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	Sneak Preview

	 

	Amelia took over with an evil laugh, “Say, ‘I want to wear sexy pretty high heels.’"

	 

	Liam knew he had lost and without hesitation stated very flatly, “I want to wear sexy pretty high heels.”

	 

	Amelia let him go and ran upstairs to gather up some clothing. Searching frantically, she found a special box that she had been adding to over the years. This was one box that never left her possession due to all the memories it contained.

	 

	Returning from her room, she brought that same box that Liam had dropped the day she had moved in with them. Reaching in, she pulled out the breast forms, the lingerie, and the wig. Shannon and Amelia were laughing with each other at the prospect of what they were getting ready to do to Liam.

	 

	The two girls talked about how wonderful he would look once he is dressed up. “What kind of clothing should we put him in?" Shannon asked. Amelia ran back upstairs to get him a dress and his pretty pumps that she had stored all of these years.

	 

	Liam started begging Shannon, “Please do not make me do this. I can not handle being dressed up again by her."

	 

	Shannon picked her phone up and walked over to him. Sticking her phone in his face she said, "You made a bet and bragged about how she could not do this to you. Here you are, you could not beat a small woman? It is necessary that you keep your word.”

	 

	Liam tried to take advantage of Amelia being out of the room. He barked at Shannon, "I refuse to let her dress me up again. It will not happen."

	 

	Instead of Shannon lashing out in anger as he expected she looked down at the carpet and in a hushed voice said, "I will be very disappointed in you if you try to weasel out of a bet you made. You are a much better man than to do something like that. No partner of mine will act in a way that allows people to doubt his character."

	 

	Liam could not tell her that he is a coward, and began resolving himself to do as he was told. Humiliated by each of his choices, he realized that none of them would work in his favor. He accepted that he had to do what he agreed to do.

	 

	Amelia returned with a sexy dress that tied in front, some pantyhose, and those all-important shoes. Shannon told her that Liam had tried to renege on their bet, but after discussing it, he accepted that he must follow through with what they all agreed to.

	 

	Shannon whispered, "What if we gave him a bubble bath?"

	 

	Amelia burst out laughing, "What a fabulous idea and we can shave off all his body hair."

	 

	Shannon who was a bit more than tipsy squealed with joy and ran off to the downstairs bathroom and began running a bath for Liam. Once the water was hot and bubbly, she hollered for Amelia to bring him in.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book One: Out of His Past

	by Diane Callaway, Claudia Acosta, and Kylie Gable

	 

	Liam Branford was waiting for his fiancée Shannon Whitaker to arrive at their favorite bar. They had been together since college, but Liam finally felt prosperous enough to take their relationship to the next logical step. He was working as a CPA, and while Shannon was still breaking into interior design, she was going to make it in the next year Liam was sure of it.

	 

	Liam waited in their corner and smiled as Shannon sauntered in. There was something about the way her hips moved confident and sexy that always grabbed and held Liam. He had ordered her favorite dinner and got them both a specially brewed beer.

	 

	Leaning in, Shannon let her cool hand hold Liam's strong jaw before kissing him gently. It was their time each week to spend some quality time together and discuss the upcoming wedding. Shannon was telling him all about the caterer she wanted to use.

	 

	Then the door opened, letting a flood of light into the darkened bar. When the door shut, time stopped for Liam. He could not believe who was standing there. Liam felt cold and hot at the same time. It was Amelia Abbasi, and she looked just as she did in his nightmares. Shannon reached across the table asking Liam what was wrong. It took Shannon tapping him on the arm before her words infiltrated his trance.

	 

	Liam took a few seconds to gather his thoughts before he nervously smiled at Shannon. Shannon turned around and saw that he was staring at a woman a beautiful woman. Though Shannon had never been jealous, Liam could tell there was a flash of that coming over her face.

	 

	Liam leaned in explaining to his soon to be wife that the woman was Amelia Abbasi, that they had been neighbors to each other as children. It was hard for him to say this out loud, but he had been very unkind to her.

	 

	Amelia's mother was from Pakistan and the only person living on the block from that area. It made Amelia an easy target for all the children on the block. For years, she took their abuse and then it was like one day she woke up and decided to teach Liam a lesson. She sought him out and made it her mission to torment him in creative ways.

	 

	Shannon asked him,"What kind of things would you do to her, Liam?"

	 

	Liam wanted to avoid talking about it. He did not like the person he had been back then, but he knew her well enough to know that was not an option. Liam told her how they would put pretend "bombs" in her locker-nothing that would get them in trouble-just little fakes made out of toilet paper rolls and pipe cleaners.

	 

	One time during a dance they had taken a black sheet, cut eye holes in it and made Amelia wear it.

	 

	Shannon was horrified asking in a shaky voice, "Was that as bad as it got?"

	 

	Liam was not generally an overly emotional person, but sitting there in front of the woman he loved and sharing these shameful past events brought tears to his eyes. Liam looked down at the table, as it took him a moment to compose himself before allowing his eyes to meet her gaze.

	 

	He took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. He knew he had to tell the truth, but it was so hard. The worst time was when he and the boys got drunk on a bottle of vodka and found a couple of cans of spray paint in one of their father's garages. They tagged her house with all kinds of profanity.

	 

	Mrs. Abbasi did not call the cops, instead she called all of the families together. They had a huge meeting and decided the best course of action was to make the boys clean up the mess. Amelia's personality changed after that. Somehow, she grew stronger emotionally.

	 

	Liam would have liked to blame all the other boys but in the end, he was the ringleader, and Amelia never forgot that.

	 

	Liam told Shannon that like a lot of boys his age his hair was long and thick. It was the age of "hair bands," and his hair reached the top of his butt when it was not put up.

	 

	Shannon laughed at this. Liam couldn't help but laugh as well. These days, he was completely clean shaven with a short, professional haircut.

	 

	Amelia decided to feminize him, and he did not know why. It started small. After the families met, his parents agreed that he would be at the Abbasi's house every Saturday to cut the grass, clean out the gutters, or whatever else Mrs. Abbasi required of him.

	 

	On one particular Saturday, her mother had to work overtime, so it was just him and Amelia.

	 

	After the big meeting, Liam knew better than to do anything that might possibly jeopardize the little bit of freedom he still had.

	 

	When Amelia brought out a new shade of nail polish, he did not think much of it. All the teenage girls were getting similar shades. They were sitting out by the pool on a sunny afternoon. Inside the house, all was quiet, and he wanted to be nice to Amelia.

	 

	At first, when she just handed him the bottle of hot pink polish, he took it without even thinking. Amelia took his picture, and it seemed like a joke at the time. Then she explained she wanted him to try it on just one nail.

	 

	Shannon leaned in and asked what the name of the color was with a twinkle in her eye. Liam answered without even thinking, "pink perfection." Shannon burst out laughing she tried to control her outburst, but just couldn't.

	 

	Liam looked startled by her reaction. Shannon calmed down and motioned for him to continue. That one act of kindness was the way Amelia got him to do so much more. She would put him into situations, then guilt him into doing something even crazier.

	 

	The next day at school Amelia handed him copies of the pictures she took. She had brought them to the local drug store and had them printed in triplicate, she told him. She demanded he come over after practice that day, or she would let his teammates know that he adored bright pink nail polish.

	 

	Liam sat in front of Shannon and rubbed his index finger on his right hand. He did not catch it, but Shannon guessed that that was the finger Amelia had painted that very first day.

	 

	Liam explained he should have stood his ground and taken the teasing that the fingernail polish would have brought him. He did not realize at the time and could have never imagined that Amelia would have forced the situation as far as it ended up going.

	 

	Shannon reached across the table, touched Liam's hand, and told him, "Go on Baby I want to hear it all."

	 

	That afternoon Liam went straight to Amelia's house, and he was hoping her mother would be there. Things were so much more pleasant when she was. Amelia met him at the door with a smile on her face that even now caused a shiver to run up his spine. The details of that evening even after all these years had not faded from his memory.

	 

	Taking a sip of his beer, it took Liam a bit of time to articulate how he wanted to explain this to Shannon. After he got into the house, Amelia explained it would be the two of them all evening. She went on to tell him that she advised his parents he would be helping with an in-depth project for her mother.

	 

	He felt betrayed even to this day by how excited his mother had reacted to the time he had spent with the Abbasi family—which was often just Amelia. After all the stupid things he had done, there was no way he could have complained.

	 

	As he was standing there in the middle of the living room trying to think of a way to get out of being there Amelia produced a large bag of makeup. Shannon burst out laughing before Liam had a chance to explain. This time Liam just went on with his story, but he was starting to wonder how much sympathy she had for him.

	 

	Shannon took a sip of her beer before asking in a way too sweet voice," Baby tell me everything that was in the bag."

	 

	"Really?" Liam asked. Shannon gave him a wink, and that was the only answer he needed. Returning to his story, Liam went on explaining that he took the bag from Amelia. It was one of those brown paper bags with jute handles.

	 

	Opening it up the first thing reaching inside produced was a small bottle with brownish liquid in it. At the time he did not know what it was, but he now knew it was a foundation. He placed that on this huge wooden table that separated the living room from the kitchen area of the house. There was more in the bag though, and before the evening was over, women's makeup and all aspects of it intimidated him.

	 

	Shannon interrupted him, "Wow baby that is why you always know what I need when I run out of something? I always thought you just paid attention to me, but it was because of Amelia all this time?"

	 

	Liam slowly nodded his head and felt his face flush. He explained that Amelia had bought him all the necessities. There was black eyeliner, black mascara, a dark red lip liner, a dark cherry lipstick, and blue-gray smokey eyeshadow.

	 

	Shannon asked him, "What about blush?"

	 

	Liam responded with no hesitation, “Of course."

	 

	With that Shannon laughed again, “I am sorry hun, there is no excuse for her bullying you like she did."

	 

	Liam went on to tell Shannon how he gathered up all that makeup shoved it back into the bag and threw it at Amelia. He had planned on storming out, but Amelia said, "Not so fast, pretty boy. If you walk out that door, everyone will know how much you enjoyed painting your nails. In bright girly colors no less!"

	 

	As she spoke, he was half way to the door. When he froze, and slowly turned around, she knew she had him. Liam argued, “That's not true!"

	 

	While he hoped no one would believe her, he was starting to have doubts about that. So in the end, Liam knew his guy friends would never understand and he couldn't take the risk of them ever finding out. Smirking, Amelia handed him the makeup bag, and he submissively took it back. He looked downward as he followed her into the bathroom.

	 

	Amelia's mom had the house remodeled after the two women moved in, and Liam was less than thrilled to see that the whole bathroom design focused on putting on makeup. Sitting down in front of a highly-lighted mirror was a turning point for him. It started a chain of events that changed everything for Liam.

	 

	Amelia started by applying the foundation. She paused to tease Liam about his lack of facial hair at that time. She giggled as she explained, "Don't worry Lianna, a lot of girls have a few stray whiskers," as she plucked away with a pair of pink tweezers.

	 

	The chair he was seated on spun around, and with a lot of dramatic flourish Amelia turned him that so he faced her. She forced him to tip his head back, and she made him close his eyes so she could apply the midnight black eyeliner.

	 

	Remembering every detail of this nearly traumatic incident, Liam stared off into the blank space of the bar as he told Shannon about it all. Even how Amelia smelled. It was hard for him to admit, but he did enjoy being that close to her.

	 

	Liam's breathing became heavy as he recalled that his eyeshadow came next. Then, it was just a flurry of activity as Amelia applied and blended various colors saying, “This will really make your pretty eyes pop!"

	 

	He remembered the eyelash curler being a bit frightening it was a strange torture-looking device moving ever closer to his eyes.

	 

	Shannon stopped him and asked, "How did she put on your mascara?"

	 

	Liam was a bit taken aback by her apparent curiosity, but took a pause and shared that humiliating experience with his fiancée. He told her that Amelia took the little brush and vibrated it back and forth, letting each layer dry before applying the next layer.

	 

	When Shannon just smiled mysteriously, he continued. "Amelia told me that I needed to have a bit of color on my cheeks, and she made me smile (the last thing I wanted to do at that moment)!"

	 

	Shannon smiled, "That must have been so embarrassing for a tough manly man like you! How did it make you feel, lover?"

	 

	"I guess the soft brush felt so nice though it was humiliating-the whole process!" whined Liam. Liam squeezed his hands into tight fists at the emasculating memories.

	 

	Shannon nodded for him to continue, and he swallowed before looking into her beautiful eyes and said, "The final steps were my lips of course, and that seemed to bring Amelia the most joy of all," said Liam, "she took her time as she outlined my lips with a pencil and then topped that with the bright red lipstick.”

	 

	He struggled to go on, but managed to say, "In the end, she turned me around and showed me the result. I could not believe how I looked in the mirror! It was completely different than anything I could have ever imagined."

	 

	Looking back, Liam realized that the makeup was just a rudimentary job, with some flaws. Still, at that time he looked, well, almost beautiful. His long hair made him look even more feminine.

	 

	Amelia took several pictures while he was distracted by his own feminine appearance, but he was not aware until some time later that she had done so. That day took their interaction to a completely different level.

	 

	Shannon said, "Don't you mean, 'took your relationship to another level?""

	 

	Liam growled with venom in his voice, “NO! We never had a relationship.”

	 

	Shannon showed a knowing smile and asked, "So you say, but tell me one thing? Did it stop on that day?"

	 

	Liam shivered and the mood between them became a bit uncomfortable. He finally answered, "That was just the beginning of it. In fact, the whole thing became worse a lot worse."

	 

	With a ragged breath, Liam told his soon to be wife how about two weeks later he found himself alone with Amelia again. This time she started forcing him to learn how to do his makeup teaching him how to use the eyeliner and eyeshadow to make his eyes a focal point of his face.

	 

	Then, Amelia gave him a gift of nail polish, and she told him that keeping his toenails painted all the time was a requirement. She threatened him that if she ever found out he was not doing as he was told she would ruin his life.

	 

	Liam quietly confided in Shannon that he never doubted the capability of horrors Amelia could inflict on his reputation. That was also the first night she gave him a dress to put on. He quickly corrected himself it was not just the dress. There were also a pair of panties, a padded bra, pantyhose, and a slip.

	 

	Shannon asked a bit too quickly, "Oh! What color was the dress? Was it a long one or a short hemline? What about the neckline?"

	 

	Liam felt an expression of fear flash across his face. Shannon picked up on the look and softened her questions with, "Baby, I just want to know everything you had to go through during this horrible time."

	 

	Liam sighed and told her, “The dress was red and the neckline had a slight v-shape to it. There was a slit running up the side, and it reached just above my knees."

	 

	Before Liam knew how or why, Amelia was having him dress up at her house and eventually at one of her friend's homes. It was bad enough when it was just the two of them. It was worse when Amelia invited other girls to participate in his utter humiliation.

	 

	After he accepted his subjection to Amelia's will for about three months, she invited one of her friends over. At least this girl did not go to the same school they attended. Liam had come over early on a Saturday to cut the grass. He was no longer grounded, as his parents considered that he'd already made things right from his bad behavior.

	 

	Amelia's mother was now actually paying him to do work around the place, and Liam was eager to have a bit of fun money for the weekend. He thought he would be there for an hour or so, but that was not going to be the case.

	 

	Liam could not remember the name of the friend she was only around a time or two-but he would never forget the shame he felt from their gleeful feminization of the helpless boy.

	 

	The girls used him that day as if he was a doll for them to play with. The giggled and smirked as they made him look like a pretty girl. That was the one thing that played out in his mind after the event. The friend kept saying all day long how pretty a doll he was, and how she wanted him to try on something else.

	 

	The two girls had prom dresses and even a wedding dress. The latter obviously was not Amelia's, so he told Shannon maybe the other girl brought it with her.

	 

	Shannon laughed, "I bet you made a beautiful blushing bride to be." Liam shuddered at that little teasing comment, but he couldn't deny it. There were pictures from that day-lots of them, in fact and they looked incredibly incriminating.

	 

	There were tears in Liam's eyes as he described the first time he had to get dressed up for all of Amelia's girlfriends. Her house had one of the best pools in the neighborhood with a slide, an outside kitchen, and a large, gorgeous yard. All the kids wanted to hang out at her house on the weekends.

	 

	Amelia's mother’s work schedule kept her away from home regularly so their house was the perfect place for teenage girls to do girl things. Amelia hosted a pool party late one Summer in their Junior year. She had been dressing him up with the occasional girlfriend hanging around for over a year at this point.

	 

	What she planned for that party was terrifying for Liam. The party would consist of at least ten girls, some who were already aware of their little feminine "arrangement." However, he had never even met a number of the girls who were invited. Amelia had taken him shopping a few days before the party. Of course it was at the discount store where one of her friends was working for the Summer.

	 

	Together, the two girls picked out a neon pink bikini for him to wear. It was one of those tiny top ones with the triangles maybe two inches wide. The bottom was a thong! That small bottom rode up high on his hips. The worst thing purchased that day was a pair of snow white five-inch strappy heels.

	 

	At first, Liam thought Amelia's mom would be there. She had caught them a time or two, but Amelia just told her that she and Liam had become best friends and he was helping her with practicing her makeup. Incredibly, Mrs. Abbasi believed her, and Liam was in no position to protest. When her mom was home, Amelia still made him dress up, but she was almost sweet about it. When they were alone, however, it was almost scary.

	 

	The day of the party, Amelia ordered Liam to be there very early to help her set everything up. When he arrived, he knew Amelia had the house all to herself. They set everything up, and he was sent to do his makeup. Amelia had laid out his sexy pink bikini and heels.

	 

	Shannon asked, "What about those heels? Were they hard to walk in?"

	 

	Liam was getting a bit worried about how much interest Shanon kept showing in all of this. "Why would she want to know about all the things that happened during those years?" Liam asked himself.

	 

	After a short pause, he answered her reluctantly explaining that he had been made to wear a lot of high heels before that day. Still, the strappy stilettos were something new to him. He remembered how delicate they felt when he first wrapped the thin leather around his ankles.

	 

	Standing on them pushed his upper body forward slightly. The first couple of steps were horrible—he wobbled barely in control of his balance ―the thought he would fall over made him want to stay perfectly still. Amelia would not have it. She made him walk all over the house until he could do so without grabbing the closest piece of furniture.

	 

	About the time he finally figured how to walk in those scary contraptions, the other girls started showing up. It was apparent Amelia has told all of them how everything would happen. Everyone knew. That is, everyone but him. The girls were catty about it too. They laughed at him, swatted his bottom, and forced him to do all kinds of humiliating things for them that day.

	 

	While Amelia did things that made him want to crawl into a hole, her friends took things beyond anything she ever did. After that party, his girly life stopped being only at the house. The rest of the girls became involved in his life.

	 

	He told Shannon that a guy would typically enjoy having so many girls giving him all kinds of attention. The problem was the type of attention that he was receiving from them.

	 

	Liam started to tell her about the worst date he had ever been on. It was the first real date at an essential time of his life. There was this gorgeous blond that had just moved into the neighborhood. It took a while even to get her to talk to him. The girl's name was Jennifer.

	 

	Liam had been chasing Jennifer for months, and he wanted to go out with her so bad. After all those months, finally one day, Jennifer just came up to him and told him how she would go out with him to a party one of the girls was having. He was so excited, but at the last minute Amelia showed up to his house.

	 

	She forced him into a tight black mini skirt and a candy-apple red satin shirt. He was mortified! Little did he know the worst was yet to come. He wanted to cry as they drove to the party, he didn't only because Amelia would have been extremely angry. It took her threatening to show all those pictures to his family before he could be persuaded to get out of the car.

	 

	Sulking into the house, Liam kept trying to hide from all of the other girls. Peeking around Amelia, the first thing he noticed there were no guys around. He was so grateful that this was a girls only party. It gave him enough confidence to step out around Amelia.

	 

	Once he was standing in the center of the room, he saw Jennifer in all her beauty. With massive humiliation he quickly realized that he was dressed in the exact same outfit she was wearing!

	 

	Every girl in the room was whistling at him. Jennifer walked over and kissed him on the cheek. She asked the whole place, “Wow! Doesn't Lianna make a sexy lady?"

	 

	Liam wanted only one thing, and that was for the floor to open up and swallow him, then close over him forever. He wanted to disappear from entire the universe.

	 

	Shannon grabbed his hand, "Those girls were so cruel honey." She could tell that evening had been one of the worst ones he'd ever experienced up to that point in his life.

	 

	Shannon asked him what the most humiliating event was and Liam sat there for a moment thinking before he spoke. It was not that he had issues remembering that evening. It was a neon sign in his ongoing nightmares.

	 

	Swallowing the lump in his throat, he explained when they were seniors there was a huge New Year's Eve party, and Amelia commanded him to attend. It was one thing to be a date for another girl, but that was not the case on that evening. His voice dropped an octave causing Shannon to lean in as he went on.

	 

	Liam explained that they made him dress up as a girl and go out on a date with another boy. The only way for him to get out of the evening without ruining the last few months of his high school life was to make everyone believe he really was a girl.

	 

	The beautiful part was the party was going to be at a cousin of Jennifer's, so it was going to be in another county. All the girls got together the weekend before Christmas so they could find the perfect dress and all the other stuff to go with it.

	 

	Amelia had stopped paying for his outfits a months before. So Liam was working at a local tax place and still doing the chores for the ladies in the neighborhood. Most of the time he complained about spending his own money on "girly stuff," but this time he wanted to be perfect that way no one would know.

