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Summer Reunion

 

It was stupid and immature and verged on bullying, but at the time Monica Bailey didn't really care.  They were three teenage girls sentenced to spend an interminable summer spent at Buffalo Lake and there was Billy. 

Billy Pfeiffer was the same age they were, but he was a boy.  His parents were loaded and he came to the lake with privilege and arrogance, or so the girls reasoned.  He was also very scrawny with a mop of blonde hair and deep blue eyes.  He would prove to be the girls' biggest distraction from their boredom throughout their teenage years. 

The girls loved humiliating Billy.  Every year they competed with themselves to see how fast they could trick or overpower Billy into getting bikini tan lines.  There was a secluded area on the beach, where they used to love to tie a bikini clad Billy to a lounge chair and put suntan lotion on him while taunting him about how cute he'd be when the tan lines grew in. 

Billy remembered those days too.  He remembered squirming as he tried to find some way to slip out of the bikini or the clothesline that the girls used to attach him to the chair.  He remembered every spring promising himself that they wouldn't be able to give him tan lines that summer only to be trapped, tricked, or physically overpowered into it.  Once the tan lines were on, he didn't dare go out to the beach.  He didn't want to hang out with any of the other guys and risk them seeing him like that.  Even letting his older brother or sister see him was risky. 

He learned that one time, when he didn't remove his mascara as well as he thought he had. Alone and isolated, he became easy pickings for Monica, Gina, and Julie. 

That was a long time ago.  Somehow, scrawny little nerd had Billy Pfeiffer had grown up to be the person  The New Yorker called "America's most promising young novelist."   William Pfeiffer lived a life that Billy could only dream of.  He had published only two novels, but there was already talk of making his last one into a movie and Emma Stone was supposedly very interested.  Billy's publisher told him that he was so hot now, that he was throwing away money if he couldn't get another novel completed as quickly as possible. 

The first novel had taken him 3 years and the second one took him a year.  Now, he was trying to turn out a new book in less than 3 months.  Writer's block had set in and in particularly vain moments, he feared that he would become the new J.D. Salinger.  Everybody would wonder why he quit after two novels, but he knew he wasn't that good, not yet anyway. 

The greatest thing that writing had brought into William's life was an amazing fiancée.  Katherine Day had worked at William's publisher when they met a few years ago.   She had since been promoted at the agency and quickly was becoming an important player in the publishing world.  She was a tall strawberry-blond with very long legs and the type of smile that could light up a room.  Above all, she was used to writers and she was very supportive, even when William locked himself in his office and ignored her because he had made elusive progress on some scene or another. 

"How much did you get done today?" asked Katherine as she returned from a long day at the office. 

"I watched Bonanza, Gunsmoke, and 4 episodes of the Beverly Hillbillies before taking a nap," replied a discouraged William. 

The days were so tortuous.  Alone with his thoughts, there was nothing worse than not having any useful ideas.  He was beginning to dread Katherine's questions about his progress.  He hated admitting the absolute futility of his day. 

"Sounds promising," smiled Katherine. 

"It's just...I don't have anything to say," replied William. 

"You don't have to keep me entertained you know, babe.  If you want to write when I'm home, have at it," she said leading over the couch and hugging him.  She gently kissed him on the cheek. 

"I know," he replied, "I just wish the book would come as easily as the last two did." 

"Hey, didn't your family used to have a cottage up on one of those lakes in Indiana?" she suddenly asked. 

"Yeah, we had a cottage at Buffalo Lake.  Why do you ask?" he replied. 

"What about renting out a cottage for the summer?  You could work in peace and quiet and I bet just watching the waves would relax you and help you get some work done," she said. 

"Huh?  I don't want to be way from you all summer," he answered. 

"You wouldn't be, silly," she laughed, "It's like a 90 minute drive.  I'll be up every weekend or you can come back to the city." 

"I don't know.  I have to admit, it'd be a great environment for writing," he replied, letting the idea sink in. 

"Then it's settled.  Let's get you a beach house," smiled Katherine. 

Arrangements were hastily made and bags were packed.  A week later, the young couple went out for a romantic dinner and then made love all night before Kathleen went to work and William drove his 2013 Ford Fusion

to the lake.  On the road, he tried to work on his novel, but had no such luck.  He found a radio station he liked and turned it up.  As he pulled up to the cottage he rented, his radio was blaring TLC's  Don't Go Chasing Waterfalls  and he was doing his best to sing right   along.  He noticed a woman with dark auburn hair watching him from her front window, but didn't pay much attention.  After all, it was 10:30, it's not like anybody should be sleeping. 

