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The girls busied themselves getting ready while William waited helplessly in the kitchen.  It wasn't the first time that the girls had tied him up.  One of their favorite little games after dressing William up was sneaking him back to his own cottage and then tying him up in the bedroom that he shared with his older sister and brother.  Since he was already made up, they would oftentimes exchange whatever clothes they had put him in for one of her outfits.  Many were the afternoon when he'd lay on his stomach on his bed trying to get himself untied before anybody saw him.  His sister did eventually notice that her dresses were moved, which only led to more embarrassment for him. 

This time was different.  There was no getting out.  The handcuffs made sure of it.  With no male clothes to speak of, he was either in for a very long week, or he was going to have to drive back to Chicago in a dress.  He thought of buying some new masculine clothes in town, but that would be a very humiliating shopping trip. 

Monica spanked William on the behind to announce that they were all finished getting ready, and they were now in the kitchen with him.   He turned around.  The rope would have hoisted him to his tip toes if he wasn't wearing heels. 

"It's just like old times, Lilly. Isn't it?" smiled Monica looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. 

William struggled uselessly in his bonds. 

"It's no use struggling," said Gina, "If there's one thing we know how to do, it's tie up sissies." 

"Now, we're going to go into town because you need....well, you need everything, but I imagine you're going to need some convincing," said Monica.  William shook his head wildly back and forth and made some unintelligible sound through his gag.  Gina pulled down William's panties and pantyhose to her knees and held her dress up. 

Monica took the brown leather belt from around her waist and with all the dexterity and agility of a woman who had been playing tennis all her life, and let several blistering forehands land in quick succession on William's exposed ass.   William was soon a blubbering mess of tears though Monica was careful not to break the skin with her blows.  They were stinging more than damaging, but they hurt enough to bring tears to William's eyes. 

"Lilly, don't be silly.  You're not accomplishing anything except to ruin your makeup.  Why not give it up?" 

asked Julie, but William shook his head in defiance. 

With her arm getting tired, Monica allowed Gina to take her place.  Instead of the belt, Gina used a long wooden spoon.  Gina was strong, and the spoon was bruising William's tender ass.  Finally, he agreed to cooperate. 

Julie comforted him and then reapplied his makeup before letting him down.  The girls decided that it would be a good idea not to take off the gag or the handcuffs until they reached their destination.  William pleaded with his eyes, but was otherwise compliant as they dragged him out to the car and drove him downtown. 

The downtown area was full of little boutiques that catered to the many seasonal visitors from Chicago. 

There were plenty of clothing stores like  Elite, which featured fashions that would have been more at home on Michigan Avenue and  Stylish-- a designed consignment shop that attracted shoppers from a hundred miles away looking for a Michael Kors dress for under $100. 

Monica removed the gag from William and took off the handcuffs warning him that they'd spank him right then and there if he was a problem.  As soon as he stepped out of Monica's Audi S4 Sedan, Gina grabbed him by the arm.  He was not used to getting out of a car in a skirt, but William didn't mistake it for anything, but a perp walk. 

On a Sunday afternoon, the downtown went from bustling to deserted in a matter of hours as people headed home to get to work Monday morning. As the foursome entered  Solitaire Hair Salon, William breathed a deep sigh of relief.   There was nobody inside except one cute girl who looked about 19 or 20.  She had a stylishly short black bob and wore a black T-shirt and pink miniskirt. 

"Hi, I'm Marissa.  I'll be honest; I was just about to leave, but come on in," she said. 

"Let's go," said William, "She wants to get out of here." 

"It's no trouble," replied Marissa, "I can stick around a bit." 

William tried to make his way out of the shop, but was quickly stopped by Gina. 

"Thanks, we really appreciate it," said Monica trying to distract Marissa from the developing scene. 

"What's going on here?" asked Marissa curiously. 

"Our friend here needs a new style," stated Julie calmly

"What's his name?" asked Marissa as she watched Gina twist William's arms behind him. 

"You know he's a guy," stated Monica leaving an unasked question in the air. 

