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Breaking the Billionaire

 

"Mr. Cummings, I would not recommend trying to fight me. I can be very persuasive and I am not squeamish about drawing blood or breaking bones," warned Andrea Bailey as she approached her prey menacingly and herded him towards the handicapped stall at the end of the men's room. 

What Lyle Cummings had thought to be a fun little tryst had now seemingly become deadly serious. At twenty-nine, and already worth a cool 2.8 billion dollars, the young Silicone Valley billionaire knew that his life could be threatened at any time, but he never thought it would be from the woman who had introduced herself as Andrea only a quarter of an hour ago. 

He’d seen her on the other side of the room, an absolute vision of loveliness shinning out in Technicolor amongst the otherwise monochrome reality and monotonous routine of yet another tedious museum fundraiser. The party would as usual be deathly dull, full of the usual insipidly boring people talking about things he simply didn't care about; but the rakishly handsome technology entrepreneur felt his whole mood change when this amazing woman smiled at him. It wasn't another hero worshipping smile of a ditzy young woman intimidated by his fame and wealth, but a subtle and seductive invitation to approach, from a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and was by no means overawed. 

Lyle guessed that she was in her thirties, her auburn hair perfectly framed an oval face in flowing ringlets and her jewelry was tasteful without being extravagant. But it was her remarkable body sensually enveloped in a slinky black cocktail dress that drew his attention, displaying all the right curves in all the right places. Lyle had a fiancée, but they had an arrangement, besides, it wasn't like he was married anymore or anything. Dropping that first wife when his business started really taking off was the best decision he had ever made.  Tina was a beautiful girl and he had been instantly attracted to her, but she wanted all his time and attention for herself. 

Now, for the first time in ages, he actually felt nervous at the prospect of talking to a woman. 

"Hello, I'm Lyle Cummings," he smiled as he approached her. 

"Oh, I know who you are Mr. Cummings," she flirted. 

"Please, call me Lyle." 

"Alright, then please call me Andrea," she cooed. 

"This is a very stuffy kind of party," he declared. "It’s what usually happens when they insist on black tie." 

"Well you look very dapper." She wiped a piece of imaginary lint from his jacket lapel. 

Lyle held out his arm and gestured towards the dancing, without hesitation she placed her arm on his and allowed him to accompany her to the dance floor, where he found her graceful and very light on her feet. He beamed with pride as he caught the many eyes staring at them as they floated around the museum's marble floor. They didn't stop until the band took a break, but before Lyle could lead her outside for some fresh air, Andrea grabbed his cheeks and kissed him forcefully on the lips. He grabbed her, his hands feeling under her skirt and caressing her thighs. 

"We need to take this someplace private or you're going to be all over the tabloids tomorrow," she purred squeezing his ass cheeks.  "Let's go to my place.  I have a limo and we can be there in fifteen minutes." 

"I'd rather not. We can go back to my place. The compound is very secluded," he offered hopefully. He never liked going with women to their place. He didn't want to surrender his home field advantage.  He wanted her off guard, the way she would be at his mansion. 

"Oh, can't we just go to my place?", She asked rolling her eyes in mock disdain, pouting at the road block he was throwing in front of her plans. 

"It'll be quick and you'll love it.  You know, you'll love it," he teased her kissing her on the neck. 

"I can't wait that long. Come with me." Taking his hand she led him into a nearby men's room. As they entered he kissed her hard inserting his questing tongue between her two moist red lips. She kissed him back just as passionately and the couple backed through the swinging restroom door. Fortunately, they found the restroom unoccupied. He could not believe his luck as he began to reach

under her dress.  She lusted for him; he could taste it.  Suddenly, unexpectedly he found himself shoved bodily right across the room. 

"I want you to know that this is nothing personal," she stated almost apologetically.  "You really should have just accepted the limousine ride from me." 

"What are you talking about?" he asked puzzled and still wanting her body. 

"I'm afraid that I've been contracted by certain parties who are very displeased with you to enact vengeance for them. It's what I do," she explained. 

"What? Seriously, you’re going to kill me?" 

"No, but in the end you may wish that I had. I'm going to make certain changes to you and make arrangements for your future." 

"Well, although you are quite obviously one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen, you'll excuse me if I don't go gently," 

said Lyle Cummings in a voice full of the confidence that comes from always getting your way. 

"Mr. Cummings, I would not recommend trying to fight me. I can be very persuasive and I am not at all squeamish about drawing blood or breaking bones," warned Andrea Bailey as she approached her prey menacingly, herding him towards the handicapped stall at the end of the line of cubicles. 

"Stand back," he warned attempting to shove her away. He was shocked when she quickly sidestepped him and hit him with a perfectly targeted strike just over his left temple with her open palm. 

The blow clouded his mind, instantly alerting him to the trouble he was in. She was more than his match and they both knew it. He tried to push her away while he cleared his head, but she was already on him. With an unexpected twist of her hip she threw him and he hit the wall behind the toilet with his forehead.  He landed awkwardly on his stomach on top of the toilet bowl. She climbed on his back, reaching for the roll of bathroom tissue hanging on the wall and rudely stuffing it in his mouth from behind. She kept his arms pinned to his sides by straddling him while she removed a black thigh high from her left leg and used it to secure the gag in place. 

With her other stocking, she efficiently cinched his wrists together behind his back, then pulled his slacks down to his ankles

and his boxers down to his knees. Reaching into her purse, she pulled out an applicator, which she used to insert a tampon deeply into his ass. He moaned in discomfort and indignation. It felt like the foreign object was burning a hole in his rectum. 

"Relax, it's just a  Bacardi 151  soaked tampon," she reassured him. 

"Mppph!" He began thrashing around on the toilet, but between the stocking binding his wrists and the weight of Andrea pinning his arms, he couldn't really do anything to resist, but flop like a fish on dry land.  All his struggles really did was to increase the rate the alcohol in his ass was absorbed into his bloodstream. 

"Hey, it's not so bad. Think how much money you're saving on the overpriced drinks out there," she teased him giggling at the strange situation they found themselves in. 

Andrea and Lyle both heard the door to the bathroom open; they could hear a man enter as the soles of his feet echoed off the cold linoleum. Lyle began struggling harder, grunting loudly for help, but Andrea soon used her hand to silence him even further, while she began to moan as if she were in sexual ecstasy. They could hear the man chuckling as he used the urinal. 

"Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!" she screamed. 

