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Bill was reaching his breaking point. He’d been walking on the treadmill for hours, and his legs felt like rubber. 

His calves were aching to the point of near agony and his feet felt as though they were covered in blisters. He was on the verge of tears and didn’t know how long he could go on for. Even if he allowed himself to fall, he’d be trapped on the moving treadmill and would really have little choice but to get back on his feet, lest he get injured in an even more unpleasant way. He walked and walked, sweat pouring down his face and his long hair sticking to his cheeks. 

Finally, the door opened. Bill had never been so pleased to see anybody in his life, let alone Paula and Barbara. 

They walked over to him and switched off the treadmill. 

“Thank you!” He said, with true gratitude, but Paula and Barbara said nothing in return. They untied his wrists from the handlebars and dragged him off the treadmill. 

“Did you improve?” Barbara sternly asked. Bill looked up at her. At 6 foot, she was slightly taller than he was, and her straight back made her look taller still. She didn’t smile as she stared Bill in the face, her straight hair remaining completely still and made Bill self-conscious of his wavy, sweat-drenched locks. 

“I did improve, a little, I think,” he said timidly, looking over at Paula. She was also looking at Bill with an unimpressed expression, though it seemed to be marginally more kind. Her hair had a slight wave, too, which in Bill’s fragile state made her seem gentler in his eyes. 

Barbara held on to Bill’s left arm and nodded at Paula. Paula dutifully gripped his right arm and the pair led him to the girly en suite bathroom attached to his new bedroom. They sat him on the closed toilet lid and put the plug in the bath, turning the hot tap on immediately. Barbara hummed and smiled as she poured liberal amounts of bubble bath into the running water. It smelt fruity and light and the frothy bubbles rose almost to the top of the bathtub. 

As Barbara prepared the bath, Paula untied Bill’s corset. He exhaled with almighty relief when his waist expanded back to its normal size. He’d almost forgotten how uncomfortable it was, having been distracted by the pain in his calves and feet, but now the corset was removed he could feel the contrast. 

“Thank you,” he said again, but Paula ignored him. 

Paula reached into her back pocket and pulled out a small key. She kneeled down and unlocked the padlocks on Bill’s heels and slid his shoes off. He did indeed have blisters from the time on the treadmill, which Paula wrinkled her nose at in distaste.  Still, they didn’t look nearly as bad now as they had felt when he had been enduring his trial on the treadmill. 

She looked over at Barbara, who had now turned off the bath taps and was rubbing her hands together.  “Let’s get those Sexy panties off our girl” She said. 

They pulled down Bill’s black lace panties together, then led him over to the bath. “Time for a soak!” Barbara said, “And a good shave!” 

Bill stepped into the bath, wincing as his blistered feet entered the water. He lowered himself into the bubbles, and sighed with relief as the soothing, relaxing scented water engulfed his body. He was having a treat, and he knew it. It almost made the pain he had just endured worth it--almost. 

Barbara and Paula whispered to each other for several minutes, but Bill paid no attention as he enjoyed the relaxation of his hot, extremely foamy bath. He smiled blissfully and flicked the foam playfully as he lay. 

The two women walked over to him and instructed him, “Left leg in the air.” Bill lifted his left leg so that it poked out of the bath and Paula rubbed shaving foam up his aching calves and onto his thighs. “We’ll have to do his thighs properly afterwards,” she said. 

Barbara nodded, and carefully shaved from his ankle up to just past his knee. She took great care as she covered every angle, stroking his leg regularly to check for missed patches.  “We want to make sure you’re  completely smooth for your big day!” Paula explained, but Bill didn’t want to think about what she might mean. He tried to

continue enjoying the smells and warm sensations of the bath as the women shaved him even as her words puzzled him. What made today any different.  His thoughts were interrupted by Paula’s melodic voice. 

“Right leg in the air,” was his next instruction, and he closed his eyes and inhaled deeply as one of the women –

he didn’t care who – shaved him, making him smooth and “ready.” He was almost falling asleep, when Barbara slapped his face. 

“Wakey wakey! It’s time for your armpits, so sit up.” 

