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SPANKED INTO SKIRTS

In retrospect it was an incredibly silly
idea. Two 18-year-olds being expected to share a house and a car
while their parents were away on a months-long honeymoon was a
recipe for chaos. John and Katie didn’t really know very much about
each other and neither one particularly liked what little they did
know about their new step-sibling. Even so, no one could have
predicted Katie’s rather unique solution to their heated
rivalry.

Day one had been a cold war as each of them
disdained the other and did their best to stay out of each other’s
way. That was just the calm before the storm. On their second day,
their tempers ignited when Katie decided to use the car for a trip
to the mall, derailing John’s plans to go to the beach and hang out
with his buddies.

John was must getting out
of the shower when he heard the front door close. He threw on a
pair of shorts, and dashed down the stairs as Katie and Ingrid
climbed into the family’s Ford
Escapade. When Katie began to back the car
down the driveway, John came rushing out of the house to stop
them.

Katie had left the driver side window open,
and John tried to reach into the car to grab the keys out of the
ignition. His temper tantrum was such that he didn’t stop to
consider that this might damage the car leaving them both without
transportation.

Katie did her best to fight him off,
slapping at his thin arms and yelling at him to stop. But she was
sitting in the driver seat and trying to operate the vehicle at the
same time, and that put her at a considerable disadvantage.

“Give me the damn keys!”
yelled John.

“Fuck you! It’s my turn to
have the car,” insisted Katie.

“You’re just going to the
mall. You can do that anytime,” replied John. “Now give me the damn
keys, now!”

“Don’t be such a bully,
John. I would think you would want to be nice to your new sister,”
said Ingrid, trying to defuse the situation.

“Just because my old man
is marrying her slutty mother doesn’t make her my sister,” spat
John.

Ingrid was shocked and disgusted, but Katie
had sadly grown accustomed to John’s abusiveness. Still, his slur
against her mother infuriated Katie. Acting quickly, she pushed the
button to raise the power window.

As the window rose, John found himself
trapped. He couldn’t reach the keys and he couldn’t pull his head
or arms out of the window. Unfortunately for Katie, he could still
reach her. He used his hands to push and even slap her, while
screaming and demanding to be released. At this point, Katie turned
off the ignition. The car was barely five feet from the garage.

“You did not just hit
her,” said Ingrid incredulously.

“He sure did,” replied
Katie, then she tried to reason with her stepbrother, “I’ll lower
the window if you’ll get leave us alone and let us get
going.”

“I will leave you alone
when you give me the damn car keys,” demanded John.

The standoff would’ve continued if Ingrid
hadn’t spotted a roll of silver duct tape inside the garage on
John’s father’s workbench. She ran over, grabbed the tape, and
rushed back to the car telling her friend, “Hold his arms
still!”

“What the hell do you
think you’re doing?!” yelled John, but soon Katie had securely
taped his wrists together, rendering him nearly
helpless.

“We’re teaching you a
lesson and it starts by putting you in your place,” said Ingrid as
John tugged on the tape and tried to hit Katie again. It was no
use. He was still held fast by the half-closed car window, and
Katie easily immobilized hum by firmly gripping the tape that was
holding his wrists together.

Katie had abandoned her efforts to back out
of the driveway, and was now much more interested in learning more
about Ingrid’s plans to put John in his place. She didn’t have long
to wait.

Ingrid got out of the car and walked around
inside the garage. She was looking for something, but she had no
idea what it was. She finally found what she wanted it when she
came across an old length of garden hose. She smacked her hand with
the hose and it definitely stung.

“Ingrid! What are you
doing! Hey, Ingrid?” demanded John.

“I would have thought that
would be obvious,” said Ingrid. “Hold his arms tight,
Katie.”

“You’ve got it,” said
Katie. She heard a whoosh and a smack as the hose struck John’s
exposed backside, and heard him yelp in surprise and pain. Then,
she felt her stepbrother push forward as if he was hoping that he
could run away from his punishment by somehow escaping through the
car.

“This is fun. How many do
you think I should give him?” asked Ingrid.

“At least a dozen,” said
Katie.

“No!” screamed
John.

“It sounds like he wants
more,” said Katie.

“Twenty it is,” said
Ingrid.

Thwack!
Spank!
Whap!

With each blow John seemed like less of a
threat to Katie. The former bully of a stepbrother—who had just
slapped her face while trying to take the car keys—was now shaking
and blubbering in her arms as her best friend gave him the spanking
he so richly deserved.

“Please,” begged John.
“You can go to the mall. I won’t stop you.”

John’s tears were falling on Katie’s lap.
Her stepbrother wasn’t looking so tough anymore. “Sorry, that’s
just not good enough,” Katie said, smiling and giggling at this
satisfying turn of events.