The man used the sink and dried his hands with a towel; laughing lewdly as he left the bathroom. 

"By now, you should be feeling a very strong buzz; are you? 

Just a few more minutes I think and I can let you up." She smacked his behind playfully and noticed his rather sluggish reaction. 

After having the tampon in his ass for only fifteen minutes, he was now very drunk. Andrea picked up her cell phone and made a quick call saying only, "He's ready for pickup." 

She untied his wrists and removed the gag, placing the discarded items into her purse so as not to leave any clues behind. 

She pulled up his boxers and pants, leaving the tampon in place. 

"You've got to let me go. I'm important," he slurred at her. 

"That's why you've got to go with me," she cooed. "You won't be important for much longer.  Maybe I'll even let you drive." 

She led him out the bathroom door. Despite being two inches shorter and thirty pounds lighter than his 5"10" and 155 pounds, she

was quite strong for her size. In her line of work, it often helped to work out like a fiend any chance she got. 

"Oh my gosh! Lyle? Is that you?" asked Cambridge Manar, a wealthy financier who knew him socially from functions just like this one. 

"She's kidnapping me. Help me," he slurred back at him. 

"Behave Lyle," she smiled seductively. "I am so sorry. He started drinking before he had any food in his stomach." 

"That's just like Lyle. He's always working through meals. Do you need help?" he offered. 

"Actually, that would be great. If you could grab his other shoulder, I’ve already called for his limo," she beamed. 

"No problem. He's a friend of mine." 

"No, you don’t understand, she's going to kill me," mumbled Lyle. 

"I don't know what gets into him," she giggled and shook her head. 

Together they led him to the front door of the museum, where another friend of Lyle's held the door for them. Together, they put him in the back seat of the limo and Andrea flashed Cambridge a beaming smile thanking him before closing the door. 

"This isn't Lyle's regular limo.  I've never seen this one before," 

noted Cambridge in bewilderment. 

"Oh, after that horrible accident that killed his partner, he hasn't wanted to take any chances with any of the vehicles.  He replaced everything," explained Andrea. 

"I guess that makes sense.  It's nice to see him not taking unnecessary chances for a change," replied Cambridge. 

That accident had been front page news.  Just as Lyle and his partner Jack Stevens were about to get the biggest break of their lives, Jack's car unexpectedly stalled on the freeway.  An eight-teen wheeler behind them couldn't stop on time, and the young software engineer was killed.  Only dumb luck had saved his young bride. 

Paula Stevens was thrown from the car and received massive injuries, but Jack took the full brunt of the accident died on the way to the hospital trauma center only two days before his twenty-seventh birthday. 

Andrea waited until the limousine pulled away and they were safely screened behind the tinted window to remove the red wig and the foam padding that she’d had in her bra. She had not wanted to be easily identified and her research told her that Mr. Cummings liked redheads and big breasts. 

"Do you have the zip ties, Kara?" she asked the limo driver. 

"They're in the drawer underneath the bar. I wouldn't forget," 

laughed the tall Nordic looking blonde woman in a chauffeur's uniform. She had the appearance of a fashion model, but Andrea was more in need of her other rather specialized talents. 

Pulling out the first thing she found in the drawer, held it up to recognize it. 

"A penis gag? Really?" sighed Andrea as she reached back into the drawer pulled out the zip ties and began securing her prisoner's wrists behind his back and his ankles to each other. 

"I thought he should get used to having one in his mouth as soon as possible," replied Kara. 

"Point taken," snickered Andrea as she strapped the rubber phallus into Lyle's mouth and covered his eyes with a blindfold. 

Before long, he had passed out and Andrea removed the tampon to avoid alcohol poisoning. 




***

 

Consciousness returned slowly. Lyle was no longer gagged and the blindfold had been removed, but he still couldn't manage to get his bearings. He was surprised that his mind raced back to that day when he had received a phone call telling him that his partner was dead.  He bravely faced the reporters and let them know that he would make sure that all of Paula's medical bills would be handled by his company. The outpouring of emotion for Jack was amazing. 

Would they feel the same about Lyle?  Would anybody notice he was missing?  His ex-wife certainly wouldn't.  She was still furious at the pre-nuptial agreement that his lawyers had wisely made them sign. 

She was not only going to be left without a cent from the marriage, but also a ten year gag order to prevent any embarrassing television appearances or tell-all books. 

Lyle was now zip tied to a chair in a darkened room. The only light he saw came from a bare light bulb hanging overhead and he was severely restrained facing a wall so he couldn't even see the much of the room he was stashed in. He guessed that he was in a warehouse or maybe a basement somewhere. He was relieved not to be hung over, but he was definitely quite groggy. 

"Welcome back to the land of the living, Mister Cummings," 

called Andrea's voice from behind him. 

"I'm warning you, I'm a powerful man. I don't know what you think you're doing, but if you don't let me go right now, I’ll see to it that you regret it," he threatened. 

"Really now? Those childish threats are so beneath you. Yes, we know you are a very powerful man. We only do this to powerful men.  What fun would ruining unimportant men be?" she asked. 

"Ruin me?" He demanded, "What do you mean by that?" 

"Well, they want you out of the way quietly but permanently, and that's sort of our specialty," she boasted. "I am going to turn you over to Kara's capable hands to prepare you and I suggest that you do not resist. I am former CSIS and I won't hesitate to injure you if needs be." 

"What the Hell is CSIS?" he asked, "I’ve never heard of them!" 

"Canadian Intelligence," she sighed rolling her eyes in exasperation. "It's like the Canadian CIA, or British MI5. Read a newspaper." 

Lyle heard wheels rolling on the floor behind him and strained to get a look at what was going on. The one he presumed was Kara had wheeled over a tall hotel luggage cart. As she knelt and deftly removed his zip ties, Andrea maneuvered her prisoner onto the cart, where he was quickly tied to the upright frame in a standing spread eagle position. He began to scream out for help, but Andrea stopped him with a sharp slap across the face. 

"That’s pointless as this area has been very well soundproofed, but if you keep yelling like that it will begin to annoy us, me in particular, and you will be gagged again," she warned. 

"You, you won't get away with this," he threatened with tears welling up in his eyes. "I have a lot of very powerful..." 

"Suit yourself," shrugged Andrea as she shoved the penis gag back in his mouth and secured it behind his head. "You must just love having a dick in your mouth. That's actually a good thing for our purposes." 