Bill sat up as instructed and lifted his arms above his head, before he was even asked to. Barbara smiled and rubbed shaving foam into his armpits. She shaved his underarms with great care, and Bill even thought he saw a tender side to her in these moments. Paula stood by her waiting, with a fresh razor in her hand. “I think we’re going to need you to stand up, to get those thighs of yours just right,” she said. 

Bill nodded, then slowly lifted his body and stepped out of the bath. 

Paula kneeled in front of Bill and applied more shaving cream to his thighs. 

“Don’t worry,” she assured him. “You can have a few more minutes in the bath to rinse this off and make sure you’re as clean as can be.” 

Bill felt grateful. He’d been really enjoying the bath and wanted to spend as much time in there as possible. 

Barbara kneeled behind Bill and shaved the back of his thighs, while Paula took care of the front. Carefully spreading his buttocks apart, Barbara also shaved around his butt crack. “Can’t have a hairy bottom. Not on a sexy lesbian,” she said. 

Paula followed her lead and shaved all the remaining pubic hair from Bill’s groin. “We want you smooth as smooth can be!” She said, smiling. 

When he was completely hair-free, Barbara and Paula high-fived each other and looked back at Bill who was only now realizing much to his shame that his body hair had  been completely removed. 

“You may have 5 more minutes in the bath,” Paula said. “We’ll be here waiting, then it will be time to get dressed.” 

Bill sat back down in the now lukewarm bath, feeling much less pleasure than he had in there several minutes before. He saw a wash cloth and lightly rubbed his body, then used his hands to ensure that his penis was clean and cleaned his ears with his fingers. He rubbed his smooth legs and was quite surprised by the difference. He’d always been a bit on the hairy side, but now there wasn’t even a trace of stubble in sight. He looked down at his penis which looked strange now it wasn’t surrounded by pubic hair, and he became aware of a slight itching around his anus where it had been shaved. 

Before he was summoned, Bill stepped out of the bath and walked nakedly towards Barbara and Paula. They had a towel ready for him, which they wrapped around his body like a strapless dress and folded in at the top. 

Barbara took his hand and Paula walked ahead as the pair led him towards his closet.  This was all happening so fast. 




***

Paula opened Bill’s closet door and addressed him. “Because you’re doing so well on your training so far, Laurie, we’re going to let you pick out your own dress. Which one of these would  you  like to wear?” 

Bill looked inside the closet. There were black, evening dresses, 50s-style puffy dresses, summery floral dresses, sexy, short dresses… Bill didn’t want to wear any of them, but he knew that he couldn’t say that to Paula and Barbara. “I’m sure whatever you pick out will be fine.” 

“No chance, Laurie. Which one do your really want to wear?” asked Paula. 

“I want to wear them all,” lied Bill. 

“Now!” demanded Barbara. 

Bill walked began to examine all the dresses while Paula and Barbara waited patiently, staring in anticipation as Bill slowly flicked his way through the dresses. 

One caught his eye. It was a sexy, sheath dress with a slight slit above the knee. The color was emerald, which Bill considered to be quite a neutral color, and the length wasn’t too short. There were lace sleeves and the dress was undeniably stylish, Bill thought. “This one. I’d like to wear this one,” he said, pulling the dress off its hanger and out

of the closet. 

“Ooooh!” Said both women simultaneously, giggling as they took the dress out of Bill’s hands. 

“She’d LIKE to wear it!” Said Paula. 

They stroked the dress, then held it up against Bill’s body. 

“I think it will fit her perfectly,” said Barbara. 

Bill stood as they looked at him, the dress, then him again, waiting for what they would say next. “We’d better find you some matching underwear then! And shoes!” Said Barbara, already opening the closet door that led to the huge shoe collection. 

Bill sat on his pink bed, still wrapped in the towel the women had put on him. He looked down at the towel and considered how it was not much different to wearing a dress. He wasn’t wearing it like a man does, but like a woman does. Still,  he didn’t feel too uncomfortable. Maybe wearing a dress wasn’t really such the big deal he had made it out to be. He stared into the open closet were there must have been 30-40 dresses, and wondered how many of them he might end up wearing. 

Paula and Barbara walked up to Bill and unhooked his towel from under his armpit. “Nice job on the pits,” said Paula to Barbara causing her to smile. 