Ingrid put down the hose and went back to
John’s father’s worktable to get more duct tape. Returning with a
fresh roll, she began to wrap the tape around John’s ankles, and
then moved to immobilize his upper arms. Katie carefully lowered
the car window as the tape wound lower and lower around her
stepbrother’s arms.

“Grab any tape or rope you
see lying around,” said Ingrid, “then we can start phase
two.”

“That’s a great idea,”
said Katie. “We can bring him up to my room.”

With his arms taped to his body from the
shoulders all the way down to his waist and his hands pinned
together, John was trapped. Between the two of them, the girls had
very little trouble controlling him.

For good measure, Ingrid found an old dog
collar and leash from John’s childhood St. Bernard. She strapped
the collar around his neck, and used the leash to lead him into the
house. He had to hop awkwardly as his ankles were bound together
with duct tape.

The girls dragged him up to Katie’s bedroom
and placed him on her bed. Then, Katie and Ingrid busily cleared
out space in her closet.

“I’m not going in there,”
said John, quickly guessing what their next move would be. “You had
your fun, now let me go.”

“John, you don’t really
have a lot of say in what we do to you,” said Katie. “If I were
you, I would just sit there quietly and try really hard not to piss
us off any further.”

Katie took the chair from her desk and put
it inside the closet. Unlike some desk chairs this one had no
wheels.

“Okay John,” ordered
Ingrid. “You know what’s next. Get on the chair.”

Of course John refused, but soon he was
unceremoniously dumped onto the chair in Katie’s closet. The girls
wasted no time securing him to the chair with the rope they’d found
in the garage.

“You are so dead,”
threatened John, his face red with frustration and
anger.

“Let me gag this bitch,”
said Katie, rolling her eyes.

She raced over to her hamper more out of
excitement than any fear of what John would do and pulled out a
couple of pairs of dirty panties. John shook his head and tried to
clench his jaws, but Ingrid pinched John’s nose shut and waited
patiently for him to run out of air.

When John finally had to open his mouth, he
found himself gagged with Katie’s worn panties. She saw the look of
revulsion on her stepbrother’s face even as she wrapped more duct
tape around his head to hold the panties in place.

“Well you have fun while
we’re at the mall,” said Ingrid. “We shouldn’t be gone for more
than 4 or 5 hours.”

John struggled against the tape and rope
holding him in place, but it was a totally futile gesture. As an
afterthought Katie reached into his pants pocket and pulled out his
wallet. John screamed into his gag.

“Great idea! You never
know, that might come in useful,” said Ingrid as she shut the
closet door leaving John in darkness. The two girls left the room
giggling arm in arm.

The girls had been shopping for three hours
when they stopped for pretzels and sodas.

“I love the thought of my
idiot stepbrother stuck tied to that chair in my closet,” said
Katie.

“It serves him right,” said Ingrid.

“I just wish we weren’t
going to have to let him go,” sighed Katie.

“We do and we don’t,” said
Ingrid. “I’ve been thinking.”

“What do you mean?” asked
Katie, her eyebrows arched.

“Well, you saw how he
reacted to that spanking in the garage,” said Ingrid. “I’m sure he
would like to avoid a repeat.”

“I’m sure he would,”
giggled Katie, “but how do we do that again?”

“He’s not that big or that tough. He might be able to bully you one-on-one, but he wouldn’t stand a chance against both of us,” said Ingrid. “If you’re going to get him in line, now is the time while your folks are away. If we do this right, we’ll have him well trained by the time they get back.”

“I don’t know if I have it in me to be that mean or that rough,” said Katie.

“If you don’t do something about him, he’s only going to get worse,” said Ingrid, “he’s already hit you! If you let this escalate, you’ll be sorry for sure.”

“Yeah I know you’re right,” sighed Katie, “but what do you suggest?”

“Put him on a spanking regimen,” said Ingrid. “Another thing, those heavy jeans and boxers of his provide too much protection.”

“Well, we have his wallet. There was like $200 in there plus I saw at least one credit card,” said Katie.

“Perfect!” exclaimed Ingrid. “I’m thinking we should buy him some panties and short shorts, maybe even a skirt or two. That will humiliate him and make him easier to control—plus the spankings will hurt even more than his pride.”

“John’s not going to like this,” said Katie in a singsong voice.

“You mean the little bitch tied up in your closet? Who cares what he likes or doesn’t like. We’ll take care of him but good,” assured Ingrid.

Back in the closet, John had long since given up thrashing around. After three hours all he had succeeded in doing was tiring himself out. The girls had restrained him very effectively, and by that point he realize that he could only sit immobile, helpless, bored, and frustrated in the darkness of his new stepsister’s closet.

