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	Forward By The Author

	 

	Thank you for selecting this all new book with 16,000+ words of actual story content. It's the first in a series focusing on extreme female domination and forced feminization with some mild BDSM. Subsequent books will tell the tale of a young man helplessly transformed into a girly girl by his scheming step mother and step sister, their friends, their household staff, and other co-conspirators.

	 

	This kinky cross dressing tale features taboo themes: forced feminization, female domination, public humiliation, very detailed embarrassing emasculating makeovers, and a stunning lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a pretty young girly girl! Please don't read this book if you don't like such subjects!

	 

	Thank you again for selecting this book! I deeply appreciate you taking the time to read my humble offerings, and I hope you enjoy reading them.

	 

	Please check out my author pages:

	US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/ BOOYYY6NL8

	UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/ BOOYYY6NL8

	CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/ BOOYYY6NL8

	DE: https://www.amazon.de/stores/author/BOOYYY6NL8

	AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/ author/BOOYYY6NL8

	(If the links don't work or if you live elsewhere, search for me on Amazon.)

	Please feel free to send me an email at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind.
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	Content Warning And Disclaimers

	Warning, Reader Discretion Advised! This is a forced feminization fantasy. It involves kinky, taboo themes like naked man and fully-clothed women, female domination, small penis humiliation, mockery, detailed and embarrassing emasculating makeovers, BDSM, power exchange, lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a “yassified” young girl, and more! Do not read this book if any of these or similar themes offend you!

	This story is for mature readers only. Do not buy, borrow, download, examine, share, or read any part of this e-book publication if explicit kinky / fetish / erotic / taboo topics offend you, or if you or anyone you might intentionally or inadvertently allow to see this material-are under the legal age for adult-themed materials in your jurisdiction or any jurisdiction to which you may travel with any device containing any material from this e-book publication.

	You must delete or return this book if such materials are not legally permitted where you are, or if you are for any reason not legally permitted to buy, borrow, read, share, or possess such materials.

	None of the characters, entities, names, events, locations, or any other details refer to anyone or anything in reality. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is unintended and coincidental. This story is fantasy and for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!

	Beware! This book describes a character helplessly transformed in body and mind from a normal male into a sexy feminized sissy! Don't Read This Book unless you enjoy reading about a young man who is humiliated, emasculated, and feminized by dominating, sexy women!

	Warning! This story contains kinky themes such as male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing erotica, featuring a conflicted / reluctant defiant character's forced-feminization, humiliation, submission to female domination, domination, public humiliation, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. If these topics offend you, please stop reading.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter One

	It was mid morning on a Saturday in the late spring. The opulent dining room of the Harcourt mansion stood as a testament to their lavish lifestyle. Marble pillars framed the room, supporting crystal chandeliers that cast a soft glow over the space. An intricately carved wooden table stretched across the center, adorned with fine china and silverware that gleamed under the light.

	At the head of the table sat Oliver Harcourt III, the master of this grand estate, his piercing brown eyes scanning the financial section of the newspaper. He was dressed in a tailored suit, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders and tapering down to his waist, emphasizing his commanding presence.

	Across from him, his son Oliver ‘'Ollie' Harcourt IV sat, poking at his food with a fork. The young man wore a designer polo shirt and tailored shorts, his blonde hair tousled in a way that suggested it had been styled meticulously. The air between them crackled with tension, a stark contrast to the elegant surroundings.

	Oliver Harcourt III cleared his throat, folding the newspaper and setting it aside. "Now, Oliver," he began, his voice carrying a tone of authority, "let's go over our plans for the day."

	Ollie rolled his eyes, pushing his plate away. "Do we have to? Can't we just eat breakfast in peace for once?"

	Oliver ignored his son's protest, launching into a detailed itinerary. "First, we have a meeting with the board of directors at 10 AM sharp. Then, a luncheon with the CEO of that new tech start-up at 1 PM."

	The younger man groaned, but his father kept speaking, “After that, we'll review the quarterly reports-"

	Ollie sighed, interrupting his father. "Yeah, yeah, I know the drill. You've only told me a million times."

	Oliver frowned at his son's tone. "What's with the attitude, Ollie? I'm just trying to keep you informed."

	Ollie crossed his arms, leaning back in his chair. "Maybe because you're treating me like a robot, not a person. I miss Mom. She'd never be so cold and controlling."

	A flashback played in Ollie's mind, a memory of his mother Genevieve. He remembered her laughter, the way she'd ruffle his hair and call him her “little gentleman."

	He remembered how she'd always make time for him, even in the midst of her busy social schedule. A pang of grief stabbed at his heart, the void left by her sudden death still raw and aching.

	Returning to the present, Ollie looked at his father with a mixture of sadness and anger. "She'd understand. She'd care."

	Oliver's expression softened for a moment, a flicker of emotion crossing his face. But it was quickly replaced by his usual stern demeanor. "I know you miss her, Ollie. I do too. But we have responsibilities. We can't let our emotions get in the way."

	Ollie scoffed, shaking his head. "That's rich coming from you. You're the one who's always so emotional about your precious business.”

	Oliver's eyes narrowed, his patience wearing thin. "Enough. We'll discuss this later. Right now, we have work to do."

	The conversation ended abruptly, the air between them thick with unspoken words and unresolved tension. The crystal chandeliers above them sparkled, casting a cold light on the scene, highlighting the stark contrast between the opulent surroundings and the strained relationship of the father and son. The memory of Genevieve's warmth lingered, a haunting reminder of what they had lost, and the emptiness that now filled their lives.

	Later that afternoon Oliver Harcourt III scowled at the financial reports strewn across his mahogany desk, tapping his Mont Blanc pen impatiently. The shrill ring of his phone pierced the silence.

	"Harcourt," he barked into the receiver.

	"Mr. Harcourt, it's Rachel," his secretary's voice chirped. "I have an application here for the temporary position. A Veronica Nash. Her credentials are quite impressive.”

	Oliver's eyebrows raised. “Is that so? Well, don't keep me in suspense, Rachel. What's her background?"

	As Rachel rattled off Veronica's qualifications, Oliver found himself leaning forward, intrigued. A Harvard MBA, experience at top firms, glowing recommendations.

	"Schedule an interview immediately," he commanded. "Today, if possible."

	"Yes, sir. I'll arrange it right away."

	Oliver hung up, a smile tugging at his lips. Perhaps this Veronica Nash could bring a fresh perspective to the firm. And, he mused, it would be nice to have an intelligent woman around the office again. The thought sent a pang through his chest as he glanced at Genevieve's photo on his desk.

	Before he could sink into melancholy, a knock at the door jolted him back to the present.

	"Come in," he called.

	The door swung open, revealing a striking blonde woman. Veronica Nash strode confidently into the office, her blue eyes sparkling with intelligence.

	"Mr. Harcourt," she greeted warmly, extending her hand. “It's a pleasure to meet you."

	Oliver rose, taking her hand. “The pleasure is mine, Ms. Nash. Please, have a seat."

	As Veronica settled into the chair across from him, Oliver couldn't help but notice her poise and grace. She exuded an aura of capability that immediately put him at ease.

	"So, Ms. Nash," he began, “tell me why you're interested in this position."

	Veronica's smile was dazzling. "Well, Mr. Harcourt, I've long admired your firm's innovative approach to investment strategies. I believe my experience and skills could contribute significantly to your team's success."

	Oliver nodded, impressed by her articulate response. As the interview progressed, he found himself increasingly captivated by Veronica's charm and quick wit. Her insights into market trends were spot-on, and her ideas for improving efficiency were brilliant.

	By the end of the hour, Oliver knew he'd found his new temporary secretary, and perhaps something more. As he escorted Veronica to the door, he found himself reluctant to see her go.

	"Thank you for coming in, Ms. Nash,” he said. "I think you'll be hearing from us very soon."

	Veronica's eyes sparkled. "I look forward to it, Mr. Harcourt. Thank you for your time."

	As the door closed behind her, Oliver leaned against his desk, his heart racing. For the first time since Genevieve's passing, he felt a spark of excitement for the future. Little did he know the tangled web that was beginning to weave around him.

	A few weeks later, Oliver adjusted his silk tie, his fingers trembling with an excitement he hadn't felt in years. "Ollie, my boy," he called out, his voice echoing through the cavernous foyer of their mansion. "We're dining out tonight. I've invited Ms. Nash and her daughter to join us at Le Petit Château."

	Ollie's groan was audible from the top of the grand staircase. "Do we have to, Father? I was planning on—”

	"Nonsense!" Oliver boomed, his eyes twinkling. "You'll enjoy yourself. Ms. Nash is quite charming, and I'm sure her daughter is delightful."

	As Oliver busied himself with last-minute preparations, Ollie slouched down the hallway, his designer loafers scuffing against the polished marble. A flash of golden hair caught his eye, and he found himself face-to-face with Lisa Nash.

	"Well, hello there, Grumpy Gus," Lisa chirped, her blue eyes dancing with mischief. "Excited for our little double date?"

	Ollie rolled his eyes. “As if. I'd rather eat glass."

	Lisa's laugh tinkled like wind chimes. "Oh, come on now. With those pretty blue eyes and pouty lips, you'd make such an adorable girl. We could do your makeup, maybe put you in a cute little dress..."

	Ollie's face flushed crimson. “Shut up! I'm not— I don't—”

	"Relax, silly, don't get your panties in a twist," Lisa giggled, reaching out to ruffle his hair. "I'm just teasing. But seriously, you should smile more. It might actually make you look happy for once."

	As Lisa sashayed away, Ollie found himself both infuriated and oddly intrigued. He shook his head, trying to dispel the confusing thoughts. "This is going to be a disaster,” he muttered to himself, straightening his jacket and following the sound of his father's excited chatter.

	Ollie stormed into his father's study, his fists clenched at his sides. The rich mahogany bookshelves and leather-bound tomes seemed to close in on him, mirroring his growing sense of claustrophobia.

	"Dad, we need to talk," he blurted out, his voice cracking slightly. “It's about Veronica and Lisa."

	Oliver Harcourt III looked up from his desk, his reading glasses perched on the end of his nose. "Oh? What about them, son?"

	Ollie took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. "Don't you think they're a bit... suspicious? I mean, they just showed up out of nowhere, and suddenly they're living in our house, eating our food, and-"

	"Nonsense!" Oliver interrupted, waving his hand dismissively. "Veronica is a wonderful woman, and her daughter Lisa is an elegant, enchanting young lady. You're just being paranoid, Ollie."

	"But Dad," Ollie whined, his lower lip jutting out in a pout, “don't you see how they look at me? Like I'm some kind of... joke?"

	Oliver sighed, removing his glasses and pinching the bridge of his nose. “Ollie, my boy, you're imagining things. Perhaps if you weren't so hostile towards them, they'd be more welcoming."

	As his father droned on about giving people a chance, Ollie's mind wandered. He pictured Veronica's saccharine smile, Lisa's mocking laughter. "They're up to something,” he thought. “I just know it.”