	 

	The girls helped him pick out a perfect, brilliant blue spaghetti strapped gown that clung to his body. It had a slit that went all the way up his hip to show off a bit of his thigh. He wanted to wear the white strappy shoes from the pool party, but they would not have it. In the end, the girls made him buy a pair of gorgeous silver shoes with some wonderful crystals on them.

	 

	Liam stopped talking and stammered, "I didn't mean it like that!"

	 

	Shannon could not help smiling widely as she asked, "What was so special about them?"

	 

	Liam explained they were perfect in every way. That they matched the dress and made his calf muscles stand out. He shut his mouth realizing how girly he sounded when he talked about shoes like that.

	 

	The night of the party came quickly. They all met at the cousin's house and did their hair and makeup together. The girls would not let him look in the mirror until he was completely dressed.

	 

	When he turned around to look in the mirror, the person he saw was unrecognizable to him. She was beautiful in a way that he never thought possible. It gave him confidence that he could pull this off. He kept the next thoughts to himself. His favorite part of that whole evening was wearing this super silky lipstick. It was fun to take out his compact and recoat his lips throughout the evening.

	 

	Going back to his story, Liam explained that his rendezvous for the night was a blind date. He had no idea who the date was until he walked out into the massive garage they had decorated for the party.

	 

	Stepping out with all the other girls they pointed out his date for the evening. The date was handsomely dressed in a nice shirt and slacks. Liam was cautious about how he walked across the floor to say hello.

	 

	They danced all night long and though he hated to admit it the night was a lot of fun. Shannon snickered asking, “What happened at midnight?"

	 

	Liam wanted so much to lie to her, but he could not bring himself to do so. With just a whisper he stated, "We kissed." This confession was a real struggle for him. He became completely uncomfortable, and his throat started to constrict.

	 

	"Baby, can we please just go?" Liam begged.

	 

	Shannon told him, "No, of course not. Don't be so scared. It is important for you to face those fears. I doubt she even remembers who you are, Liam."

	 

	Liam thought about it, and accepted that Shannon was probably right. He had grown a lot in the first few years of college. His shoulders were broader, and his hair had not been long in years.

	 

	He had worked hard to advance at his job, and had become a respected professional man, well-regarded in his field. As he was making all these excuses, he felt a hand on his shoulder. Looking up he saw her and ice ran through his veins. It was Amelia, and she still smelled the same way.

	 

	"I thought that was you, Liam, I am so happy to see you here. I wanted to find you someday and explain how truly sorry I am for all those horrible things I did to you all those years ago." Amelia said. "I know beating you up all those times had to leave long-lasting emotional wounds."

	 

	Liam turned pale he had intentionally left out those humiliating details when he was telling Shannon his story. Amelia went on to say, "Dressing you up was completely unacceptable behavior, and what my girlfriends did to you, I never should have let that happen."

	 

	Amelia let her hand tighten a bit on his shoulder. "Liam, I know that New Year's Eve had to be the worst. Making you go on that date with Roger..."

	 

	Shannon interrupted Amelia by bursting out in an uncontrolled laughter. After taking a drink of her beer, Shannon squeaked out, "Roger, your friend Roger, the womanizer?" Liam just weakly nodded his head. There was no way he could have spoken even if he wanted to, and the last thing he wanted to do was speak at that moment.

	 

	Shannon invited Amelia to join them. Liam could tell by the way that Shannon was acting that she really liked Amelia. The thought of his teenage bully and his soon to be wife becoming friendly mortified him.

	 

	Shannon asked, "Amelia, we were talking about Liam's old high school days. How are things going for you?"

	 

	Amelia had tears in her eyes as she said, "Life has become complicated. Karma is making me pay for all the terrible things I did to you, Liam. I understand it is necessary for me to go through these rough times."

	 

	She went on to explain that she was out of work, and had been for over a year. After high school, she went to Oxford where her mother had attended. She had gotten a master's degree in Chemistry.

	 

	The first couple of years after her graduation had been wonderful! She landed a sought-after position with the government. Then, after that, the government cut funding, and her position was eliminated.

	 

	She tried to adjust by doing a bit of part-time work and living off her savings, but over the previous few months things had become increasingly rough for her. She went on to say to them— but only looking at Shannon—that it terrified her to contemplate taking a job outside of her field. The thought of that made all those years of work not worth everything she had invested.

	 

	By the next week, she would probably lose her flat because it had been sixty days since she could pay rent, and the landlord had already served her with the eviction papers to force her to leave. Her eyes were brimming with tears, "I am so sorry for everything Liam. Please could you excuse me? I need to go to the powder room."

	 

	Shannon reached over the table and took Liam's hand, “Honey, I know this is rough. I understand that she did some terrible things, but she is truly a person in need. We should invite her to come live with us for a while."

	 

	Liam ripped his hand away and yell-whispered, "What are you thinking? Why would I ever allow that, that, THAT....person to live in the same house as me?!"

	 

	Shannon gently took his forearm and pulled his hand back towards her saying, "Sweetie, I think this will be good for you and her. You need to face your fears. She is truly sorry for all those silly childish things she did way back then, and everyone deserves a second chance. The first thing she did was apologize for everything on her own."

	 

	Before Liam could object again, Shannon stared him in the eyes and played her ace card, "Besides and I hate to say this-but we live in my place. I bought it well before we even met. I want this to be something that is important to you, but I do not need your permission."

	 

	Liam went to speak, but his beautiful fiancée lifted her hand silencing him before she said, "There are four bedrooms, and we only use one of them. She will not be in the way, and she can restart her life again. Honey, I would want the same for us if we ever were in the same place."

	 

	Patting his hand gently she said, "It is settled then. We will do the right thing and invite her to live with us."

	 

	Liam wanted to scream, he wanted to cry, and he wanted more than anything to have never thought of Amelia again. He knew that he could never force his lovely Shannon to do anything that she did not want to do.

	 

	Amelia quietly returned, and sat back down with them, "I am so sorry. I get emotional so often these days."

	 

	Shannon reached over and let her hand rest on Amelia's arm, “Oh Amelia what has happened to you is just awful. Liam and I were talking, and I think we have come up with a solution. I own a brownstone, a huge home. We want you to come live with us until you can figure out something better. I would never want anyone to give up their dream if I can offer help."

	 

	Amelia never even glanced at Liam, "Are you sure?"

	 

	Shannon gleamed triumphantly, "Absolutely, it is the perfect solution for everyone."

	 

	With a squeal of joy, Amelia reached out and hugged her new-found friend. Liam was fuming! He could not believe that in a matter of moments his worst enemy was not only back in his life but actually moving into the sanctuary of their home.

	 

	Shannon asked, "I know you both are trying to heal from all those years ago but I must ask a question. Amelia, how pretty was Liam when he was dressed up?”

	 

	Amelia leaned in, smiling and answered, "He was quite fetching, in reality, he was more beautiful than most of my girlfriends. He looked adorable in a hot pink bikini. My favorite was the night of New Year's Eve! That blue dress really brought out his eyes and made his dark hair even more beautiful.”

	 

	As Liam squirmed, she kept twisting the knife into his carefully rebuilt sense of masculinity. "I enjoyed taking Liam out to all the clubs and watching him get hit on by guys who could not tell he was a boy."

	 

	Shannon looked at Liam appraisingly, "Really? Liam here seemed to forget to mention that you two went out clubbing together."

	 

	Liam was going from angry to afraid to very afraid. He wondered again how Shannon could want Amelia to live in their home knowing that she'd feminized her fiancé-him! The choice was not his, unfortunately. All he could do was hope that Amelia had changed completely. He needed her to have become a nice person. In fact, that was his only hope.

	 

	Epilogue

	 

	Shannon and Amelia spent the previous week enjoying each other's company. Liam had felt the strain of having his fiancée spending time with someone other than him-worst of all his worst enemy.

	 

	They had decided to let the time run out on Amelia's apartment. Liam had been volunteered to repaint the bedroom that Shannon had offered her. He was furious that he was expected to do nice things for his former tormentor. He could not even complain because Amelia had been super sweet to him. She had even brought him his favorite coffee.

	 

	Shannon kept telling him that his strong negative reactions were just an issue with him, and not with Amelia. She was taking Amelia's side on everything, and with the new houseguest acting so kindly, it made him feel guilty. All of that increased the anxiety he was feeling about the situation.

	 

	Liam wanted things to go back to the way they were before this horrible woman came back into his world. At the end of the time, Liam was shocked when Shannon said Amelia had a job interview. He thought this situation would be short term if Amelia could find a job.

	 

	Liam offered to pay her rent for one month to give her a bit of time to see if the position came through. Shannon gave him an angry look, acting like she was mortified that he would even suggest such a thing. She went on to tell him that he would be moving all of Amelia's possessions into the brownstone.

	 

	When he asked why they could not hire a moving company, Shannon lectured him about doing nice things for nice people. To Liam, this whole "nice things" was more than a bit one-sided, as he was the one doing all the manual labor.

	 

	When moving day finally arrived, Liam was alone in Amelia's old apartment. Everything was stacked in organized boxes marked for whether they were going into the basement to be stored long-term, or to be taken up to her bedroom.

	 

	On top of one of the stacks was a nearly used up roll of packing tape. Not all of the boxes had been sealed entirely, so they would not be able to be stacked as high.

	 

	Liam thought, "Great! More time wasted because I have to be careful with those." He was frustrated by the end of a very long day. His back hurt and he wanted nothing to do with these boxes. The last load was a stack of half-packed boxes. Walking up the steps, he tripped, but fortunately he did not fall. Still, he dropped the box.

	 

	When it hit the ground, the contents spilled out onto the yard. Liam could not breathe when he saw the rainbow of colorful items. It was a bunch of lingerie. He picked up the silky outfits; Amelia was maybe a medium but these were large and extra large.

	 

	There was an expensive looking long blonde wig; he knew she would never wear blonde as it would look awkward on her dark skin. It took him a moment to understand what the flesh colored balloons were. Then it hit him! They were breast forms. Amelia had gorgeous C sized breasts she would never need something like these expensive-looking, lifelike breast forms.

	 

	What scared him most though was the pair of handcuffs. What would a chemist need with shiny metal bondage equipment? Liam did not understand! If Amelia had made all of these changes, why would she have all of this stuff? Or at least why would she not have them sent into storage?

	 

	He wanted to tell Shannon about this, but he knew he could not. She would never believe him that he had accidentally exposed the contents of the box. If Amelia had not truly made the changes she promised, then she was already in a position of complete power, and that thought terrified him.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book Two: The Intruder

	Kylie Gable, Diane Callaway and Claudia Acosta

	 

	It had been six weeks since Amelia had moved in with Liam and his fiancée Shannon. Liam had been adamant about Amelia not living in the same home as the two of them, but Shannon disagreed.

	 

	The problem was, Liam did not own the brownstone. It belonged to Shannon who had purchased it before they were together. The reason he did not want Amelia being there was obvious! At least he felt it was. Amelia had bullied Liam for many years during high school. She had dressed him up in girls' clothes, and forced him to do countless humiliating things.

	 

	Everything had gone well for Liam after he left for college and started his career as a CPA. When he moved to the city, he met Shannon. She was beautiful, smart and talented. The best thing about meeting her was that she knew nothing of the events he had been subjected to as a teenager. They had started their life together and Liam had the life he used to dream about.

	 

	Shannon was building her own business in interior design. They had struggled together for about a year when things improved for them both. About six months ago, Liam asked Shannon to become his wife, and they moved in together.

	 

	Shannon was an independent woman who went after what she wanted in life. Liam felt blessed to know that she wanted him. Everything in his life seemed perfect, that was until one evening when the two of them met for dinner and drinks at a favorite pub.

	 

	Amelia walked in and, in that instant, Liam's perfect world shattered. Liam spent that evening explaining some of the terrible things Amelia and her friends had subjected him too. He would have thought Shannon would be furious, but it did not work out that way.

	 

	Amelia came over and apologized for everything she had done to him. She went on to explain how awful life was for her. She had told them both that the awful events Liam was subjected to had contributed to her streak of bad luck.

	 

	She was only wanting to make amends, she said, in order to get her life back on the career track she desired. Liam saw through everything she stated, but Shannon felt sorry for Amelia. The reaction of his fiancée surprised him, especially the amount of sympathy she granted to Amelia, and the lack that was given to him. At the end, to Liam's horror, Amelia was invited to live with them.

	 

	The last six weeks had left Liam waiting for terrible things to happen. Instead, Amelia had been kind to everyone. She cooked every evening wonderful meals that everyone enjoyed. The house was always clean, laundry done and Shannon always said great things about her.

	 

	Amelia had taken over every part of the household, and Liam had no choice but to be very pleasant. Amelia was a chemist by profession, and apparently there were issues in her industry that left her without a job. She had been looking, but nothing had come through so far. Liam was worried that Amelia could live with them for an extended time.

	 

	Shannon called Liam to tell him she had just landed a massive project and they would be celebrating tonight with a spectacular meal. Liam was to pick up an expensive bottle of wine and a few other things from the market on his way home.

	 

	Walking through the door of the brownstone the smell of supper was terrific. Amelia barked at him to put the wine in the freezer so it could cool down in time to go with the meal. Shannon had bought a new dress and a pair of very expensive shoes. Liam knew the brand immediately from the red soles they had.

	 

	He sat down with her on the couch as they discussed how great a day it was for her. She was in such a great mood, Liam knew tonight would be special when they retired to their room alone.

	 

	Amelia pulled out one of the bottles of wine they had stocked in the house, saving the expensive one for the meal. She poured the wine, and everyone started talking about how Shannon could only expect great things after this project. In about an hour, the meal was ready, and they were dipping into the second bottle of wine. Liam felt comfortable as the night had been all about Shannon.

	 

	Then it happened. Liam never saw it coming, and all he could do was stammer as the events unfolded before him. Shannon was always giddy when she drank, but tonight found her in an even more euphoric state. Turning to Amelia, she asked, "Tell me about the first time you dressed up Liam, please?"

	 

	Amelia to Liam's surprise answered by saying she didn't want to go into it, and it was not a big deal. Liam had hoped it would end there, but Shannon would not have it. She wanted to know all the events surrounding the first time her soon to be husband put on women's clothing.

	 

	Liam knew he hadn't confessed everything to Shannon, though he went into a lot of detail, there were specific parts he had left out the most humiliating things he would rather her not know. If Amelia told that story, he would be mortified.

	 

	"Liam, honey tell me about the first time Amelia made you wear something that would only be found in my dresser?" Shannon went on to ask.

	 

	Liam could feel his whole body flush with heat then turn cold. He tried to brush it off with, "I already told you all my stories."

	 

	Shannon kept insisting she know all the most excruciating details, but neither Amelia nor Liam wanted to tell her. Finally, Amelia burst out, "You might not have noticed, but your soon to be husband is a bit of wimp!"

	 

	The girls both started laughing about this as Liam tried to defend himself. He realized as he kept talking that this was the worst way he could have handled this situation, because now Amelia had to make a point about his lack of manhood.

	 

	Amelia told Shannon how it started with little petty things, but in the end, she wrestled him down and made him put on his first outfit of women's clothing. Amelia poured everyone another glass of wine and Liam downed his in one swig. She looked at him and laughed evilly.

	 

	Sitting down on the other side of Shannon, Amelia curled herself around tucking her legs under her skirt. She began speaking, “The evening started with my mother leaving the house. She had some critical case that required a late night at the office. I begged her to have Liam come over to keep me company."

	 

	Amelia looked Shannon in the eyes and continued, "I was a teenage girl, but my mother was never concerned about us being alone. Liam was such a submissive boy that she knew I would never be interested in him like that. My mother knew we were just friends and I think she thought he might be only interested in boys."

	 

	Shannon's eyes gleamed and she nodded urgently for Amelia to continue.

	 

	"Liam's mother was always happy to have him come to my house. After the things that happened when he hung out with the other boys in the neighborhood, my house was considered a safe zone. His mother always said if he was with me she knew at least he was not out vandalizing other people's homes." Amelia explained.

	 

	Liam looked down at the floor, humiliated by the thought of what he had done to Amelia and her mother all those years ago.

	 

	Amelia said, "I had wanted to dress up Liam for almost a month before I finally came up with a way to make it happen. The years I had him under my control were educational ones. During that first year, though, I had so many things to learn and understand."

	 

	She had a faraway look in her eyes as she remembered, "I knew that I was physically and emotionally stronger than Liam. We had scuffled before, and he always lost. Having confidence in my superior strength and with the knowledge that intellectually he was beneath me gave me the courage I needed to spring my trap. That night, I had prepared for him. I laid out a pair of panties, a slip, and a pretty dress. I was so excited thinking of him dressed as a girl."

	 

	Amelia smiled at Liam as she continued saying, "When Liam arrived that evening, I started slowly. I began by making him do the things we had done together previously. He had been learning how to put his makeup on, and to be honest, he was getting very good at it."

	 

	Liam was detail-oriented by nature, and she was sure that is what made him a great accountant now. After his makeup was done, he was used to being able to watch tv or play video games all night until it was time to go home.

	 

	Amelia informed him it would not be that way anymore. That night, he was going to learn how to not only look like a girl, but dress like a girl. Of course, he threw a fit. He sounded like such a wimp screaming about how unfair it was, and he would not have it.

	 

	Touching Shannon's arm; Amelia explained she never thought he would do it just because she told him to. After about half an hour Amelia made a bet with Liam, they would wrestle three times who ever won two out of three would win.

	 

	Liam, of course, wanted his win to be fast and not having to do anything with girl things. Amelia said, "I knew I would win, so I was like sure whatever you want." Amelia had an evil smirk on her face as she told Shannon her win would be he would wear whatever she wanted him to for that night.

	 

	Winking at Shannon, she explained how she had talked her mom into getting a camcorder, and that it was already set up and hidden for Liam's big moment. The pictures had been fun, but she wanted something that would express all the emotions.

	 

	Shannon stopped sipping her wine and laughed out loud. This was too much for Liam with his face blazing red, “I'd like to see you do that now." Amelia just teasingly stuck her tongue out at him going back to her story.

	 

	"It started with him squaring off to me like some wrestler in the Olympics. With one sweep of my foot, Liam was sprawled out on his back gasping for breath." Amelia started to laugh as she described how easy it was to pin his very feminine body to the shag carpet in the living room. He cried out complaining about how she cheated, and that was the last time she would get him so quickly.

	 

	Letting him back up, she told him they could start anyway he wanted because she wanted it all to be fair for him. She was shocked when he got down on all fours showing her to get behind him. They had just gone to see their high school wresting team compete at the state level the week prior. The only way he would know to do this position would have been by watching all those other boys.

	 

	Positioning herself behind him, she grabbed his wrist and told him to count to three. When he yelled out three, she wrapped her strong legs around him and pulled his arm across his chest. All she had to do was roll over and squeeze tight and it was over before he could do anything.

	 

	Shannon could not help herself she was laughing so hard tears were starting to roll down her cheeks. “Liam, baby what were you thinking?" she asked.

	 

	Liam could only sit there mortified by how this evening was turning out for him. His hopes and dreams of a passionate night in their bedroom were crumbling with each word of this story.

	 

	Shannon went on to ask, “Did you even bother to do a third time?" Amelia had a hard time telling her story through the laughter. She had wanted to stop there, but Liam insisted they go to four and if he won the next two they would go again.

	 

	He was having such a pathetic time, even though Amelia did not care for him that much during that year, she felt sorry for him even back then. Reluctantly she agreed although she felt she had already won the whole match. Now that she was older she understood a man's sense of pride, but back then she just thought he was silly.

	 

	The third time Liam insisted that she be on the bottom and he behind her. He insisted that was where he had made his mistake.

	 

	Amelia explained, “I had already plotted out how to beat him but gave him the benefit of the doubt to try. When we started to wrestle he tried the same maneuver on me, it was apparent that is what he would do. When he went to pull my arm against me, I burst forward with an energy that broke his grip. Then I flipped and rolled taking his head between my thighs."

	 

	Amelia was holding back laughter as she explained, "It was so easy to grab his arm and squeeze it until he tapped out. I left him in that vulnerable position until his face started to turn blue. I knew he was mine. After I left him laying on the floor panting like a fish out of water, I came back with the clothes in my hand and dropped the camera on the couch. He started to cry, so his makeup was running down his face."

	 

	Amelia continued, “Picking up the silky garments he looked up at me begging. I felt this power come over me and it was such a wonderful feeling," She shrugged, "Shannon, until you have had a man completely broken in front of you the overwhelming sensation is hard to explain."

	 

	She continued to describe the rush. The familiar look of triumph on her face, the way her words came faster with each sentence, and the intense stare on her face all made Liam want to hide. All of those emotions of that night from years past were rushing through him.

	 

	He had spent years trying to forget everything that had been done to him. This evening should have been a celebration with the love of his life. He looked over at Shannon and wanted to throw Amelia out of the home. It was not his home though and the choice was not his to make.

	 

	Looking at Liam, Amelia slowly smiled, "So you think you are tougher than me now?"

	 

	Liam barked at her, “Absolutely I was a kid back then you could never do that to me now!"

	 

	Amelia slowly started nodding her head, "I tell you what? I will make a deal with you. I want us to wrestle tonight, and if I win, I can dress you up again. If you win, then I will find a new place to move into by the weekend. What do you think?"