John could hear the laughter and heavy footsteps as the girls raced up the stairs to Katie’s room, and he could not have been more thrilled that his release seemed close at hand. Still, he forced what he hoped was a menacing glare onto his face; wasn’t about to let his stepsister and her crazy friend think he was happy to see them.

When the girls made it up the stairs and into Katie’s room, they threw open the closet door. They laughed out loud as John blinked his tear-soaked eyes pathetically in the harsh glare of light. The girls were delighted to see John exactly where they had left him, and they rejoiced at their captive’s miserable plight.

“Oh brother dear,” called out Katie. “We are home!”

“We bought you stuff,” yelled Ingrid, giggling along with her best friend in anticipation of their big reveal.

Much to John’s distress, Katie began to take his picture with her phone.

“Oh don’t pout,“ said Katie. “We have so much planned for us to do.“

As Katie removed the tape from her brother’s face he began to push the panties out of his mouth with his tongue. As soon as he could, he screamed at them.

“If you want that gag back in, keep it up,” challenged Katie.

“This isn’t funny. Let me go now!” demanded John.

With John screaming and fighting, the girls untied him from the chair and threw him roughly onto Katie’s bed. He flopped around like a fish with his hands and arms still firmly taped. Ingrid climbed on top of him and easily pinned him down.

“You’re still fighting us brother,” said Katie. “That’s a huge mistake! Now it’s my turn to beat the crap out of you.”

Walking over to her vanity, Katie retrieved her favorite hairbrush. It was an old-fashioned hickory brush that had been gifted to her by a favorite aunt.

“No! You wouldn’t dare! You can’t!” cried out John.

“Oh, she can and she will,” taunted Ingrid as she bounced up and down on the helpless boy.

Katie unceremoniously pulled John’s pants and boxer shorts down to his knees. Truth be told, he hadn’t been part of her family for very long so there were no real feelings of taboo for Katie.

She raised the hairbrush and brought it down with all her might onto John’s soft buttocks. He yelped in pain, and Ingrid could feel his legs thrashing under her weight. Even bound as he was, John squirmed and struggled as the pain drove him to desperation. Try as he might, he couldn’t escape.

“Don’t hit him with everything you’ve got right away. Start slow and warm up his ass. That way he’ll be able to take more punishment. If you absolutely pulverize his butt cheeks right off the bat, they’ll get numb,” Suggested Ingrid.

“How do you know all that?” asked Katie.

“While you were trying on dresses, I was reading up on spanking on the Internet,” said Ingrid.

Sure enough, Katie was able to give John forty spankings without his behind going numb. Soon, he was left a blubbering mess just begging and pleading with Katie to stop hitting him. All the fight had been beaten out of him. From her position on top of the helpless victim, Ingrid easily took some closeup photos and even some videos of his humiliation on her phone.

“If you want Katie to stop, do you promise to do whatever we say and not give us any more problems?” asked Ingrid

“Yes, of course,” pleaded John. “I’ll behave.”

John might not have agreed so quickly if he had known what was coming next. Katie went into her bathroom and returned with a can of feminine shaving cream and a pair of pink colored disposable razors.

“Wh-what’s all that for?” sobbed John.

“It’s nothing for you to worry your fuzzy little head about,” said Ingrid, even as she watched Katie pull his jeans and boxers completely off, enabling her to spread the cool shaving cream all over John’s legs.

Soon Katie and Ingrid were using the pink razors to remove the shaving cream from John’s legs. Along with the cream came all of his leg hair.

“Please don’t,” groaned John as his male ego endured this latest degradation.

“Just relax,” said Ingrid as she scooped a dollop of shaving cream off the razor and flicked it at John’s nose, “you don’t want us to cut you, do you, Princess?”

The girls were very thorough shaving John’s legs. It took them almost a half hour to completely remove all of the hair.

Once they were finished shaving their captive, Ingrid spoke up, “Katie, do you have any lotion? I don’t want his legs getting all dried out.”

“Sure that’s a good idea,” said Katie.

“Lotion?” asked a puzzled John.

“We want your skin all silky and sexy now, don’t we?” asked Ingrid.

“No! I don’t want sexy legs,” replied John.

“Too bad! I didn’t ask you,” said Katie. “Now here we go. Let’s make those legs nice and soft.”

Once the lotion was applied, the girls took their fingers and ran them up and down the frightened boy’s legs. There was not a hair to be found, and the girls couldn’t help cooing, “Mmmm! Sexy!” and “So pretty!” they taunted as John felt emasculated.

“Can you please let me go now?” pleaded John.

“Not on your life,” teased Katie. “We bought you all these pretty things and it’d be a shame for you to not model them for us.”

“What?” asked a very worried John.

“Well okay, you actually paid for them, but we picked them out,” answered Katie.

