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“Oh no you don’t!” cried a woman’s voice before a shoulder plowed into him and knocked him into the dresser. He hit it hard, knocking a small mirror off the top, and sending it onto the floor where it shattered into a thousand pieces.

Tracy was still reeling when his right arm was wrenched painfully behind his back. Helplessly, he was hauled to his feet and slammed into a wall. “Ugh! What’s going on?” he grunted.

“What’s going on is you picked the wrong home to rob,” said the woman.

“Ra-Rachel?” stammered Tracy. It was a question and not a statement.

“You read that off my mailbox, Sport?” asked the woman as she twisted his arm further up his back.

“I’m Tracy,” he winced. “You sent me a key.”

“What?! Tracey is a woman and—no offense—but there’s no way that you’re a senior,” said Rachel relaxing her grip a bit.

“It’s true,” said Tracy. “My license is in my wallet.”

Without releasing her grip, Rachel reached into his back pocket and removed a black faux leather wallet. Sure enough, the license said Tracy Reed.

“Son of a bitch, I talked to you on the phone. I thought you were a woman,” said Rachel pushing Tracy away. “I’m sorry if I hurt you.”

“It’s okay,” said Tracy rubbing his wrist. “I guess my voice is a bit high for a guy.”

“So why did you say you were a senior?” asked Rachel.

“I am, I start at the university in the fall,” replied Tracy.

“Well shoot, I thought you were a woman and a senior in college. I wouldn’t have agreed to this if I had known,” said Rachel.

“Well I have nowhere else to stay,” said Tracy.

“I won’t kick you out tonight or anything, I’m not totally heartless, but we need to find other arrangements for you as soon as possible,” said Rachel.

“Thanks,” said Tracy breathing a sigh of relief.

“So what are you doing here if you’re only a high school senior?” asked Rachel.

“I’m taking a physics class at the university this summer, so when I saw your advertisement for a senior to room with I jumped at it. You said it had been your parents home so I thought you were a high school senior like I was,” explained Tracy.

“Wouldn’t you rather be home doing graduation parties and enjoying your last summer before college?” asked Rachel.

Terry gave her a look like she had just asked the dumbest question in the world. “I don’t really like parties,” said Tracy.

“Well, what about spending the summer with your friends?” asked Rachel.

“I wanted to get a head start on my classes,” said Tracy

“Well, to each their own,” said Rachel. “You’re eighteen, right?”

“Yeah, I turned eighteen in March.”

“And you have money?”

“I’m not rich or anything, but I can afford the three months of rent, if that’s what you mean.”

“Okay, you get the small room,” said Rachel. “This was my apartment all year, so that should be pretty obvious.”

“Thanks a bunch.”

“Lastly, boys are gross. We have to share a bathroom—so don’t be disgusting. If you miss the toilet when you pee, I’m sticking your face in it. If you leave socks or shoes in the living room, I’m throwing them out. If you fart or stink up the place, we’re going to have problems, got it?”

“Yeah, I won’t do anything like that.”

“Then we’ll get along just fine.”

 

Tracy breathed a sigh of relief. Despite their strange introduction, he was attracted to Rachel. She looked like some kind of a fitness model—beautiful with a body that was sleek and athletic while still seductively curvy.

There was no doubt that she was a powerful woman. After all, she hit him hard when she tackled him, but she was not some muscle-bound Russian weightlifter. There would be fringe benefits to living with her, even though she was way out of his league.

Over the course of the first few days, it was pretty clear that they had nothing in common. He played his video games and worked on his homework while she went out partying at night and worked out hard during the daytime. In fact, the highlight of Tracy’s day became watching Rachel come in after her morning run. She’d glisten with sweat and be wearing little more than a flimsy tank top and short shorts.

She was always back at eight and his class didn’t start until ten, so he made sure to be up and waiting to watch her. On a lot of days, she came out of the shower with only a towel wrapped around her.  Then she’d go to change and he’d go to his bedroom to masturbate thinking about her. He didn’t think she knew or least didn’t care.

One very hot morning, Tracy was up and ready for her. He couldn’t believe how sexy the tiny purple shorts she was wearing along with a pair of bright white ankle high sweat socks made her legs and ass look. He wanted to lick the sweat right off of her and, after she grunted hello to him and walked into the bathroom, Tracy was already rock hard.

He slowly rubbed his own cock through his shorts. There was a little blanket on the couch and he placed it over his lap hoping that when she came out of the bathroom, Rachel wouldn’t see the effect she had on him.

When she emerged from the steam of the shower, her long raven hair was wrapped in a fluffy pink towel. Another towel covered her from the top of her breasts to the top of her thighs without as much as an inch to spare.

