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Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	 

	Dear Readers,

	 

	What could be more harmless than two young men playing ball in the backyard? Nothing, right? But what if one of them hit the ball a bit too hard? And what if the ball happened to sail off course... straight through the Widow Wilson’s window? That would be bad. Even worse, what if George’s pesky stepsister saw the whole thing? What do you think she would demand as the price for her silence? I guess, George and Oliver are about to find out.

	 

	I hope you enjoy this little tale that proves once again that taking responsibility for your actions, no matter how painful, is probably the best course.

	 

	With love, Ann :)

	 

	
Chapter One: “Crash!”

	—o—

	 

	George leaned a little left. He leaned a little right. He was trying to figure out where to put the ball to sneak it passed his friend Oliver. This was probably the last pitch of the game, and the last game of the summer before school started again, and he wanted to show Oliver up; Oliver could be rather arrogant, after all, and striking him out to end the game would be a nice touch.

	“Come on, we haven’t got all day,” said Oliver.

	George ignored him. He was going to find that perfect shot, no matter how long it took. The seconds slowly passed. Oliver was becoming impatient.

	“Come on,” barked Oliver.

	Still, George waited and watched. “So... where’s Emma?” asked Oliver.

	“Emma?” repeated George, suspecting some plot to distract him. “Yeah, Emma. She’s kind of hot, you know.”

	George looked aghast. Emma? Hot? George couldn’t process the thought of Emma being “hot.” Sure, she was attractive... probably, but she was so annoying. Indeed, if he had a nemesis, it was his stepsister. For one thing, she was an inch taller than George and she loved taunting him by calling him “little” or “short” because of it. She was two days older too – only two short days – yet, she told everyone she was older. Two days! Then there was the driving thing. Just thinking about it made George cringe. He had failed his driving test. She had passed hers. She could drive. He couldn’t, not until he took the test again in three weeks. He never heard the end of that. Just the thought of Emma made his blood boil, and hearing she was hot was just too much for him to take. Without first regaining his composure, George sent the ball rocketing toward his friend.

	CRACK!!

	George and Oliver watched the ball arch up into the sky. It was a good hit. No, a great hit. Oliver couldn’t think of a better hit. And now it was sailing into the distance. It was a beautiful sight! George, on the other hand, watched helplessly. He had lost his focus. Now, he would lose the game.

	Sometimes though, fate intervenes.

	As George and Oliver watched, a gust of wind blew through. In the scheme of things, it wasn’t much wind, but it was enough. The ball began to shift course. It no longer headed for the empty field to the left to George’s house, it now headed straight for the house directly behind George’s house... the house with the large bay window. Widow Wilson’s house.

	It kept curving.

	“Oh no!” gasped Oliver.

	“It’s headed for the window,” added George with a sense of horror.

	SMASH!!

	The ball struck the window. For a moment the ball seemed to pass through the window as if the window were only water. Then the window shattered, leaving a massive hole in the center where the ball gone through and a spiders web of misery running in all directions.

	George and Oliver stared at each other in sheer terror.

	Then, as if by agreement, each sprinted as fast as he could inside the house to George’s room. Neither said a word, but it was clear each hoped that by hiding inside George’s room they could somehow make all of this go away. At the least, they hoped to outrun the responsibility for it. The boys crashed down on the floor. Both were breathing hard.

	“My stepmother is going to kill me!” exclaimed George.

	Oliver thought of his parents as well. He too was doomed if they found out. “We need to get our stories straight,” said George.

	“Right,” agreed Oliver nervously. “What do we say?”

	George didn’t know. He couldn’t think clearly. He just kept imagining his stepmother asking: “Who broke Widow Wilson’s window?!”, while wagging her finger at him crookedly. In his head, he tried denial: “Not me,” George saw himself saying.

	His stepmother wasn’t buying it.

	He tried naiveté: “Her window is broken? How did that happen?” She didn’t buy that either.

	He tried framing a known neighborhood troublemaker: “It must have been Jimmy Taylor.”

	She might buy that, he thought, but then he saw himself getting beaten up after school by Jimmy. It seemed there was no good answer. One thing was for sure though, he couldn’t admit what they had done. His stepmother had warned him a dozen times not to play ball in the backyard, that there had been too many near misses. She told him if he broke Widow Wilson’s window, she would skin him alive! He knew she wouldn’t do that exactly, but he feared her punishments. This secret had to be buried deeply, but how?

	“What do we say?” he asked himself aloud. “We deny everything,” said Oliver firmly.

	George nodded his head in agreement. But George realized they needed a story too. They needed some story that would keep them from needing to answer any details about the broken window. Moreover, the needed a story that kept them both on the same page. Things would go wrong if they started giving conflicting accounts. But what story could they tell?

	“What do we say we were doing when the window broke?” he asked. “We say we were out for a bike ride,” suggested Oliver.

	George shook his head. “My bratty stepsister knows we didn’t leave.” “Then we say we’ve been inside the whole day?”

	“Doing what? That’s the question.”

	Oliver shrugged his shoulders. “Playing videogames.”

	George cautiously nodded his head. That might work, he thought. But was it a strong enough alibi to make sure his stepmother would believe they had no knowledge of (or involvement in) the broken window? “I think—” started George, but then shook his head suddenly and blurted out, “Wait! We can’t say that! The TV looks out over the backyard. We would have seen the window break from there and we would need to explain it!”

	“What do we say then, George?”

	After a moment of despondence, George’s face lit up. He leaned over his bed and grabbed a handful of superhero comics, which he spread across the floor to make his room look like a mess. “We’ve been right here reading comic books all day, right? The curtain was closed so we never saw anything. We were listening to music too, so we heard nothing.”

	Oliver nodded his head. “That works... unless somebody saw us—!”

	“Nobody saw us,” snapped George, more to convince himself than because he was certain it was true. He was extremely nervous. This could be trouble and getting caught lying about it would be worse.

	“Are you sure?” asked Oliver.

	“We would have seen them if anyone was watching.”

	“Knock, knock,” sang a feminine voice from behind the two boys.

	Oliver and George tensed up and spun their heads around toward the door as it slowly opened. A length of blonde hair slipped through the widening crack followed by Emma’s smiling face.

	“Why are you in my room?!” demanded George harshly.

	“Am I?” asked Emma playfully. She now stepped into the room. “Oh, I guess I am.” She wore a white top with blue stripes, white shorts with exposed pockets which hung out beneath the hem, and high white wedges with cork heels. Her toenails were painted white, like her fingernails. Her legs were tan and strong. She looked extremely pleased with herself, which sent a shudder down George’s spine.

	“Get out,” said George.

	“But then you’ll never find out why I came to visit. That would be a shame.” “Maybe, I don’t care.”

	“Oh, I think you will.”

	“What do you want, brat?” snapped George.

	“‘Brat’? Is that any way to speak to your older sister?” asked Emma.

	“Stepsister. And you’re only older by two days.” Emma liked to refer to herself as being ‘older’ than George and that always bothered him. To him, it implied some sort of superiority and he didn’t like Emma claiming anything over him. “Two days doesn’t count.”

	“And yet, it feels like years.” “Go away,” repeated George.

	“Now, Georgie, is that any way to speak to someone who just happens to hold your future in her hands?” asked Emma. She was slowly walking around the room with her hands held behind her back, examining the things on George’s shelves as if she were in a museum or shopping.

	George raised an eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”

	“You really need to learn to clean your room,” said Emma and she stepped over an up-turned comic book, planting the footprint of her high-heeled wedge in a clear spot on the floor. “What do you want?” demanded George once more.

	Emma smirked. “I think you know.” “Know what?”

	“What I know.”

	“Clearly, I don’t. What are you talking about?” George tried to sound indifferent, in command, and annoyed at her intrusion all at once, but something about her tone worried him and Oliver thought he heard hints of that concern in his friend’s voice. That worried him as well.

	“You’re in so much trouble,” said Emma with a snicker. “You know that, right?”

	George swallowed hard. Could she possibly know something? Had she somehow seen them break the window? The thought hit George like a ton of bricks. It would explain why she was acting this way, and it would be trouble too... massive trouble. His mouth went dry. “And why is that?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. She was playing with him.

	George wasn’t going to admit anything, despite his fears. “I’m not hearing anything. It sounds like you don’t know anything.”

	“Oh, I know.”

	“Then tell me what you think you know.”

	Emma smirked. “Why are you so nervous, Georgie?” George blushed involuntarily. “I’m not nervous.” “You are.”

	George’s blush deepened. “Well, you come in here and accuse me of something... of course it startled me. But I didn’t do anything wrong, and if you think I did, then tell me what it was.” George folded his arms across his chest defiantly.

	For a brief moment, Emma didn’t answer. In that moment, George and Oliver both latched onto a kernel of hope that maybe Emma didn’t know anything after all. Maybe this was all just an elaborate bluff and her perfect timing was purely coincidental. But then Emma smiled. It was an unnerving smile, a condescending, a knowing smile, the kind of smile which always made George wither. She had something all right, and she knew it.

	“Did you see Widow Wilson’s window was broken?” asked Emma.

	There was a moment of silence so deep George heard his own heart pounding in his chest. “Was it really?” asked George cautiously.

	Emma glanced at Oliver. “It was a nice hit, by the way. Too bad for you the wind took it.” All the color left Oliver’s face. His felt sick to his stomach. This was bad, really bad.

	“You’re guessing,” suggested George. “Am I?”

	They all knew she wasn’t. The fact she commented on Oliver hitting the ball even told them that. She had seen it somehow. She knew. George wasn’t ready to surrender yet, however.

	“You can’t prove it,” said George without a great deal of certainty. “Would I be wasting my time here if I couldn’t?”

	George bit his lip. Unlike the increasingly-pale Oliver, George’s face was turning bright red. She had him by the balls and that made him blush. He still wasn’t ready to give up though, not to his nemesis.

	“H— how can you prove it?” asked George.

	“Cameras are an amazing thing,” said Emma and she winked at George. Then she turned and sauntered out of his room, her hips swaying in an exaggerated way as she made her way down the hallway toward her room. George instinctively followed her, and Oliver followed George.

	“What do you want?” “For what?”

	“To keep this secret.”

	Emma smirked over her shoulder and kept walking. She was clearly in charge. What’s more, her triumphant smirk sent a shiver down George’s spine which caused a sense of weakness to arise inside him.

	“How about some chocolate?” asked George as he following her. “Chocolate?” repeated Emma mockingly. “Try again.”

	“Just tell me: what do you want?”

	Emma slipped into her room without answering.

	“What if I agree to do one of your chores?” offered George and he followed her into her room.

	Oliver followed after George. Entering Emma’s room was like visiting another planet. Everywhere he looked, there were clothes – dresses, skirts, short-shorts, sandals, pumps, sneakers, frilly blouses, tank tops. There was a mirror surrounded in lights and at its base was an army of makeup tubes, bottles, tubs, and brushes. On the wall were posters of boy bands. Stuffed animals dominated the bed. Emma’s room was an atrocity of girlhood.

	“One chore? That’s not even worth talking about,” scoffed Emma and she moved toward her closet. “Two! Two chores,” said George, before adding, “for a month!”

	“Why limit myself to that?”

	George raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

	“I mean there’s no reason I have to take a silly little offer like that when I can take pretty much anything I want and you’ll give it to me.”

	George’s jaw dropped. “What do you want then?”

	Emma opened her closet, revealing an explosion of dresses, blouses and other things feminine. There were twice as many clothes in the closet as had been lying around the room.

	“Please, you can’t tell your mother!” whine George suddenly. “She’ll kill me.” “Probably true,” said Emma.

	“Then tell me what you want. What’s it going to take to keep this secret?”

	Emma pulled something from her closet and spun around. She held out a plaid miniskirt and a white blouse on the same hanger before George. This was her old school uniform.

	“Put this on!”

	George nearly passed out.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Put This On”

	—o—

	 

	“There is no way I’m putting THAT on!” proclaimed George. It had taken him a second to regain his composure.

	Emma ignored his protestation and shoved the uniform into George’s chest. He grasped the uniform to keep it from falling to the floor as she let go. He was still so stunned by her suggestion that he wear it that it took him a moment to realize he was even holding it.

	“Put it on, Georgie,” said Emma.

	George looked down at the uniform and shook his head. “There is no chance I’m wearing this! None!” “Oh, yes you are.”

	“Are you not hearing me? I said, I’m not wearing this.”

	“I heard you, but you are going to wearing it, unless you want me telling about the broken window. I’m pretty sure the punishment for that will be a lot worse than wearing this and doing a few chores for me.”

	George furrowed his brow. “‘A few chores’? What chores? What are you talking about?” Emma smirked. “I thought you would have figured it out by now.”

	“I can’t read your mind, brat.” “Don’t call me brat,” snapped Emma. “And if I do?”

	Emma shook her head. “You really need to rethink your position, Georgie. In fact, it’s time you had a total change of attitude. From now on, you’re going to do whatever I tell you. What’s more, you’re going to be respectful to me—”

	“And if I don’t?”

	“If you don’t, I’ll tell my mother about you breaking Widow Wilson’s window playing ball, as she’s specifically told you never to do. And she’s going to be mad and make your life miserable. So unless you want that, then you’re going to put on my old school uniform and do whatever else I think I might want you to do. That includes doing my chores... all of them... until I feel like letting you out of our little arrangement. Make sense now, brat?” Emma was firm but never raised her voice. In fact, she sounded quite calm and assured. That scared George more than anything: she was serious.

	George looked down at the skirt and blouse in his hands once more. He was a boy. He couldn’t wear a skirt.

	Indeed, he was pretty sure he would die if he tried it. “I— I can’t.” “You can.”

	“But I’m a boy.”

	“That’s what makes this so deliciously ironic.” George felt queasy. “But I can’t.”

	“You don’t have a choice, unless you want to be grounded forever and made to pay for that window. Who knows how they’re going to make you pay for it too. It’s super expensive. My mother will probably take the money you’ve saved up for your car and make you work the rest off somehow.”

	George swallowed hard. Getting that car was important to him. “Look, Emma, let’s make a deal.” Emma laughed. “That is the deal.”

	“But—”

	“It’s all you’re going to get.”

	Oliver couldn’t help but giggle as he watched his friend struggle. The idea of George being forced to wear a skirt struck him as hilarious, and the way Emma had him under her thumb was even funnier. He always knew George was a little weak. Oliver probably shouldn’t have laughed though... Emma noticed.

	“Don’t think you’re out of this either, Oliver Finch,” said Emma. “Me?”

	Emma went to her closet and pulled out a matching uniform to the one George was holding. “This,” she said, “is for you.” She tossed the uniform to Oliver. “And since you think it’s all so funny, you can carry a purse too while you work.” With that, she tossed him a small brown over-the-shoulder bag as well. “Now strip boys, it’s time to get dressed.”

	Oliver and George stared at each other in utter shock. “You can’t do this,” said Oliver.

	“Of course, I can. Strip.”

	Oliver glanced at George; George struggled to return his gaze. “Can we really do this?” asked George’s eyes. Oliver’s eyes were harsher, but offered no escape either. Neither wanted to do this, but neither wanted to suffer the consequences of breaking that window: what would happen to them for breaking the glass would be far worse than putting on a stupid dress this one time.

	“What choice do we have?” thought George.

	He finally shrugged his shoulders and sighed. Then he reluctantly started pulling off his shirt. Emma watched excitedly, as he moved the blouse through his hands, straightening it out, turning it around, and checking the buttons. It was unbuttoned. He took another deep breath and pulled it over his shoulders. Emma felt an amazing sense of victory. She wasn’t sure how this was going to go when she started. In fact, she thought she might not get further than threatening both. But now it seemed she had won... a total victory at that.

	“The buttons are on the wrong side,” said George as he grabbed each side of the shirt and brought them together.

	“It’s a blouse, not a shirt,” said Emma.

	George’s body tingled at the word “blouse.” He couldn’t believe he was wearing a girl’s shirt. Sure, it was similar to the white dress shirts he had in his closet, but not entirely, and those tiny differences made all the difference. For one thing, the buttons were on the wrong side, as he noted. Plus, the buttons were kind of a pearl color rather than white, and the collar was rounded and had flowers or something girly like that embroidered on it. This was a girl’s shirt; of that, there was no doubt. No boy would voluntarily ever wear this shirt. He cringed as he buttoned up the blouse.

	“Your turn,” said Emma to Oliver.

	Oliver blushed now as George had. He didn’t want to put on a blouse in front of anyone, especially a girl. “Come on, we don’t have all day. My chores won’t do themselves,” said Emma.

	“I’d rather not,” said Oliver, looking down at the blouse.

	“Then you shouldn’t have broken the window, slugger. Now strip before I strip you myself.” She had her victory and she was determined not to lose it now.

	Oliver shook his head, however.

	“Strip,” repeated Emma, and before Oliver could respond, she grabbed his shirt and yanked it up over his head. This caused his arms to drive upwards next to his head, leaving his chest exposed. Emma ran her fingers over his chest and pinched his nipple. Oliver winced, squealed and tried to bend over to escape her fingertips. It was embarrassing that she had pinched his nipple like he was some kind of girl! Even worse, he had squealed like a girl. That was truly embarrassing and he was now blushing bright red.

	“Ok, ok, I’ll do it,” he pleaded.

	Emma let go of his nipple and watched to make sure he slipped into the blouse. He did.

	Meanwhile, George’s manhood had started to stir. That wasn’t anything he ever expected and he had no idea why it was doing that. All he knew for sure was that his best efforts to stop it were failing. It was growing, and he could do nothing about it. He prayed no one noticed.

	“Can we get this over with, please?” asked George anxiously. Emma sighed. “You don’t give orders here, brat. Understand?” “Can we get this over with, please?” repeated George.

	“Do you understand?”

	George knew he was on thin ice; he decided to back down. “Yes, fine, I understand. Can we get this over before your mom gets home, please?”

	“All right. Then drop your pants and put on that skirt.”

	George looked down at the skirt. He didn’t want to put on a skirt, but if wearing a stupid skirt was going to save him from the consequences of anyone finding out he broke that window, then he was willing to pay that price, so long as they got this over with fast before his stepmother came home from work.