Ingrid grabbed a hot magenta g-string from a shopping bag and slid them up John’s naked and newly-shaven legs. “You owe Katie; I was going to only get you all thongs.”

“I can’t wear these,” whined John.

“I don’t see what choice you have, said Katie. “They are perfectly good panties. Very sexy in fact.”

“I don’t want to wear panties,” whined John, but his protestations were too little too late as his stepsister snapped the elastic of his new panties and smirked at his reddening face.

“Awww you don’t like wearing girls clothes, sissy? Then you’re really going to hate these,” said Ingrid as she reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of low rise magenta short shorts.

With Katie’s help, she pulled the flirty, feminine shorts up John’s legs and buttoned them tight—so tight that John’s crotch was flattened into a most feminine look. Then, they slipped a plain white training bra onto him and pulled him a pink crop top over his head. With his short hair, he looked like a sassy girl in the cute little outfit.

“Wow! Does his ass look great in those tight booty shorts,” said Ingrid. “I want to give him a spanking already.”

“One last touch and you’ll be free to swing away,” said Katie knowing that this was the final indignity that would really drive her stepbrother to the breaking point and beyond. She pulled a tan shoebox from a shopping bag and pulled out a pair of bone colored open-toed sandals with three-inch heels. The girls delighted in slipping the heels in place on John’s feet, and buckling the straps at his ankles.

“Why are you making me wear all this stuff?” asked John.

“Simple, you little sissy. Your dad seems like a nice enough guy, but somehow you’ve gotten an inflated sense of your place in the world,” said Katie. “Living with an insufferable brat like you for even a short period of time would really suck.”

“I’m not that bad,” replied John defensively.

“Yeah you definitely are,” said Katie, “but don’t worry. I’m going to take you down a peg or two. Maybe five? When I’m done with you, I just know that you’re going to be considerably humbled.”

“I won’t let you do it,” protested John defiantly. “You can’t make me dress like a girl.”

“See that’s where you’re wrong,” said Katie.

With John tightly bound, it was relatively easy for the determined girl to hold down her helpless stepbrother. Ingrid grabbed the hairbrush and let John have it. His behind was still sore from the spanking that Katie had just given him and though only ten sharp smacks struck him on his ass cheeks, he was instantly in tears.

Whack!
Clap!
Smack!

“Stop it, please!” begged John.

“Do you still think we can’t control you?” asked Katie getting in his face.

“No, you can,” sobbed John.

“And do you promise to be good?” asked Katie.

“Yes, just stop spanking me,” pleaded John.

“Do you promise to be a good girl?” added Ingrid. Katie put her hand over her mouth, but couldn’t completely stifle her giggles at that, and at the look on John’s face as he struggled between fear of greater humiliation and fear of more punishment. In the end, fear of pain won out.

“Yes, I’ll be a good…a good girl,” said John as if the very words were as painful as the spanking.

“This g-string and the light shorts are much better for the spanking than those yucky boy’s clothes,” said Ingrid. “Not much in the way at all.”

“Excellent,” said Katie, gasping between gales of laughter at how completely she and he bestie had broken her stepbrother—and it hadn’t even taken a whole day.

“I’m sure we’re going to get plenty of use out of them,” said Ingrid, “or rather Jeannette here will.”

John started to protest against the humiliating new name Ingrid had chosen for him, but his butt still burned in agony, and so he thought better of it. Instead, he bit his lip to keep silent, an unmistakably submissive, demure, and girlish gesture that both girls noticed. They exchanged knowing looks and excited smiles.

“Jeannette? I love it! A pretty name for a pretty girl. Okay, ‘good girl.’ Why don’t you go on down to your room and if you don’t cause any problems, we’ll free you before dinner,” said Katie.

“I thought—,” began John.

“Well, you thought wrong. Get to your room now, Jeannette,” ordered Ingrid firmly.

John had an awful time of it. With his hands still taped in front of him and his arms tightly held to his sides, getting up was nearly impossible—especially in his awkward and unfamiliar heels. Finally, Katie and Ingrid had to help him to his feet, but then there was the matter of walking.

Maneuvering in the heels on the hard wood floor was difficult enough, but when he got to the stairs, he stopped cold. He knew that he wasn’t even close to graceful enough to navigate the stairs without being able to hold the railing.

John stared longingly at the stairs and could hear both Katie and Ingrid laughing behind him snapping still more pictures. Finally, seeing no other way, he scooted down the stairs on his butt like a small child.

Unfortunately, having already suffered the indignity of three spankings so far today, every single stair stung as John landed painfully on his tender buttocks. Moving extra gingerly only helped him avoid the worst of the pain, but it still hurt immensely.

