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Bill was surprised to find the bright sunshine of morning pouring into his room when he opened his eyes. It had only been the result of pure exhaustion that he got any sleep at all. Rachel had bound his naked arms and legs to the bed posts before her and Alex left the room. It had forced Bill into an unnatural, stretched position, in which he couldn’t much at all. It forced him onto his back and he much preferred to roll over and curl up into a ball when the choice was left to him. 

His restless night had been punctuated with extremely vivid dreams wherein he pleasured men and shemales. In his first dream, a man in a dark suit chased him with an enormously erect cock. Bill was dressed in a maid’s outfit, and he had breasts. He was cornered by the man, who forced his massive penis into Bills mouth. He thrust and thrust into his face and kept calling him, “Laurie! Laurie!” 

Bill awoke, choking and uncomfortable. 

When he nodded off again, he dreamed of a gang of shemales. Like in the other dream, they were chasing him, and he was forced to take their penises in his mouth. One by one they came into and onto him, laughing and saying things like, “Sweet little sissy,” “What a  pretty  little girly!” It was when one particularly harsh shemale approached Bill with a menacing whip in her hand shouting at him, “Bad girl! Bad Laurie!” that he awoke again. He looked down and saw that he had an erection, which he couldn’t touch or control. Although he was alone, he felt ashamed. 

Bill was sure that these dreams continued throughout the night, but he couldn’t remember them all. When Paula and Barbara entered his room at eight in the morning to wake him, Bill had already been up for nearly half an hour. 

“Wakey wakeyyy!” Sung Barbara and Paula in unison. Bill turned his head towards the two women and groaned as he saw their predatory smiles. He was relieved that his penis was no longer erect. 

“Hey! That’s no way to say good morning,” said Paula, throwing open the curtains. Now, Bill was hit with a full blast of sunshine rather than the tiny bit of sunlight that had been pouring in around the edges of the curtains. 

Paula was wearing a purple, silky nightgown, and Barbara was in checkered pajamas. They looked fresh and energetic, as though they’d slept really well. They looked at Bill in his naked, tied up state. 

“Did you sleep well?” Asked Barbara, sadistically. Bill didn’t answer. She looked at Paula and smirked. 

“We heard all sorts of interesting noises coming from this room last night,” giggled Paula. “It sounds like somebody had fun!” 

Bill remained silent as Paula approached his bedside. 

“So, did you enjoy yourself? Did you like your new mistresses? They were harsh, weren’t they?” 

Bill didn’t say anything. 



“We had no idea you liked to be treated  so  mean,” she said. “But now we know, for future reference. You like to be treated like a bad, bad girl, don’t you?” 

He ignored her, despite the fact that she was practically on top of him on the bed. 

She sighed and reached up to his wrists which were bound to the bed with rope. She struggled slightly, but after a little effort she untied his arms, leaving his legs secured to the bed. 

Bill waved his arms in liberation relieved to be free. He was ready to communicate now. “It was a long night,” 

he said. Paula and Barbara smiled. 

“I heard it too…,” said Barbara. “I think we all heard you have a very good time last night!” 

Paula laughed, before saying, “We heard you  giving  somebody a good time, too. What a good girl! That’s what we like. It’s all part of the training. You’ll grow to love it.” 

Bill shuddered and returned to his silence. 

“We think that you did a good job, Laurie,” said Paula, “and we could  tell  you were enjoying yourself! We heard the moans as you were being spanked! We could hear how turned on you were! It turned us on ourselves, listening, actually.” 

“Yes,” continued Barbara. “We can’t wait to include you in  our  sex games. We’ve got loads of ideas already. 

You’re turning out to be a great little slut.” 

Bill shook his head and tried to untie his feet, but they were too stretched and in the position he was in it was helpless. He tried to move his ankles, but they wouldn’t shift. Paula and Barbara noticed his struggling, looked at each other and nodded. 

“Okay, Laurie. It’s time to untie you fully. You have a very busy day ahead of you, and we need to start getting you ready,” said Paula. 