The music attracted Monica's attention, but it was the nerdy little white guy comically singing along that drew her focus.  There was something oddly familiar about the guy who unpacked his car.  He was very slender, almost too slender for a guy with longish blonde hair tied back in a pony tail.  He wore a Notre Dame t-shirt and a pair of grey shorts.  Then it dawned on her.  This was her Billy.  This man, was the boy that her friends and her had put through feminine Hell for so many summers growing up.  What an interesting development this was. 

The girls had graduated college 3 years ago and Monica immediately got a job as a science teacher, but Julie went to medical school and Gina went to graduate school for sociology.  In the middle of a freezing Midwest winter, the girls had made plans to share a beach house together up at the lake where they first met.  Now, Monica saw that their neighbor was that same boy they had so much fun with as teens.  This was too good an opportunity to pass up. 

She grabbed her phone and dialed up Gina. 

"Hey Gina.  It's Monica.  When are you getting down here?" asked Monica suddenly excited. 

"Julie is picking me up tomorrow and we should be down by noon.  Getting lonely already?" asked Gina. 

"Not at all, I just saw our neighbor," laughed Monica. 

"Oh, is he cute?  No calling dibs until I see him," joked Gina. 

"You know him," said Monica. 

"I do? Who is it?" asked Gina. 

"Remember Billy Pfeiffer?" asked Monica. 

"You mean Lilly Pfeiffer?" asked Gina as both girls laughed. 

"The one and the same," said Monica. 

"Man, I shouldn't have thrown out that one little black dress I had," teased Gina. 

"Oh wow!  Remember how cute she looked in it?" reminded Monica. 

"Not just that dress.  Remember that one sexy wine colored dress that Julie had?" asked Gina. 

"We used to make her go to dances in that one and the matching heels," laughed Gina. 

"Her dance card was always full, we made sure of that," said Gina with a sense of pride. 

"He still has long hair," said Monica wistfully. 

"Really?  It's a shame that we can't still dress him up like that," said Gina. 

"Why not?" asked Monica. 

"Cause we're 25 now," responded Gina, "What would your school board think?" 

"Hey, it's summer vacation.  I'm thinking a maid would be a great thing for us this summer," replied Monica. 

"Yeah it would.  Are you serious?" questioned Gina. 

"Make sure Julie and you bring some of the essentials down here.  I'm sure we can get Lilly to pay us back," 

replied a giddy Monica. 

"This is going to be awesome," laughed Gina. 

William had packed rather lightly for his trip to the lake.  He didn't want to have a lot of distractions from his writing, so he didn't even bring a swimsuit.  William had learned that for him the toughest part of being a writer was making himself sit down and write.  He could do it as long as he tackled writing with single minded determination. 

He sat down at the kitchen table and turned on his laptop.  It felt like he had finally broken through, as if the writer's block that troubled him was now squarely in his past.  His fingers crashed down upon his keyboard in brave creation bringing characters to life like old friends.  He couldn't believe his luck.  At this rate, he'd be done with his draft in a week or two tops.  What a great idea Katherine had. 

A knocking on the door broke William's trance.  He looked at the time display in the bottom corner of his laptop and learned it was already 4 in the afternoon.  He reluctantly got up from the table and saw that there was an attractive woman about his age standing at the door and carrying a wine bottle.   He opened up the door curiously. 

"Hello.  Can I help you?" he answered the door tentatively. 

"Hi, I'm your neighbor," responded the attractive woman in a pink t-shirt and blue short shorts, "I saw you moving in and thought I'd bring you a bottle of wine as a housewarming gift." 

"That's really nice of you.  I'm William Pfeiffer," he said extending his hand. 

"Oh my God!  Billy?  Billy Pfeiffer?!  It's Monica Bailey. Wow! It's good to see you," she said ignoring his hand and hugging him tightly. 

"Hi Monica," he replied with a mix of surprise and sheer terror. 

"Wow!  We practically grew up together," she replied, "I felt so bad about losing touch with you.  How have you been?" 

"I'm good. I'm writing now.  It's fine," he said. 

"I can't remember the last time I saw you," she replied. 