"Not at first, he's cute," laughed Marissa as she walked past everybody to put the closed sign out and pull the

shades, "My sister and I did the same thing to my brother." 

"We're sorry to trouble you," said William, "I'm not sitting still while they cut my hair, so we'll be going now." 

"Is that so?" asked Marissa as she reached into a drawer and produced a roll of pink duct tape, "Bring him over to my station." 

William tried to struggle, but Gina was strong and Julie, and Monica were helping.  With his heels on, he couldn't stop them from pushing or pulling him where they wanted him to go.  Once they had him seated, Gina held him down in the chair while Julie and Monica held him arms to the arms of the salon chair.  Marissa used the duct tape to tie his hands to the chair arms and his chest and arms to the back of the chair.  She then took a long towel and wrapped it around his legs, using the tape to bind them securely. 

"I hated wrecking a good pair of pantyhose taping her down," smiled Marissa before she stuffed a small hand towel in William's mouth and then held the gag in place with the tape. 

"Wow! You're good at this," laughed Monica. 

"Like I said, I had a brother, and I needed to practice my hair and makeup on somebody for cosmetology school," smiled Marissa. 

"I guess younger brothers are good for some things," added Julie. 

"Who said he was younger," said Marissa proudly, "Now this isn't just about fashion is it?" 

"No," admitted Monica, "We did this every summer when we were girls and couldn't resist doing it again just once more for old time's sake." 

"So you want to make this humiliating for him?" asked Marissa studying William like a canvas. 

"Yeah, you could say that," agreed Monica. 

"Do you want him to be able to make it look like guy's hair?" asked Marissa. 

"He's a writer and he's up here for the summer.  We'd actually prefer if he couldn't look male for awhile," 

said Gina. 

"I've got just the thing," said Marissa looking through some old hairstyling magazines before showing a picture to the girls, "This is Heidi Klum at the 2012 Emmy Awards." 

"Oh, I like it," smiled Monica as the other girls agreed. 

"It's really easy to do.  We can even teach her how to do it herself," suggested Marissa, "We'll use some big rollers to give her some extra body and we'll flick the ends outward.  Her hair has a really healthy shine to it and that golden blonde is sexy." 

45 minutes later, William's long blonde hair was now beautiful and unmistakably feminine tresses.  He looked up at his reflection in the mirror sullenly. 

"You are a genius, Marissa," smiled Monica. 

"Aw, you're too kind.  Just remember me for your hair too," suggested Marissa, "You know, you already beat me to the nails and eyebrows, but I could put semi-permanent false eyelashes on her too." 

"That'd be awesome," said Julie suddenly excited. 

"It's easy, but they will fall out in a few weeks," responded Marissa. 

"Oh, just so they're there for next weekend," giggled Julie William threw back his head and sighed.  The gag didn't completely silence his protest, but the women seemed totally oblivious to his muffled objections anyway.  William tested the tape, but he was secure. 

When Marissa finished her work the girls were again thrilled.   William looked at his reflection in the mirror and knew just how girlish he looked.  He no longer resembled much of a guy at all. 

"Oh you're looking more beautiful than ever, Lilly," taunted Monica as Julie and Gina began to remove the tape holding him to the chair. 

"Do you want a roll of tape to take with?  Just in case?" asked Marissa. 

"No, I think we're pretty good," smiled Gina putting her hand firmly on William's right shoulder. 

"Be a good girl, Lilly.  Come back soon," teased Marissa. 

The foursome made their way down the block to  Stylish.  Putting Lilly in the type of designer clothing that they couldn't afford when they were in high school was really appealing, but it seemed a bit silly to pay retail prices for it.  William was looking miserable providing a sharp contrast to his ecstatic female companions. 

As Monica pushed open the door to the boutique, a small bell rang and a very tall brunette with equally long legs looked up from a fashion magazine behind the counter.  She wasn't beautiful really, but she had the look of a fashion model and piercing baby blue eyes.  She wore a black and white patterned dress that came just above her knees. 

"Hello and welcome to stylish. I'm glad to see you.  It's always so dead here on Sunday," she commented. 