Paula and Barbara slowly untied Bill’s ankles and waited patiently as he shook his legs and stretched his body. 

They walked over to his wardrobe as he became reacquainted with his limbs and started to choose which clothes he should wear. 

Paula pulled out a French Maid’s outfit and held it up to Bill. It freaked him out for a second as he remembered his dream, but he was quickly distracted as Barbara also held up some heels. These heels were even bigger than the set he’d worn on the treadmill that time. They were ridiculous: perhaps 6, 7 inches high. It would be impossible to walk in them. He was worried. 

They saw his expression and tutted in disapproval. 

“Don’t pull that face at us. You are such a lucky girl, having all of these nice clothes and nice shoes! Show some gratitude,” demanded Barbara. 



Bill knew that he was likely to get punished if he didn’t do what they said, so he forced a smile. 

“That’s better,” said Paula. “You’re so pretty when you smile!” 

“You really should smile more,” agreed Barbara snidely. 

Barbara put the heels on the bed and picked up a corset and a pair of long, black, satin gloves. Paula pulled out some fishnet stockings and some black, lacy panties. 

“Now, are you going to be a good girl, or are we going to have to tie you up to get these on you?” Asked Paula. 

“Let’s wait and see,” said Barbara, sensibly, as she picked up the panties. 

“Stand up, one foot in,” she said in an almost motherly way. Bill complied. 

He stood by the side of the bed and lifted his left leg. He put his foot into one side of the panties, and then did the same with the other side. When he was standing in the panties, Barbara lifted them up, around his crotch and smiled. “They fit you just so nicely!” she gushed, still speaking in this eerily mother-like tone. 

Paula was ready behind Bill with a corset, which she lifted over his head and in front of him as soon as the panties were on. “Breathe in!” she ordered, and Bill inhaled a little. 

“More than that, ordered Paula. 

Bill breathed in as much as she could and Paula pulled the corset tighter. 

She pulled it as tight as she could against his body and pulled at the laces. She yanked them tighter, tighter and tighter, then turned around and checked Bill’s face. He was still breathing. She pulled the corset a tiny bit tighter, as far as it would really go, and then secured the strong ribbons in place with bows and knots. 

“I suppose the sooner the shoes go on, the better, so you can get extra practice,” said Barbara. The motherly tone was now gone and she’d returned to sounding a bit nasty. Bill grimaced at the thought of walking in the skyscraper heels, but decided it was wisest to say nothing. 

“Sit down,” she ordered, and Bill sat on the edge of the bed in his lacy panties and tight corset. 

“Stockings first,” she said. She pulled his feet into the wide fishnet stockings and lifted them up around his thigh. They were thigh highs with elastic tops, so she checked that they were on symmetrically before picking up the extremely high, ankle strap sandals. 

“Your legs are going to need shaving again soon,” she said, “but they’re OK for now.” 



She pushed his feet into the shoes and tightened the buckles with pad locks. When she was confident that they

were secure, she instructed Bill to stand up. 

“Walk around the room for a moment,” ordered Paula. “Get used to them. We’ll dress you and put your make up on in a second.” 

Bill carefully stood up and tried not to fall. He wobbled and held his arms out as he tried to balance. He walked across the room, taking great care to avoid the treadmill (lest it give them any ideas) and walked back towards the bed. Paula and Barbara didn’t take their eyes off him. 

“Do that a couple more times,” commanded Paula. “After that, we will progress.” 

Bill obeyed. He walked up and down the room two more times, then stood expectantly in front of Paula and Barbara who were now perched on his bed. 

“Satisfactory,” said Barbara. “Stay where you are.” 

Bill stood still and Paula pulled the French Maid’s dress over his head. It was black with white, frilly sections. 

There was a white, puffy maid’s cap to go with the outfit, sitting on the bed, but Barbara and Paula were saving that for later. 

They passed him a pair of long, black, satin gloves and told him as though it were a treat, “You can put those on yourself. Then, we’ll do your make up for you.” 