“Stand up, then,” said Barbara.  Bill did as he was told and stood they compliantly as she lifted up a dark green bra and said, “You’re in luck! This one is just the right color!” 

Barbara hooked the bra around Bill’s back and guided his arms into the straps. She walked in front of him to look at the bra and frowned: too tight. She lengthened the straps so that the bra sat lower, and then nodded. “Yep, that’s right.” 

Paula had the matching panties in her hand. 

“It’s your lucky day for sure!” She said to Bill. “Matching bra and panties that also match your dress! It’s a girl’s dream come true!” 

Bill blushed profusely, but said nothing as he lifted his right leg to step into the panties. Paula put him into them and then pulled them up around his groin. She tapped him lightly on the penis and said, “Good girl, Laurie.” 

When his underwear was on, Paula and Barbara lifted the emerald dress over Bill’s head and straightened it out on him. 

“Fits you  perfectly! ” Exclaimed Paula, looking genuinely excited, then she ran over to the door of the closet where her and Barbara had found the underwear. 

“Time for stockings!” She sang, and threw one at Barbara. 

They took a leg each, ensuring to have pulled each stocking to matching heights on Bill’s thighs. 

“Look at her!” said Paula to Barbara, smiling proudly at Bill’s dressed figure. 

“No wonder you chose this dress! You knew it would fit you, didn’t you? Did you have a sneaky peek at it before? I bet you did. I bet you’ve wanted to wear this dress all along, haven’t you?” Said Paula. 

Bill shook his head, “No, of course not!” 

“Yes you have!” contradicted Barbara. “You knew exactly which dress you were going to pick when we took you to the closet. You’ve been just dying for this opportunity, haven’t you?” 

Bill again shook his head again even more emphatically, but Barbara and Paula just laughed. Paula walked over to the closet she’d just come from again, before walking back with a pair of purple shoes in her hand. “I know they don’t match,” she said, “But they’re going to complement that dress just  great! ” 

Bill nodded and sat back down on the bed. 

These shoes weren’t as high as the last pair, he was relieved to see, and he thought he could actually manage to walk in them without a problem. Paula slipped them onto his feet, and then zipped up a small zip on the side of them to secure them. She turned around and opened a small drawer in Bill’s new vanity table. 

She pulled out a large jewellery box, and started to rummage through it.  Barbara walked over and helped her. 

Suddenly, both of their faces lit up. 

“Yes! These ones!” said Barbara. She held up a pair of green, clip on earrings and ran over to Bill, quickly

clipping them onto his ears. 

“You’re not far from ready now!” Said Paula, “Just hair and make up, which we’re whizzes at!” 

Bill nodded again and stared into the space ahead of him. 

“We’ll have you doing your own make up soon,” said Barbara. “We’ll make you a proper girly.” 

“So Barbara, I’ll do the eyes, you do the lips and face?” asked Paula

“Fine by me!” agreed her partner in crime. 

Paula then picked up a black eyeliner from the vanity table and drew gently around Bill’s eyes. She was neat and precise as she gave him black outlines, and then looked at the eye shadow for a shade to complement the dress. 

She found a glittery purple eyeliner which matched the shoes and started applied it to a soft pad. 

Meanwhile, Barbara rummaged through a variety of lipsticks, hunting for the perfect shade. She found a deep red and nodded as she walked over to Bill with it. “This will make you look like a sophisticated  lady!” She said. 

“Now, open your mouth slightly.” 

Bill did as he was told and soon his lips were a dark red. “Do this!” Barbara said, sucking her lips together and releasing them. Bill copied. 

“Good girl,” she said, then walked away to look for a lip liner and a blusher. 

Paula instructed Bill to close his eyes gently, which he did, then she applied the purple eye shadow.  When she was sure that both of his eyes were evenly made up, she instructed him to open them again. 

“Mascara,” she said. “Take note of how I’m doing this, Laurie. Mascara always comes last.” 

Bill took a mental note, finding it curiously interesting. 

Paula approached his eye with the mascara and lengthened his lashes. She did it to the top of both of his eyes and applied a small amount to his lower lashes. She looked over at Barbara. 