	 

	Liam sat for a second, shocked that she would offer such a thing. He wanted to say yes, confident that he could take her. While he was relatively certain about that, he knew that if he happened to lose, his life would be awful again.

	 

	Shannon looked at them both and told Liam to go for it. "Baby this is your chance to put that part of your life behind you in a meaningful way." Her words sounded sincere, but Liam thought he heard a bit of giddiness in her voice.

	 

	As the three of them sat there for a few minutes longer, the silence became uncomfortable; Amelia finally spoke out, "What is the problem? Is big bad Liam afraid of little ole' me?"

	 

	Liam barked back at her, "NO! B.... Not at all." They moved the coffee table out of the way and got down on the floor warily facing each other. Amelia let Liam get behind her, so he believed he was in a superior position-a position of power.

	 

	Amelia had neglected to mention to either of them that she has been taking Judo and Greco-Roman wrestling classes since junior high. At first, she played with Liam, even letting him get her down on the floor. But before he even saw it coming, she used her leverage to flip him over, and she took the dominant top position half on him, half behind him.

	 

	She ran her hands underneath his armpits, locking her fingers together behind his neck. She put him in a full nelson, and there was no way for him to get away. Then, before he could even react, she picked him up by his armpits and slammed him down onto his bottom. Amelia quickly wrapped her long brown legs around his waist, squeezing him tightly between her muscular thighs. Holding him there she peered over his shoulder at Shannon and gave her a wink.

	 

	Liam started to beg, "Please let me go."

	 

	Amelia held him even tighter, "Nope you are staying right here until you give me what I want."

	 

	Shannon started to clap with glee. “Don't let him go! I want to see him all dressed up! I can't believe you pinned him that fast!"

	 

	Liam could feel the tears starting to form in his eyes. He knew he was in serious trouble. Shannon grabbed her cell phone and started recording.

	 

	Amelia leaned to Liam's ear, "Say, I am a pretty princess! Say, 'Please help me to be beautiful again!""

	 

	Liam started to struggle even more desperately, but he was not going anywhere.

	 

	Amelia repeated her commands with more force, "Say it and look at Shannon when you do."

	 

	Liam shook his head no, but Amelia squeezed her thighs even tighter around him. Amelia barked at him, "SAY IT!"

	 

	Still shaking his head no, Liam stammered, "I-I-I am a p-p-pretty princess....”

	 

	Amelia laughing out loud told Liam, “Keep going, pretty princess!"

	 

	Liam, his head dropping said, "Please, make me beautiful again."

	 

	Amelia let her thighs relax, so Liam fell back against her chest.

	 

	Shannon put her phone on the side table held up by its stand. She walked around the table and up to Liam. Leaning in she put her head by Amelia's and whispered into his ear, "Say, I want to wear pretty panties and dresses."

	 

	Liam snapped his head around, shocked that his fiancée would say something like that to him. Amelia tightened her arms around his neck until he complied.

	 

	"I want to wear pretty panties and dresses," Liam responded to Shannon, who squeezed Amelia's shoulder and squealed, "OMG this is so much fun.'

	 

	Walking in front of him and squatting down in front of both of them she ordered, “Say, 'I want to wear makeup.’"

	 

	Liam closed his eyes and turned his head away. A single tear ran down his face. Shannon reached out with her index finger and pulled him close to her by his chin. Opening his eyes Liam sighed, "I want to wear makeup."

	 

	Amelia took over with an evil laugh, "Say, 'I want to wear sexy pretty high heels.’"

	 

	Liam knew he had lost and without hesitation stated very flatly, “I want to wear sexy pretty high heels."

	 

	Amelia let him go and ran upstairs to gather up some clothing. Searching frantically, she found a special box that she had been adding to over the years. This was one box that never left her possession due to all the memories it contained.

	 

	Returning from her room, she brought that same box that Liam had dropped the day she had moved in with them. Reaching in, she pulled out the breast forms, the lingerie, and the wig. Shannon and Amelia were laughing with each other at the prospect of what they were getting ready to do to Liam.

	 

	The two girls talked about how wonderful he would look once he is dressed up. "What kind of clothing should we put him in?" Shannon asked. Amelia ran back upstairs to get him a dress and his pretty pumps that she had stored all of these years.

	 

	Liam started begging Shannon, "Please do not make me do this. I can not handle being dressed up again by her."

	 

	Shannon picked her phone up and walked over to him. Sticking her phone in his face she said, "You made a bet and bragged about how she could not do this to you. Here you are, you could not beat a small woman? It is necessary that you keep your word."

	 

	Liam tried to take advantage of Amelia being out of the room. He barked at Shannon, "I refuse to let her dress me up again. It will not happen."

	 

	Instead of Shannon lashing out in anger as he expected she looked down at the carpet and in a hushed voice said, "I will be very disappointed in you if you try to weasel out of a bet you made. You are a much better man than to do something like that. No partner of mine will act in a way that allows people to doubt his character."

	 

	Liam could not tell her that he is a coward, and began resolving himself to do as he was told. Humiliated by each of his choices, he realized that none of them would work in his favor. He accepted that he had to do what he agreed to do.

	 

	Amelia returned with a sexy dress that tied in front, some pantyhose, and those all-important shoes. Shannon told her that Liam had tried to renege on their bet, but after discussing it, he accepted that he must follow through with what they all agreed to.

	 

	Shannon whispered, "What if we gave him a bubble bath?"

	 

	Amelia burst out laughing, "What a fabulous idea and we can shave off all his body hair."

	 

	Shannon who was a bit more than tipsy squealed with joy and ran off to the downstairs bathroom and began running a bath for Liam. Once the water was hot and bubbly, she hollered for Amelia to bring him in.

	 

	Liam half walked half was pulled into the bathroom. Standing on the cold tile floor, he was trapped between the bathtub with way too many feminine bubbles and the two girls who were blocking the door-his only escape.

	 

	Sadly, Liam realized there was no getting out of this. He knew Amelia well enough to understand that if he didn’t take off his clothes quickly enough, she would just undress him herself in a very unpleasant way. Obediently he stripped down to nothing, humiliated, standing naked in front of both these girls.

	 

	Stepping into the tub, he reached for the bar of soap, but Shannon slapped his hand, “There will be none of that anymore! From now on, you will use girly soap and girl razor blades."

	 

	Amelia stood at the door enjoying watching her new-found friend discover her dominant side. Handing him a Venus Razor, some fancy girly shaving cream and a bottle of soap that was pink, Shannon demanded, “Shave! Everything below your eyebrows!"

	 

	The girls giggled as they watched him tremble while he put these items on the side of the tub. He squeezed a huge glob of shaving cream into his hands and slowly smoothed them along his long, thin legs. Shannon was amazed at how well he shaved his legs. "Look at how good you are at making yourself very smooth," she said.

	 

	Stepping forward Amelia said, "I guess it's like riding a bike, a sissy never forgets how to shave her pretty legs." With a huge grin, she took the razor from Liam and started to shave the areas he could never reach on his own.

	 

	After all his body hair had been removed, Amelia made him stand up in the tub so the two girls could dry him off. He could feel his penis getting hard because their touch felt good despite all the humiliation.

	 

	Seeing Liam's erection and getting excited by his embarrassment, Amelia breathed in deeply. After building over the past hours, her dominant feelings had returned in full force. She started laughing and slapped his penis, “We can't have our pretty girl doing that."

	 

	Liam's penis responded to the rough treatment by shriveling back down to a tiny nub and hiding between his legs. Both of the girls laughed loudly at this as they led him into the room where all the pretty girly clothes were laid out.

	 

	First, Amelia handed Liam a bra that had breast forms built into it and a matching pair of panties. She asked, "Isn't this so much nicer than having to stuff your bra?"

	 

	Not saying a word Liam just nodded politely. Turning to Shannon, Amelia handed her a restrictive-looking item, "This is a waist cincher we ladies have tiny little waists, but we have to create that for 'her.’"

	 

	Shannon walked up to Liam with shining eyes and an enormous smile. She reached behind him and pulled the waist cincher around his already narrow waist. She used the hook eye fasteners to hold it in place, where it hung around his hips loosely.

	 

	Amelia told Shannon, "That's good, just leave it just slightly snug, we will tighten it more each day until Liam's body starts to respond to the pressure. It's called body training."

	 

	The two girls walked behind him, and Amelia showed Shannon how to use the laces to tighten up the cincher and how to tie it off.

	 

	Without any explanation, Amelia pushed a pair of suntan pantyhose into Liams hands. Amelia stared at him until he felt increasingly uncomfortable. "You know what to do with these. I know you remember how to put those on." She said fiercely, but with an amused look on her face.

	 

	Sitting down on the couch Liam slowly scrunched up the delicate fabric. Very carefully, starting at his toes, he pulled the pantyhose over his left foot and up to his calf. Taking his time with the right side, so he did not put a run in it, he did that foot again up to his calf.

	 

	With the two girls watching he worked the pantyhose up to each thigh and wiggled as he straightened them over his bottom and up to his hips.

	 

	Shannon clapped her hands in delight, "Good girl! You remembered everything she taught you!"

	 

	Liam could never have forgotten the emasculating lessons he'd learned under Amelia. The torment of those days was a constant nightmare for him.

	 

	Shannon picked up the dress, shook it gently and opened it up so that Liam could slip his arms through each opening. She turned him around so that he was facing her and tied the dress shut. He shivered at her touch as she gently caressed his bubble butt through the soft fabric.

	 

	Amelia held out his old pumps, "They do not have the wonderful red soles like Shannon's, but they will do. Slip them on your feet, Princess!"

	 

	Liam hesitated for a moment, but he hurried to comply when Amelia prompted, "Now! Or must I spank my naughty girl?"

	 

	Shannon asked if they could do his makeup. Before Amelia could answer the excited girl quickly skipped upstairs to grab everything she wanted to use on her feminized fiancé. Liam could tell his life was going down the drain, and there was no stopping it. Returning to both of them in the living room, Shannon saw Liam's frightened, helpless face and burst out laughing. Amelia hugged her.

	 

	Sitting him down on the couch, Shannon started with primer to help smooth out his skin. She took a makeup sponge to even everything out before mixing up a few shades of foundation to perfectly match his skin tone.

	 

	Amelia was impressed with how quickly she was catching on. Liam was terrified by the same events. He wanted to fight, scream, and run. None of the things Liam wanted were going to happen. He knew he could not get far with both of the women there, especially not with him dressed from the skin out as a girl.

	 

	He daydreamed for a moment, wishing he could stand up and demand it all end. One look at the eager, empowered look on Shannon's face so close to his crushed that daydream and his pride.

	 

	Taking out a black eyeliner she outlined each eye both on the upper lid and lower lid. She picked out some eyeshadow that had different shades of purple. Liam knew that he should be angry with Shannon, but she smelled so good and was close to him.

	 

	She went to work blending the different shades and colors until she felt they were perfect. She picked up the eyeliner touching up the smudges.

	 

	Amelia said, "Our pretty girl is developing with each stroke." The girls laughed together.

	 

	Shannon took out the eyelash curler and paused, "Liam do you remember how you told me about your fear when you first saw these?"

	 

	He nodded in the affirmative. Shannon giggled as she began curling his lashes before carefully applying several coats of the black mascara. Turning to Amelia, she asked,"What do you think, full lips or leave them natural?"

	 

	Amelia responded almost before the question was finished, "The fuller, the better."

	 

	Digging deep into her makeup bag, Shannon pulled out a lip liner and a vial of special lip gloss. Liam did not know what it was, but Amelia clapped her hands. He felt the gentle tug of the pencil and then Shannon opened the vial, pulling out the small applicator. After she brushed the bright red against his lips, he felt them start to tingle.

	 

	Shannon explained, "The sensation you are experiencing is the collagen. It will make your lips look full and pouty."

	 

	Amelia stepped in telling Shannon, “Hey, you can't have all the fun!" and give her friend a friendly smack.

	 

	Apologizing, Shannon asked if they should do his nails.

	 

	Liam screamed, "No!"

	 

	The girls just looked at him laughing. After running back up the stairs, Shannon returned with a set of expensive press-on acrylic nails. The nail polish is a perfect shade of red to match Liam's lipstick. Shannon picked up her phone to record the transformation. Amelia shook out the blond wig and placed it on Liam's head. She smiled noting that with his short buzz cut, there is no hair to get in the way.

	 

	The ladies spent a few long moments admiring the pretty girl they had just created. Shannon asked, "What did you usually do with Liam after he was all dressed up?"

	 

	Amelia laughed and said, “I would make him do all sorts of things, though one of my favorites was to make him dance for me."

	 

	Shannon laughed and said, “That seems like a tremendous idea!" smiling at Liam, she sauntered over to the stereo and turned on Beyonce's "Flawless." Then, winking at her emasculated lover, she motioned for him to dance for them.

	 

	The girls spent half an hour picking out girl power songs, while they made Liam dance in front of them. After they grew tired of him twirling, Amelia said, "I also had fun making him sing karaoke. That was a favorite entertainment for all the girls back in high school whenever we had an all girls party."

	 

	Amelia grabbed her phone again and started searching for karaoke songs. She named off a few that showed up at the top of the search, and the two girls decided on "Shake It Off" by Taylor Swift.

	 

	Sitting down on the couch they told Liam to behave in a manner appropriate to a girly performer. They made him sing the anthem to femininity over and over until he got all the words correct. Then, they forced him to learn some dance steps to go with it.

	 

	By this point, Amelia had opened a third bottle of wine, and Shannon had kicked off her expensive shoes. They were having such a wonderful time together, feminizing the helpless Liam.

	 

	Shannon turned to the pretty sissy and said, "I have to admit this is the best time I have had in a long time. The night has turned into such a wonderful evening we are all enjoying."

	 

	Liam stopped dancing and stared at her. Exploding with venom in his voice, "I am not having a wonderful time. I am not having a good time. This night is a horrible experience. I am completely humiliated by all this stuff you both are forcing on me."

	 

	Amelia laughed at Liam's outburst, having gotten used to his impotent little tantrums. She said, "It is such a shame that this wonderful time must end."

	 

	Liam stood up straighter, "Take this all off me now. I demand that I be changed back at this moment."

	 

	Shannon whispers slowly, "Well, what if it does not have to end? I do not think that he should be allowed to change back after the fit he threw earlier. At least not until he is successful in what he was spewing out."

	 

	Amelia grinned at this, as Liam seemed to shrink in size, as Shannon continued, her voice growing louder.

	 

	"What kind of man can not beat a girl in a wrestling match? I do not think he should be allowed to wear the clothing of a man until he can show he is one. We should leave him in the soft silky clothing of a girl until he beats you, Amelia. What do you think about this?" She was talking to Amelia, but Liam responded too quickly-with actions rather than words.

	 

	Liam was enraged, his body shaking with the anger he felt. His face turned nearly the same red shade as the lipstick he wore. A vein on the side of his neck stuck way out, purple and large. Grabbing the blond wig he ripped it off his head and threw it across the room. He stomped his foot down so hard he broke off the heel of his right pump.

	 

	Screaming at the top of his lungs, Liam challenged, "I will not have it! You will not do this to me again! I deserve to be treated like a man, and there is no way I will wear this for one more moment longer!"

	 

	His words came quickly and loudly out of his mouth. Liam felt a sense of relief and empowerment, until he saw the smile grow slowly across Shannon's face. Placing her hands in her lap and crossing her legs she looked at him.

	 

	In a firm voice that stopped him cold, she said, "Enough! I have grown tired of your childish tantrums and little girlish behavior. Your actions are unacceptable and just prove that you are not a man worthy of wearing men's clothing. Amelia, dear will you kindly grab our naughty girl? It is time we showed her that she is not the one in power here."

	 

	Amelia was happy to comply. In fact, it is what she had wanted for months. It was no accident they met in the pub that day. She had seen Liam months before, and had started following him.

	 

	Watching Shannon and Liam interact had shown her the person Shannon indeed was. Amelia had instantly liked Shannon, even though they had never spoken before that evening in the pub. She was delighted to see her new friend so enthusiastic about all the events past and from tonight. This series of events was going even better than Amelia could have ever planned it out.

	 

	Liam was correct when he judged her from that first reunion at the pub that night weeks ago, but she was able to keep Shannon focused on her plight, distracting her from what Liam was trying to tell her. Now, Amelia was in full control of everything, and Liam had squandered any chance of bringing Shannon back over to his side. Amelia was far more drunk on the power than on the wine she had consumed all night long.

	 

	Liam felt the air forced from his lungs as Amelia pinned his arms down to his sides and pulled them behind his back. Moving quickly, she took off her tights and panties that she wore all day.

	 

	Wadding up those panties she shoved them into the mouth of her emasculated sissy. Wrapping the tights around his head and tying them off, she held the panties in his mouth. “There, there," she said, "Now you do not have to fret about saying things that will only get you into further trouble."

	 

	Shannon bit her lip and looked at Amelia a bit troubled, "I do wish we had some rope to bind him up even tighter."

	 

	Amelia tightened her grip on Liam pulled his arms way up in the air which forced his body perpendicular to the floor. Then she turned to Shannon, "Tights will work just as good as rope, and they will not leave marks all over his skin. Do you have any more handy?"

	 

	Shannon just nodded and hurried up to her room, pulling open her drawer and grabbing a handful of tights. Coming back down the stairs she shook them out, so they were straight.

	 

	Shannon giggled, "I would never have thought of all the uses for these things I wear every day."

	 

	Liam tried to scream through the gag, but every word was just a mumble.

	 

	Shannon asked, "How do you use these? What should I do with them?"

	 

	Amelia replied, "Come here, and I will teach you. First, put the feet of the tights together. Then, tie each of his wrists separately."

	 

	Shannon quickly caught on to the process, and crossed the tights from one wrist to the other, then secured the knots between his wrists.

	 

	Amelia smiled at her and let go of Liam's wrists. She laughed watching as he struggled to try to break free but was unable to do so. With a gentle push, Amelia shoved his face down onto the couch.

	 

	Shannon flopped down onto his back as Liam kicked his feet. His tantrum did not produce the response he wanted as the girls just started laughing together playing with his legs and feet.

	 

	Shannon leaned down to whisper in his ear, "You are such a mess. Once we get you tied up tightly, we will fix all of that."

	 

	Amelia grasped his ankles and tied them together quickly. She then ran the third pair of tights from his wrists to his ankles. Slapping him on the bottom, Amelia triumphantly proclaimed, "Now you are not going anywhere."

	 

	Liam could say nothing with the gag keeping all of his complaints tucked away behind his pouty lips. He was once again under the control of the women, and there was nothing he could do to make his situation better.

	 

	Lying on the couch, he wanted to cry but knew that would just make the girls even happier. His breathing slowed down as Shannon soothingly rubbed his back.

	 

	"Liam, you need to take this time to think about your behavior. It is time to accept that you are not a man and need to be under the control of the women around you." Shannon only giggled as Liam shook his head no. "You make such a beautiful girl it would be a shame not to have you dressed up all the time."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book Three: The Heart to Heart

	Kylie Gable, Diane Callaway and Claudia Acosta

	 

	The sun was peeking through the lace curtains as Liam awoke with a hangover. At first, he thought the previous night had been some terrible nightmare. That hope vanished when he wiped his eyes and mascara smeared all over his fingers.

	 

	Looking down at himself, he could see he was still dressed in the lacy nightgown Amelia had produced for him to sleep in. Liam felt his heart drop and everything rushed back to him in wave after wave of humiliation.

	 

	The wrestling matches he kept losing as Amelia won again and again. Shannon laughing at him in a way that brought tears to his eyes. He had never imagined that his beloved fiancée would ever act that way towards him.

	 

	Letting Amelia back into his life was the worst mistake he had ever made. He wanted out of this situation but could not think of any way to escape other than leaving Shannon. He loved her, and it would destroy him to leave her-especially after just one night of bizarre behavior.

	 

	Making excuses to himself, Liam mused, "Maybe it was just the wine. Yeah, that is what happened! I bet she got drunk on power and wine." Forcing himself to relax he tried to reassure himself, “It will never happen again! She is just too nice a person to do that to me," he muttered out loud.

	 

	With that last word leaving his mouth the door flew open and in walked Shannon and Amelia giddily smiling at him. “Rise and shine!

	 

	You have so much stuff to get done today little Sissy," Amelia gloated at him.

	 

	Liam glared at her and crossed his arms defiantly proclaiming, "NO!"

	 

	Amelia just looked at him, not unpleasantly but in a way that made him want to crawl under the bed and hide.

	 

	"I am not getting out of this bed and dressing in anything girly ever again!" said Liam, “Shannon, you can't let her do this to me," he begged.

	 

	Shannon pulled a bag out from behind her back, "Liam, I got up early this morning and bought you all kinds of girly things. You are going to wear them so I can see you in them. Amelia and I were kind enough to let you sleep in today, so I could get all this shopping done just for you."

	 

	He looked completely broken as he slid his legs across the satin sheets that felt extra slick because his legs had no hair on them.

	 

	Amelia grabbed him by his elbow steering him out of the bedroom. "Shannon would you be a sweetie and start stripping this room down so we can help Liam make it into his new sissy haven?" Amelia asked.

