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	Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	 

	Dear Readers,

	 

	Life has taken a turn for the worse for poor George. As a result of getting caught breaking Widow Wilson’s window, he now finds himself firmly under his stepsister’s thumb as she blackmails him to get whatever she wants. And what does she want? She wants him to do her chores. She likes to see him jump at her command. And perhaps worst of all, she likes to dress him in her clothes as he does all of that. Things could not be worse, could they?

	 

	Sadly for George, they can. As we left our hero, George was caught with his dress hiked up and his very stiff manhood in his hand. Worse yet, it wasn’t just Emma who caught him! Who else saw George in this embarrassing embrace? And what plans do these people have for George today? Read on and find out. One thing is for sure, though, George’s nightmare is just beginning.

	 

	Hopefully, you enjoy this second part of George’s cautionary tale more than he does! I’m truly enjoying writing this one and I think you’ll like reading it. This is part two of four. This is the tale of George’s trip to the mall. Let me know what you think!

	 

	With love, Ann :)

	
 

	Chapter One: “Crash!”

	—o—

	 

	George lay on the floor. His was bound in the white dress. The tulle skirt wrapped around his armpits like a fishing net. The underskirt wrapped tightly around his hips like a satin tube. His panties wrapped around his ankles, caught in the straps of his high-heeled shoes. He was stuck.

	Worse yet, his hard manhood was free, and pointed at the ceiling. “My, my, my... if this isn’t embarrassing,” chuckled Emma.

	George stared in utter humiliation at his stepsister. She stood in the doorway smirking down at him. She wore the short white dress and the white converse sneakers she had worn when she left. Her brown messenger bag still hung from her shoulder. Her keys were in her hands.

	This was a disaster.

	“Embarrassing,” repeated Emma. “And before our guests too.”

	At the word “guests” George suddenly realized there was someone standing behind Emma. His heart stopped. Emma had shown him dressed like this to someone else! What a nightmare! How could she! Even worse, they had caught him in a terribly compromising moment, not just dressed like a girl but playing with himself. He could think of nothing more humiliating than that! George panicked and immediately scrambled to cover his member, but to no avail. The underskirt was stuck around his hips, doubled over and binding him like a rope. Unless he could get that down, his manhood would remain free for all to see!

	“I leave for five minutes and you start... this?!” said Emma in an exaggerated tone of admonishment. She was clearly enjoying having caught George humiliating himself so badly.

	George felt the hot sting of humiliation shoot up his spine and weakness filled his limbs as he tugged wildly at the dress. He’d become desperate to cover himself, but it wasn’t working. So he shot up to a sitting position, grabbed for his ankles, and tore at the panties, trying to pull them up his legs to hide his stiff member. Unfortunately, they too were tangled, with his shoes, and he couldn’t budge them either, not without calming himself first and figuring this out. That wasn’t happening.

	“I’m really shocked, Georgie,” snickered Emma.

	George’s face turned bright, bright red. He could not meet his stepsister’s gaze as he yanked at the panties uselessly. “Georgie, Georgie, Georgie.”

	George’s manhood started throbbing, even without him touching it. Her taunting voice was like adding gasoline to the fire. There was now a danger his manhood might explode. He knew he would probably die of embarrassment if that happened. He needed to hide it, but whatever he was trying wasn’t working. He closed his eyes and tried to calm himself, then he started working on untangling the panties. Slowly, he made progress; they were coming free and untwisting.

	“You haven’t even greeted our guest, either. Where are your manners, Georgie?”

	Multiple voices laughed, causing George’s manhood to throb even stronger. It was starting to build a rhythm. The possibility of an eruption grew.

	George tugged and twisted the panties. He still wasn’t calm enough to solve this puzzle, but it was slowly happening nevertheless. Suddenly, they were free! He yanked them up his legs, leaned back, thrust his hips upward into the air to lift his rear and pulled the panties over his hips and rear into place. His manhood vanished beneath their cotton, though it still tented out the material.

	Emma applauded.

	George ignored her, scrambling to his feet and trying to adjust the dress, finally pulling the underskirt into place, dropping the tulle and smoothing everything out. Everything was safely hidden again!