	“It’s just a skirt,” he told himself. “Just cloth.”

	It wasn’t though. A skirt is never just a skirt. At its very least, a skirt is a statement of style and fashion. It can be that. It can be a statement of femininity too. It can be a statement of protest. If worn right, it can be a statement of power. In this case, it would be a statement of Emma’s power.

	“You can do this, George,” he told himself.

	George thought back to all the comic books he owned. Not a single hero had ever worn a skirt in any of them. Skirts were for women and women were week. That did not make him happy, but what could he do about it?

	“You’re stuck,” he told himself.

	George unzipped his pants slowly and reluctantly and let them drop to the floor. He hoped no one noticed his stiff manhood, but it was too obvious to miss. He had a thought though. Acting quickly, George grabbed the red and black plaid skirt and pulled it up his legs into place, covering his member. He then reached for the zipper, but couldn’t find it. It wasn’t there.

	“How do I close this thing?” asked George. “The zipper’s in the back,” said Emma.

	George reached around behind his rear and found the zipper. He tugged it up until the skirt closed snugly around his rear and hips. He had never worn anything like this before and it felt awkward... weird. It was snug where it gripped him, but remained uncomfortably loose in the front and bottom. It was in place though, and it covered a multitude of sins, and that was all that mattered right now.

	“There! Are you happy?” demanded George.

	Emma folded her arms and stared at his skirt. Seeing her obnoxious stepbrother made to wear a skirt was hilarious. She could only imagine how much it had to be killing him to be seen like this, so she made sure to let her gaze linger to rub it in. Then she noticed something. Her eyebrow went up. Her lips formed into a smirk. She covered her mouth to suppress a giggle.

	George saw this and started to blush.

	“I put the stupid thing on. What more do you want?!” demanded George nervously. Emma bit her lip to keep from laughing.

	“What?!” growled George.

	Emma pointed to the front of his skirt. There was a bump. It looked like something round but stiff was pressing against the skirt. “Finding this exciting, are we, Georgie?”

	George furrowed his brow. What was she talking about? This didn’t excite him! Why would wearing a skirt excite him?! The very accusation was pure slander! He glared at her and was about to give her a piece of his mind when he realized that her eyes were still on his skirt, and so were Oliver’s.

	“What?” he asked in a confused tone.

	George’s eyes followed theirs and he glanced down. To his horror, George saw something jutting out from beneath the skirt, something that isn’t normally there on young women. Indeed, his manhood had escaped from the confines of the skirt and now stood out like a pole extending from his body. It was long and stiff, and the skirt bunched up on top of it. Fortunately, it was still beneath his briefs and was covered by their white cotton material, but what it was was unmistakable, as was the fact he was very turned on at the moment.

	“Ahhhhhh!” exclaimed George involuntarily.

	He grabbed for the skirt and yanked it down over his manhood. The material of the skirt wasn’t stretchy, nor was there much of it, and his fully excited member was too long to be comfortably covered by the skirt, even inside his briefs. To the contrary, while he could cover it if he stood in the right position, the moment he moved it slipped right back out. He tried again to cover it in several ways, but nothing worked.

	“Somehow, I knew wearing skirts would excite you,” laughed Emma. “It doesn’t excite me!”

	“It sure looks that way.”

	George’s face was burning red. “Stop looking at it, weirdo!” Emma snickered. “Would you rather I grabbed it, brat?”

	At that, Emma reached out toward it pretending like she was going to grab it. This caused George to jump back and spin away, making his member swing freely, adding to his embarrassment. He tried again to desperately yank his skirt down over it, but it still didn’t work, so he gave up and just covered it with his hands. That didn’t work much better.

	“You know I can still see it, right?” asked Emma.

	George looked like he was going to explode from embarrassment. “You shouldn’t be looking at it.” Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Why not? It’s mine now.”

	“It is not!” gasped George.

	Emma laughed. “Of course it is. I own you now and that means I own every part of you... including that little toy.”

	 

	George was speechless. Was she serious?

	“You know what you need?” said Emma suddenly. She didn’t wait for George to answer. Instead, she walked over to her dresser and pulled open the top drawer. From it, she drew out a pair of pink panties and a pair of black panties. She handed Oliver the pink panties and then handed George the black panties. “Here you go, brat. These will help”

	“H– help? What do I do with these?” George held the panties like they were poison with one hand as he kept trying to cover his shame with the other.

	“They’re panties. You put them on, of course.”

	“Put them on?” repeated George with a sense of horror.

	“Yes, Georgie. Take off your tighty-whities and slip into these panties.” George shook his head. “I won’t.”

	“You will. You will because you don’t have a choice, George. Anything I say, you do. Besides, you’re already wearing a skirt, how is adding panties going to hurt?” said Emma.

	How indeed? They were just cloth, right? Well, not to a boy like George. To George, panties were a mystery. They were the secret handshake, the code, the very DNA of being a girl. Some men wore skirts. Scots wore kilts. The ancient Romans wore skirts. But panties? No way. No man ever wore panties. This was girls-only territory she wanted him to violate.

	“I can’t,” he squeaked.

	Emma snickered. “Why not?” “They’re for— for girls.” “And now they’re for you.”

	This comment made George shudder. It emasculated him. But he knew he couldn’t tell her that. Telling her that would be like Superman telling an arch villain that kryptonite made him weak. He needed some other reasons.

	“I can’t wear these. They’re too small. You’ll see everything!” he said.

	“We’ve already seen it. It’s poking out, remember. These are tighter and will help hold it in place beneath your skirt. So put them on.”

	“What if I put them on over my briefs?” “Stop being ridiculous.”

	“But—”

	“Put them on, George.” Emma’s tone was firm.

	George had no idea how to respond. The idea that his nemesis Emma wanted him to put on a pair of panties seemed insane. Even crazier, why was he hard in the first place? That he truly did not understand.

	“Why do you want me to wear these— these things?” he asked accusingly. Emma smiled. “Because I can. Now do it.”

	These words, spoken with a growing sense of her own power had the opposite effect on George, filling him with weakness. He was beat and he knew it. Still, he could handle this, he told himself. These were panties and he didn’t want to wear them. But they were just cloth. He would slip into them. Emma would make fun of him. Then he would take them off. He would survive. For the next week, Emma would laugh about this and call him names until she got bored with that too. He could handle that too. What he could not handle would be losing his car just because of a broken window. What he could not handle would be getting grounded for life. Wearing a pair of ridiculous panties truly was the lesser of evils.

	“All right,” he said softly.

	“Good girl,” said Emma, making George shudder.

	George reluctantly reached beneath his skirt, hooked his fingers inside his briefs and pulled them down. As he did, his shaft popped into view from behind its cloth hiding place. Emma snickered as it did. She felt an intense sense of power over George now and she liked it. George blushed, but continued. He dropped the briefs and rushed to pull the panties back up to cover his shame. They were indeed smaller and tighter, though some parts were looser too; they fit so strangely to George. But they did do a better job holding his manhood in place than the briefs did, and that was good at least. He pulled the skirt down over them and, this time, it stayed in place.

	“Was that so hard?” asked Emma. Oliver snickered. “Hard is right.” George glared at Oliver.

	“I still can’t believe that made you hard,” said Oliver snidely. He was not the least bit happy he was about to end up in a skirt as well, and he was blaming George for leading him to this. “You could at least have tried to say no.”

	George blushed. “Don’t blame me! This is your fault.” “My fault?! How do you figure that, pantyboy?” “You’re the one who broke the window.”

	“Off your stupid pitch.”

	“Either way, you did it,” said George.

	“And you probably wanted to wear a skirt all along, didn’t you? You probably set this whole thing up just so your stepsister could blackmail you!” growled Oliver accusatorily.

	“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard. I have never wanted to put on a skirt—” “Then why are you so hard?”

	“Girls, girls!” exclaimed Emma, cutting off the squabbling friends. “Neither of you are getting out of this, so stop arguing and do as you’re told.” She turned to Oliver. “You... put on the skirt and panties.” She turned to George. “You stand there demurely until I’m ready to move on to the next step.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Oliver had been thinking as he watched Emma humiliate George. Emma wanted to humiliate George because this was some power struggle between them. George gave in because he was afraid of his stepmother. None of this had anything to do with him, and he wasn’t afraid of George’s stepmother. So why was he involved? He decided it was time to bow out.

	“Forget it. I’m not putting on a skirt,” declared Oliver firmly. “I’ll turn you in,” replied Emma calmly.

	“Go ahead.”

	George raised an eyebrow. This was a surprise. Emma, on the other hand, seemed to ignore Oliver. She pulled her phone from the back pocket of her shorts. She dialed a number and it started ringing.

	Oliver watched her. He knew this was meant to be a threat, but he was certain she was bluffing. Who would she call anyways? “She’s called a friend of hers or something just to make me think she’s calling someone I know,” he told himself.

	“Last chance,” said Emma.

	Oliver shook his head. “Forget i—”

	Mid-word, the phone line engaged. “Hello?” came the voice of Oliver’s mother. All the color drained from Oliver’s face. How had she gotten his mother’s number? How had she dared to call her? That fact alone told Oliver that Emma would certainly tattle on him.

	“Wait!” he gasped.

	“Hello?” repeated his mother into the phone. “You agree?” asked Emma.

	“I agree,” blurted out Oliver.

	Emma turned off the phone. “Strip,” she commanded.

	Oliver swallowed hard. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants to the ground. Then he took the panties and pulled those up his legs and into place. Unlike George, he was not hard, which George found troubling.

	“Why me and not him?” George asked himself.

	He looked down at his own skirt and then cast a nervous glance at Oliver’s panties. There was still the telltale bump pushing out his skirt whereas Oliver’s panties were almost entirely smooth. George pursed his lips.

	“Why would this excite me if it doesn’t excite him?”

	That was a good question. Did he want to wear a skirt and panties? Absolutely not. Was it embarrassing? Sure. It was downright humiliating. But it was the same for Oliver, no doubt. So why was he hard and why wasn’t Oliver?

	“Oh good grief,” said Oliver, snapping George out of his thoughts. “What now?” asked Emma.

	Oliver rolled his eyes and pointed at George’s skirt again. As before, George’s manhood had grown a little too long and rigid and it escaped from his skirt. George hadn’t noticed until now.

	“I told you he like it,” said Oliver bitterly. “I do not!” protested George.

	“Then why are you so excited?” demanded Oliver mockingly.

	“That’s a good question, Georgie,” said Emma. “You seem to be really excited about wearing a skirt and panties. I’ll bet you’d lose all self-control if I gave you some heels too... maybe a purse.”

	George opened his mouth to protest. Before he could say a word, however, both Oliver and Emma groaned. Then Emma laughed. George looked down again. Not only was his member tenting up the panties outside of the skirt, but a wet spot had appeared on the panties where its tip pushed against the silky panties. George immediately tried to turn away to hide his embarrassment, but Oliver held him in place.

	“See, he likes it,” snickered Oliver.

	Emma shook her head condescendingly. “You’re going to wash those before you give them back,” she said. George turned bright red. He had never felt so embarrassed.

	“Look, we both put on the stupid panties and shirts—” said George. “Blouses,” corrected Emma.

	“Blouses. Fine. We both put on the stupid panties and stupid blouses—”

	“Oliver hasn’t put on his skirt yet,” interrupted Emma. That stopped everything cold.

	Oliver glared at George. His eyes said, “You made this happen,” to George. He then took a frustrated breath and stepped into the skirt, pulling it up his legs and into place. He reached around behind it and zipped it up. Fortunately, the skirt covered his panties.

	“There. We’re both wearing what you want. Can we end this stupidity now?” asked George. “But you’re not fully dressed yet,” said Emma.

	“What do you mean?” asked both boys simultaneously.

	Emma snickered and returned to her closet. As she did, George tried to squeeze his manhood to make it shrink or tuck it back into the panties, but it didn’t work. It remained embarrassingly hard. Oliver watched him and rolled his eyes, making George feel very small. A moment later, Emma came back holding nylons in one hand and two pair of shoes in the other... shoes with heels.

	“Georgie wanted heels, so here they are.” “I didn’t want heels!” protested George.

	“The words may not have come from your mouth, but your eyes said it. So did your thingie.” George’s shoulders slumped. “I never said it.”

	“Be that as it may, here they are.”

	George’s pride flared deep within him and he knew he could not just accept wearing heels – or anything else girly – without some protest. His protest would prove to be short lived, however.

	“I’m not wearing girl’s shoes!” protested George.

	“You still don’t get it, do you? You’re wearing whatever I tell you.” “Not heels!”

	Emma marched over to George and jammed a pair of the shoes into his chest and then placed a pair of nylons on top of them. Then she handed the other pair to Oliver, giving him the other nylons.

	“Or else, George.” George’s resolve failed.

	“Get dressed, boys,” added Emma.

	George held out the shoes to look them over. He groaned. These were sort of wooden clogs with a reddish tint but they had thick platform soles of about two inches and heels that were somewhere between four to five inches – George wasn’t sure. The fronts were open and they had ankle straps to go around his ankles. The ankle straps closed with delicate golden buckles. Running from the ankle strap to the straps over the toes was a centimeter thick t-strap. These were super feminine and wearing them was going to be downright humiliating. If anyone ever found out he had worn these, his reputation would be ruined!

	“Put the stockings on first,” said Emma.

	George looked at the gossamer thin flesh-colored stockings in his hand. “Just slide them on like socks?” “No, you need to— here, I’ll show you,” said Emma.

	Emma instructed George to sit on the edge of the bed. As he sat down, she rolled the stocking into a ball. She showed him what she had done. Then she instructed him to stick out one leg and point his toes. She slipped the stocking over his toes, and slowly pulled it along his leg, letting the balled up stocking unwind as she went. As her hands neared the top of his thigh, the stocking became tighter and tighter.

	“You can finish pulling it up. They have bands that will hold them in place once you get them high enough,” said Emma. She simultaneously dropped the other stocking into his lap, on top of his bump, so he could repeat the process himself with his other leg. “Put that one on the same way.” Then she turned to Oliver. “Your turn.”

	Oliver visibly shuddered.

	Emma took a nylon from his hand and balled it up. “Sit down on the bed, girlfriend.” He shook his head.

	“Do I need to make another phone call?”

	Oliver cringed and raised a leg as George had done.

	“Good, you learn fast,” said Emma. She finished rolling up the stocking. “Point your toe.” “What do you mean?”

	Emma placed her hand before Oliver’s foot. “Point at my hand with your toes.” Oliver did and she slipped the rolled up stocking over his toes onto his foot. For fun, she grabbed his foot by the heel and examined his toes. “You need a good pedicure. Some red polish would be lovely.” She then tickled his foot before pulling the stocking down over his ankle and calf.

	Oliver giggled helplessly. “Don’t do that!” Emma tickled his foot again. “Don’t do what?”

	Oliver giggled again. Even worse, his manhood shot up into the panties he wore. It was throbbing wildly. “Ha!” said George.

	“That’s completely different,” protested Oliver when Emma finally let go. “Hardly. Putting on stockings turned you on!”

	“No, her hand playing with my foot turned me on. The stockings were just there. But you got hard just from wearing panties!”

	“Girls!” said Emma firmly.

	“That’s not true!” exclaimed George, ignoring Emma. “It is true. You like it!”

	“Girls!” repeated Emma more loudly. “Don’t make me spank both you!”

	George and Oliver stopped arguing. They glared at each other in terror. Was there something worse than being made to slip into a pair of panties and a skirt? Perhaps there was.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “The Other Shoe Drops”

	—o—

	 

	Emma showed the boys how to make sure their stockings were adjusted correctly. The seams needed to be straight and they should fit smoothly. Then she gave them a moment to walk around the room, feeling the carpet rub against their toes through the silky material.

	“All right, boys and girls... well, girls,” said Emma. “It’s time to slip into your first pair of heels. This is so exciting! Heels are a big moment in a girl’s life.” She paused and glanced smugly at George before raising an accusing eyebrow and adding: “assuming this is your first pair.”

	George glared back. “What do you think?”

	“I think you’re awfully hard from just slipping on a skirt. Suspiciously hard. So I’d have to say that for all I know, you prance around the house in my clothes all the time.”

	“Yuck! Why in the world would I do that?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Apparently, lots of guys do it. I had a health class this year and the teacher said it’s really common for guys to want to dress like girls. It turns them on. It’s called cross-dressing. I could see you as a cross-dresser.” She nodded at Oliver. “Your friend not so much.”

	Oliver laughed.

	“I am not!” exclaimed George.

	Emma chuckled and winked at George condescendingly. She made it clear she didn’t believe him. “I’m not!” protested George.

	“If you say so. Now slip into the heels.” “I’m not!”

	“Slip into the heels, George. I won’t warn you again.”

	George grunted unhappily, but he knew that arguing with her wasn’t going to get him anywhere. Also, with time moving on relentlessly, they needed to get this over with before his stepmother came home. He dropped the heels to the floor, stood one upright with his toes, and shoved a foot inside. Wearing the shoe felt really strange, but the extent of the strangeness didn’t truly strike him until he tried to stand on that foot to slide his other foot into the other shoe. Suddenly, that foot became incredibly unstable with his heel in the air and all his weight on his toes. He needed to grab Emma’s shoulder to keep from falling over.

	“Whoa!” he gasped.

	“Not as easy as it looks, is it?”

	“This is crazy!” exclaimed George, who was still wobbling. “But they do make your legs look so good.”

	“How do girls stand in these things?”

	“It just takes practice. Slip into the other one and it will make it easier,” said Emma helpfully.

	George pushed the other shoe upright with his toes and slipped his foot into that one too. Looking down, he saw his nylon-covered toes poke out the front of each shoe. He now allowed his weight to rest on both feet. As he did, he found his balance improving, though he still stood unsteadily in the heels. Then his ankles shifted and he began to wobble again.

	“Seriously, how do I do this?” he asked. “Bring your feet together. That will help.”