He eventually got to the lowest step only to find that he couldn’t pull himself back up to a standing position so he crawled on his knees into his bedroom and over to his bed where he managed to haul himself up with his chest and plop himself down on top of the comforter.

“That went even better than I thought it would,” said Katie.

“The strappy sandals were a nice touch,” admitted Ingrid.

“If we get our way, he’s going to be better walking in heels than we are by the time my mom gets back,” replied Katie.

“If the shoes embarrass him that much, maybe we should add to his look,” suggested Ingrid.

“What do you have in mind?” asked Katie.

“Well makeup for one thing,” replied Ingrid. “Let’s just see where things go.”

“My stepbrother the little princess,” agreed Katie. “I like it.”

John soon gave up trying to free himself. The girls had used too much tape and had been too efficient in restraining him. He looked at his legs in the mirror and couldn’t believe they were his. Without any leg hair, they looked like any girl’s legs in short shorts and heels. He shuddered as he realized that if he saw a girl with legs as sexy his looked, he’d be attracted to her.

By this time, John was beginning to get ravenously hungry. He’d been tied up all afternoon and he hadn’t even had lunch yet. When the girls arrived from their latest errand, they were carrying a large bag from Popeye’s chicken. As his stomach grumbled from the aroma of spicy fried chicken and fresh biscuits, he suspected that Katie must have known they were his favorite.

“Dinner’s here,” said Ingrid.

“Please untape me. I’m starving,” pleaded John.

He was relieved when the girls put down the chicken and began untaping his hands.

“You know we’ve got some great pictures and videos of you dressed as a girl, right?” asked Katie.

“I know,” sighed John.

“Excellent,” said Ingrid as she finished freeing their captive. “Then you won’t mind one little task before you eat your dinner.”

“What do you want me to do?” asked John gritting his teeth and stilling his tongue.

“Those heels are adorable on you, but we think they’d look better if your toes were painted,” said Katie handing her brother a bottle of Sangria nail polish. “We thought this color would look the best. Not only is it very bright red, but its also full of silver glitter.”

“You want to paint my nails?” asked John.

“Of course not,” said Katie. “We want you to do it.”

“Hey, you get to take off your heels for a moment. I bet you’re thrilled about that,” said Katie. “Now take them off. We’ll help you this time.”

For the next half hour, John carefully applied and removed the polish from his toes under the watchful eyes of his stepsister and her friend. They weren’t perfect by any sense of the imagination, but they were good enough.

John stared down at his toes in disbelief even as he finally ate the chicken that he had been promised. He couldn’t believe how feminine and alluring his smooth legs and feet looked with the sparkly nail polish.

“We need to talk,” said John, resolved to put an end to his feminization.

“Oh do we?” scoffed Katie.

“I can’t walk around with shaved legs, painted toes, and heels,” said John.

“Don’t forget the cute little panties and sexy short shorts,” said Katie.

“Right, I don’t want to wear that either,” agreed John.

“I don’t think anybody here asked you what you wanted,” said Ingrid.

“I’ll tell you what I want,” said Katie. “I’ve given you a chance to be a decent person ever since your dad and my mom started getting serious, but you’ve failed.”

“I’m sorry,” said John.

“I’m sure you are very sorry now that the shoe is on the other foot,” said Katie.

“And what a pretty shoe it is,” interjected Ingrid. “Actually, your toes are dry, put those heels back on.”

“Anyway, I’m going to spend the next month training you and teaching you who wears the pants around here and who wears the panties,” said Katie. “The more you fight me, the worse it will be for you, but I won’t sugar coat it. Even if you do everything I tell you to do, it’s still going to be very tough for you.”

John glared at Katie. He wanted to say something to reassert his manhood and let her know that he was in charge. He wanted to intimidate her and show that she wouldn’t be able to push him around, but for now she had him over a barrel. He simply replied with a pitiful, “Yes Katie.”

“And that’s another thing,” said Katie. “It’s Miss Katie to you, and she’s Miss Ingrid. Don’t forget that if you don’t want to be punished.”

“Yes, Miss Katie,” repeated John robotically.

Katie and Ingrid were thoroughly enjoying their newfound power when the doorbell rang. John froze in his tracks. “Well, don’t just sit there sissy,” said Katie. “Go see who it is.”

“Dressed like this?” asked John nervously.

“Stop wasting time,” ordered Ingrid. “Go!”

“Yes, Miss Ingrid,” replied John. The doorbell rang again and walking like a newborn deer, he stumbled and staggered his way to he front door. He opened the front door leaving only a screen between himself and whoever had rang.

“Hey John,” said a very attractive blonde girl with a golden tan. She was wearing a black and pink bikini top and had a matching wrap on. “We missed you at the beach today.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry, Hailey” said John. “My parents are away though.”