	Meanwhile, in the guest wing, Veronica and Lisa lounged on a plush sofa, sipping champagne and giggling conspiratorially.

	"Did you see his face at dinner?" Lisa snickered, her blue eyes sparkling with malice. "I thought he was going to burst into tears when you offered to teach him how to walk in heels."

	Veronica smirked, twirling a strand of golden hair around her finger. “Oh, darling, if we play our cards right, we'll have that little brat scrubbing floors in a maid's uniform before you know it."

	"Ooh, can we make it one of those frilly French maid outfits?" Lisa clapped her hands in delight. "With ruffles and bows and everything?"

	As they laughed, plotting their next move, Ollie's muffled protests echoed from down the hall, a reminder of the brewing storm in the Harcourt mansion.

	Veronica's laughter echoed through the Harcourt mansion's opulent dining room, her fingers lightly grazing Oliver's arm. “Oh, darling, you're simply too much," she cooed, her blue eyes twinkling with calculated charm.

	Ollie gripped his fork tightly, knuckles white as he watched his father melt under Veronica's gaze. He's falling for it hook, line, and sinker, Ollie thought bitterly. Can't he see through their act?

	Lisa chimed in, her voice dripping with honey, "Mr. Harcourt, your business acumen is truly impressive. I'd love to hear more about your latest investments."

	Oliver beamed, launching into a detailed explanation of market trends.

	Ollie felt his fury rise as he observed the well practiced nods and interested murmurs from Veronica and Lisa. "They don't care about stocks. They just want his money," he fumed silently, "but how can I make him see it?"

	The conversation continued, making Ollie ever more dubious and skeptical of the two blondes' intentions. Suddenly, Oliver cleared his throat, setting down his wine glass with a soft clink. “I have an announcement to make," he declared, eyes shining with excitement.

	No, no, no, Ollie's mind raced. Please, don't let it be―

	"Veronica and I are engaged!"

	These words struck Ollie like a punch to the gut. He stared at his father in disbelief, then at the triumphant smirks on Veronica and Lisa's faces.

	"Isn't it wonderful, Ollie?" Lisa gushed, her voice sickeningly sweet. “We'll be one big, happy family!"

	Ollie couldn't contain himself any longer. "Happy? You've got to be kidding me!” he exploded, jumping to his feet. "Can't you see what they're doing, Dad? They're gold-digging vultures!"

	The room fell silent, tension thick in the air. Oliver's face darkened with anger, while Veronica dabbed at her eyes with a napkin, feigning hurt.

	"That's quite enough, Ollie," his father growled. "Apologize to your new mother and sister this instant."

	Ollie's chest heaved, emotions warring within him. "Apologize? To them? I'd rather live in the poor part of town!" Without another word, he stormed out of the dining room, slamming the door behind him.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two

	In the grand study of Oliver Harcourt III, the air was thick with the scent of polished mahogany and old leather-bound books. The walls were lined with shelves upon shelves of legal tomes and classic literature, a testament to the intellectual legacy of the Harcourt family. The room was dominated by a massive oak desk, behind which sat Oliver Harcourt III, his gray hair neatly combed and his piercing blue eyes focused on the papers before him.

	Ollie paced back and forth across the plush Persian rug, his designer suit perfectly tailored to his slim frame. He nervously adjusted his tie, his brow furrowed in anger as he prepared to confront his father. “Father, this wedding is a disaster waiting to happen!" he blurted out, his voice trembling with frustration.

	Oliver Harcourt III looked up from his desk, his expression calm and patient. "Ollie, you're overreacting. Veronica and Lisa are wonderful women," he said, his tone almost dismissive.

	Ollie clenched his fists at his sides, his face turning red with anger. "They're manipulating you, Father! They're only after your money!" he shouted, his voice echoing off the high ceilings.

	Oliver Harcourt III raised an eyebrow, his expression skeptical. “Ollie, what makes you say that?" he asked, his voice calm and measured.

	Ollie felt a surge of frustration and desperation. He knew he had to make his father see the truth, but he didn't know how. He thought of all the little things that had made. him suspicious: the way Veronica and Lisa always seemed to be whispering and giggling together, the way they always seemed to be fawning over his father, the way they looked down their noses at him.

	"They're always whispering and giggling. together," Ollie said, his voice rising in pitch. "They're always fawning over you, Father. And they look down their noses at me like I'm some kind of intruder."

	Oliver Harcourt III shook his head, his expression almost pitying. "Ollie, you're imagining things. Veronica and Lisa are kind and loving women. They would never do anything to hurt you or me,” he said, his voice soothing.

	Ollie felt a wave of helplessness wash over him. He knew his father was wrong, but he didn't know how to make him see the truth. “Father, please, you have to listen to me," he said, his voice desperate. “They're not who they seem to be. They're using you, and they're going to destroy our family."

	Oliver Harcourt III sighed, his expression sad. "Ollie, I know you're worried about me. But you have to trust me. I know what I'm doing," he said, his voice gentle.

	Ollie felt a lump form in his throat. He knew his father was wrong, but he didn't know how to make him see the truth. "Father, please," he said, his voice breaking. “Don't marry Veronica. Don't let her and Lisa ruin our lives."

	Oliver Harcourt III stood up from his desk and walked over to Ollie, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Ollie, I love you. But you have to trust me. I know what's best for our family," he said, his voice firm but loving.

	Ollie felt a tear roll down his cheek. He knew his father was wrong, but he didn't know how to make him see the truth. "Father, please," he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Don't let them destroy us."

	Oliver Harcourt III pulled Ollie into a hug, holding him tightly. “I promise you, Ollie, everything will be alright," he said, his voice soothing. "I love you, son. And I always will."

	Overhearing the conversation, Veronica and Lisa exchanged amused glances as they lounged in the living room, the soft melodies of classical music playing in the background. They were sitting on the plush velvet couch, each holding a glass of champagne, their laughter filling the air.

	Ollie walked into the room and sat across from them, his arms crossed over his chest, his face twisted in a scowl.

	Veronica leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “So, Ollie, are you excited about the wedding?” she asked, her voice dripping with artificial sweetness.

	Ollie rolled his eyes. “Oh, yeah, I'm thrilled,” he said, his voice heavy with sarcasm. "Just can't wait to see you two gold diggers walk down the aisle."

	Lisa chuckled, shaking her head. “Ollie, you need to lighten up," she said, her voice teasing. "Maybe you're just bitter because you're not a bridesmaid. Or do you want to be the flower girl?"

	Ollie felt the heat rise in his cheeks, his anger bubbling up inside him. “I keep telling you, I am not a girl!" he snapped, his voice sharp.

	Veronica raised an eyebrow, her smile widening. “Oh, really? Because you sure do have the figure for it," she said, her voice laced with amusement. “Maybe we should dress you up in a pretty dress and see how you look."

	Ollie's hands clenched into fists, his knuckles turning white. “I am not a girl!" he repeated, his voice trembling with rage.

	Lisa shook her head, her eyes twinkling. "Oh, Ollie, don't be so sensitive," she said, her voice soothing. "We're just teasing you. But seriously, you would make an absolutely adorable flower girl."

	"She's right," Veronica smiled, just think of it! You in a pretty little dress, with all the rest. So cute!"

	"Oh yes, Mom," Lisa giggled, "Can I dress her? I'll start with her silk panties and matching camisole, both with a small bow and lace trim for a delicate touch. Do you think we should choose white or ivory?"

	"Very funny!" Ollie growled, "you know I'm not-"

	Lisa kept on teasing, saying, "Next, I'll slip your pretty dress over your head, Little Miss Princess! I'm sure—”

	"Don't you ever call me that again!" he shouted.

	"Call you what? Little Miss Princess?" Veronica laughed, "Why not? I think it suits you!"

	"Yeah as well as her pretty dress. I know exactly the style: a knee-length A-line dress made of soft, lightweight organza and tulle. I think a nice pastel pink shade would be so sweet, with delicate details like lace appliqués, embroidered flowers, and small bows. Wouldn't you love to wear that at the wedding, Little Miss Princess?"

	Hearing her call him by that hated name and describing him wearing a little girl's dress made Ollie fume with fury. He felt so frustrated he couldn't even speak, so Lisa just kept taunting him.

	"I think you'd look so precious in a cute flower girl dress with a round neckline, so simple and modest. Also short puff sleeves, all adorned with a pink ribbon sash, tied in a bow at the back," she grinned, "what do you think Mom?"

	"Shut your mouth, Lisa or I'll—”

	"Or you'll what?” Lisa smirked, "stomp your feet in your cute little knee-high white lace socks and your white satin Mary Jane shoes?"

	Ollie felt the tears prick at the corners of his eyes, his frustration and anger overwhelming him. He knew he was being ridiculous, but he couldn't help it. He was a man, not a girl, and he was tired of being treated like he was something else.

	Veronica and Lisa exchanged a knowing look, their smiles widening. “Oh, Ollie, you're so sensitive," Lisa said, her voice dripping with condescension. “You need to learn to take a joke."

	Ollie felt a lump form in his throat, his eyes stinging with unshed tears. He knew he was being irrational, but he couldn't help it. He was a man, and he was tired of being treated like he was something else.

	He stood up abruptly, his chair scraping against the floor. "I'm going to my room," he said, his voice tight. “I have some studying to do."

	Veronica and Lisa watched him go, their laughter ringing in his ears. Ollie felt a pang of humiliation and anger, but he pushed it aside. He had more important things to worry about, like stopping this wedding from happening.

	About a week later, on the eve of the wedding, giggles and hushed whispers drifted from Veronica's room. Ollie crept closer, pressing his ear against the door. “...and then we'll make him wear the...." Lisa's voice carried through, followed by a chorus of feminine laughter.

	"Shh, not so loud," Veronica admonished playfully. "We don't want to spoil the surprise. Trust me, ladies, by the time we're done with him, little Ollie won't know what hit him."

	More giggles ensued, along with vague mentions of dresses, makeup, and something about "the perfect shade of pink."

	Ollie's blood ran cold. What were they planning? And why did he have the sinking feeling that he was about to become the punchline of their twisted joke? He found out the very next morning.

	Ollie stood before the full-length mirror, the string quartet's gentle melody wafting through the air, a stark contrast to the turmoil churning within him. His reflection was a nightmare come to life. Layers of pastel pink tulle cascaded from his waist, the frilly bodice adorned with delicate lace and sparkling sequins. His slim frame, usually hidden beneath loose shirts and baggy jeans, was now accentuated by the form-fitting dress.

	"I look ridiculous," he muttered, tugging at the sweetheart neckline. He could hardly believe the image staring back at him. The dress was an unspeakable insult to his masculinity, and the way it clung to his body made him feel humiliated, exposed, and vulnerable.

	The serene music seemed to mock him, its elegance clashing with the chaos in his mind. He glanced around the opulent dressing room, its ornate décor and lavish trimmings only adding to the surreal nature of his transformation. The scent of fresh flowers filled the air, mingling with the faintest hint of perfume.