	“How is together going to help? Shouldn’t I spread them as wide as possible?” he asked rhetorically. As he did, he spread his legs; his right shoe barely clung to his foot as he moved it over. This seemed to make things worse, however. He hadn’t grasped how spreading his feet increased the angle of his heels.

	“Bring your feet together, George. Trust me, I know what I’m talking about. I wear heels all the time, remember?”

	George pursed his lips. He hated doing what Emma said, no matter how helpful. But this time, discretion was the better part of avoiding embarrassment, so he did as instructed and he brought his shoes together until they almost touched. The wobbling reduced significantly.

	“See?” said Emma condescendingly. “Lucky guess.”

	Emma laughed. “Ok, well here’s another guess: put your pressure on your toes. Don’t try to balance with your whole foot. Don’t stand on your heels. Stand on your toes.”

	“Isn’t that going to hurt?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “It’s the price women pay to look good.” “I’m not a woman.”

	“Not yet.” “Not ever.”

	Emma snickered. “That sounds like a challenge, Georgie.”

	“Could we get on with this?” interjected Oliver who had been watching unhappily. It seemed that the more George and Emma bantered back and forth, the more she added to her list of horrors.

	“Stand on your toes,” repeated Emma.

	George adjusted his balance and the wobbling stopped entirely. “Ok, I get it,” he said.

	Emma laughed. “Oh, you get it, do you?” she repeated disbelievingly. “Then try walking across the room. Let’s see what you’ve got!”

	George knew how to walk, of that he was sure. He just hadn’t known how to balance in heels. But now that he knew, the rest should be simple; it was like walking along a fence, once you knew the trick, balancing was easy. He confidently started across the room. His first step even went well and seemed to confirm his confidence. On the next step, however, his ankle gave out beneath him and he nearly fell out of his shoe, stumbling forward but not falling in the process.

	“I can’t do this,” he whined in exasperation. “You can. Keep going.”

	He took another step, applying what he thought he had learned about keeping his ankle rigid. This time, he stepped right out of his shoe, leaving it where it was on the floor as he stepped away from it.

	“Whoops.”

	George slipped his foot back into the shoe and started again. Again, he stumbled and nearly twisted his ankle. “I can’t do this,” he insisted.

	“Keep going,” insisted Emma.

	George started out again. He nearly twisted his ankle and then clopped and stumbled his way three more steps before stopping to prevent his falling over; he had been picking up speed and increasingly losing balance. It was like a slow motion train wreck.

	Emma whistled. “Sexy walk.”

	George blushed and turned to start again.

	Emma stopped him. “All right, hold on, Georgie. Before you break something and I get yelled at, let me show you how to do this.” Emma stepped out into the middle of the room. She pointed down at the wedges she wore. “Watch my feet.” She moved her right foot and set it down. Then her left foot followed. “Notice that each foot goes before the other. Notice the small steps. You can’t take big steps or swing your feet around like a gorilla. Take small steps like a girl. Keep your knees together. Keep your feet together. Place once foot in front of the other like this,” she said and she moved one foot ahead of the other and let it hover in the air; she wiggled her toes causing the heel of her shoe to pop on and off her heel to make the point. “Now bring it down heel first.” And she did, making a small ‘click’ sound as the heel struck the ground and a light ‘thud’ sound as her pedicured toes and the ball of her foot followed a moment later. “Simple, right?”

	“Yeah, right.”

	“Give it a try. Do as I did.”

	George looked down at his feet, trying to decide how to do this. He tentatively brought his feet together until he heard the wooden platform from the two shoes click as they touched. He stood up straighter and tensed his ankles. He moved one foot forward. The shoe wiggled on his foot and he pressed down with his toes to keep it in place; he felt the insole slap against the heel of his foot. He then moved the foot forward and brought it down, heel first. Click. The rest of the foot came down next. Thud. Then he very slowly repeated this with his other foot.

	“Good. Now do it again.”

	Once more, George moved his right foot first and then his left. Click. Thud. It was a teensy bit easier this time.

	“Again, but do it faster this time.”

	Again, George moved his foot forward. He followed up with the second. Click. Thud. Without pausing, he did it again, and again. Click. Thud. Click. Thud. He was now slowly moving around the room. Each step seemed to improve. Click. Thud. Click. Thud. Click. Thud.

	“Perfect. We’ll make a girl out of you yet!” laughed Emma.

	George groaned. He had been so relieved at not making a fool of himself that he had forgotten what he was succeeding at. Emma’s comment brought it all back to him and he felt ashamed. “I showed I can do it. Can I take these off now?” He moved his foot like he intended to kick off one of the shoes.

	“Don’t you dare,” said Emma. She then turned to Oliver. “Your turn, Olivia. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

	Oliver cringed at being called by a feminine name. His ego was already screaming for him to defend his manhood in any way possible, even if it was futile, and this brought an outburst. “This is stupid. Why don’t we—?”

	“Put them on, girlfriend,” insisted Emma. “I don’t want to put them on.”

	“So?”

	Oliver stopped. Emma’s comment actually confused him and for the moment he was wrong-footed.

	“I’ve explained this before. What either of you want doesn’t matter. What I want is all that matters. Unless you want to pay the price for breaking that window, then you both better get it in your heads to obey me. And I’ll tell you what else. If either of you refuses, you will both pay the price.”

	George and Oliver shot each other scared and also accusatory glances.

	Oliver bit his lip. He had already learned not to push Emma too far. Her tone suggested he was standing on that border now. George’s look and the threat to punish George along with him worried him even more. Oliver looked down at the shoes in his hands. Like George’s, these had thick platforms, a little over an inch high, and chunky heels around four inches high in total. These had wide black crisscrossing straps over the toes, leaving the toes exposed, and slingbacks to go around the ankles. They were very feminine, probably more feminine than those worn by George. Oliver dreaded putting them on, but he had no choice.

	“All right,” he said more to himself than anyone else.

	Oliver bent down and set the shoes on the floor. He stood up, lifted his foot, pointed his toe toward the shoe, and slipped his foot inside the shoe under the thick straps. Then he bent down again and closed the ankle strap around his ankle and buckled it. He was wearing Emma’s shoe... a woman’s shoe. That was something he never thought would happen in his entire life. Just the thought of it was horrific. He was wearing a woman’s shoe!!

	“Now the other one,” said Emma.

	Oliver ran his tongue over his teeth and then slipped his other foot into the other shoe. As he kneeled down to buckle it, his balls slipped out from their panty-covered prison through the ill-fitting leg hole. Realizing he was exposed cause his shaft to stand at attention.

	Emma snickered. “I guess you like wearing pretty things too.” “I do not!” protested Oliver.

	“Someone disagrees,” said Emma, pointing at his stiff shaft.

	Oliver blushed. He had no good response, so he said nothing. Instead, he stuffed his balls back into their prison and pulled the skirt down as he stood up.

	“Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me,” said Emma, before adding: “as long as you keep doing what I say.”

	 

	George furrowed his brow. “What do you mean keep doing? This is over when we’re done.”

	Emma smiled sharply. “Yes, George, the moment we’re done. Now let’s get started, shall we? I’ve got lots for you girls to do.”

	“Lots of what?” “Lots of chores.”

	“Chores?” said George sourly.

	“Yes, you’re going to do my chores.” “Which chores?” demanded George. “All of them,” said Emma.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “Two Little Maids”

	—o—

	 

	George glared at his stepsister. She was taking advantage of him. That was for sure. Still, if doing the floors and dishes and whatever else she was supposed to do around the house today got him out of trouble over the window, then he would do it and be done with it. He had his own chores after all, so it wasn’t like this was anything shocking or new.

	“Fine,” he said. “Let us change and then we’ll get this over with.” Emma scoffed. “Change?”

	George looked down at the tight blouse and miniskirt and nylons and heels he wore. “Yeah, change. As in, change out of these clothes. We can’t work in these clothes.”

	“Did you think I had you dress up just to strip it off again?” “Well, I mean—”

	“Oh no, Georgie dear. This isn’t just about getting my chores done. I dressed you up because I like the idea of having two little girly maids at my beck and call. You two are going to do my chores, all of them, and you’re going to do them dressed just the way you are.”

	“But why?”

	“Because I think it’s funny. Because I think it’s cute. Because I like the idea of tweaking your arrogant little ego by making you prance around under my orders in the most embarrassing way, dressed like a girl.”

	“You’re nuts!”

	“Maybe, but I’m in charge, Georgie, and that’s what matters.” A sense of power oozed through Emma as she spoke. She liked that feeling a lot. She also liked the sense that she was getting even with George for every slight, real or imagined, he had ever visited upon her over the years. This settled a lot of accounts. “Now start cleaning my room, girlies.”

	Neither George nor Oliver seemed to know what to do next. There really wasn’t a way out, at least not at the moment. George thought that once she told his stepmother Marjorie that he hadn’t broken the window – which Marjorie would no doubt ask about tonight – after that, they were free. After all, if Emma changed her story then, George could claim convincingly that she was accusing him opportunistically in an attempt to get him into trouble. But that wasn’t until tonight, or tomorrow morning at the latest. In the meantime, they were basically stuck under her thumb. Hence, he knew he had no choice but to do as he was told for now.

	“What do we need to do?” asked George despondently.

	“Clean my room, like I said,” said Emma. “Pick up the clothes. Put them back on their hangers. Take out the garbage. Vacuum the floor. Make the bed. Things like that. I’m sure you’ve cleaned a room before.”

	“And that’s it?”

	“That’s the start of it. Then you need to do the other things I’m supposed to do.” “And then we’re free,” said George.

	Emma shrugged her shoulders noncommittally. “Fine,” growled George.

	“I don’t live here. Why should I do your chores?” said Oliver. “Because we don’t have any choice,” said George.

	“You don’t have any choice,” corrected Oliver, who was still struggling with wanting to rebel somehow. “She’s your crazy stepsister... not mine.”

	“Oliver, you heard her. If you don’t do what she says, then she’ll turn both of us in. So you need to do what she says, and I need to do what she says,” said George firmly. “I’m not getting into trouble for you.”

	Oliver glared at George. He couldn’t believe George had openly told Emma that neither could afford to disobey her. “Nice poker face, Georgie,” he said, mocking George with the name Emma used to belittle George.

	George blushed. He realized too late he should have been more circumspect.

	Oliver bared his teeth at Emma and George. “Fine, but I’m doing this under protest,” he hissed. “And you think I’m doing this because I like it?!” complained George.

	“It turned you on, that’s for sure,” said Oliver. “It turned you on too, Olivia.”

	“Is that so, Georgia?” snapped Oliver.

	“Girls, girls! It turned you both on, so stop arguing and start cleaning, like I told you, or I’ll spank both of you and make you stand in separate corners. Now get to work,” said Emma. She then snickered. “Georgia. I like that.”

	George’s spine gave out and his shoulders slumped. Being called by a girl’s name was a new low blow to his masculinity. Even worse, it had been Oliver who had given Emma the idea. She clearly hadn’t thought of it herself or she would have used it. This made him feel all the more helpless to save himself. Feeling powerless, he reluctantly snatched up the first out of place item he saw – a purse lying on Emma’s bed – and took it to her closet to put it away.

	Oliver watched George. Then he ran his tongue over his teeth and started picking things up as well. The boys had become maids.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George and Oliver looked around the room with a certain degree of horror. It was certainly a mess. But it wasn’t that things were a mess which was the problem. The problem was the type of mess. In George’s room, there were comic books on the floor and bed, some sports gear dumped in the corner and a pile of clothes. It was all very normal and easy to grasp. Emma’s room was different. In Emma’s room, there were clothes on the bed – strange clothes like skirts and panties, clothes hanging over the chair – dresses and bras, shoes all over the floor – shoes with heels and straps and sandals, purses on the bed and floor, makeup all over the desk with powder even spilled on the desktop, and other things that just didn’t normally exist in George and Oliver’s worlds!

	“You start with the bed, I’ll get the stuff on the chair,” said Oliver.

	George nodded and moved to the bed. Lying on the bed before him were several pairs of panties, a couple skirts of different lengths, some shorts and some blouses. They seemed to have the vague glow of radioactivity, or perhaps that was George’s imagination. Summoning his courage, he reached out for one of the skirts, a floral skirt, and felt its smooth silky cloth. The material was much lighter than he had imagined it would be. It didn’t feel like anything he owned.

	“What do I do with it?” he asked.

	“Hang it up,” said Emma who had been watching his struggle with great amusement. At the same time, she nonchalantly moved to her nightstand and picked up her phone. She turned on the camera.

	“Just like hang it?” asked George. “Yes, George, ‘just like hang it’.”

	George picked up the skirt and clomped over to the closet on his high-heeled clogs. His ability to walk in them had improved at least to the point where he could move around the room without falling down. He wasn’t graceful yet, though, and he hoped he never would be.

	“Any hanger?”

	“There are skirt hangers in there.”

	George opened the closet wider. A blast of perfumed air floated out and filled his nostrils. It reminded him of the forbiddeness of what he was doing, which made him shudder. He then flipped through Emma’s clothes until he came to a section of skirts. They were all together and all hung from hangers which looked like his normal clothes hangers except they had clips. The skirts seemed like they would connect to the clips. Seeing this, he took an empty hanger and attached the floral skirt the same way. Then he placed the skirt into the closet.

	“Good boy!” exclaimed Emma, who clapped condescendingly before she snapped her first picture. George blushed at her comment, but didn’t see that his picture had been taken.

	Emma picked up the next skirt and tossed it to George; it landed on the floor at his feet. “Next one.”

	George glanced down at the short white skirt. It had a thick pink stripe on one side. Normally, picking it up would have been simple, but memories of his manhood popping out from beneath his skirt gave him pause. He did not want that happening again.

	“What’s wrong now?” asked Emma.

	“These aren’t exactly the easiest clothes to bend over in,” said George, withholding the key thought running though his head, that he didn’t want to expose himself again.

	Emma smiled. Here was a chance to have a little more fun with George and to rub his embarrassing situation in even more. She strutted over to him. “No problem, Georgie. I’ll show you the proper way that girls pick things up. You’ll need to know that to wear skirts.”

	George bit his tongue and didn’t respond. He wasn’t a girl though, and he had no intention of wearing skirts beyond this afternoon.

	Emma pulled her feet together and drew herself up to her full height. In the wedges, she was still taller than George in his heels. She liked being taller, she knew it made him insecure. She pointed to her wedges. “Note that my feet are together,” she said.

	Both boys looked down at her feet.

	“Again, my feet are not spread wide apart like you boys stand,” she continued. “This is important. If your feet are apart, bad things will happen, so keep them together. Do you understand?”

	George understood this now.

	Emma clicked the toe portions of her shoes together twice to make this point. CLICK CLICK! Then she held out her arms dramatically with her hands at ninety degree angles to her hips. She cleared her throat to draw attention to herself. Then she lowered herself bending at the knees, not from the waist. As she descended, she pretended to use small adjustments with her hands at her sides as if to adjust her skirt, though she was wearing the short shorts.

	“As you go down, make sure your skirt comes down smoothly over your legs. That will hide everything beneath. When you stop, it should hang around your legs and rear like a lampshade covering everything from the tops of your shoes on up. Nothing else should show.”

	She came down until her rear hovered right at the level of her ankles. She then pretended to pick something up from the floor.

	“Voila! Easy. Now you try it,” she said and she popped back up.

	George bit his lip. If he did this wrong, it was going to be embarrassing. He put his feet together as Emma had done. The pose felt unnatural to him, especially given that he was wearing heels. But this was what she said to do and she was the expert in skirts, not him. Next, he tried to lower himself slowly by bending his knees. Again, it felt unnatural which made him struggle with it – his knees wanted to spread as he went, but he knew it was critical to keep them together at that moment or else things would start to slide out into the open. In fact, he felt his parts pressed into his lap and he knew that spreading his knees would give them an escape route.

	“Keep your knees together,” said Emma as she secretly snapped more pictures. “Yeah, I know,” he said.

	George forced his knees together harder and continued down until he was near enough the ground to pick up the skirt Emma had tossed. Like Emma had showed him, he had adjusted his skirt to make sure it surrounded him as he went down, though his motions were a good deal more obvious than hers had been. Interestingly, it seemed surprisingly easy to balance on the heels like this.

	“There!” he said. “Success!”

	He grabbed the skirt from the floor.

	“When you rise again, make sure you go slowly,” said Emma.

	George, who felt buoyed by his success, tried to project himself upward as he might if he was rising from the floor after being knocked down in gym class. Unfortunately, this meant that he pushed himself forward rather than straight up and he moved to fast. His balance failed. Rather than going upward slowly, George went upward with a forward trajectory causing his heels to wobble and fall over in each direction. George’s upward trajectory immediately arched and he found himself crashing toward to the floor as the world rushed past him.

	“Ooooof,” said George as he crashed into the floor. He lay face down on the carpet with his rear pointed up in the air behind him. His feet, still in their heels, poked out straight behind him. His skirt was up around his waist. His manhood, still hard like a rock, pushed out his panties like a tent pole.

	Emma snapped photos of all of this. “Still excited, I see.”

	Oliver rolled his eyes. “Dude,” he said not hiding his embarrassment. George covered his manhood with his hand. “Heels are stupid.”

	“I did try to warn you,” said Emma.

	George tried to right himself by spreading his feet wide, placing his hands on the ground before him and pushing himself up, forming a triangle. He stumbled a bit, trying to covert that pose into an upright position, but he eventually managed with great difficulty.

	“We’ll have to work on that too,” said Emma watching the spectacle. “I can’t have my maid looking like a fool whenever she tries to stand up.”

	“And exposing himself,” added Oliver sourly. “And exposing himself,” agreed Emma.

	“You think you can do better?!” demanded George angrily as he tugged his skirt back into place and tucked his manhood back beneath it.

	“I’m sure I can.” “Oh yeah—”

	“Girls, what have I told you about fighting?” sang Emma.

	George and Oliver blushed. The shame of the situation was getting to them and they both wanted to blame the other for their situation. Unfortunately for them, that was only making things worse, something Emma was happy to exploit.

	“Apologize.”

	George and Oliver glared at Emma. “What do you mean?” “I mean apologize. It’s a simple concept.”