	 

	Shannon pushed past them both and started ripping the sheets off the bed. Then, she began taking posters off the walls. “Oh, I so want to do this. We are going to have a great time making this your special little place, darling," Shannon gushed. Talking to Amelia while she worked and completely ignoring Liam she went on, "I was thinking, Liam is just too much of a boy’s name. I want our sissy to have a pretty girl’s name. I just can't decide what it should be. This is much harder than naming a new puppy, don't you think?"

	 

	Amelia started to push Liam out of the room despite him trying to completely lock every joint in his body. "Sweetie, we have all day to decide such important matters."

	 

	Liam had time to think about ways to escape from this situation as he was led down to the bathroom. He went along reluctantly, thinking, "What would a shower hurt? I have to take one anyway, so there's no need to fight about it.”

	 

	He stepped into the tub, and felt the hot water sooth his pounding head and tight muscles. Liam relaxed into the steam, and all of the humiliation was forgotten for a moment. He was surprised when Amelia shoved a brand new bottle of women's shampoo into his hands, then a bottle of flower-scented conditioner, and then a bottle of feminine body wash.

	 

	"You will use them, and you will smell so pretty," Amelia giggled. Liam stuck his head out of the curtain, “I can't go to the office smelling like this!" He shoved the bottle of body wash at her to emphasise what he'd said.

	 

	Shannon piped in, "Baby, don't worry; I called your boss and told them you would be telecommuting today! He said you are welcome to do that all you want just coming in every few weeks to give a presentation or two. You can even split your work with someone else if you like."

	 

	Liam just stood there in the shower still holding the body wash, not knowing what to do as his great plan to escape evaporated. Shannon turned to Amelia with her back towards Liam and said with a giggle, "Wouldn't it be fabulous if his split partner was his female self?"

	 

	Liam balled his fists up and turned red from rage screaming through the shower curtain, "NO! That would not be fabulous. That would be a disaster."

	 

	Amelia yanked back the curtain exposing Liam, "You wash. We talk." Then she closed the shower curtain with a hard pull. Despite his protests, Liam found himself washing his body and his hair with the fragrant feminine bath products.

	 

	Liam stepped out of the shower, and Amelia started to dry him off with a towel. This was beyond humiliating for him, and he could tell she enjoyed his embarrassment, so he kept his mouth shut.

	 

	Looking over his tormenter's shoulder, he locked eyes with his beautiful fiancée saying, "Please hunny; I love you. Do not make me do this, I beg you."

	 

	Shannon gave him a naughty smile, stepped forward and silently took over drying his body from head to toe. There was no sympathy from her.

	 

	Smiling, Amelia made Liam sit down at the dressing table and started to blow dry his hair. She reached into a large tote bag, and pulled out a plastic box. Opening it revealed it was hair rollers. She unpacked them and plugged them in.

	 

	Liam gave her a strange look. In response, she just laughed. Patting his head, she said, "They are not for you they are for the wig. It's made of human hair so I can style it any way I want. You will be growing your own hair out. The girls were always so jealous of how beautiful it looked long."

	 

	She called Shannon over while she started to work on Liam's makeup. Amelia explained some of the makeup tricks she had learned over the years to make a man's face look more feminine.

	 

	Reaching across Liam's face, she pulled a fan brush from out of the vase. Then, she laid it against his face to show where the lines were and how to draw in the face while pulling out the cheeks to create a girly look from a manly jaw. Shannon and Amelia talked about Liam's nose and how they could darken the sides and highlight the top to make it look a bit more delicate.

	 

	Then there were his eyebrows. Liam gripped the table as Amelia pulled his head back to lay the back of his head against her breasts. She and Shannon then went on to talk about how they needed to shape those brows to make them look arched and girlish.

	 

	Shannon asked Amelia where to pluck and how to make them look beautiful. Blushing, Shannon said, “I can't ever remember plucking my eyebrows. I think either my mother or myself always had them done professionally."

	 

	Amelia winked at her, “See having a sissy is great for a lot of learning experiences."

	 

	Liam said sarcastically, "I am so happy to be of use to you both."

	 

	Amelia pinched him, making him squeal girlishly and Shannon laughed.

	 

	Angry as he was, Liam tried hard to control himself because losing his cool had done nothing for him with these two ladies. He sat there fuming, his knuckles turning white. It was not like he could even try to scare them. Shannon would see right through him and Amelia would probably hurt him.

	 

	He sat as still as possible seething while they discussed how to change every feature on his face. Amelia was taunting him, trying to get him to fall for her tricks, and he did well not taking the bait.

	 

	He did well that is until she said, "We need to make our sissy's lips kissable for a man, right?"

	 

	It was at that moment, before he could even gain control of himself that Liam did the worst thing he could have done. He leapt out of the chair and screamed, "I will NEVER KISS A MAN!" He stomped his foot in protest, "NEVER!"

	 

	As soon as he did it, he knew the whole thing was a plot against him. Liam could see Amelia's face, but Shannon was behind him, blocked from view. Amelia smiled slowly and demonstrated her total control.

	 

	Peeking around Liam, she looked at Shannon, “I think our sissy needs to learn a lesson. Don't you, Dear?"

	 

	Liam could have sworn he was looking at pure evil, and his brain went fuzzy from the shock of it all.

	 

	Out of the depths of that ocean of torment came the familiar sound of Shannon's voice with very unfamiliar words. "I agree our sissy does need to be taught a vital lesson. I will go get the special outfit you told me to get for him," Shannon said.

	 

	Liam was trying hard to regain control of himself. He wanted to protest, but he was speechless, just standing there with his mouth slowly opening and closing over and over. He wanted to talk, but he couldn't find the words he needed.

	 

	Shannon pranced back into the room with a big black bag that had a pink bow printed on it. Liam had never seen a bag like it before.

	 

	Shannon started talking to Amelia, "I was so happy you told me about this place! It was incredible. They had tons of outfits in his size that were specifically made for a sissy."

	 

	Liam finally found his voice, although just barely, "Wh-wh-what?" he asked.

	 

	Shannon took his hand saying, “Yes Dear, you are hardly the only sissy. I talked to a lovely man there, and he enjoys getting dressed up. He told me that he would give anything for his wife to buy him an outfit. I told him you were a fortunate girly boy indeed."

	 

	Pulling out the lace and satin concoction, Shannon held it up for Liam to see. He could tell it was a short pink satin dress adorned with white lace. There were black thigh-high stockings, the thick kind like women used to wear when they worked on their knees, and a pair of pink Mary Jane shoes.

	 

	It took Liam a few moments to figure out what exactly was being handed to him, and then it slammed into his brain hard. "This is a sexy French Maid outfit!" He whimpered.

	 

	Amelia sarcastically stated, "Very good, Liam, now put it on." Turning to Shannon, she asked, "Did you get the other thing I asked you to get?"

	 

	With a mischievous look on her face Shannon replied, “Of course, and I found one that locked. I thought that was fantastic."

	 

	Liam was still in shock but started putting his outfit on, not even thinking about the other thing they were discussing. When he was finished, he stood up and did a twirl for them, but not because he wanted to. He hoped whatever the “locking thing" was it would stay in the big black bag with the pink bow on it if he kept them entertained with other things.

	 

	It took about twenty seconds before he was very disappointed. Shannon pulled out a thing he had never seen before. It came packaged in a pink velvet bag that had a drawstring at the top.

	 

	Shannon undid the drawstring and pulled out something very unfamiliar. It was pink rubber with a small nob shape on one side and a dildo on the other and attached to all of this was a leather strap. Shannon shook the fabric bag and out came a silver lock shaped in a heart and a key.

	 

	His fuzzy brain did not process the information fast enough, and before he could blink Amelia had the small nob in his mouth, and it was securely locked in place. It was a gag! It was a gag that one of the girls could use as a dildo. With a swat on his ass, he was promptly sent back to his room to think about his vulgar behavior.

	 

	Mumbling into his gag, Liam complained, "My rude behavior? Who just stuck a dildo into my mouth and LOCKED it?"

	 

	Liam's first thought as he was climbing the stairs was, "Screw them I will just take this off in my room." Then he opened the door and it looked like a Pepto-bismol bottle had exploded all over. There was pink satin and lace everywhere. Even the lace had lace! He thought it was like something out of a fairytale where the evil queen kidnapped the princess.

	 

	Amelia appeared behind him suddenly, making him jump. Liam wondered, "When did she get so sneaky?"

	 

	"You didn't think we were just going to send you to your old manly room did you?" Amelia asked. He just shook his head no. "Go lay on the bed," She commanded.

	 

	It was then that he noticed pink nylon straps laying on each side of the bed. “Oh damn those bitches put restraints under my mattress!" he thought. He tried to scream at her with his eyes, but she just laughed.

	 

	A few seconds later he was bound to the bed with a pink satin French maid's uniform on, and a pink dido padlocked to his face. Man, the day your car got totaled was even better than today he thought. As Amelia walked out of the room, she looked back, "Don't even think about messing up that makeup. Yes, your day can get worse."

	 

	Shannon was sitting on the couch when Amelia returned downstairs, and sat down beside her. Amelia asked, “Is there something that is troubling you?”

	 

	Shannon dipped her head down and answered, “I hope you do not get mad at me, but I feel bad. I do love Liam he is a wonderful person. I would never want to hurt him in any way. The thing is, I also enjoy what we are doing. There is something about the power of it all. Liam looks so different when he is transformed. A part of me tells me this needs to stop, but a larger part wants to keep pushing what we are doing. I am confused on how to handle all of this, and I need help working it all out."

	 

	Amelia sat there for a bit listening to her friend, and letting her vent all those troubled emotions.

	 

	When Amelia spoke there was a change in her whole attitude, "I have always liked Liam in a platonic way. When we were young, he was full of life, and I wanted to be around him. That is why it hurt so much when he did those mean things to us. I always had thought he was a nice person and then he turned on me. It was not just about what he said and the things he did to us."

	 

	Amelia sighed, then continued, "The whole incident changed me as a person; I was angry at him because I was disappointed in him. I was also disappointed in myself for letting someone hurt me to the degree he did. When he started coming around to make amends, my mother told me I needed to find a way to heal both of us. She said we were both good people, and this would determine who we would be as we became adults."

	 

	Shannon interrupted her, "Wait! Are you saying that when you transformed him into a girl, it made him a better person?"

	 

	Amelia smiled, “Not at first. In the beginning I was angry. I wanted to hurt him as he hurt me. Later though, I wanted him to see what it was like to be a girl, and to have someone take his control away. Then, I found myself growing into liking the process. I was creating something unique and pretty."

	 

	Shannon asked, “Do you like the power? I seem to get drunk on it."

	 

	Amelia was quick to answer, "Of course I like the power. I also like the domination. I like breaking Liam down and then building him back up as a girl. You are in a much better position to do this as you truly love him in a way I never will. I like him, but I will never be in love with him."

	 

	Shannon nodded slowly as she pondered everything Amelia was saying to her.

	 

	Amelia went on, “I think Liam likes a lot of the things we do to feminize him. I know he fusses, but he also has a look of pride every time he sees himself in the mirror. Did you notice how he walked perfectly in those heels? That takes a lot of practice to get that down as well as he does.

	 

	Watch him in a skirt. When he sits, he carefully smooths the back down underneath him. Also, he naturally crosses his legs at the ankle, and sits with perfect posture."

	 

	Shannon thought about it, and realized Amelia was correct. Liam did do all those feminine things. She said, “You're right. I can tell he kinda likes it. I mean, he could have just refused at any time, but he always goes along with everything we do to turn him into a girl." Amelia smiled in agreement.

	 

	Shannon continued, “When I went to that store today to get his new sissy clothes and things, the guys in there were happy. They liked dressing up, and they enjoyed having a woman control them. One guy I talked to said he was marrying the love of his life and they were both wearing dresses. I wonder if Liam will wear a bridal gown at our wedding?"

	 

	They both laughed at the thought of that. Shannon went on, “I really do enjoy transforming Liam into a girl. I am sure that in some ways he does enjoy the process. He wants to have pride though, and it makes it hard for him to let go of his masculinity. Do you think I can learn to control him as well as you do? I want to be able to make him dress to be passable and for us to enjoy a girlfriends' evening on the town."

	 

	Amelia reached out and gave her friend a huge hug, "Absolutely, you can learn. I had to learn, and there was no one there to help me through the process. I was just a girl. I am here now. We are two grown women, and he is but one sissy. I know where I made my mistakes in the past, and we can correct those from the beginning. It will take breaking him down, and that at times will be unpleasant for everyone. Still, if we do it right we can push through that nasty part quickly and start with all the fun stuff."

	 

	She winked at Shannon and said, “I can play the 'bad cop', and that will protect the love you have for each other. I like being intimidating! It is a side that I rarely get to show."

	 

	Shannon said, “I think Liam and I need to talk about a few things. I want him to understand how I feel about everything that is happening, and what we have planned for him in his near future. He needs to know that it is not just you. That I am enjoying this in a lot of ways too, and I want it to continue beyond the next couple of days. Besides, I think I might want to try out that new toy I got him today. If he is a good sissy, perhaps he will even get rewarded for a change." She winked back at Amelia as she got up and went upstairs to see Liam.

	 

	Liam heard the door open, but he could not see who came into the room. Now that his bed had curtains around it, his view was blocked until Shannon was standing directly beside him. She sat down on the bed reaching out to touch him, "Liam, we need to talk, and I need you to listen."

	 

	She burst out laughing as she realized all he could do was listen. She felt waves of contentedness as she realized that some parts of this adventure were going to be way better than others. "Liam, I love you so much, and I want us to be married as husband and wife. Yes, that means with you as the man and me the woman."

	 

	"Right now, though, I am enjoying what is happening here," she waved her hand over him and the feminine room, adding, “all this is something new and exciting for me. I want us to continue down this path at least for a while. I know it is hard for you but I also think there is a part inside that enjoys this just a tiny bit. I do not want you to feel miserable, and I do understand this will be trying for you, so I want to do everything I can to make you understand. I appreciate the effort you are putting forward."

	 

	Liam felt his eyes burning from the tears he was holding back. He had assumed that Amelia was turning Shannon against him, but that was not the case at all. He resolved that he would do this for Shannon, or at least he would try hard to do this for her. Shannon meant everything to him, and disappointing her would devastate him. Laying on the bed strapped down like he was, Liam felt more frustrated than he had ever before, but he didn't feel that he was in any danger, though.

	 

	Shannon stood up and started to slowly undo the buttons on her blouse, “You know I bought that gag and had been thinking about using it all day." Playfully pushing off the soft fabric, she exposed her beautiful skin and hot pink lace bra. Then, she leaned over and let her nail trail from Liam's lips down to his testicles. His cock bounced up and down trying to chase the caress she gave it.

	 

	As he felt his stunning fiancée cup his balls in her warm hands, Liam enjoyed how she gently massaged them, making them fill up with semen. Shimmying out of her skirt, Shannon allowed her clothing to fall away, exposing her tight, curvaceous body in only her bra and the matching thong panties. One glance took Liam's breath away.

	 

	Normally he would have reached out and pulled her towards him, but being bound Liam could just stare hungrily. His helplessness gave Shannon an invigorating freedom she enjoyed tremendously. She started to put on a show for him, bending over so that her bottom was right by his face.

	 

	She seductively approached him, and ran her hands all over his body. She purred, “Would you like to touch me like this, Liam? What about here?"

	 

	As his cock grew, so did her boldness. All this power was intoxicating, and she wanted even more. Shannon had beautiful breasts. They were well-shaped and perky. Liam had always enjoyed playing with her gorgeous size C titties. She knew he wanted them out of that bra, even though it was one of his favorites. He had always adored that particular bra. He liked that it clasped in the front. For some reason, that was a huge turn on for him.

	 

	Shannon bent over, so her breasts were on each side of his face unsnapping the bra she let them fall against him. “Oh, Liam, I do think you like this more than just a little bit," she cooed in his ear.

	 

	Stepping back, she walked away from the bed so that he could see her entire body. "What about my bottom, do you want to touch it? Maybe kiss it?" she laughed. Bending over again, she slowly pulled the strip of lace down, fully exposing her bottom. “Is this what you desire?” Shannon teased.

	 

	Standing back up, she kneeled above him and pulled her panties to the side so that her pussy was exposed to him. Emboldened by the moment, she pushed her fingers deep inside herself and let him sniff her scent on her fingers. “Oh, I think at least part of you is very excited," Shannon smirked.

	 

	Liam wanted her in ways he had not thought about until just that very moment. Shannon stepped off the bed and slowly stripped out of her panties. Picking up that tiny piece of lace, Shannon draped it over his nose, and he inhaled sharply. His cock was raging hard, pushing out his own lace panties that matched the pink French Maid outfit he wore, and he whined with desire into the penis gag. He needed her so badly.

	 

	She climbed onto the bottom of the bed, and pulled his panties down around his thighs. She enjoyed the blush on his face as the humiliation rushed over him. She took her tongue and used it to tease his balls and his cock. Just barely touching his skin with the tip of her tongue, she made him want more of this treatment-that was easy to see.

	 

	Liam hoped his princess would suck his cock, but that was not to be. instead, Shannon worked her way up his body. Seductively straddling him, she spread her gorgeous pussy across his face. She took her time as she lowered herself down onto the dildo ever so slowly. “I could not stop thinking about using this, ever since I bought it for you this morning," she said.

	 

	This was driving him insane and turning him on like nothing he had ever experienced before. As she impaled herself until her clit bounced against his nose. He could smell her scent and feel her wetness. He could not taste her, nor could he touch her. At that moment it was all about what she wanted, and he was just her human sex toy.

	 

	Liam could do nothing about it. He knew there was no getting out of the restraints. If he pulled one way, the other side created tension. The more he struggled, the worse it became. He grimly realized that he was stuck, helplessly held in place unable to do anything but be her toy. She was so excited that her juices were flowing all down his face, and her clit was completely engorged.

	 

	Liam wanted to scream out, “I need to taste you!" but the gag would not let him do anything of that nature. Shannon slowed way down, and Liam watched as her pussy slowly squeezed onto the dildo, grabbing and letting it go as she pleasured herself above him.

	 

	She leaned back so he could watch her pull on her nipples. He knew that for Shannon, having her breasts played with was erotic. Liam had always done that for her and enjoyed it just as much as she did. She teased him in that manner for a time, she then leaned forward and rode his face hard. The more she pounded, the faster she moved, until with a burst of liquid she orgasmed all over her helpless toy's face.

	 

	Shannon lifted herself off sliding down his body to his raging penis. She started to slowly lick up and down his hard shaft saying, “You smell so wonderful."

	 

	Taking his delicate balls into her mouth, she sucked on them then pushed them out again and again. Liam was completely worked up. Soon, he was panting in frustration. He could only have an orgasm if she allowed it, and he had no clue if she would let him or not.

	 

	Shannon trailed her lips up his shaft and used the tip of her tongue to trace each of his engorged veins. As he writhed and struggled against the restraints, she was enjoying this whole new level of control she had over him. Slowly she used her tongue to outline every part of his penis head. She stuck just the tip of her tongue inside his hole and began licking out the precum, “You taste even better than you smell, Liam.”

	 

	His whole body was tensed up, so much that only the back of his head and the heels of his feet touched the mattress. "I think someone might be a wee bit excited," she teased. She held his shaft tight in her hand, so it swelled, even more, she flicked all around the nerves on the underneath side of his penis head.

	 

	When he least expected it, she took him all the way down her mouth, letting out a sigh of relief he relaxed back onto the mattress. Shannon's gorgeous green eyes held his gaze the whole time she sucked his shaft. Taking him deep down her throat, then skimming the edges hard and fast. Keeping him on edge was a game to her, and she was going to win the game. The more he moaned, the more she teased. “Baby I am going to drain your balls into my mouth tonight. I want to taste you," she told him.

	 

	She grasped his penis at the base and, gripping it tightly, Shannon made it swell to the maximum. She reached up let her hair down, then she wrapped the elastic around the base of his cock. He was so engorged that his shaft was hot in her mouth. Positioning herself directly over his shaft, she took him super fast with her mouth.

	 

	Liam jumped when she nipped just a bit with her teeth, to both of their surprise, he liked that sensation. The pain mixed with pleasure and it set his nerves a quiver. Shannon could tell he wanted more.

	 

	Liam could feel the orgasm growing in his balls. Although he wanted this to last, he knew he would explode soon. Shannon felt it as his testicles started to pulse. With a devilish smile, she quickened the tempo, bobbing her mouth faster and faster until he exploded hard with a scream that even managed to escape from under his gag. She licked up every drop of his come in triumph.

	 

	"That was wonderful, Liam! I enjoyed draining you for my pleasure, and you have always tasted so good to me, Love," Shannon told him. Liam had to admit that was the best blowjob he had ever received. It almost made all of the emasculating and humiliating treatment that he had endured recently worth it.

	 

	"There are some things we need to talk about," Shannon said. She walked back out into the hall and grabbed the black bag with the pink bow again. Then, reaching inside, she brought out a lacquered fancy box with a key taped to the bottom.

	 

	Using the key, she took out a stainless steel contraption that resembled a penis. “Liam, I am going to have to go out of town for almost a week, and you are going to wear this for me.”

	 

	Liam's eyes were huge as he looked at that cold steel item in the velvet lined box.