	George took a relieved breath. “It’s about time,” said Emma.

	Emma stepped toward George and motioned the others toward him too. George, who was still looking down toward the ground to avoid eye contact, saw a pair of very tall open-toed high heels step toward him. The shoes were black with thick platforms and wide open fronts, showing all of the woman’s toes prominently. They were fixed around her ankles by thick straps.

	“You know Georgia, of course,” said Emma, by way of introduction. “And you know our guest, Georgia.”

	George forced himself to look up for the first time into the stranger’s face.

	“Oliver!” gasped George.

	It was definitely Oliver. Indeed, his face and hair were normal and easily recognizable. But then... the black heels? George’s eyes raced back down to confirm that he had seen the heels. He had. He re-confirmed the face once more. It was Oliver. Then he took in the dark gray raincoat. It was closed and tied off with a belt. Oliver didn’t go in much for raincoats, but the coat itself wasn’t suspicious. What was suspicious were the naked legs poking out beneath the coat ending in the outrageous heels.

	“Why are you dressed like that?!” exclaimed George.

	Oliver blushed bright red. His brow furrowed. “Why are you dressed like that?!” spat Oliver in return.

	George looked down at the dress and heels he wore, temporarily forgotten when he recognized how Oliver was dressed, and he blushed. “I— well—” He pointed at Emma. “She made me! But why are you back? Why are you dressed like that? What’s going on?” asked George uncertainly. He had assumed he would never see his friend in skirts again.

	“I thought you could use a friend today,” said Emma. “So we brought back Olivia. Isn’t that great?!”

	“We?” asked George.

	“This is your fault,” growled Oliver at George.

	“Yes, we,” continued Emma, ignoring Oliver. “Carmen and I.” George’s jaw dropped. “Carmen?”

	As George said this, another girl walked out from behind Oliver. George had not noticed her before as he was so focused on his feminized friend who he had assumed had escaped with his masculinity after Emma locked him out on the porch the prior day. He knew this girl immediately though: she was Oliver’s little sister Carmen!

	George nearly passed out.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“I don’t understand,” said George, still feeling dizzy. He struggled to regain his composure and straighten himself. “Why is she here? Why are you here?!” He aimed the last comment at Oliver.

	“I invited them,” said Emma. “Why?”

	“You and Oliver are friends and Carmen and I know each other from school, and I thought it might be fun if we all had a girl’s day.”

	“Fun?!” scoffed George, who saw only humiliation in being seen dressed as he was, especially with Emma now adding Carmen to the list of people let in on his secret shame. This was not “fun” by any definition George knew. At least he wasn’t alone in this, he thought. He looked Oliver up and down once more to confirm what he had seen. Oliver was definitely dressed as a girl. The heels proved that. What’s more his leg hair had been shaved off. His toenails were painted red too! A quick glance confirmed that his fingernails were painted red as well. As for what he wore beneath the raincoat, it could have been shorts and a t-shirt of some sort, but the bulging coat told George it probably wasn’t.

	“This is your fault,” growled Oliver again when their eyes met. “Girls, no fighting,” said Emma with a laugh.

	George cringed, as did Oliver. Being called a “girl” in front of the others was embarrassing.

	“I think it’s time for proper greetings,” said Emma.

	“Greetings?” repeated George absently. His mind was still processing what was happening. Why were Carmen and Oliver here?

	“Yes, greetings.”

	“What are you suggesting?” demanded Oliver suspiciously.

	Oliver had seen the writing on the wall long before George did. A nervous look came over him at what a “greeting” might entail. He forcefully stuck out his hand toward George. “You want us to shake hands, is that it?” he asked hopefully. Then he snatched George’s hand and shook it, hoping to move on quickly. George stared at his friend’s painted nails. He never expected to see Oliver in women’s clothes again, and he certainly hoped never to be seen in women’s clothes by Oliver again, but here they were. His manhood grew stiff as he stared at Oliver’s nails.

	Emma smirked at Oliver. “Nice try.” “But—”

	Emma turned to George. “What have I taught you about greetings?” “Greetings?”