Tracy couldn’t help staring. He had prepared for this moment and had his phone by him. He snapped a picture of his roommate, joining a collection of over 18 images of her for his spank bank.

Mere moments after she closed her bedroom door, he was back in his own bed staring at the new picture of his roommate while he rapidly played with himself in the way that only an 18-year-old male can. He was almost at orgasm when his floor through open.

“I knew it!” snapped Rachel.

“Hey! This is an invasion of privacy,” protested Tracy. “Close the door?”

Looking over at the phone in his hand, Rachel stood with her hands on her hip. “Invasion of privacy, eh? Want to tell me what picture you were beating your meat to?”

“Uhm, just…you know porn,” said Tracy.

“Right, you can show it to me right now or I’m going to take your phone from you and see for myself.”

“No, you can’t see my phone. Close the door and leave,” demanded Tracy.

“Oh Tracy, you have a lot to learn,”  said Rachel. “I’m going to have to teach you.”

Tracy climbed off his bed. His erection had yet to subside much to his surprise. He was humiliated to be caught in the act, but now that Rachel had changed into another tight t-shirt and a pair of short shorts, looking at her kept him hard.

He was only on his feet for a few moments, before Rachel rushed him. She was not only stronger than him, but she was also more knowledgeable than he was. As he flailed aimlessly at her, she twisted his right arm behind his back and snaked her left arm around his neck. She had him held securely, and she was behind him where he couldn’t reach her.

“Let me go!”

“You’re not having fun, roommate?” asked Rachel. “I’m having a blast.”

“Stop it! I’ll give you the phone,” pleaded Tracy, even as he thrashed around in her arms.

“You should have given me the phone when you had a chance,” said Rachel. “Now, I’m just going to take it from you.”

“Please.”

“Please take it from you? You got it,” taunted Rachel.

She was really starting to hurt his arm and Tracy worried that she was going to break it. He had given up thrashing and instead focused completely on blocking out the pain.

Suddenly, he realized his feet had left the ground. The bed cushioned the landing, but he still winced as Rachel landed on top of him. He was helpless under her weight, even as he began thrashing around again. “I’ve got just the thing for you,” she said.

Rachel let go of Tracy’s neck and reached down to the floor where she grabbed Tracy’s bathrobe and removed the sash.  As Tracy felt the material snake around his wrists, he knew what Rachel was doing, but couldn’t get away from her. He cried out, “No!” but was quickly bound.

“Now, let’s see about that phone of yours,” said Rachel.

Tracy tried to get off the bed to run away, but with his hands tied behind him it was easy enough for Rachel to push him back down. Almost as an afterthought she grabbed the belt off of his shorts and used them to strap his ankles together. He was now helpless to do anything but watch as Rachel went through his phone.

“I’m never going to give you the password,” said Tracy.

“I could torture it out of you in about three minutes, but this is easier,” said Rachel as she grabbed his right index finger and touched it to his phone to unlock it.

“No! I’ll move out tomorrow. Don’t look at my phone,” pleaded Tracy.

“You pervert,” said Tracy. The picture of her in the towel was still up on his page and after looking it over; she flipped through all the other pictures of her that he had taken without her permission or knowledge. “That is so creepy.”

“You can erase them,” said Tracy. “Just let me go.”

“Of course, I’m going to erase them,” said Rachel doing just that. “Now pipe down so I don’t have to gag you.”

Tracy struggled against the flannel sash that bound him, but he decided to close his mouth unless she carried through on her threat. He hated being so utterly at her mercy.

“I wonder if there are any sexy pictures of you on this phone. Are there?” asked Rachel.

“N-no, nothing like that,” stammered Tracy.

“How about girlfriends?”

“I never even had a girlfriend.”

“Yeah, there are no pictures of girls on this phone now that mine have been deleted,” said Rachel. She continued to flip through the pictures on his phone pausing only to pause at pictures of Tracy posing shirtless in the mirror. He looked like a total wimp as he flexed without any muscle tone. “Nice body.”

“I work out, I just can’t seem to put on any muscle,’ protested Tracy.

“Oh this is cute,” said Rachel. “I thought I had finally found a girl on your phone, but that’s you isn’t it?”

Rachel held the phone for Terry to see. There was a picture of Terry in a Wonder Woman costume surrounded by several other guys dressed as the other members of the Justice League.

“It was Halloween, somebody had to be Wonder Woman,” protested Tracy.

“Most of your friends don’t look any bigger than you,” said Rachel. “Why were you in the costume?”