"Thanks, we're looking to get a new look for our friend here," said Monica motioning to William, "We

thought you might be able to help." 

"You came to the right place.  Why don't you have a seat and have some champagne.  I'll take your friend back and find some things for her. Did you have a look in mind?" asked the tall brunette. 

"Definitely something that will turn heads," said Julie. 

"I think I've got just the thing," responded the salesgirl. 

William reluctantly followed the salesgirl back to the dressing area.  She didn't look much more than 18 or 19 years old, but she seemed to be in her element. 

"I'm Staci," she said. 

"I'm Lilly," he answered. 

"Cute name," she smiled. 

"Look, I'm really not interested in buying any dresses or anything. Is there a back door I can use?" asked Staci. 

"No, there isn't.  Let's get you into something sexy.  I bet you'll change your mind," she assured. 

"Look, I'm not a woman, OK?" he demanded. 

"No shit, but I don't care.  Now, do as you're told.  Get that dress off and let's get you changed," said Staci sounding much sterner than before. 

"I'm sorry.  Here, let me pay you..." said William before a surprise slap from Staci sent his wallet flying across the room.  He was shocked as much as hurt. 

"I don't want your money bitch boy.  I want you to do as you're told.  Now, get fucking undressed," she said reaching for a wire hanger. 

"I'm not going to do it.  It's degrading," said William. 

"Do it or regret it bitch," she said taking a wire hangar and bending it into the perfect shape for a spanking, 

"You really don't want to try me, do you?" 

"No," he responded timidly. 

"Now, get that dress off and put on what I tell you or I'm really going to fuck you up," commanded Staci. 

Terrified, William obeyed. 

Five minutes later, she lead William out to the receptive audience.  The girls were impressed by the change in his demeanor, though they were unsure what caused the change. 

"This is a Versace black cocktail dress.  It's designed to skim the body and with its short skirt and asymmetrical neckline it is the epitome of modern glamour.    We have paired it with a pair of black and gold two tone sandals by Phillip Lim.  The shoe is open toed and has a three and three-fourths inch heel.  The dress normally retails for $2,800 and the shoes about $500.  We're selling the dress for $225 and the heels for $115," said Staci as William gave a model walk for the girls. 

"He's worth it," shouted Gina. 

"Well, now that they're making movies out of your books, you need to look successful," added Monica. 

"Oh, she's a writer?  That's awesome," said Staci. 

When they left  Stylish, they had put over $3,000 on William's credit card.  It was scant consolation that all of the clothes they bought would have been nearly $20,000 retail.  There were dresses and heels, but also some stylish flats, capri pants, and even a swimsuit. When they left, William was clad in a black floral print silk top with a white miniskirt and a pair of black and white wedge sandals. 

To anybody who saw him, they would have believed that William was just like any other cute young woman enjoying her summer at the beach, although one with something clearly on her mind.  He wondered how he would ever explain all of these expensive outfits to his fiancée. 

Monica sat back in the front seat as the car pulled to a stop.  She smiled with a feeling a smug satisfaction.  It felt good to have William under their thumb again and her mind raced through possibilities.  If they could just tighten their control, he would be unable to refuse them anything.  She looked back, to William trying to sit modestly in the back seat, but he couldn't even make eye contact. 

When they finally returned home, William exited the car.  He had no intention of grabbing the shopping bags that he had purchased, but Monica stopped him. 

"You have the right to pout, but before you do, you might want to take a look at Julie's phone," suggested Monica. 

William reluctantly grabbed the phone.   The web browser was opened to a web page that showed picture upon picture of William dressed as Lilly.  The pictures were as old as high school and as recent as the boutique. 

William's heart sunk. 

"Now, that website isn't actually on the internet yet, but if you don't want a video of you singing Britney Spears' greatest hits showing up on TMZ, you need to start cooperating," added Julie. 

"This would ruin me," responded William. 

"It doesn't have to.  You can obey and it'll all be over before you know it," said Monica, "We just want to have a little fun, like we used to." 

"You deny it, but you're not fooling anybody.  We know you enjoyed being our Lilly. 