“The honeymoon,” replied Hailey. “Of course, we know about it. We were going to be spending all day at the beach and all night partying at your house, remember?”

“Oh yeah, of course,” said John.

“Hey! Are you wearing heels?” asked Hailey looking at him closely for the first time.

“No, of course not. I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” replied John immediately closing the front door in her face. He knew it was rude, and he had a massive crush on this beach babe, but in his humiliation and shame he felt he had no other choice.

“Did you want to have some friends over for a party?” asked Ingrid. Clearly she and Katie were listening in on the conversation. “This could be a lot of fun.”

“Yeah,” said Katie. “We should invite some of our friends over too.”

“No, there’s no party. You can’t let anybody know about what you’re doing to me,” demanded John.

“Don’t you dare tell us what we can do, sissy,” growled Katie basking her newfound authority over her bratty stepbrother.

“I won’t be humiliated in front of my friends,” said John. “I don’t care what you crazy bitches do to me, but leave my friends out of it.”

Ingrid was on top of John almost immediately. She grabbed his right arm roughly and twisted it up behind his back pushing her over her left knee and putting her right leg over his legs to lock him in place. “Go get a wooden spoon, Katie.”

“With pleasure,” replied Katie racing to the kitchen and grabbing the requested kitchen implement.

“Don’t spank me! Don’t you dare spank me,” demanded John.

“Aww! But you’re just so spankable in those booty shorts,” laughed Ingrid taking the wooden spoon from Katie. “Besides, you keep bringing it on yourself by being such a bad little girl.”

John’s tender ass was soon battered again. Once again the thin panties and light cotton short shorts offered no resistance as the wooden spoon struck again and again. Before too long his ass was bright red and enflamed again. Tears rolled down his face and he began weeping. After twenty hard swats, he was unceremoniously pushed to the floor.

“Wipe your tears, sissy,” ordered Katie. “I want to teach you how to do your makeup.”

“Makeup? You want me to wear makeup now?” asked John.

“I know it seems like a big step, but trust me, before long you’ll feel absolutely naked without it,” teased Ingrid.

Katie had laid out all the tools of torture on top of her desktop vanity. There was lipstick, eyeshadow, concealer, blush, mascara, liquid and pencil eyeliner, and both liquid and powder foundation. There were also items that John couldn’t even fathom what their purpose was, but he was sure he wouldn’t like it.

“You know what they say,” said Katie. “Do a man’s makeup and he’ll be pretty for a day. Teach a man to do his own makeup and he’ll be pretty for a lifetime.”

“I don’t want to be pretty,” complained John.

“You’ve got it, you might as well flaunt it girlfriend,” teased Katie.

“It’ll save some wear and tear on your ass,” added Ingrid.

The foundation felt cool to the touch as Katie rubbed it into his face. The smell was stronger than he had imagined and after a few moments it was beginning to feel heavy on his face.

“This is so uncomfortable,” complained John.

“Get used to it,” said Katie. “I’ve been wearing it since I was twelve.”

Next, Katie brushed loose powder over his face, and then did what seemed like the same again, but with a different shade while mentioning something about ‘the magic touch’ to Ingrid. John wondered if she spent this long over her own make-up.

Katie showed John how to purse his lips, so that she could put his lipstick on, and then showed him how to dab his lips together. When she praised him for doing it correctly, John felt humiliated, but strangely relieved because he knew he needed to keep her happy with him.

It wasn’t what he’d had planned for his afternoon, and that was bad enough. His far greater fear was that she talked about it like this wasn’t a one time thing. John couldn’t bear to think that he’d have to wear girls clothes or makeup again, but he couldn’t even imagine any way to stop his stepsister and her friend. They’d accumulated blackmail material. Worse, they overpowered him with ease and punished him every time he’d tried to resist them.

Katie used a lip pencil to define his lips further, and then worked on his eyes. She drew around his lids with a kohl pencil, and then emphasized his eyes again with liquid liner. She told him very sternly that he mustn’t blink, which made his eyes water quite a lot.

She put mascara on him, telling him once again that he had to hold his eyes wide open. John obeyed diligently and did everything he was asked to do, but he knew that he sure couldn’t do his own makeup. Learning such a feminine skill would crush his sense of masculinity, possibly beyond repair.

“Can I blink yet?” he said, when it felt like forever.

Katie laughed. “Of course you can,” she said. But she hadn’t been clear at all.

“Nice,” said Ingrid. “He won’t even blink without your permission now. Jeannette is well on her way to being fully trained.”

Next, Katie told him to close his eyes. “Under no circumstances should you open them,” warned the increasingly dominant young beauty.

“Yes, Miss Katie,” he promised.