	 

	"I know hunny," Shannon said, "it looks intimidating, but the man that helped me pick it out said it was the most comfortable one he had ever worn. You do not have to take it off to shower or do...well...other things. This little cage will keep you honest when I go out of town. I do not want you to be tempted to touch yourself because that is my responsibility. It's all up to me to get you off or not to get you off," Shannon went on to explain.

	 

	Liam was confused. what did she mean by "when she went out of town?"

	 

	She answered the question in his eyes. "With my new position, I have to leave for a few days this week and throughout the next few months that will continue," Shannon said while she kissed his nose.

	 

	Reaching down his body, she grasped his cock, firmly working it into the stainless steel sheath. "I want you to know I took a lot of time picking this out for you. I wanted you to be comfortable, and I wanted it to be healthy. The plastic ones hurt, one guy told me, and he said that they do not clean up like surgical stainless steel. You will be completely safe in this one, though, Liam while I am out of town these next couple of days."

	 

	Before he could deal with that, Shannon dropped another bombshell, “I am of course leaving Amelia in charge while I'm gone. She promised me that she will take outstanding care of you. I am sure the two of you will find all kinds of things to do together," Shannon told him.

	 

	Liam started to buck off the bed, pulling on his restraints and futilely trying to remove the gag from his mouth. He wanted to tell her there was no way he was staying alone in this house with that woman.

	 

	Shannon just patted his chest, "It will be fine, Dear. Amelia and I talked about everything. She knows what I want, and will respect my wishes. Now, where is the lock? There it is. See? This model comes with its own little heart shaped lock that you can't release with the controller. This locket goes around my neck, and the lock is magnetically controlled so I just touch it to the device and it opens. Now I can tell by that look on your face that you think you can by-pass the system with a magnet. Unfortunately for you, my Dear, it does not work that way. Oh, look how cute your little clitty is, all locked up and safe until I return from my trip."

	 

	"Liam, we should probably discuss what is expected of you while I am gone. It would not be fair of me to punish you if I did not explain. You will, of course, do exactly what Amelia tells you to do. I want you working on your makeup skills. While it looked better this morning, us ladies can always improve our looks through practice. You are to be dressed as a pretty maid every day, and this house needs a good cleaning. Look around! Everything is disgusting. I want you to get all your work for your boss done as well. So that way when I get home we can spend more time together."

	 

	Liam had been surprised before, but this was utterly shocking. But Shannon wasn't even finished yet. She added, "Amelia will bring your laptop to you. By the way, I took your computer to a technician and he shut off everything but work essential stuff. We would not want you to be tempted to try to contact outside people—at least not yet," Shannon smiled a huge grin and tweaked his nose with her finger.

	 

	This was a side of her Liam had never seen. He was confused to realize that he was both scared and turned on by it. He hated to admit it, even to himself, that there were aspects of this he was starting to enjoy-even if the majority of everything was unpleasant. Amelia would push his buttons, he knew that, but he would try and stay strong for Shannon.

	 

	Shannon left him all alone so that she could pack and catch her flight. The afternoon was long for Liam, laying in the bed bound up and gagged. He started to pay attention to all the small things around him. The sun was shining through the lace on his bed, making a dancing pattern. The feel of the cage against his skin was awkward and unpleasant, but not painful. In contrast, the gag in his mouth stretched it out and made his jaw sore, the pain increasing as the time passed.

	 

	There was something nice about the satin comforter underneath him, and the color of pink was pleasing even though it was in the most feminine shade possible. Gently pulling on his restraints made him think about them they were not all bad. They were better than being tied up with pantyhose that bite into the skin and continue to tighten the longer he was restrained with them.

	 

	He could hear the sounds of the house: Shannon's grandfather clock that stood outside his door was making its steady tick tick tick noises. He heard the girls talking and giggling in the other room. The exact meaning of their words escaped him, but the sound of their voice was pleasant.

	 

	Laying there helplessly, he wondered if he and Amelia could ever get along. He knew that at one time he had liked her. That is what got him into this whole mess. He sadly recalled that, at the time, he was too young to know better, and had stupidly listened to his friends. They all told him to be mean to her.

	 

	It was his desire for acceptance and his enjoyment of risking punishment that had gotten him in trouble. He liked the rush back then. Liam knew that he had taken things way too far, but so had she. Now, they would have several days alone together and he knew they would have to try to get along. Just as he was drifting off to sleep, Shannon burst through the door, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

	 

	Shannon unlocked his gag, "Now here is the deal. I told Amelia I did not want you kept in these restraints and this gag unless your actions called for it. Do not call for it! She will be in shortly after I leave to make sure you are taken care of, and to get you set up to work. I know she has some special plans for you, and it will be an exciting couple of days. It will all be OK if you behave yourself. If you are naughty, then you will be placed in restraints, and I will be unhappy with you when I return." The whole time she was talking, she was rubbing his jaw and face to make them feel better. “I love you, Liam, always remember that," she said.

	 

	Liam mouthed, "I love you too." It was hard for him to speak because his mouth wasn't working after being gagged by the penis-dildo for so long. Shannon kissed him slowly and passionately, and her tongue felt like heaven in his mouth. Stepping back just a bit she gave him a peck on the forehead, "Be good! I will return very soon, Love."

	 

	She turned on her heel and with a loud click his door was closed and locked from the outside. The whole atmosphere of the house had changed moments later. Liam knew Shannon had left, and put his fate into Amelia's cruel hands. Soon, he heard the door opening, and he knew he was in trouble. He felt a cold chill run over his body and with a shudder he watched Amelia step into the room with a huge grin on her face.

	 

	"Ready for some feminine fun, Missy?" she asked.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book Four: Leslie Emerges

	by Diane Callaway, Claudia Acosta, and Kylie Gable

	 

	Liam managed to sleep through the night despite being bound to the bed as he was. At first, when he wakes up, he is perplexed. Liam was dreaming about the time that he and Shannon went to the lake. It had been their first weekend alone, and they spent almost every hour in bed or naked with each other. He is just starting to come out of the sleep haze when Amelia throws open the door, "Get up sleepy head. I was nice enough to let you sleep in, but it is time to rise and shine with the rest of us ladies. You have a new morning routine to get used to time to start learning all our things the women do to look so pretty every day."

	 

	Liam tried to jerk up in bed forgetting he was bound down and is slammed back into the bed. Amelia purrs, "Oh, darling where did you think you were going? Now, let me put this on your wrist."

	 

	She pulled out a cute little metal bracelet and an Allen wrench. Screwing the bracelet on with the wrench she explained, "This is a wonderful piece of jewelry that Shannon bought for you, her, and me. It works like this; inside is a GPS tracker. On my phone and hers is an app we can see you wherever you are and wherever you go. If you get over five blocks away from either one of our bracelets, it will give you an electric shock. Isn't this just wonderful?"

	 

	Liam stared up at her in shock, "How could you both do this to me? What if it gets wet?"

	 

	Amelia busily checked the bracelet to make sure it was on tight and checked her phone to make sure it was linked up. Absentmindedly she said, "Don't worry it is completely waterproof there is no chance of you getting shocked unless you do something very naughty. Stay close to the house or to one of us you will be fine. We wouldn't want you to wander off and get lost or something."

	 

	Liam screamed at her, "You can't keep me prisoner in my own home!"

	 

	Amelia laughed, "Your home? This is Shannon's home, and you are free to leave at any time. Just remember that for every decision you make there are consequences. Now we have a lot of things to accomplish today. Time to get up and get your day started."

	 

	Reaching over Liam, she undid the straps with just a flick of her wrist. Liam knew he should have been happy to be released, but he was angry at how easily they came undone. It was humiliating how hard he had struggled and accomplished nothing. Amelia helped him to sit up, "Now take it slow; your body has been in the same position all night long, and it needs time to adjust. If you try and get up too fast you will fall."

	 

	Every muscle in his body ached, but Liam sat up on the bed his feet touched the floor Liam looked at her for a long time. Finally, he said, "Listen, I know you have had a lot of fun with this whole thing, and I understand that. Shannon and I have a wonderful relationship that we need to get back to being a couple. If you find yourself a place away from here, I will work two jobs and pay your rent for a year for you."

	 

	Amelia patted him on the forearm, "Why Liam I could never leave you just after we reunited in such a meaningful way. What kind of friend would I be to do such a selfish thing?

	 

	Think of Shannon, she adores having me here to take care of you and stuff around the house. No, I think I will stay right where I am for now at least."

	 

	Liam thought about the situation for a bit. He wanted to explode in rage, but the gleam in her eye sent chills down his spine. Instead of going with his initial reaction he calmly said, "How about I pay not only your rent but also your utilities? That would give you complete freedom to do whatever you wanted for a year."

	 

	The grandfather clock at the end of the hall clicked away the seconds. Liam thought he might be onto something because she did not answer right away. Just when he thought she would agree to a change in the situation, a slow smile came over her face. Amelia squatted down in front of him, so they were looking eye to eye; reaching out with her manicured fingers she pushed his chin up. In a slow almost scary tone she spoke, "I am doing exactly what I want to do. Do you understand me? I am in complete control here and nothing you do can or will stop me."

	 

	Liam looked at her, and he could feel his jaw physically drop. At that moment he was terrified in a way that suppressed anything he felt the first time she feminized him. Slowly Liam nodded his head. In the days that followed, he kept making excuses thinking that things would change. In the few seconds it took Amelia to say those words, everything became crystal clear. Liam's whole world had just shifted, and for the first time in his life, he understood what a paradigm was.

	 

	As quickly as Amelia's personality went dark, it snapped back into the chipper. "Okay, my girly boy we need to get you up and going. You have a long list of things to complete today. Time to hit the shower."

	 

	Liam started to protest out of habit, "I am not getting dressed up today. I have a ton of work to complete. I am way behind in everything I have going on."

	 

	Amelia grabbed him by the elbow and pushed him out the bedroom door and down the stairs. As they passed through the living room, Liam noticed a huge picture hanging on the wall. It was a photograph of Shannon and him taken on that weekend at the lake where they both decided to commit to each other. That day had been perfect; the sun was starting to set, and they were wrapped up with each other. A stranger had taken it for them.

	 

	On that day Liam thought his life was finally where he wanted it to be. Shannon was the most beautiful woman he had ever dated. She was totally into him, and that was something he never thought he would have with a woman. While it was only a few years ago, it now seemed like ancient history. Shannon was not the girl that sat between his legs there on the beach with the oranges and blues surrounding them. Amelia had changed the woman who stared up at her lover. Liam had to clench his eyes shut to keep the tears from flowing.

	 

	Amelia saw him staring and stated, "Do you like it? I found it the other day and had it blown up and framed for Shannon as a present. I thought it was lovely the colors of the sunset behind the both of you."

	 

	Liam said, "That was very nice of you."

	 

	With that Amelia pushed him into the bathroom and the shower. Liam stopped her, "Amelia, I need a private moment."

	 

	She just stood there looking at him.

	 

	He begged, "Please, I need to pee."

	 

	She started to laugh, "Of course how thoughtless of me. You will no longer pee standing up; you must learn to take care of yourself like a lady. I do not want to hear it called peeing that is vulgar; instead, you will refer to it as needing to tinkle or using the restroom." Holding back the shower curtain, she let him pass by her. He went to the toilet, where she reminded him, "Go on now we have a busy day. Us girls are used to tinkling in each others presence you need to adjust to that," she stated.

	 

	It took him a moment, but he finally was able to do as he was instructed. Liam hated the way Amelia could humiliate him about things that never bothered him with other people.

	 

	He showered quickly. He was used to that portion of the routine. He even shaved all his body parts in record time at least for him. Stepping out of the shower Liam managed to stand quietly, while Amelia dried him off. Amelia explained, "Shannon wants you to learn how to act like a lady as well as look like a lady. Today we are going to work on tucking that penis between your butt cheeks, so you have a nice smooth finish in front."

	 

	Together they managed to get his penis to cooperate in a way that shocked even Liam. Amelia handed him some thick panties which confused him at first, but soon he realized the panties were meant to keep things in place. Lacing up his corset went a lot faster when Amelia did it. Then came the breast forms these were new and felt real a bit too real for his taste.

	 

	Sitting down at the makeup table, Liam was told to put on his primer, concealer, and foundation. It was amazing how girly he looked with just that step accomplished. Amelia took over from there teaching him how to draw his lip line and fill it in with lipstick and highlighter. She spun him around and did his eyes and cheeks as that lesson would come later. When she faced him back towards the mirror, Liam did not recognize the person staring back at him.

	 

	Amelia walked out into the hallway and opened up the closet. She hollered back at him, "I am going to be nice to you and not make you wear the wig today, you have too much to get done."

	 

	Mumbling under his breath Liam muttered to himself, "How kind of you."

	 

	Amelia popped her head back into the bathroom, "I know I am kind, often too kind, Liam." With a wink, she turned on her heel. He felt his face flush, and the anger start to rise. She could get under his skin just by being in the same room with him.

	 

	Amelia walked back into the bathroom carrying a new emerald green French maid outfit and some Mary Jane shoes along with some thick thigh highs. "You will wear a maid's outfit when you are cleaning, and you will wear office attire when you are working. Shannon was kind enough to buy you several outfits each a little different," explained Amelia.

	 

	Liam found himself taking the thick thigh highs and putting them on before he was even told to do so. Without a word, Amelia handed him the Mary Janes, and he buckled them on his feet. Last came the French maid outfit; Liam wanted to scream. Every nerve in his body was taut with humiliation and rage. He was sore from all the wrestling and from sleeping in the same position stretched out last night. Instead of protesting he took the outfit and put it on. Amelia was pleased with the result. "Come here in the living room, and I will take your picture to send to Shannon it will make her day," She coaxed him into the other room.

	 

	"Stand up straight and pretty now; you do not want to disappoint your fiancée. do you?" Amelia asked.

	 

	Liam did exactly as he was told to do standing up very tall and put a fake smile on his face. Amelia showed him the picture then texted it to Shannon who responded almost immediately.

	 

	"Oh, Liam she says you look so pretty she is tempted to show her staff how beautiful you are," relayed Amelia. Liam felt his face go pale and his palms go clammy. Seeing the look on his face, Amelia patted his hand. "Don't worry, Dear. Your secret is safe with us, for now," she said, her meaning well communicated.

	 

	After a few minutes, Amelia gave him instructions on what his chores were for today a ton of laundry and cleaning the second floor. Liam was told that every day he would have different tasks and while she was explaining everything at this time; soon the responsibility would be his. If he failed to do his chores as instructed there would be a punishment.

	 

	In classic Amelia fashion, she did not divulge what the penalty was, but Liam knew it would be highly unpleasant. Walking to the pantry to get all the supplies he needed, he saw old fashion aprons were hanging up. Amelia peeked her head in beside his, "The aprons! I almost forgot that part. You will wear an apron over your outfit to keep it clean."

	 

	These were not cooking aprons they were covered in lace and had deep pockets. On the front of each apron, it said one of two things 'Property of Amelia' or 'Property of Shannon.' Liam did not have to be told that today was a 'Property of Amelia' kind of day.

	 

	After a few hours of cleaning the list was completed. Amelia inspected everything and found fault in several of Liam's efforts. She would not allow him to correct the problem; instead, he was made to do the entire task over again. Liam was frustrated, and Amelia was annoyed by the time she was satisfied with his work.

	 

	Amelia instructed him that he was to take a shower and redo his makeup; this time he was to do it by himself. She would only give him instructions in the mornings or if they were doing something special. "I do not expect you to complete everything perfectly, but you need to start learning the basics," she said.

	 

	It took Liam an hour to get his makeup done with anything that resembled what she could accomplish. Waiting at the door, Amelia handed Liam one of Shannon's older office suits. The outfit consisted of a slip, skirt, blouse and jacket. "Mary Janes are not generally considered office shoes, but they will do for today. You need to get started on your work as you have a massive pile of paperwork and 200 emails waiting for your attention," explained Amelia.

	 

	Liam had not realized how uncomfortable working in a jacket and skirt would be. He sat with his legs crossed at the ankle. Every few minutes the skirt would start to work its way up his thighs requiring him to stop and pull it back down. After about two hours Amelia came in with a pair of suntan full pantyhose. "I completely forgot to give you these. You need to put them on while you finish up your work," Amelia instructed.

	 

	The pantyhose made the skirt work its way up faster and the pantyhose twisted on themselves the longer he worked. Even with all the difficulties, Liam found himself enjoying the feel of the fabric and the sound of the nylon rubbing against itself.

	 

	Late that evening Liam had finished half the stack of work and all the emails he was tired. "Liam supper is ready," Amelia called out.

	 

	Walking into the dining room he sat down to get ready to eat. She stopped him, "You need to go touch up your makeup and your perfume before you sit down at this table."

	 

	Liam wanted to scream a long stream of obscenities, but the look on her face informed his brain that was probably a bad idea. Taking a few moments in the restroom, he decided he needed to tinkle. While Liam managed to keep his mouth shut his brain screamed tinkle in sarcasm. Amelia was waiting at the head of the table when he came back in; she motioned for him to sit down next to her. "I was thinking; we should go out to eat this week. You have been cooped up in this house for too long. I made reservations at 'Le Lore' for tomorrow evening, and I put an evening dress in your closet that you are to wear. There is also a new pair of high heels you desperately needed and a beautiful auburn wig for you."

	 

	Liam screamed, "I am not wearing this type of attire out in public! How could you even think that I would do such a thing?"

	 

	Amelia stood up slowly and walked behind him grabbing his arm and twisting it uncomfortably until he was pulled to his feet. Then before he could even react, he was shoved to the floor. Amelia stepped on his face; he was having a hard time thinking while her high heels ground into his cheek. Stuck in his face was her phone and it was playing a video of him putting his makeup on. Amelia spoke in a hushed voice, "If you do not do as I say this will go to everyone in your contact list for work. Do you understand what I mean and how serious this situation is?"

	 

	Liam tried to talk but could not speak due to a very uncomfortable high heel stuck in his cheek. Amelia took her foot off his face and reached out to help him up off the floor. She stared hard into his eyes and raised an eyebrow. Liam understood he was supposed to answer, "Yes, Amelia I understand."

	 

	That was not all she wanted though, and she allowed the situation to become uncomfortable. Taking the unspoken cue, he said, "I will happily wear the wonderful outfit you put so much effort into choosing for me."

	 

	With that, she smiled at him, "Darling, it is time for you to be off to bed. Go wash all that makeup off, and I will be up in a few moments to put you to bed."

	 

	***

	 

	The next morning, Liam was awakened extra early by Amelia undoing his bondage straps. He did not bother to fuss but instead went straight to the shower. He then dressed in his French maid outfit--a bright red satin dress with black lace accents. Automatically he sat down at the vanity table to complete his makeup. Liam caught himself reaching for the brushes without having to search for them. His routine was becoming ingrained into his mind. Liam did not know as his emotions were somewhere between humiliation, pride and anger. A few moments later with his makeup completed it was time to do his early morning chores.

	 

	It was going to be a busy day for him. The work had piled up due to all the time off with Amelia. He had scrubbed all the wood floors on his hands and knees so he was a filthy mess by the time the last check mark was made. Liam was wearing one of the ‘Property of Shannon' aprons, and Amelia took some pictures along with a short video to send to Liam's fiancée. Shannon was quick to text back saying she enjoyed seeing the apron being put to such good use.

	 

	It was soon back into the shower to dress for his work day. He hated to admit it, but he enjoyed wearing the office attire. The outfit for the day was a black pants suit with a bright purple button up satin blouse. Amelia had informed him that women do not wear shirts they wear blouses. He was handed a pair of black pumps they were basic black leather with five-inch heels. Sitting down at his desk and crossing his legs again at the ankle, Liam caught himself grabbing his lipstick to touch it up. Working steadily he made a considerable dent in the pile of papers on his desk and the hundreds of emails in the inbox. His boss called late in the afternoon praising him with the amount of work and quality turned out this whole week. It was almost six at night when Amelia knocked on the office door. "It is time, Leslie; you need to get dressed for the evening," she said.

	 

	It took a moment for his brain to understand what she said. "Leslie?" he asked.

	 

	"Yes, Shannon and I discussed it, and you are going to be Leslie when you are dressed. Shannon picked out the name. I think it is lovely. Don't you?"

	 

	Liam felt the blood drain from his face and a huge lump formed in his throat. He could not speak; no words were forming all he could do was slowly nod his head. Rising the sound of his pumps echoed through the room as he made his way across the hardwood floor and up the steps.

	 

	Liam pulled the formal gown out of the closet. It was a deep blue with a slit up to his hip. The neckline dipped down to show off the fake cleavage created by the breast forms. The fabric was soft and almost sheer without being see through. Underneath the gown sitting on the floor was a silver pair of strappy heels with a four-inch heel. Liam had been walking in five-inch pumps all week and these shorter ones would be easier to step in. In a pretty pink bag were all the undergarments needed to help make the gown look beautiful. Also, in the bag was a new auburn wig with gorgeous highlights in red and blonde. It was so different than the one that Amelia had stolen from her mother's collection so many years ago.

	 

	Amelia was standing in the doorway while Liam took everything and laid it out on the bed. Liam stripped out of the office wear and stood naked in front of her waiting for instruction. She reached into the bag and pulled out thigh highs and a garter belt, running the garter belt around his waist, she snapped it into place. Liam took the thigh highs from her hand; slowly he rolled up the delicate fabric to make it easier to pull each side up. Amelia snapped the clasps on the garter belt to the top of each nylon.