Lyle panicked. The foul tasting rubber gag was one thing, but what did she mean about dicks in his mouth. He screamed into the gag, but no sound came out other than a muffled hum that probably only he could hear. 

Kara wheeled him through what he was fairly sure was a basement that had been specially equipped for just such a purpose, whatever that purpose was. He was taken into what appeared to be a large walk in shower. Kara produced a pair of fabric shears and proceeded to cut off all his clothes until he was completely naked. 

As she pushed the cart, it jerked about so he was forced to continually adjust his balance to stay on his feet. The cuffs clanked against the metal bars of the cart. What kind of place was this? 

Taking a moment to observe his surroundings, to one side he saw what appeared to be a man-sized cage and next to it several items that he had never seen in real life before, but he had no doubts as to their sinister purpose. This was a torture chamber, he surmised. The cart squealed as it rolled off the bare concrete floor and onto the cold linoleum of a shower. It reminded him of the health club with nozzles everywhere and enough room for twenty men to shower together comfortably. 

“You won’t give us any trouble now, will you Mr. Cummings?” 

she asked running her hand underneath his chin so sensuously yet simultaneously so menacing. Even if he had wanted to respond, Andrea had rendered him incapable with that ridiculous gag they had forced between his teeth. 

Andrea entered the shower carrying a large metal bucket. Even without the foam padding, she looked amazing in a deep red swimsuit that framed her athletic figure; her now raven hair was tied back in a ponytail. While more modest in size than they had appeared at the club, her ample bosoms strained against the bandeau top. In the bucket, he could see various shaving supplies. 

“No, Mr. Cummings won’t give us any trouble. He is a man of intellect and he can surely see his position. There is no reason to get

hurt unnecessarily when he knows we will simply do as we wish anyway,” she said while maintaining intense eye contact with her victim. She handed Kara a pair of gloves and together they began to lather up his body in a sweet smelling pink lotion. 

In another setting, this would have been quite an enjoyable experience for Lyle, but all he felt now was intense fear and extreme embarrassment. Had he been that easy to subdue? Would he ever be heard from again? He had his doubts, but determined to keep up a brave front and not allow his captors to see his true emotions, he rattled his chains defiantly. The lotion was beginning to burn. 

“You will cooperate Mr. Cummings. It’s up to you whether you will do so willingly or not,” announced Andrea with a smirk. She deftly reached between his legs and squeezed until he was wincing and throwing his head back in agony. 

“Nod your head when you are willing to cooperate,” she demanded giving one final firm squeeze. He nodded reluctantly at first but then with more and more vigor until she finally ended her assault. 

Kara circled the cart, eyeing him like a sculptor inspecting a lump of clay before transforming it into a work of art. “That should be long enough,” she said turning on the shower spray directly overhead. The water felt warm and relaxing, almost pleasant, as it hit his skin, it swept away the remains of the pink lotion taking with it all of Lyle’s body hair. He never had that much of it to begin with, but the strong depilatory removed that small evidence of manhood. He moaned shaking his head from side to side with anguish. 

The women's hands were gentle as they gripped his naked body and used cheap pink plastic razors and soothing aloe vera shaving cream to remove any remaining splotches of hair. Kara reached into the bucket and pulled out a bottle of very feminine smelling lavender body wash, which she then used to bathe Lyle; a femininely floral shampoo completed the shower arrangements. The woman patted their prize dry with fluffy pink towels marveling at his now hairless body. 

"What size did you want for him?" asked Kara looking through a door filled with breast forms. 

"Oh, he likes big hooters. I would hate for him to be saddled with anything less than C cups," replied Andrea. 

"C Cup it is," agreed Kara smiling as she dug out two teardrop shaped silicone forms from the drawer and a sinister looking bottle, which she handed to her partner. "If you would do the honors please." 

"This is a special surgical adhesive, it's really fucking strong," 

remarked Andrea applying a liberal coating of the syrupy liquid to his smooth shaven chest and allowing it to set. She very carefully held them up to his chest, aligning them before pressing them firmly onto him, the glue felt cold on Lyle's chest. "It will come off in four to six weeks, but until then, you've got a very nice rack Mr. Cummings." 

Lyle threw his head back and winced. How would he give a board meeting or speak to the press with these huge things on his chest? When the glue had set, Kara released her hands and he immediately felt the weight of the foreign objects he was now sporting. It was an unpleasant feeling and he tried to shake them off, but only succeeded in making his new boobs jiggle much to the delight of the girls who tittered at his frustrating display.  He loved watching a girl's boobs jiggle.  That's actually what drew him to Tina in the first place.  He didn't want to be a bimbo like her, not him. 

"That's a lot of weight for your poor little titties to hold, Mr. 

Cummings. You’ll need some support. If you beg me really nicely, I might put a bra on you," said Andrea removing his gag. "Beg me." 

"Fuck you!" was his angry reply when the faux penis was removed from his mouth, but Andrea just snickered at his outburst. 

He tried to tell her, "You can't do thi--" but was immediately cut off by the penis gag being returned to his mouth and re-secured. 

Looking down, he could see that Kara was now applying more of the glue to his crotch, thighs and ass cheeks. He was very nervous about what she intended to do now and tried to move away from her, but was too well-secured. While the new adhesive was setting, Andrea produced what appeared to be a silicone vagina from a drawer. The faux genitalia came with extra silicone to fill out flat bottoms and thighs, but the rear was clear to allow for waste removal. The front contained an unusual tube like contraption, which his penis was forced inside. It was very confining and he was

immediately uncomfortable as the girls attached the object to his groin allowing the glue to secure it firmly to his skin. Next came a black butt plug with pits of exposed metal in the tip. It was smooth, but never having had anything shoved up his ass before, Kara had to work it in and out until his anal sphincter finally opened up enough to accept it, thanks to a generous coating of lube. 

"Ok sissy, the fake vagina is our own design. It will give you a smooth front and prevent any erections, but even better is that it's capable of delivering quite a wallop. If I press this remote control, you will feel it. It has ten settings, so I'm going to let you experience a shock at the lowest, level one," Kara explained as she pressed a small device that looked like a garage door opener. 

He writhed in excruciating discomfort, shaking with pain as his dick was hit with 50 volts of electricity. She kept her finger pressed on the button for fifteen seconds, until he thought he would surely pass out. 

"I'm sorry for the pain, but I wanted to make absolutely sure you know just how much you are in for if you don't obey. That was level one. I’ll start using it for real on level five," warned Kara as she adjusted the control fob. 