"What choice do I have?" said William in resignation. 

"Not much," smiled Monica. 

For the next few days, the girls worked to turn William back into Lilly.  They worked on his speech and his mannerisms as well as how to walk in heels.  Julie coached him in his makeup, while Monica worked on his flirting and dancing. 

"Why do I have to do all of this?" demanded William. 

"Because you don't have a choice--remember?" asked Monica. 

"No, I get that, but why the dancing and the flirting?  That's not something I'll ever use," said William. 

"You don't think so?" responded Monica raising an eyebrow, "You know tonight is ladies night at Casey's Hideaway." 

"You wouldn't dare," said William suddenly ashen. 

"You don't really think we got you all those great clothes to stay around the house," replied Monica. 

That afternoon, William sat back in the warm scented bubble bath and ran a pink ladies razor over his right leg, shaving away the little hair that had grown back.   Julie walked right in carrying a red lace corset and matching panties.  The girls didn't even bother to knock around him anymore.  She deposited the lingerie on the laundry hamper and smiled at William telling him that she'd help him to tighten the corset. 

By the time 7:00 had rolled around, William was no more.  Lilly stood in front of the girls with the corset cinching her waist to a modest 24 inches and giving her enough cleavage to fill her B-Cup strapless bra.  She wore a slinky red dress that seemed to flow and cling to her body.  Her smooth legs were enhanced by the expensive sheet black thigh high stockings she wore attached to a red lace garter belt.  On her feet, she wore a pair of sexy red sandals with a narrow four inch heel.   She wore a simple pair of silver hoop earrings in her newly pierced ears and a few matching silver bracelets on her left wrist.   She smelled sweet too, thanks to the scented bubble bath and the Donna Karan Perfume she wore. 

"Oh, our Lilly has grown up," smiled Julie as she handed Lilly a black leather handbag, "Everything you need is inside." 

The girls made their way to the bar.  Thursday had been a rather dead night until they started ladies night. 

Now, things had really taken off.  A lot of people who were just coming to the lake for the weekend would try and come down Thursday night to beat the weekend rush and of course there were the people who stayed at the lake for the whole season. 

As the 4 girls made their way inside the bar, the bouncer stared at them intently.   Lilly was sure that her cover was blown, but as she got closer, she could see that he was simply checking them out.  Monica noticed that Lilly was starting to shake a bit with nerves and a few beads of sweat were massing on her forehead. 

"Relax Lilly," said Monica, "This is nothing you haven't done before.  Remember when we made you play spin the bottle on the beach.  Your first kiss was with a boy." 

"I think her first 10 kisses were with boys," laughed Gina. 

They all gathered round a small raised table a few feet off the dance floor.  The place wasn't very crowded yet, but the dance floor was starting to fill up.  Julie and Monica went to the bar and returned with four Long Island Iced Teas.  The girls sipped their drinks, but Lilly drank a bit faster because of her nerves.  By the time she finished the first one, she was already feeling a bit dizzy. 

"I want to dance," said Gina pulling Lilly out to the dance floor. 

In truth, this was an old trick that the girls had perfected at teen mixers over many years.  They had dressed Lilly to get attention and they had taught her to dance in a very free and enticing way.  Guys would notice her on the floor and while she was displaying her goods, Monica and Julie would fan out through the crowd.  The bass was pounding and conversation was difficult, but not impossible. 

"Hey," said Monica, "Are you with anybody?" 

"No," said an attractive guy in his early 30s nursing a beer, "I'm Gary." 

"Hey Gary, my friend would kill me for this, but her boyfriend just broke up with her and we dragged her out here tonight.  She said you were cute," smiled Monica. 

"Which one's your girlfriend?" asked Gary. 

"See the hot blonde on the dance floor?" responded Monica. 

"Oh wow, nice.  She thought I was cute?" questioned Gary. 

"Very--You'd be doing me a big favor of you danced with her, you know," said Monica. 

"Sure, I think I'd like to get to know her," said Gary. 

"I bet you have a lot in common," teased Monica laughing inwardly at her own joke. 