	 

	The next items she pulled out were the matching panties and bra in a soft, delicate micro fabric. Liam had to admit the material felt wonderful against his skin. Amelia took the waist cincher off the headboard and wrapped it around his waist and tightened it down further than any other time he had worn it. Over the top of all this went a full-length slip that was made of nylon and spandex. When he turned to look in the full-length mirror, Liam was shocked how different he looked even without the wig. Sitting down on the edge of the bed Liam picked up the delicate silver strappy shoes sliding each foot in and buckling them onto his feet. Amelia helped him to put on the beautiful blue dress gown.

	 

	Amelia had him sit down in a chair; it allowed her to adjust the long hair of his wig. "We need to redo your makeup," she said.

	 

	Liam stood up and felt comfortable in the heels. All that time during the week had given him the practice he needed. There was no reason to fight all this and Liam was getting tired of a headache that followed having a meltdown. He decided the best way to get through this evening was to be pleasant. Staying inside all week had made him a bit stir crazy and he wanted to be out in society again anyway, just not like this.

	 

	Le Lore was his favorite restaurant; one generally kept for special occasions. It was where he first brought up the subject of marriage to Shannon after he got a big promotion at work. Liam knew Shannon had to be involved in this because there was no way that Amelia would remember to take him there.

	 

	Seated in front of the makeup mirror the beautiful lady in front of Liam was a stranger, someone he did not recognize. They had just finished putting an extra curl into his hair when the taxi honked outside. Amelia grabbed her purse and handed Liam a silver clutch that matched his shoes. Together they stepped into the cold evening air. The first test of the night was the driver. He was a handsome man in his forties and flirted with them both all the way to the restaurant. Usually, a taxi driver pulls up and stops impatiently waiting for the fare to leave, that was not the case tonight. The driver pulled up and opened the door for Liam. Liam presented his hand and allowed the man to assist him in getting out of the vehicle.

	 

	Stepping into the establishment both ladies were greeted by the hostess it was explained there was going to be a wait. A party had run longer than anticipated, and their table had to be reset before they could be seated. The hostess advised they could wait in the bar enjoying a quick drink while everything was completed for them. Making their way to the bar both of them ordered fruity girly drinks. Liam had never been a fan of syrupy concoctions, but he was not given a choice as Amelia ordered for him. After a few moments, an attractive man in his mid-forties made his way over to them.

	 

	Amelia greeted him with a smile, and they proceeded to make small talk. Liam tried to ignore the man, but Amelia kept teasing Charles about how shy Leslie was. This made the man work harder to get Leslie's attention. At first, Liam was annoyed by the attention, but then something started to happen. It took some time. Later, he realized he liked the way the man was talking to him.

	 

	Liam wanted to be the center of attention, and that was a feeling he was not used to. The alcohol was erasing the sense of humiliation coming from the way he was dressed. Before long Charles was casually placing his strong hand on Leslie's knee, Leslie started to giggle at the conversational jokes being told between Amelia and Charles. The hostess came to inform them their table was ready, and Amelia asked for the reservation to be changed to a party of three. Charles was grateful for the company. He explained he was here on business and only for the evening. He was taking a red-eye flight back home. He thought the night would be boring but now that he met Leslie things were looking up for him.

	 

	As they were seated for dinner, Amelia turned to Charles, "Charles my dear, would you be so kind as to order us a bottle of wine."

	 

	They were halfway through a second bottle and had finished eating dinner when Amelia invited Charles back to the brownstone. He was eager to continue the evening and called a cab for them. Amelia reached over and grabbed Liam by the hand, "Charles, excuse us ladies, we need to powder our noses. We will be right back."

	 

	As they made their way to the restroom Amelia's grip on his hand tightened to uncomfortable. "Now you are going to do, exactly as I say when we get home. If you do not do as you are told, I will expose you as not being Leslie. Do you think Charles will appreciate the art of feminization?"

	 

	Liam almost whispered, "No."

	 

	The cab pulled up to the brownstone and Amelia ushered them all into the house. Charles was eager to see where the evening with these two beautiful women would go. For the first time in his life Liam was grateful Amelia could guide a situation with such ease.

	 

	Standing in the living room, there was one thing that stared back at them, and that was the massive picture of Shannon and Liam that Amelia had given as a gift earlier this week. He was terrified that Charles would make the connection between the person standing in front of him and the man in the picture. Directing Charles to sit on the couch underneath Shannon, Amelia explained how Leslie was shy and needed to explore her sexuality. "Leslie just recently went through a major life change and is finding out who she is under my direction. Why don't you sit back and relax for a bit Charles? I want to watch Leslie explore how to make a man happy with her mouth," Amelia explained.

	 

	Liam was terrified; he felt like everyone in the room could hear his heart thumping through his chest. His mouth felt like it was filled with sand and the palms of his hands itched. Getting down onto his knees, Charles opened his legs as he unzipped his slacks. "Leslie, I can not wait to feel those lips I have been watching all night wrapped around my cock. Get down here and show me the talent you have."

	 

	Amelia walked up behind Liam, "Leslie it is okay, take his shaft out of his pants."

	 

	Liam wanted to scream how he was not Leslie, but that would have been a huge mistake. Instead of saying anything he watched his fingers wrap around another man's cock. He pulled it free from the slacks and soft boxer shorts. It felt odd to have his hands on another man's penis.

	 

	Amelia smiled down at him, "Now kiss that man's dick."

	 

	Liam hesitated a bit too long for her, and she pushed his head down towards Charles' lap with force. On autopilot, he felt his lips brush against the smooth hard tip of Charles' penis. Liam could smell his manly smell, and though he did not want to, there was an urge inside him to make Amelia happy.

	 

	Charles placed his hand on the back of Liam's head slowly pushing that cock between those dark red lips. "That is it hun put a red ring of lipstick around my shaft. I want to smear that beautiful color all over your face," Charles told him.

	 

	Liam placed his manicured hands on those strong thighs; Liam felt Charles' shaft penetrating his virgin lips for the first time. It was hard to control his breathing with a hard cock in his mouth. The situation was hard for Liam; he did not know what to do even though he had received a blowjob more than once. Charles groaned in pleasure, and Liam felt the drive to please this man. He was running his tongue down the massive shaft to Charles' large balls. Sucking on them slowly the sacks swelled up with semen as Liam teased his testicles.

	 

	It felt powerful to have this man want him so badly. Liam was getting drunk on the power he had over this man. Working his way slowly up that shaft and looking into Charles' eyes. "Do I please you? I want to make you happy,” said Liam.

	 

	Charles ran his thumb across those lips, "You have a lovely mouth, and it feels nice on me."

	 

	Taking that cock into his mouth, Liam worked that cock deep down his throat. It was hard to not choke on it at first. Taking it slow and steady down his throat Liam could feel it start to stretch accommodating the girth.

	 

	Charles wanted him, or at least wanted Leslie. It was easy to tell that Charles was a man who took what he wanted. After a few minutes of having his cock teased, the alpha male came to the surface. Liam felt his body tossed onto the couch, Charles hovered over his sexy red lips. "I am going to mouth fuck you hard, and you are going to take my cum," Charles stated. A shiver of passion ran through Liam pleasing this man and Amelia made him want to do more. Relaxing his jaw, Liam allowed his mouth to be used for another man's desires.

	 

	It started with a slow comfortable rhythm; Liam could breathe easily while that shaft caressed the inside of his cheeks. The manly smell of those testicles was getting stronger as Charles' sexual urgency increased. The power that Liam had felt initially was gone. Laying on his back pinned underneath this man all he could do was passively take what Charles gave him. Each penetration of that shaft left him more breathless than the last one. Amelia walked across the room and sat down in one of the Queen Anne chairs that faced the couch. The only reason Liam knew this was the sound of her heels on the hardwood floor. His whole world revolved around the shaft and balls of a stranger using his mouth on a couch he had picked out with his fiancée. The only thing he could see was Charles’ chest above him and that large picture of Shannon and him on the lake. Liam felt his mind starting to race back and forth from pure panic to immense passion. Each emotion came in waves more intense than the last one.

	 

	Charles pinned Liam's arms down to his sides using those powerful thighs to keep them there. "Oh, yeah Leslie you suck that cock so nicely. I like watching your lipstick smeared all over that pretty face of yours," Charles moaned. "Baby we will find that slut in you while I use those lips of yours tonight"

	 

	Liam stopped being afraid and felt a strange, perverse need to taste Charles' cum. His brain started to work again so that he was able to control some of the strokes. Working his arms out from their thigh cage allowed him to grab Charles strong muscular ass cheeks. Digging his manicured fingers into this man's flesh gave Liam the control to slow the situation down to a more controlled pace. Liam allowed his fingers to cup Charles' swollen jewels gently.

	 

	"Tease those balls honey, your fingers feel so good," Charles encouraged.

	 

	Emotions crashed over him that were unlike any Liam had felt before. They started to build in intensity. He wanted to make this man explode and took pride in keeping him on the edge without allowing him to orgasm.

	 

	Liam knew Charles was close to exploding when his breathing changed. Once again there was no control; all Liam could do was ride the wave of passion coming from this man. The first squirt of cum made Liam want to pull away, but the couch behind him kept him pinned. With those testicles trying to push into his mouth Liam could only swallow. Charles kept pumping loads of semen down his throat. Liam gulped hard and fast to keep from having it spew out the sides of his mouth. A huge smile spread across Amelia's face. Her satisfaction was complete.

	 

	The room got quiet as Charles rested with his now flaccid penis still in Liam's mouth. Charles moaned with satisfaction saying, "Leslie that was one of the best blow-jobs I have had."

	 

	Amelia stepped over and patted Liam on the shoulder. "Thank you, Charles, for showing my girlfriend such a wonderful time. I think she had a bit too much wine though and needs to be put to bed."

	 

	About that time there was a honk outside the house. "I called you a cab Charles so you can make it home safely," stated Amelia.

	 

	Charles pulled his slacks up and let himself out of the house thanking Amelia and Leslie for a wonderful evening.

	 

	Lying on the couch as Charles left, Liam did not know what to do next. Amelia went to run him a bath. Liam took her hand when she offered to help him up off the couch. Amelia stripped him out of all those clothes and without a word, helped Liam into the bathtub and slid him into the warm bubbles. "Leslie, you became a beautiful woman tonight, and I am very proud of how you handled yourself. Shannon is going to be so proud of you."

	 

	Amelia took complete care of Liam's bath. She lathered up and washed him with a soft pink washcloth before she finally helped him out of the tub. Amelia dressed him in a soft silky nightie. Liam was overwhelmed with everything that had occurred; there was nothing to say giving himself over to the control of this woman who had first introduced him to sissification.

	 

	She had always been good at taking control. Liam was clean, and the fabric felt comforting on his skin. His mind and body were exhausted. The easiest thing to do was to follow Amelia up the stairs. Liam lay down on the bed and presented his hands to be bound for the night.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book Five: Shopping!!

	by Diane Callaway, Claudia Acosta, and Kylie Gable

	 

	Liam felt like he was caught in a bad movie as he woke up to the bright light coming through the lace curtains. This time was different though. The fuzz in his mind took a few moments to register what was going on. Rolling over Shannon was smiling at him. She was so beautiful laying there beside him. His first instinct was to reach out and brush a curl out of her face. His actions were stopped by the nylon restraints. In that instant, everything came rushing back to him. The business trip, that special dinner, and what happened after.

	 

	"Sweetie did you have fun with Amelia?" she asked him.

	 

	Slowly he just shook his head in the affirmative. Reaching over Shannon grabbed her phone. She flipped it sideways and started a video. She takes his head lays it on her breasts. For an instant, Liam hopes that the video is of cats or an eighties movie. Anything but what he knows it is. Pushing the button on the phone, there is a video of him sucking cock. There is silence in the room as the scenes unfold on her tiny screen. "I am so sorry," Liam whispered.

	 

	"Baby, why are you sorry? Did you think I did not know what was going to happen while I was out of town?" Shannon asked. "This is just the beginning of all the fun times we are going to have in our lives, Liam. However, now it is time for you to get cleaned up. The three of us are going shopping today."

	 

	Getting up Shannon undid his bindings, releasing him from his bed. Lying on the chair in the corner was a black ankle length gypsy skirt, a bright blue peasant blouse, a new strapless bra with matching panties, and a pair of strappy four-inch heels. Liam kissed Shannon, he expected her to give him a peck, but instead, she held him passionately letting her tongue explore the inside of his mouth. Liam wanted to make love to her. She had other ideas though reaching down she patted his penis, "Not today my little friend." Liam was humiliated. Without a word, he got up and picked up his clothes.

	 

	Liam had been a good sissy this morning getting up, taking his shower, and blow drying his shoulder length hair; taking his time in the warm water so that all the hair was gone from his body. He was sitting at the makeup table smoothing out his foundation when Amelia stepped in. "How is my cock sucker this morning?"

	 

	Liam turned to shoot a look of venom in her direction, "How could you send that to her?"

	 

	Grabbing his chin, she pulled his face close to hers, "We tell each other everything. Now get those lips done sweetie."

	 

	Completely devastated, Liam dutifully went back to doing his makeup. His eyes were not perfect. He re-lined them with thick black. He only had one color of lipstick that was his. Those lips would be bright red again today. Just like they were every day. He had no clue what the women had planned for him, but at least it would be in the safety of their home. After Shannon had been gone all last week, just being in the same room with her would be fantastic. As he touched up his lips for the last time, he remembered something about a shopping trip.

	 

	Emerging from the bathroom, the two women were sitting on the couch, where he had given his first blowjob last night. They were both dressed to go out for the day. Liam stood there just staring at them. "What are we doing today?" He finally got out.

	 

	Shannon reached down to hand him a cute purse. He opened it up to see that his manly leather wallet was now a hot pink leather one. "Leslie, we are going shopping. You will never become your perfect girly self without the proper equipment, and you are sorely lacking," she explained.

	 

	The conversation was cut short by a taxi honking outside. Amelia grabbed Liam's hand leading him out the door. There was no telling her that he would not do something. Amelia had already proven it was her way or the painful way.

	 

	The two girls had a great time with the taxi driver talking about all the shopping plans they had for the day. The driver had never heard about the shop they were going to, but he was intrigued to hear all about it. The more the girls talked, the more Liam wanted to crawl into the seat. He was utterly humiliated about everything they were saying. They told the driver how he was becoming a female and needed new clothes to help with that transformation. The driver kept asking all kinds of questions. Amelia was quick to answer them and laugh at Liam's distress.

	 

	It took about twenty minutes to reach their destination. It was nothing like Liam had ever expected. Someone had purchased one of the old strip malls. Redoing the whole structure and calling it Sissy Paradise, The Store For Every He That Wants To Be A She.

	 

	The taxi driver gave him a cat whistle as they all emerged yelling out, "Go be that pretty thing."

	 

	Liam wanted the blacktop to open up into a fiery hell pit, just to end this torture. Amelia was dragging him across the parking lot, towards the building that looked like it had been dipped into a Pepto Bismol bottle. Liam thought his bedroom was bright. This was way over the top. "Who would shop at a place like this?" he asked.

	 

	Amelia laughed, "This place is perfect for you. I have not been here, but Shannon loves this place. She has bought all your stuff from this one shopping center. You are going to be very good today and make her happy."

	 

	The warning was communicated between the two of them. They were further away from Shannon as she had rushed from the taxi the moment the wheels had stopped moving. Shannon scurried ahead and was holding the door for them. She acted like she was a contestant in a beauty pageant, giving them a grand wave and a smile. Liam was spitting out obscenities at Amelia, as they walked through the doors that had been designed to look like a corset. The look on her face was enough to make him shut his mouth. There was one thing Amelia had taught Liam, and that was she cared nothing about how he felt about any humiliating situation.

	 

	Amelia and Liam walked in before Shannon, everyone in the building turned to look at them, and they all were so friendly. The moment Shannon came in people came out of everywhere to talk to her. Liam could not help but wonder how much time she had spent in these stores. The actions of everyone was like that of friends, not storekeepers and a customer. This gorgeous blonde came gliding across the floor giving Liam's fiancée a long hug, "Darling you brought Leslie in for us to meet. What a special day this is for all of us." It took a few moments for Liam's brain to understand that the blonde was a guy.

	 

	Liam stepped behind Amelia as if she was his protector. Of all his hatred for her; she was the most dependable person in the room. Amelia would not have it though. She dragged him back in front. "Leslie, you need to go meet your new friends," she said.

	 

	Before he could even react two of these 'women' were grabbing him from behind. "We have some perfect things for you, my dear. You are going to look so fabulous when you leave here," said the brunette.

	 

	Liam looked back at Amelia pleading with his eyes that she help him. Amelia just gave him a beauty pageant wave as they whisked him away.

	 

	For the next couple of hours, Liam was under these women's control. The first lesson he learned was not to make the mistake of calling them by the pronoun of him. One time Liam did that, and he thought he would lose his testicles. They were super angry. The first thing they did to him was to take him over to the makeup counter. All his hard work from this morning was taken off in one swipe of a wet wipe. Then three of these beautiful sissies all gathered around him and talked to Shannon about what she wanted him to look like. "I thought Leslie would look beautiful in a dark smoky cat-eye. What do you ladies think?" she asked.

	 

	Through a lot of playful banter and several colors put on Liam's eyes, then taken off, it was finally decided to do a brown smoky color and a dark cherry lipstick. Liam was grateful for the lipstick. He was so tired of that bright red he had been wearing for weeks. The ladies showed Liam how to put on the newest rage magnetic eyelash extension. Even he had to admit those were cool. Changing his eyelashes made him look very feminine.

	 

	The next place they took him was over to the body enhancement section there were so many things that made you tuck it in and push it up. Liam wanted to ask questions, but he was just there so Shannon could get what she wanted for him. The sissies had made that apparent after they had him in a full girdle with cutouts for his bottom and bra with four straps that gave him real looking breasts and fake nipples. They presented him with velcro on butt cheeks. The ladies explained that in the modern world a girl could have any size bottom she wanted as long as she covered it with fabric. Liam was standing there thinking, "This is all great unless I drop my keys then I will never be able to pick them up."

	 

	It was not just the things that went under the day clothes. He was also getting fitted for sleeping corsets. These torture devices, as Liam thought of them, were to train his waist to be smaller, through rearranging his internal organs. The sirens as Shannon had nicknamed them, told him he would have to come back in two months to be refitted. They would also know if he had not worn them properly. Liam was starting to think the sirens were beautiful, but they were far more evil than Amelia could ever be.

	 

	Shannon was led off by another beautiful sissy to get a gift for him. Liam tried to ask where she was going, but he was shut down with the look on her face. He did not want to be left alone with the sirens and Amelia was nowhere to be seen. They led him off to be sized for expensive, properly fitting shoes. He would no longer have to wear cheap shoes from discount stores. These were soft kidskin leather, and they felt so beautiful. Liam had never had properly fitting high heels. Walking in them felt completely different. From that first step, Liam thought he could become addicted to these. They did not pinch or make him feel off center. They felt like tennis shoes only sexier. As he walked across the massive ceramic hallway between the stores, his bottom naturally started to sway back and forth. The evil sirens were happy to laugh at him, calling attention to everyone so they would all look.

	 

	Liam turned around to see that Shannon was watching him. She had a beautiful smile on her face. "I am so proud of you, Leslie. You look so ladylike in those heels. We have to get you some office attire though. I am tired of you wearing my clothes," she said.

	 

	With that, she took his hand and led him over to a store a few doors down. The three sirens followed closely. Inside the store were racks and racks of professional-looking clothing. Liam could not believe all the things they had designed and fitted just for sissies. The sirens explained there were professional seamstresses here to make everything fit perfectly. Sissies need special attention because their bodies were changing with each modification.

	 

	Again he was pushed to the side. Made to stand in just the undergarments while outfit after the outfit was presented to Shannon. She had the final say in what they would leave with. This was backward from what it used to be when they would go shopping. Liam had always chosen her clothes because he was better with colors. This time though she was taking full control. After she made the final decision on five new ensembles she announced, "That is all today Leslie. You need to give the nice ladies your credit card."

	 

	At first, he just stood there. He could not believe he was not only going to be humiliated today. He was also paying to be humiliated. He wanted to stomp his feet and throw a fit as he could feel the anger boiling up inside him. Amelia stepped into the store. "Leslie dear! You would not even think of embarrassing Shannon now, would you?" Amelia asked.

	 

	All the anger evaporated, and Liam pulled his wallet out of the purse Shannon had handed him this morning. By the time they were done he only had a few hundred dollars left on his card. Liam had just spent the last two months paying that card off. In an afternoon he was starting over.

	 

	The sirens were happy to help them carry out all the packages, and there were more bags than Liam had tried on. Being a girl was very expensive was all that Liam could think. The ride back to the house Shannon and Amelia chatted with the taxi driver. Liam had little to say. His mind was racing. After the packages were all inside Amelia said, "I have to talk to you both about something important."

	 

	Shannon and Liam sat down on the couch while Amelia sat in the same chair she watched from the night before. They could both tell that Amelia was nervous about whatever she was thinking.

	 

	"While at the store today I started talking to one of the owners about my education and being out of work. It turns out there is a whole industry devoted to sissification. They have a chemistry division devoted to creating supplements to help with the process. I never knew there was such a thing and I am super excited about this. The reason I disappeared was we made a phone call to their lab. I am being offered a position that I can not turn down," she said.