	His internal monologue raged, a torrent of disbelief and humiliation. How had it come to this? How had he allowed himself to be manipulated into this absurd role? His cheeks burned as he imagined the reactions of those who would see him like this.

	The delicate fabric brushed against his skin, a constant reminder of his predicament. He shifted uncomfortably, the sensation both alien and strangely alluring. The slight but noticeable weight of the feminine flower crown on his head emblematic of his forced transformation.

	As he stood there, he couldn't help but feel a profound sense of betrayal. This was supposed to be his father's wedding, a joyous occasion, yet here he was, about to get paraded around like some living doll. The thought made his stomach churn. He took a deep breath, but the tight bodice made it difficult. The hem of the dress restricted his movements, adding to his sense of entrapment.

	He glanced down at his feet, encased in delicate ballet flats that only emphasized his now dainty appearance. Each step felt foreign, as if he were walking in someone else's shoes. In fact he was. His feet tingled with discomfort, encased inside Lisa's cute little pink satin ballet slippers.

	He bit his lip, fighting back tears. He needed to stay strong, to find a way out of this nightmare. But for now, all he could do was endure. As Lisa steered him towards the door, Ollie's mind raced. How had it come to this?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Three

	Ollie's reflection was a nightmare come to life. Layers of pastel pink tulle cascaded from his waist, the frilly bodice adorned with delicate lace and sparkling sequins. His slim frame, usually hidden beneath loose shirts and baggy jeans, was now accentuated by the form-fitting dress. This, instead of the Italian tailored tuxedo he'd worn mere moments before.

	"I look ridiculous," he muttered again. He could hardly believe the image staring back at him. The dress was an unspeakable insult to his masculinity, and the way it clung to his body made him feel humiliated, exposed, and vulnerable.

	He scolded himself wondering, "How had it come to this? How had I let myself get manipulated into this absurd role?” His cheeks burned as he imagined the reactions of those who would soon see him like this.

	Soft, silky dress tickled his smooth, sensitive skin. There he was, transformed into some kind of living doll. The thought made his stomach churn. He took a series of deep breaths. He kept trying to steady himself. The corset-like fit constricted his chest, adding to his sense of entrapment.

	He glanced down at his feet, encased in delicate pink satin ballet flats that only emphasized his now dainty appearance. Each step felt foreign, as if he were walking in someone else's shoes. He bit his lip, fighting back tears. He needed to stay strong, to find a way out of this nightmare. But for now, all he could do was endure.

	"I look ridiculous," Ollie repeated, "utterly ridiculous!" He kept staring at his reflection in the full length mirror.

	Lisa's reflection appeared behind him, her wicked grin spreading wider. "Oh, don't be silly! You look absolutely adorable, little sister."

	Ollie's cheeks burned with humiliation, his fists clenching at his sides. "I'm not your sister," he hissed through gritted teeth, "It's bad enough we're going to be step siblings. I'm not a girl and I never will be your sister!"

	"Could've fooled me," Lisa giggled, "Everyone's been asking for you." She followed him as he tried to pull away, and continued adjusting the flower crown nestled in his carefully styled blonde curls. "Now, let's get you out there. The ceremony's about to start!"

	Ollie's anger threatened to explode.” I’m not going out there," he growled, "not dressed like this!"

	"Why not? You make an adorable bridesmaid" Lisa giggled, "stop stalling, we're needed in the chapel!"

	Ollie's heart thudded, his helplessness. washing over him. The constriction of the dress, especially the bodice, pressed against his ribs with every halting breath. He could feel the delicate tulle tickling his skin, an unfamiliar sensation that sent shivers down his spine. The delicate petals of the flower tiara in his hair, a physical manifestation of his newly forced femininity, brushing gently against his forehead.

	His mind raced, a whirlwind of anger and frustration. How had it come to this? How had he allowed himself to be manipulated into this absurd role? His cheeks burned with humiliation as he imagined the reactions of those who would see him like this. Friends and family, many of whom had known him from a small boy. He clenched his fists, his prettily pink polished nails digging into his palms, a small act of defiance against the overwhelming sense of powerlessness.

	Lisa's giggle brought him back to the present, her playful malice evident in her eyes. "You look so pretty, little sis," she teased, her voice dripping with condescension. "I bet all of the other girls will be so jealous of you, and all the guys will want to date you."

	Ollie's stomach churned at her words, the bile rising in his throat. He wanted to lash out, to scream and fight, but he knew it would be futile. He was trapped, a prisoner in this fancy feminine dress, forced to play the role of a bridesmaid. He glanced at his reflection once more, the image of a delicate, dainty girl staring back at him. It was a cruel mockery of who he was, a twisted caricature of his true self.

	Despite his anger and frustration, Ollie couldn't deny the strange allure of his transformation. The dress, the makeup, the lingerie, the carefully styled hair-it all combined to create a vision of beauty that was both entirely alien and strangely captivating. He hated it. Even more, he hated himself for feeling even a glimmer of appreciation for the artistry that had gone into his new appearance.

	Lisa's smile widened as she saw the conflicted emotions playing across his face. "Come on, Ollie, or is it Olivia now?" she said, her tone light and cheerful. "We don't want to keep everyone waiting. After all, your shift from the groom's side to the bride's side is so sudden and unexpected."

	Ollie's mind screamed in protest. There it was. Veronica and Lisa knew that he hated everything about this rushed marriage, that he opposed it and had tried to block it. Now, they'd forced him into appearing to support it, symbolically as well as in every other way. This, by force feminizing him into a bridesmaid. He cursed himself for letting this happen to him.

	“How did I let this happen?” he demanded of himself once more even though he knew all too well how he'd been tricked and transformed into a feminized bridesmaid. It all began when he'd arrived at the chapel early that morning....

	 

	****

	 

	Ollie had exited the limousine feeling a sense of grim determination, because of his reservations about the wedding about to transpire. "I have to stop this farce," he'd resolved.

	His finely tailored tuxedo hugged his slim frame perfectly, the crisp lines and elegant fabric a testament to his family's wealth and status. He adjusted his bow tie, savoring the feeling of the smooth silk against his fingers.

	This was the day of his father's wedding, an event that should have been about celebrating love and unity. Yet, as he entered the chapel, a sense of foreboding gnawed at the edges of his mind. As he passed through the ornate front doors, he noticed the chapel's interior was a stunning display of opulence and grandeur.

	Stained glass windows depicted scenes from biblical stories, their vibrant colors casting a kaleidoscope of light onto the plush red carpet that lined the aisle. Ornate wooden pews, polished to a gleaming shine, stood in neat rows, each one a work of art in its own right.

	The air was thick with the scent of fresh flowers, their fragrant blooms adorning every surface. It was a place of beauty and serenity, a stark contrast to the chaos that was about to unfold.

	As Ollie took in the scene, he heard a commotion behind him. He turned to see Lisa rushing toward him, her expression frantic. Her blonde hair, usually perfectly styled, was slightly disheveled, and she wore a forced smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Ollie, thank god you're here!" she exclaimed, her voice tinged with a hint of desperation. "You have to come with me, right now!"

	Ollie's brows furrowed in confusion. "What's going on?" he asked, his tone skeptical. "Is there something wrong?"

	Lisa glanced over her shoulder, her eyes darting nervously around the room. "No time to explain," she said, grabbing his arm and pulling him toward the back of the chapel. "Your father needs you, urgently!"

	Ollie hesitated, his mind racing. He had every reason to distrust Lisa, but the urgency in her voice, the genuine fear in her eyes, made him pause. He wondered, “Could there really be something wrong?"

	Ollie had stared at Lisa, his brow furrowing. "What do you mean? What's going on?" he asked, his voice tinged with skepticism. He'd never trusted her, and for good reason.

	"Just come on!" she'd said, her tone urgent. "There's no time to explain!"

	He'd hesitated, his instincts screaming at him to refuse. But something in her frantic demeanor made him pause. Her usually immaculate hair was slightly disheveled, and her eyes were wide with apparent worry. Could she be telling the truth? He'd glanced around, noting the bustling activity of the wedding preparations.

	The suspicious young man asked himself, "Why do I feel a growing sense of dread?" Despite his reservations, he decided to listen to her, albeit warily. "Fine," he said, his voice laced with reluctance. "Lead the way."

	Lisa's grip on his arm tightened as she led him through a maze of hallways, the sound of their footsteps echoing off the marble floors. Ollie's sense of unease settled over him with each step. He felt that something was terribly wrong, but he had no idea that he was walking into a trap.

	He thought, "What choice do I have? If my father needs me, I have to go." Then he smiled, "Maybe he's having second thoughts? Maybe I can talk him out of this horrible mistake he's about to make?"

	Ollie nodded uncertainly, his mind racing with questions. Why hadn't his father come to find him himself? What could be so urgent that it required such secrecy? He didn't have long to ponder these questions, as the door to the room swung open, revealing a group of women inside. Veronica's bridesmaids, he realized with a start.

	Reluctantly, he'd let Lisa guide him down the hallway, his steps slow and uncertain. He cast one last look back at the main chapel, watching as the guests took their seats, oblivious to his own predicament.

	His unease grew with every step, the sound of their footsteps echoing through the marble corridors. The dim lighting cast long shadows on the walls, creating an eerie atmosphere that seemed out of place amidst the opulent decor.

	"Are you sure about this?" Ollie had asked, his voice wavering. “Why didn't my father come to find me himself?"

	Lisa had shot him a frustrated look, her grip on his arm tightening. "I told you, there's no time! Just trust me, okay?"

	He swallowed hard, his mind racing. He didn't trust her, not at all, but something kept him moving forward. His curiosity and concern for his father overrode his better judgment. As they turned a corner, he'd glanced over his shoulder, half expecting to see someone else following them, but the hallway remained empty, the silence oppressive.

	The further they went, the more Ollie's sense of foreboding grew. He couldn't help feeling that something was terribly wrong. His palms grew clammy with sweat. He tried to focus on his surroundings, taking in every detail. The heavy wooden doors lining the corridor, the intricate tapestries adorning the walls, the faint scent of roses.

	As they approached a secluded room at the back of the chapel, Lisa stopped and turned to him, her expression unreadable. Finally, they'd arrived at a secluded room at the end of a long hallway.

	Lisa had paused, her eyes darting around nervously. She'd glanced at Ollie, her expression a mix of urgency and determination. “Okay, we're here,” she'd said, her voice barely above a whisper. "You have to go in alone."

	Ollie had frowned, his suspicion mounting. "What? Why?" he'd asked, his voice edged with doubt. "What's in there?"

	Lisa had shaken her head, her eyes pleading. "Just trust me," she'd said, her tone insistent. “You'll understand soon enough." She opened the door to a lightless room and nodded for him to go inside.