“I have the lip liner here and a matching blusher,” said Barbara seriously as she walked towards Bill. She outlined his red lips with a very slightly darker shade of red. She grabbed a big brush which had blusher on it. 

“You don’t even need foundation today,” she said, “Your skin is silky-smooth!” 

Bill felt flattered. She brushed his face with the blusher, which tickled Bill and he felt as though he might sneeze. This sensation passed and the two women stepped away from him. He looked at himself in the mirror and was impressed by how pretty he looked. His dress was, indeed, a perfect fit, and the make up they’d applied looked expertly done. 

Barbara opened another drawer in the vanity table and pulled out a long, brown wig.  “That outfit is made for a beautiful brunette!” She said. Paula agreed. 

They pulled the wig onto Bill’s head and clipped it onto his already quite long hair with metal grips. 

Paula picked up a large bottle of perfume from the vanity table and sprayed it onto Bill’s neck. “Arms out,” she said. Bill held his arms in front of him and Paula sprayed 6 times: 3 on each arm. 

She did two final sprays onto Bill’s chest, and then put the bottle down. “I think she’s ready,” Paula said. 

“Sure looks ready to me,” said Barbara. Nicole was right, she’s a stunner. 

They took him hand in hand and walked from the bedroom to the front room. 




***

When they entered the front room, Nicole was already sitting there enjoying her morning coffee. “Oh wow, Laurie! You’re looking good!” She said, staring Bill directly in the face. She then turned to Paula and Barbara, 

“Good job, girls!” She said. 

“I love the dress,” Nicole continued, “Did you pick it yourself, Laurie?” 

Bill nodded and Nicole tapped him lightly on the shoulder. She leaned over and whispered in his ear, “I’m impressed.” 

Bill muttered a thanks and Nicole continued to admire his make up and attire. 

“You  really  look like a girl,” she said, “Most guys wouldn’t be able to tell the difference. Those smooth legs, 

your already feminine face and, wow, you can really work those heels!” 

Bill looked down; feeling slightly scared at the thought that guys might think that he was really a girl.  He didn’t know if he should take Nicole’s comments as a compliment or just another dose of humiliation that it was so easy to remove all traces of his masculinity. 

When he looked back up, Nicole was holding a pill in his face. “Swallow,” she said. 

She put the pill into his mouth and passed him a glass of water. He knew better than to resist, so washed it down without a fight. “Well done, Laurie,” said Nicole before turning and walking out of the front room leading Bill towards the dining area. 

The dining room led to the kitchen and being near there made Bill’s stomach rumble. He was starving. “Set the table for five,” said Nicole. “We’re having two guests over,” 

Bill quickly did the math and realized that if the table was set for five, he wouldn’t be invited to the lunch. He sadly walked towards the kitchen and hoped that there would be some food for him, soon. “Use the best China,” 

continued Nicole. “You will get some food later, don’t worry. But not until you’ve done all of your chores.” 

Bill felt irritated as he did as he was told. He knew that it wasn’t worth trying to disobey Nicole. He opened the cupboards where he believed the plates were, feeling pleased as he was correct first time. 

He chose the fanciest looking plates and set five places on the table. He gave each seat a dinner plate, a side plate, a glass for wine and a glass for water. He then placed a knife, fork and spoon at each seat as Nicole watched him work. 

“Satisfactory,” she said. “Now, I would like you to grill some chicken breasts, make a Caprese Salad – all of the ingredients are in the fridge – and slice up some French bread to serve with it.” 

Bill’s mouth watered. He was so hungry, but instead of rebelling he just nodded and said, “yes ma’am.” 

“Prepare our food and wait as we eat it in case we need anything. If you do this well, then you may eat afterwards,” 

Bill nodded and gave another submissive “yes ma’am” before setting about his tasks. He placed five chicken breasts under the grill and sliced tomatoes and fresh mozzarella. He chopped up some basil and, pretty quickly, the salad came together. He was tempted to try a bit but resisted and focused on his job as he knew he was being watched. 

He sprinkled oil, pepper and salt over the salad and checked on the breasts. He turned them over under the grill and sliced up a soft French baguette. There was an enormous amount of bread there, and Bill prayed that there would be some left over for him. He cut out a large square of butter and put it on a small plate to sit beside the pile of bread. 