Within a few minutes a half dozen guys at the bar thought that the attractive blonde in the red dress was into them.  That was all it took for the guys to be all over her like dogs who found an unattended steak. 

To all the world, Lilly looked like an attractive young blonde girl out for a good time, but she wanted to be anywhere else.  Some of the guys were polite, but others were always trying to get a quick feel.  Even some of the nice ones got a bit too excited when they were dancing closely.  She nearly screamed when she suddenly felt a throbbing erection against her stomach even through a pair of jeans and the material of her dress. 

Lilly finally took a needed break at the table and drank her second Long Island Iced Tea.  She was exhausted both physically from dancing in the heels and emotionally. 

"You're doing great," smiled Julie, "We got some awesome pictures too." 

"Great," replied Lilly too tired to fight, "Can we go now?" 

"Have you picked someone out, yet?" asked Monica. 

"Picked someone out? For what?" questioned Lilly. 

"Do you remember when we came to the beach the summer when you were 18?" asked Monica rhetorically, 

"That was an interesting summer.  You started hanging out with some of the older guys at the beach and they asked you about me.  You told them the reason you always came running when I called was because I was sucking you off...how did you put it? 'I sucked more than the Cubs', I believe." 

"Yeah, I guess I remember that," said Lilly sheepishly. 

"Well, that kind of ruined my reputation.  In fact, it got back to my parents that I was giving guys blowjobs up and down the beach," said Monica. 

"I'm sorry, I guess.  I didn't mean to..." said Lilly. 

"Well, I decided that the next time we came to the beach, I was going to make you give blowjobs up and down the beach, but we never came back...until now," smiled Monica. 

"Oh no...I can't...I won't," said Lilly shaking her head. 

"You can and you will bitch.  I have enough to ruin you and you owe me, so I suggest you cooperate," said Monica coldly. 

"Please, don't make me do this," begged Lilly. 

Monica looked down at her phone before looking up smiling, "Oh, I was just having some fun.  Just remember, though, you owe me.  We can go if you want." 

That night, Lilly thrashed and turned in bed.  Monica may not have made him go through with the blow job that time, but she was also not kidding.  It was only a matter of time before something like that happened for real. 

The next morning Lilly was before 6 a.m.   She was supposed to go home to Chicago to spend the weekend with Katherine and if the girls saw her, who knows what they would do. 

Lilly didn't bother to pack much.  All her clothes were already home with Katherine anyway.  On the phone, they had laughed about the incident, but Lilly didn't find it the least bit funny.   She did decide that if she had to stop and use a restroom or something, it'd be less embarrassing to look female and look halfway between male and female so she wore a blue women's t-shirt, white short shorts, and a pair of white sandals which despite a wedge heel, were still more comfortable for driving than her other shoes. 

As Lilly made it out to the car, she was distraught to see Gina stretching on the stairs of her beach house. 

"Wow!  You find the most interesting things when you're about to take a morning jog," laughed Gina. 

"Hey Gina," said Lilly inching her way towards the car door, "Nice morning for a run." 

"Or to run away?" laughed Gina. 

Lilly cursed her luck.  Why did it have to be Gina?  He could make a break for it with Julie or maybe even Monica, but Gina was making her way towards his car now and in his heels, she'd be on him before he could ever get in the car, let alone start it up and drive away. 

"I just thought I'd get a head start on packing," said Lilly motioning to her one small bag. 

"Nice try," smiled Gina, "Why don't you give me the car keys?  Friends don't let friends and all of that." 

Reluctantly, Lilly deposited the car keys in Gina's outstretched hand.  She was now trapped. 

"Good girl," said Gina, "Why don't you go in our cabin and make us some breakfast. I left the door open and I'll be back in about an hour.  The others should get up around then." 

By the time Gina returned, Lilly had scrambled eggs, juice, bacon, and a fruit salad on the immaculately set table.  Gina headed straight for the shower.  Lilly heard her say to herself, "it's good to have a maid" right before she closed the bathroom door. 