“My friend Scott’s sister did my makeup. She insisted that I be Wonder Woman.”

“You look kind of hot as a girl,” chortled Rachel. “What am I going to do with you, Princess Diana?”

“How about letting me go? I’ll move out. You’ll never have to see me again,” begged Tracy.

“Nah, I need to teach you a lesson about privacy first.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You just lay here and relax. I need to think about this,” said Rachel.

Rachel turned and walked out of the room taking Tracy’s cell phone with her. Tracy could hear her laughing to herself as she left, but was helpless to do much of anything.

Unfortunately, he was not only unable to escape, but he was also unable to control his male urges. Somehow, the way that she manhandled him made him even more attracted to her.

The way her nearly naked body felt against his and the smell of the perfume on her hair was seared into his memory. Even though he worried what she would do with his phone and wanted to get loose as fast as he could, he was still incredibly turned on.

 

Tracy heard her leave after about a half hour, but he couldn’t do anything about it. With his ankles and wrists tied, he couldn’t roll off the high bed without seriously hurting himself, as she had tied his wrists very securely. It was about two hours from the time that she tied him up that she finally returned.

“Hey honey, I’m home,” she called out jokingly.

“I’m going to have to go to the bathroom soon,” pleaded Tracy.

“I’m going to come in there in a moment,” said Rachel. “I have something for you.”

Tracy was grateful that she was back, but he also didn’t want her seeing his fully erect boner. He rolled over onto his stomach to try and hide it before she walked in.

He looked over his shoulder and saw her enter. She had a huge grin on her face and she was holding a small paper bag in her hand. “Knowing that I’m living with a pervert, I decided that I had better take some precautions.”

“What kind of precautions?” asked Tracy nervously.

“You’ll see,” she said turning him over. She giggled at his erection. “Oh my, that’s not going to do. I’ll be right back.”

Rachel left the room and when she returned she had a glass of ice water in her hand. She very quickly and efficiently pulled down Tracy’s shorts. He tried to fight her, but he was helpless.

Soon she grabbed his throbbing erection and inserted it into the glass of water. She held his dick in place until his dick shriveled down to the size of a baby carrot. Taking his phone, she quickly snapped a picture of his tiny cock.

“Was that really necessary?” asked Tracy.

“Probably not, but it’s a great picture. Now, for your gift.”

From the paper bag, Rachel removed a pink chastity cage. Now that he was flaccid, the cage fit easily around his cock. Rachel locked it in place and pulled on the cage to make sure it was secure.

“What the Hell? What is that?” said Tracy.

“That is my insurance that you won’t be playing with yourself all the time you’re here. In fact, you’re not going to be able to use your dick without my permission, so get used to it,” taunted Rachel.

“No!” exclaimed Tracy. “You can’t do this.”

“I can and I have,” replied Rachel.

“What if I have to go to the bathroom?” demanded Tracy.

“You’ll still be able to pee, you’ll just have to sit down,” replied Rachel. “In fact I’ve been thinking about you.”

“What about me?”

“You have no experience with women at all do you?” asked Rachel.

“I had plenty of girls in high school,” snapped Tracy.

“That’s what I thought,” said Rachel. “Pretty much none.”

“How could you possibly know that…I mean if it were even true.”

“A guy who had ever been with a girl would probably not have been nearly so turned on by having me kick his ass, you have no pictures of girls in your phone at all. Frankly, even when I was a freshman I can’t see myself or any of my friends wanting anything to do with you or that little thing between your legs,” said Rachel. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

Tracy just stared up at her. Any feelings of attraction he had were gone, replaced by an intense dislike. She grabbed his wrists and untied them leaving him to unbuckle the belt holding his ankles together. As he unbuckled the belt, he said, “I don’t really see what my experience or lack of it has to do with anything.”

“I think it has everything to do with the situation that you find yourself in now.”

“What am I supposed to do now?” asked Tracy looking down at his captive dick.

“You mean now that you can’t masturbate? Come out to the living room. There’s somebody who I want you to meet.”

The last thing that Tracy wanted was to meet somebody like this, especially one of Rachel’s friends. He stayed behind in his room but one glare from Rachel had him moving obediently behind his captor.

He walked out to the living room trailing behind his roommate. There he saw a very attractive Chinese woman sitting on their couch. She had her black hair in a rather lazy ponytail and she was wearing a black sweater and a short red skirt.

“I take it you’re the pervert?” she asked sharply

“I’m not a pervert,” protested Tracy.

The woman got up casually and strode over to Tracy. He was completely unprepared when her right hand flashed up and slapped him hard across the face. Tears welled up in his eyes and he knew he had her handprint on his cheek.

“My name is Mistress Paige and though I have only just started as a professional mistress, I have been a dominant woman all my life—just like Mistress Rachel. When I ask you a question, the only two acceptable answers are “Yes, Mistress Paige” and “No, Mistress Paige”. Do you understand?”

“Y-yes Mistress Paige,” stuttered Tracy.

“He learns fast,” said Paige. “That’s good.”

“Yeah, he’s a fucking math genius,” replied Rachel.

“Eyes down and hands at your side,” ordered Paige. Terrified, Tracy did as he was ordered.

The petite beauty sized him up the way, a jeweler inspects a diamond. “He has possibilities,” said Paige. “What did you want to do with him?”

“I have no idea,” replied Rachel. “I just wanted to lock away that puny little dicklet of his. It’s kind of creepy him taking pictures of me like that.”

“I’m sorry, Rachel. It won’t happ—” began Tracy before both Paige and Rachel glared at him.

“Be quiet, women are talking,” barked Paige.

“He obviously won’t be doing it again, but he’s going to be under lock and key as long as he’s living here,” said Rachel. She glanced over at her roommate and took great joy in the look of terror now spreading across his face. “Besides that, what do you think?

“I think you should make him your bitch,” said Paige.

“You mean like a sissy?” asked Rachel. “Like the guy your sorority made over when you were a pledge.”

“They do it every year. That calendar raises a ton of money.”

“Those guys always look so convincing.”

“Well, look at Tracy here,” said Paige. “He’s got very little body hair, feminine features, and he’s not too big. With a little work, he’ll be quite hot as a she.”

Tracy gasped as it he finally understood just what Paige was suggesting. He wanted to cry out “Hell no!” but he was too frightened of what she might do. What they might do.

“You know me, I’m way more a jock than a girly girl,” said Rachel.

“Let him be the girly girl,” smirked Paige.

“I don’t even wear much makeup,” said Rachel.

“He’ll learn to do his own,” said Paige. “Besides, having a sissy is so much fun. Your friends will be lining up to play dress up with him.”

“Could you do this for me?” asked Rachel.

“I’d love to,” said Paige, “but you could never afford my prices. I’m trying to make this my living in a way. I don’t have the time to be that hands on, but I could give you plenty of advice or at least lead you in the right direction.”

“I don’t know,” said Rachel. “It sounds fun, but it also sounds like a lot of work.”

“If you do something you love, you’ll never work a day in your life,” joked Paige.

“You’re crazy,” replied Rachel giggling in spite of herself. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to try it out.”

“No!” screamed Tracy.

This time it was Rachel who slapped him “Save the wear and tear on your face and cooperate,” advised Rachel.

“Sissification will stop embarrassing outbursts like that and help to reinforce his place in the apartment,” said Paige.

“Don’t you mean her place?” asked Rachel.

“Exactly,” replied Paige.

“So where do we start?”

“Let’s remove what little hair he has left,” said Paige. “That’s always a good starting point.”

Tracy began to back away in an almost involuntary way, but Rachel swiftly grabbed his right wrist and pulled him behind her to the bathroom. Paige had already started running a warm bubble bath, and was getting everything ready for Rachel to begin. As Paige worried about the bubbles and the temperature of the water, Rachel, went to work, quickly and methodically stripping Tracy.

“That cage is waterproof, but if we want to be thorough on the hair removal, you probably need to take it off,” suggested Paige.

“I’m on it,” replied Rachel as she unlocked the cage and removed it from her roommate.

Tracy was roughly escorted and made to sit down in the bubble bath even as more water was still coming out of the tap. Rachel began gathering up her shaving supplies and the two women prepared to get to work on their terrified victim.

“Just sit back and relax. Mistress Paige and I are about to make you so pretty,” said Rachel as she reached across the tub and grabbed a pink disposable razor. “Paige, there’s more razors in the medicine cabinet.”

“I’ll start on his underarms; maybe you can shave his legs, it doesn’t look like we have all that much work to do,” suggested Paige.

Rachel giggled mischievously, while Paige though obviously enjoying herself was more stern. She wasted no time producing another razor. “Hold up your leg,” demanded Rachel.

Tracy was horrified. He was a late developer and that had always grated on him. When he finally started growing body hair he was quite grateful to no longer be so nervous in the locker room.

He looked at his body hair as a sign of manhood. Now, with its removal imminent, especially at the hands of these two beautiful and forceful women, he was fit to be tied.

“Oh God, please Rachel, don’t do this! Please, I’ll do anything, don’t do it!” He had bolted upright, and was trying to pull away from the girls.

“I think we’ve struck a nerve, Rachel,” observed Paige gleefully.

“Don’t worry, Tracy, we’ll be gentle. Just lay back and let Mistress Paige and I make you nice and smooth, like the bitch you are,” cooed Rachel. He tried to resist her forcing him back down, but she was able to do it with just one hand pushing in a firm, but almost gentle way.

“Cooperate or we’re getting the scissors,” interjected Paige. We will cut off all your pubic hair, and then we’ll take some pictures.” 

“Okay, okay!” he relented, lowering himself back down. His situation was dreadful enough, but losing his pubic hair would be even worse. Rachel took hold of his foot and lifted his right leg up in the air. Tracy couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Now hold still, roomie,” she commanded. “We don’t want any nicks on those sexy legs of yours.”

Rachel squirted some shaving foam on her hand and spread it across his leg. She started at his ankle and make a few long sweeping motions until she reached his knee leaving a trail of bare skin wherever the razor reached. Tracy closed his eyes, wincing, as he couldn’t bear to watch all his leg hair falling softly into the water like a gentle snow. 

“Hold up your arm, sissy,” demanded Paige. Tracy wanted to say something. This wasn’t his idea! He hated it, but they were making him do it. Now, she was making fun of him for doing it too.

Roughly, Paige took his right wrist and held it up. “There are definitely a few hairs sprouting up under here. We’ll have to take care of this. A sissy should have nice, smooth underarms. Hold your arms way up high, girlfriend so we can get rid of these ugly things.”

Miserably, he complied, and while Rachel continued working her way up his leg, Paige made quick work of the small patch of hair on his right armpit. “Okay, now the other arm, pumpkin. Now turn and face me a little bit. That’s a good girl, Tracy.”

Hearing Paige calling him a girl only added to Tracy’s extreme mortification; something she was well aware of. She finished off his other armpit and moved on to the little hair he had on his chest. After only a few moments, she ran her hand in a circular motion around his pecs. “Oh yes, nice and smooth; we don’t need to spend any more time here.”

Paige looked at his sullen and flustered countenance and ran her palm across his cheek. “Don’t be sad, sissy. When we’re done with you you’ll have all the boys in DuPont knocking down your door trying to get inside your pretty panties.”

Rachel, who had been concentrating on denuding Tracy’s leg, ended her silence by breaking into convulsive laughter. “Oh, Paige, you’re he best. Don’t ever change!”

“Never,” answered Paige, “I think it’s important we share hobbies even as we are graduating.”

Tracy was getting nervous at the mutual admiration society that these two dominant women were sharing. He lowered my leg back into the warm water.

“Hey, I’m not done yet, princess” snapped Rachel as she turned back to her task. Hold your leg way up high, now.  I need to finish off your thigh.”

Tracy obeyed, even as he winced at his now hairless leg which wasn’t lost on Paige. She ran the tips of her fingers up and down his smooth calf.

“You really have pretty legs,” taunted Paige,

Tracy closed his eyes tightly, hoping to wake up from this nightmare. But Rachel quickly brought him back to reality by lightly patting the bottom of his thigh. “All done, my sweet roommate, let’s have the other leg.”

Resigned, Tracy lifted up his left leg. Rachel pulled it towards her and lathered it up. As Rachel started shaving his lower leg, she addressed him again, with a sparkle in her eye.

“I notice you’ve got some hair on your arms. You need to look pretty when you’re in a sleeveless dress or lingerie. That means no unsightly hair on your delicate little arms. I’m sure you could use the practice anyway so you can do this on your own next time. Paige, why don’t you give Tracy the other razor and let him take care of his arms himself?”

“What a wonderful idea, Rachel.” Beamed Paige proud of the cruelty her apprentice was now showing. They were feeding off each other now. “But I think Tracy should ask for permission. What do you think Tracy? If you ask us very nicely then we’ll let you shave your own arms. If you don’t ask nicely, I’ll take care of it and maybe I’ll snip a few pubic hairs while I’m at it.”

Tracy felt he had reached a new low. Not only was he being rendered hairless, but he also had to beg to help his tormentors do the dirty deed himself. It took some resolve, but the alternative would be worse. He pleaded in the sweetest voice I could muster up under the circumstances. “Mistress Paige and Mistress Rachel, could I please… please, may I shave my arms?” 

Both girls laughed heartily at his latest debasement. “Well, sure, sweetie,” Rachel laughed as she handed him the razor and shaving cream. “You shave to your little heart’s content. Make your arms nice and smooth.”

As the girls again giggled, Tracy spread the foam up and down his left arm and began running the feminine pink razor up his arm. 

 

“That’s it, sissy,” directed Paige. “Make sure you go all the way up to the shoulder in case you have a stray hair or two up there. That’s a good girl, completely hairless.”

It was almost a surrealistic experience for Tracy as he shaved his arms under the watchful gaze and direction of this would be dominatrix while his own roommate was busy relieving him of all his leg hair. 

Rachel and Tracy finished at about the same time and Paige took back the razor from the frightened freshman. Tracy looked at his left arm and couldn’t take his eyes off of it.

The problem was he knew that he knew his arms would always be in his view. The sight of them being completely hairless after at least a couple of years of seeing hair there would be a constant reminder of what they had done to him.

He was mesmerized staring at his own handiwork,  but was quickly pulled out of it by Paige, who noticed his fascination. “That’s right, sweetheart, just like a precious little girl’s arm. I’m dying to see how your sexy legs look.”

Rachel reached into the tub and pulled out the plug. The water slowly drained, and Tracy saw the hair he had taken years to grow slowly swirl down the drain.

“Please, you guys,” he appealed. He was near tears. “You’ve done enough, please go away and leave me alone.”

“Seriously, I would have called the cops on you if I had caught you taking pictures of me like that. I think you’re getting off quite easy. If it was me, you’d never forget what I’d do to you,” said Paige. Tracy believed her.

“Besides, we’ve got to see the fruits of all of our hard labor, don’t you think?” explained Rachel.

Tracy lay in the tub, staring at the ceiling, as the water made its inevitable disappearance down the drain. When all the water was gone his body was still covered with a layer of bubbles. “Stand up, princess,” ordered Rachel. “

“Let’s spray his legs off so we can see how smooth they are,” added Paige.

Tracy stood up in the tub, his back to the girls and his hands covering his crotch. Rachel had the shower head in her grasp and hit Tracy with a stream from the top of his head and all the way down to his feet. The girls oohed and ahhed at the sight. 

“All right Rachel, great job on the legs! They’re adorable!” said Paige as she ran her hand up and down the back of his left leg. Then, to his distress, he felt her hand running in a circular motion across his butt. “These can wait, but we need to get them nice and smooth too.”

“I’m sure Tracy and I can do it soon,” said Rachel. “It’ll be good bonding for us.”

Now there was outright laughter. “Okay, the moment of truth, sweet cheeks.” Paige giggled. “God, this is fun! I’ve missed this. Turn around, Tracy. Come on, snap to!”

Tracy couldn’t delay the inevitable any longer. He turned around, his hands still covering himself.

“Arms up high, lady boy,” demanded Paige.

“Come on, up, up, up!” ordered Rachel.

Tracy raised his arms high in the air.

Both women closely inspected Tracy. He nearly jumped as he felt Paige’s fingernail trace the back of his smooth left leg.

“There is not a trace of hair left,” gushed Rachel.

“We did a great job with our girl,” said Paige.

“Can I get dressed now?” asked Tracy impatiently.

“Oh, is that what you want, sissy?” asked Rachel sweetly.

“Yes, very much,” said Tracy.

“Well, let’s not waste anytime then,” said Paige.

Tracy bent over to pick up his clothes half nervous that the girls were going to make him put on a dress or something, not that any of Rachel’s clothes would fit him.

“Hold on a second,” said Rachel putting his cock cage back on him.

It didn’t take long for Tracy to get his shorts and t-shirt back on. He wished he had gotten some long pants though as his hairless legs were now on display.

Tracy grimaced and then left the bathroom hoping that Paige and Rachel were finally done with him. He got two steps out the door, when Paige called out to him. Tossing her keys to the startled Tracy, she told him, “Go get the big suitcase out of the back of my car.”

Tracy wanted to tell her where she could put her suitcase, but he bit his tongue. When he agreed to room with Rachel this summer, it was with the understanding that she got one room and he got another. He certainly did not want this strange woman moving in with them, especially because she would probably get his room.

Without so much as a sigh, he walked down to the parking lot behind the apartment. He wasn’t sure which car was Paige’s, but he pressed the security button on the key ring and the car beeped.

Tracy was surprised at how big the suitcase was. There were wheels on the bottom of it, but that didn’t make it any easier to drag it out of the car or carry it up the stairs.

Tracy hauled the suitcase up the stairs and into the apartment. No sooner did he step through the door than Rachel called out to him, “we’re in your bedroom.”

Tracy wanted to reply with a snide “so”, but instead he went where he was beckoned. He looked at his desk, which was in front of the mirror in his room.

Paige was motioning for him to come over and have a seat in the chair. On his desk a wide variety of cosmetics were spread out for him.

“Your roommate doesn’t wear a lot of makeup so I’m going to teach you how to do your own like a pro,” said Paige.

“I don’t want to learn to do my makeup! Besides why should I wear more makeup than my roommate who is an actual female?” asked Tracy.

“You ungrateful little bitch,” snapped Rachel. She grabbed Tracy and roughly deposited him into the desk chair.

“She is not only a woman, but she is a woman with impeccable skin, amazing eyes, and Cupid’s bow lips. You should be so lucky as to look as good as her. I’m going to make sure you do, but you’re not getting there without plenty of makeup,” said Paige. “Now sit still and don’t speak unless spoken to.”

“So you’re going full makeup?” asked Rachel.

“Yeah, he’s pretty for a guy, but to make a convincing woman or even an acceptable sissy, he’s going to need some work,” explained Paige.

“I think I’ll enjoy this,” said Rachel.

Tracy noticed right away that Paige wasn’t making him look like a drag queen. Instead, she was subtly blending colors and putting makeup on him the way that any normal woman would put it on herself.

“Hello,” said Paige noticing Tracy zoning out. “You’re going to have to do this yourself so you had better pay attention to what I’m doing.”

“Don’t expect me to do it for you,” said Rachel. “You better learn this fast.”

“Do you want to do his nails while I finish his makeup?” asked Paige.

“Sure, I can do that,” replied Rachel.

“Great. I want to work on his eyes and make them really pop.”

As Rachel painted her roommate’s fingers and toes with a nice summer coral color, Paige continued to work on Tracy’s face. She applied the foundation to make the poor boy’s face look doll-like, and then put the finishing touches on his cheeks, using rosy red blusher.

Paige went to work on his lips, applying a layer of coral pink lipstick to his lips to match the polish that Rachel had picked for his nails. With lipstick and lip-liner applied, it was time for the gloss on top. Paige picked out a shimmering gloss that had glitter in it to make Tracy’s lips sparkle.

Next, Paige put liquid eyeliner around Tracy’s eyes and watched him as he genuinely marveled at how much it improved his appearance. He was beginning to look like a girl and that became even clearer after Paige put a pretty lilac colored eye shadow and volumizing mascara on him.

Finally, Paige used some mousse to fluff his shoulder-length hair into a sassy, feminine style. As Tracy stared gaping at his reflection in the mirror, the girls admired Paige’s handiwork.

“He really does look great,” commented Rachel.

“It won’t be hard to get him looking good enough to pass,” agreed Paige. “You need to get him in a dress or a cute feminine outfit though.”

Both girls giggled as they could hear Tracy groaning to himself at the suggestion.

“That suitcase I left you guys has plenty of things to get him started, and there’s actually a store catering to crossdressers that I’ve learned about since I’ve begun doing sessions. They can really fix him up,” said Paige. “I’m sure that you two will have a lot of fun going through my old suitcase.”

“Aren’t you sticking around?” asked Rachel.

“I wish I could,” replied Paige. “I have an appointment with a client in just over an hour. Obviously, I have no doubt you can control one sissy, especially a scrawny girly-girlish sissy like this one.”

Rachel gave Paige a hug and Paige promised to call her that night.

Cupping Tracy’s chin in her hand, Paige told the sissy, “Have fun today, princess. I can’t wait to show your mistress some of my ideas for punishing you.”

“Thank Mistress Paige for your makeover,” ordered Rachel.

“Thank you, Mistress Paige,” said Tracy robotically.

“Look! She’s learning her place! You’re going to have a lot of fun with this one,” said Paige.

Rachel laughed in agreement as she looked through her friend’s tightly-packed suitcase. On top she found a bright red satin bra and panties set. She smiled as she saw the horrified look on Tracy’s face.

“Get over here, Tracy. It’s time for your first bra, a memorable moment in every girl’s life.”

Tracy hesitated, but Rachel stared her down.  “Strip for us, princess, but do it slowly like the slutty girl you are.”

Rachel giggled to herself. She knew Tracy was a virgin or close to it. She admired the humiliated boy slowly removing his shoes and socks, then his shirt and short pants, then finally his underwear.

After all Rachel and her friend had done to him, Tracy felt himself helpless to resist. Rachel made him lift first his right foot, then his left as she sensuously slid the silky panties onto her sissy roommate.

When she had them pulled all the way up to his crotch, she patted him in the front where the lacy fabric lay flat, showing no evidence of any masculinity. This flirty contact aroused Tracy, and Rachel  laughed watching him wince when his cock tried and painfully failed to expand inside the tiny pink cage.

“Now, beg me to let you wear that sexy bra,” coaxed Rachel.

“P-p-please, Mistress Rachel, may I please wear that bra?”

“What kind of bra is it, Sissy?”

“It’s a sexy bra. May I please wear it, Ms. Rachel?”

“Well, since you asked so sweetly, of course you can!” said Rachel as she slipped the shiny red heavily padded push up bra onto Tracy’s slim chest.

The effect was remarkable. The padding and the angled cups squeezed Tracy’s small man boobs up and in, creating the illusion on cleavage. He sadly realized his smoothly-shaved chest looked incredibly feminine. Rachel pulled a tight red cotton crop top from the suitcase, along with a plaid school girl style miniskirt—only this one was much shorter than any allowed in any high school.

She handed the clothing to Tracy and motioned for him to put on the sexy outfit. He briefly considered running away, but how far would he get dressed in just his sexy lingerie? He blushed with humiliation just pondering that.

Seeing no alternative, Tracy stepped into the offered skirt and was stunned. It barely covered the tops of his thighs, leaving his long, smooth legs almost fully exposed. The top was hardly better. It showed off his artificial boobs and his thin but undeveloped abs.

“This is even better than I imagined,” gushed Rachel, “you look absolutely adorable as a girl” she teased, as she took a pair of red stilettos from the case and placed them on the floor in front of Tracy.

By this point, all of his fight was gone so he meekly stepped into them, wobbling with the strange shift to his equilibrium—physical and emotional.

“Okay, you’ve had your fun,” Tracy whined, “can you please just let me put on my own clothes? I’m ready to move out. Let’s just forget this whole thing ever happened?”

“It’s so cute you think you have any choice in any of this!” Rachel wrapped her arm around Tracy’s shoulders, not too aggressively but firmly. “Now this is what I expected you to look like, Tracy, a cute little girlie girl. “I’m sure you’ll make lots of friends at college looking like this.”

Tracy gasped, his eyes wide in horror at the mere suggestion that frat boys might ever see him dressed as a girl.

“Let’s see what else Auntie Paige left for you,” teased Rachel..

Tracy shook in abject humiliation seeing Rachel pull out and present each item. A pink ballerina outfit, complete with tutu, leotard, and satin pointe shoes. A sexy Playboy bunny costume in a metallic rose—with matching ears and bow tie, and a white cotton tail.

He shuddered when he saw her hold up a French maid uniform. Fishnet stockings. A few thongs. A corset. A bodycon bandage dress in lavender. A white bikini with black polka dots. A baby doll nightie in sapphire blue....

“Ah yes, my dear girly roommate, we’re going to have so much fun this summer!” giggled Rachel.

Overcome with embarrassment, Tracy felt his face flush with heat and his knees buckle. He staggered and looked like he might faint, but Rachel took hold of his arms before anything could happen. 

“Aww you’re so cute when you act all girlish,” teased Rachel, making Tracy feel all the more helplessly feminine.

Tracy’s mind was in a vortex of confused emotions as he regarded himself in the mirror again, once more he saw the reflection of a frightened and rather attractive girl looking back at him.

Over his shoulder, he could see Rachel’s wicked grin also reflected in the mirror.

“It’s so nice to have a girl roommate I can do things with—like shopping, clubbing, dancing with boys—we’ll have so much fun!” teased Rachel.

Tracy turned and saw to his shock that Rachel was totally serious. He knew that if she had her way, this summer would be nothing like he expected.

 

TO BE CONTINUED
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

[image: ]

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

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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PAMELA HARLOW;

Madame X knows so much
about Michael, but he knows
so little about her. Now that he
has installed the cameras she
wanted, she can see him
whenever he’s home and she
can assure that he’s obeying
her instructions too.

Rather than reducing the
number of suspects, Michael
seems to be finding more and
more. His most annoying
neighboring picks the very
worst time to complain about
the noise coming from his flat
and he wonders if she may just
be the one.
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

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

It's a story of forced feminization and

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

www.kyliegable.com.
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THE TRAINING BEGINS

Rachel is determined to get re-
venge on Tracy by turning him
into her bitch. She has a whole
summer ahead of her and no
intention of letting her voyeur of
a roommate off easy.

THE SISSY'S

- Action begins the next day, with
a very terrifying walk to class for
Tracy accompanied by his
domineering roommate to make
sure he doesn’t back out. If this
is the new normal, he’s begin-
ning to doubt if DuPont College
is the place for him. Of course,
they say its always darkest just
before the dawn.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page

paireon

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

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

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