	Ollie hesitated at the threshold, peering into the darkness. Still standing behind him, Lisa pushed Ollie hard, making him stumble and fall into the room. As he gathered himself to stand up, light dazzled him, rendering his vision useless and confounding his consciousness for agonizing seconds.

	When his sight cleared, he saw he was in an elaborate dressing room. There, several women dressed as bridesmaids looked at him with amusement and anticipation, their eyes gleaming with malicious glee. Ollie looked from face to face, his eyes wide with shock as he took in his surroundings.

	The several bridesmaids stood in a semicircle around him, their elegant dresses a stark contrast to the horror about to unfold. He recognized some of them. They were Veronica's friends, all of whom shared her disdain for him. A surge of dread washed over him.

	Before he could react, they grabbed him and pulled him up to his feet. The stunned young man heard the door slamming shut behind him. Ollie's heart raced, panic setting in as he struggled against their grip. "What are you doing?” he demanded, his voice rising in pitch. "Let go of me!"

	Lisa smirked, "I'd like to introduce you to your fellow bridesmaids—”

	“Fellow bridesmaids?" he asked, “what in the world are you—"

	"Yes, you heard me," his future stepsister laughed, "I'd like you to get to know them, but we have way too much to do right now. Time to get you ready. Girls? Like we planned!"

	"W-what's going on?" he stammered, backing away. The bridesmaids exchanged amused glances, their expressions determined as they moved towards him, their hands reaching out like claws.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Four

	"Oh, Ollie," one of the bridesmaids cooed, "you're about to play a very special role in the wedding."

	"Stay away from me!" he shouted, his voice echoing in the small room.

	The bridesmaids ignored his protests, their hands moving with practiced ease as they began to subdue him into helplessness. He tried to resist, but their hands were everywhere, grabbing at him, tearing at his clothes. His tuxedo jacket was the first to go, the fabric ripping as they yanked it off.

	"Help! Someone help me!" he screamed, but his cries were met with mocking laughter. One of the bridesmaids, a tall brunette, smirked as she pulled off his bowtie, letting it fall to the floor. "Oh, don't be such a baby," she taunted. “You'll love your new look!"

	Ollie's eyes darted around the room, searching for an escape, but the bridesmaids had him surrounded. Their hands were rough and unyielding as they stripped away his clothing, piece by piece. His shirt was next, the buttons popping off as they tore it open. He felt the cold air hit his exposed skin, amplifying his sense of helplessness and humiliation.

	"Stop it! Let me go!" he pleaded, but they ignored his protests, their laughter growing louder. He tried to push them away, but their grip was too strong. His pants were yanked down, leaving him standing there in his boxer briefs, shivering with fear and shame.

	"This can't be happening," he thought, his mind racing. “They can't do this to me! Why isn't anyone stopping them?"

	The bridesmaids exchanged knowing looks, their eyes gleaming with malice. One of them, a petite blonde, reached for his boxer briefs, her fingers curling around the waistband. “Time for the grand reveal," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

	Ollie's heart pounded in his chest, his panic growing with each passing second. "No, please! Don't do this to me! I'll do anything!" he begged, but it was no use. The bridesmaids were relentless, their hands moving with practiced efficiency as they moved in for the coup de grâce.

	His boxer briefs had been the last to go, but go they went, leaving him standing there, vulnerable and exposed. He looked around at the women, their eyes gleaming with malicious delight. He felt a surge of nausea, his mind struggling to process what was happening.

	The bridesmaids exchanged triumphant looks, their expressions a mix of satisfaction and anticipation. They'd stripped him down to nothing, leaving him standing there, shivering and humiliated. The room seemed to close in around him, the walls pressing in on him as he realized the full extent of his predicament.

	Ollie's mind raced, his thoughts a chaotic jumble of fear, anger, and disbelief. He couldn't comprehend how this had happened, how he'd ended up in this bizarre predicament. The bridesmaids' laughter echoed in his ears, a cruel reminder that his nightmare was only just beginning.

	The helpless boy staggered, his emotions. a whirlwind of confusion and fear. This wasn't what he had expected when he'd woken up mere hours earlier. Not at all. He had walked into a trap, one from which there was no escape. This was the scheme that Ollie had almost overheard a few nights before. Now, they'd entrapped him and he was outnumbered and overwhelmed, helpless to resist.

	Working together, two women held him still while a third tied his wrists, elbows, ankles and knees together using ropes they'd produced from a locker. With a sadistic glint in their eyes, they strapped him down to a bench. They'd easily overcome all of his resistance, rendering him a helpless toy in their cruel game.

	Ollie, a gentle and sensitive soul with a slender frame and long blonde hair, felt his entire existence threatened. Veronica, Lisa, and their friends had schemed to turn him into a bridesmaid for his father's wedding.

	He felt an unspeakable horror about all of this. Not the least because Lisa said. "We've decided to give you a full-body hair removal session to render you completely hairless from the eyebrows down."

	The bridesmaids grabbed their epilators and approached Ollie, their expressions gleeful and malicious. The buzzing sound of the devices filled the air, making his eyes widen in fear.

	"What are you doing?" he asked, his voice trembling.

	"We're just making sure you're nice and smooth for your new look," one of them said, her tone dripping with mock sweetness.

	The first jolt of pain hit him as the epilator touched his skin, making him yelp. "No, please! Stop!" he begged, but his pleas fell on deaf ears.

	The beautiful bridesmaids taunted him, calling him names and mocking his helplessness. "Oh, look at the little princess squirming," one of them said, her voice full of condescension.

	They moved the epilators over every inch of his body, leaving no hair untouched. The sharp, stinging pain was relentless, each pass of the device tugging at his skin. Goosebumps rose on his flesh, his body reacting to the sensation.

	Ollie squirmed and tried to escape, but the bridesmaids held him firmly in place, their laughter echoing in his ears. "Hold still, darling," one of them said, "we wouldn't want to miss a spot."

	The contrast between his vulnerability and their power was stark. He was completely at their mercy, his body exposed and his dignity stripped away. Tears welled up in his eyes as he realized how powerless he was.

	He tried to scream, but Lisa was ready for that. She stuffed a pair of used panties into his mouth, muffling his protests. Ollie's face was scrunched up in pain as the bridesmaids continued to pluck out each hair with the epilators. They were all laughing and pointing at him, clearly enjoying his discomfort. His skin was turning red and raw from all the hair removal.

	"He's going to look so silky smooth in the bridesmaid's dress!" Lisa giggled.

	Ollie's face flushed with embarrassment as he listened to the bridesmaids whispering to each other, their eyes sparkling with glee. They held up different feminine items, lingerie and accessories, openly discussing how he'd look in each one. They held him still and triple pierced both of his ears, making him writhe with waves of shame and physical pain.

	They giggled and pointed, their eyes lighting up with mischief as they taunted Ollie about his ensuing hairless and feminine appearance. With merciless precision, they started with his legs, then moved to his arms and chest. Ollie clenched his jaw in pain, biting back the screams that threatened to escape.

	The women, enjoying every moment of his misery, taunted him with snide comments about how lovely he would look as a bridesmaid. Ollie gritted his teeth and tried not to imagine the end result They mocked his moans as they took turns using various epilators and tweezers, taking pleasure in his discomfort as they plucked and scraped at every inch of his skin.

	His muffled screams echoed throughout the room, but they were drowned out by the laughter and taunts of the women who surrounded him. Ollie's face was scrunched up in pain as the bridesmaids continued to pluck out each hair with the epilators. They were all laughing and pointing at him, clearly enjoying his discomfort. Ollie's skin was turning red and raw from the painful hair removal.

	"You'll never be a real man," one bridesmaid sneered as she yanked out a particularly stubborn patch of hair from his leg.

	“He's like a little baby," another giggled, pointing at his increasingly silken smooth, hairless legs.

	The scent of lotion and hair removal product permeated the room, mixing with the perfumes of the bridesmaids. Ollie noticed how lovely they all smelled, making him feel even more self-conscious. With each pull of the epilator, a distinct smell of burnt hair filled the room as the bridesmaids worked diligently. The sound of the epilators humming and the bridesmaids' laughter filled the room.

	Ollie felt the girls' fingers tugging and pulling at his skin as they employed the cruel devices to remove his body hair, each pluck sending a jolt of pain through his body. Their touch alternated between rough and delicate, as they meticulously removed every last hair.

	The entrapped boy winced and squirmed as the epilators ravaged his skin, the sting of hair being ripped from its roots causing short, sharp painful shocks. The bridesmaids' hands were gentle but firm as they worked, their fingers leaving faint imprints on his skin, which was growing ever more sensitive and raw from the repeated use of the epilators.

	He gasped into the panties gag, feeling every hair being ripped out at the roots. The women were rough and firm as they held him down to continue the hair removal process. When they finished with his front, they unceremoniously flipped him over onto his stomach to work on his back side.

	The entire time, Ollie couldn't help but feel utterly exposed and vulnerable, but he knew there was no escape. As they continued to pluck out his hair, he could only scream into the panties that gagged him. Through it all, he gritted his teeth and tried to endure the torture. He knew this was all just a way for Lisa and the other bridesmaids to assert their dominance and show that they were in control.

	His feeling of humiliation and emasculation rose to unendurable levels as they continued their ruthless assault on his body. He prayed that they were just kidding, that they wouldn't really make him wear a bridesmaid's dress. Still, he knew that the memory of this experience would forever be etched into his mind.

	Finally, after what felt like hours, the women finished their task and stood back to admire their handiwork. Ollie lay on the bench, his skin raw and red, his breathing ragged and uneven, his body hairless and his spirit crushed.

	The girls exchanged triumphant looks, still laughing and mocking him.

	"Oh, you look so much better like this,” a lovely bridesmaid said, her voice filled with satisfaction.

	Lisa pulled the damp panties from his mouth and smiled, “Now, let's move on to the next step."

	Ollie's brain froze with fear as he wondered what they had in store for him next. His humiliation deepened as he saw the triumphant glances the women exchanged, their laughter ringing in his ears.

	"Well done, ladies," Lisa said with a wicked smile. "Now let's finish getting her ready for the big day."

	A tall brunette with a wicked gleam in her eye pulled out a set of lacy, sexy pink satin lingerie. She held up a delicate frilly feminine bra, adorned with intricate lace and tiny bows.

	"Isn't this just darling?" she cooed, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

	Another bridesmaid, a petite blonde with a mischievous smile, chimed in, “Oh, it's perfect for our little princess here."

	Ollie's eyes widened in horror as he realized what they intended to do. “No, you can't make me wear that!" he protested, his voice trembling.

	The tall brunette smirked, “Oh, but we can, and we will." She seized his arm, pulling him towards the lingerie.

	The petite blonde giggled, “Don't be such a baby. It'll suit you."

	Three of the girls stood him up while Lisa slid his arms through the sexy bra's straps and fastened it behind his back. She nodded to the tall brunette who smiled and handed her a C-cup sized silicone breast form and an opened tube of glue. "Here you go, Lisa!" she smiled.