Within a few minutes all three girls were in the kitchen to eat and Lilly had just sort of naturally assumed the role of servant, filling juice glasses and bringing Gina hot sauce for her eggs.   She brought the girls the newspaper

when she heard it delivered and just seemed to fall into the maid's role. 

"So Lilly," said Monica, "Gina tells me you're in a hurry to get back to the city." 

"I just miss Katherine," replied Lilly. 

"Well, I can help you with that," responded Monica, "Give me a chance to get changed and we'll be on our way in an hour.  With the time change, you should be in Chicago by 7:30." 

"You're going too?" questioned a shocked Lilly. 

"It's the least I can do.  I know you're not used to driving in heels.  At least not yet," said Monica, "Katherine thought it was a great idea." 

The force of Monica's words hit Lilly like a ton of bricks.  She had been in contact with his fiancée.  There was no telling what Monica had told her.  She had to get back to Chicago as fast as he could, no matter what. 

Monica excused herself from the table and got changed into a red shirt, baby blue shorts, and a pair of sneakers.  She had already packed a small bag and happily took the car keys from Gina. 

"Can we get going now?" asked Lilly hoping to be given the car keys.   Instead, Gina reached into her purse and grabbed the dreaded handcuffs, flipping them into Lilly's startled hands. 

"Almost," said Monica, "Put on your bracelets." 

"Behind your back," interrupted Gina. 

Grudgingly, Lilly obeyed.  This was going to be humiliating, but there was no way that Katherine would approve when she saw what was going on.  Lilly felt the weight of the cold steels cuffs as she clicked them on her own wrists.  They jutted out his breasts, as if the large forms needed any extra help.  Julie came forward and tightened the cuffs before placing a pair of fashionable sunglasses on Lilly's head.  The inside of the sunglasses had been colored in with a black Sharpie, making it impossible for Lilly to see out of them.  She was even more helpless than before.  They girls helped her out to the car and strapped her in with the seatbelt and Gina and Julie each gave her a kiss on the cheek goodbye. 

Monica drove Lilly's car, while Lilly sat nervously in the passenger seat.   The cuffs were not really necessary, but Monica had observed that when she was cuffed before, Lilly became much more docile.  That was exactly how Monica wanted her when they reunited with Katherine.  All the way to Chicago, Monica teased her about everything that had happened that week and about the fun they had when they were younger feminizing Lilly. 

Lilly was too scared to be confused, but he couldn't help wondering how Monica had found her way to his place without any directions from him.  The area around the building would be a bit more crowded as people were hitting the streets to start their Friday mornings. Monica helped Lilly out of the car and led her handcuffed prisoner up the steps.  Lilly's keys were on the same ring as her car keys so she had no trouble getting them inside quickly and leading to the stairs up to her unit. 

As the front door opened, Lilly heard Katherine's familiar voice; its sound was comforting even if her lack of shock was troubling. 

"Hey Lilly," said Katherine laughing, "How do you always wind up in the handcuffs?" 

"Good morning Lilly," said a decidedly male voice.  Lilly recognized it as her publisher Alex.  She'd always liked Alex.  He was good at his job and a good friend too. 

"Alex, it's not what it looks like, I can explain," stuttered Lilly growing incensed as he heard Monica laughing at his panic. 

Lilly pulled away from Monica's grip and kicked blindly to keep her back.  She made a most comical sight trying to keep her balance in her heels.  Lilly unleashed a torrent of vulgar language at Monica that would have made a sailor blush. 

"I'll take it from here Monica," said Katherine as she carefully got to her feet and slapped Lilly hard across the face. 

Lilly couldn't see the blow coming and the force of it sent her stumbling off balance and knocked the sunglasses off her face.  Slowly, the room came into focus and she could see that Alex was only wearing a bathroom as was Katherine. 

"Into the bedroom now," said Katherine giving Lilly a push that sent her sprawling in the general direction of their shared bed.  The evidence of Alex and Katherine's night of passion was everywhere. 

"We need to have a talk," said Katherine closing the door behind them and sitting on the bed, "but first get over my knee." 