"Just to be different my remote triggers a shock from your butt plug. I can assure you that it hurts just as much, if you wanted to test me," threatened Andrea. 

"OK, hair and makeup time now, you living doll you," smiled Kara. 

"Do you want to shave his head and attach one of the wigs with the adhesive," asked Andrea? 

"No, I could, but I think we can get some better results with extensions. I'll use the adhesive and make sure that he can't just take them off, but I think that it'll look much more realistic," explained Kara. 

"Well, this is your area of expertise. I guess I'll just sit back, relax and enjoy the show," agreed Andrea. 

With both women comfortable that Lyle was now compliant and firmly in their control, Kara began to release him from the luggage cart. Unlocking first his feet and then his arms, she ordered him to sit in front of the vanity on a deep red leather professional salon style

chair that had been specially fitted with restraints to strap in any reluctant victims. 

"Sit in the chair sissy and let Auntie Kara make you look all pretty," she taunted motioning towards the vanity. 

"Please let me go," he pleaded. 

"I don't think so," replied Kara. "My name is Kara McLean. 

Does that name mean anything to you?" 

"No, should it?" he asked. 

"You just might want to remember it," she said as she Grabbed his left arm to begin the process of restraining him to the chair.  She kept her right hand on the remote control in case he tried anything, but as she pointed it at him, the remote got dangerously close. With his elbow he knocked the remote from her grasp and sent it sliding across the wooden floor until it smacked into the wall under the vanity. Foolishly, she lunged after the remote as it was knocked from her grasp and that left her wide open for Lyle to punch her side of her face. The force of his punch dazed her leaving her helpless as he threw her bodily at Andrea. Lyle took advantage of the distraction to make a break for it. He sprinted around the corner, pausing only to gingerly remove the butt plug before Andrea had a chance to use her remote. Throwing the gag down, he searched for an exit. 

Padding along the hard wooden floor in his bare feet, Lyle couldn't help but be intimidated by what he saw. There were various torture devices all over this dungeon of horror. Some of the equipment seemed to date back to the middle ages, but the function of some of the items both puzzled and horrified him. He felt the weight of his new jiggling breasts bouncing all over as he ran like some lifeguard in a cheesy television show, but Andrea would be on him soon and he knew this would be his best, possibly only chance to escape. The dark basement frustrated him, but he soon found the stairs leading up. He could hear Andrea behind him as he sprinted up the stairs only to find a very secure door at the top landing locked. 

"No!" he groaned as the locked door seemed to dash his only chance to remove himself from the women intent on destroying his life.  Men of means like Cummings knew that they might be the target of kidnapping.  He'd have a microchip with a panic button embedded under his left wrist.  Pressing on it would call his security

director Jim Barber's cell phone and work as a tracking device as well.  If he couldn't run for it, he could at least send out an S.O.S. 

He knew Jim was on vacation at his lake home, but it'd still be the fastest way to get help.  He pressed the button only to hear a cell phone go off on a table ten feet away from him.  It played  Smoke on the Water, which was the song that Jim's phone played. 

"We don't have time for this shit, Lyle. I thought you were smarter than this," she said authoritatively. "You can give yourself up right now or I will be forced to make things very unpleasant," warned Andrea. 

"No, I'm getting out of here," he said smashing into the door with all the weight he could muster. 

"It'll take a lot more than you to break through that door," 

smirked Andrea as she slowly made her way up the stairs. She was a predator or a Universal movie monster and monsters don't need to run. Lyle pounded on the door screaming for help, but none was forthcoming. He turned to face his pursuer and threw a mighty blow in the direction of her jaw. 

Andrea was far too skilled to be felled by the same sucker punch that had momentarily taken out her partner. Instead she easily ducked the powerful, but clumsy blow and again used a hip toss to take his own momentum and use it to toss him into the door head on. His forehead collided with the heavy oak and he bounced off landing on his back. He tried to rise to his feet, but she was on him too quickly, grabbing him and driving him face first into the floor. 

Grabbing him by his neck she helped him to his feet and held him against the door. She was teaching him some very important lessons, but a sissy with a bruised and battered face will bring in far less money and despite Kara's excellent makeup skills, Andrea didn't want to push it too far so she concentrated on reigning down painful blows at Lyle's midsection. 

"This is so awesome! I wish you could see how much your breasts jiggle with each punch. Watch this," she said hitting him hard with a right to his stomach. He staggered and put up his left arm to try to fend her off, but she kicked him painfully at the side of his knee dropping him to the ground. Andrea was about to finish him off, when he began to spasm and cry out in intense pain. 

"Hey, look what I found!" called Kara pushing the button on the remote, which she had now put on its highest setting. She kept her finger jammed down on the button for thirty or forty seconds while Lyle was wracked with a pain he had never felt before. Laughing to herself, Andrea waited for Kara to finish with her revenge before roughly helping him to his feet and dragging him down the stairs. 

They had been rougher than they needed to be to recapture their victim, but they wanted to make sure he had second thoughts before trying such a stunt a second time. 

Andrea threw Lyle into the salon chair and strapped his wrists to the arm rests. She forced his hands roughly into the odd, white restraints that were used by hospitals on patients who pulled out tubes and otherwise could damage themselves. They not only secured the hands in place, but made it impossible to close them, while the open fingers gave perfect access for the nail art that Kara prided herself on. More straps were pulled across his arms just under his fake boobs and around his legs, forehead, and thighs. He was completely immobilized and still in pain from Andrea's assault on him and Kara’s electrical stimulation via the cock cage. 

"What did you do to Barber?" demanded Lyle. 

"Barber?  Who is that?" asked Kara coyly. 

"JIm Barber, my head of security.  I heard his phone go off," 

"I'm sorry, that phone belongs to Misty.  She's a prostitute that stayed here for a few days last week," said Andrea. 

"I know what I heard," he bellowed. 

"Here, take a look for yourself," said Kara retrieving the cell phone and playing a video for Jim.  He saw a woman who looked to be close to fifty, but still had rather attractive legs under her leather miniskirt.   She was dressed like a prostitute and she was satisfying three guys at once with her mouth, ass, and hands.  He didn't know why he was being showing this video until the guy who was in her mouth exploded all over her face and the camera zoomed in.  It was Jim Barber. Jim's eyes grew wide with fright." 