	George looked sideways at Oliver. “Sorry,” he mumbled. “Me too,” mumbled Oliver back.

	Emma exhaled in a loud, fake frustrated tone. “Apparently, I need to teach you two to apologize too.” She grabbed each boy by the shoulders and pulled them to the middle of the room. With each still struggling to balance in their heels, she had little difficulty in controlling them. “Face each other.”

	George and Oliver reluctantly turned toward each other. “Now, we’re going to learn to apologize the right way.”

	George filled with dread. It was clear that Emma was enjoying this too much. What did they need to apologize for anyways? They were boys. Boys don’t apologize, they deal with it.

	“Now hold hands—” “What?!” gasped George. “No way!” exclaimed Oliver.

	“Girls—” said Emma, making George and Oliver cringed. “This is just the way it’s going to be. You’re going to take each other’s hands to apologize. Now do it before I get the idea in my head that you want me telling everyone how you broke Widow Wilson’s window.”

	Oliver squinted his eyes, bared his teeth, and hissed at George: “This is your fault, Georgia.” Then he stuck out his right hand as if he were offering to crush George’s hand.

	George glared at the hand and then took it. Both boys immediately squeezed as hard as they could; they were a match for each other and neither retreated. Emma, however, was not satisfied.

	“Both hands,” she said.

	Oliver jammed out his other hand as if he were offering to crush George’s other hand with that one now. It looked like a wrestling move.

	Emma shook her head. “All right, I’ve seen enough. Let go.”

	The two boys let go of each other’s hands. Emma took Oliver’s wrists in her hands first. She turned his wrists so that Oliver’s palms were facing up toward the ceiling rather than toward the side. She then motioned for George to take Oliver’s hands in this position.

	George looked at Oliver’s hands suspiciously. This was not how boys shook hands. It seemed vaguely... feminine.

	“Do it,” commanded Emma.

	George swallowed hard and slipped his hands into Oliver’s.

	This was the first time either boy had ever touched another boy in this manner. Both had obviously shaken hands with other boys before. They had even sort-of hugged at sporting events. But neither had ever held another boy’s hand in this manner. It felt strange. It felt intimate. It sent weird feelings down their spines and made George’s manhood grow once more until it visibly pushed against his tight skirt.

	“Oh man!” exclaimed Oliver. “Look at that! Why are you hard again?” “Why are you looking at my thing?” countered George.

	Emma stepped back, slipped her phone out of her pocket again, and surreptitiously took more photos. When she had enough, she stopped them arguing once more and she continued: “Now, you’re going to look each other in the eye and say the magic words, ‘I am sorry.’ After that, you’re going to hug.”

	The outrage was immediate a both boys dropped the other’s hands. “Hug?! Forget it!” exclaimed Oliver.

	“No way!” added George. “I’m not hugging him!”

	Emma watched their faces turn bright red with amusement. She wondered how deeply embarrassed they felt or if, maybe, they were secretly excited? It had surprised her greatly when both boys grew hard at being dressed as girls and that made her wonder if perhaps there was more going on than just her prank.

	“Yeah, there’s no way,” added Oliver for good measure. Emma smiled. “Is that so?”

	“Yes, it is.”

	George shook his head. “No hugging.”

	Emma laughed ominously. “I think it’s cute you think you have a choice. Don’t forget, I can tell about the window. Would you rather have that? It’s just one little hug, after all... but if you’d rather get in all that trouble... I can do that instead.”

	George and Oliver exchanged sickened glances. They knew what they needed to do. It was just one little hug, one stupid hug. They’d hugged before after the big match, when they won. How was this any different? Well, the answer was actually that it was very different. For one thing, they were dressed as girls. That made it emasculating. Also, Emma was openly attacking their manhoods. That made it humiliating. George was hard too, which made it... scary. Still, wasn’t one quick hug better than all the trouble they would get from being exposed for breaking the window?

	Each held out their hands at the same time. The other took them and then both leaned forward and hugged.

	If they thought holding hands was weird, this was a million times worse. When their bodies touched, they were horrified to discover that the other was warm and unexpectedly soft and smelled like Emma’s perfume. It was all a little exciting, and a lot disturbing.

	“Good boys,” said Emma. “Now apologize.” The boys blushed, did so, and let go.

	“All right, girls, back to work.”

	 

	
Chapter Five: “Oliver’s Escape”

	—o—

	 

	“Get back to work, girls. This room won’t clean itself.”

	With those words, Emma put her stepbrother and his friend back to work. For the next half hour, they moved around the room picking up clothes and hanging them in the closet, returning Emma’s shoes to her shoe rack, placing purses on the hanger on the back of the closet door, picking up crumpled papers and garbage, and even putting her panties in her dresser. Oliver put away the panties because George felt too embarrassed to touch them.

	As they worked, both George and Oliver were lost in thoughts of what was happening to them and what they were wearing. Each felt insecure being dressed the way they were. Neither had ever worn a skirt before and certainly neither had worn heels, yet now they wore both. They even wore panties and stockings beneath. For all intents and purposes, they had been feminized.

	Making this worse, Emma had a full-length mirror in her room which she used when she got dressed. As George and Oliver moved around the room, they kept catching glimpses of themselves dressed in Emma’s cute little school uniforms. Much to George’s chagrin, those glimpses filled him with inexplicable excitement. That called into question his very manhood. Oliver, on the other and, did not feel excitement as far as George could tell.

	Worse yet, George was starting to wonder if he had accepted his feminization too easily. In hindsight, he seemed to have agreed very quickly and he seemed to handle being feminized better than Oliver. Should that be the case? Indeed, whenever he glanced toward his friend, he saw Oliver walking in an exaggerated macho manner, even in the heels. Emma would roll her eyes, but Oliver made his point: I don’t accept this. George would then look down at the skirt and heels he wore and the feminine posture with which he wore them. That made a point too, didn’t it: I guess I’m ok with it?

	“I’m not ok with it, though,” he told himself.

	George looked up at Emma who was giggling at Oliver as he bent down to pick up wrappers from her floor; Oliver’s toes poked out the front of his sandals. His short skirt hugged his rear. Emma was clearly enjoying the show, yet there was something wrong about Oliver in a skirt and heels. Why wasn’t it as wrong for George to wear them? That bothered him.

	“One thing is for sure,” he told himself. “I better never tell Oliver or Emma any of these thoughts!”

	George’s focus now shifted to Emma. She was clearly enjoying the sense of power she had over Oliver and, of course, himself. That was not good. She was smiling, having a good time and being very playful. She was a girl having a blast! Even more so, she seemed to absolutely savor those moments where she exercised her authority over the boys, or was that George’s imagination? Either way, it made him nervous. What if she wanted more?

	“Is she going to let this go after we do her chores?” he asked himself. “She has to,” he told himself.

	“Why?”

	“Once my stepmother asks about the window, Emma needs to say something. If she clears us, then she has no more power over us. But even if she tells her we did it, then she still loses that power.”

	He pursed his lips. “But what if my stepmother doesn’t ask?” George hadn’t thought of that before.

	“She will ask,” he decided firmly.

	George picked up the last purse and moved toward Emma the closet. He felt the skirt move about his hips. It offered no protection for his manhood, nor did the thin panties. He felt very vulnerable.

	“She will ask,” he repeated.

	“What if she doesn’t?” he wondered. He had no answer.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Emma walked around her room conducting an inspection. She looked at all the clothes in her closet, ran her fingers over the freshly made bed, and even pretended to check for dust on top of the books on her shelf. She was smiling wildly and blushing with excitement the entire time. She had made these two boys do as she commanded and she had even made them do it in skirts and heels. That was power. And now they stood there in their little skirts and heels hanging on her next words. She could not believe the rush this gave her.

	“Nicely done, girls, nicely done,” she said finally.

	“Are we finished then?” demanded Oliver. George knew better.

	Emma’s smile became more cynical. “Finished? We’re only just beginning. Now we move to the kitchen and living room and do my chores there. A true maid would never leave a job half done.”

	Oliver grunted.

	“Come along, ladies. We have work to do.” Emma strutted out of her room into the hallway.

	Oliver shook his head frustratedly before storming after her. George followed them. When he hit the hallway, George’s high heels connected with hardwood floor for the first time; Emma’s room was covered in carpet. The sound of women’s shoes filled the hallway, some his, some Oliver’s, some Emma’s, all echoing off the walls. It was the sound of his own heels he focused on: CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! He was producing this uniquely feminine sound and it made him feel small and weak.

	It also made him harder.

	They reached the living room and stopped. George glanced at the clock. They had about an hour of safety still before his stepmother came home at the earliest. That should be enough time to do the remaining chores and change back into their normal clothes.

	“You’re going to vacuum, Olivia,” said Emma. “Can I take off these stupid shoes?”

	“No.” Emma turned to George. “You and I are going to the kitchen. You’ll be putting away the dishes.” “But these shoes hurt my feet,” complained Oliver.

	“I have higher heels if you would rather wear those?” threatened Emma. Oliver bit his tongue.

	“Good, now let’s get to work!” The boys went about their tasks.

	 

	—o—

	 

	About twenty minutes later, both boys had finished their assignments and found themselves in the living room essentially standing at attention. All of Emma’s chores had been completed. She seemed quite please with herself.

	“You girls did really well for your first time as girl,” said Emma.

	George and Oliver said nothing. They knew better than to give Emma any excuse to prolong this. They still had time, but the clock was ticking. They needed to end this as quickly as possible.

	“You did well in your heels—”

	George looked down at his feet, which were quite sore.

	“—and of course, your skirts. Although, we did have some incidents originally where you both had problems keeping your excitement from showing.” She giggled. “And then George tipped over.”

	George blushed.

	“Unfortunately, we didn’t have time to do any makeup today—” Oliver furrowed his brow. “Makeup?”

	“Yes, makeup. Lip gloss, mascara, blush. We didn’t even get a chance to paint your nails.” “Better luck next time,” said Oliver snidely.

	Emma smiled knowingly. “Perhaps.”

	“Wait a minute! If you think I’m coming back to let you dress me up like some sissy girl again, you’re nuts!” exclaimed Oliver. “This is it. I’m changing back into my clothes and I’m going home.”

	Emma started to speak, but Oliver cut her off.

	“No, I’m not coming back. This is it,” insisted Oliver. Emma gave a large sigh. “If you insist.”

	“I do.”

	“All right. Then you can change and go home.” She held out a pair of tennis shoes she had retrieved from her bedroom a few minutes earlier; perhaps in anticipation of this very moment. These belonged to Oliver.

	“What are those?”

	“I figured you’d want your own shoes to walk in. Besides, I want my shoes back,” she said.

	Oliver snatched the shoes from her hand and bent down to unbuckle the high-heeled shoes from his feet. He unbuckled them, stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. He couldn’t get out of them fast enough.

	“You’re free to leave,” said Emma.

	Oliver stood back up. He looked around. “Where are the rest of my clothes?” Without waiting for a response, he started toward her bedroom, where he had seen his clothes last.

	“They’re not in there,” said Emma.

	Oliver froze. He glanced over his shoulder at her. “Where are they?”

	She snickered. “I may have seen them on the front steps last time I looked.” Her tone was both naughty and playful. She was enjoying herself. George also suspected she was playing a different game than Oliver realized. She was good at playing games; it was one of the things that always frustrated him about her.

	Oliver’s jaw dropped. “You put my clothes outside?!” Emma shrugged her shoulders.

	Oliver stormed over to the front door in his stocking-covered feet. He was just about to yank open the door when he remembered he still wore the skirt, the blouse and the stockings. Even without the heels, this was a very feminine outfit. He did not want anyone to see him in it.

	“Go get my clothes!” he insisted. “They’re just outside,” she said. “Go get them.”

	Emma shook her head. “No. You get them.” “Go get them!”

	Emma’s expression became ice cold. “Don’t you talk to me like that, Oliver.” “Or what?”

	“Or I’ll show everyone at school the pictures I’ve been taking of you all afternoon,” she said.

	“What pictures?” demanded Oliver, though it suddenly occurred to him that he had seen her walking around with her phone all afternoon. Up to now, he hadn’t put together what she was doing, but it now made sense: she had been taking pictures! “You wouldn’t!”

	Emma laughed out loud. “Of course, I would.” Oliver bit his tongue. “You can’t,” he said cautiously.

	“Oh, I can. And with the way you’re acting, I’m really tempted too. But I’ll tell you what. You’re going to walk out that door right now and go home as fast as your little legs can take you. Then you and I are going to have a little talk about your misbehavior later in the week.”

	“When?” asked Oliver involuntarily. He knew she had him by the balls. “Whenever I feel like it. Now go home.”

	“But—”

	Emma started toward him. “You have three seconds to get out of my house.”

	Oliver knew he had been beaten. He threw upon the door and stepped outside onto the porch. He felt entirely exposed standing there in the short skirt holding his sneakers. He turned around to beg one more time to be let back in to change before anyone saw him, but Emma slammed the door behind him and locked it. Oliver knew he had only one chance now. He frantically searched around for his clothes. They were not on the porch, not on the steps, not in the bushes.

	“Where are my clothes?!” he yelled through the door. “Oh, I forgot... they’re not out there,” said Emma. “What?! What am I supposed to do?”

	“I’d run home if I were you.”

	And so he did. Emma crashed down behind the door laughing so hard she couldn’t breathe.

	 

	
Chapter Six: “The New Arrangement”

	—o—

	 

	George watched terrified as Emma almost danced back over to him. She had just thrown Oliver out of the house dressed in a skirt and blouse and there was no telling what she might do to him. He was her “hated” stepbrother, after all, and she was enjoying herself. Unfortunately, all he could do was await his fate. She held all the cards. Not only could she turn him in for breaking Widow Wilson’s window if she wanted, but apparently she had been taking incriminating photos of him dressed in her old school uniform too. Somehow, it hadn’t occurred to him that she might do that. He felt blindsided... and foolish.

	“Let’s hope Olivia is a fast runner,” said Emma with a laugh. “Although, I don’t know if anyone can run fast enough to hide what they’re wearing.”

	“What do you want from me?” asked George nervously.

	Emma stopped in her tracks. A smirk appeared on her face. “Very direct, Georgia, very direct.” “What do you want?”

	Emma folded her arms. Her smirk grew until it made her face glow. She seemed seven foot tall to George suddenly and she was loving this. “I thought we might have a talk.”

	“About what?” “About the future.” “Can I change first?”

	Emma smiled. George’s question confirmed that she was the one in charge now. In fact, she couldn’t think of the last time George asked her permission for anything, much less something so basic.

	“Not yet, George. First, we’re going to sort a few things out,” said Emma. Her tone was calm, almost friendly.

	“But Marjorie could be home soon,” said George.

	Emma glanced at the clock. There were perhaps twenty minutes left before George’s stepmother usually pulled into the garage. That left Emma time for what she wanted, though some of it might need to wait.

	“We have time,” she said. She sat down in the recliner as George remained standing before her. She crossed her legs, letting her high-heeled wedge dangle from her toes. She noticed that his manhood was still pushing against his short skirt. “You have a lot to learn, George.”

	“About what?”

	“About passing as a girl. About being a proper maid. About your new place in our relationship.”

	George swallowed hard. This was bad, very bad. “What if I don’t want to pass as a girl?” he asked. He knew the answer. He dreaded it. But he needed to ask to be sure. His ego needed her to make it absolutely clear he had no choice before he agreed to anything.

	Emma smirked again and lazily looked him up and down. This sent a weak, vulnerable feeling washing over George. He was hers to toy with. “You don’t really have any choice in the matter, do you?”

	“I don’t know—”

	“Of course, you do, George. First, there’s the window—” “You promised not to tell about that!”

	“I did, and I won’t... as long as you keep to our bargain. Beyond that, there’s obviously the photos I have of you. I have some beautiful ones too, by the way, if you want to see them. I particular love the one where you fell down and your little thingie popped right out from under your skirt and you grabbed it. It looks like you’re playing with yourself.”

	George shuddered.

	“Then there’s the photo of you and Olivia hugging. That one’s really cute. The expressions on your faces are priceless.” She chuckled. “I suppose you’ll do just about anything to keep everyone at school from seeing that one.”

	George swallowed hard. “You said this would all end when we finished your chores.”

	Emma shook her head. “No, I said it would be over when it was over. It’s over when I say it is.” George bit his lip. He had misunderstood that.

	“So are you going to do what you’re told or are you going to break our deal?” George said nothing.

	“I’ll take your silence as consent,” said Emma.

	“What is it you want from me exactly?” asked George.

	“Everything,” said Emma ominously. “And what is ‘everything’?”

	“For starters, from now on, you will accept that I’m in charge. You will do anything I say, when I say it, without resistance. Anything. You will follow any order, any instruction, no matter what. If you resist, you will be punished and you will accept it.”

	“Punished?” asked George nervously. He didn’t know what that meant, but that seemed a minor point right now.

	 

	“Punished.”

	“Is that all?” asked George sourly.

	Emma pursed her lips. She squinted her eyes. His tone had upset her. “And that’s another thing. From now on, you will address me with respect.” “What kind of respect?”

	“The kind of respect a superior deserves. Like you would talk to a teacher, a parent, a boss. You’re going to treat me that way from now on. So beginning now, you will call me ‘ma’am’—”

	“‘Ma’am?!” exclaimed George.

	“Would you rather call me ‘Your Highness’ or ‘My Queen’? I could make that happen instead, Georgie.”

	George shuddered as he imagined any of those words passing from his lips and he saw himself bowing deeply to Emma as he said it. The image made him genuinely queasy. He could handle ‘ma’am’ but not the others. “No, ‘ma’am’ is fine.”

	“Then say it,” said Emma and she folded her arms to await his surrender.

	George opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Calling her by the title of a superior proved truly difficult for him. It flew in the face of years of conflict and the firmly fixed belief that she was a brat and he was just better. Now, the shoe was quite literally on the other foot. He tried again, but still nothing came.

	Emma raised an eyebrow when he didn’t speak. And as the seconds passed, she began to tap her foot angrily. “Well?”