	Smirking, Lisa smeared an ample amount of adhesive on the back of the fake boob, and then placed it inside one of the bra cups. She made sure that the glue was firmly pressed against his skin. Then, she repeated the process with the other one. Within moments the glue set, giving Ollie a sexy set of bouncing boobs.

	"There, little sis," she laughed, "now your boyfriend will have something to fondle and squeeze tonight!" Ollie groaned at this, but he had little time to process all that was being done to emasculate him.

	Lisa nodded to a petite blonde who handed her a handful of pink latex. Ollie looked on in horror. He tried in vain to escape from the women's grasp as his bitter rival carefully spread glue on the plastic item, and affixed it over his tiny cock. She made sure that the tip of his little dick was firmly in place, entrapped inside a small pocket of the cleverly crafted device.

	When she made him stand in front of the full length mirror he felt like crying. His manhood, modest as it may be, was completely concealed within a fake pussy, one that looked absolutely real.

	“There! Now your boyfriend will have a place to put his real man's cock!" Lisa giggled, eliciting loud laughter from all of the girls. "In case you were wondering, those titties and that vagina are made from the highest quality prosthetics. That glue is a powerful surgical adhesive designed to last...well, basically it'll last forever!"

	At that point, Ollie was too stunned to speak much less fight back as they made him step into the matching panties, the silky fabric clinging to his softened, hairless skin. He winced at the sensation, the delicate lace brushing against his most intimate areas. He could still feel the sexual sensual stimulation through the fake pussy they'd glued on to him.

	Next, they attached a dainty, frilly garter belt around his waist, the tightness of the elastic tickling his flesh. They rolled up sheer pink stockings, sliding them up his legs one by one, and snapped the garters into place.

	Ollie squirmed, his discomfort evident as the sexy lingerie clung to his body. The bridesmaids taunted him, calling him pet names and making sarcastic remarks about how well the lingerie suited him.

	"Oh, you look so pretty, my dear," the tall brunette said, her voice dripping with mock affection.

	A petite blonde added, "I've never seen anyone wear lingerie so well. You're a natural woman."

	The gathered women burst out in song, "You make me feel, you make me feel, you make me feel like a natural woman!" as Ollie's cheeks burned with humiliation, his mind reeling from the sensory overload.

	The coolness of the room contrasted sharply with the warmth of the lingerie against his skin. The lace scratched and tickled him, a constant reminder of his predicament. His growing sense of humiliation was palpable, each taunt and touch chipping away at his fragile sense of self. The bridesmaids continued to mock him, their laughter echoing in the secluded room.

	"Oh, darling, you should see yourself," the tall brunette said, holding up a mirror, “you're such a gorgeous girl!"

	Ollie shuddered in shame as he saw his reflection, the lacy lingerie transforming him into a vision of femininity. The delicate bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings accentuating his slim frame and delicate features.

	The petite blonde giggled, "You're practically one of us now."

	Ollie struggled in vain, trying to comprehend what was happening. He felt a wave of humiliation wash over him, his stomach churning with shame. Still, the bridesmaids continued their cruel game, their laughter filling the room as they reveled in his humiliation.

	They'd taken away everything that made him feel like himself, replacing it with a twisted parody of femininity. As he stood there, trembling and humiliated, Ollie realized that they were all too serious about making him into a bridesmaid.

	Next, they sat him down and did his makeup, using a full complement of cosmetics to transform his boyish face into that of a lovely girl's. Finally, they styled his long blonde hair into a scrumptious up do that matched theirs. They'd taken a somewhat androgynous young man and turned him into a beautiful bridesmaid, laughing and giggling the entire time.

	The bridesmaids sat Ollie down, their hands firmly pushing down on his almost bare shoulders. He squirmed in the plush chair, his body language a testament to his apprehension ―tense shoulders, clenched fists, and his eyes darting around the room. In front of him lay an array of makeup, the bright colors and shimmering powders a stark contrast to his pale, makeup-free face.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Five

	"Time for the finishing touches," one of the bridesmaids cooed, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. She picked up a bottle of foundation, its pale shade perfectly matching Ollie's complexion. The other girls giggled as they watched, their eyes gleaming with sadistic delight.

	"Close your eyes, darling," another bridesmaid instructed, her tone saccharine and condescending. Ollie obeyed, his eyelids fluttering shut as he felt the cool, creamy liquid being smoothed over his skin. The foundation evened out his complexion, hiding any imperfections and giving him a flawless, almost doll-like appearance.

	Next came the blush, a rosy hue that the bridesmaid applied with a soft, fluffy brush. Ollie's cheeks flushed with embarrassment as the bristles swept across his skin, the color bringing a healthy glow to his face. He winced at the sensation, his body trembling with each stroke.

	"Look at those rosy cheeks," one of the girls teased, her voice a cruel sing-song. "You're blushing like a bride on her wedding day!"

	Ollie's eyes snapped open at the comment, only to be met with a stern glare. “Keep those eyes closed," the bridesmaid holding the eyeliner commanded, her voice harsh. He reluctantly complied, feeling the cool tip of the pencil glide along his lash line. The sensation was foreign and uncomfortable, and he flinched, causing the girl to tut in annoyance.

	“Hold still,” she snapped, gripping his chin to steady him. The eyeliner framed his eyes, making them appear larger and more defined. She followed up with mascara, the brush coating his lashes in a thick, black layer. Ollie's eyes watered at the unfamiliar feeling, tears threatening to spill over. The bridesmaid quickly dabbed them away with a tissue, her touch surprisingly gentle.

	"Don't cry, sweetie," she mocked, her lips curling into a smirk. “We wouldn't want to ruin your pretty face."

	Finally, they moved on to his lips. A tube of bright red lipstick was produced, its color bold and striking. The bridesmaids took turns applying it, each one adding a layer of the vibrant pigment. Ollie's lips tingled under the attention, the sensation both strange and humiliating.

	"There," one of them said, sitting back to admire their handiwork. “You look absolutely stunning."

	Ollie's heart pounded in his chest as they turned the mirror toward him, revealing his transformed reflection. His face was unrecognizable, his features softened and feminized by the makeup. The foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick had all worked together to create a visage of delicate beauty.

	His eyes widened in shock, his mind struggling to process the image before him. The giddy girls' laughter echoed in his ears, their taunts and jeers a constant reminder of his degradation. He was no longer the young man he once was; his masculine identity had been stripped away, replaced by a vision of femininity. As he sat there, regarding his feminized reflection, Ollie felt overcome with despair.

	The bridesmaids gathered around Ollie, their eyes gleaming with wicked delight as they held up the pastel pink bridesmaid's dress. Its layers of tulle and sparkling sequins gleamed under the dim light, a stark contrast to his bare, hairless skin. His growing sense of dread was palpable, his mind racing with thoughts of escape, but he was still surrounded and tied up. There was nowhere to run.

	"Oh, look at this stunning gown!" one of the girls cooed, holding up the a bridesmaid’s dress. identical to those they all were wearing. “It's simply perfect for our pretty little princess."

	Another girl giggled, “Yes, it'll fit her perfectly and look utterly delish on her sexy body. Don't you think so, Olivia?"

	He shook his head, his voice trembling as he protested, “No, please, you can't make me wear that!"

	"Oh, but we can, and we will," the tall brunette said, her tone dripping with mock affection. "Now, be a good girl and hold still."

	"You can't do this to me!" he wailed, "My whole family is out there! All of our family's friends! My father's business associates! You can't make me go out there dressed as a bridesmaid!"

	"Why not?" his stepsister smirked, "you think you're too good to be a bridesmaid like us?"

	"Yeah, what's wrong with being a bridesmaid?" A petite blonde smirked. The other girls all giggled and exchanged amused glances, their smiles widening the more he protested. They quickly and easily overcame him, despite his struggles. After subduing him, they guided his slim arms into the delicate sleeves.

	The bridesmaids lifted the dress over his head, the coolness of the room contrasting sharply with the warmth of the dress as it settled around him. He shivered, feeling the soft fabric brushing against his bare skin and sending strange sensations up and down his spine. He winced at the soft, tickling touch of the tulle.

	The bodice fit snugly around his slim frame, the lace scratching his skin and the sequins catching the light. He could feel the weight of the dress, its layers of tulle swishing around his legs with every movement. The bridesmaids adjusted the dress, their hands roaming over his body as they tugged and smoothed the fabric.

	"Oh, you look so pretty, now, little Miss Princess!” the tall brunette said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Just like one of us."

	The petite blonde giggled, "Yes, you're actually a real live bridesmaid now. Isn't that exciting?"

	Ollie's cheeks burned with humiliation, his mind reeling from the sensory overload. The dress clung to him, its delicate fabric teasing his newly denuded skin. He felt his stomach churning with fear and shame. The bridesmaids continued to taunt him, their laughter echoing in the secluded room.

	"Oh, darling, you should see yourself," the tall brunette said, holding up a mirror, "you look utterly scrumptious!"

	His eyes widened as he saw his reflection. The makeup made him look just like a blushing bridesmaid in the pretty pink dress. The sequins sparkled in the light, casting a dazzling array of colors. He barely recognized himself.

	The petite blonde giggled, "You're actually one of us now."

	Ollie's heart sank, his mind racing as he struggled to comprehend what was happening. He felt a wave of nausea wash over him, his stomach churning with a mix of fear and shame. The bridesmaids continued their cruel game, their laughter filling the room as they reveled in his humiliation.

	As he stood there, trembling and humiliated, Ollie realized that his nightmare had only just begun. He was fully dressed in the bridesmaid's attire, his reflection a cruel mockery of his masculine identity. The dress clung to him, its delicate fabric accentuating his slim frame and delicate features. The sequins sparkled in the light, casting a dazzling array of colors across his skin.

	His growing sense of humiliation was palpable, each taunt and touch chipping away at his fragile sense of self. His mind raced with desperate thoughts, the physical sensations overwhelming him. The tulle scratched and tickled him, a constant reminder of his predicament. The lace lingerie tugged at his skin, its delicate patterns etched into his flesh and his tortured mind.

	Ollie's heart pounded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He felt entrapped, his body and mind ensnared by the bridesmaids' cruel machinations. The exquisite dress clung to his slim frame, its delicate fabric accentuating his glued on C-cup breasts. The sequins sparkled in the light, casting a dazzling array of colors across his skin.

	As he stood there, trembling and humiliated, Ollie's reflection was a cruel mockery of his masculine identity, the dress transforming him into a vision of femininity. His growing sense of humiliation was palpable, each taunt and touch chipping away at his fragile sense of self. The bridesmaids continued their cruel game, their laughter filling the room as they reveled in his humiliation.

	They'd taken away everything that made him feel like himself, replacing it with a twisted parody of femininity. Ollie's heart pounded in his chest, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

	He felt trapped, his body and mind ensnared by the bridesmaids' cruel machinations. The dress clung to him, its delicate fabric accentuating his slim frame and delicate features. The sequins sparkled in the light, casting a dazzling array of colors across his skin.