The doorbell rang and Laurie would have probably jumped out of his shoes if they hadn’t been zipped onto his feet. 

Nicole ran to greet her guests and Bill looked through the kitchen door to see a pretty young woman and her boyfriend in the house. The woman looked about 20 and appeared very similar to Nicole. Like Nicole, she had a gentle face with small features and a natural smile. She was a little shorter than Nicole and had darker hair. Her boyfriend looked quite feminine, Bill thought, and then remembered that he was himself wearing a dress. He felt self-conscious as he remembered this and slightly unnerved after Nicole’s comments about guys “not being able to tell the difference,” 

He looked through the door again at the girl’s boyfriend and stared at his long, curly hair. Bill wondered if these women liked to dress him up as a girl, too. 

“Laurie, come through!” Nicole called. Bill turned the grill down and walked out of the kitchen. 

Standing in the dining area were Nicole, the two new guests and Paula and Barbara, all looking ecstatic. 

“Laurie, this is Rachel and Alex. Alex, Rachel, meet Laurie!” 

Rachel and Alex smiled at Bill and looked him up and down. 

“He’s quite pretty for a sissy,” Said Rachel. Bill felt relieved that they could tell the difference. 

“Curtsey for them,” Instructed Nicole, and Bill bent his legs awkwardly. 

“I don’t know how to curtsey,” he confessed, leading Paula to demonstrate it to him. 

After a couple of attempts, Bill curtseyed daintily and Rachel nodded with approval. 

“Rachel is my baby sister,” said Nicole. Bill wasn’t at all surprised. “She actually goes to your college! So does Alex. How cool is that?” She said. 

Bill was less than enthused and he felt his face burning. 

“Now, go and finish lunch and serve it for us,” Said Nicole. “Will everybody be ready to eat soon?” 

The group nodded hungrily and Bill felt his stomach rumbling again. He walked quickly through to the kitchen, his heels clicking on the floor as he went. 

He was annoyed, appalled at their selfishness and sickened by the thought of them eating the food he’d prepared. The immature part of him wanted to spit on their food, or to soil it in some other way, but he knew that it wouldn’t be worth the risk of getting caught. 

He took the grilled chicken breasts out of the grill and onto a large plate which he could carry through to the dining room. The salad was already in a large bowl that could be placed on the table with tongues and serving spoons for the diners to help themselves, and the bread was already carved and on a large plate ready to be placed on the table. 

Bill looked at the clock, it was almost noon. He wondered when he’d last eaten and hoped that the diners would finish their food quickly. 

He walked through to the dining room with the plate of chicken breasts and served one onto each plate. They all ignored him as he did so. He returned to the kitchen for the bowl of salad which attracted a few approving glances when he placed it onto the table. Finally, he carried the mountain of carved bread through and then asked in his most feminine and submissive voice, “Can I get anybody anything else?” 

“Please, bring through some wine,” said Nicole. 

Bill did so, and then asked the question again. “Will that be everything?” 

“A jug of water,” Said Barbara, omitting the ‘please’. 

Bill fetched a jug of water and asked for the third time. “Is that everything?” 

There was a brief silence, and then Nicole confirmed that they were all ready to dine. 

“Thank you, Laurie,” She said firmly, shooing him away with her hand back into the kitchen. 

“You can wait in there.” 

Bill walked into the kitchen and perched on a high bar stool. He was absolutely starving, the smell of the food was making him drool and his hunger was making him irritable. As he sat there, he heard his new name come up, almost immediately. 

“So, we’re going to turn her into a good lesbian. A  really  good lesbian!” 

“Yes, thanks so much for coming to help us!” 

“It’s our pleasure, isn’t it, babe?” 

“If we can teach her how to please a man that will really give her the edge!” 

“She does look good in a dress, doesn’t she?” 

“Oh my God, Yes!” 

“I have to say I was impressed when I saw her!” 

Bill felt furious and wanted to storm through there and swipe all of the food from the table. He fantasized about stamping, with his heels, across all of their heads as he ruined the dinner party. Instead, he sat, seething in the kitchen. 

 How dare they just talk about me like I’m not here? And they keep calling me ‘she’…

 How long is this going to last? 