Lilly didn't know what to do, but with only a moment's hesitation, she meekly complied.   Katherine grabbed Alex's leather belt from his pants and doubled it up in her hands before yanking down Lilly's shorts and panties to administer a very severe spanking.  After two dozen blow landed with both power and precision, Lilly was a blubbering mess. 

"You have been a very bad girl, Lilly," said Katherine. 

"How could you?" questioned Lilly. 

"I thought you liked Alex," said Katherine. 

"How long has this been going on?" asked Lilly. 

"Less than a week Lilly, but the romantic tension is the reason I switched jobs after you and I became a thing," said Katherine. 

"So now we're not a thing anymore?" questioned Lilly. 

"Of course we are," said Katherine, "Do you think what you're wearing would make me love you any less?" 

"I don't understand," replied Lilly. 

"I let you dance with all those guys last night, Lilly.  Your friends sent me several pictures, it was pretty hot. 

I am looking forward to seeing you go down on a guy too," said Katherine caressing Lilly's cheek. 

"I'm not gay.  I don't want to dance with guys and I'm never going to give one a blow job," said Lilly. 

"You're a better writer than that, Lilly," said Katherine. 

"What does that have to do with anything?" asked Lilly feeling hopelessly confused. 

"What characters mean and say aren't always the same," replied Katherine. 

"Monica and her friends forced me to do this," said Lilly defensively. 

"Maybe...maybe when you were younger they bullied you, but you're a full grown man.  What's happened at the lake was what you wanted to happen.  I might have set a few things in motion, but it's what you wanted," said Katherine. 

"You set things in motion?" asked Lilly. 

"Monica didn't know either, at first anyway.  However, we met at the gym a few months ago and I may have suggested to her that she get a beach house with her friends and when she did it, I may have set you in their path," 

laughed Katherine. 

"That's evil," said Lilly. 

"Not at all.  If you didn't like this, it wouldn't have happened. Just think about it, it's not all bad," smiled Katherine. 

"I won't tolerate you and Alex sleeping with each other," demanded Lilly. 

"You won't tolerate it?" asked Katherine. 

"I'm sorry Katherine.  I love you, but what kind of man would I be, if I let you have your way?" asked Lilly rhetorically. 

"A very happy one," responded Katherine, "Look babe, there's so much I love about you.  You're the man I want to spend the rest of my life with, but you're not exactly well hung.  This could be so much more satisfying for both of us.  It's up to you, but choose carefully, Lilly.  You may not get another chance like this again and you and I both know this is what you want." 

"I can't do it Katherine.  I don't know what else to tell you," pleaded Lilly. 

"Well, you have a decision to make," said Katherine unlocking the handcuffs, "You're going to use our bathroom and clean up and take off that outfit.  I love the hair by the way.   Then, you can put on your men's clothes and ask me to leave and I'll be out of your life in a few hours.  Second choice, you put on your men's clothes and we both throw Monica and Alex out and we go back to how things were a couple of weeks ago and forget all this." 

"OK," said Lilly. 

"Or, you put on a sexy outfit; you can fit any of my things I'm sure.  You drop to your knees and let Alex know there are no hard feelings except for the one between his legs.  We have a great weekend and then you go back to the lake to finish your novel and your training.  At the end of the summer, we're still together, but we have a bit more open relationship at least where guys are concerned, and I've not only got a husband, but a maid.  That's the one I like," smiled Katherine. 

Katherine left the bedroom unsure of her future.  She hoped that whatever Lilly chose, it would be one where they stayed together.  He took a bit longer than she thought he would, even if he was putting on a dress and she started to get a bit worried.  Monica told her it would be OK.    Katherine looked worried and Alex felt bad that he might have wrecked their relationship. 

They heard music coming from the MP3 in the bedroom.  Monica was the first one to react and then Katherine.  Alex only knew what was going on when he saw Lilly emerge from the bedroom wearing a very short pink dress that hugged her every curve and a pair of black 3 inch pumps.  Lilly began to sing "I'm  a Slave for You" 

and danced over to Alex dropping to her knees in front of him.  Katherine thought to herself, "I've always liked that dress." 

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
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