William remembered.  He remembered it all too well.  The girls had taken him to a bonfire on the beach dressed in a pink and white dress, dressed from head to toe as a girl and put him into an awkward situation where he had no choice, but to kiss a boy who had no idea that he wasn't everything he appeared to be.  By then William was 18 and so was the other boy.  William knew he was lucky to make it out of there with just a bit of kissing and some light petting. 

An awkward silence fell on the front porch.  William had a very strong urge to just shut the door and go back inside, but he knew that would be rude. 

"Do you want to come in?" he asked, "I think I can scrounge up a couple of glasses." 

"That would be great," said Monica as she stepped into the cottage. 

"Make yourself comfortable," he said as he went about serving the wine. 

"You know Billy, I was afraid that you might not be happy to see me," confided Monica. 

"Oh, why is that?" asked William feigning ignorance as he handed her a glass of Pinot Grigio. 

"Well, we had so much fun with you, but I know we were pretty mean.  I'm sure you had better things to do with your summer than putting on my cheerleading uniform and practicing cheers for us," said Monica. 

"Yeah, it was pretty embarrassing," smiled William sheepishly, "but that's just water under the bridge now, right.  We were just kids." 

"Right, it didn't mean anything.  I just wanted you to know I was sorry, but you were cute," she laughed. 

"I suppose I was," he answered blushing. 

"Oh, there is no doubt about it.  When you'd get dressed up in a short skirt and heels and we'd do your makeup and hair just so, you were as good looking as any girl on the beach.  Remember how much attention you used to get when we'd go dancing," gushed Monica. 

"Yeah, it didn't hurt having the three of you telling guys that I thought they were cute, but that I was too shy to approach them," replied William. 

"Tell me, do you ever maybe dress up on your own now that you're older?" she asked. 

"Oh no.  I don't think my fiancée would appreciate that," responded William. 

"You're engaged? Congratulations.  I hope I get to meet this woman," smiled Monica. 

"Do you ever talk to Gina or Julie anymore?" he asked. 

"We're still very close.  In fact, we're sharing the beach house this summer," replied Monica. 

"Oh cool," said William with an outward calm.  Inside, he suddenly felt unwell.  He couldn't help, but feel nervous jitters at the thought that the girls who had once feminized him were back together again and living next door. 

When Monica left, William returned to his writing, but his mind wandered, distracted of images of learning to walk in heels and trying to wipe makeup from his face before his family saw him.  Monica had been charming and even apologetic, but he was ill at ease. 

When he was a kid, Gina Whatley and Julie Cole were Monica's best friends and also the source of his greatest humiliation.  Gina was tough--a lot tougher than a scrawny little nerd like William.  He could still feel her hand print on his behind from the time that she spanked him until he agreed to put on a dress and let them do his makeup.  Julie was pretty athletic too, but that wasn't what made her so scary.  She was a natural with hair and makeup and her parents spoiled her.  She had so many stylish and sexy clothes, that every summer at the lake, William used to cringe in fright wondering what she had brought with to make him wear. 

The girls were also extremely clever.  Tricking William into being feminized or putting himself in a position where he had no choice, but to do what they wanted was child's play.  After a horrible spanking from Gina got William to agree to put on Julie's yellow chiffon off the shoulder dress and let her style his hair and do his makeup, a few pictures assured that they had their own life size Barbie doll whenever they wanted. 

The next day, William was up bright and early to write, but progress was slow.  He could see the girls pull up and decided that the mature thing to do was to offer to help them with their luggage.  He felt a need to show them that he was now a mature adult and a successful writer.  He was no longer the little nerd they had terrorized. 

The girls seemed genuinely happy to see him.  They hugged and exchanged greetings.  They had both grown into very attractive women.  Gina had an amazing body and was actually a couple of inches taller than him at 5'9". 

Julie, on the other hand, was a little shorter, but still a beautiful blonde with a very sexy style. 

"Well aren't you gallant, sir?" said Julie as she saw William struggling with her heavy suitcase.  He would freak if he knew that everything in there was for him in one way or another. 

"He's become quite the gentleman," smiled Gina.  She laughed to herself watching how much William was struggling with a suitcase that she had moved to the car with relative ease. 

"We brought some rum.  What's say you come over and swim with us and we'll make a toast or two for old friends?" said Julie. 

"I'm sorry, but I'm up here to write.  I didn't even bring a swimsuit," he replied honestly. 

"Hmm, I bet I have a swim suit you could wear," suggested Monica. 