	The bridesmaids gathered around Ollie, their hands deft and experienced as they picked up various hairstyling tools. Combs, hairpins, and hairspray were all brandished with practiced ease, their fingers moving with the precision of seasoned stylists. Ollie squirmed in his seat, the physical sensations of the transformation process overwhelming him.

	The helpless feminized guy felt every tug and pull of his hair, the sharpness of the pins digging into his scalp, and the overpowering smell of hairspray filling his nostrils. "Ow,” he winced, his discomfort evident in his strained voice. "Can't you be a little more gentle?"

	One of the bridesmaids smirked, her eyes gleaming with sadistic delight. “Oh, come on, Olivia," she taunted, using the feminized name they'd given him. “Beauty is pain, after all.”

	The other girls giggled, their laughter. echoing through the room. "You'll thank us when you see how fabulous you look," another chimed in, her tone dripping with condescension. "We're just making sure you fit in perfectly with all the rest of us girls."

	Ollie's cheeks burned with humiliation, his heart pounding in his chest. He wanted to protest, to break free from their clutches, but he knew it was futile. They had him completely at their mercy. They had decided to make him up as a pretty bridesmaid, and they were going to make sure he looked the part.

	The ruthless girls worked methodically, sectioning off parts of his hair and twisting them into intricate braids. They pinned each section. in place, their fingers moving with the precision of artists creating a masterpiece. Ollie winced as the pins dug into his scalp. He felt like a voodoo doll, each pin piercing his fragile masculinity, the sharp painful pokes constant reminders of his helplessness.

	"Hold still, sweetie," one of the girls admonished, her voice teasing. "We wouldn't want to mess up your pretty hairdo."

	Ollie bit his lip, his body trembling with a mix of anger and humiliation. He felt like a doll, a plaything for these sadistic women to manipulate and transform as they saw fit. His sense of self was slipping away, each tug of his hair and each pin driven into his scalp chipping away at his identity.

	As they continued their work, the bridesmaids took turns spraying his hair with a cloud of hairspray. The chemical scent was overpowering, making Ollie's eyes water and his throat burn. He coughed, his chest tightening with each breath

	"Almost done," one of the girls said, her tone sing-song. "Just a few more finishing touches, and you'll be the belle of the ball."

	Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they stepped back to admire their handiwork. Ollie's hair had been transformed into an elaborate up do, the style matching that of the other bridesmaids. The intricate twists and curls framed his face, accentuating his delicate features and completing his feminized appearance.

	"There," one of the girls said, her voice filled with satisfaction. "You look absolutely stunning, Olivia."

	Ollie gasped as he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the mirror. His hair, once a symbol of his masculinity, had been styled into a vision of feminine beauty. The up do framed his face perfectly, highlighting the delicate features that the makeup had accentuated. He looked like a completely different person, no longer any kind of man, but instead a beautiful young woman. He looked like just one of Veronica's girlfriends, ready to take her place among the bridesmaids.

	The bridesmaids stepped back to admire their handiwork, their laughter filling the room. "There she is," one of them cooed, her voice dripping with mock affection. “Our beautiful bridesmaid, Olivia."

	Gone was the androgynous young man. In his place was a vision of feminine beauty. The pastel pink dress clung to his slight frame, the layers of tulle cascading from his slim waist in a frothy cloud. The bodice, encrusted with sparkling sequins, called attention to his now ample breasts. The dress shimmered with his every movement, catching the light and displaying his transformed figure.

	His hair, once a simple mop of blonde curls, had been styled into an intricate up do. Twisted tendrils framed his face, and curled tresses accentuated his delicate, prettily made up features. The flower crown nestled among the curls added a touch of girlishness, completing the look.

	His makeup was flawless. His nails and lips were painted a soft pink. His eyes were lined with kohl and highlighted with shimmering eyeshadow in sparkling silver and rosy pink.

	The tightness of the dress constricted his movements. The soft, sensuous fabric pressed against his skin in ways that felt foreign yet somehow seductive, both feminizing and.... something else he dared not name or even think about,

	He felt the strange sensation of makeup on his face. He'd shuddered as every dab and brushstroke of concealer, contour, foundation, blush, and shadow effectuated his enforced feminization. The smell of hairspray and perfume lingered in the air, a chemical and botanical miasma that filled his nostrils, befuddled his brain, and made his eyes water.

	Ollie shrieked, sounding like a scared little girl when he saw his reflection. His cheeks burned with humiliation beneath the two toned blusher, his mind reeled with disbelief. How had it come to this? How had he, Oliver Harcourt IV, been transformed into this silly, frilly girl?

	He clenched his fists, his knuckles white with tension. His body trembled with a mix of anger and shame, his eyes darting around the room as if searching for an escape. But there was no way out. He was trapped, a prisoner of their cruelty. The bridesmaids' laughter echoed in his ears, their taunts piercing and penetrating his already fragile eggshell of an ego.

	"You look stunning, Olivia," one of them said, her voice saccharine sweet. “I'm sure all the boys will be fighting over you."

	Ollie's stomach twisted at the thought, his mind recoiling from the idea of being seen like this. He wanted to scream, to shout, to demand that they stop this madness. But the words caught in his throat, his voice silenced by the weight of his humiliation.

	Another bridesmaid stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with sadistic delight. “You should be grateful, Olivia," she said, her tone dripping with condescension. "We've made you look absolutely fabulous. You'll be the belle of the ball."

	Ollie's shame spiked as he realized the truth of her words. He did look fabulous, in a way that he never wanted to. His reflection was a cruel parody of his former self, a twisted version of the person he used to be. He felt like a stranger in his own body, his sense of self slipping away with every passing moment.

	As he stood there, surrounded by the bridesmaids' laughter and taunts, Ollie felt a wave of despair wash. over him. His humiliating transformation was complete, a stunning testimony to his powerlessness. He was trapped, ensnared by Veronica and Lisa's cruel machinations.

	The bridesmaids continued to fuss over him, adjusting his dress and makeup. He realized that he still had to face the ceremony, to stand before the gathered guests all dressed up and made up as a bridesmaid. The thought filled him with dread, his mind reeling with the enormity of what lay ahead.

	His mind raced with a thousand thoughts, each more mortifying than the last. He knew that he had to find some way to endure this, to somehow survive all of the impending humiliation and emasculation.

	"But how?" he wondered, “how can I possibly cope with facing all of my family and gathered friends after this forced feminization?"

	Ollie reflected on all of the circumstances that had led up to this horrendous situation. He cursed this wedding that should never have happened. His father, usually so level-headed, had fallen completely under Veronica's spell. And now, here he was, dolled up like some twisted Barbie doll, about to walk down the aisle in front of hundreds of guests.

	"I can't do this," Ollie whispered, panic rising in his chest. "Please, Lisa, don't make me go out there."

	For a moment, something akin to sympathy flashed in Lisa's eyes. But it vanished as quickly as it appeared, replaced by steely determination. "Oh, you'll do it, alright. Unless you want Daddy dearest to cut you off completely?"

	Ollie's shoulders slumped in defeat. As the wedding march began to play, he took a deep breath and stepped into the sanctuary. His cheeks burned as he forced one foot in front of the other, his eyes fixed on the ground.

	"This is a nightmare—it had to be!" his mind echoed, “any moment now, I'll wake up in my own bed, far away from this humiliation!" Unfortunately for him, it was all too real. As he moved methodically in line with the other bridesmaids toward the altar, he caught sight of his father's beaming face. The harsh reality sank in. This was no dream. This was his new, inescapable reality.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Six

	The wedding went on over Ollie's strong objections. Maid of Honor Lisa and the rest of the bridesmaids had turned the young man into a laughing stock by transforming him into one of the girls. Thanks to their rapid actions, he was transformed into a lovely young lady, totally feminized against his will.

	Lisa stepped into the room, her presence commanding attention. She wore a stunning sapphire blue dress that shimmered under the ballroom lights. The dress was a masterpiece of design, with a sweetheart neckline that highlighted her décolletage and a fitted bodice that hugged her curves.

	The fabric flowed gracefully down to the floor, creating soft, cascading waves that seemed to ripple with every step she took. The rich blue hue of the dress contrasted strikingly with her beautiful blonde hair, making her stand out.

	As she made her way down the aisle, the guests couldn't help but turn their heads to watch her. There were murmurs of admiration and envy as they took in her appearance. The women in the audience whispered to each other, their eyes following Lisa's every move. The men, too, couldn't help but be drawn to her, their gazes lingering on her form.

	Lisa reveled in the attention, a sly smile playing on her lips. She knew that she had captured the gazes of everyone in the room, and she basked in the admiration. She was the epitome of elegance and sophistication, and she knew it. But beneath her charming exterior, there was a cunning and manipulative mind at work, always calculating her next move.

	Two of the bridesmaids grabbed hold of hapless Ollie, each taking one of his arms, and guided him into the chapel. The stunningly beautiful blondes, brunettes, and redheads marched behind Lisa and took their places on the bride's side of the lavishly appointed chapel. Their entrance evoked delighted smiles from the crowd as they flounced into the chamber, arm in arm, each looking stunning in her sumptuous bridesmaid's dress.

	The ceremony began as the string quartet played luxurious chords. One by one, each of the lovely maidens paired off with one of the dashing groomsmen. First Lisa locked arms with the tuxedo clad best man, and the couple moved as one to stand by on the elevated platform in front of the chapel. A voluptuous brown eyed raven haired beauty and a tall, curly haired man were next, quickly followed by a blonde and a redhead with two more groomsmen.

	The humiliated, feminized guy's face burned with shame as his turn to join the wedding procession came. He gaped as his cousin Jeremy smiled at him wickedly and checked him out. Jeremy felt his cock hardening as he voraciously reviewed the augmented big breasted bridesmaid in the figure hugging pretty pink dress. He leered at his camouflaged cousin taking the emasculated teenager's arm.

	Seeing the lascivious look on his cousin's face, Ollie tried to break away from the stronger guy's grasp. When he felt his twenty something relative's hungry fingers squeezing his ass through the thin fabric of the dress and panties, he felt like he was going to throw up.

	"Jer, it's me you moron!" he hissed, "it's me! It's your cousin, Ollie!"

	"Wait, what? Ollie?" Jeremy asked, and nearly caused a train wreck when he stopped dead in shock and surprise. "You look like a girl! WTF are you doing dressed up like that!" he yelped.

	If that didn't disrupt the proceedings, the collision that rippled through the train of attendants would have. Murmurs spread through the crowd and quickly became cries of confusion, then loud if embarrassed laughter. Voices cried out expressing shock and hilarity.

	"Is that really Ollie? Oliver Harcourt IV?" A male guest shouted, "why does he look like a girl?" This was Jonathan Kensington from New York City who ran one of the biggest hedge funds in the world.

	"Not just any girl, he's dressed as a bridesmaid!" said Tanya Kensington, sitting next to him said, "and he looks beautiful like that!" She was his fifth wife.

	"I always thought he'd make a beautiful girl, this definitely proves it!" said a dark haired, dark eyed petite woman sitting in the front row. "I wonder how just feminine he really is?" She was Isabella Ruiz, the CEO of a pharmaceutical company based in Miami.

	"Yes, but why?" a blonde haired, blue eyed guest asked, "why is he all done up as a bridesmaid?" She was Jessica Sterling, a tech CEO.

	"I have no idea," a tall, slim elegant woman with black hair and brown eyes answered. That was Emilia Moretti, the fashion designer from Milan, Italy who'd created Veronica's stunning wedding gown as well as the sumptuous bridesmaid's dress that Ollie was wearing. She smiled widely and said, "I'd love to have him walk the runway for my Summer collection!"

	Oliver Harcourt III stood at the front of the room, shock evident on his face. His fiancée and her daughter had told him about this, saying that Ollie harbored hidden desires to become a girl. He brushed them off as just a misunderstanding, but now he'd been forced to face clear and convincing evidence as he saw his only child dressed and made up as a bridesmaid.

	"Everyone! Please!" he shouted over the growing tumult. Thinking quickly he said, “Please don't be distracted by this. I'm afraid that my son opposes this marriage, and this stunt is just his way of disrupting the ceremony!"

	As usual, he commanded attention. He stood urging the crowd to silence themselves and let the wedding proceed. He was impeccably dressed in a perfectly tailored charcoal grey tuxedo. His appearance was a study in sophistication, from the crisp shirt and bow tie to the polished black shoes. The tuxedo was accented with a pocket square and cufflinks that glinted in the soft light. He exuded an air of authority and refinement, a man who commanded attention wherever he went.

	Beside him stood Veronica Nash, looking resplendent in a traditional white wedding gown that hugged her curves and showed off her stunning figure to amazing effect. Her gown was a masterpiece of intricate lace and beading, with a sweetheart neckline and a flowing train. Her hair was styled in loose waves, framing her face and highlighting her flawless makeup. She was a vision of bridal beauty, and the guests couldn't help but admire her.

	As the ceremony restarted, Ollie watched from his position standing in a line with the other bridesmaids. He resented the admiration for Veronica and Lisa he saw in the eyes of the guests. He heard them whispering to each other about how stunning Veronica looked and how lucky Oliver was to have found her.

	He also heard the mocking comments about how delicately demure he looked in his dress. He could feel the weight of their disapproval pressing down on him, making him feel small and insignificant. He clenched his fists, his knuckles turning as white as Veronica's gown.

	"This wedding is a total farce, a con job!" the beautified boy internally raged, "Veronica and Lisa are only interested in my father's money, she doesn't really love him! But no matter how hard I try, I can't seem to make him see the truth!" He felt as if he were shouting into the void, his words falling on deaf ears.

	Ollie felt depressed knowing that all of his efforts to alert his father were hopeless. All the more so after Lisa and the bridesmaids primped and prettified him and showed him off to the entire crowd as a feminized little sissy.

	As the ceremony continued, Ollie felt a wave of helplessness washing over him. He was powerless to stop this wedding from happening, and therefore powerless to protect his father. Even as he was powerless to protect his masculinity from the machinations of these scheming women.

	Ollie stood there, uneasily, self consciously in his lingerie, makeup, and dress, awash in shame, and watching as Veronica and Lisa took everything from him, one piece at a time. As the ceremony continued, he grew more and more frustrated. He could see the way that everyone was falling under Veronica's and Lisa's spell, and he felt powerless to stop it. He knew that he had to find a way to expose their true intentions, but he didn't know how.

	In his despair, he noticed the sadistic way Veronica and Lisa delighted in his disgrace. They kept catching his eye and giving him sly smiles, as if to say, "We've won, and there's nothing you can do about it." It was infuriating, and Ollie felt his anger rising inside him.

	Ollie vowed, "I won't let them get away with this," but he didn't know how to stop them. All he could do was wait and watch, hoping that somehow, someway, the truth would come to light. By his side, his own cousin kept looking at him as if he were a sexy little slut. That made this whole farce even more infuriating.

	After the exchange of rings, vows, and kisses, the crowd moved as one into a grand ballroom for the reception. They dined, danced, and discussed the wedding in the huge hall, illuminated by crystal chandeliers that sparkled overhead.

	Elegant floral arrangements in hues of white and blush pink adorned every table, filling the air with a delicate fragrance. The atmosphere was one of grandeur, a testament to the extravagance that Oliver Harcourt III was known for.

	Later, after the reception when Ollie caught the bouquet, the rest of the horrible day faded into a fuzzy, painful haze. He had no idea that even before the wedding, Veronica and Lisa pursued their plan to manipulate Oliver and Ollie.

	They constantly made comments to Oliver about how Ollie would never be able to attract a woman or keep a relationship, implying that he is not man enough. Oliver was completely enamored with Veronica and couldn't seem to see past her charm and beauty. He lavished her with expensive gifts and took her on romantic trips, much to Ollie's frustration.

	Veronica took advantage of these opportunities, seeking to alienate Ollie from his father by playing the victim. She kept whining that the young man unfairly targeted her. She never stopped trying to manipulate Oliver into distancing himself from his son. All this with mixed results, up until the wedding day when the elder Harcourt saw his child decked out as a lovely young lady.

	As he stood, enduring emasculated embarrassment and mockery, Ollie could see the way that Lisa effortlessly commanded the attention of the guests. He couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy and anger, knowing that she was just as much a part of the scheme as her mother. He couldn't stand the thought of her and her mother getting away with it.

	As Ollie watched Lisa, he couldn't deny the allure of her beauty. The way that she moved, the way that she smiled, it was all so captivating. He felt a strange mix of admiration and resentment towards her, a feeling that he couldn't quite put into words. This, even as several of the male guests treated him as if he really were her little sister.

	Ollie tugged at the hem of his pink taffeta bridesmaid dress, grimacing as he surveyed the opulent scene before him. Everywhere he looked, famous and powerful guests mingled in their designer tuxedos and gowns, air-kissing cheeks and clinking champagne flutes. The soaring cathedral ceiling sparkled with magnificent crystal chandeliers casting a soft glow over the proceedings.

	"Olivia dear, stop fussing with your dress," Veronica chided as she floated by in a stunning white wedding gown with a plunging neckline. She patted his cheek. “You look adorable."

	The feminized guy growled through gritted teeth. "It's Ollie, not Olivia. And I look ridiculous." He glared down at the matching pink ballet flats pinching his feet. He wondered again, “How had I let myself get tricked into wearing this humiliating getup?"

	"Nonsense, you look as pretty as a picture!" trilled Great Aunt Mildred, tottering over in a mauve swansdown gown. She pinched Ollie's rouged cheeks in her withered fingers. “You're the spitting image of your dear departed mother at that age. Genevieve would be so proud of her daughter!."

	Ollie swallowed back angry expletives as the matronly Mildred turned to Veronica. "You've done wonders with the lad...I mean lass! The Harcourt genes always did run to delicate features."

	As Mildred wandered off, Ollie shot Veronica a mutinous look. She merely smiled and took his father's arm, leading him toward the towering wedding cake. Ollie trailed behind them, nearly tripping over the hem of his unfamiliar gown.

	The reception was in full swing, waiters weaving between clusters of chortling guests with silver trays of oysters Rockefeller, lobster vol-au-vents, and truffle spoons. On the parquet dance floor, couples twirled to a live string quartet playing Strauss waltzes. Ollie hovered awkwardly by the cake, praying no one would ask him to dance.

	His hopes were dashed as portly Senator Ashford lumbered up, wiping caviar from his mustache. "Olivia! May I have this dance?" He winked roguishly. "I promise not to step on your dainty toes too much!"

	"It's Ollie actually..." he began, but Senator Ashford was already steering him onto the floor, meaty hands nearly encircling Ollie's slender waist. As they revolved ponderously, Ollie caught snippets of conversation around him.

	"Marvelous wedding...no expense spared!"

	"I hear the bride's Givenchy and the diamond tiara's from Harry Winston..."

	"Caviar simply divine...150 dollars an ounce, I'm told..."

	Senator Ashford wheezed in Ollie's face. "Your old man's a lucky bastard, landing a bride like that at his age. Though you're quite the tasty little tart yourself, Olivia." His hands slipped lower.

	Ollie's face flamed. Extricating himself with difficulty, he fled to the restroom, locking himself in a gilded stall. Burying his face in his hands, he bit back a howl of misery and frustration.

	"How much more of this farce will I have to endure?” he moaned, “It's bad enough that Veronica wheedled her way into father's affections and now his wedding bed...but must she humiliate me at every turn too?” He had no idea just how humiliating the rest of the evening would be for him.

	The feminized young man was certain that his new evil stepmother had masterminded Lisa's and the bridesmaids idea to ambush him and dress him up like a girl, making him play bridesmaid to her blushing bride. He punched the wall, relishing the throb in his knuckles.

	"Well, two could play at this game," he thought, "Somehow, I'll survive this mockery of a reception, smiling and twirling like a good little bridesmaid, but after that, I'll find a way to expose Veronica for the scheming vixen she is." His fury boiled over into a resolute vow, “Fancy wedding presents be damned, I'll send the gold-digging hussy packing."

	Squaring his padded shoulders, Ollie took a deep breath and re-joined the glittering throng, a determined glint in his eye. Before he could make much progress, he was surrounded by raucous, mocking guests at the reception.

	"Do a twirl, Olivia!" one of the groomsmen shouted, causing the others to erupt in laughter.

	"He looks even prettier than the bride!" another guest jeered, eliciting even more guffaws from the crowd.

	Ollie's cheeks burned with embarrassment as he tried to ignore their taunts, but with every passing minute, it became harder and harder to block out the cruel comments. He wished he could disappear, or at least change into something more comfortable. Sadly for him, he was stuck in a humiliating role as a bridesmaid.

	He moved about through the crowd on autopilot, feeling like a robot, yet still keenly aware of the shocked gasps and barely concealed snickers that rippled through the crowd.

	"Well, well," a portly businessman chuckled as Ollie passed. “Looks like old Harcourt's boy finally embraced his feminine side!"

	The guests' booming laughter and taunts filled the air, almost drowning out the music of the reception and making Ollie feel like a joke Their voices grew louder and more taunting as they called him "Olivia" in a singsong voice.

	Each guest's taunt was like a sharp jab, each time they used the feminized form of his name, a twist of the knife. Poor Ollie stood helpless in his bridesmaid attire, the target of their cruel amusement.

	Ollie's own voice was drowned out by the noise, his protests and pleas for mercy unheard. Taunts and jeers blended into the happy chatter of the wedding reception. Over and over he heard people repeating the name "Olivia."

	All along, he felt the stares of the guests burning into his skin, making him feel exposed and vulnerable. As if ignited by his infamy, his face burned with shame, even as he involuntarily enjoyed feeling the silky fabric of the dress, the stockings, and the panties teasing his smooth, hairless skin.