"Lovely, isn't she," said Andrea giggling like a school girl. 

"He's quite a mechanic I understand, though I guess he's got other ways to make money now," smirked Kara.  Lyle wondered how she knew. How could she know? 

Kara began to hold extensions up to Lyle's hair in order to match his chestnut hair color. When she was satisfied she began to attach the faux head to his head leaving Lyle with a very attractive hairstyle. It was a very tedious and time intensive job that took Karla nearly ninety minutes to complete, but when finished she had styled Lyle's hair into a gorgeous shoulder length, round brush cut that framed his face perfectly, to feminize his more masculine features and give him a sexy appearance. Lyle couldn't believe what he saw looking back at him in the mirror and his anger was blatantly obvious on his face. 

"Aw, is widdle Wylie gonna cwy?" taunted Kara. 

"Don't be so sad Lyle. We both saw what you're packing in your panties, you really weren't much of a man to begin with," added Andrea. 

Lyle struggled against the straps, but found no give. He had never been so immobilized in his entire life. Kara laughed at his frustration and began applying a liquid foundation to his face. It was cold to the touch and had a definite odor to it, a very feminine odor that he had smelled faintly before, but never on his own face. He was as powerless to move his face away from her as he was to remove his hands from Andrea who was now filing his nails. 

"If you let me go, I will make it very worth your while," he pleaded. 

"Don't make us gag you again," responded Andrea looking up from the nails she was working on. 

An hour later, the software billionaire found himself the owner of a full set of one-inch-long bright red nails. Each of the fingers had a small heart in the middle except for the thumbs which had a penis on them, the right thumb had a white dick, while the left thumb had a black dick. Lyle looked down in shame, there had to be some way to stop these girls from what they were doing. 

Kara always believed that if something was worth doing, it was worth doing right. This included the putting of makeup on their victims. She started with a moisturizing foundation. This was followed by the concealer that any nearly thirty-year-old executive needs to take care of all their under eye circles and blemishes. A cream blush was used on Lyle instead of a powder because Kara

thought it gave sissies the appearance of a healthy glow-from-within look. After carefully blending three colors of eye shadow, enhancing his deep green eyes with a dark black eyeliner, and applying long glamorous, false eye lashes with the same adhesive they had used on his breasts, Kara lined his lips in a dark red before filling in with a bright cherry red lipstick. 

"I believe this bitch is done," said Kara. 

"You have outdone yourself. I think he's one of the prettiest you've ever created," marveled Andrea as she began to unstrap her prisoner from the chair. 

Lyle winced as the girls again inserted the butt plug. He felt full and almost constipated. Despite his best efforts to shift his weight, he simply could not get comfortable with the large wedge shaped object in his ass. 

"Aw, cheer up. You should be used to that by now," said Kara. 

"We can't have you tied up for the dressing, so we need to make sure you cooperate. Fortunately, you've got easy to find sizes." 

It felt electric for Lyle when the girls pulled the sexy red, thigh high stockings up his freshly shaved legs. They had already placed a pair of red thong panties and matching garter belt around his waist, which they quickly attached the stockings too. A sexy lace push up bra secured his fake breasts. Kara helped Lyle put on a red lace baby doll, while Andrea had him step into a pair of red stilettos with five-inch-heels. He thought he might break his ankle as he walked across the basement to a large bed that his captors had set up exclusively for boudoir photography and moments like this. 

"What should she call herself?" asked Kara. 

"I'm very partial to Layla," replied Andrea, "though she'll be the one on her knees if you catch my drift." 

"Layla it is," laughed Kara handing Lyle a script. "When you can do it well enough, we can shoot it. When we shoot it, we're done." 

"What do I have to do?" asked Lyle nervously. He'd heard enough allusions to him giving blow jobs to not like where things appeared to be headed. Reading the script only confirmed his deepest fears. 

"I believe the term they use is, make love to the camera," said Andrea laughing. 

"I can't do this," he pleaded putting down the piece of paper and looking at Andrea with puppy dog eyes. 

"You can and you will," responded Andrea pressing the button to give him another powerful shock. Unsteady on his heels, he fell to his knees and covered up instinctively to protect himself. 

Ten minutes and three shocks later, Lyle knelt on the bed, his legs tucked next to him. Andrea worked the video recorder, while Kara began snapping pictures with a still camera. Lyle licked his lips seductively and began to purr in his best breathy female voice while rubbing his stocking encased legs, "Hi, I'm Layla and my mistresses have decided it’s time that I started looking for a few hard men. I'm smooth, soft, and everything a woman should be. I'm 100% real and I'm super feminine and playful. Let me make you feel like a man as only I can. I love men of all races, the bigger the better so come on and drop my mistresses an email. Let's play together so that I can rock your world. Kisses, I can't wait to have you between my moist and sexy lips." 

"Only one take. See you are a natural at this," teased Kara. 

"Can I go now?" he asked feeling his stomach knotted in humiliation and shame. 

"No silly, we need to get some pictures with some other looks, some casual and some dressy. It'll be fun. You'll love playing dress up and fashion show just like a real model," smiled Kara tossing Lyle a new bra and panties to put on. 

Under Kara's tutelage, Lyle changed into a half dozen other outfits. He had on a black bustier as well as a tight t-shirt with daisy dukes, and several very sexy dresses. 

"OK, take your hands and run them through your hair, while you blow a kiss at the camera," instructed Kara. Lyle complied not quite sure what the pictures would be used for. 

"I like that one," smiled Andrea. 

"I think we're done here," said Kara, "if you want to show Layla to her new home." 

"New home? You said if I cooperated we'd be done," 

demanded Lyle. 

"And we are done, for today anyway," said Andrea as she roughly escorted her prisoner about 10 feet to where a ratty green

tarp only partially concealed an eight by six jail cell. She pulled off the top and ordered Lyle to step inside. 

"Wait! You can't be serious. I'm not going in there." 

"5...4...3...," said Andrea menacingly. She didn't even finish counting. Lyle looked at the remote in her hand and quickly, but reluctantly entered the cell. A treadmill filled half of the already cramped space. The only furnishing inside were an old student's desk, a plastic chair, and a bed pan. Hanging from the ceiling were two rings that he guessed were there for sinister intentions. 

"Can’t I at least have my clothes back?" 

"Those are your clothes now sissy. Your days as a male are over. Now step up onto the treadmill." 

"Not while I'm wearing these ridiculous heels, I'll break my neck." 