	“I— I’m— I’m—”

	“Say it,” she insisted. “Just accept your new place and say it. It will be easier that way.” George licked his lips. “Yes... Ma’am.”

	The warm, soft glow of victory came over Emma. “Good girl,” she purred. George felt smaller and weaker. He almost wanted to cry.

	“Don’t forget either, Georgia. I expect you to treat me with respect from now on, and if you forget, I will punish.”

	“Punish me how?” asked George before remembering to add, “Ma’am?”

	“Any way I want, and I can promise you that you won’t like it. Now, other than doing what I tell you and addressing me properly, you will wear what I tell you, and I have to tell you that I’ve been really enjoying watching you prancing around here in my old uniform, so expect to be dressed as a girl a lot.”

	“Not in public!” said George nervously.

	Emma hadn’t even thought of that, but the idea was intriguing; it excited her as a display of power. At the very least, it seemed to be a good threat, something George clearly wanted to avoid. “I’ll decide that when the time comes and depending on how well you obey me.”

	The word “obey” stung. George knew they had been talking about obedience, but to hear Emma say that word so openly really put him in his place and made him very small.

	“What about your Marjorie?” asked George cautiously. “What about her?”

	“Are you going to make me do any of this before her?”

	Emma snickered at the thought, but she had already considered that and knew it would end her fun to let her mother found out. “She would probably laugh if I did, but I doubt it, Georgie. This is our little secret. That’s the point. This is just between us and remains between us as long as you’re a good boy. Got it? As long as you obey me, this remains just between you and me.”

	George swallowed hard. This was a problem.

	 

	
Chapter Seven: “Sit Boy”

	—o—

	 

	George soon found himself back in Emma’s room. He was still dressed in her old uniform and the platform heels. Emma held the heels Oliver had worn. She handed those to George and told him to place them in the closet as she went to her desk and picked out a nail polish. It was candy apple red.

	“We have about twenty minutes left to ourselves. In that time, you’re going to paint your toenails. In fact, from now on, we’re going to keep your toenails painted,” said Emma.

	George cringed. “Why?”

	“I think it will be fun to watch how you handle it.” “What do you mean?”

	Emma put her arm around George’s shoulders. “Imagine yourself standing in a group of people knowing that your toenails are bright red. Can you ignore it? Can you pass it off like there’s nothing wrong? Do you start to sweat? Panic?” She looked down at his skirt, still tented out. “Or do you get all excited and start to blow it? Wouldn’t it be hilarious to see how you handle that?”

	“I’d rather not.”

	“I’m sure you would,” chuckled Emma. “Now take off those shoes and slip out of the stockings.”

	George wanted to object, but the way she locked Oliver out of the house in a skirt terrified him. He would think of some way out of this, that he promised himself. But for now, compliance was the best plan. So George sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled his right leg up to his knee so he could take off the high-heeled shoe from his foot. As he did, Emma shook her head and sighed.

	“What?” asked George.

	“It looks like someone needs some lessons in being a girl.” “Why? What did I do?”

	“Girls never sit like that, George.”

	George looked down and realized he had spread his legs wide, exposing his panties and letting his stiff manhood poke out beneath his skirt again. At least it remained inside the panties, but still, he blushed with embarrassment and tried to shove it back beneath his skirt. Unfortunately, sitting like this, it just kept coming back.

	“You need to keep your legs together and cross them like a girl,” said Emma. “But I just want to take these stupid shoes off!”

	“First of all, they aren’t stupid. They’re sexy. Secondly, a girl needs to protect her modesty at all times. All times. You can’t ever show your panties to anyone. Third, have you already forgotten how to address me?”

	George bit his tongue. “I’m sorry, Ma’am, but this is all new to me—” “You’ll get used to it,” interjected Emma.

	Getting used to being a girl and girl things was the last thing George wanted. It might make whatever she was doing simpler, but he didn’t want to be a girl, not in any way. It was embarrassing. He felt foolish. He felt exposed. And what if someone saw him? He could be ruined!

	“Why don’t we do a sitting lesson instead of painting your nails?” said Emma.

	George actually breathed a sigh of relief. He was happy that his toenails would remain untouched. The idea of having painted toenails everywhere he went terrified him. What if he forgot and took off his shoes? What if he went to the pool? What if he was just leaving the shower and his stepmother saw him? That was probably the worst thing he could imagine. As for the sitting lesson, it really didn’t matter, did it? After all, he could fake it around Emma and then forget everything she taught him the minute he found a way out of this situation. The painted nails? They were exposure waiting to happen.

	“All right, Ma’am,” said George.

	Emma liked being addressed with respect by George. It felt like vindication for the years she had put up with his obnoxious boy routine. It was time something brought him under control.

	Emma pulled her chair to the middle of the room. She told George to put her shoe back on his foot – he had popped it off while they were talking – and then come sit down in the chair. George rubbed his sore foot while he had the chance and then reluctantly slid it back onto his foot and reattached the ankle strap. He then moved to the chair and plopped down as he normally did.

	“No, no, no,” said Emma. “All wrong for a girl.” “I’m not a girl,” insisted George.

	“You are from now on, Georgia. Do you understand?”

	George silently cursed Oliver for mentioning that name and hoped Oliver got seen by a dozen people on the way home.

	“Would serve him right,” he thought.

	“Besides,” continued Emma, “you’re wearing girl’s clothes and if you don’t act like a girl, then you’ll look foolish and keep exposing yourself. And honestly, if you can’t figure this out and you keep exposing yourself, I’m going to take you to the mall without panties and we’ll see how quickly you learn to be a good girl. Sink or swim, Georgie.”

	George cringed as he imagined himself sitting by the fountain in the mall with his manhood jutting out from beneath his skirt for all to see. He imagined an army of girls standing around him in a semi-circle pointing their fingers at his stiff member and laughing as they demanded to know why he had dressed that way. It took him a moment to shake off that scene.

	“How am I supposed to sit them?” he asked finally.

	“It’s simple. Remember how you crouched down without spreading your legs? It’s the same thing. When you get ready to sit, you bring your legs together, you aim your rear where you plan to sit, then you move your rear into position without spreading your legs. Smooth your skirt on the way down, especially behind you so it sits beneath you.”

	“Sounds simple,” said George suspiciously.

	“It is. Pretty much every girl on the planet has picked it up. I’m sure you can learn it too. Give it a try.”

	George spread his legs awkwardly and stood up. Emma noted they would need to work on that too after he learned to sit. It was funny, she thought, that he knew none of these things which came so fundamentally to girls. Were boys really that different that they didn’t know how to hide their manhoods the moment they put on skirts? Were the Ancient Greeks and Romans a bunch of flashers, she wondered?

	“I don’t remember that in history class!” “Here goes,” said George in the meantime.

	He looked behind him at the chair, as if taking aim. Then he brought his feet together as had already proven to work. He stuck out his butt and slowly lowered it into the chair. He looked a bit like a stripper doing a slow lap dance as he moved his rear into place. This made Emma snicker.

	“Should I correct him or just leave it?” she asked herself.

	It was admittedly cute. On the other hand, she was starting to imagine a lot of possibilities here. She had never had anyone in her power before, least of all a boy, and she was starting to come up with ideas of things she might want to try. Many of these involved inviting her friends over to show off her new toy, which would make his exaggerated feminine motions really funny, but she was also thinking of taking him out into public. For that, he needed to be as passable as possible and that meant turning down the va-va-voom factor to normal girl levels. Sadly, she decided, she needed to tone it down.

	“While I love seeing you shake your booty, that’s not how most girls do it,” she said. George blushed. It had felt a little overtly sexual, and her comment confirmed it.

	“Don’t stick your butt out so far. Just bring your feet together, sweep your skirt under your butt with your hand, and then bring your rear down. Use your hip rather than your butt to sit. That might help.”

	George nodded his head. He stood up straight, slowly started to lower his hip toward the chair, swept his right hand beneath his skirt, and made contact with the chair. He landed a little sideways, but he understood now how to do it.

	“Try it again,” said Emma.

	George stood up and tried it again. His form improved. “Much better,” said Emma.

	“You girls do everything weird,” said George.

	“And now, so do you,” said Emma smugly. “There’s one more thing, by the way. To prevent from accidentally flashing anyone and to keep your legs from spreading if you aren’t thinking about it, when girls sit down – especially when they’re wearing miniskirts – they slide one leg over the other. Then they smooth their skirts in their laps.”

	“Cross my legs?”

	“Yeah, but not the way boys do it. Slide one leg over the other.” “Last time I tried crossing my legs, everything popped out.”

	Emma nodded her head. “I know. That was because you crossed them at the wrong place. Girls don’t spread their legs and place one on top of the other. They slide one thigh up over the other and let that leg hang from the other at the knee. Give it a try.”

	“That sounds like it’s going to crush my balls!”

	“That sounds like a ‘you’ problem. Now give it a try.”

	George pursed his lips. Crushing his balls was not part of the deal as far as he was concerned. Still, he needed to do as she ordered, so he braced himself and raised his right thigh up until his right knee was higher than the left knee. Then he shifted that knee over the other leg and let his leg drop. It felt a little mechanical if not robotic, but he saw immediately how this kept anyone from looking up his skirt. That said, it also put a lot of pressure on his sack.

	“Try not to separate your legs when you raise them. Try again.”

	George uncrossed his legs by dropping his upper leg back over the other. Then he once again raised his leg, this time rubbing it against the non-moving leg, until it slid over the other leg. It worked. Again though, it did put pressure on his balls. This time, he also noticed that the nylons he wore almost felt like they were sparking as his thighs rubbed together. That was actually an exciting feeling, though he said nothing to Emma about it.

	“Much better,” said Emma. “From now on, you need to sit like that whenever you sit. Later, we’ll work on more—” Emma stopped mid-sentence. She heard the garage door going up. Her mother was home. It was time to let George change, though he wouldn’t remain dressed as a boy for long. Emma intended to see to that. Indeed, she was quickly coming up with a long list of plans for her stepbrother now that she had him in her power... this was going to be fun.

	 

	
Chapter Eight: “What Is Going On Here?”

	—o—

	 

	“Your mother!” exclaimed George when he heard the garage door. Visions of her bursting in on George and seeing him in the skirt and heels flooded his mind and sent him into a panic. He started clawing at the blouse, but made no progress.

	“Calm down,” said Emma.

	“I need to get out of this dress!” “It’s not a dress.”

	“I don’t care what it is, I need to get it off!” he yelled as he kept clawing at the blouse, still without making process. His mind was in such a panic that he simply couldn’t focus enough to unbutton it.

	“Calm down.”

	George did not calm down. If anything, his failures were making him all the more frantic. He tried to kick the shoes off his feet, but they were strapped on. He kept pulling on the front of the blouse too, but it wasn’t moving either. He was not being at all rational.

	Emma grabbed his shoulders. “Calm down, George!” “I can’t let her see me like this!”

	She squeezed his shoulders harder to focus him. “Listen to me! We’ll get you through this, all right? But you need to calm down and do as I say. Do you understand me?”

	“Y— yes.”

	George was still shaking, but had stopped tugging on the blouse.

	“Reach around behind you and unzip the skirt,” said Emma calmly, but firmly. As she did, she took hold of his blouse and started unbuttoning it. It took her only a few seconds to undo each button. She then pulled the blouse open. In the meantime, George had unzipped the skirt and it fell away from his body toward the floor, but it got caught in the straps of his sandals because he tried to yank his feet out of the skirt. Emma motioned for him to remove the blouse, which he did, as she crouched down and unwrapped the skirt. He stepped out of it, leaving him standing before Emma wearing silky black panties, tented out, flesh colored nylon stockings, and the platform heels.

	The sound of the garage door closing now reverberated throughout the house. “The door is closing!” he said.

	“I hear it. Get the heels off.” “She’ll be here any second!” “Stay calm. Unbuckle the shoes.”

	George crashed to the floor. He pulled his feet close and began working on the buckle on the right shoe; he was struggling. Emma undid the left buckle. She yanked the shoe from his foot and tossed it into her closet. Meanwhile, George pulled on the other one, but in his panicked actions, he somehow twisted the t-strap around and it became tight around his foot. Emma grabbed it, slipped the strap off his foot, and pulled the shoe away, tossing it into her closet as well.

	“You’re really bad at this.”

	“I’ve never had to strip these things off before! Grab my pants and I’ll take off the panties,” said George and he slipped his fingers inside the waistband of the panties to pull them down.

	Emma stopped him. “Not those.” “W— what? What do you mean?”

	“You’re going to wear those beneath your pants.” “No way!”

	“You have no choice in this, George,” said Emma. George shook his head to protest. “They’re panties!” “Do you really want to argue about this now?”

	The answer to that was a resounding “no,” and George knew it. He fully intended to escape her grasp, but now was not the time to push this issue, not with his stepmother about to burst into the house at any moment. He needed to cover his shame before he was caught! He shook his head.

	“Put on your pants,” said Emma and she tossed him his jeans. “Can I take off the stockings at least?”

	“No.”

	They heard the car door close.

	George slipped on the jeans as fast as he could. Then he took his shirt, which Emma also handed him, and slipped that over his head. Finally, he crashed down on the ground and slipped into his sneakers. The stockings were visible, but not obvious, especially if he didn’t do any extreme motions in his jeans.

	They heard the kitchen door to the garage opening. The sound of high heels approaching echoed down the hall. George’s stepmother always wore tall, thin heels. She said it gave her authority at work. She never explained why to George though, not that he would have listened.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	As the sound approached, George started to rise from the floor, but Emma put her high-heeled wedge into the center of his chest and pushed him back down. She stood over him now with her foot still on him – much like a super villain might, to George’s mind – and pointed her white fingernail at George’s face.

	“Nothing changes now that she’s home. Nothing.” George nodded his head nervously.

	“Listen to me, George. You do anything and everything I say, from now on. If you don’t. If you act up or try to get tough or try to show off in front of her, I’ll slap you down so hard your girly little head will spin. Understand? Don’t forget, I have pictures of you and Olivia hugging each other, and I can still tell her about the window too. So don’t get stupid.”

	George ran his tongue over his teeth. He was trapped... for now. “Yes,” he said. “How do you address me?” asked Emma sharply.

	The sound of heels was just outside the door. “Ma’am! Yes, Ma’am.”

	Emma smiled. “Good girl. Now get up and act naturally.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Marjorie came down the hallway just as Emma and George stepped out of Emma’s bedroom. Seeing the two of them together usually meant trouble as they had proven to be incapable of getting along. Marjorie braced for whatever the problem was this time.

	“You’re home,” said Emma.

	Marjorie smiled at Emma. She was a beautiful young woman. She had lush flowing hair, strong limbs and shapely curves. She and Marjorie shared the cutest button nose. She looked radiant in her white top with blue stripes, white short–shorts and cork-heeled wedges. George, on the other hand, well... he was a typical young man. He always wore jeans, a t-shirt and sneakers, as he did now. His hair was unruly, but not unstylish for the current age. If there was anything unusual about him, it was that his features were a tad feminine compared to other young men his age, which actually made him handsome, but hardly rugged as his father had been. If only he wasn’t so difficult to live with.

	“What’s the problem?” asked Marjorie.

	Emma raised an eyebrow. “Problem? There’s no problem.”

	Marjorie glanced at George, who shrugged his shoulders and looked confused. “There’s no problem,” he echoed.

	“You two weren’t fighting?” “No,” they both agreed.

	Marjorie found it difficult to believe they were actually getting along. If that was true, then it was a minor miracle. “Why were you both in Emma’s room?”

	“We were just talking,” said Emma.

	“I was helping her with chores,” said George simultaneously. Emma winced.

	Marjorie furrowed her brow. She couldn’t believe her ears. George barely did his own chores and he never lifted a finger to help Emma. This sounded like a trick of some kind. “You did what?”

	George realized too late he shouldn’t have said it. He was stuck now though. “Emma needed some help, so I helped.”

	“Emma needed help,” said Marjorie in disbelief. “And you helped her... you?” “Yeah. It was no big deal.”

	“It was just a small thing,” said Emma.

	Marjorie glanced at Emma. This made no sense, even if both told the same story; she suspected she would hear more about this soon. “All right,” she said suspiciously, “that’s good. I’m glad you’re getting along. And I’m glad you’re being helpful, George. I’m going to change and then start dinner.” As she said this, she lifted her right leg behind her and pulled off her beige high-heeled pump. She then repeated this for her left leg and flexed her toes. Her toenails were red. “Why don’t you start the noodles, dear, while I change? George, you set the table.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Emma.

	George started down the hallway, but Emma surreptitiously poked him in the ribs. He stopped and also said, “Yeah, ok.” This caused Emma to glare at him, but he wasn’t sure why.

	Marjorie didn’t notice the poke or the hint of stocking that peeked out from beneath his pants legs as he walked away. She went to her bedroom to change into something more comfortable.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Marjorie tapped her way into the kitchen in her high-heeled mule slippers. In addition, she had changed into a pair of denim jeans and a colorful blouse with a man’s collar. She was going to visit a friend and this was what she would wear. Her mule wedges had an open front and a large golden buckle over the leather covering her foot. They had no back and no straps. Thus, the soles of her feet slapped against the insole of her shoes as she walked.

	TAP SLAP TAP SLAP TAP SLAP TAP SLAP!

	Marjorie examined the mail as she approached the kitchen. “Always just bills,” she huffed.

	Marjorie peeked through the kitchen doorway to see what George and Emma were doing before she entered. She expected to find them arguing and she wanted to know what they were arguing about before they saw her. Incredibly, they were getting along. They were even standing before the pot of water working together to put the noodles in the pot.

	“Impossible!” she thought.

	What Marjorie had not seen was how Emma followed George into the kitchen as Marjorie went to change. Emma promptly told him she was not happy he had been rude to her mother. She advised him he was to give his stepmother the same level of respect he gave to her now.

	“You mean call her ‘Ma’am’?” asked George in horror. “Among other things, yes.”

	“But, I can’t.”

	“You can, George, and you will unless you want her seeing the photos I have of you. I think we can assume you’ll have to do worse than show her a little respect after that,” said Emma. She then informed him that he would be setting the table and clearing it tonight and doing the dishes.

	“But we always split that up!” protested George.

	“We used to, yes. But you’re my little slave girl now, and I’m making you do it,” countered Emma. “That’s not fair.”

	“Life’s not fair, Georgia, that’s just how it is. And you doing all the dishes is how it’s going to be tonight and every night from now on.”

	“How am I going to explain that?”

	Emma paused for a moment. He had a point. George volunteering to do something was unheard of. It would raise her mother’s suspicions. “I’ll come up with something when the time comes,” she said finally. “You just agree to it.”

	“All right,” said George hopelessly.

	“Good girl. Now get to work, slave girl. Get the big silver pot out of the cupboard and fill it with water,” said Emma and she patted George on the rear to emphasize her power.

	Embarrassingly, George’s manhood throbbed in response.

	Marjorie had not seen any of that and did not know George was wearing panties, or that he was hard as a rock. All she saw was Emma and George getting along for the first time she could remember. That, in and of itself, was suspicious. It was nice, but also suspicious.

	“I see you two are working like busy little bees,” said Marjorie as she entered the kitchen. “How were things here today?”

	“They were good,” said Emma. She seemed quite pleased. “Is that so?”

	“Absolutely.”

	“And you, George?” asked Marjorie.

	“It was good,” agreed George. He seemed less enthusiastic. “Oliver was over.” “How is he?”

	“Good.”

	Marjorie glanced at the table. George had set down each of the place settings and some pot holders, but had failed to include any glasses. “We need glasses too, George.”

	“Ok—” George started to respond but Emma cut him off with an elbow to the ribs. He knew what she wanted this time. He gritted his teeth and sucked up his courage. “Yes, Ma’am, I’ll get them,” he said with tremendous difficulty.

	Marjorie’s eyebrow shot up. Had George just referred to her as “Ma’am”? Had that ever happened before? What was going on here? George and Emma never got along... ever. And George never helped Emma with chores. And he certainly had never ever been polite to her. Marjorie folded her arms and stared at the two of them. Something strange was going on here.

	“The noodles are boiling,” announced Emma.

	Marjorie set aside her suspicions and examined the noodles. She went to the refrigerator and removed a pan of sauce she had made the prior evening. She started to assemble the meal. Soon, everything was ready and all three sat down to eat. Dinner was surprisingly peaceful and enjoyable. When it was over, Marjorie announced it was time to clean up. Much to her surprise... to her shock really, George volunteered.

	“I’ll do it,” said George.

	“The plates?” asked Marjorie. “All of it. The plates, the dishes.” “All of it?”

	“Yeah, sure. Why not?”

	Marjorie raised an eyebrow. “That’s not like you George.”

	“I just want to be helpful,” said George and he rose to his feet and started removing the plates.

	Marjorie glanced toward Emma. Her eyes showed her suspicions. It was clear she had reached her limit and was just about to ask what was going on. That’s when Emma jumped in.

	“George lost a bet,” said Emma. “What kind of bet?”

	“I bet him that I could beat him in that videogame he always plays, the one with the superhero and that stupid car chase.”

	Marjorie snickered. George always bragged how he was so good at that game, as if that were something to be proud of. To hear that Emma had beaten him was really quite funny. It must have been a true blow to his ego, thought Marjorie.

	“Good. Maybe it will make him more humble?” she thought.

	Meanwhile, George’s face burned with humiliation. It was bad enough Emma was making him do all her chores, and dressing him like a girl in the process, but now she was telling his stepmother she had beaten him at JoyRide of the Rat, his pride and joy, and she wanted him to say it was true! He wanted to object so badly. Before he could say a word, however, Emma rose from the table and whispered in his ear as she walked past him to get another drink: “Say one word and I’ll pull down your pants and let her see your panties. I’ll tell her that was part of the bet and you’ve been wearing them all day.”

	George gritted his teeth and said nothing.

	Not only had this been an effective threat, but the reminder that he was wearing panties filled him with a sense of weakness which made him all the more compliant. Even more strangely, it made him harder. George didn’t know why that had excited him, but he didn’t like it... not one bit.

	“Do you have more chores to do, young lady?” asked Marjorie. Emma shook her head. “No. We did them all earlier.” Marjorie’s eyebrow shot up again. “We?”

	“Same bet.”

	“I see.” She didn’t really see though. She understood the idea of the bet, but George wasn’t the type to keep to it, not a bet with Emma. And why had he called her Ma’am? That couldn’t have been part of the bet. Something strange was going on here, she was sure of it. She would need to keep an eye out to see what it was.

	DING DONG!

	The door bell rang. Marjorie rose to her feet and tapped off to the front door in her high-heeled mules. CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! George jammed the plate in his hand into the dishwasher and raced over to Emma, who was listening at the entrance of the kitchen.

	“What do you think she knows?” asked George.

	“I don’t think she knows anything,” said Emma. She shushed him.

	“Do you think she knows I’m wearing—” George paused. It was hard to say the word. “Panties?”

	“Yeah, those.”

	Emma glanced at his bottom. She didn’t see any panty lines. “I don’t see how she would know.” “What do we do?”

	“We play it cool. Deny everything.” “What do we do if she knows?”

	“Just go with the bet story. We’ll tell her that’s why you’re wearing them. You got carried away with the bet. You were overconfident. I made a fool of you. You lost. Now you’re wearing panties. She’ll believe it.” And that way, I don’t have to give up my control over you, thought Emma.

	George nodded his head, but looked disturbed. Emma saw this and decided to make sure he didn’t do anything stupid to ruin her fun. She had enjoyed the day very much and she was coming up with lots of ideas how to extend that fun.

	“George,” she said. George looked at her.

	“If you want to keep this our little secret, and I suspect you do, then you better be a nice, obedient step sissy and do everything I tell you. Do you understand? Everything I tell you.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.” He glanced over her shoulder. “What’s she doing at the door?” asked George. “I’m not sure. It looks like she’s talking to Widow Wilson.”

	George’s jaw dropped. “This is the end!” “What?”

	“Widow Wilson! The window! Remember?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders at first. Then she remembered how all of this began. “Oh, that window.” “What do we do?”

	Emma realized here was the perfect chance to emphasize the various ways in which George was in her power. “We don’t do anything. We didn’t break the window. You broke the window.”

	“You’re not going to tell on me though, right? I’m wearing the panties just like you wanted. That was our deal,” said the panicky George.

	“Yeah, that’s our deal—” said Emma. Before she could say more, however, Marjorie called him to the front door. She did not sound happy, not at all. In fact, she sounded frustrated and angry.

	“Did you break Ms. Wilson’s window, George? Answer truthfully,” demanded Marjorie.

	George licked his lips. Here was the moment of truth. His heart was racing. Not only had he broken the window, but now he needed to lie about it. Getting caught lying would make his punishment all the worse. He prayed Emma would keep to their deal and back up his story.

	“No, Ma’am, I didn’t.”

	Marjorie stared coldly at George. He had to be lying. She knew that. Who else would have broken the window? George and his friend Oliver were the only boys of the right age to have been playing ball in the neighborhood. Also, the only place it could have been broken from, barring something truly unusual, was their backyard. All signs pointed to George. Plus, George had nearly done it before. Then there was the strange behavior she had witnessed all evening. It now made sense in the context of this: George was trying to act like an angel to cover his misdeeds. It all added up.

	“George,” said Marjorie sternly. She was ready to accuse and announce punishment. And then something unexpected happened.

	“It couldn’t have been George, mom,” said Emma.

	Marjorie furrowed her brow and spun toward Emma. “What is that?” “It couldn’t have been George.”

	“Why not?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders as if to emphasize her innocence in offering this testimony. “He and Oliver were in the house all day reading comic books in George’s room.”

	Somehow, this hit Marjorie like a ton of bricks. She was so sure it had to be George, but Emma said— and she— why would Emma lie? And more significantly, why would Emma lie to protect George? They hated each other. Could Emma be telling the truth?

	“Are you sure, Emma?”

	Emma nodded her head. “Yeah. I saw them in there all day long.” “But they could have—”

	“They never left George’s room.”

	Marjorie stared at the floor. For some reason, she struggled to accept this. It was like facing a paradox: it had to be George, but it could not have been George. She just couldn’t believe it. But Emma had confirmed it. Perhaps she had been wrong about George?

	“Well— I’m sorry, George,” she said reluctantly. Marjorie turned back to Widow Wilson.

	“I’m sorry. If it wasn’t George and his friend, then I have no idea who it could have been. I truly don’t know.”

	The old woman nodded her head. “At least we didn’t accuse an innocent party.” She looked past Marjorie to Emma. “Thank you, young lady for helping sort that out.” She turned back to Marjorie. “I’ll figure it out.”

	“Best of luck, Rene,” said Marjorie.

	“Thank you, dear,” replied Widow Wilson. She looked at Emma and George. “Are you two excited to be going back to school soon?”

	George shook his head, but Emma nodded.

	“It’s going to be an interesting year,” replied Emma. The old woman smiled. “Let’s hope it’s a good year.” Emma smiled. “Something tells me it will be.”

	 

	
Chapter Nine: “Our Deal’s Not Off”

	—o—

	 

	George retreated to his bedroom after his near escape from the responsibility for breaking Widow Wilson’s window and he now lay on his bed emotionally exhausted. He hadn’t even bothered to change, so he still wore the panties and stockings beneath his jeans.

	“That was close,” he said.

	As much as he wanted to credit his own cool nerve or cleverness for his escape, he knew he owed it all to Emma. Without her backing him up, his stepmother would have blamed him for sure. Still, he felt tremendous relief.

	“It’s over,” he said.

	He would never face punishment for breaking Widow Wilson’s window. His car was safe. His summer was safe. Best of all, the look on his stepmother’s face was not one he would soon forget.

	“She was so ready to blame me and Emma blew that apart!” He laughed.

	Just then, George’s door opened. It was Emma. She had changed into bright orange hotpants, a pink top and brown wedges. It seemed like this should have clashed, but it didn’t.

	“Don’t you knock?!” he demanded.

	“I don’t need to knock. You belong to me now. I can do whatever I want with you. That includes going into your room whenever I want.”

	George scoffed. “Forget that. Our deal is over.” “Our deal is not over.”

	“Yes, it is. You lost all your power.”

	Emma folded her arms. “How do you figure?”

	“It’s simple. You told your mother it wasn’t me. You even gave me the perfect alibi, saying you saw me all day. If you try to tell on me now, I’ll claim you’re upset at me and that you’re lying to get me into trouble. Since you already told a different story, she won’t believe you. So you can’t tell on me. In fact, you’d get in trouble for lying if you tried. And if anyone else claims it was me, I’ll just point to the alibi you gave me,” said George with sudden smugness.

	“There is one thing you forgot,” said Emma. George sat up on his bed. “What’s that?” “One tiny little detail.”

	“Which is?”

	Emma sat down next to George and threw her arm around his shoulders. She pulled him close to her and spoke with a good deal of mirth. “Oh Georgia... you forgot about the photos.”

	George shot off the bed. He shook his head. He had been thinking about this situation and a thought had come to him. He didn’t know where it had come from, but the logic seemed impeccable to him.

	“When you told Marjorie that I’d lost a bet to you, you made it impossible to blackmail me!” “Is that so?”

	“Yes! She’ll know that anything I did was the result of the bet, not any other reason. So you even explained why I would have been dressed in your clothes, you won a bet.”

	George’s reasoning was desperate and shortsighted; it was the logic of someone who wanted it to be true rather than it being true. Emma listened calmly, however. Then she pulled out her phone and started flipping through the photos she had taken of George. She had taken a lot.

	“You mean these shots?” she asked. “Yes.”

	“Like you slipping into my panties.” “Uh huh.”

	She flipped through a few more. “And you putting away dishes in a skirt and heels.” George blushed, but stuck to his guns. “Yes. All part of the bet.”

	“And you and Oliver holding hands.”

	George bit his lip. Would his stepmother believe he had actually held hands with Oliver as the result of some bet? Maybe. He wasn’t certain though. But he decided to claim he was.

	“Like I said, it was all part of the bet,” said George, though he spoke cautiously.

	“This one’s nice; it’s really quite special. It’s you hugging poor Oliver. See, your little toy is all stiff and is visibly tenting out your skirt. Care to explain your stiffness to my mother?”

	All the color left George’s face. She had made her point and made it well. Marjorie might believe he had put on Emma’s skirt and heels as part of losing a bet, but would she believe he had hugged Oliver? Probably not. And why was Oliver dressed as a girl too? Was that supposedly the bet too? Even worse, how would he explain being hard? That couldn’t be part of the bet!

	“Oh, here’s one of you grabbing your thingie.”

	George’s shoulders collapsed. “All right, you made your point.”

	“It kind of looks like you’re playing with yourself too,” continued Emma. George went silent.

	Emma turned off her phone and set it aside. “See Georgia, as long as I have photos of you in my panties... in my high heels... playing with your stiff little toy... hugging poor little girly Oliver, I have total power over you. Especially when I tell my mother that this was not part of the bet. Who is she going to believe? You, the troublemaker, claiming that I made you put on my clothes and hug your best friend and stroke yourself... or me claiming that I caught the two of you playing around with each other in my closet.”

	“If you tell her that, she’ll know you blackmailed me and you’ll get into trouble,” said George. This was clearly a last gasp line of defense. Even George didn’t really believe it. He knew his stepmother enough to know that she would always take Emma’s side.

	“No, George. I caught you two playing with each other and I made you take off my clothes. You then tried doing my chores to butter me up. I made up the thing about the bet to hide your embarrassment. See, I was trying to protect you!”

	George felt his stomach sink. She had him.

	“And keep in mind, girly,” added Emma for good measure, “my mother isn’t the only person I can show these to. I can show them to everyone at school in a couple weeks and that will probably be even worse for you.”

	George was overcome with helplessness.

	“So let’s stop pretending that you have any say whatsoever from now on. If you don’t do exactly as you’re told, I’ll show those photos to my mother, to your friends, to my friends, and to everyone at school. You’ll be known as ‘pantyboy’ or worse, and you and Oliver will never be able to show your cute little faces at school again ever. Are we clear?”

	George nodded his head. “Clear.” Emma squinted at him.

	“Clear, Ma’am,” added George.

	“Good girl. Now let’s go to my room. It’s time to make some improvements.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Before he knew it, George found himself back in Emma’s room. Emma’s mother had gone to visit a friend, so they had a little time, but neither knew how much. George looked around. Emma’s room had been a complete mystery earlier, now it felt strangely familiar. It still wasn’t a room he liked as he had no interest in girl’s things and this room was packed with girl’s things, but it wasn’t as alien as it had been either.

	“What kind of ‘improvements’ are you talking about?” asked George cautiously. “Strip down to your panties,” said Emma.

	“First of all, they aren’t my panties. They’re yours. Secondly—”

	“They are your panties, George. I’m given them to you. You will keep them in your room, in your underwear drawer, and you will wear them every day from now on... exclusively.”

	George’s jaw dropped. “But Marjorie goes into my underwear drawer all the time, when she puts away my laundry. She’ll see them!”

	“Then I suggest you start doing the laundry instead.” “I don’t know how to do laundry.”

	Emma snickered. “Learn.”

	“Can’t I just keep the panties in here?”

	Emma shook her head. “No. They belong to you, so you will keep them in your room.” She moved to her desk and picked up a vial of nail polish. This one was a dark red. “Why aren’t you stripping?”

	George grunted, but started to unzip his pants.

	Emma returned to her pile of makeup and other grooming tools. She found a shaving cream and a small pink razor. George had seen them in the shower sometimes, but generally ignored them.

	“Move faster, George, she’ll be home soon. Do you want her to watch this?”

	The idea of Marjorie watching George strip down to panties made George shudder. He could see the smug smirk on her face now as she slowly shook her head and said that she always knew there was something wrong with him. He needed to avoid that for sure!

	George dropped his pants to the floor, exposing the panties and stockings and his stiff shaft. He grabbed the first stocking and pulled it down his leg until it became loose. Then he let it fall to his ankle. He did the same with the other stocking. With the panties still in place, he followed Emma across the hall to the bathroom, where she started the water running.

	“What are we doing?” he asked. He honestly had no idea. She wouldn’t put him in the shower half-dressed, would she? What else would a girl do in the bathroom, he wondered?

	“Come over here,” said Emma. George approached the tub.

	“Put your foot up on the edge of the tub,” said Emma.

	George did as he was ordered. Unfortunately, this made his stiffness even more apparent, which made Emma giggle, which in turn made George blush, which seemed to make him harder.

	“Stick out your hand.”

	George did and Emma sprayed shaving cream into his palm.

	“Normally, you would do this in the bath,” said Emma, “but we don’t have time for a full bath right now, so we’re going to do this the quick way. Spread the cream over your leg—”

	“My leg?!”

	“Yes, you’re shaving your legs.”

	George couldn’t believe his ears. “Shaving my legs?”

	“Yes, all girls have silky smooth legs. You will too. Now spread the cream everywhere and then run this razor down your legs in long strokes. Rinse the razor in the water. When you get it all done, we’ll give it a quick rinse with our hands and then dry it off.”

	George was stunned. How could he shave his legs? They weren’t all that muscular or manly to begin with. If he removed the little hair he had, they would be positively girly! And that could take forever to grow back! In the meantime, anyone would know he had shaved himself.

	But what choice did he have.

	George started spreading the shaving cream all over his leg. It smelled like flowers. “This is embarrassing,” he told himself. “And why does she need to watch!”

	George placed the razor on his thigh and pulled it downward toward his knee. When he reached his knee, he rinsed the razor in the flowing water and then did another row. Soon, he’d done his entire thigh. Next came his calf. Soon, he had that too. When he did, Emma took a towel and rubbed it all over his leg, cleaning off stray hairs and shaving cream alike.

	“You’re definitely enjoying this,” said Emma. “It happens,” said George sourly.

	“Well, it seems to happen every time we feminize you more.”

	George blushed. He knew what she was suggesting, but it just wasn’t true. He was a boy... a normal boy.

	None of this excited him. He did not want to be a girl, not under any circumstance. “Let’s do the other leg,” said Emma.

	George placed his other foot on the edge of the tub. Emma gave him shaving cream and he started the process all over again. When they reached the point of rubbing this leg down with a towel, Emma snickered as she worked.

	“Still nice and hard, Georgia. I’m definitely seeing a pattern,” said Emma. “There’s no pattern.”

	“Oh, but there is. This turns you on.” “It does not.”

	“Yes, it does. I think you’re going to be hard as a rock whenever I dress you up. Soon, you’ll be begging me to do it to you. And when the day is over and you go back to your little room, you’re going to hate taking off your girly clothes. You’ll probably jump into bed and play with yourself thinking about it.”

	The very idea horrified George. He would never beg to put on girls clothes. He would never be the least bit unhappy to change back. And he would never ever ever play with himself as he thought about dressing as a girl. He was 100% sure of that.

	“There. Now you have pretty legs,” said Emma.

	Suddenly, they heard the garage door opening. His stepmother was home. Anything else would need to wait. Emma looked at the nail polish vial. This was the second time she had been frustrated in her attempts to paint his nails. She would not fail again!

	“All right, George,” said Emma. “We’ll need to continue tomorrow. In the meantime, you are to keep wearing panties under your clothes. You will wear panties at all times from now, exclusively.”

	George pursed his lips, but said nothing.

	“I want you to keep your legs smooth too. If I find any hairs, I’m going to punish you. Got it?” “Yes.”

	“Yes, what?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George and he shuddered saying it. He couldn’t get used to that. “Now get dressed before she gets in the house.”

	George left the bathroom to find his pants again. He would wear the panties beneath his jeans that night. He would wear them beneath his pajamas too. He didn’t want to, but right now he had no choice. He needed to find some way to change that. He needed to find some way to break Emma’s power. It was too humiliating to live under her thumb and to let her make him dress like a girl.

	“I will find a way out of this,” he swore to himself. “That I promise.” But could he keep that promise?

	 

	
Chapter Ten: “The Next Morning”

	—o—

	 

	It was the following morning. George rolled out of bed. He had slept poorly, dreaming that he was naked except for a pair of heels and a bra and he had been walking down the main hallway at his school as everyone pointed and laughed. Even worse, he dreamed that it turned him on, even as it terrified him. He tried to push that dream out of his mind as he got dressed, but it clung on tenaciously. It had made quite the impression on him.

	“I need to put an end to this fast if it’s going to give me dreams like that,” he told himself.

	George slipped out of his pajamas and into his jeans. He added a black t-shirt and made his way to the kitchen to get some breakfast. His stepmother was finishing her coffee before she left for work. For the first time ever, George noticed what she wore. She wore a black skirt suit and tall, sharp black pumps.

	“I’ve left you a list of chores, George,” she said.

	He nodded his head and grabbed some orange juice. “What do you have planned today?”

	George shrugged his shoulders. “I was thinking of riding my bike around the neighborhood and maybe reading some comics.”

	“Ah, the joys of being young. Make sure you finish the chores first,” said Marjorie. Then she snickered. “I’ve left a list of chores for Emma too if you want to do those.”

	George blushed and drank his juice. He heard Emma approaching. He cringed at the bounce he heard in her step. She was clearly in a good mood, which meant bad things for him. Today she wore a short bright white dress with a rounded collar and white sneakers. She looked a bit like a tennis player, thought George.

	“Good morning,” said Emma.

	“Good morning, dear,” said Marjorie. “Yeah, hi,” added George almost shyly.

	Emma smirked at George. “That looks good.” “What does?”

	“The orange juice. Would you be a dear and get me a glass?”

	George bit his tongue. She was really pushing her luck asking him to serve her right in front of his stepmother. But he had no choice. She had made that clear, not if he wanted to keep his feminization a secret. So he went to the refrigerator.

	“Are you going to work?” Emma asked Marjorie.

	“I’m afraid so. That’s how I pay the bills.” Marjorie finished her coffee. “You don’t mind cleaning up breakfast do you? There are some scrambled eggs in the covered pan.”

	“Not at all. George and I will be happy to help,” said Emma.

	Marjorie snickered at George’s inclusion. She couldn’t help but notice that he was fetching juice for Emma too. “Another bet?”

	Emma smiled. “Of course.”

	“Well, I’ll leave it to the two of you to sort out.” With that, Marjorie kissed Emma on the forehead, wished them both a good day, looked for her purse which she had temporarily mislaid, and then left with a “See you both after work.”

	Emma glanced at the clock. “Before you clean all this up—” “Me? I didn’t make the mess.”

	Emma sighed. “Have you forgotten your place already, Georgie? Do you need a reminder? Maybe a good spanking?”

	George didn’t know if she was being serious or not, but the idea of being spanked by Emma made him queasy... and hard. “No,” he said.

	“Try again.”

	George bit his tongue. “Sorry, Ma’am. I’ll clean up,” he said.

	“Better. Now, as I was about to say, before you clean up, let’s get you properly dressed.” “‘Properly dressed’ means like a girl?”

	“What else?”

	“Why?” whined George.

	“I told you,” said Emma and she started counting off on her fingertips as she spoke: “Number 1: you belong to me now. You are my own personal maid and that requires a uniform. I want my maids properly dressed.

	Number 2: I like seeing you dressed femininely. It fits you somehow. And number 3: Dressing you as girl will help you understand your place.”

	What Emma didn’t say was that dressing George as a girl also seemed to be the best way to maintain her control over George because he was terrified of being caught like that. She also didn’t mention that, frankly, it excited her to dress him like that. Not only did it give her a strong sense of power to be able to do that to her long- term nemesis, but it actually made her tingle to see him dressed in her clothes. Indeed, she found herself becoming increasingly fascinated with the idea of dressing boys like girls, and George was the only boy available she could do that too.

	“Come with me, maidboy,” said Emma.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George froze in his tracks as he entered Emma’s room. On the bed, Emma had laid out the clothes she expected him to wear and they were something! It looked like a doll or something. George wasn’t sure, but he knew he didn’t want to wear it.

	“What is that?!” he gasped.

	“That’s what my little maid girl is going to wear,” Emma replied.

	Emma walked past George into the room in her snappy tennis dress and bright white sneakers. She wore pantyhose to give her legs a beautiful tan contrast to the cotton white of the dress and the sneakers. Her long hair was tied back in a ponytail. She grabbed the dress from the bed and held it up before her body as if she was looking to see if it might fit. It was stunningly feminine. The dress had a pink tailored satin bodice with a rounded collar and no sleeves. Beneath the bodice was a tulle skirt with a double layer of tulle over a satin skirt which would hang down to George’s knees and hold them tightly. Separating the satin bodice and the tulle was a wide, pink satin sash decorated with a decorative buckle in the front. The dress zipped up in the back. At the bottom of the tulle skirt were a series of large roses made of the satin material which appeared to span the entire bottom of the skirt like a border. The dress was gorgeous. It was also hopelessly complicated and impossibly feminine.

	“Cute, isn’t it?” asked Emma.

	George was stunned. Cute wasn’t the word. Girly was the word.

	“I wore this when I was a flower girl to Aunt Marie’s wedding three years ago. I was smaller back then, so it should fit you nicely,” said Emma to tweak George just a little more about his small size.

	George shook his head. The idea of wearing this was somehow terrifying. This would envelop his manhood and simply make it vanish. It would disappear to another dimension and never come back. He could probably never be a boy again after wearing something like this!

	“I— I can’t,” said George. Emma smirked. “Sure you can.” “But— but— look at this dress!”

	George suddenly remembered the dress; he had seen it before. He remembered Emma complaining about the dress when she was made to wear it. She had considered it too girly at the time and complained that it made her feel too little. Nevertheless, she had been made to wear it and George had laughed at her for it. He hoped she wouldn’t remember that... but, of course, she would.

	“Listen, Emma, I can’t—”

	“Address me properly,” said Emma sounding like a schoolmarm.

	George blushed. “Ma’am,” he said. “Ma’am, I can’t wear this. It’s too... too girly.” “Then it’s the perfect dress for you because you’re a girly girl from now on.” “But—”

	“Isn’t that what you said to me when I had to wear it? It’s the ‘perfect dress for you’?” George cringed. She remembered. “I— I’m—”

	“You’re sorry? Is that what you’re going to say? Well, save your breath, Georgia. You thought it was the perfect dress for me once and now the shoe is on the other foot: I think it’s the perfect dress for you. Or should I say, you’ve become the perfect little step sissy for it.”

	“But I really don’t want to wear it.”

	“Nonsense. You’ll look impossible cute in it. Besides, a girl’s first dress should be something special and it doesn’t get more special than this!”

	“But I’ve never worn anything like that,” he protested.

	“Then you need to get used to it, Georgia, because you’re going to be wearing a lot of things just like this from now on. Now strip off your clothes. It’s time we got you ready for your first dress.”

	George prayed his manhood survived this.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George stood naked before Emma. This was perhaps even more embarrassing than wearing panties before her had been. Unfortunately, his member was rock hard again and stood out before him like a banner announcing his excitement. Emma chose not to comment on it directly, but periodically snickered. This was almost worse than making fun of him directly.

	“Can I put something on, please?” he finally asked.

	“Don’t worry, Georgia. I know you’re in a rush to slip into that dress, but we have a few things we need to do first to get you ready or we’ll make a mess of the dress. Now sit down on the bed,” said Emma as she grabbed a nail polish from her desk.

	George sat down cross-legged and tried to hide his member with his hands. “Before I let you dress, we need to paint your nails,” said Emma.

	George looked down at his fingers.

	This made Emma smile. “Yes, we’ll be doing those today too. Those and your toenails. From now on, your toenails will always be painted—”

	“Why?!” gasped George.

	“Because I like painted toenails. Also, if you decide to misbehave, I can just make you put on some sandals and parade you before my friends or through some store as punishment.”

	George’s jaw dropped. It had never occurred to him that Emma might involve her friends in embarrassing him or that she might try to feminize him and take him into public. Emma saw the effect this had on him.

	“Keep that in mind if you ever think of misbehaving.” “Y— yes, Ma’am,” said George nervously.

	Emma had actually given this a lot of thought the night before. She wanted to find ways to keep George under control without needing to tell her mother that he was wearing her clothes. That was the nuclear option and would probably end her fun, so she needed smaller threats to keep him in line without losing her control. The greater the variety of threats in her arsenal, the more precise her control could be. As for this particular threat, she was getting increasingly excited by finding ways to exercise her control and walking him through a store in sandals with painted nails seemed like it would be incredibly exciting.

	“Do you know how to paint nails?” she asked. “What do you think?”

	“Don’t get smart with me, girly!” “Sorry.”

	“Painting nails is something all girls know, so you need to learn it. You need to learn it because you’ll be painting your own fingernails each morning after my mother leaves and taking it off before she gets home. You’ll also be responsible for changing the polish on your toes when I tell you. Also, I expect you to get good enough to give me manicures and pedicures regularly.”

	George furrowed his brow. “You want me to do your nails!” “Yes.”

	George shuddered. Doing Emma’s nails seemed so submissive he felt like he had shrunk just at the thought. There wasn’t much he could do about it though. Even his normal routine for avoiding work – doing it so poorly that no one ever asked him to do it again – didn’t seem like a good idea.

	“That would probably just encourage her to find some clever way to punish me!” he thought.

	“Now pay attention,” said Emma, who sat on the bed across from George. She dipped the brush into the nail polish vial, drawing back a pretty ruby drop of polish on its edge. She placed it at the top of the nail on George’s big toe and drew the brush forward to the front tip of the nail. When she pulled the brush away, there was a gorgeous, wet red stripe where the brush had been. “Voila.”

	A strange sense of impotence came over George as he watched her do it again and his nail slowly turned a strong, deep red. It was like she was painting him into becoming a girl. Any moment, he would sprout breasts and his manhood would fall off. That said, frustratingly, his manhood apparently was loving this. It was super stiff and poking out between his thighs. It even shook from time to time with pure excitement. This made Emma giggle.

	“Somebody likes having his nails painted,” she said.

	George wanted to protest, but had no idea what to say. There was no way to deny his stiffness, not credibly, not without sounding like he had something to hide. Nor did he even know what to say? Apparently, this did turn him on and Emma knew it. Still, he would like to figure out why this had excited him in the first place and fix that.

	He vowed to work on that later. “Your turn,” said Emma. “My turn for what?”

	“To do your own nails.”

	“You want me to do my own nails?”

	Emma rolled her eyes. “Sometimes, it’s like you aren’t even paying attention to me. I said, you need to learn to do this, didn’t I? I said you were going to be giving manicures and pedicures, didn’t I?”

	“Yeah, I guess so.”

	“Then stop fantasizing about it or whatever you boys do to keep those things hard,” she said and she pointed at his manhood, “and get to work. Back to front, straight steady strokes. Let’s see what you can do.”

	George dipped the brush into the vial and pulled it back out. There was too much polish. Emma made him try again... and again.

	“It takes practice, try again.”

	George nodded his head and kept trying until he got it right. Emma suddenly snickered.

	“What?” he asked.

	“You like it when I give you orders. Is that the case, Georgia?” she asked. George blushed about as red as the polish on his nails. “No!”

	“Do you want me to give your more orders?” laughed Emma. “Definitely not!”

	“I think you do. Your little thingie tells me you like it.” She burst out laughing. It seemed that George, who had caused her so many problems over the years, liked taking orders from her. In fact, he didn’t just like it, it turned him on. She had found an incredible weakness to exploit and she intended to do so fully.

	“Can we please get on with this?” asked George to hide his embarrassment. “Anxious to get into the dress?”

	George shrank again.

	“Well, hurry up and get your nails done, Georgia, and you can wear it all day to your heart’s content. If you ask really nicely, I might even let you wear it when mom gets home.”

	George wanted to protest that this would never happen, but he was starting to realize that talking back only made his humiliation worse, so he kept his mouth shut and returned to his nails. He actually did a decent job, making few mistakes, and finished his first nail. Then he did the second. Slowly but surely, George’s toenails and then his fingernails turned a deep, pretty red. It was the kind of red George really loved on girls, but it was disconcerting to see it on himself.

	 

	
Chapter Eleven: “His First Dress”

	—o—

	 

	Eventually, each of George’s nails became shiny and red, both his fingernails and his toenails. Now he could get dressed. That meant putting on the dress. While he hated the idea of putting on the ultra-girly thing, he was at least happy that his manhood would finally disappear from sight. Emma kept glancing at it and snickering, which was making him really insecure.

	“Slip into the panties first,” said Emma.

	“Gladly,” thought George as he pulled the panties into place. His stiff member disappeared behind the silky material.

	“Now I’m going to wrap this around your torso and pull it tight.” “What is it?”

	“It’s a girl’s secret weapon,” said Emma and she made him straighten up so she could wrap the object around his chest. It was white, made of satin, and had lace trim. George had guessed it would be a bra, but it wasn’t. It was longer. It was about as long as his torso from his waist to his chest and was rather stiff. The front was smooth but the back was crisscrossed with white laces.

	“What is this?” “It’s a corset.”

	“What’s a corset?” asked George, who had no experience with girls or their things. “It’s like underwear,” said Emma and she started to pull the laces together.

	“What does it do?”

	“This,” she said and she jerked the laces. The mystery device tightened around George, gripping his body. A second jerk made it even tighter, squeezing the air from his lungs, mashing his sides inwards and shoving his belly into his spine. He felt tremendous pressure on his lungs and his ribs.

	“What are you doing?!” he gasped.

	“This gives girls the perfect hourglass shape.” “It what?”

	“It squeezes you into the shape of a girl. Hold tight. I’m going to give it one more tug.”

	Emma pulled the laces once more, causing George to gasp and suck air. Emma then tied off the corset in the back.

	“It’s too tight!” he proclaimed. “It’s supposed to be.”

	“But I can’t breathe!” “That means it fits.”

	Emma walked George over to her mirror and showed him. The first thing he noticed was this corset thing looked like lingerie like he had seen in the magazines hidden beneath his bed. He was wearing something similar to Miss March. He remembered her pose, draped over a couch in the white teddy and tall white stilettos, and the humiliating idea passed through his mind that he looked like that now himself. Then it hit him that beyond just wearing the lingerie-y thing, it had actually crushed him into a different shape. Emma was right, he looked kind of like a girl. In fact, if he’d seen someone with this same shape without seeing their face, he certainly would assume they were a girl.

	“Yikes,” he thought.

	Then he noticed the most embarrassing part. In the midst of all this girlhood, there was a long, stiff object poking hard against the panties he wore. This bothered him. Yet, it wasn’t the fact it was hard or that it could kind of be seen outlined in the panties that bothered him. What bothered him was that it seemed out of place compared to all the rest of the image he saw. How could his manhood, the very thing that made him him, seem out of place?

	“I am not a girl,” he told himself in response to the emasculating thoughts creeping slowly over his brain.

	But if there wasn’t something wrong with him, then why was he hard? Why should any of this excite him? Why could his body be made to look like a girl with just a corset, some panties and him shaving his legs? Shouldn’t a real man be harder to convert? George began to worry.

	Fortunately, Emma interrupted his moment of terrified reflection. “Now put on the stockings before you put on the dress,” she said.

	“Yeah, fine,” said George. Anything to change the feminine image he was staring at in the mirror and in his mind.

	“Sit down on the bed.”

	George turned toward the bed like he always turned only to discover that his movements needed to be more rigid and formal in the corset. It kept him from dipping easily from side to side which threw his balance off. When he sat down, he likewise found he needed to move more carefully and couldn’t cut corners as he normally did. It reminded him of wearing the heavy three-piece suit his stepmother made him wear to his cousin’s wedding the prior year.

	“Why would anyone dress like this?” he asked himself.

	“Raise a leg,” said Emma as she came over to him. She had grabbed stockings from her underwear drawer and rolled one up as she approached.

	George raised his right leg and held it straight out before him.

	Emma slipped the stocking onto his foot over his pretty red toes. Seeing his toes, with their red-painted nails, inside the silky stockings made George tingle. It was an exciting image to him, and that only added to his sudden sense of worry. He grew even harder.