"I...I don't think so," replied William nervously, looking like he saw a ghost. 

"No, not like that," smiled Monica, "Just the bottoms.  Nobody else will even see." 

"I shouldn't," responded William, "I'm just here to work.  You girls have fun." 

"Not a chance, handsome," cooed Julie, "The water looks great.  It'll be fun." 

"I can't.  I don't want...," replied William nervously. 

"You're going to do it, Billy.  Get the swimsuit Monica," said Gina as if there were no doubt in her mind. 

A few minutes later, Monica returned from the house and handed William a green low rise bathing suit bottom with baby blue trim.  William went in the girls' bathroom feeling a little self-conscious about a lack of noticeable bulge in the bikini bottoms.  As he returned, the girls already had a rum and pineapple juice ready to hand to him. 

Gina made the drinks strong, but it helped to ease William's self-consciousness.  By the time they hit the beach a half hour later, everybody was feeling a very good buzz, but especially William.  He could feel a familiar warm feeling and was already noticing his nose feeling numb.  Everybody was laughing and joking, but it seemed to William that he was drunker than everybody else. 

After a quick dip in the lake and more rum, everybody retired over to the beach, where there were some old wooden chaise lounges.  The sun was warm and felt great after the cold swim.  Gina kept the drinks coming and soon William was on the verge of passing out.  He had very little awareness as Monica put the top half of the swimsuit on him and Julie applied tanning lotion.   He was passed out sound asleep a few hours later when the girls turned him over onto his stomach. 

Around 4 in the afternoon, when William groggily came to, he looked around to find himself all alone.  He looked down and was disgusted to find how he was dressed.  He stormed up to the door of Monica's to give her a piece of his mind.  He wasn't a wimpy teenager anymore.  These girls couldn't treat him like this. 

Monica opened the door looking like she had just sobered up from a hard morning of drinking.  The light of the sun caused her to squint and shield her eyes with a sun.  When she caught sight of William, she began to laugh. 

"It's not funny.  You promised that you wouldn't do anything like this," demanded William. 

"Oh Billy, I'm so sorry.  We were all drunk.  I don't even know who put that on you.  It was probably Julie," 

consoled Monica. 

"Well, I'm pissed now," replied William. 

"I'm sure you are, but you've got another problem," said Monica. 

"What's that?" asked a cautious William. 

"You better wash off that tanning lotion before you get some embarrassing tan lines," warned Monica. 

"Oh shit," cried William. 

"Look, you can use our shower.  I have some good soap in there.   It'll get all the remnants of that lotion off of you.  It's in a pink bottle on the bathtub," suggested Monica. 

"I don't know.  If this is a trick, I'm going to be pissed," said William. 

William stormed into the bathroom, turned on the water, and began lathering himself up with the soap from the pink bottle.  He was happy to notice that it didn't have a real feminine smell, just a touch of strawberry.  He quickly rubbed the soap into his legs, up his arms, and into his chest.  He was covered in the soap when he felt a familiar burning sensation on his skin.  As he rinsed himself off his fears were realized. It wasn't soap, it was a depilatory that he was using.  William stopped before he completely denuded himself, but his chest was smooth now as were his underarms.  His legs were splotchy, but a lot of the hair remained. 

William was fuming.  If anything, the lack of body hair made the tan lines on his chest stand out even more. 

Sure, he could stay inside and write, but Katherine would be up to visit in 4 days and he had no idea how to explain the situation to her.  He stormed out to the living room and let loose his wrath when he saw Monica. 

"Very funny.  You got me again.  Really fucking funny--really mature," spat William. 

"What are you talking about?" questioned Monica. 

"Getting me to use hair remover in the shower.  What's next? Crazy gluing fake nails?" demanded William. 

"Calm down.  I told you the soap was in the pink bottle on the tub.  The hair remover was in a fuchsia bottle and under the sink," said Monica calmly. 

"Well, I don't have hair on my chest or arms anymore.  That was no soap," said William. 

"I'm sorry, Billy," said Monca, but William was already heading out the door. 

The next four days passed slowly for William.  He avoided the girls, but couldn't help gazing out the window at them when they went outside.  He decided that he was better off just shaving his leg hair than leaving the splotchy

uneven clumps that the depilatory had left him with.  He was able to get more work on his novel done and on Friday night he was all dressed up for Katherine's arrival. 