 Who are these people, and why are they here? How come they seem to already know about me? 

 They’re still talking about me. I might as well have no ears. How dare they treat me this way? It’s unfair. It’s unjust. 

After 20 minutes had passed, Nicole walked into the kitchen. 

“Oh dear,” she said when she saw his frown. “That’s not a pretty face! Nice girls don’t pull faces like that!” 

Bill neutralized his expression, just so that she had nothing to comment on, and stared past her. He was still angry. 

“So,” Said Nicole, “We’ve finished eating now. It’s time for you to clear away the dishes, wash them and put them away. Then you may eat something, in here. Help yourself to whatever you like, but don’t take too long. We have lots to do this afternoon,” 

Nicole walked back into the dining area and Bill followed her. Silently, he cleared away the plates. 

“That was wonderful, thank you!” said Rachel. 

“You did a good job, sissy!” said Paula. 

Bill forced a small smile as he cleared everything away. There was no bread left on the pile. 

He scraped remains of the salad into the bin, not even tempted by the food that had been on the others’ plates. 

He ran the hot tap, squirted dish soap and started to scrub. Nicole poked her head into the kitchen. “Make sure you wash them properly. We’ll be in the front room. I’ll come and check on you in 40 minutes, by which time I expect you to have eaten.” 

Bill speedily washed, dried and put away the plates and glasses from the table, then looked at the time. Just 10

minutes had passed; leaving him 30 to prepare and eat some lunch. He opened the bread bin and saw some bagels. 

He carved two and put them under the grill. 

In the fridge, was some soft cheese and there were still tomatoes left after preparing the salad. In the cupboard were some potato chips. He pulled down the bag and started to eat them immediately as he waited for his bagels to grill. 

He ate half of the bag of chips, then removed his bagels from the grill. He excitedly spread a large amount of soft cheese onto them and sliced tomatoes on top. He sprinkled a little pepper on, poured the remainder of his potato chips onto the same plate and perched on the same high stool he’d sat on earlier. 

Feeling completely blissful, he bit into the bagel. It was about the best thing he ever ate and his stomach thanked him immediately. He devoured his lunch and saw on the wall clock that he still had 10 minutes to spare. He opened the fridge, pulled out an iced coffee and a small chocolate bar. He enjoyed them thoroughly before Nicole walked back in. 

“Did you have a nice lunch?” She asked cheerily. 

“Yes!” he replied sincerely. 

“Good,” she said smiling. She laughed to herself at the way he was now beaming. It was amazing what a stale bagel and some leftover cheese could do for a sissy’s mood. 

Paula and Barbara walked in and Nicole returned to the living room. 

“We’ve got your learning set up for the afternoon,” said Barbara

“Yes, welcome to Paula and Barbara’s sissy school,” added Paula. 




***

Paula and Barbara led Bill back up to his bright bedroom and sat him at a desk by the vanity table. They put a laptop on the desk and opened it, with  YouTube already loaded. “Here is a playlist,” said Barbara, “That will teach you how to apply your own make up.” 

Bill nodded and looked at the screen. There were 8 videos lined up:

“How to apply eye shadow PERFECTLY” 

“Make up for beginners” 

“Best Make Up Tutorial 2018” 

… and 5 more videos for him to watch. 

He was less than excited by these videos, but it was one of the lighter tasks they’d given him to do. He decided to allow himself to feel grateful. “After you’ve watched them,” Paula said, “practice your make up until dinner this

evening.” 

“OK,” said Bill.  Paula and Barbara gave him a dirty look before he changed his tone. “Yes, my mistress.” 

“OK!” said Paula. “Have fun! We’ll be checking on your progress, and so will the others…” 

They walked out of the room and left Bill to his  YouTube lessons and make up application. He watched the videos and learned a few tips about how to apply eye shadow, eyeliner and lipsticks. He also learned about what kinds of make up were appropriate for different occasions, which took him by surprise. He started to try applying some onto himself. He removed the make up he was wearing, using a few wipes from an open packet on the vanity table, then picked up the eyeliner nervously. He found the liner pretty easy to apply, and his confidence started to quickly grow. He then picked up an eye shadow and used a pad to put it on his eyelids, just as he’d seen Paula do before even watching the videos. 