Bill caught himself genuinely smiling at this, as he felt privileged to be allowed to put the gloves on himself. 

When they were on, he looked in the mirror. He  did  look naked without make up on, he thought. He voluntarily sat in the chair in front of his vanity desk, ready for Barbara and Paula to fix his face. 

Before Barbara started on his makeup, she put a hormone pill into his mouth and passed him a glass of water. 

He washed it down, keen to avoid trouble. She then started to apply makeup to his eyes outlining them with black liner. She then put blue eye shadow and heavy amounts of black mascara. 

“We’re going for a French look, to match the outfit,” she said, and started rummaging through various foundations. She picked out a pale shade and applied it with a pad to Bill’s face. She was very thorough with this application as she wanted to make Bill look paler than he did before. When she was done, she leaned back and nodded. 

“Paula, do you want to do the red stuff?” She asked. Paula smiled and walked over to the vanity table. She picked up a large pot of blusher which seemed to have had an even larger brush inside it when she pulled it out. She smiled at Bill and lightly touched his cheeks with the big brush. Bill felt as though he was going to sneeze as the brush and the powders on his face tickled his nose, but he didn’t. She made his cheeks rosy red and as Bill caught his reflection in the mirror, he thought the same thing as Paula: Lipstick! 

Paula picked up a bright red lipstick and Bill opened his mouth slightly before he was even told to. She applied the first layer and was about to tell Bill to close and open his mouth when he did it anyway. She was ready to apply the second layer when he opened his mouth again. “Wow!” She said. “You really are learning how to be a good girl!” Barbara nodded in approval. 

Paula finished applying his lipstick and both she and Barbara concluded that the makeup was complete. Bill did, too, privately. 




***

  

 What are they doing to me? I’m changing, I’m… feminizing. But it’s not only women who have an eye for beauty, is it? 

 I would have looked ridiculous dressed like that, without proper make up on to match. And it kind of does suit me. And who’s to say it isn’t manly, anyway? What is ‘manly’? 

 I don’t know how long this is going to last for. I don’t know why they have chosen me to be their slave, but I know that I am trapped. I have to comply, or suffer. 

 These women have their kind moments. They’re not always mean to me. They are helping me to grow. They are changing me. I’m changing. I’m… feminizing. 

  

  


***

 

Paula and Barbara looked at Bill for a moment once his makeup was applied. They agreed together that there was just one final step before they sent Bill down to discover what his first chores were. Paula pulled a brown, wavy wig onto Bill’s head and patted it down lightly. 

“Soon your real hair will be long enough to style properly.” She said. She put the white cap from the maid’s outfit on top of the wig, and then instructed Bill to stand up again. He struggled and wobbled again but managed to stay upright as they slowly led him towards the bedroom door. 

“We’re going downstairs,” Paula said. “You’re going to make breakfast for Rachel and Alex. As with last time, you may not eat yourself until they have eaten and you have cleared away and washed their dishes. For that, you will have 20 minutes, and then Rachel will complete your outfit.” 

Bill entered the kitchen to see instructions from Nicole about what Rachel and Alex were to have for breakfast:

  

 2 eggs over easy each

 3 pieces of bacon each

 2 slices of toast each, buttered

 Cantaloupe for Rachel, not for Alex

  

 1 orange juice each

 1 cup of coffee each

 Cream and sugar

To be served to Rachel and Alex in their bed. 



Simple enough, he thought. He opened the fridge and his stomach rumbled. He couldn’t wait until it was time for him to have breakfast! He’d have something similar to them, he thought. 

He pulled out the bacon and eggs from the fridge. He also took the butter out, so that it would have chance to melt before he spread it and took the cantaloupe out for Rachel. 

He put the bacon in the pre-heated broiler and sprinkled a little salt and pepper onto it. The eggs were to be fried on the stove top and Bill almost tripped as he hurried to flip the eggs before the edges became crusty.  He was not used to cooking for other people and making breakfast kept him so busy that he forgot how much difficulty he was having on the heels.  They were becoming much easier to walk in, even though Bill hadn’t realized it yet. 