William was excited to see his fiancée, but traffic was worse than she had expected and they had barely said

"hello" before he was whisking her off to their dinner reservations.  After a very romantic dinner, they arrived back at the beach house and walked to look out on the lake hand in hand. 

"Hey Billy, is this your fiancée?" called out Monica from her front porch. 

"The one and the same," responded Katherine. 

"Well, Billy talks about you all the time," she lied, "These are my friends Gina and Julie." 

"You mean he's got three single women living next door to him? I might have to be up here more often. How's he going to get any work done," joked Katherine. 

"Oh, you don't have anything to worry about Katherine.  We go way back.  Billy is like a brother to us.  We've known him since before high school," called Gina. 

"Let's just go inside," whispered William obviously uncomfortable. 

"Don't be rude," responded Katherine in hushed tones, "They seem nice." 

"So do piranhas," replied William. 

"I'm afraid William is mad at us, Katherine," called Monica. 

"Oh? Whatever for," responded Katherine. 

"He has some rather unfortunate tan lines on his chest," replied Monica. 

"He's mad about tan lines?" smiled Katherine. 

"Afraid so," responded Julie. 

"Well, this sounds like a story," said Katherine approaching the girls.  Gina handed her a light beer. 

William had no idea what to do.  He didn't want to speak with the girls or have Katherine find out about his past, but he also had no intention of leaving Katherine alone with them so he moved over and sat on the second stair of the wooden porch. 

"Well Katherine, one day we went to the beach, but Billy didn't bring a swimsuit with him, so I loaned him one of mine," smiled Monica. 

"Oh my, was this like a bikini or a one piece?" giggled Katherine. 

"It was a bikini, but he only wore the bottoms," replied Monica. 

"Oh, so he kept his dignity at least," laughed Katherine. 

"Well he did until he drank too much and fell asleep," said Monica. 

"Ha, I knew there is a story here," responded Katherine. 

"I'm afraid Gina and Julie took it upon themselves to put the top on him as well," said Monica. 

"Really? So he's got a bikini tan line right now?" laughed Katherine. 

"I don't know how it could fade in only a few days," responded Monica. 

"Oh this I have to see," said Katherine, "Open your shirt up Billy, I want to see." 

William was pissed that Katherine was finding about his misadventure and even more alarmed that she called him Billy.  Since becoming an adult, he had insisted that people call him William--even Katherine. 

"No, I don't think so," said William. 

"I do," replied Katherine, "Come on, we all deserve a laugh." 

William was just in the process of refusing when Gina got up and quickly reached over and pulled the bottom part of William's polo out of his pants and pulled it up over his head pinning his arms behind him.  Katherine got a good look at the tan line and nearly fell off the stairs laughing.  William wanted to leave, but he wouldn't have dared even if his arms weren't pinned by his shirt.   Katherine noticed the deep dark tan line even in the dusk, but she also noticed that his chest was hairless.  She playfully rubbed her hand over his smooth chest as William squirmed. 

That night, when they returned home, William was so embarrassed, but Katherine insisted it was just harmless fun.  She asked him about his hairlessness and he told her what had happened.  She told him that she really liked it so not to worry. 

William's fears were realized when Katherine became fast friends with the girls.  The next day, they took her into town to look at the local jewelry and craft stores.  William wasn't invited, which was fine with him.  He spent the day working on the new novel.  He was livid when Katherine informed him that they'd be eating dinner with the girls tonight, but he knew how hard Katherine was to talk out of something when she made her mind up.   He just needed to find a way to convince Katherine how totally wrong she was about Monica. 

The evening's meal was delicious.  Gina and William handled the grilling responsibilities and made beer can chicken.  They ate outside looking at the waves, which were starting to grow larger as storm clouds were brewing overhead.  They had no sooner finished eating then the storm blew up in earnest and they all had to sprint inside taking whatever plates they could carry with them. 

There was an old Monopoly game in the house and at William's insistence, everybody sat down for a game. 

Monica had built a large lead, but only William seemed particularly interested in the game. 

"I love the lake, when the weather's nice and I like to read, but when the weather is crummy, I want my electronics," said Katherine. 

"Oh, I know what you mean," said Julie. 

"I think it's kind of tranquil," objected William. 

"You know, when this used to happen when we were younger, we used to make our own fun," smiled Monica. 

"Sure, games like Monopoly or telling ghost stories killed a lot of time," said William suddenly getting an uneasy feeling in his stomach. 