	 

	Shannon got up and hugged her friend, "I am so excited for you. All this time you were looking for the perfect place, and now you have it."

	 

	Amelia hugged her hard with tears in her eyes. After an awkward silence, Shannon started to understand there was a lot more to this. Amelia held her eyes closed tight while she regained her composure. Shannon sat down on the floor holding onto Amelia's hand. "What is it my friend, that has you so upset?" asked Shannon.

	 

	It took Amelia a few minutes to answer, "The position is in California. I will be leaving on Monday. I am so sorry, but I can not let this position pass."

	 

	Liam wanted to be happy, but everything was happening so fast in just the course of a few days. His life had turned into a whirlwind of emotions that were more intense by the moment. Amelia had been so many things to him throughout her coming back into his life. Part of him wanted to jump and scream with joy, but there was something in him that wondered what would happen from here. Would he and Shannon go back to the way things were before Amelia had shown up at the pub? He knew without asking that would never happen. He had changed in so many ways. Shannon was not even the same girl who sat with him that night listening to his confessions. Their relationship was more profound than it had been and a bit rawer.

	 

	Looking up he caught Amelia's gaze. They just looked at each other. So many years and events passed between them. Slowly a confusing smile came across her face. "Liam when I first came here I wanted to renew my revenge on you.

	 

	It was all about destroying you again. Then I got to know Shannon and how much she truly loves you. Her friendship became the most important thing I had experienced maybe in my entire life," confessed Amelia.

	 

	Liam got up and opened a bottle of wine, pouring each of them a glass. He knew he needed to talk, but everything that needed to be said made Liam seem like he enjoyed everything that had happened. While some things were satisfying after they were over, none of it was by choice.

	 

	Sitting down in the other chair he looked at both of the women who had changed the whole center of his world. "Amelia, I know we struggled with each other at all points in our lives. Life keeps throwing us together. It seems to be our fate to always come together. I can not say that I enjoyed all the things I had to endure under you. Shannon and I seem to be closer than we ever could have been without this journey."

	 

	Shannon scooted over so she could hold both their hands at the same time. "I would never ask you to not follow your dreams, Amelia. You supported me to do things I did not even know I wanted to do. You have helped me find the inner strength that was hidden underneath a shadow of a doubt. You turned Liam from an awkward man into a graceful woman, and we will continue this process even if you have to walk away for a while."

	 

	Liam felt a shiver run through him. He had secretly hoped he could go back to sweatpants and tennis shoes after Amelia left. They sat around for the next hour drinking wine and talking about the adventure she was going to have in California. Amelia promised to send back samples to help Leslie become the full woman she could be.

	 

	Shannon sent Liam to get ready for bed and told him to dress in his pretty new nightgown. In a few minutes, she came up to tuck him in or so he thought. Instead she tied him down to the bed, Shannon crawled in beside him. She pulled him tight against her. It was the first time they slept almost normal in a very long time, and Liam laid awake most of the night just enjoying the feel of her body.

	 

	The next couple of days were easy for Liam. He got up and dressed in his new office attire. The girls were gone most of the time as they spent the last few days enjoying each other's company. Liam knew he could have changed back into his male clothes after they left for the day, but he could not disappoint Shannon acting in that way. Throughout his workday, Liam would catch himself putting his lipstick on without any of the women fussing at him about it. The humiliation of what he was doing washed over his body. He was becoming a sissy without being forced to do so. The time flew quickly, and it was early Monday morning before any of them realized it. Amelia had decided she would leave directly from the house. She did not want to be saying her goodbyes in a public airport.

	 

	Shannon and Liam started to fall into a routine. He would get up, take his shower and get dressed for work each day. Walking in heels was something he had come to enjoy. The sound of them on the ceramic floor and the old wood floors brought a smile to his face. Shannon had a major project for her growing company, and Liam was expected to maintain the house. Every night he would get all dressed up in an evening gown with stiletto heels and have supper waiting.

	 

	About a week after Amelia had left for California, Shannon said, "Tonight is going to be a special night for you. Leslie, I want you to take a nice bubble bath and then get dressed in something sexy for me. I will be up in your room waiting."

	 

	Liam jumped up and ran a bath. Tonight he will get to be a man again he thought. I have not felt my fiancée wrapped around my penis in so long. I cannot wait to touch her and be able to explode deep inside that beautiful body of hers. I knew if I were good, she would miss the sex life we used to have. As he took his bath making sure he shaved all his intimate places. His cock was raging hard, but he knew better than to stroke it right now. He was getting out of the tub he sprayed on his perfume and rubbed the lotion all over his body. Sitting down in the chair Liam took his time to make sure his makeup was perfect for Shannon. Liam picked out a bright floral covered corset and some thigh highs, slipping on his five-inch heels he was ready to see his fiancée.

	 

	The sight of her took his breath away when he walked into the bedroom. Shannon was lying down on the bed wearing a satin nightie it brushed against her tanned thighs. Those beautiful creamy breasts of hers were peeking out through the lace. Liam licked his lips when his eyes trailed down to Shannon's super hard nipples. He wanted to suck those breasts into his mouth. Shannon put her hand up stopping him where he was standing in the door. "Tonight is going to be all about me. You are Leslie, and I want to make love to my beautiful sissy. Do you remember when we were at the mall? I told you I was going to buy you a special gift?" she asked.

	 

	Liam nodded his head starting to get confused. Shannon motioned towards the chair where there was a beautifully wrapped box, "Open if for me Leslie."

	 

	Timidly he walked across the room and picked up the box. It was medium sized and not heavy. Liam sat down in the chair to pull off the bow and unwrap his gift. Opening up the lid there were two velvet bags inside one was large and the other was small. "Go on Leslie open up the small bag," Shannon said.

	 

	Liam felt a shiver run through him. Whatever was in the bag scared him and he did not know why. Opening it up a squishy piece of silicone fell into his hands, there was also a heart-shaped lock and a key that was laser cut to say "Hers."

	 

	"What does this mean?” Liam asked.

	 

	Shannon motioned with her finger to come to her, "It is time for us to put that strong part of you away for now. I want you to be Leslie for me all the time."

	 

	Liam was in shock. He thought this night was about being a man for her. She took advantage of his confusion to snap his penis into the pink cage. The click of the lock was thunderous through the silence of the room. Shannon took the key on its delicate chain. She dropped it between those creamy, beautiful breasts. Liam felt the tears behind his eyes, "But baby how will I have an orgasm?"

	 

	Motioning with her delicate fingers caused Liam to look back at the chair. Almost in a trance, he picked up the large velvet bag, reaching inside he pulled out a leather strapon harness with a silicone penis attached to it. This penis was larger than his. "Shannon, what does this mean?" he begged.

	 

	She reached for the strapon, and he automatically handed it to her. "I talked to all the lovely ladies at the mall, and they told me if I locked up your penis and used this on you; you will learn to cum like a woman."

	 

	"Oh, the Sirens,” Liam said without thinking. "That figures."

	 

	Shannon snapped at him, "What a horrible thing to say, Leslie. Those ladies were so kind to you. Come over here and please my pussy for me with that sassy mouth of yours."

	 

	Liam wanted to scream at her, but he had not tasted her beautiful body in so long. Crawling up between her thighs he could already smell how wonderful she was. Kissing up her thighs Liam pushed up the satin of her nightie. "Take your time and make love to me,” she demanded. Of everything that had transpired over the last few weeks, this was the one thing they both agreed on.

	 

	Liam was happy to find that there was nothing between him and her, Shannon had not put on panties under her nightie. The most comfortable place for him had always been lying between her legs. When he tasted that pussy, time always stopped, and the world became perfect. Kissing the outside of her silky lips, the wetness was coming through. Taking the tip of his tongue, he licked up her juices as they trickled down. Using his finger to open up those velvet lips gave Liam access to her clit and that beautiful hole. Shannon ran her fingers through his hair. In the last few weeks it had grown long with soft curls. The feel of her long nails on his scalp made Liam lick harder, and he was rewarded with a burst of sweet nectar from her pussy. He could not get enough of her.

	 

	Liam wrapped his hands under those hard, soft ass cheeks pulling her up to angle her hips up in the air. Teasing slowly around her vagina hole Shannon opened up to the tip of his tongue. "Leslie, your tongue feels so good. I want you to make me explode in your mouth," Shannon encouraged.

	 

	Liam did not know why but the sound of his sissy name made his penis painfully hard in the silicone cage. Pulling her hard clit into his mouth, he sucked until it started to swell. "Use that tongue love. Fuck my pussy hard. I need to explode right now!" Shannon screamed.

	 

	Liam slowed his circles down making her wait. At the last second, he started flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue. Faster and faster until she was writhing on the bed and covered in sweat. When Liam tasted her orgasm, he licked it all up collapsing onto her thigh while Shannon gently stroked his head.

	 

	After a few minutes, Shannon began to stir, "It is your turn, Leslie. Picking up the strapon, she slid it on. Come here and show me those sucking skills you have been working on."

	 

	Liam crawled over wrapping his red lips around that silicone cock Shannon was wearing. He wanted to impress her with how good he could tease a penis. Slowly he worked that shaft down his throat. Looking up at his fiancée, she was beautiful with the satin laying across her body. She pushed that cock down his throat until every bit of it disappeared down his throat. "I am going to take that tight virgin hole of yours Leslie. You belong to me, and I am going to make you happy,"

	 

	Her fingers slid down his back and teased the top of his ass crack. The tease of her fingernails at the top of his asshole sent a jolt of electricity to the balls.

	 

	Shannon reached over to the side of the drawer in the table by the bed. She pulled out a jar of oil. When she flipped it out, the beautiful smell filled the room. Pushing Liam down to the bed, Shannon worked the oil into his skin and across his butt cheeks. He could feel it warming up on his skin. She started to tease around his tight asshole. It was a feeling he had never experienced before. When Shannon slid that first finger in he did not know how to react. They had never played like this, and he should have been telling her to stop. Instead, he wanted it to continue. She was in no hurry to push his limits letting him adjust to the feel of just one finger. In a few minutes, Liam found himself driving back against her and moaning with the pleasure of that invasion. Taking this as a sign Shannon pushed another finger starting to slowly scissor them. He could feel himself beginning to stretch out and liked the new sensation. After a third finger and a bit more oil, Liam was a panting mess of want.

	 

	Liam found himself being rolled over and looking into Shannon's eyes it felt so beautiful to be under her control. She pulled his legs up on her shoulders and held onto his hard thighs. She took the bottle of oil and rubbed it all over her shaft and his hole. "Are you ready to be mine, Leslie?" She asked. Liam knew this was not a question but more of a demand for submission. At first, he nodded his head, yes. Shannon would not have that, "Answer me!"

	 

	Liam struggled to find his voice, "Yes, Shannon. I want to be owned by you."

	 

	That was not enough for her, "What do you want to give me?"

	 

	Looking up at this beautiful woman who graced his life he said, "I am yours. I want you to take my virginity. I want you to own every part of me."

	 

	That was what Shannon had been waiting to hear. She lined up the head of her cock with his hole and slowly pushed just the tip inside. Reaching down she grabbed his hands starting to pull him towards her. Liam could feel that shaft as it stretched him out. The sensation was between pleasure and pain. He did not know if he enjoyed it or not. He wanted more. Making her happy was the only thought in his mind. Shannon pulled it out and rubbed more oil all over.

	 

	Liam relaxed under her ministrations as she slowly pushed deep inside. Leaning over she kissed him on the lips, letting their tongues dance against each other. Nuzzling into his neck when he turned his head in a moan, she nipped his ear lobe causing him to lift way up off the bed. Shannon took that moment to shove her silicone penis deep inside, Liam threw his head back as he screamed out in pleasure. He could feel every inch of that cock inside him, and he wanted more. "Please fuck me. I need to feel you," He screamed. Shannon rolled him over on his side, so he was facing away from her and pounded his tight hole. Reaching up she grabbed his nipples pinching them between her fingers.

	 

	Whispering in his ear, she commanded, "Fuck yourself with my shaft. Bounce on it until you explode all over for me." Liam could not think about anything but having her as deep possible. "You are my little bitch!"

	 

	"I am your little bitch I need to be your little bitch. Fuck me, my love," Liam begged.

	 

	Inside his body, he could feel something building. It was not like anything he had ever experienced before. The feel of that penis inside him and knowing he belonged to Shannon turned him on. Shannon reached down and turned on a vibrator inside the strapon. Liam could feel it down to the tip of the penis inside him. They were bouncing against each other covered in sweat. In all their years together they had never fucked each other with this intensity. It was taking over every part of them.

	 

	Shannon screamed out, "Come with me, Leslie. I want to feel you orgasm for me."

	 

	Liam had not known what that meant at first, but he could feel it. It was not like an orgasm he had experienced before. Starting deep inside the waves of pleasure took over. His whole body shook from the intensity of it. Laying there still impaled on her shaft, he could feel her orgasm coursing through her.

	 

	Neither of them moved. They just lay there enjoying the feel of each other. Shannon stroked his head, "Did you enjoy that?"

	 

	Liam was embarrassed now that it was over. It was hard for him to talk. He knew he had to be honest with her but saying what he felt was hard. "I never knew I could have an orgasm like that. This whole experience has changed everything for me. I do not know who I am anymore," Liam said.

	 

	Shannon continued to stroke his head, "You are who you always were. A sissy. We just permitted you to be the person that you always were inside."

	 

	Liam did not want to admit it, but she was correct. Liam had always thought about girly stuff. When they went shopping, he would choose Shannon's outfits and her makeup. She always liked that about him. Not because he was controlling, but he had great taste. It was their life, and they could live it however they wanted to live. He was worried about how things would form where they were. It scared him to think about the day they married. What would happen? Would he wear a tux or would he wear a dress? What would their friends and family think about a wedding like that? In the end, he had to ask, "Shannon, what will happen the day we get married?"

	 

	He could feel her laugh behind him. "Oh, silly you will wear a tux, and I will be dressed in that beautiful gown we chose a few months ago. I was just thinking about that the other day. I think we should move the wedding up a few months. It is time we become husband and wife."

	 

	It was at that moment that he knew his life was as perfect as it could be. Shannon was the ideal partner for Leslie. For now, she would be their secret, and it was one they enjoyed together. "Where do we go from here?" he asked.

	 

	She rolled him up on top so that he was riding her shaft. "You go on top and ride me until you come again," she told him. Liam pulled his heels underneath and started to slowly ride up and down on that penis. He liked the way it felt and being able to control how deep it went. "That is my pretty girl. Take that cock for me," Shannon demanded.

	 

	Liam started to bounce feeling the bed shake underneath them both. He wanted to be impaled all the way. It felt so good to be stretched out over that shaft. "Do you want to be my slut?" She asked.

	 

	This sent him into a frenzy of excitement. "I belong to you! Take me and use me like the whore that I am!" he screamed.

	 

	With that, she rolled him over putting him up on his knees. Liam's face was buried in the bed and he could feel her hands grasping his hips. Shannon reached down and grabbed a handful of his curls. Using those curls, she pulled him back holding him there tight. With his head pulled back he would see them both in the mirror across the room. Together they started to pound against each other hard and fast. Shannon was in complete control, and Liam knew this is the way it should have been the whole time. He could see his penis locked up in its pink cage for the first time since this whole thing started he felt like Leslie.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Book Six: Happily Ever After

	by Diane Callaway, Claudia Acosta, and Kylie Gable

	 

	Liam stood at the front of the church wearing his black tuxedo and pink cummerbund. He and Shannon had been waiting for this day for a long time. It felt perfect standing in front of all their friends and family. Liam knew that his and Shannon's secret was safely tucked away under all these male clothes. He could feel his satin bra and panties brushing against his skin. Liam looked across the aisle to all the bridesmaids, including Amelia who had flown back into town. Sitting in the crowd was her new friend from California, Jessica.

	 

	Liam knew Jessica's secret, but he did not think anyone else could tell. The music started to play, and Liam turned around to watch his fiancée Shannon come down the aisle in her beautiful vanilla colored, satin gown. They smiled at each other over the crowd. For Liam, the ceremony flew by, and they were soon in the reception with all their friends.

	 

	As he and Shannon danced together, she teased him,”Husband, I know what you have under that fancy tuxedo of yours."

	 

	Liam could feel his face turning red unable to say anything. The two newlyweds made their way around all their friends and family. Amelia interrupted a dance with one of Shannon's old college friends. She wrapped her arms around Liam's neck and ground her body up against his. For Liam, it felt awkward to be leading his old nemesis around the dance floor.

	 

	Amelia was enjoying the power play between the two of them. “Shannon and I have extraordinary plans for you and Jessica tonight," she told him.

	 

	“...But tonight is mine and Shannon's night." He stammered. Laying her cool palm on his flushed faced, “Now, you know that tonight is all about her. Do not throw a fit about something you are going to lose anyway."

	 

	Liam knew that he would never get his way. The evening was getting late as people started to leave. About an hour later it was just the four of them left. “It is time for us to go to our wedding suite everyone," Shannon announced.

	 

	Liam could feel the anxiety starting to build. He wanted to throw a fit, but it was their wedding night. Shannon took his hand and kissed his cheek as she led him out of the reception hall to the limo waiting outside. Amelia snapped her fingers and pointed, making Jessica walk in front of her. Inside the limo, the two women talked to each other about the whole evening. The two sissies sat across from each other trying not to feel awkward. It took about twenty minutes before the limo pulled up to the high scale motel that Amelia was treating them all too. She had rented the two wedding suites that were connected by a door. As soon as they checked in, the two couples split to clean up for the rest of the evening.

	 

	Once they were alone, Liam asked, "Baby what are we doing tonight? I am nervous with Amelia being in charge. She makes me do things that are uncomfortable for me."

	 

	Shannon crossed the room dressed in only her white lingerie and thigh-highs. She sat down on his lap wrapping her legs around this waist. "I know you are concerned, but this is something I want to do. I told you months ago that today and tonight belong to me. You promised you would do what I asked," she said.

	 

	The whole time she was talking her lips teased his earlobes. The moan that came out of his lips told her there would be no more argument. Getting up she opened her bag up and pulled out a tight lace corset with garters attached. "You will be wearing this for me tonight, and Jessica will be wearing a matching black one. I bought you some bright red lipstick. So I can see where your lips are. Tonight you and Jessica will give me a show. I have been waiting for this night for a long time. Amelia has been training her sissy to give me the night I want."

	 

	Liam took the delicate material. Reaching behind his back, he undid the bra he had worn all day long the satin material hit the floor. Dutifully he hooked his fingers in his matching satin panties pulling them down to his lower thighs, from where they dropped to the floor, and he stepped out of them. Liam knew how to put the lingerie on she had purchased for him. Stepping into the lace boned corset, Liam held it in place turned his back to Shannon and she tightened it up. The matching crotchless panties went on next. Liam pulled the garter straps through the panties so the hose would attach on and the panties removed later. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, Liam took the nylon thigh-highs slowly rolled them up and slid them up his leg he snapped them onto the garter straps. Shannon handed him the bright red five-inch heels she had purchased just for him. After he had been fitted for shoes at Sissy Paradise Shannon could order heels for him at a whim.

	 

	The heels were a perfect fit he could walk in them as most men walked in athletic shoes. Sitting down at the makeup table in the hotel suite Liam took out his cosmetic bag. Shannon sat on the bed watching the transformation of her husband into Leslie. She had always enjoyed this part more than any other thing they had done together. Liam had invested a lot of time becoming the most beautiful woman he could be. He let his hair down; it had grown a lot in the last six months. Shannon was pleased with the sissy in front of her. "We are ready to join Amelia and Jessica," she announced.

	 

	Shannon knocked on the door that joined the rooms together. Amelia opened it with more drama than the moment required. The two women squealed at each other and hugged hard. Liam followed dutifully behind not happy to be spending his night with the woman who had created this situation he was in and who created the woman his wife had become. Part of him enjoyed the process of becoming a woman, but the humiliation was so humiliating that it was almost painful, even now. Jessica was beautiful by anyone's standards; to look at him most people would not know the secret under those clothes.

	 

	Amelia had met Jessica the first week she was in California. At that time he was a street gang member. Amelia saw the potential in him. The feminine attributes showing through all the bravado. Liam almost felt sorry for a gangster caught in the clutches of Amelia. It took her a few weeks to position herself in a place of ultimate power. Through the whole process, Liam and Shannon received updates of everything Jessica was submitted to. The couple was never privy to Jessica's real name. To them; they would always know him to be Jessica. Amelia joked one time with Shannon how his gangster friends had assumed he was either in prison or killed on the street. That is what made Jessica perfect for Amelia. He was a man who no one cared for and whose disappearance was accepted as part of his chosen life.

	 

	Jessica was rather short for a man with delicate facial features. He had never had a lot of body hair. His skin was a perfect, soft olive color with dark eyes; feminine eyebrows, and naturally wavy hair. The process from male to female went quickly for him. Far more naturally than what Liam had experienced. Amelia was able to give Jessica supplements to accelerate the change. Tonight he was dressed in a brilliant blue satin corset with silver heels. His eyes decorated with sparkling silver eye shadow. Liam was uncomfortable. He did not know what to do in this unfamiliar situation. In typical Amelia fashion, she stepped forward grasping his hand. “Come now you two will play very nicely this evening. Do not force me to discipline either of you. We can either have fun in a pleasant manner or Shannon and I can have fun in a rather non-pleasant manner for you two." Liam knew Amelia well enough, not to doubt her intentions.