	“Does that thing ever go down?” asked Emma with an eye roll.

	George pursed his lips as if he were annoyed by the question. In reality, he was trying to cover his embarrassment.

	“Now stay here as I get your shoes,” said Emma after adding the other stocking. “Sneakers, right?” said George hopefully.

	“Hardly.”

	“But you’re wearing sneakers.” “Yeah, but I’m in charge.”

	Emma returned to the closet and grabbed a pair of shoes from her shoe rack. These were white and, from where George was sitting, very girly. They were sandals with lots of thin straps over the toes and a double ankle- strap. The heels were higher than the ones he wore the prior day, and thinner, though they still would be considered chunky. He guessed they were four inches high. The platform on these was thinner too, being about half an inch. He dreaded putting these on because he remembered how difficult it was wearing heels the prior day and his feet were still sore. He also suspected the thinner heel would make these more challenging.

	“Can’t I just wear the wooden ones from yesterday again?” he asked.

	Emma laughed. “I’ll bet you never thought you would ask to wear a pair of my high heels, did you?” George blushed. “No, but these look really hard to wear.”

	“You’ll get used to them. You spent most of yesterday in heels, so you have a lot of practice already. You’ll just need to take even smaller steps in these and be more sure about your footing before you move on.”

	“Please let me wear sneakers.”

	“No servant of mine is going to wear sneakers, Georgie boy. Now let’s see you walk.”

	George rose from the bed. He wobbled a little. It was definitely harder balancing in these thinner heels. Not to mention, because the platform was smaller, the heel felt taller and he felt more pressure on his toes. He got his balance, however, and he walked across the room. He nearly stumbled twice, something he hadn’t done in the prior heels after the first hour or so, but he walked. He was far from graceful, but he could wear these shoes.

	“You’ll get better throughout the day,” said Emma.

	George’s shoulders slumped. He knew intellectually she was going to make him dress all day, but hearing her confirm it was emotionally discouraging; part of him still had hoped for a miracle escape.

	“Let’s put on the dress next. Put your arms over your head,” said Emma.

	She unzipped the dress. George raised his arms as instructed. Emma lifted the dress up in the air and brought it down over his outstretched arms. She let it slide down into place. George felt the dress glide smoothly down along his body until it seemed to envelop him. When it stopped, Emma adjusted it slightly and zipped it up.

	“You can lower your arms,” said Emma.

	Emma walked George back to the mirror. He was shocked. He looked so girly! The dress stopped just below his knees leaving the white heels visible along with his stocking-covered hairless legs and his red-painted toenails. The tulle skirt of the dress stood away from his body like a lampshade almost. The bodice fit his newly squeezed feminine figure snuggly – without the corset, the dress wouldn’t have fit him at all. He looked amazingly good in the dress, for a boy.

	“Perfect!” exclaimed Emma with a deep laugh. “This is the perfect look for you, my stepsissy servant! I can’t wait to see you prancing around the house doing your chores today!”

	George blushed. There was nothing else he could do.

	“Now we just need a little eye shadow, some lipstick, and some earrings and you’re ready to start your day.

	Just think of it, today is the first day of your new life as my servant.”

	If George ever thought dressing him up was just about getting him to do Emma’s chores, he was learning very quickly that was not the case. But then, he knew that already. Emma was enjoying having this power over him and she was getting a real kick out of emasculating him. And the happy tone with which she welcomed him to his new life as her servant confirmed it.

	George wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear... but his ordeal was just beginning.

	 

	
Chapter Twelve: “A Lesson In Obedience”

	—o—

	 

	Emma had George working in the living room... right in front of the big bay window. This worried George tremendously. What if someone saw him? Anyone walking by would see him framed in the huge front window. What if they recognized him?! The risk terrified him, even though in truth, it was unlikely anyone would be looking into the house and it was even less likely anyone would recognize him as George. More likely, they would mistake him for an overdressed housewife cleaning her house. Still, being in front of the bay window made him nervous. Emma sensed that and prolonged his agony.

	“It’s time for a little lesson in obedience,” said Emma. “What kind of lesson?”

	“See Georgie, being a maid isn’t just about doing the work. Anyone can cook and clean and do laundry and whatnot. Being a quality maid is also about attitude. And nothing says ‘servant’ like having a properly submissive attitude.”

	“What does that mean?” asked George, who felt queasy at the word “submissive.” “I’m glad you asked.”

	George’s manhood grew harder as she spoke for some reason. It had gone soft earlier when he did the dishes because having his hands in the water scrubbing away wasn’t all that arousing, even as his feet echoed off that all- too-feminine tapping sound as he moved back and forth in his heels. Being made to work in front of the bay window with its related risk of exposure, on the other hand, brought it back to life. Being told he was going to learn to be submissive made it as hard as it had been yet. Fortunately, he thought, Emma couldn’t see it under the complicated dress.

	“How do I do that: act submissively?” he asked. “You’re going to curtsey, for one thing.”

	George’s eyebrow rose. He had never heard of a curtsey and had no clue what it was. “What’s a curtsey?” “It’s a sign of respect,” said Emma. “It’s like a bow, only girls do it.”

	“You want me to bow?”

	“No, you’re going to curtsey. It looks like this,” said Emma and she stepped back from George, grabbed both sides of the hem of her short white dress and did a curtsey. To George, it looked like the moving version of the dress he wore: it announced ultra-femininity, even with Emma in sneakers.

	George’s jaw dropped. He wanted to tell her to get lost. He wanted to say that he was a boy, no matter how she had made him dress, and he would never perform such a feminine maneuver. But something inside him stopped him.

	“Show me what you can do, girly,” said Emma. “I— I can’t— not in the window?” he gasped. “What about the window?”

	“Everyone can see!”

	“Everyone? Is there a crowd?” asked Emma laughingly. His paranoia at being seen in feminine attire astounded her and also brought her significant pleasure.

	“Anyone passing by can see me!” “So what if they can?”

	“I’ll be humiliated!” he exclaimed.

	“Oh, is that so? So all I need to do to humiliate you is let people see you? That’s good to know.” She snickered. “Now try again, Georgia. We’re going to work on this until you get it down.”

	George tried again to resist, but again his resistance fizzled on the rocks of some nameless fear, so he gave a half-hearted curtsey, copying what he had seen Emma do a moment before, only trying to leave his masculinity intact, like when Oliver had intentionally walked in a macho way in his heels to show he could be dressed but never feminized. That seemed to be his best rebellion at the moment.

	Emma sighed. “Your form is terrible, try again.” George gave another half-hearted curtsey.

	“If you keep doing so poorly, everyone will see you because we’ll be right here in this window all day. Now try again.”

	The threat worked. George tried again, this time with more honest effort.

	Emma still shook her head. “Not good enough, Georgie. And if you keep this up, I’m going to suspect you’re resisting me. Keep it up and I’ll punish you. Now let’s see your best curtsey.” George felt a little frustrated as he had tried. He tried again. It was better. “Bend deeper at the knees,” said Emma.

	He tried again, going deeper this time.

	“That’s better, Georgia. This time, grab your dress like this,” she said and she showed him using her own short dress, “and hold it out when you bend. Also, bow your head when you go down.”

	George tried once more. His form was better yet. “This time, move your right foot further behind you.”

	This was tricky as it left him to balance on the one high-heeled shoe, but he managed. His stance was a little unstable, but his form was nearly perfect. All he lacked now was smoothness, and that would come with practice.

	“Very nice, Georgia! Good girl.”

	George blushed. Being praised for mastering feminine behavior made him feel complicit in his own emasculation. What’s more, being called “girl” and being praised for what was essentially submission made it worse.

	“From now on, you will curtsey when you approach me. You will do it when I give you an order. And each time you do it, I want you to remember that you’re doing this to show me respect, submission and obedience.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“I also expect you to obey my commands and to defer to my judgment in all matters. If I tell you to do something, you do it. That’s our rule number one from now on. Got it?”

	George nodded his head.

	“Be thankful I don’t demand more,” she said. “What do you mean?”

	“What I mean, George, is that making you call me ‘Ma’am’ isn’t even that much to ask. Heck, that should be automatic. After all, I am older, so I deserve your respect,” said Emma smugly.

	George’s face burned red. “Only by two days.”

	“Older nevertheless. So be glad I don’t make you address me in some more humiliating manner, little girl.

	Now get back to work.”

	Inwardly, George resolved to stand up to her this time, but he didn’t. He went back to work.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George spent the next hour cleaning. He vacuumed, swept, mopped, dusted, made beds and generally picked up everything his stepsister and stepmother had left lying around. Little by little, the house was getting nicely cleaned. He did it all despite the foofy dress and the tricky heels.

	In fact, as he worked, he slowly became accustomed to the new thinner, higher-feeling heels. Yesterday’s heels, while still heels, had wide enough heels and platforms that he didn’t find them all that challenging. They made his feet sore, but there was little danger of falling. Today’s heels were different. The heels he wore today definitely required better balance to keep from twisting an ankle or even flat out falling down. He felt more delicate and feminine walking in these; not to mention more sore as they put greater pressure on his toes because his feet were held in a sharper angle than the day before.

	The swishy dress was a completely different story from the miniskirt. Wearing the miniskirt the day before had actually seemed quite “normal” by comparison. To him, it felt largely like wearing shorts. The dress... the dress was nothing like the miniskirt. The tulle skirt stuck way out away from him in all directions. The miniskirt had hugged his rear. The tulle skirt seemed delicate and breakable and easily hooked onto any sort of rough spot. The miniskirt hadn’t been any different than shorts. Moreover, the miniskirt actually gave him tremendous freedom as he could move easily in it, though his manhood kept popping out if he didn’t move correctly. It was like wearing nothing. But the satin underskirt beneath the tulle trapped his legs like a tube wrapped around his thighs, making him use his knees to move.

	All of this made doing the chores all the more difficult. Over time though, he learned how to manage these new clothes.

	One thing he did not know how to handle was his conflicted emotions. Intellectually, he knew boys do not dress in dresses or heels and they definitely don’t let their stepsisters boss them around. His ego likewise told him allowing that was humiliating and it made him desperate to regain his masculine freedom. He didn’t know how to do that exactly, but his ego assured him he would figure it out soon. It was just a matter of time, his ego said.

	But then, there were the other things.

	If what he told himself was true, it made no sense that a boy would be excited by wearing girl’s clothes or being told what to do by a girl. So why was his manhood stiff and why would it not go down? This shouldn’t excite him – he scrupulously avoided the idea that this “turned him on” in his mind.

	And why was he experiencing these odd little moments of confusion? It was hard to describe in words, even to himself, but he got the strangest jolts whenever something reminded him that his hated stepsister, his nemesis, the Moriarty of his life, now had near total power over him. He expected his response to those thoughts to be rage... defiance!!, and he told himself he felt that indeed, but that feeling didn’t seem real. It felt more like hopelessness combined with something more like a brief, sharp tingle, almost like giddiness, followed by the sensation of sliding into a warm bubble bath. He would then become confused and find himself standing there unsure what to do. He genuinely did not know what this meant.

	He wondered what all of this meant as he worked.

	“Am I making a mistake agreeing to this?” he asked himself. “What choice do I have?”

	“I could just refuse to continue. She would tell Marjorie, and I would probably be punished, but it would end. This doesn’t seem like it’s ending.” He looked at his polished fingernails and the carpet brush he held. These things seemed more than temporary changes to him.

	But then he shook his head. “It would never end. Marjorie would be worse.” He sighed. “What do I do?”

	“I need to find some way to break her power,” he told himself. “But how?” “Georgia!” called Emma, interrupting his thoughts.

	George snapped back to the present at her call. He saw Emma coming down the hallway in her white dress and sneakers. She had slung a brown messenger bag over her shoulder and was holding car keys.

	“I need to run somewhere,” said Emma.

	“Now?!” This seemed like an odd time for her to leave. “Yes, now.”

	“Are we done for the day then?” “No, of course not.”

	George furrowed his brow. “What do I do?”

	“You keep working, missy. There’s still lots of work to be done,” said Emma. “Can I change?”

	“No.”

	George looked down at his dress and heels. He wasn’t sure why, but the idea of being home alone dressed in Emma’s clothes seemed somehow more risky. It also seemed a little dirtier somehow, though he didn’t know why. “But what if someone sees me?”

	Emma snickered. “Still expecting a parade of people, are we?” “No, but your mother might come home.”

	“She’s at work.”

	“She might get off early,” said George. It had happened before from time to time. “If she comes home, then I suggest you hide,” said Emma with a shrug.

	This answer made George’s stomach sink. He imagined himself bending over, dusting a bookshelf as his stepmother popped into the room behind him. He saw himself racing to his bedroom and diving under his sheet to hide, but she yanked the sheet off him, exposing him.

	“What if there’s a package or one of your friends comes to visit?!” Or mine, he added in his head. “You’ll figure it out.”

	“If a package comes, I’m not opening the door,” he protested. He sounded a little shrill, panicked.

	“I expect you to answer the door,” replied Emma, who really hadn’t even thought about any of this before, but was enjoying taunting him with these remote possibilities. She was actually just going down the street and it never occurred to her that someone might show up in the few minutes she was gone. “I also expect you to finish these chores while I’m gone.”

	George twisted his lip and swallowed hard. “Yes, George?” she prompted.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George.

	Emma strutted to the door. She took one long, enjoyable look at George acting all submissively in his dress and heels, before blowing him a kiss, winking at him and leaving.

	George was alone.

	 

	
Chapter Thirteen: “Stuck In Satin”

	—o—

	 

	Did Emma really expect George to stay dressed like this as she gallivanted off somewhere? It was one thing to stay dressed when she was right there making him, it was quite another to police himself on her behalf. This thought poured sourly through George’s brain as he watched her drive off. Then, suddenly, everything became clear. He had a vision. Perhaps it was an illusion, perhaps not, but he now knew that his one chance to escape his fate was to get out of these clothes right now while she was gone and get back into boy clothes before she came back. He hadn’t worked out how that would free him exactly, but he was sure it would.

	George dropped the brush onto the coffee table and rushed to Emma’s bedroom, where his pants and shirt were last seen. He almost ran down the hall in his tall heels as they echoed off the hardwood floors: Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! He felt the tulle skirt pushing against his thighs as though he was moving through it. He could hear the rustling of the satin skirt beneath. It was a cacophony of feminine sounds.

	“How does this free me again?” asked something in George’s brain.

	He dismissed the question in his haste, though it left him strangely uneasy.

	George burst into Emma’s room. He was more determined than ever to get out of this hated dress and these hateful shoes and put an end to this. Each step increased his resolve.

	“I can’t believe she just left me here!”

	George threw his hands behind him to grab the zipper. Only, he couldn’t reach it. It was located right in the center of his back where neither hand could get to it. He went to the mirror where he could see and he tried turning and getting at it from the side, but the corset denied him full motion. He tried from the top, the bottom, the left and the right. Nothing worked.

	“No!”

	George tried again to pull the dress over his head, but it wouldn’t budge. “How do I get this thing off?”

	George stumbled around the room in a half-panic trying to find something he could use to grab the zipper and pull it down. He had no idea what that was though and he found nothing. He tried again to grab the zipper from above and nearly slipped and crashed to the ground. It didn’t work. He tried once more, hopping this time, and really did lose his balance in the heels.

	He hit the ground in a lump.

	“I need to take off these stupid shoes! They make this impossible!”

	George rolled onto his rear. His legs were out before him. The dress was tangled. He pulled the first sandal to where he could unbuckle it, at least as high as he could get it in the tight satin underskirt. Between that and the corset, he couldn’t reach the buckle. He could touch it with the tip of his finger, but he couldn’t work it.

	“What is this? A trap?”

	He was becoming desperate.

	“I have to get out of this dress to free myself!”

	He awkwardly pushed himself to his feet again. This time, he intended to take the problem from a different angle. This time, he would raise the skirt up over his head and pull it off that way!

	George grabbed the tulle and started reeling it in. It reminded him in many ways of pulling in a fishing net. He grabbed handfuls and bunched the material up over his waist as he reached for more. Finally, the underskirt was exposed. He grabbed it and tried to yank it up too, but it was too tight to pull up that way. He needed to grab the bottom and slither it up his legs. As he did, his panties became visible and his stiff manhood jumped free. Unfortunately, he had pushed the skirt high enough that it was stuck; it would go no further up and it was too tight to move back down without help as it had folded over on itself. He was stuck!

	“No!” exclaimed George again.

	He tugged on the satin skirt and only got it more jammed. Then he decided that removing the panties might decrease the width of his hips just enough to get the skirt back down, so with great effort, he pulled the panties down and let them fall to his feet. Unfortunately, they wrapped around the strappy heels and got caught on them when he tried to kick them off his feet. This tripped George up and he fell to the floor once more. He landed on his rear, with his panties tied around his ankles, the tulle skirt knotted around his torso and the satin under skirt bunched around his hips. His manhood stood free and clear and hard, however.

	George lay there panting. “I’m stuck.”

	His dreams of escape slowly faded, not that they were real anyways. They were just an impulse highlighted by a desperate desire to escape without much rational thought beyond the moment. Indeed, taking off the dress would do nothing to eliminate the blackmail material Emma had. He was stuck in more ways than his current satin and tulle bindings.

	He lay his head down against the carpet. His manhood pointed toward the ceiling. “And I’m still hard too,” thought George unhappily. Why did this excite him so much? He shook his head.

	“What am I going to do?”

	He had no idea. Reluctantly, he decided he needed to keep going along with Emma’s control until he could come up with something. He didn’t know when that would be, but that’s how it would be. At least, he thought, things couldn’t get any worse for him.

	He was wrong about that too.

	“My, my, my... if this isn’t embarrassing,” said Emma. She was standing in the doorway.

	George cringed. How had she gotten home so fast? Wasn’t she going... well, George didn’t actually know where she had gone. Still, he wasn’t expecting her back, not so soon, and now she had caught him like this! This was deeply humiliating. It was about to get worse too.

	“So embarrassing,” said Emma again. “And before our guest too.” 

	 

	The End of Part One.
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