"I was thinking more of Britney," laughed Monica. 

"Britney who," asked a puzzled Katherine. 

"Britney Spears," answered Gina. 

"Oh, it's kind of sad she went nuts.  I used to love her when I was younger.  I used to sing along to her first two CDs all the time.  I think I wore them out," said a giddy Katherine. 

"That's awesome," smiled Julie. 

"It sure is.  She's got something in common with her fiancée," laughed Monica. 

"Stop it, Monica!" shouted William. 

"Don't overreact honey," said Katherine, "It's no big deal.  I think it's cute that you were man enough to sing along." 

"Not just sing," said Julie, "She used to dress up and sing and dance with us to a karaoke DVD.  She was really good." 

"Wait, she wore dresses to do this?" asked Katherine. 

"Oh, she used to dress up all the time for us," said Monica. 

"I wish I could have seen that," said Katherine. 

"Monica!  Let's go home now," demanded William. 

"Don't be silly.  It's pouring out there and things inside just got...interesting," giggled Katherine. 

"You know Katherine, I have about a half dozen scrapbooks of Lilly, if you'd like to see them," suggested Monica. 

"Is Lily what you called William?" asked Katherine. 

"It sure is," laughed Gina. 

"No," demanded William. 

"No what?" responded Julie.  You're not in a position to be making demands of us. 

"Tell you what," said Gina, "Remember how we used to arm wrestle when we were younger? If you beat me, then Monica won't show Katherine the scrapbooks, but if I win then you'll let Julie dress you and do your Britney act for us." 

"I'm not going to arm wrestle you.  This is just stupid," said William, crossing his arms and sulking. 

"Don't tell me you're afraid to arm wrestle a woman?" asked Katherine. 

The moment the words left Katherine's mouth, William was sunk.  He had felt that his masculinity was being stripped right in front of his girlfriend and now if he didn't wrestle Gina, he'd look like he was backing down because he was scared a girl would kick his ass. 

"Fine, but if I win then this all ends tonight," demanded William. 

"OK, but if you are upping the stakes, we get to do the same," chided Monica, "When you lose, you'll answer to the name Lilly as long as you're at the summer house." 

"This is so stupid," said William putting his right elbow on the table. 

"Think you can finally beat me, Billy?" said Gina with supreme confidence. 

William looked over at Katherine.  She was really getting into this little contest.  He had to show her that he was the man here and do it fast or his relationship would face some serious repercussions. 

Gina and William locked arms and immediately Gina noticed that it wasn't as easy to beat William as it used to be.  Still, he was struggling and he was barely able to budge her arm. 

"Oh, he's sweating now Gina," laughed Julie. 

"Come on Gina, kick his ass," cheered Katherine. 

"Even your girlfriend is rooting against you, Lilly," laughed Monica. 

William was straining now.  Finally, Gina had enough.  She exerted herself and pushed William's hand to the table.  It was over.  In glee, Gina taunted, "Take that bitch!" 

William tried to pull his arm up from the table, but Gina held him down firmly and squeezed his hand in her iron grip. 

"Hey, let my arm up," he whined. 

"What's your name?" asked Gina. 

"You know what it is," responded William in discomfort. 

"Say it!" demanded Gina. 

"It's...Lil..Lilly," said William glumly. 

The girls all cheered his admission, but nobody seemed more excited than Katherine. 

"OK Lilly, do you want us to make you pretty?" asked Gina continuing to squeeze his hand.  William dropped to his knees to try and lessen the pressure. 

"Yes," nodded William. 

"Then beg us," ordered Gina. 

"Please make me look pretty.  Please," said William defeated. 

"All you had to do was ask, Lilly.  Why don't you step into my beauty salon and we'll get you all pretty," said Julie. 

William stood and tried to rub the pain out of his hand.  Reluctantly he followed Julie into the bedroom while Monica poured everybody another glass of wine. 

As William entered Julie's bedroom, it felt like old times.  She went through a drawer and tossed him a black bra and panties and a nude pair of pantyhose.  He went into the bathroom and returned after putting them on. 

"No, to make you pretty," smiled Julie. 

"Why are you doing this?" pouted William. 

"Because, you were born to do this.  Besides, it's fun for us," said Julie as she spread liquid foundation over his face. 

William had been in this situation many times before and that same helpless feeling came over him as Julie began to pluck stray hairs from his eyebrows.  They definitely didn't cross the line into feminine, but they were no longer really masculine either when she was done. 