Katie spent a long time perfecting his make-up, then stood back and looked at him. Her hands were on her hips, but he could tell by her expression that she was satisfied.

“That will do,” she said.

“I’ll say,” said Ingrid. “She’s fucking hot!”

Katie held up the mirror proudly. John couldn’t help but gasp at what he saw. The skin around his eyes was dark and well-defined, his cheeks glowed with what looked like a pinkish tan, while his lips were bright and perfectly matched his toenails.

She’d even drawn on his eyebrows, to give them more definition and had somehow made it look as though he had more defined cheekbones. John sat there dumbfounded staring at his own utterly feminized reflection.

“Wow,” Ingrid said, genuinely appreciating her best friend’s handiwork. “You should be a pro.”

“I want to be,” Katie said, casually, “I really want to go to beauty school, but my mom is insisting on college. I just wish his hair was longer.”

“I have that wig from Halloween,” said Ingrid. “I’ll bring it over tomorrow. It will be perfect with his coloring.”

“That would be great,” said Katie.

For the rest of the evening, John watched television with Katie and Ingrid. They didn’t watch any shows that he liked, but it wasn’t like they gave him a choice. He was kind of surprised that they’d want him hanging around with them considering how difficult it was for John and Katie to be anywhere together very long without bickering.

Around ten, Ingrid announced that she needed to get going.

“No problem, I should probably put John to bed now anyway,” said Katie.

“What?!” asked John.

“Do you have a problem with that?” asked Katie.

“No Miss Katie,” replied the frightened boy.

After Katie and Ingrid hugged and said goodbye, Katie led John to his bedroom. “You may get undressed down to your panties. I’m going to go get a few things,” she said.

John could hear Katie rushing up the stairs and thought about locking her out of his room, but soon thought better of it. Instead, he did what she told him and waited patiently for his stepsister to return.

“Good girl,” said Katie as she saw John had done exactly what she had ordered him to do. “Let’s get that makeup off of you.”

Katie had brought some makeup remover with her and she showed John how to take all those cosmetics off. John paid close attention deciding that this would be a very valuable skill to know.

“What about the polish?” asked John hopefully.

“That’ll last for days,” said Katie. “Sorry, you’re out of luck.”

Next Katie presented her stepbrother with a hot pink nightie. He couldn’t help groaning as she helped him slip it on over his head. He felt so ridiculous, but he knew he didn’t have much choice.

“Do I really have to go to bed now? I usually stay up until two or three,” said John.

“I know it’s still early, but it’s been a tough night for you and you have a big day ahead of you,” she justified.

“I don’t have any plans until evening,” he said.

“You have a lot to do even if you don’t know it,” she told him, leading him to his bed. She reached into the bag that she had brought down from upstairs and pulled out a coil of soft white clothesline.

“Oh no,” he moaned visibly upset.

“Relax John, it’s only for tonight. You’re not exactly in the right frame of mind and we don’t want you trying to run off in the night. Once you learn to obey me and Ingrid, we won’t have to do this. Now, put your wrists together in front of you,” she commanded.

“You’re both insane,” he said, but he complied and just as she had practiced with Ingrid, she wound the rope around his wrists tightly, but not too tight before cinching it off and then attaching it to the wooden slat at the top of his bed. She tickled him under his arms just to see if he could slip free, but he stayed helplessly secured.

“I better stop before you wet the bed,” she moved down and tied his ankles to the bottom corners of the bed and put a sleep blindfold on him. It would leave him confused and unsure if he was being watched which would give him second thoughts about trying to escape.

“Goodnight princess,” said Katie as she turned out the light and closed the door. She went to watch a bit more television before bed.

Despite going to bed hours earlier than usual, the emotional distress of the day had drained John completely. He slept until after nine in the morning and when he woke up he really needed to take a piss. He tried to hold it, but by nine-fifteen he was miserable.

“Katie! Miss Katie! I really need to go to the bathroom,” he cried out.

John was surprised when Ingrid arrived at his bedroom door rather than his sister. “Good morning Sunshine,” said Ingrid. “I trust you slept well.”

“I really need to go to the bathroom,” said John.

“Okay, let me untie you and we’ll take care of that.” Ingrid untied John from the bed as he shook impatiently trying to hold his bladder in check. With the final knot undone, John was surprised to see Ingrid lead him into the bathroom.

“I’m serious, I’ve got to go,” pleaded John as he followed Ingrid into the bathroom.

“I know,” said Ingrid. “We have a lot to do today though. By the way, that is a very pretty nightie.”

“Can I take a piss?” asked John.

“Don’t let me stop you,” said Ingrid. “You can go now. Just remember, from now on you do it sitting down.”

“Like a girl?” sighed John.

“Exactly like a girl from now on,” replied Ingrid.