"Do it or regret it, sissy," said Andrea in a firm tone that brooked no negotiation. Lyle obeyed and followed her instruction to start the treadmill at the leisurely clip of three miles an hour.   Lyle hated treadmills.  After Jack died and he signed the deal that would make him his first billion, he immediately joined the most exclusive gym in the city, but that was just for making deal making.  You'd never see him sweating.  It was a great place for doing business and for finding women.  Although until the divorce, he had to watch his step so Tina wouldn't find out. 

"Look, I can't walk in these shoes," insisted Lyle after nearly falling down. 

"I know that, slut," she spat. "That’s the reason you're on the treadmill, so that you learn. That treadmill is powering an orange light bulb on top of your cell. If you stop walking, the light will shut off and you will be punished. You're going to be getting in a six mile walk before bed." 




***

 

Over the next three days, Lyle worked diligently to master feminine movement, voice, and the art of seduction, from the feminine perspective. He did this not because he wanted to, but because he was left no choice whatsoever. He had mastered his

heels within a few practice sessions on the treadmill and walking was soon replaced with dancing. His captors rarely had to hurt him to get him to cooperate and the only real torture they inflicted was of a psychological nature. They read him the emails from strangers who had responded to his video and pictures, all saying that they were very eager to have him suck their cock. Andrea delighted in teaching him proper blow job techniques, first on a dildo and then later on Kara's strapon, while she offered constructive criticism. 

Something about Kara bothered him.  She acted like he should know her or at least recognize her last name, but as much as he wracked his head, he couldn't think of any McLeans that he knew. 

Lyle followed a very strict beauty regime that included such old standbys as soaking in baby oil to help soften his skin. They didn't need him to pass as a woman, at least not for this part of his destruction. He was simply acting as a sissy who was being feminized by two mistresses and wanted him to suck off some guys, which wasn't that big of a stretch from the actual truth. 




***

 

The Eros Garden Plaza Hotel catered to a sexually adventurous crowd. It wasn't a trashy four hour nap motel by the airport, but it also wasn't quite the five-star palaces that Lyle Cummings had been used to. In truth, it was probably a three or four star establishment that catered to couple taking a few days away from the grind for some passionate love making. The rooms had red velvet everywhere, a sex swing, all sorts of toys, and some of the rooms even had a hot tub.  Lyle had used it a couple of times because the hotel was known for it's discretion when it came to rich married men and beautiful young single women. 

The Bettie Paige Suite that the girls had reserved had all of those things as well as a video system setup with multiple cameras that would enable a couple to record all of their passion and have a souvenir to take home for their later enjoyment. This was the big selling point for Kara. 

Kara had styled Lyle into a very high class escort. He wore a long scarlet chiffon a-line strapless gown that came to his ankles, but

had a slit that was so high you could see his red lace panties through it. The top exposed a lot of breast, but Kara had blended his forms into his skin very convincingly with makeup that completely covered up the seams. 

A red garter belt was strapped around Lyle's waist and a pair of nude silky gossamer stockings was attached. He would never admit it, but Lyle was amazed at the amazing electric feeling of the expensive hosiery over his shaved legs. On his feet was a pair of red stiletto heels with a four inch heel. The straps were adorned with rhinestones and the shoes displayed his sexy candy apple red toe nails. His makeup was flawless with intense red nails and lips to match his dress. His hair extensions had been styled into a sophisticated up-do and a pair of diamond chandelier earrings brushed against his neck. He wore a matching diamond bracelet on his left wrist and he smelled of  Chanel No. 5. 

"You look great," said Kara dressed in a pair of jeans and a simple top. "I always say, just because you're a whore, it doesn't mean you can't be a classy one." 

"Please don't make me do this," he pleaded. "I will give you five million dollars each." 

"No, I don't think so," she smiled. "I'd be worried it would put me into a much higher tax bracket." 

The girls noticed the way that everybody was looking at their pet and they were quite pleased. He may not have been completely passable, but he was certainly passable enough for their purposes. If people could have seen through his disguise and realized he was really a man, they'd at least think he was a classy man, albeit dressed as a woman. 

After paying for the room, Andrea and Kara took Lyle up in the elevator to the suite. Andrea kept a firm grip on his arm just in case he tried something stupid. She could feel him trembling in fear, but also noticed that despite his nerves he was walking very gracefully in his heels. She felt his arm pull away slightly from his own, but she put it down to an involuntary reaction. Still she dug her nails into the soft flesh of his arm to remind him who was in charge here. 

They were alone on the elevator, which suited Lyle just fine. So far, he had been alright, but the elevator would bring him under much

closer inspection and he just couldn't bear the thought of that kind of humiliation. Fortunately the elevator finally stopped at their floor and the doors slid open. Exiting the elevator, the sound of Lyle's stilettos seemed to boom off the marble floor. He fidgeted nervously tugging on his dress all the way to the room, when inside looking at himself in the full length mirror on the back of a wardrobe door. 

While this was a very foreign experience for Lyle, it was old hat for Kara who immediately went to the bedroom to make sure that there were enough scattered rose petals as they had requested, and to arrange for the proper mood lighting before starting the fire in the fireplace. Andrea kept a sharp eye on Lyle in case he’d had second thoughts and gave him a bottle of water. She knew that his mouth was probably incredibly parched by now. 

As Lyle observed his long red finger nails clenched around the plastic water bottle he tried not to think about how he found himself in his present predicament. He'd never get used to seeing his lipstick marks on whatever he was drinking. Was anybody even looking for him? Who were these men who would pay to have him suck their dicks? Would they at least be clean? 

"Alright, you can go stretch out on the bed, Layla. We'll be in the outer room, but we will be using the video feed to keep an eye on you. You first date should be here in a couple of minutes or so, I can't imagine they'd want to keep a pretty girl like you waiting," said Kara as she turned on the video cameras and smiled as the four monitors mounted on the wall next to the love seat shimmered into life. 

The first man to arrive claimed to be a banker. He called himself Andrew and Kara had decided that he would be the ideal man to break Lyle in. He was clean cut and quite handsome. He appeared to be moderately successful and was exactly the kind of man that she thought Lyle might have met for golf at the club before his company really took off and Lyle could afford to build golf courses instead of merely joining clubs. Evidently, this all-American banker also had a thing for trannies and that is exactly what they had made Lyle into, wasn't it? 

"I'm Andrew. We spoke on the phone," smiled Andrew as Kara showed him in. 