This proved to be quite tricky, to Bill’s frustration and disappointment. Bill struggled to get an even amount around each eye, and soon found himself removing all of the make up and starting again. 

The second time was more successful.  With eyeliner and eye shadow showing progress, he started on mascara. 

When he’d just about got the hang of applying make up to the eyes, he started on the lips. Bill found lipstick application surprisingly difficult. He kept ending up with bits on his teeth, around his mouth and even on his chin. 

He went through tens of wipes trying to perfect it. The videos hadn’t helped all that much with the lipstick. He guessed that it was something that became easier with experience. 

Bill spent two or three hours applying and removing lipsticks, of a variety of shades, and the better he got at it the more he started to enjoy it. It’s kind of like art, he thought as he decorated his eyes and lips, over and over. After the main part of his afternoon was spent in the vanity mirror, Bill’s door opened. 

He turned to see Rachel and another woman walking towards him, dressed very differently from how Rachel had been earlier. When she’d walked in for lunch, she’d been in smart casual clothes, nothing to really grab attention--Neutral colors, summery clothes. Now, she was dressed head to toe in a skin tight leather suit and so was her friend.  Bill began to wonder when this new woman arrived.  He’d been doing his makeup for a long time that afternoon. 

Rachel’s cleavage was striking and Bill caught himself focusing on it, he quickly looked at the other woman. 

She was dressed identically to Rachel. They both had one-piece leather suits on and thigh high boots. The pair wore heavy black eye make up, which Bill noticed was very neatly applied, and their faces looked both stern and smooth. 

Rachel, especially, looked very good in this attire. She had unquestionable authority and a confident posture. 

“I am to be called Mistress Rachel, and this is Mistress Alexis,” she pointed at Alex. 

“Mistress Alexis? Wait, you mean…?” asked Bill.  He didn’t   even know how to complete his question. 

“That’s right, sissy. When he is dressed like this, it is Mistress Alexis to you and you had better not forget it. 

He is my sissy bitch, but he is your superior,” instructed Rachel. “We are going to further your training.” 

Bill inhaled deeply and exhaled loudly. 

“We won’t be gentle, like Paula and Barbara were,” continued Rachel as she looked over at her partner. 

“Alexis, pass me the rope,” 

Alexis reached in to a black, leather, studded bag which clearly had more than rope in there. He pulled out a long piece of rope and passed it to Rachel. They walked towards Bill and grabbed him roughly. 

Alexis threw Bill faced down onto the bed and Rachel quickly tied rope around him. His body was tied to the bed with his legs still on the floor, so that he was in a bent over, kneeling position.  “Perfect,” Said Rachel. 

Alexis tied Bill’s arms together so that he was further restrained, then tied his thighs to the railing underneath the mattress. Rachel opened the closet where the dresses were and pulled out a large, black paddle. This paddle had spikes around the sides and caused sharp, stinging pain. 

Rachel lifted Bill’s dress and pulled down the emerald panties that he wore. “Nice panties!” She said as she pulled them down. 

“Th-thank you,” Bill said without thinking, and Rachel spanked him immediately with her hand. 

“Thank you WHAT?” She barked. 

“Thank you, Mistress Rachel,” Bill said, a single tear rolling down his cheek. 

She reached back and hit Bill hard with the paddle. He screamed at the impact and Rachel stroked his bum where the blow had been.  She spanked him with her hand, then used the paddle again. She alternated between using the spiked side and the plain leather side, leaving Bill clueless as to which sensation to expect next. 

He winced and wriggled with each blow, and the pain grew greater as the strikes hit already sore skin. 

She passed the paddle to Alexis, who took over the spanking. Alexis used the paddle even more firmly than Rachel, and with an increased frequency. The pace was ferocious as Alexis spanked and spanked and spanked Bill, leaving him red, raw and almost drawing blood. 

Alexis stood back from Bill and kissed Rachel. They removed the rope from around Bill’s arms, body and thighs and Rachel dragged Bill to the floor. Alexis unzipped his suit and revealed his erect cock. He started rubbing it, and Paula gripped onto Bill firmly. “Now, you know what to do,” she said, pushing Bill’s head towards Alexis’s throbbing penis. 