John wanted to protest, but he was worried he’d wet his panties if he waited too long. He hiked down his panties and pulled up his nightie and began peeing into the toilet.

“That’s better,” said John.

“Let’s see your legs,” replied Ingrid as she ran he hand up and down John’s smooth calves. “Good, you don’t have to shave your legs today.”

“Great,” said John with mock enthusiasm.

“Don’t be so excited. You still need to shave your chest, arms, and underarms,” explained Ingrid as she moved over to the bathtub and began filling it with sweet smelling floral scented bubble bath.

“I can’t do that,” said John.

“You really want to start today with a spanking before you even get dressed?” asked Ingrid.

“No Miss Ingrid, I’ll do it,” promised John.

“See that you do,” said Ingrid. “I’ll have today’s outfit laid out for you. Call for Katie to do your makeup when you’re dressed.”

John sat in the warm bubble bath and felt relaxed. He sat back in the tub and enjoyed the feeling for a few minutes before the water started cooling off and he decided that he had better do as he was told and shave the rest of his body hair.

When he was hairless, other than the top of his head, and smelling like a discount florist, he emerged from the tub and walked into his bedroom. He was shocked that today’s outfit consisted of a pink and white string bikini and a pair of pink high-heeled sandals. He wanted to scream, but dutifully he put everything on as he had been instructed.

“Miss Katie, I’m ready for my makeup,” called out John.

“I’m really going to like this Miss Katie thing,” said Katie as she arrived in the room. “That bikini is so you. I used to wear that before my breasts developed. It’s padded to give you a B-Cup.”

“Gee, thanks sis,” replied John.

“Is that sarcasm?” asked Katie sharply.

“No Miss Katie, I just wanted to thank you.”

“That’s better, but you might want to hold off thanking me until I’m done with this,” said Katie as she grabbed a tweezers and began to pluck his eyebrows. “I’m afraid to tell you that this will definitely change your appearance.”

“How much?” asked John

“It’ll be so worth it,” replied Katie. “You’re going to look like a princess.”

A few minutes later Katie showed John his reflection. He could scarcely believe how much she had transformed his face. He didn’t think anybody would be able to figure out what had changed, but he had no doubt that people would be able to tell that he looked more feminine.

Katie redid his makeup slightly differently than she had done it the day before. She explained that she was giving him a daytime look with bright colors and pinks. Finally, she put the long straight blonde wig from Ingrid’s Halloween costume on his head.

“That shade really works with your undertones. You almost look hot,” said Katie. “Go show Ingrid.”

“This is so humiliating,” complained John. “Can’t we stop this game?”

“Go show Ingrid now or this game is going to get very serious,” said Katie.

“Yes, Miss Katie,” said John. He walked out the door as best he could in the heels. He entered the living room and saw Ingrid. She smiled at him, but what really knocked him back was the girl standing next to her. It was Hailey and she was practically rolling on the floor laughing.

“You’re little friend came over, princess,” said Ingrid.

“Oh this is too good,” said Hailey. “I guess I’m not the only blonde beach bunny today.”

“No!” screamed John. He turned and went to rush back to his room, but was cut off by Katie who had no trouble turning him around and taking him over to the couch where Ingrid was waiting for him. Together the girls maneuvered him over Ingrid’s lap and began to spank his soft pale butt cheeks.

“We are going to have so much fun today,” said Hailey. “The girls asked me to take you dress shopping…after the beach of course.”

“No, I can’t go out like this,” protested John.

Slap!
Thud!
Thump!

As Ingrid’s bare hand connected with John’s bare bottom, the tears soon began again and he was pleading to Ingrid, “Stop! Stop!”

“You know what you have to agree to, to make me stop,” said Ingrid.

“Okay! Fine, I’ll go with Hailey,” promised John.

“This will be so much fun,” said Hailey as Ingrid pushed John from her lap. The sexy blonde helped him up to his feet and after accepting a purse from Katie, John followed her out of the front door.

“Stop crying John, I won’t be there to retouch your makeup,” said Katie.

“You’re going to have the most adorable tan lines in that bikini,” called out Ingrid.

“We’ll be back tonight to show you his—I mean her—new outfits,” said Hailey. “Thanks for letting me in on Jeannette’s little secret.”

“The pleasure is all ours,” said Katie. She grinned as the two of them left. She knew that their relationship would be changed forever.

THE END
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KYLIE’S BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie’s Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I’d especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

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

It's a story of forced feminization and

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

www.kyliegable.com.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page
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Please consider joining my Patreon Page.
For as little as $1 per month, you get access
to artwork, audios, and stories as well as
behind the scenes news and stories. If you
enjoy my books, this is a great way to sup-
port me and the other Candy Apple Press
authors while getting plenty of fun content for
your support.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.