Monica stuck her head in the door and snickered as she saw William sitting there in his feminine underwear. 

"We put in the karaoke DVD.  Let's start with  Slave for You," said Monica. 

"I've got just the thing, but he needs a strapless bra," replied Julie. 

Fifteen minutes later, the music began on the DVD.  The lyrics were written on the screen, but William knew it by heart already from all the times he had to do it for the girls when he was a teenager.  Katherine knew that William would make an attractive woman, but she was in no way ready for what she saw. 

Stepping into the room, dancing to the music was her fiancée.  How could he dance like that on those black heels? They had to be 4 inches.  William was wearing a black mesh dress with ruffled trim with floral print lace that didn't even make it to mid-thigh.  His hairless legs looked very shapely in their hosiery and the padding in the dress's cups gave him very noticeable cleavage.  Julie had taken great care with his hair.  Out of his pony tail and teased, she saw just what a great head of shiny blonde hair he had.  His eyes looked so big and his bright red lips were radiating sex.  Katherine couldn't believe it. 

Katherine was very impressed by his dancing and especially by his looks, but she was floored by his voice, which had all that baby girl sexiness that Britney Spears had when she was younger.  He had such a convincing voice and look, she could barely believe it was her fiancée.  She had to record his performance on her phone. 

She was dressed as a school girl to perform  Baby One More Time, in a more virginal pink summer dress to sing  More than a Girl Not Yet a Woman, and put into a tight lycra royal blue mini dress with a wide black belt to sing  Oops I Did It Again.  William was worried because he recognized the dress as being one the girls had made him wear when he was younger. 

"Ok, that was a lot better than Monopoly," laughed Katherine. 

"She can do a pretty good Madonna or Spice Girls too," responded Monica. 

"I'd love to see that sometime," smiled Katherine. 

"Maybe next time you come to visit," suggested Monica. 

"I might take you up on that, but I need to get Cinderella home.  It's long past midnight," said Katherine. 

"Sure, just one thing first.  Gina, if you would," directed Monica. 

Gina stepped towards William and deftly grabbed hold of his wrists.   Monica reached into her purse and pulled out a pair of metal police handcuffs.  Moving towards her helpless prey, she snapped the cuffs on William's wrists. 

"Hey!  What the fuck are you doing?" demanded William. 

"I hope you don't mind, Katherine.  We thought it might be more fun if Lilly stayed this way until tomorrow. 

We didn't want her taking anything off.  We can remove them if you two stop by for lunch at noon tomorrow," said Monica as William tested his cuffs and found his wrists secure. 

"I like it," laughed Katherine as she grabbed her fiancée's arm, "Come along Lily." 

The girls were so excited about how the evening had gone.  They never would have expected that Katherine would go along with what they were doing.  She had been the one person that they had worried could put a stop to things, but with her seemingly on board, this gave them a green light for a lot of summer fun. 

"I can't believe you," said William dejectedly as he laid in bed and watched Katherine get ready to join him. 

"Get over it.  It was just harmless fun," responded Katherine, "Besides, are you telling me that you didn't have any fun dancing for all of us like that?" 

"Not one bit," he sulked, "It was so humiliating," 

"I thought you were cute," she said before getting into bed with him. 

That night, they were both amazed by the love making.   William was always so timid and shy in bed, even with as many times as they slept together.  However, with him restrained, it was like Katherine suddenly had permission to dictate things.  She took charge and things immediately changed. 

That morning, William finally got some good news.  Emma Stone was now attached to his novel and the movie was green lighted.  They would probably trash it and remove all semblance of artistic merit, but the money would really flow in.  Now, he could give himself and Katherine the lifestyle that he had always dreamed of. 

Katherine was beside herself with excitement.  For a writer, William had found success early, but writing was a demanding process for him.  The words never came easy, but the finished product was always worth it. 

William was a little taken aback when Katherine helped him put his pantyhose back on and had him step into a fresh pair of panties, but the dress was short and he needed to keep his modesty.  Still, she was way too into this crossdressing thing. 

"Put you hands flat on the coffee table, Lilly," said Katherine. 

"Can't we drop the Lilly thing," wined William. 

"A bet is a bet, babe," she reminded him, "Now spread out your fingers." 

When William saw Katherine's nail kit he was upset.  He withdrew his hand clanking his handcuffs. 