"Hi Andrew, I'm Wendy and this is Yvette," said Andrea grasping his hand amiably. "Our sissy Layla is terribly excited to meet you, but we just wanted to ask you a few questions first, that is if you don't mind." 

"No, no problem," he replied placing a stack of $20 bills on the nearby table. 

"You have certification that you have been tested and are fully disease free?" asked Kara. This was required partially out of concern for the sissy, but probably more importantly for their future profits. A sissy with a venereal disease would not fetch a very high price. 

"Yes, I have them all here," he replied handing over his test results. 

"Would you mind if we kept your information on file?" asked Andrea. "We would be very discreet of course, but we would love to be able to contact you about any future sissies." 

"That would be great. You can get everything off my medical forms." 

"Right then if you'll step this way Andrew, you can get to know our sissy. Please remember the no intercourse rule, but you have a full forty-five minutes with her and she just loves to suck. I don't think you'll be disappointed," explained Kara. 

"I know the rules, her video was so hot, I couldn't resist." 

As Kara let Andrew into the bedroom, Lyle felt like he would throw up from nerves. He steeled himself and just as the girls had trained him to do; he got to his feet and approached Andrew. Under Kara's watchful eye he positively purred in his best feminine voice, 

"Hello Andrew, nice to meet you, I'm Layla." 

"Wow! It's real nice to meet you, Layla," said Andrew experiencing no buyer's remorse. He was holding his hand out to shake hands with the feminized male in front of him, but instead Layla put her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately on the lips. Kara noted Andrew's flustered reaction and quietly slid out of the room. 

"You are really something Layla," said Andrew taking in Lyle's legs, his expertly manicured nails, and a face that had always been a bit boyish but was now completely femmed by careful makeup

application. "I have always had a thing for girls with a little something extra between their legs, but you're simply beautiful." 

"Thank you Andrew," he turned his head coquettishly and fluttered his lashes, "It's very nice to hear you say such lovely things. 

Would you like us to get started?" 

As Lyle turned his back to walk over to the bed, Andrew grabbed him from behind and deeply inhaling the smell of his perfume kissed him on the back of the neck. Lyle felt a chill go up and down his spine from the exquisite sensation. He turned around and kissed him back,  as they embraced Andrew's tongue found its way into Lyle's mouth their tongues locked together in an erotic dance. Andrew brought his hands up to Lyle's cheeks and Lyle swung his legs up around his partner's waist. Andrew walked them both over to the bed, blind with lust. 

"He‘s really a natural at this," said Kara giggling at the video feed that they had just connected via internet connection to their laptop. 

"He knows that it's going to be much easier for him if he keeps us happy and he knows this keeps us happy," said Andrea watching intently as Andrew lowered Lyle to his knees before sitting on the bed and spreading his legs open. 

"I think it keeps him happy too," said Kara. "Though he'd never admit it to anybody, not even to himself probably. Do we have to sell him?" 

"Kara, we've got a bidding war going between a Saudi sheikh and a French madam who runs a bordello catering to clients with unusual tastes. All we have to do is find out if we're shipping him off to Riyadh, or Paris, and collect at least a million dollars apiece," 

replied Andrea incredulously. 

Lyle unzipped Andrew's pants and released his quivering manhood. He felt a burning shame as he looked down at the eight inches that Andrew was packing while his was only slightly more than half that, and was currently tucked away in a chastity cage and lace panties. Teasingly he began to play with just the head, darting his tongue all around the sensitive tip as Andrea had taught him. A gasp escaped Andrew's mouth and he moaned in pleasure as Lyle's attentions made him grow fully erect. Lyle moved down to his balls

and began nibbling and sucking on them. Andrew gripped the sheets on the bed and determinedly held on as Lyle began to put the shaft between his glistening red lips. Andrew began to call out, "Layla! 

Layla!" as he exploded into her mouth with a force he hadn't felt in years. Lyle vainly tried to catch it all and swallow Andrew's whole load, but some of it escaped and dribbled down his cheek before he scooped it up with his finger and swallowed that too, grinning. 

Over the last half week, Lyle had become used to the taste and texture of his own cum, but swallowing another man's seed was something entirely different, he would occasionally burp and that would make him taste his deed all over again. 

The girls were shocked to see Lyle stand up and Andrew unzip his dress, planting kisses on their captive billionaire's neck. The affect was very clear on the monitor. Just as Andrea worried that she'd have to barge into the room to insist on the no penetration rule, the two lovers climbed up on the bed and began to explore each other's bodies with their hands and mouths, half hour later and Andrew was ready for another go with Lyle's amazing mouth. 

Andrew walked out of the room right as his appointment ended. 

He turned to Andrea and Kara and told them, "I enjoyed myself. If she's ever available again, I would love to book another session." 

"We love satisfied customers," smiled Andrea as she showed him to the door. The next client would be here in fifteen minutes so Kara wasted no time and in cleaning things up in the bedroom and helping Lyle to pull himself together for his next performance. 

"I hope we don't run out of lipstick," she cooed as she repainted her sissy's lips. "You're going to be sucking a lot of cock." 




***

 

Lyle was exhausted as the girls led him back to his temporary home in the basement. The irony of having spent the past 10 hours in a room with a luxurious king sized bed only to now be placed in a dark basement cell as the sun returned to the sky and have to sleep sitting up or on the cold hard floor. He had given seventeen blow jobs to eleven men and made his mistress a cool $6,000 each. They had also acquired video that would ruin him. He laughed thinking

that he made that much in about five minutes, or at least he did. The girls had said that it was a business rival who had hired them and he feared he would never have another job that didn't involve sexually pleasing men. He dozed off from exhaustion, but was only asleep for twenty minutes before Kara approached the cell. 

"I'm actually sorry to do this to you after the rough night you just had, but our employer has asked that you put these things on," said Kara slipping a set of beautiful bridal lingerie through the bars. The lingerie consisted of a sheer white babydoll nightie with lace underwire cups and a matching white robe with long sleeves accented with a pink ribbon. There was also a white g-string, a pair of lace stockings with garter belt and a pair of sexy silver stiletto heels. 

"I'm totally exhausted after what I did," pleaded Lyle. 

"I know, but what our employer wants. The first rule of freelancing is your employer always gets what they want and that means you’ll change. I'll give you some privacy, but I'll be back in ten minutes to collect your dress and other things from tonight. Get to it or regret it," she warned ominously. 