	The emasculated youth endured the harsh judgment, the mocking words, and perhaps worst of all, the come-ons and flirtations. He fidgeted within the fabric of his dress, uncomfortable in the tight, frilly material as one man after another asked him to dance. One sharp look from Veronica, and he submissively complied.

	The reception hall buzzed with lively, chatter and loud music from the live band. Guests were dancing and laughing as the celebration continued. Ollie stood awkwardly by the edge of the dance floor, his bridesmaid dress a stark contrast to the men's suits all around him. He felt completely out of place, the silky fabric clinging to his body, reminding him of his humiliation.

	A group of men approached him, their faces filled with amusement. One of them, a tall man with a neatly trimmed beard, extended his hand towards Ollie. “Olivia, care to dance?" he asked with a smirk.

	Ollie hesitated, feeling a flush of embarrassment, a cold creepy sensation at the back of his neck. He wanted to refuse, but the man's hand was insistent, and he felt trapped.

	Helplessly, reluctantly he took the man's hand, feeling the roughness of his palm against his own smooth skin.

	The lothario led Ollie to the center of the dance floor, twirling him around as if he were a delicate flower. Other men joined in. One by one they kept cutting in, taking their turn at treating Ollie like a girl. The nearby partners were laughing and making playful comments.

	"Spin for us, Olivia!" one of them called out, and Ollie could feel his cheeks burning with humiliation.

	That feeling spiked as one by one the men's hands grasped his waist, their fingers brushing against the fabric of his dress. He could hear their laughter, their voices blending with the music in a cacophony of sound. The lights of the dance floor flashed brightly, casting shadows on the faces of the men around him.

	Ollie felt waves of helplessness wash over him. He was being treated like a doll, a plaything for the amusement of these men. He could feel their eyes on him, appraising him as if he were a piece of meat. He wanted to scream, to run away, but he was trapped in this nightmare.

	As the last dance ended, and the last man released him, laughter rang in his ears. Ollie stumbled back to the edge of the dance floor, feeling the weight of their male gaze on him. He looked up and saw his father watching from a distance, his expression one of disappointment and sadness. Ollie's heart sank, knowing that his father had seen everything.

	Despite his discomfort, Ollie was forced to smile and go through the motions of the traditional bridesmaid duties. He posed for countless photos, and tried to hide in the back, but he couldn't wait for the night to be over. He couldn't wait to escape the judgmental stares and cruel jabs.

	Still, guests kept pointing and laughing at Ollie, their grins wide and mocking. They gestured towards him, making fun of the frilly pink dress he is wearing. He stood awkwardly, his narrow shoulders hunched in embarrassment.

	Several women circled around him, their eyes dancing with delight as they pointed and whispered deviously. Their faces twisted in cruel amusement as they called out "Olivia!" The other bridesmaids joined in, directing mocking gestures of disapproval at him, causing him to shrink in embarrassment.

	As the night wore on, Ollie's facade continued to buckle and crack. He couldn't hold back the tears any longer as he retreated to a corner of the reception hall and let them fall silently. He couldn't understand why his family and friends all assumed he wanted to appear before them all done up as a pretty princess. The overwhelming scent of perfume mingling with the scent of fresh flowers taunted him with sensations of femininity.

	Across the room, Oliver's brow furrowed as he watched his son emerge from the women's restroom, tottering unsteadily on his feet. He wondered, "What in heaven's name had possessed the boy to agree to this... this travesty? I never dreamed I’d see Ollie, dressed up like some sort of princess, prancing about in front of all our family, all of my friends and business associates. It's utterly humiliating!"

	He caught Veronica's eye, her radiant smile faltering slightly at his stormy expression. Excusing himself from a cluster of well-wishers, the groom strode toward his new bride, his jaw tightly clenched.

	"Darling!" Veronica trilled, reaching for his hand. “Isn't it wonderful? Everyone's having such a marvelous time."

	"Indeed," Oliver ground out. "Though I must say, I'm a bit...perplexed by Ollie's attire and behavior."

	"You mean Olivia?" Veronica's eyes widened, all innocence. "Why, whatever do you mean? She insisted on being a bridesmaid. She said she felt sorry about being a brat, and she wanted to show her support for our union."

	Having overheard, Lisa approached and nodded eagerly, appearing as if out of thin air at her mother's elbow. "It's true, Oliver...daddy. Olivia was so excited about the idea of 'coming out' as herself tonight. She practically begged us to help with her transformation."

	Oliver frowned skeptically, profound doubts gnawing from the back of his mind all the way to the front. "Coming out? What nonsense is this?"

	Veronica laid a soothing hand on his arm. "Now, now, darling. Your daughter simply wanted to express her true self. Surely you wouldn't deny her that."

	"Her true...?" Oliver sputtered, "The boy's not some sort of a- of a-"

	"Of course not," Veronica cooed. "The precious princess is just exploring her new gender identity. Perfectly normal for someone her age."

	Oliver shook his head, watching as Ollie —now almost universally called Olivia— awkwardly navigated the dance floor. Part of him longed to protect his son from these vultures and their duplicitous teasing taunts, but another part ―the part still stinging from Genevieve's loss—cleaved to Veronica's warmth and acceptance.

	He thought, "Perhaps... perhaps it's time he let Ollie find his own way. Even if that way led straight into a pair of silk stockings and stilettos."

	Ollie endured the rest of the reception, grinding his teeth as he danced with a long string of overly affectionate men, enduring endless barbs about his "stunning" appearance. His fantasies of vengeance only grew darker as the night wore on.

	Ollie shuddered, realizing that it wasn't just his senile great aunt who really thought he was a girl. Some of the men there were also convinced, especially after he'd lined up with the other bridesmaids and single ladies for the traditional toss of the bouquet.

	Veronica and his father made their final rounds, preparing to depart for their extravagant honeymoon amidst a shower of rose petals and raucous cheers. Meanwhile Ollie hung back, shivering in shame, still holding the bouquet of flowers his new step mom had flung into a crowd of eager women. He'd caught it, because of course he did. He lambasted himself for doing so,

	To his shame, he was even still wearing Veronica's sexy garter that his father had tossed into the crowd of bachelors. The lucky guy who'd caught it smirked as he slid the ivory colored confection all the way up Ollie's leg and brushed his panties as the crowd whooped and laughed.

	"Nice camel toe, Liv!" he winked as his finger probed Ollie's artificial opening through his silky panties, "want to slip away and have some fun?"

	"N-n no!" the mortified boy sighed, panting and panicking at the thought.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Epilogue

	Oliver and Veronica jetted off on their honeymoon, leaving a perplexed Ollie behind. They traveled to a remote private island, where they planned to celebrate their nuptials in seclusion. It was a mistake that would cost Oliver his life.

	The sunset painted the sky in hues of orange and pink, casting a warm glow over the luxurious overwater bungalow. Oliver Harcourt III stood on the balcony, sipping champagne and admiring the view. Veronica sauntered up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist.

	"Isn't this paradise, darling?" she purred, her breath hot on his neck.

	Oliver turned, a besotted smile on his face. "It certainly is, my dear. Though not nearly as beautiful as you."

	Veronica giggled, playfully swatting his chest. "Oh, you charmer. Now, how about we take a midnight swim?"

	As they descended the steps into the crystal-clear water, Ollie's voice echoed in Oliver's head. "Dad, can't you see what they're doing? They're using you!"

	Oliver shook the thought away. "My son is just jealous, that's all. Veronica loves me. She has to."

	"Join me for a romantic walk by the waves?" Veronica smiled, seductively.

	Later that night, a blood-curdling scream pierced the air. Veronica had spiked her new husband's champagne with a fatal concoction that caused an artificial heart attack. The toxin struck him as they strolled hand-in-hand along the moonlit beach.

	"Oh no, Oliver!" she gasped, her face a mask of faux-grief as she dialed in a shaky call to the emergency response team. “I think... I think he's gone!"

	The first responders arrived too late, of course. By then, the damage had been done. Oliver Harcourt III was dead, and Veronica Nash Harcourt was a widow. A few days later, draped in a tasteful black veil, Veronica returned to Potomac, Maryland, her steps as light as the widow's weeds she wore. Behind her trailed Lisa, a vision in mourning, both of them feigning grief for the cameras.

	"How long do you think we need to wait?"

	Lisa whispered through her pearly white teeth. “Shh!" Veronica admonished, shooting her daughter a sideways glance. "Six days, at least. We don't want to seem too eager, do we?"

	They ascended the marble stairs of the Harcourt mansion, where Ollie—who they still called Olivia—awaited them. They'd persuaded the household staff to support their scheme to feminize the boy. The maids had forced Ollie to wear a demure black dress, his—her—face swollen from hours of crying.

	He—she—looked up as the new Mrs. Harcourt and her accomplice entered the room. The emasculated Ollie would never forget his last memory of his father, the disappointed look on his face as his dad and his new step mom climbed into the waiting limousine that had whisked them away for their honeymoon. Little did he know, that was the last time he'd ever see him alive.

	Oliver Harcourt the Third was no more. Investigations led to a dead end, Veronica had an iron clad alibi. Still, Ollie felt certain that his new stepmother was behind the unsolved death of his father. He vowed to get to the bottom of this crime somehow.

	Oliver Harcourt III's funeral was a somber affair. Ollie wept openly beside the closed casket, standing stiffly in his tailored black suit. His eyes were red-rimmed, his face a mask of shock and grief. "I can’t believe that he's gone," the bereaved boy muttered, more to himself than anyone else. "He was healthy, happy, at least until they came into our lives...."

	Lisa sidled up next to him, her voice dripping with false sympathy. “Oh, poor Olivia. It must be so hard for you, a daddy's girl, losing your father like that."

	Ollie's fists clenched at his sides. "Don't call me a girl and don't you dare pretend that you care, Lisa. We both know you and your mother are getting ready to dance on his grave."

	"Not a girl? Dozens of wedding photos with you in your pretty bridesmaid dress says otherwise!" Then Lisa's eyes flashed dangerously. "Careful, little Olivia. You might want to play nice if you want any chance at your dead daddy's money."

	The rest of the memorial service and the reading of the will later that day passed by in a blur. Ollie barely registered the words the lawyer read until he heard his name. “...and to my son, Oliver Harcourt IV, I leave the bulk of my estate and business holdings, with one condition: he must be married by his 21st birthday to claim his inheritance."

	"Married?" Ollie's jaw dropped, "but I'm barely 18! That's insane!"

	Veronica's lips curled into a predatory smile. "Well, well, well. It looks like you've got some big decisions to make, Olivia dear."

	As they left the lawyer's office, Ollie overheard Veronica whispering to Lisa. “Don't worry, sweetie. That little sissy brat will never see a penny of our money. We'll make sure of it."

	Ollie felt overcome with grief and dread. He wondered, "What twisted plans do these wicked women have in store for me now?"
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