Carefully, Bill opened the broiler to turn over the bacon. Minutes later, he had plated the eggs and put the bread in the toaster. It would all be timed perfectly; he was taking pride in his work today. 

He looked at the instructions from Laurie again. Underneath the list of what was to be served, it said, “To be served to Rachel and Alex in their bed.” 

Bill felt scared. He didn’t want to go into their bedroom, alone. Something would happen, he knew it would. 

This was all part of a plan, wasn’t it? They wanted a lot more than just breakfast this morning. 

Nervously, he put the food onto a large tray and prepared the drinks. Although the tray was large, and everything fit easily, he felt uncertain about carrying it and was still unsteady on his feet. He walked extremely slowly up the stairs and was relieved when he made it to Rachel and Alex’s bedroom. 

“Breakfast,” he called from outside the door, hoping that one of them would come and take it from him. 

“The door’s open!” Rachel’s voice called. Bill took a deep breath and steeled himself to open the door. He concentrated extremely hard on not dropping anything or falling over, and managed to kick the door open with his high-heeled foot. He was extremely impressed with himself. When he went into the room, Rachel lay in Alex’s arms as he started to wake up. Rachel nudged Alex awake. 

“Our maid is here!” She beamed. 

Alex opened his eyes. 

“Good morning, Maid Laurie,” he said sleepily, yawning a little as he spoke. 

Bill walked towards the bed, anxious to relieve himself of the tray, when Rachel shook her head. 

“You must serve us properly. We know that you know how to curtsey.” 

Bill clung on to the tray filled with food and wondered how he was going to curtsey with it in his hands. Rachel sighed. 

“You can curtsey without using your hands. Dip your knee, lower yourself slightly and smile. Then tell us, breakfast is served!” 

Bill put one leg in front of the other and wobbled slightly again. Trying to remain gracious and ladylike, he dipped his knee slightly. 

“Sir and Madam, breakfast is served!” He said, hoping that the improvised ‘sir and madam’ would be approved of. It was, and Rachel accepted the tray from him. She placed a lot of the food on her nightstand and then requested another two smaller trays so that her and Alex could eat comfortably in bed. Bill turned around quickly to go and fetch the trays. He was happy to get out of their room, even if it was only for less than a minute. 

He returned shortly and after being corrected by Rachel, he curtseyed once again and presented Rachel with the new trays. “Very well, Maid Laurie. You may go do whatever other chores you have waiting for you.” 

Bill sighed with relief and went back to the kitchen. He was starving but knew that he couldn’t eat until he’d washed their dishes. He wondered if coffee was allowed yet. He boiled the kettle but then decided that it probably wasn’t. He walked upstairs and waited outside Rachel and Alex’s room. 

After about 10 minutes, Bill knocked on the door. “Is Everything Okay with breakfast?” He called. 

“Do come in.” said Rachel. 

“The breakfast was wonderful, thank you.” She said. “We will dress ourselves whilst you do the dishes and prepare and eat your own breakfast. Meet us back up here in 30 minutes. 

Bill nodded, relieved that he could at last have a little time to himself, to eat some breakfast. He carefully collected the trays, plates, mugs and cutlery and walked out of the room with them. It was a little easier now that he wasn’t balancing food and drinks on the tray, but still a bit of a struggle in the heels. 

He walked down to the kitchen and placed everything by the sink. He turned on the water and washed the dishes thoroughly before drying and putting them away. He decided to make himself a mushroom omelet for breakfast. He fried this up and ate it with great pleasure, washed down with an orange juice and two mugs of milky coffee. He kept an eye on the time, washed his own dishes and had five minutes to spare before he returned to Rachel and Alex’s room, exactly 30 minutes after he’d left there. 




***

  

 At least they let me eat. They’re not trying to kill me. They want me, they have a use for me. 

 I have to behave, I have to do as they say. That will keep the peace here. If I can keep the peace, I will be safe. 

 Besides, I’m learning. I’m developing. I’m changing. 

  

 ***



When Bill entered their bedroom, he was relieved to see that Rachel and Alex were dressed more ‘normally’

than the previous time he’d seen them together. Alex wore a dark shirt with darker jeans, and Rachel wore a pretty, turquoise, summery dress. 

“Right on time!” Said Rachel, and looked at Alex. 

“Alex, she might need restraining for this.” 

Bill worried about what was going to happen but knew that he was about to find out. Alex approached him and grabbed onto his arms. 

“I’ve got her,” he said to Rachel, who kneeled in front of Bill. She lifted his maid’s dress and pulled down the black, lacy panties he had on. 

“We don’t want you masturbating. We gave you one final treat last night, but from now on you’re locked until you earn release, ” she said, picking up a metal device from the bed, that Bill hadn’t noticed. 

“No! You can’t do this,” protested Bill trying to pull away from Alex.  He was acting instinctively and he was as surprised as anybody when his foot nearly kicked Rachel. 

“We can and we will. You better accept the fact that you we are putting you in a chastity cage. For trying to kick me, you can forget about it coming off anytime soon too,” she said. Bill felt like crying. He felt bad enough about the fact that he’d let them turn him on before. Now he wasn’t allowed to do anything about it, even when he was alone. He felt humiliated and sad. Tears began to roll down his cheeks. 



Rachel attached the small, metal cage around his flaccid penis and secured it with a sturdy padlock. “Girls like you don’t use penises.” She said matter-of-factly spanking his ass lightly. 

“Ow,” squealed Bill. 

She pulled the panties back up onto him and tapped the metal cage. “Just try not to get aroused,” she said, giggling. “Isn’t that right, Alex?” 

“It is.” Said Alex. “Those things do not like erections.” 

Bill nodded solemnly and all of a sudden felt scared of his own body. What if he were to get an erection, what then? His penis would be trapped. It would surely be painful and frustrating. He looked down at his caged cock and pulled the dress down over it. He didn’t want to be reminded. 

“Now, Alex and I have been talking, and we really like you.” She said sweetly. “We think that you deserve to go back to school, and if you behave, you can even come back to school with us in our senior years. You can be our maid there, and even take classes if that doesn’t interfere with your duties.” 

Her speech was a reality check for Bill. Until that moment, he hadn’t put a time frame on his situation. He assumed that he’d be released somehow, someday, but hadn’t speculated as to when that would be. Rachel’s talk of him going back to school in their  senior  years: two years from now, made him realize how trapped he was. He couldn’t stand the thought of it being for even longer than that. 

Rachel continued talking, “If you behave yourself for the next year or two, I will try and work on Nicole. She listens to me, sometimes, and I have more of a chance than anyone of getting her to release you.” 

Alex nodded in agreement and looked at Bill seriously. Bill couldn’t help himself feeling attracted to Rachel, and of the people in the household, these were the pair he’d warmed to the most. “Thank you,” he found himself saying. 

“You’ll have to behave though,” said Rachel. “Otherwise, there’s no chance.” 

Alex then passed him a piece of paper. “Here are your maid’s duties for today. Make sure you tackle them thoroughly.” 

Bill said “thank you” again, then left the room. Walking was even more uncomfortable than before, with a chastity cage between his legs. 

 


***

 

 A chastity cage. A CHASTITY cage. Why? It’s not like I was trying to have sex with them. It isn’t fair. I haven’t done anything to deserve this. If I masturbated, they don’t know about it. How could they? It’s not fair. I’m trapped. 

 I’m completely trapped. All I want is my penis back. 

  


***


 

Bill walked back down to the kitchen and opened the cupboard where the cleaning products were. He still felt sad and distracted by the cage, but he decided to focus on the task(s) in hand. 

His first task was to clean the kitchen thoroughly and empty the bins. He thoroughly scrubbed the work surfaces and took the black garbage bags out of the bins and outside. He replaced the bags, opened the windows and double checked that everywhere looked spick and span. He quickly sprayed and cleaned the windows, then concluded that the kitchen looked as clean as it was going to. 

After he’d done the kitchen, Bill checked his list and groaned as he realized his next task was to clean the bathrooms. There were three in the house and he was to bleach and clean the toilets, sinks, baths and showers. 

He struggled around the main bathroom in his heels and knelt down to bleach and scrub the toilet. He wiped the floor with special floor wipes, cleaned the bath and did the sink. He repeated this for every bathroom and was impressed that it took him less than two hours. Next, it was time to vacuum the house. 

He started in the bedrooms. None of the beds were made, which irritated him, but he realized that his next task following on from vacuuming would be to do the laundry. He vacuumed thoroughly, ensuring to get the dust up from the boards and out of every corner. When he’d finished the bedrooms, he vacuumed the staircase and unplugged the noisy machine. He was getting used to walking in the heels, as he carried the vacuum downstairs to do the living room, hallways and dining room. 




***

 

When Bill reached the living room, with the vacuum cleaner in his hand, he saw Nicole sitting there reading the morning paper and drinking coffee. She smiled softly at him and gestured for him to sit down with her. 

“Take a five minute break, come here, I’d like to talk to you.” She said. 

Bill sat down and smiled at his step-mom. The whole situation was still surreal to him, but he determined to get by. 

“Laurie,” she said, beaming softly. “You look so beautiful as a maid. And just look at those heels! They suit you so well.” 



“Thank you, ma’am,” said Bill. It was becoming his standard response. 

“You’re really starting to look the part for your new life,” she said. Bill forced a smile which could pass as sincere. 

“This will be your day-time role,” said Nicole. “Come night time, you will be a slut. We are training you to service anybody we want you to, regardless of sex. We have heard about what a good start you got off to last night with Alex.” 

“Yes ma’am, thank you.” said Bill biting back hard on both tears and anger. 

“We need to make sure you can really pleasure women and be a good little lesbian. Luckily there are lots of us here to teach you.” she said. 

Bill continued to nod. 

“But, more importantly, we need to keep training you how to suck cock, and we need to make sure you’re not getting distracted by pleasuring yourself.” 

“I won’t ma’am,” promised Bill. 

Nicole looked down at his crotch. “I don’t think we’ll have to worry about that. I trust my baby sister fitted you for the chastity cage?” 

“Oh yes. It’s on firmly and securely.” replied Bill, feeling sad again. 

“Good,” said Nicole smiling. “You really are a good girl, aren’t you?” 

“I am for you,” said Bill. 

“So you don’t mind being restricted then? Girls don’t have penises, you know.” said Nicole. 

“I know that,” Bill said, being very careful not to snap at her. Of course he knew that, did she think he was three years old? He was starting to get annoyed, and knew that he had better return to the cleaning chores before he regretted it. “May I continue with my duties?” 

“You may,” said Nicole, as she put her feet up on the coffee table and returned to her newspaper. Ensure to be thorough, we will be inspecting.” 

“Of course. Thank you,” said Bill, plugging the vacuum into the wall. 

He was determined to behave, so that one day he would be released. 




***

 

Bill vacuumed the room and then walked through to do the hall. There was quite a long cable on the vacuum so he was able to do most of downstairs before going to unplug it and plug it in again elsewhere. He avoided doing this for as long as possible, to avoid another conversation with Nicole. When he finally had to, he was relieved to see that she’d left the room, enabling him to walk through the living room without a conversation. 



When he’d finished vacuuming, he put the vacuum cleaner away and returned to the bedrooms. One by one, he stripped the beds of their bedclothes and put them into a large laundry basket. He carried the basket to the washing machine and out half of the load in the wash. He would have to do it in two loads. The spare bedding was readily folded in the cupboard next to the washing machine, so he got that out and walked upstairs to make everybody’s bed, including his own. He saw that there was a fresh set of pink bedding for himself, and he felt oddly pleased. 



He made Nicole’s bed first, then the guest bed where Alex and Rachel were staying. When he entered Paula and Barbara’s room, he was shocked to see them in there. Though he shouldn’t have been, of course. Why would he assume that they’d be anywhere else? 




***

 

Barbara and Paula watched as Bill changed their bed, and then praised him for his excellent performance. 

“Nice work, Laurie,” Barbara said. “You certainly know how to be a good little maid.” 

“Thank you,” said Bill. He was wondering if he’d forgotten how to speak properly. 

“We just need to make sure you know how to be a good little slut.” said Paula. Bill swore he saw both women cackling evilly. 

“Not whilst you’re on duty, though,” she added. They watched as Laurie made the final touches to the made bed and opened the window in the room. 

Laurie also straightened the curtains, checked for dust and curtseyed. “Are you happy with your cleaning service?” She asked them both with a demure smile. 

“Oh yes, for now. This is most satisfactory. Thank you, Laurie,” said Barbara. 

Bill smiled and left the room. He was still thinking about that escape. 2 years seemed like an awful long time. 

Maybe they could bring it forward? If he was really, really well behaved…




***

Bill continued with his cleaning duties and managed to get every room vacuumed and polished by lunchtime. It was after lunch that he did his second load of washing and it was later still that everything had been tumble dried, folded and put away. 

When he’d done, he reported back to Paula and Barbara, to find out if they knew what he should do next. 

They ran him a bath, gave him a razor and instructed him to shave his own legs as they watched and, when necessary instructed. He enjoyed getting clean after the dirty tasks of the day and was relieved to have completely smooth legs after slight stubble there had left him a little itchy. 

After the bath, Paula and Barbara allowed Bill to choose a dress to wear. He chose a purple, summery dress and they cooed over how much it would suit him. They paired it with a pair of purple shoes, a purple bracelet and some clip on earrings. “We can get your ears pierced next week.” Barbara said. 

When he was dressed, they found some purple shades of make up for him and told him to practice. “You’re starting to know what you’re doing now, so just get on with it,” said Paula. “We’ll be expecting you to look beautiful within the hour, and Nicole will be coming to check.” 

Bill felt quite scared of Nicole. She was obviously the one with all of the power. He wondered what Paula and Barbara were like before they met her. More importantly, he wondered what Rachel and Alex / Alexis were like before they met her. Was Alex becoming Alexis some more of Nicole’s doing? Or perhaps it ran in the family: Rachel was Nicole’s younger sister, after all. 

He pondered on these thoughts half-heartedly as he concentrated on applying purple eye shadow, dark brown mascara and a berry shade of lipstick. He still found it a struggle to apply make up neatly but it was definitely getting easier. 

“We’ll make a good girl out of you” he heard in his head, echoing the women’s thoughts. 




***

 

 What is happening to me? 

  

 I’m changing. 

  

 I’m… feminizing. 




***

EPILOGUE



Two years later, Laurie walked into a fancy restaurant on the arm of Doug Lamont. Doug Lamont was the president of the  Alpha Theta Rho fraternity, and Laurie was proud to be with him. 

They’d met on a premium dating website with a political slant. It was transgender-friendly and she’d been very open with Doug about the fact that she wasn’t born a woman. He’d seem somewhat excited by both the fact and her openness about it, meaning that they could both relax on the date and be themselves. 

Laurie was wearing a red halter dress which revealed a large portion of her 36C bosom. She wore high heeled, red shoes that were slightly darker than the dress but still matched well. The pair were seated immediately and felt happy and relaxed. 

Laurie looked around the restaurant, smiling, and was somewhat surprised to see Mistress Rachel and Mistress Alexis sitting in the same restaurant, several tables down. The restaurant was local to them, as the closest fine dining place to Nicole’s house. It was highly probable that they, like Laurie, were planning a visit for Nicole’s birthday weekend. 

She decided not to think about that just yet, and to focus on Doug. Doug was an intelligent man with a smoothness and a way with words. He had a good sense of humor and was making Laurie laugh and feel an excited amount of nervous. It had been a long time since she’d been moved by somebody in this way, and she was enjoying it. 

Doug reached across the table to touch her hand and asked her what she’d like to drink. She requested a white wine and he had the same, then they chose a seafood starter. She felt truly smitten and child-like on this date as he

complimented her clothes, looks and even her voice. She had felt self-conscious about her voice for a while, as she spent so long hardly using it. 

Doug asked Laurie what she did for a living and she went quiet. It had been some time now since she’d serviced men or women and she had made a decision several months ago to stop offering sex for money. Since then, she’d been living off of the money she’d made as a sex worker. She’d made a lot! It turned out a lot of people had a kink for a woman with a penis. However, she didn’t feel ready to spill all of this to Doug. He knew parts of her history already, but not that. 

Nicole had won.  She had taken all of Laurie’s insurance money just as she wanted to, but she was also capable of great caring for  her step-son and he had no doubt that she would help him out if he ever  fell short of money again. 

“I don’t work at the moment,” she said simply, nervous as to what his reaction might be. 

Doug just nodded and smiled. 

“Hey, that’s no problem! I can tell you’re clever, hardworking and determined, so I’m sure that won’t be a permanent predicament.” He said, smiling. 

She looked at him and admired his dark hair and the slight stubble on his chin and cheeks. She looked at his clothes and saw that he was extremely well dressed. He wore a black suit without a tie and he smelt like musky aftershave. She found herself wanting to get closer to him, not just physically but emotionally, intellectually and spiritually. She found his hand on the table and squeezed it as she looked into his blue eyes. 

This man, this kind of man could make me happy, thought Laurie. As she thought it, it was as though Doug was reading her mind as he said, “I really think you are a wonderful woman. And, despite what you have told me, I think you are  all  woman.” He said. 

Laurie felt a tear run down her cheek and she patted her face. Doug leant over the table and kissed her lips. She leaned back and smiled, quickly turning around as she sensed something. 

Rachel and Alexis were smiling broadly at Laurie and Doug. Laurie smiled back and waved. Doug looked over suspiciously and then back at Laurie. The two women were dressed all in leather, and although it could pass as

“street wear,” it was clearly of a sexual nature. They had a lot of makeup on, too, and were wearing shiny shoes. 

Mistress Alexis, like Laurie, had real breasts poking out of her outfit. Her hair was neat and straight and her figure looked great in the outfit. Rachel looked as beautiful as ever, and as she got a little older her face grew sterner. She looked like the kind of woman you would never question. As they smiled over as Laurie and Doug, there was something mischievous about their gaze. 

“Don’t worry about them,” said Laurie. “They’re just some old friends. Maybe I’ll introduce you later.” 

They settled down to enjoy their food and forgot about the two mistresses on the other side of the room. Laurie felt deeply happy, enjoying her time with Doug, and he seemed to be radiating the same emotion. 

I don’t care if I never make anything close to the kind of money I used to make, thought Laurie. Real richness comes from your relationships: your friendships, romantic relationships and anything that involves a deep connection. 

The waiter served their seafood starter and they both happily dug in. 



THE END
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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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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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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

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

It's a story of forced feminization and

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

www.kyliegable.com.
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THE FORCIBLY FEMINIZED BRIDESMAID

INTRODUCING
PAMELA HARLOW...

I can't tell you how excited | am to have a
new protege, Pamela Harlow. She's a very
talented British writer and this is the first
story she’s ever written. I'm thrilled to have
her part of the Candy Apple Press family.

The story begins just before a bachelorette
party. When the bride receives a call from
one of the bridesmaids that she’s been in
an accident and won't be able to be a
bridesmaid, the bride is devestated. Even
worse, she's quite tall and none of the
brides other friends can fit the dress. This
leaves 5 groomsment and 4 bridesmaids.

Of course, never underestimate plucky
bridesmaids. They kidnap a guy on the
way home from their party and keep him
captive for two weeks teaching him how to
fill in at the wedding. Wil their scheme
work? And what will happen to the poor
quy?
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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