Shortly after he’d finished dressing, both Kara and Andrea wheeled a sixty-inch flat screen television in front of the cell, just out of reach. Andrea began to set it up, while Kara took Lyle's discarded clothes and handed him a pen and pad. 

"You will be shown a video, Lyle. Every minute or so at a random interval, a number will flash on the screen for about half a second. You need to write it down when it does. If you fail to see one of the numbers or copy it down wrong, you will be severely punished, so make very sure you pay close attention to the video," warned Andrea. 

"This is plain torture. Let me guess, this is your client's idea?" 

Both girls nodded grimly. Andrea turned on the television and Lyle could immediately see that the video was his escapades from the hotel suite. 

"Fuck this!" he yelled as he realized he would be forced to relive all those humiliating moments on the giant television screen. 

His captors had expected him to be upset and they made no move to discipline him for the outburst, as the overly loud volume kicked in

Kara couldn't help, but feel some sympathy for him.  She knew she shouldn't though.  That bastard showed no sympathy for her sister or her brother-in-law. 

The women went upstairs locking the door on the soundproofed basement behind them. As much as he hated to see himself on his knees taking all those cocks in his mouth, he dutifully copied down every number as they flashed on the screen. He was terrified that he might have missed one as he filled up two whole pages of the pad, watching the video of the entire ten hours. He was feeling sleep deprived and worried that he would fall asleep any moment and face a severe punishment. Only the loud television kept him awake. 

They had footage of him now that was even worse than what they had of Jim.  Had his lead security guy given him up?  Is this why they were being punished or was it strictly business? 




***

 

Lyle was staring intently at the screen, when he heard a woman's voice that belonged to neither Kara nor Andrea say, "Hello Lyle. Oh, I'm sorry. It's Layla now isn't it?" 

Lyle sat upright with a look of abject terror etched into his face. 

It was the voice of his ex-wife. They had married straight out of college and when his company expanded, so did his sexual appetite. 

It was only when she divorced him that she realized just how effective that prenuptial agreement was going to be.  She left their five year marriage with nothing more than the clothes on her back, a few good memories, and a lot of bad ones. He hated to see her go, but beautiful women are to billionaires what adorable cat videos are to the internet. 

"What are you doing here, Tina?" he asked, realizing but dreading the answer. 

"I'm the one who decided to have your two new friends dispose of you," said the exotic dark haired beauty. Lyle noticed that she was dressed in a black leather corset and tight leather pants. A pair of handcuffs hung from her belt and the heels of her boots were five-inches high.  He had never seen her like this.  She looked beautiful, 

but this was so unlike her.  He focused on his own anger snapping, 

"But, you don't have any money. You could never afford them. When they find out, I think you're going to regret it." 

"Hello Lyle," sneered a blonde woman in her late twenties. She too was breathtaking and dressed identically to Tina, except in red. 

He recognized her as the widow of his former partner, she had always suspected Lyle of the causing the accident, but Jim had to have confessed to his part in hiring someone to hack into their car's electronic system and cause the accident that killed her husband and left her with a year of very painful recovery and having to learn how to walk again.  She was too sure of herself now. 

"P-Paula," he stammered.  She too was dressed in black leather and it terrified him. 

"Oh, you don't look very happy to see me," she teased. "Let's just say, I'm your wife's financial backer, but you see she will be coming into plenty of money when you sign your company over to her." 

"I'd never do that. You'll have to kill me first," he barked angrily racing to the door of his locked cell. He futilely pulled on the bars trying to get at the two women. 

"Don't worry, we'll have you out of there soon enough," said Tina coyly. 

"And don't worry, we won't kill you, that would be far too easy but if you don't cooperate, you may soon wish that we had," cackled Paula with glee at her first chance of revenge at the man who had ruined her life. 

"I like the outfit, Lyle. You know that's a replica of the lingerie that I wore for you on our wedding night. You know I think you wear it better than I ever could," snickered Tina. 

"We loved the video Lyle. Now, I believe you have an appointment with a bondage cross," said Paula. 

"We'll move her for you, sis," said Kara emerging from the shadows with Andrea. 

"Sis? I thought your name was McLean," 

"Yeah, it was my maiden name too," said Paula. 

Kara and Andrea confidently entered the cell. Lyle fought for all he was worth, but he was still no match for Andrea when she was

expecting his futile attacks. She easily avoided his big clumsy punches and incapacitated him with clinical precision strikes. Tina and Paula took obvious delight in watching this supposed alpha male billionaire brought to his knees by a woman. He was utterly defeated when the two remotes were pressed simultaneously by Paula and Tina causing him to curl up into the fetal position. Kara shoved the penis gag back in his mouth and he was hauled over to the bondage cross, while Paula and Tina gaily picked through floggers, canes and whips. As Andrea strapped him in place, he knew his fate was sealed. 




***

 

Getting too much money at too young an age wasn't good for a man.  Look a Howard Hughes and Lyle Cummings.  Cummings withdrew from public life by the age of thirty becoming a recluse in his mansion.  His ex-wife Tina returned to his side to take care of him, even when she remarried.  Such was her devotion to the billionaire.  She told reporters once that the only thing that really seemed to cheer Lyle up was the company of men.  She always seemed to keep a very steady flow of men coming into the house everyday just to keep her husband company.  Her best friend Paula was also the wife of Lyle's former partner.  Just as Lyle had taken care of her after her husband's accident she helped Tina greatly with the caretaker duties.  When asked about their devotion to the man who had shunned public life Paula replied, "It's the least we can do." 



The End
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Calendar Girl Audio Book at Audible

For over 70 years, the girls of the Delta Theta sorority have been raising money by selling a pinup calendar. This year, Jenny thinks she has the perfect model in the boy who has been bothering her since she arrived on campus. Does she have what it takes to feminize this creep and win the respect of her sisters? 

Calendar Girl was one of my best stories and it was really brought to life by the talented Marami Hung whose voice captures both the emotions of a young woman coming to terms with her own dominant sexual appetite and a young man learning what it's like to be emasculated by a sorority full of beautiful girls. 

I am really proud of this one and I hope that you'll give it a try.  If you enjoy my writing, you'll enjoy it so much more when it's spoken in such an amazingly sexy voice.  Here's the link to the Amazon store, but it's also available on Itunes and in Audible (http://goo.gl/7PUMbO). 

KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

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

would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir

(http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.   I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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