“Suck it bitch!” ordered Alexis. 

Bill gagged a little as Alexis’s dick entered his mouth, but Rachel scolded him. 

“You must do better! Suck!” She said. 

Bill found Rachel’s dominance curiously arousing and he felt himself becoming slightly erect himself. He half-imagined her sucking his cock as he put Alexis’s cock in his mouth. The hardness of Alexis’s cock excited Bill a little, and he found that sucking it wasn’t as awful as he’d imagined as long as he focused on Rachel. He allowed his cock to hit the back of his throat, and bobbed his head with a steady rhythm as Alexis moaned with pleasure. 

Rachel leaned over and kissed Alexis again, as Bill sucked his cock and Alexis moaned even louder. Bill increased the pace of his sucking and started to wonder what he was going to do if/when Alexis came. Would he have to swallow it? 

He sucked harder and faster. He could feel Alexis grow in his mouth and felt the first drops of pre-cum hit the back of his throat before Alexis said the words, “I’m going to cum.” 

Bill dutifully continued sucking and felt Alexis’s cock get even harder in his mouth. Alexis moaned loudly, but surprisingly Rachel did too.  Soon, Bill felt the warm, salty liquid filling his mouth. He resisted the urge to gag and swallowed it down, with Alexis’s cock still in his mouth. 

He released his mouth away from Alexis’s groin and looked up to see Rachel smiling at him. “Not bad at all, Laurie!” She said.  “Well done for swallowing, and you increased the pace pretty well!” 

Bill said nothing; he felt confused and strangely attracted to Rachel. She was hot, that leather, that leather was hot. Her outfit was hot, her attitude…

“We’ll have to work on tongue technique, and your deep throating could have been better. But, for a first time, not bad at all. Good girl,” complimented Rachel. 

Bill nodded and looked at Alexis, who was zipping himself back up. Now that Bill thought about what he had done, he was full of shame.  He was both turned on and incredibly embarrassed and humiliated by what he had just done. 

“Did she satisfy you, Alexis?” asked Rachel

“Not bad at all,” said Alexis, smirking. 

“Now, you must thank us, Laurie,” ordered Rachel. 

“OK… thank you,” Said Bill. 

“Thank you…?” Rachel replied, looking unimpressed. 

“Thank you, Mistress Rachel. Thank you, Mistress Alexis,” Bill responded. 

“Thank you Mistress Alexis for what?” asked Rachel. 

“Thank you Mistress Alexis for letting me suck your cock,” responded Bill. Rachel and Alexis nodded at each other. 

“We will see you soon,” Said Rachel as she led Alexis out of the door. “Bye for now, Laurie. Keep up the good work,” 


***

Bill’s head was spinning as they left. Had he really just done that: sucked a cock? Had he really, not enjoyed it as such, but kind of, sort of, not hated it? 

He looked down at his own cock, which was still semi-erect. 

He thought about Rachel, in the dominatrix outfit. It had brought out the best in her figure and given her a real sternness that it was hard to not get aroused by. Although she’d been mean to him, he kind of wanted to be her… her little sissy bitch. 

 What are they doing to me?  He thought. 

He sat down on his bed and winced at the pain in his buttocks. He moved again and the pain grew; he decided to stay very still. 

His cock was still hard as he thought about Rachel and he wondered if he should masturbate. He felt strange and confused, but he wanted a release. The emerald panties he’d worn were still on the floor and his dick was making itself obvious as it poked through the dress. 

Bill masturbated quickly and quietly, wiped his spunk onto the dress, then fell asleep. He was so exhausted, he barely even stirred when Mistress Rachel returned to tuck him in and restrain him.  Little did he know that things were about to change yet again. 



TO BE CONCLUDED
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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 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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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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OUR STORY CONCLUDES

Bill is very rapidly being turned
into a sissified house maid and
sexual plaything for his step-
mother and her assorted
friends. He's miserable,
humiliated, and incredibly
turned on by the experience.

Will Bill find a way out of this
mess or is he destined to fall
into his step-mom’'s trap. Does
he even want to escape now
that he's experienced Mistress
Alexis and Mistress Rachel.

Be back next week for the
exciting conclusion.
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