"No way Katherine, I've been a good sport so far, but I have to draw the line," he demanded. 

"Would you rather I get Gina over here to help?" she suggested, thrilled to see her future husband back down. 

She didn't want to torture him, not really, but she thought painting his nails would be a good way to thank Monica and her friends for the weekend. 

Katherine began by buffing and polishing William's nails.  They were actually a bit long to begin with and she filed them to give them a more feminine shape.  She applied a very bright red polish before topping it all off with a base coat. 

When they arrived at the girls for lunch, Monica simply refused to take the cuffs off until they were done eating.  After the meal, they had William do the dishes, while Gina and Julie helped Katherine to take her stuff to the car. 

William was lost in the dishes when Monica crept behind him.  She quickly and efficiently tied a piece of clothesline to his handcuffs and hoisted them to a plant hook that was on the kitchen ceiling.  She took a clean dish rag from the drawer and shoved it in William's mouth silencing his protests, before wrapping duct tape around several times to secure the rag in his mouth.  He was effectively silenced before he even had a chance to react. 

"It feels like old times doesn't it, Lilly?" asked Monica whispering in his ear and rubbing his chest with her left hand while partially closing the blinds with her right.  When she was done, it was easy to see out, but not so easy to see in. 

"Mmmph," grunted William through his gag. 

"You remember that black duffle bag that you brought with you?" teased Monica as she dropped to her knees and bound William's ankles together with an old kitchen apron, "If Gina brings that out to the car, then your fiancée is going to 'accidentally' take home all your male clothes with her.  I wanted you to have a good view." 

Satisfied that William was effectively restrained, Monica made her way out to Katherine's car. 

"It was so great to meet you, Katherine," said Monica as she hugged her new friend. 

"I am so glad we met," responded Katherine, "Where is William? I'm sorry, I mean Lilly?" 

"Oh, I think he's a little tied up.  He was doing an interview with some magazine or another," lied Monica. 

William thrashed wildly in his bonds, but he was helpless.  He couldn't make a noise through his gag much louder than his normal speaking voice even as he saw Gina carrying his black bag and placing it in the trunk. 

"I bet it's about the movie.  He's doing so well," said Katherine. 

"He sure is," said Julie. 

"I wish I could say goodbye, but I'm really involved in getting this movie deal done and I need to get back to work on it as soon as I can.  Can you tell him that I'll call him when I get back to Chicago?" asked Katherine. 

"Oh I know he'll hate to have missed you," said Monica, "but he'll see you next weekend.  I loaned you a few

scrapbooks with pictures of Billy." 

"I can't wait," smiled Katherine, "Portrait of the Artist as a Young Lady." 

William made a last ditch effort to escape, but he was restrained too well.   Katherine looked back in the general direction of the house, but she couldn't see him through the blinds.  As she drove away with his clothes, William new he was totally at their mercy. 

Kylie's Boudoir



If you enjoyed this book, please stop by my blog at http://kyliegable.blogspot.com.   I'm posting behind the scenes information about my own feminization as well as the process of writing erotica. 




Blind Date

 

If you like Welcome to College, give my stand alone short story a try.  Blind Date is the first book I ever wrote for Amazon and I'd love to see more people enjoy reading it. 



 When Mike met Laura it wasn't exactly love at first sight, but that's OK. She's decided that she can mold him into something more acceptable--a sissy!   What is a wimpy little man supposed to do when he's got an Amazon determined to emasculate and humiliate him? This 5,000 word erotic story of female domination, bondage, forced feminization, and a good old fashioned butt kicking is a cautionary tale for any man thinking of accepting a blind date.   http://amzn.com/B00HNZOUJ2




Welcome to College

This nine part series is my attempt to chronicle my own feminization in college at the hands of four very determined young women and their friends.  It is not a 100% true story, but it is based on a true story of what I believe was a very unique four year experience. 



 Kyle is ready to begin his college career as a big man on campus. Unfortunately for him, he meets a girl from his past that is intent on making him look, talk, act, and even think like a girl. With the help of her friends, she takes Kyle down the road to girlhood. Sometimes he cooperates and sometimes he resists, but these girls have a way of getting what they want Welcome to College

  

  

  













index-1_1.jpg
SUMMER REUNION

"Alstorylof{unfinished|businessiandiforcedifeminization
ifromjthelauthorlofithelWelcomejtolCollegelseries:





