
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]

The Sissy’s Mentor

By Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

 

Copyright @ 2019. All rights reserved. For Mature audiences only. All characters are above the legal age.




The Sissy’s Mentor II: The New Normal

Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

 

Rachel didn’t bother Tracy for the rest of the day, but she did insist that he keep his clothes and makeup on. She wouldn’t even let him take off his heels whether he could walk in them or not. A few times he was tempted to change his clothes, but then he thought of drawing Rachel’s ire and changed his mind.

He could hear her on the phone with Paige later that night laughing about what they had done to him. He hated being the brunt of their joke. He wasn’t a sissy, but they hadn’t really left him a choice. He spent most of the night, dreading tomorrow when he’d have to go to class. Around eleven o’clock, Rachel presented him with the nightie that Paige had put in the suitcase for him.

“Put this on now,” said Rachel holding up the sapphire blue baby doll for Tracy to see. It would look extremely sexy on the right woman, but Tracy certain that he wasn’t that girl.

“Oh God, I can’t,” pleaded Tracy.

“It’s going to be a lot easier for you if you learn to do what I tell you to,” said Rachel.

“Can I at least have some privacy when I put it on?” asked Tracy.

“You’ve got nothing I haven’t seen already, but sure,” agreed Rachel grabbing the remote and plopping down on the couch. “I’ll let you keep whatever dignity you can. When you’re changed come out of the bathroom and show me.”

Tracy took his time in the bathroom. He stared at the mirror of his made up face and his female clothing. He did in fact look a lot like a girl—not necessarily an attractive girl because there was something off about his appearance even if he couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but he looked like a girl none-the-less. He made a game out of how many things he would have to take off before he looked like a guy again. As long as there was makeup on his face, it was a lost cause. He had no idea how to take the makeup off though.

He looked around for anything called makeup remover and found some wipes in the medicine cabinet that looked like they were for that exact reason, but it was hard to remove everything, especially the mascara that now coated his eyelashes. Once he was reasonably sure that he had removed the makeup, he put on the ridiculous baby doll. Paige couldn’t have picked a more ridiculous outfit to make him wear if she had wanted to.

Tracy grasped the handle of the bathroom door and again noticed the polish that Rachel had applied to both his finger and toe nails. He knew from a particularly nasty run in with a bully of a babysitter that he’d need remover to get that stuff off.

As he walked through the door and into the living room, he was immediately startled by a camera flash and then another. About eight of them had gone off before he fled back into the bathroom.

“Too late,” called out Rachel. “I already got some beautiful pictures to capture this moment with.”

“I never agreed to pictures,” replied Tracy angrily.

“I never asked,” chuckled Rachel. “Now get out here before I decide to make a webpage with them.”

Sheepishly, Tracy stuck his head out the door and saw Rachel smiling smugly. He instinctively put up his hand to shield his face from her phone.

“It’s kind of late for that, don’t you think?” asked Rachel. “Besides, I already sent the pictures to Paige so even if you somehow managed to steal my phone and erase the pictures, Paige would still have copies.”

“You are such a bitch,” said Tracy.

“Yeah, what’s your point?” asked Rachel. “Now, let’s get some posed pictures.”

It took a bit of convincing, but soon Rachel had her roommate putting his hands on his hip, pouting, running his fingers through his hair and blowing kisses. Rachel teased him the whole time by telling him he was a natural cover girl.

“Are you done now?” whined Tracy.

“Yeah, I think Paige is going to love these,” said Rachel feeling proud of herself.

“I’m going to go to bed,” said Tracy.

“I think I am too, but I’m going to warn you now, tonight and every night do not let me see you out of your baby doll when you go to sleep. If you do, you won’t like how or where you wake up,” warned Rachel.

“I won’t,” said Tracy.

That was the last conversation they had. They both went to bed rooms, where Rachel slept in a t-shirt and panties, while Tracy tried his best to get some sleep in the blue baby doll he was forced to wear. It wasn’t a peaceful slumber. At one point, he woke up with his heart beating a mile a minute from some nightmare that he couldn’t remember.

Rachel was already out when Tracy got up. He had class today and he didn’t want anybody to notice his now hairless legs so he picked a red t-shirt and a pair of faded blue jeans. He put on a pair of white sweat socks and his Nikes. He sat out on the couch eating his cereal and waiting for Rachel to get back.

About ten minutes later, Rachel returned and immediately smirked when she saw her roommate on the couch. “Trying to get more pictures?” she asked. “I think the pictures I took of you were better than the ones you took of me.”

“No, I learned my lesson,” said Tracy. “Did you have a good run?”

“Yes I did,” replied Rachel. “You’re in a surprisingly good mood this morning.”

“Look, I screwed up and you taught me a lesson. I’m not afraid to say I was wrong,” said Tracy.

“That lesson, as you put it, is still going on you know,” said Rachel.

“It doesn’t have to,” pleaded Tracy. “Like, I said I’ve learned my lesson.”

“Maybe so,” replied Rachel. “I’m not letting you out of it though.”

“Look, I’m going to class in a few minutes,” started Tracy.

“Great, I hope you learn a lot,” interjected Rachel.

Tracy held up his nails for Rachel to see.

“Don’t worry, that’s good quality polish and I put on more than one coat. If you want a touch up in a couple of days just let me know, but it still looks great,” said Rachel.

“I can’t go to class with my nails painted,” protested Tracy.

“You can if I tell you to and I’m telling you to,” replied Rachel.

“I’ll be a laughing stock. You can’t do this to me!” yelled Tracy.

“I can and I will,” said Rachel. “I expect as I feminize you further and further a lot of people will notice things so you had better get used to it.”

“How can I possibly explain this?” asked Tracy. “People will see my nails all painted.”

“Tell them you fell asleep and your roommate played a prank on you, tell them that you lost a bet, tell them that you just wanted to be pretty. I don’t really care what you tell them. Not my problem,” explained Rachel coldly.

“No, be reasonable,” said Tracy.

“I’ve been very reasonable and if you say another word about this, I’m going to stop being reasonable and make you wear a pair of my sandals to class to show off your pretty toe nails too,” warned Rachel.

“You wouldn’t dare,” said Tracy. “I’ve had about enough of this.

“Okay, I warned you,” said Rachel as she advanced on Tracy. He hated himself for it, but he backed up from her like a frightened little boy. She quickly grabbed his right arm and twisted it behind his back.  Leading him into her room, she gave him a choice. “You’re going to wear the sandals to class, but you have a choice of whether you want to put them on with or without a spanking.”

“Fuck you,” said Tracy. “You can’t do this to me.”

“Alright, I gave you a choice,” replied Rachel sitting on the bed and undoing Tracy’s belt and unzipping his pants. Once his pants were down around his ankles, she pulled him up over her lap.

“No!” cried out Tracy, but as she put her right leg over him trapping his legs between hers with his arm still twisted behind his back, he felt incredibly helpless.

“Yes, you need to learn to obey me,” said Rachel. “It’s not going to get any easier for you until you do.”

“I’ll never obey you,” spat Tracy.

“We’ll see,” said Rachel as she landed her first spanking on Tracy’s tender ass cheeks.

“Ow,” gasped Tracy.

“That was a warm up,” said Rachel. “You’re not going to last very long if that stung you.”

Sure enough, by the fourth blow Tracy was begging her to stop and by the ninth he was crying. By the time Rachel decided she was done at twenty-five and dropped Tracy to the floor, he was a blubbering mess. She calmly walked over to her closet and pulled out the sandals that she would make Tracy wear to class. The shoes were white and they completely exposed the entire top of his feet. His painted toes would be on full display. Even though they only had two-inch heels, there were still a challenge for Tracy to walk in.

As Tracy tried to compose himself, Rachel crouched down and took off his shoes and socks before putting the sandals on his feet and strapping them in place. She helped him to his feet and told him to go wash up his face.  He sniffled and wiped his tears from his eyes before walking to the bathroom to put cold water on his face. He composed himself, but when he exited the bathroom, there was Rachel waiting for him.

“Okay, let’s get going,” said Rachel. “You’re not very good with those shoes and we don’t want you being late for class.”

“Y-you’re going with me?” stammered Tracy.

“We don’t want you getting lost or forgetting to go to class, now do we?” asked Rachel.

Rachel and Tracy walked across the quad. Tracy couldn’t handle his heels very well and he was shaking nervously for fear of being seen. The walk actually wasn’t bad, though hearing his own heels echo off the cobblestone sidewalk was really unnerving.

“Just remember, you’d still be wearing your gym shoes if you had simply done as I told you to,” said Rachel.

“I’d still have to wear the nail polish,” replied Tracy glumly.

“Yeah, but ask yourself if that wouldn’t be better than the fix you’re in now,” said Rachel.

Rachel walked him all the way to class and made sure he went inside the room and sat down. She waited outside the classroom for awhile just to make sure he didn’t leave. Through the window on the door she saw him walk in through the door at the back of the classroom and sit in the back corner. He threw his back pack over his feet to try and hide his heels. Rachel hadn’t thought of that, but he was a clever boy. He would still have a hard time hiding everything that she had done to him.

Tracy tried to make sure that his hands were underneath the table. He was chagrinned to see the cutest girl in the class sitting next to him. Molly Parker had already captured the attention of just about every male student in a class that was seventy-percent guys. She had a swimmer’s legs with an ass for hitting the dance clubs. Her green eyes were like huge and round like some anime princess and she had an amazing smile that could turn any gloomy mood around. Tracy was a very dedicated student, but when he allowed himself to be distracted it was always Molly that drew his attention.

Ordinarily, he would be thrilled to have her next to him even if he wouldn’t have the nerve to strike up a conversation with a girl like her. Today, though, he had a lot to try and conceal. Like most of the math classes, it began with a couple of problems on the board for the students to contemplate and attempt to solve. The way that Professor Sanders ran his class was like clockwork. After ten minutes of the students attempting the problems, the professor would then show them an easy way to do it that would make them all feel just a little less intelligent.

Molly was in the class a few minutes after class started, but she was the last person through the door. Professor Sanders did not tolerate lateness and nobody wanted him to call them on it.

“Phew,” whispered Molly. “I know he saw me, but I don’t think he’s going to say anything.”

“Yeah, you’re lucky,” mumbled Tracy.

“I was out late last night, I thought I’d  have a massive hangover,” said Molly before noticing Tracy’s pretty coral nails and the women’s sandals on his feet. “Oh my God, what happened to you?”

“It’s kind of a long story,” replied Tracy trying to avoid Molly’s gaze.

“Now, this is something I want to hear,” said Molly.

“It’s no big deal,” said Tracy.

“Tell me the story and let me be the judge,” insisted Molly.

“I’m pledging a fraternity,” said Tracy.

“That’s so cool! I’ve been at a bunch of frat parties already, which one were you thinking of? You don’t seem like the Alpha Theta Nu type, which is totally a compliment, but the nail polish really sounds like them,” replied Molly.

“Y-yeah, that’s the one,” stammered Tracy.

“Great, I have a few friends in that house. You have a party Thursday night, right?” asked Molly.

“Yeah, of course,” said Tracy. “I hope to see you there.”

“Hey, why are you pledging in the middle of summer?” asked Molly. “Most of the students won’t even be on campus until September.”

“I guess they just really wanted me or something,” said Tracy.

A disapproving glare by the professor brought both students back to their work. They were both very dedicated or they would never have been invited to participate in this early math class.

Tracy hated his awkwardness. He wanted to talk with Molly and maybe even ask her out, but with his painted nails and women’s shoes, it sure wouldn’t be today. Besides, even if she said yes, there was still that stupid cage, that Rachel had put him in.

After class was over, Tracy let everybody else leave first, so they wouldn’t see him struggling in the sandals and notice something was up. Tracy noticed several  people giggling at his painted nails, but  most were unaware. Sitting in the back of the room had been a good choice.

When Tracy finally did get the courage to get up out of his seat and leave the room, he was surprised to see Molly still in the hallway talking to two guys. They were both a bit taller than he was and he guessed they were sophomores or juniors. Molly saw Tracy, even before he saw her. “Hey!” she called out, but he turned in the opposite direction and continued down the hallway. In the heels, he wasn’t really fast enough to get away from her.

“Why didn’t you stop, I was calling after you?” she asked.

“Sorry, I didn’t hear you. I saw you talking with those two other guys,” replied Tracy.

“Those two other guys?” asked Molly. “Do you mean your fraternity brothers?”

“Uh-well…,” Tracy could do nothing, but curse his bad luck.

“Don’t feel bad, they don’t know you either,” said Molly.

“Sorry, I guess I did kind of lie there. I just didn’t want to tell you what had happened,” admitted Tracy.

“That’s okay, it’s none of my business,” said Molly. “I imagine there’s a good story there, that’s all. I know you didn’t do it yourself. First, the polish is on too neatly and secondly, I don’t think you would have chosen to wear those sandals to class that you can barely even walk in.”

“They are a real pain,” agreed Tracy. “If you must know, it’s my roommate.”

“He did this to you?” asked Molly raising her eyebrow in disbelief.

“She,” Replied Tracy rather embarrassed by it. “Well, her and her friend did anyway.”

“Now this is interesting,” said Molly. “I won’t pry, but I knew there was a good story here.”

“I take it that next class the polish will be gone and your old shoes will be back?” asked Molly.

“I sure hope so,” replied Tracy.

“If not, you should wear a skirt. Show off those legs,” teased Molly.

 

It was bitter sweet for Tracy when Molly finally left. He felt a huge weight lifted off his back not having to talk about his nails or shoes anymore, but he also enjoyed talking to her. It could never go anywhere he knew, but she was cute, and she was fun, and he just liked to be in her presence. With a deep sigh, he turned and headed back to his apartment determined to put his foot down once and for all.

When Tracy arrived home, he saw that Rachel was already there. She was in the kitchen on her tablet while she munched on a salad. “Welcome home dear, how was your class?” she asked.

“Pretty miserable,” replied Tracy honestly. “Everybody could see my nails and my shoes.”

“Poor baby,” replied Rachel. “You’ll get used to it.”

“Used to it?” replied Tracy kicking off his sandals. “This has to end now.”

“Sorry, that’s not going to happen,” said Rachel. “You also need to put those slippers back on unless you want to slip into some higher heels.”

“Look, I pay half the rent and I have a right to be treated like an adult,” said Tracy.

“An adult bitch, maybe,” replied Rachel. “Don’t forget those pictures I took.”

“You can’t do this,” pleaded Tracy. “It isn’t right!”

“Neither is taking pictures of me coming out of the shower without my permission, you little pervert,” replied Rachel. “Now go put on a dress. Paige will be over in awhile to give you your makeup lessons.”

Tracy was pissed, but he didn’t want to antagonize Rachel any further. She did hold all the cards and he hoped that he could eventually reason with her. She didn’t seem this insane when he first moved in. “Where is the suitcase with all the clothes?”

“All your clothes are hanging in your closet or in your drawers,” said Rachel.

“I meant the stuff Paige brought over,” replied Tracy.

“So did I,” said Rachel barely able to suppress a giggle.

“What?!” exclaimed Tracy even as he raced into his room. He opened the closet and saw nothing there but women’s clothes. The same was true of all his drawers. Rachel had confiscated all his male clothing when he was at class. Things were getting worse by the moment. “Give me back my damn clothes!”

“You’ll get them when you need them. For now, everything you will need is in your room,” said Rachel.

“This is ridiculous and it’s illegal too,” complained Tracy.

“So call the cops,” dared Rachel.

Tracy didn’t want to do that. They’d laugh at him, if not to his face than surely behind his back. It could make things more public and thus more humiliating, she was the one who had signed the lease, and then there was the matter of the pictures he had taken of her. He would probably be in more trouble than she would. Hell, the cops might applaud her ingenuity for locking his cock up.

Tracy looked over the clothes in his closet. So much of what they had received from Paige were costumes of one sort or another and there was no way that Tracy was going to give Rachel the satisfaction of seeing him in them. Tracy couldn’t believe how many outfits were hanging in his closet and yet, he couldn’t find any that he was willing to wear. Finally, he settled on the lavender bandage dress. The dress was short, with a hem a full four inches above his knees. It also hugged his body in a very sexy way despite his lack of natural curves. Even worse, it was off the shoulder and it reminded Tracy that he had decidedly unmanly shoulders and with his hair removed, the dress looked natural on him.

Slipping on a pair of black open toe pumps with three inch heels, a humbled and humiliated Tracy walked out to the living room. “Where are your stockings? Where’s your bra? You still smell like a boy, go put on some perfume,” ordered Rachel.

It was all Tracy could do not to tell his roommate how he really felt about her. Instead her turned on his heels and walked back to his room where he found nude pantyhose to put on. He decided that they’d be easier than figuring out one of the garter belts in his drawer. He put on a padded strapless bra and found a bottle of Lancôme perfume on the top of his dresser and sprayed some on himself.

By the time that Tracy left the room, Paige had arrived and was sitting on the couch with Rachel. As he walked into the room, he was greeted by their applause. “Now, that’s a good sissy,” said Paige. “She just needs a bit of makeup.”

“I’ll leave that to you,” said Rachel. “Let me know if she gives you a problem.”

“Oh, I just love your perfume, Paige,” commented Rachel while exaggeratedly inhaling the scent with her nose.

“I’m not wearing any perfume,” said Rachel.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It must be Tracy.”

Both girls laughed. Tracy hated this because it wasn’t like he wanted to wear perfume; he was only doing it because Rachel had insisted.

“What an adorable sissy you are,” said Paige.

“Well, I’ll leave you two girls to go play makeup,” said Rachel. “I’ve just never been feminine enough to get into it the way you two do.”

Paige got up and took Tracy by the hand and walked him into his bedroom. He hadn’t noticed it before, but with the huge makeup mirror now sitting on his desk, they’d turned it into a vanity. She guided Rachel to the desk and pulled the chair out for him.

“This is ridiculous,” said Tracy trying to get up before he felt Paige firmly pressing down on his shoulders.

“Really? You’re going to fight this after everything else you’ve done?” asked Rachel rhetorically. “Do I need to tie you to the chair?”

“No, Mistress Paige,” replied Tracy composing himself.

“I’m going to do your makeup and that’s important, but it’s even more important that you learn to do this yourself. I’m not going to keep doing this and you’ll still be expected to be flawless,” warned Paige.

“I have no clue how to do this stuff,” said Tracy look at the jars and palettes that Paige was spreading out in front of him.

"The first thing is washing your face," said Paige handing him a makeup wipe. "I want a fresh canvas."

Tracy was a complete novice with makeup application, but he at least knew how to wash his face. Paige made sure she explained to Tracy everything she did to him when she put his makeup on. She even had him try it a bit, but his clumsy attempts were not the same as having his makeup done by a skilled girl who had done it every day since she was in junior high.   Paige was good.  She was damn good.  Even beyond simple makeup application she did a few tricks to make Tracy look more feminine.

Tracy protested when she plucked his eyebrows.  She hadn’t done that yesterday and he had no idea how he’d explain it. His brows were never really bushy, but by removing a considerable amount of hair she was able to lift his natural brow line into something far more feminine. She used volumizing mascara to give his eyes an extra feminine pop and contoured to make his face look more oval.  With a deep rose blush, she gave him the appearance of more feminine cheekbones and with a bright red lipstick she overdrew his lips to make them look fuller.  The makeup was impeccable.  Even yesterday, after Paige and Rachel spent an hour working on him, Tracy didn't think he ever looked this good. 

“I hope you were paying attention because you need to learn to do this for yourself,” said Paige.

“How long am I going to have to do this for?” asked Tracy.

“How long? Oh princess, there’s no time limit. This summer and possibly a lot longer, Rachel is going to have you as her little bitch. If you ever want to cum again, you’re going to want to keep her real happy too,” warned Paige.

“I was paying attention, but I couldn’t do this,” said Tracy motioning to his face.

"I know," smiled Paige passing Tracy his laptop and turning it on for him. The first thing he noticed was the floating heart screen saver on top of a Barbie background. "I made a few changes."

"I can see that. How did you get my password?” asked Tracy.

“It took me five minutes,” boasted Rachel. “GalGadot is not exactly a great password.”

“ Can I change it back?"

"Of course not," sighed Paige. "Besides, I changed a bunch of your passwords."

"Oh great," groaned Tracy.

"I went on your Instagram and Twitter account and you're now following some places for both beauty and fashion tips. If you find anything good, I expect you to retweet it. Be sure you do because I'll be checking on you."

"My friends follow me on there."

"Great, maybe they'll find some nice things for themselves. I also went to YouTube and I saved you a bunch of makeup tutorials. We can't be doing your makeup for you every day, so this way you can learn to do your own. Tonight, you're going to practice following what you see in the tutorials."

"Oh come on," he whined.

"Is that disobedience Tracy?"

"No Mistress Paige."

"Tomorrow, I'll be checking. You don't have to be able to do it as well as I do just yet, but I’ll want to see some significant improvement very soon."

Tracy thought better of saying anything and after looking up a Paige, decided he had better get to work. He took a deep breath and started on the first video. It was called Tutorial for Makeup Beginners, well he was certainly that. After watching it completely through once, he removed Paige’s handiwork with a wipe and played the video again. He could hear Paige and Rachel snickering behind him.

He followed the woman in the video’s directions for applying foundation with his fingers and then using a brush to buff in a light layer. He applied concealer under his eyes and a few dabs over some sun damage by his nose. Next came powder to set the foundation. As he began to do his eye makeup, he used a primer on his eyelids and did his best to blend in two other shades of shadow. He tried hard to get the corners of his eyes and bottom lash line right before using black gel eyeliner. He curled his eye lashes and applied thick black mascara. Looking in the mirror, he had to admit that his face was beginning to look quite feminine, even if he was still extremely clumsy in his application.

He filled in his now much more feminine eyebrows and then applied a peach colored blush to his cheeks. He finished it off with a deep lip gloss. Staring at his reflection, he saw a few things he didn't do as skillfully as he needed to, but the finished look wasn't all that bad. Scrubbing his face clean yet again, he played a video called Everyday Makeup Routine. After three hours, he was exhausted and took a break. He had been so wrapped up in what he was doing that he barely noticed Paige and Rachel leaving him.

It didn’t matter if they were here or not, if Paige intended to evaluate his progress tomorrow, he knew he had better work at it. He knew he might have trouble fitting in at college, but he never expected that his first summer on the DuPont campus would be spent learning to do his own makeup. He decided he’d done enough for tonight. At least by tomorrow, he’d show that he had improved. There was a lot of makeup on his desk with what Paige had given him plus what was already there. None of it had been used before either. He wondered where they had got it.

Tracy would normally have spent the night playing video games, but as he had just been sitting in front of the computer for so long, he decided that he would just watch a little television. There wasn’t much on in the afternoon. He zoned out while flipping the channels for a couple of hours only to be alarmed by the sound of female laughter coming from the hallway. The laughter continued until the door open and it spilled into the apartment.

“Hey, I’m Jill,” said a tall girl with fiery red hair worn in a pageboy style. She was surprised to see somebody sitting on the couch.

“Hi, I’m Tracy.”

“Hey,” waved a long legged blonde girl with large breasts. “I thought your had a guy rooming with you,”

“I do, Stacy,” replied Rachel. “That’s Tracy, my male roommate.”

“No way!” exclaimed Stacy.

“Come on, isn’t the hair a give away?” asked Rachel.

“Yeah, I guess so,” said Stacy.

“No,” disagreed Jill. “I have friends with the exact same hairstyle. I admit it’s boyish, but some girls have boyish hair.”

“Yeah, we need to do something about that,” admitted Rachel.

“You know, I can really hook him up if you bring him by the salon I’m working at. We sell wigs and we could even do extensions if you’d rather,” said Stacy.

“Oh, that’s a great idea!” said Jill. “With a wig, she’ll look great.”

“Great enough to go out with us next weekend?” asked Rachel.

“Totally,” said Stacy. “She’s not there yet, but we can get her there.”

“I’ll bring her in tomorrow,” said Rachel. “Thanks.”

“This is so cool,” agreed Jill.

“Sissy, get us all some beer,” ordered Rachel. “Then get yourself one and you can sit down and join us.”

Tracy was about to tell Rachel that he wasn’t her maid, but then he remembered the maid outfit hanging in his closet and decided if he wasn’t careful, he’d soon be wearing it. He got up to his feet and gave a feeble bow before going out to the kitchen to get the beer.

“So how do you like being a maid?” asked Jill when he returned from the kitchen.

“It’s fine,” said Tracy unenthusiastically.

“You can do better than that, sissy,” admonished Rachel. “Try again.”

“I love being a maid Ms. Jill. It’s wonderful to serve such an amazing woman as Mistress Rachel,” said Tracy.

“Much better,” replied Jill beaming a wide smile.

“You really have her trained,” gushed Stacy.

“I’m working on it,” replied Rachel. “He’s smart, but he’s stubborn and I have to cajole and threaten way more than I’d like.”

“He’ll learn,” said Jill. “I’ve never met anybody who can stand up to you when you put your mine to something.”

“She’ll learn,” corrected Stacy.

“Excuse me?” asked Rachel.

“No, Jill’s right,” said Stacy. “Nobody who dresses like that should be called he.”

“I see your point,” agreed Rachel. “Our girl is definitely a she. I’d give her a girl’s name, but Tracy already is one.”

“Just be sure to spell it with an e,” said Jill.

“I think she’s more of a Traci,” said Stacy.

“I like how you think,” said Rachel.

“Does she know how to dance?” asked Stacy.

“Do you know how to dance, Tracy?” asked Rachel.

“No,” said Tracy. “I never really have tried to.”

“Not even as a guy?” asked Jill.

“Sorry,” said Tracy.

“Well then, we better teach her,” said Jill taking hold of Tracy’s hands and helping her to her feet.

“Alexa, play dance music,” said Rachel.

“Okay, just follow me,” said Stacy. “We’re going to go real easy. Just get comfortable with the music and nod to the rhythm.”

Tracy was rather hopeless at following the beat, but he watched what Stacy was doing and imitated it. Soon he had the rhythm and Stacy started him swaying back and forth to the beat.

“Okay, this is the overbite,” said Tracy. “I got laughed at for doing this back in junior high.”

“Loosen up your knees,” said Jill. “You look like a lumbering robot.”

“We’ll make this fancier, but I’m going slowly, remember,” said Stacy. “The big difference between how guys and girls dance is that guys hold their hands at their sides and they never bend. You’re going to do both.”

For the next ten minutes or so, Stacy and the other girls showed Tracy how to dance. By the time they were done he might not have been a great dancer, but he danced more like a bad female dancer than a bad male one.

After that, Stacy slow danced with him. One advantage to Tracy’s lack of experiences is he had no bad habits to unlearn. He was motivated and pretty moldable. “I think she’s got it,” proclaimed Stacy.

“What does she have for clothing?” asked Jill.

“Not too much, Paige brought some things over for her, but a lot of it is more costume than street clothes,” replied Rachel.

“Oh, like what?” asked Stacy.

“Well, there’s a French maid outfit, a tutu, a Playboy Bunny,” said Rachel.

“We so need a fashion show right now,” replied Stacy.

“Yeah, let’s have a look,” agreed Jill.

“You heard them, sissy. Start with the tutu since you’re such a gifted dancer,” ordered Rachel. Wordlessly, Tracy went back to his room. He couldn’t believe what he was about to do. The tutu was so humiliating. There was little more sissy or girlish that he could think of than dressing up like a pink ballerina. He walked out to laughter from the girls as they saw him.

“Oh my God! She looks like my little at dance practice,” shouted Jill.

“That is a look, that’s for sure,” joked Stacy.

“Hold on a second,” said Rachel as she collected herself. “Alexa, play ballet.”

As Swan Lake began, Rachel motioned for Tracy to twirl. Tracy put his hands over his head and tried to dance on his toes. He could hardly believe it, but somehow things had only gotten more humiliating.

 

TO BE CONTINUED
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

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

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable




[image: ]


cover_image.jpg
o

The Sissy's
7 Mentor 2: The <
New Normal

Kylie Gable
§® Claudia Acosta @z





index-13_1.jpg
PAMELA'HARLOW, Et Tu Chloe?

. It’s no secret that Michael

\ |/ and his neighbour Chloe
have never gotten along, but
that unfortunate package de-
livery at the end of this story
has some serious reprecus-
sions for poor Michael.

It’s not clear if his neighbour
4 has been Madame X all
along or if she’s just taking
advantage of the situation to
pile on Michael’s humiliation,
but one things for sure, there
will be changes made.

ON SALE MAY 22nd
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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.
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OUT IN PUBLIC

Tracy is further under
—|Rachel’s spell and he

finally has a wig to
complete his look.
Unfortunately, the
humiliations keep piling
up. After a huge shop-
ping trip, Tracy is ex-
hausted, but that fatigue
soon turns to panic
when Rachel tells him
that they have plans that

j evening.

ON SALE MAY 16th
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I Now Have a Patreon Page
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Please consider joining my Patreon Page.
For as little as $1 per month, you get access
to artwork, audios, and stories as well as
behind the scenes news and stories. If you
enjoy my books, this is a great way to sup-
port me and the other Candy Apple Press
authors while getting plenty of fun content for
your support.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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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.





