms, and the two women half-dragged, half-carried his back onto the bed. 

Bill lay on his back on the bed while Paula untied her arms from the pantyhose. “Thank you,” said Bill, to which Paula replied, “Good girl.” 

Barbara held firmly onto Bill’s smooth leg and pushed his right foot into the high sandal. After she’d slid it on, she secured the fastening with a small silver padlock, making it impossible to remove without a key, which Bill hadn’t even caught sight of. 

She did the same with the left foot, and Bill looked down to see his feet pointed away from him like a ballerina’s, in these ruby-red sandals with a heel of five inches. 

“Stand up,” said Paula, and Bill, hesitantly, shifted his feet to the floor by the side of the bed. Slowly, he stood up, holding his arms wide either side of her to help with the balance. 

“He looks like  Bambi,” joked Barbara causing both women to laugh at Bill’s expense even as he took his first

tentative steps in his high-heeled shoes. 

“Now, stand still.” said Paula. Bill stood, arms either side of him and trying desperately not to fall over, by the side of the bed. 

“Arms above your head,” was Barbara’s instruction, and Bill groaned. 

“Just for a second.” she added almost sweetly. Bill carefully lifted her arms above her head, worrying frantically about falling as she struggled to balance in the heels under her feet. “That’s perfect.” 

Barbara lifted the pink nightie from Bill’s head so that Laurie stood there naked apart from the shoes. Paula and Barbara both looked at Bill’s penis, then at each other, and nodded conspiratorially

“Which color panties should we put on her?” Paula asked Barbara. Barbara looked again at Laurie’s penis. 

“Black, I think.” she said. “It’s slimming.” 

They both laughed. 

“And,” added Barbara, “It will match the corset! 

Paula walked back towards the closet and picked up a black pair of frilly French cut bikini panties. She walked over to Barbara. Bill just sighed. “You may sit down, for a second!” said Paula. 

Bill was relieved and quickly fell back onto the bed. “Thank you!” he said to Paula, who said nothing in return. 

Paula pulled the panties onto Bill, which successfully covered up his groin.  “Now you may stand again,” said Paula. 

Bill groaned as he struggled again to get upright in the shoes, but he was soon stood with his arms wide again with Barbara directly in front of him. Barbara reached behind Bill with the corset in her hand and pulled the back of the corset onto his back. She pulled it firmly onto him and slowly and steadily fastened the hooks at the front. 

Bill struggled to breathe as Barbara clasped the hooks together, but this was just the start of it. “We’re going to give you a  girl’s waist!” said Barbara and she smiled at Paula who was already sitting behind Laurie on the bed. 

“The best part,” said Paula, “is with good corset training, you’ll keep your shape even when you’re not in the corset.” 

“Oh no,” gasped Bill so slightly that it was almost inaudible. 

Paula pulled at the ribbons on Bill’s corset until it was as tight as it could possibly go, and then fastened them together tightly. “What size waist  were you, Bill?” she asked even as Bill struggled to catch his breath. 

“28!” he gasped, and Barbara – still standing in front of him – nodded thoughtfully. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a tape measure, which she instantly wrapped around Bill’s waist! 

“Woo hoo!” she exclaimed when she saw the measurement. “We’ve just taken four inches off you! Check it out! 24!” 

Bill looked down and saw that the tape measure did indeed close at 24 inches. “Wow,” he said softly, and Barbara and Paula smiled at each other again. 

“Come on then,” said Paula, leaping off the bed and grabbing Bill’s hand. “It’s time to train!” 

Bill couldn’t imagine what was possibly coming next, but Paula and Barbara seemed to have a clear plan. They took one of his hands each and slowly walked with their sissy towards the corner of the room. 

“Don’t worry,” said Barbara, “You’ll get faster in those heels. Much faster.” Bill panicked as he saw that they were heading towards the treadmill. 

“I can’t,” he started, but Barbara shushed her. 

“You can,” she said, “You must!” 

Bill attempted to resist the women, but  between the heels hindering his walk and the corset, they didn’t even notice his futile attempts. 

Paula and Barbara lifted Bill onto the treadmill and tied his wrists to the bars with more pantyhose. His high-heeled feet were right on top of the treadmill and he knew that if they turned it on he’d have no choice but to try and balance in them. He inhaled deeply to prepare himself for this inevitability, and lost his balance slightly just doing that. “I can’t,” he said again, feeling close to weeping. At this, Paula switched on the machine at a medium speed. 

“That was kind of you,” said Barbara, and they both laughed. 

Bill concentrated fiercely on walking in the heels, as there really was no other option. They kept flopping and her ankles kept slipping but, as she was secured, her heels always ended up back on the treadmill. 

“You’ll be a pro in no time,” said Barbara. Ironically, it was one of the first things she’d said that Bill agreed with. He felt like it was becoming easier by the second, but that wasn’t to say it was easy. 

“Have fun practising!” Called out Paula as both the women walked out of the bedroom and locked the door behind them. 


***

 Keep on moving, get into the rhythm. 

 How hard can it be, anyway? 

 It’s just like any sport. Practice, practice, practice. 

 I hurt. 

 Why are they doing this to me? 

 How much training does it take, to turn a man into a lesbian? 

 ***

End of Part One
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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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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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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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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.
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