	 

	Liam stepped forward waiting for instructions from the two women that would always control his life. Amelia opened up a bottle of champagne pouring both women a tall flute glass for them. Sitting down in two chairs pulled together the women talked about how beautiful their sissies looked together. Behind him, Liam heard, "Kiss Jessica."

	 

	Reaching out, Liam pulled Jessica's soft curls towards him and kissed him awkwardly at first. In a few moments, Liam could feel his penis start to rise on its own. He wanted to hate this situation, but instead, he was turned on. The invasion of their wedding night made him angry but fighting against it was not going to help either of their positions. The best way to handle an Amelia event was to go through it. Jessica started to caress Liam's body through the soft material. Liam had to admit it felt pleasant to be touched.

	 

	Amelia appeared behind Liam pushing him down to his knees leaning in, "You will demonstrate to your wife your skill of sucking a penis." Under the pressure of her hand, he dropped to his knees. "Kiss that penis under those pretty panties I picked out specially for this evening," she demanded.

	 

	Liam leaned forward and with a huge lump in his throat did as he was commanded to do. Shannon was sitting behind Jessica; Liam could not help but meet her eyes. He could tell his new wife enjoyed everything playing out in front of her. Jessica's penis started to grow under the tease of Liam's lips. Jessica was also wearing crotchless panties. As his cock filled up; it found its way out of the opening.

	 

	Jessica had a massive penis, not something anyone would expect on a sissy. Liam knew that almost any penis was massive compared to his and that just increased his discomfort. Amelia saw the look on Liam's face, "You did not think I would have a small penis on my sissy did you?" she asked.

	 

	Liam just shook his head in the negative he could not have spoken if he wanted to.

	 

	"Turn, so you are facing the door," Amelia commented to Jessica.

	 

	He did as told and when Shannon was able to see the size of that penis she squealed in delight. “Oh, Amelia that is very nice. You are so lucky," she said.

	 

	Liam did not want to feel envious, but he could not help it. He started to suck Jessica's huge penis. Liam could feel his mouth stretching out. It felt strange to have another man's cock in his mouth. “Lick my sissies testicles. I want him to have a massive load of semen to spray all over your face," Amelia directed.

	 

	Liam was grateful to get the huge shaft out of his mouth. He kissed those balls with his bright red lipstick leaving lip marks all over. Liam could smell how wonderful Jessica was as he teased those large testicles with his lips and tongue. "Now run your tongue up that shaft clear to the tip,” Amelia directed.

	 

	Liam started down low right where the balls met the penis. He worked his way up to the tip, and he ran slow, lazy circles up the head.

	 

	Shannon sat in her chair and slowly sipped the bubbles in her glass. She had not said another word, but the look on her face told Liam everything he needed to know. His new wife enjoyed watching him suck cock for the first time in their relationship. Liam knew that Amelia had sent a short video clip from the night Shannon was out of town, but being in person was different. Liam felt the drive to make the love of his life happy even if it meant complete humiliation for him. He started to put on a show for her, teasing that massive shaft in front of him. Liam wanted to be able to suck that cock down his throat. It took some time before his mouth stretched wide enough to feel it slide down. Jessica moved him up to the bed to push it even further down. Liam hated to admit that he enjoyed the control of another man over him, but it turned him on immensely. Liam could feel his small penis push against the lace panties. The size difference between him and Jessica was embarrassing, and there was no hiding it in this room. Amelia sat back down next to Shannon, and the two women whispered between them.

	 

	Standing back up Amelia came over and told Jessica to put her penis to real work. Liam did not know what was meant by that, but he doubted he would enjoy it. Jessica slid that massive shaft out of his mouth and pulled him up onto the bed. Liam was on all fours with his head buried in the mattress. Jessica pulled the crotchless panties apart and pushed two fingers inside that tight asshole of his. Liam was worried. He had taken Shannon's strapon several times, but it was small compared to what was just in his mouth.

	 

	"Amelia, please, he is too big," he begged. Amelia laughed at him. "Leslie, my dear. Jessica is just the perfect size to introduce you to a real penis. You are going to have so much fun once you are properly stretched out."

	 

	Liam had a high degree of doubt over the validity of that statement.

	 

	Jessica took his time working all his fingers inside Liam's tight little hole. While Liam would have never admitted it out loud, he liked the way those digits felt inside him. That tiny shaft of his was dripping cum in those panties; almost pouring it out from excitement. Jessica ran that massive shaft down Liam's crack. Liam felt a shiver run down his spine. That large purple head teased his tight hole. Liam was somewhere he had never been before. Part of him wanted to feel that huge cock inside his sissy hole. The other part of Liam was terrified of everything that was going to happen.

	 

	Shannon came across the room and knelt in front of Liam on the floor. She took his face between her cool palms and kissed him hard. It was at that moment Jessica shoved that massive sissy dick deep inside him. To Liam, it felt as if every nerve was set on fire and he could feel the stretch. Jessica just held him there for a moment to allow him to adjust to all the new sensations. After a few thrusts inside, Liam became aware that the feeling changed from discomfort to enjoyment.

	 

	Liam had orgasmed a few times with Shannon using her strapon. It made him feel submissive and humiliated. Jessica knew how to use that shaft of his to make Liam feel everything with a degree of insanity never experienced before. Liam could not bring himself to move. He just lay there allowing himself to be used. Jessica started to reach out and tease that tiny penis of his like it was a clit. It did not take long before Liam started to bounce back. "Please fuck me with your cock Jessica. I need to feel you inside me," Liam heard himself beg.

	 

	Jessica had said very little all evening allowing Amelia to guide all the actions. "Leslie you are going to give yourself to me," Jessica finally said.

	 

	Jessica grabbed Liam by the ankle and turned him over, so his legs were up on those strong shoulders. Liam was forced to look Jessica in the eyes while his sissy hole was violated in front of his new wife. The humiliating part was not being used in front of these two women. That was almost the new normal. For Liam, what made the situation frustrating was how much he enjoyed the feel of that massive penis violating him.

	 

	He wanted to scream, ‘Get off me! I am not gay.' His mouth would not form the words even as his mind screamed how wrong the situation was. His wedding night should be him having sex with Shannon, not her watching him take another sissy. Shannon had returned to her chair. A new full glass of bubbles caressed her lips. Jessica reached up and grabbed Liam's wrists pinned them to the bed. As the new husband stared at the mouth of his wife the sissy man crushed his lips smearing the red lipstick over both their faces.

	 

	The intensity of the pumping brought Liam back to the moment he was in. His legs were stretched way out. This gave that shaft access to the testicles inside him. Even Liam recognized his voice had changed, "Oh, yes! Damn, I need to feel you explode inside me. Take me, Jessica, you feel so good, baby!"

	 

	They were both covered in a sheen of sweat. The bed bounced underneath the ferocity of them together. Jessica looked up at Amelia, "Please my everything. I can not hold this much longer. May I have permission to fill up this sissy hole with the semen that is yours?"

	 

	Amelia took her time to answer. She enjoyed the discomfort of making her sissy wait for permission to orgasm. “Shannon, my dear, what do you think? Will we allow them to have an orgasm? Or do you think we should make these playthings of ours wait?" asked Amelia.

	 

	A slow smile came over Shannon's face as she pondered for a moment. “Yes, I want my Leslie to feel a real load inside his sissy hole," answered Shannon.

	 

	With a nod of Amelia's head, Jessica screamed out, "Thank you, my everything."

	 

	Liam could feel that penis inside him start to pump out semen and the orgasm that had been building exploded in all his nerves. Jessica buried his face in Liam's neck biting down with a love nip. The two sissies laid there as the waves of pleasure faded away. Jessica got up crossed the room and sat at Amelia's feet putting his head on her lap. Shannon squealed with delight and gave her friend a long hug. “That was fabulous. Thank you for giving me this gift on such an important day of our lives. It was perfect just the way you told me it would be," she said. Standing up she stretched out her hand towards Liam, "Come Husband, we have a honeymoon to enjoy."

	 

	The next few days they spent enjoying themselves as a normal newlywed couple would. They stayed up late making love to each other and got up late in the morning after the sun had warmed the room. For Liam, that first night faded with each passing day. Shannon did not mention it. The rest of the week they spent on each other. In the past months, there had been changes in every aspect of their lives. Liam was no longer working as an accountant. Shannon had built her decorating firm into a competing company that specialized in hiring women. At least the outside world believed her company employed women. That was not the full truth. The majority of her employees were sissies or transgendered.

	 

	Liam, during the week, was Leslie to everyone, and he was Shannon's assistant. They worked long hard hours. Their success had grown with each passing day. The week of their wedding was the first time either had taken a day off since Amelia had left for California so many months ago.

	 

	Shannon was not the woman Liam had met or asked to marry him. She had grown into something powerful and more beautiful. Liam enjoyed being under her authority both at home and at the office. She was never mean to him, and he could never tell her no. Authority came quickly to this woman that was now his wife and their home run by her for her. Liam still had his pink bedroom that he slept in at night. He had changed it a bit toning down some of the brightness to a more soft look. Rarely was Liam bound to his bed unless Shannon was in a mood to restrain him. Every day. his penis was locked up, and he would place the key around her neck. The ritual had become something they both enjoyed.

	 

	They had been married for a few months and life had fallen into a natural rhythm that comforted Liam. Shannon had sent him home early to cook a nice meal for a critical guest she was bringing home. Liam did not ask questions other than what kind of wine she wanted. He was busy with chopping up the vegetables; the task was mind-numbing and allowed his thoughts to drift. Liam remembered when everything was a frustration. In the past he would fuss about even the smallest detail. It took Amelia coming back into his life and becoming best friends with Shannon to show him how nonproductive his actions had been. Now he rarely questioned his wife. She was his leader, and he followed her. The people that knew them regularly commented on how beautiful the relationship was.

	 

	Shannon came home an hour before supper was ready to be served. With her she brought two dresses that were covered by a garment bag. "Oh, that smells wonderful Leslie. We are having someone special come over tonight, and you need to be dressed up for this encounter. I bought you a beautiful gown to wear," she said.

	 

	A gentle kiss on his lips persuaded him to take the clothes and get ready. Liam went to the downstairs bathroom. It had been turned into his room. Shannon left to go upstairs; her bathroom was a sanctuary that he was no longer allowed into. The transformation process included both a mental and physical aspect. He stepped into the shower and poured his body wash all over. The smell permeated the room; it made him feel girly. After a quick wash of his shoulder-length hair and a reshave of his long legs he stepped out and dried off with a pink monogrammed towel Amelia had bought them as a wedding gift. They said 'Property of Shannon.'

	 

	Liam sat down at the makeup table to dry his hair into soft curls. For the first time all day he allowed his mind to wonder about the identity of the important guest. Shannon had brought home clients before. It could be something as simple as that. Liam took out his concealer using the different colors to create depth on his face. The more he worked in the makeup, the more Leslie came to the surface.

	 

	Shannon stepped into the bathroom; she was stunning in her short red dress. Liam had known she was downstairs from the click of her five-inch stilettos. She picked up the curling wand to give those natural curls more definition. “A bit more dark should show on the outside of your eyes, hun," She insisted.

	 

	Liam picked up the dark smoky color to do as he was told. "There, that is perfection, time to get you into your dress."

	 

	Shannon left into the living room to return a few moments later with a short turquoise dress that was slit up to the hip.

	 

	Liam stepped into the satin, the cool fabric caressing his skin. Turning around he looked into the mirror to see Leslie staring back. Shannon wrapped her arms around him from behind peeking over his shoulder with a smile. “Tonight we are going to have a kind of fun, unlike anything we have done before," she said.

	 

	Liam reached down and held her hands in his manicured fingers. "What are we doing tonight?"

	 

	"Well, baby we are going to be girls together with a nice hard cock. I have a new friend coming over and together we are going to please him," Shannon stated. Liam pulled away and turned around to look at her, shocked she would even consider bringing a man into their perfect world. "Do not worry dear he knows all about you. You can be yourself and if your little friend comes out to play it is fine," she giggled.

	 

	Liam wanted to say more but the doorbell rang, and Shannon left to answer it. That familiar lump in his throat rose up as the full truth of the evening slammed into his mind.

	 

	He stepped into the living room, Liam saw their new companion for the first time. “Leslie, I want you to meet Stephen," she said.

	 

	Liam did not know what to do. Part of him wanted to shake this guy's hand. Part of him wanted to hide behind Shannon. Stephen took the lead and reached out taking Liam's hand like a gentleman would take a ladies and kissed the top of it. Liam found he wanted to giggle as if he were a teenager on their first real date.

	 

	Supper was a hit, everyone talked about the food and the wine. They drank multiple bottles of the wine until all three were more than a bit tipsy. Shannon was the first to make a move. She stood up, walked over to Stephen and led him into the living room. Liam followed close behind, worried about what would happen next. Stephen sat on the same couch where Liam had given his first blow job so many months ago.

	 

	Shannon held out her hand and pulled Liam down beside her in front of Stephen. She reached out and undid his pants letting a raging hard penis out of its cloth cage. Liam could immediately see why Shannon was interested in this man, as he was two to three times the size of her new husband. Putting her hand behind his head, she pushed him forward, "Suck it for me, Leslie," she demanded.

	 

	He leaned forward to take that massive shaft into his pouty lips. Liam hated to admit it, but that cock tasted good in his mouth. Shannon slowly stroked her fingers through his hair while he teased another man's penis.

	 

	"That is it, Leslie. Suck that big fat shaft super hard for me. I am going to fuck that cock tonight," she told him.

	 

	Liam was shocked to hear her say something like that. They had never discussed if she would have a person outside of their relationship. He had never asked what Shannon thought of his tiny penis. Liam thought he should be upset to hear his new wife say such a thing, but he found himself turned on instead. The more his mind started to picture them together with another man the harder he started to suck that penis in front of him.

	 

	Stephen reached over and pushed the curls away from Liam's face. "You have such a beautiful mouth, Leslie. Those red lips look so nice wrapped around my cock. Suck that deep in your throat for me."

	 

	Liam felt himself wanting to please this man in front of him. It was an awkward moment trying to know how he should be reacting to everything around him. Shannon got up to stand in front of them. Stephen repositioned himself on the couch so that he and Liam could watch her slowly undress for them. She enjoyed all the attention these two were directing towards her. Her dress fell to the floor as Shannon untied the wrapping that kept it secure. Underneath she was wearing matching black lace bra and panties. The sheer stockings Shannon had worn all evening were held up by a bright red garter belt. Exposed standing on her five-inch strappy stilettos she teased her captive audience. Liam knew that Shannon was turned on by Stephen. The cock in his mouth swelled with each pose she took. Stephen enjoyed his wife. Even the tiny penis covered in panties wanted to burst out.

	 

	Shannon came over, her heels clicked on the floor with each step, and she lifted Liam's chin to kiss him hard on the lips. "Take off my panties," she commanded.

	 

	Liam reached up and pulled the delicate satin and lace thong down. He could smell how turned on she was. Shannon pushed him back while she straddled Stephen, "Take his shaft and put it inside me."

	 

	To tell her no would go against everything they had worked towards for all the previous months. Something inside Liam wanted to watch his wife being pleased by another man. He crawled back over to take that massive shaft. Shannon held his gaze. She lowered slowly down onto that huge purple head, and Liam held him straight for her. He watched her vagina stretch out over the penis that belonged to another man.

	 

	Liam felt her hand back on his head pulling him toward Stephen's groin. She impaled herself down. “Lick his testicles for us, Leslie,” she commanded.

	 

	The closeness allowed him to smell the two of them together. Liam stuck his tongue out to run little licks up those large balls. The massive testicles were engorged with semen. "Suck them into your mouth," Stephen said.

	 

	Liam wanted to make them happy. It was difficult to get something so substantial into his mouth. After a few minutes, he managed to pull the right one between his lips. A few flicks of the tip of his tongue caused Stephen to moan out loud.

	 

	Shannon bounced up and down on that huge cock. "Fuck me, Stephen. Your penis is so much larger than my husbands. I want to take every inch of you inside me. Use that penis to make me explode all over your shaft. I want my husband to lick up every drop of our orgasm!" screamed Shannon.

	 

	Stephen reached up, wrapping his large hands around her hips. He lifted her up and dropped her down onto him. Shannon's weight caused her to be penetrated even more. Liam switched from those testicles to his wife's clit. He pulled that swollen clit between his teeth to knead it gently. Liam had to concentrate on the rhythm to keep her clit between his lips. Stephen ran his hands up her rib cage undoing that black lace bra her hard nipples burst forward. Liam ran his tongue up her belly to that hard nub of a nipple. The moment his lips brushed against her breasts, he could tell she was about to explode in orgasm. "Suck on them, Leslie. Make me explode all over his shaft!" She cried out.

	 

	Liam nuzzled her breast as Stephen pinched the other one hard between his fingers.

	 

	Her head bent back to rest against Stephen's broad shoulder her body vibrating from all the pleasure. Shannon started to scream out in an intense orgasm that far exceeded anything Liam had been able to give her. Stephen grabbed her hips and arched up off the couch. Liam could see his testicles dump load after load of semen into his wife's vagina. The two lovers laid against each other spent from their orgasms. Shannon lifted to release Stephen from her,

	 

	"Suck it clean, Leslie," she said.

	 

	Liam found his mouth wrapped around that large penis. It had started to lose the raging erection. Slowly he licked up all the juices of his wife and the semen that was running down towards those testicles. After a few minutes, Shannon spread her legs wide and pushed his head towards her pussy. “Clean it all up."

	 

	Liam was eager to do as he was told and buried his face in her soft swollen folds. He could not get enough of how she tasted. Liam shoved his tongue deep inside her folds to scoop up every drop. Stephen reached down to part her lips with his fingers that allowed Liam to push even deeper inside. Shannon started to take shallower breaths. This encouraged him to tease her faster. In a few moments, she pushed his head hard between her thighs and rode his face with a massive wave of pleasure.

	 

	Together they rested on the couch, Shannon lay across Stephen and Liam's head lounged on that masculine thigh. The time passed slowly, until Shannon said, "We need to go upstairs to my king sized bed."

	 

	Liam was shocked to hear her say that. He had not slept in that bed since the night before Amelia first joined them at the pub. They all three climbed the stairs together to Shannon's sanctuary. Liam had forgotten how wonderful her room smelled and all the soft lighting. “Stephen will sleep in the middle tonight. Leslie, you will sleep towards the wall, she commanded them. Shannon stripped off the last of her delicate undergarments, "Take it all off Leslie. You will sleep nude tonight."

	 

	Liam was embarrassed to undress in front of a strange person let alone a man. The soft lighting hid the blush that covered his body as he took off each feminine layer.

	 

	It was early morning when Liam was awakened by the sounds of two people making love. Shannon was down between Stephen's legs lazily sucking on his cock.

	 

	"Hello, Leslie. I have decided I am not the only person who should enjoy this penis", She said.

	 

	Liam was groggy from sleep and wine. It took his mind a few moments to realize what she said. "I can not take that. It is too big.", He stammered.

	 

	Shannon laughed, "Honey, if I can take it, you can as well."

	 

	She reached over under the soft sheet to tease his tiny penis. Shannon could always touch him in a way that made him want to do anything for her. Stephen reached over to pull Liam against his chest. His strong fingers were rubbing all over Liam's buttocks. “Leslie, you are going to be my pretty girl tonight. I want to show you how much better a really large cock feels compared to a silicone one," Stephen said.

	 

	Liam had to admit those fingers felt beautiful rubbing up against him. In a few minutes, he could feel the first one enter into his boy pussy. Shannon's strapon was more substantial, but the shock made him jump. Stephen pushed him over towards the edge of the bed lying on his side. Shannon came up and cuddled with Liam kissing all over his face, down his neck and licked his super hard nipples. Liam did not know where to concentrate on, having all those hands on his body. Stephen was teasing his pussy with multiple fingers now stretched out a little at a time. Liam enjoyed all the attention; it made him feel feminine. Kissing his wife while being treated like a girl was a strange turn on.

	 

	Stephen grabbed his hips pulling him back towards the massive man. The feel of that large purple head just barely touching his sensitive sissy hole made him want more. Liam started to push back against the pressure of that real man's dick. The stretch was intense. He could feel himself expand to accommodate the girth. It was unpleasant at first not like anything he had felt before. Stephen started to push in slowly. He created all the sensation on the pullout. At the last moment with a hard deep shove, Liam could feel those massive testicles bounce against his tiny penis. Stephen wrapped his arms around his waist, "Oh, Leslie you feel so good. I am going to make love to your pussy hole until you have an orgasm for me."

	 

	Liam could not help himself. He started to bounce back against that cock. Liam enjoyed every stroke of it inside him. He could feel the orgasms build up as he gave himself over to the real man of the house and his loving wife, Shannon. Her fingers teased his tiny penis the sensation was enough to send him completely over the edge. "Give me your penis in my girly hole I want to feel you explode deep inside me. Shannon, I give myself over to you. I love you so much, my wife!" Liam screamed out.

	 

	Shannon grabbed his face. She kissed him hard as he exploded in waves of pleasure.

	 

	THE END
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