	“Greetings, Georgie. How does a young lady greet someone?”

	George shook his head, recalling no such discussion. Then it hit him. Could she possibly mean that? Not that! His face turned bright red and his manhood grew even stiffer. “You want us to curtsey to each other?”

	“Yes,” giggled Emma.

	George shook his head. “I can’t.”

	“Oh, yes, you can.”

	Oliver furrowed his brow. “What’s a curtsey?”

	“What’s a curtsey?” repeated Emma with a laugh. “Show him, Georgia.”

	George shuddered from his head to his toes. As if being dressed like this in front of Oliver and Carmen wasn’t bad enough, making him curtsey to Oliver was infinitely worse. The ultra-feminine, ultra-submissive image of him curtseying flashed across his mind. “Please don’t make me,” said George.

	“Do it,” insisted Emma. “Emma, please.”

	“Georgia, do as you’re told, young lady, or there will be consequences.”

	How embarrassing to be ordered to do this by his stepsister, thought George, but he had no choice. She had too much dirt on him to refuse. He hoped Oliver understood that. He sighed and reluctantly nodded this head. Then he took a step back, grabbed the sides of his tulle dress, slipped one high-heel-encased foot behind the other and lowered himself in the most feminine of bows.

	A horrified look crossed Oliver’s face. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” George rose to his full height again. He had no idea what to say.

	“This is how you greet people?” continued Oliver. “And now you will too,” said Carmen.

	Oliver shot an angry glare at his younger sister, who wore tight blue shorts, white wedges, and a flannel shirt in contrast to his ultra-feminine attire. If George had had any thought that Oliver might have been doing this of his own accord, he knew now that was completely not the case. Oliver was clearly being forced to do this by Carmen as much as George was being forced to do this by Emma. In fact, if anything, Carmen’s tone was much more demanding than Emma’s and Oliver’s resistance still greater.

	“Go on,” said Carmen.

	“It’s easy,” added Emma. “Show him again, George.”

	George bit his lip, hesitated as long as he could without earning some form of sanction, and then did it again. As before, he grabbed the sides of his tulle dress, slipped one high-heel-encased foot behind the other and lowered himself in an unmistakably feminine bow. He felt like a fool, an emasculated toy for the entertainment of these two young women who had never held such power over another person before and were enjoying it immensely. “Your turn,” said Carmen to Oliver.

	“I’m not doing that,” protested Oliver defiantly. “Yes, you are.”

	Oliver shook his head. “No way.”

	“You know the consequences of refusing,” said Carmen firmly.

	George didn’t know what threat Carmen had used specifically, or even how she had become involved in this, but it worked: Oliver’s look of defiance vanished. His lip quivered.

	“Do as George showed you,” said Carmen confidently.

	Oliver ran his tongue over his lip nervously. He started to reach for the sides of his overcoat mimicking how George had grabbed the sides of his own dress until Carmen stopped him.

	“Hold on, take off your coat first.”

	Oliver ground his teeth and let out a frustrated grunt. For an instant, George thought Oliver was going to refuse after all. But then Carmen raised an eyebrow and George saw Oliver’s strength wither. Again, George wondered what threat Carmen held over Oliver, though he suspected she had simply caught him as he tried to sneak home after Emma sent him away the prior day. Either way, Oliver’s resistance collapsed, and he unbuckled the raincoat’s belt.

	As George watched Oliver struggle working the buckle and then the coat’s buttons, he found himself unexpectedly getting excited to see what Oliver was wearing beneath the coat. He certainly hadn’t expected that, to be excited at the prospect of seeing how another boy had been feminized, but he was definitely excited. It felt like the excitement of watching someone unwrap a gift, waiting to see what it could be.

	“Hurry up, hurry up,” pushed Carmen.

	Oliver became even more flustered which seemed to slow his work with the buttons even as he clearly tried to move his fingers faster. George smiled involuntarily that Oliver was getting his comeuppance after making fun of George so much the prior day; it was nice to see the shoe on the other foot for once. A moment later, Oliver got the buttons open. He slid his hands inside the coat and pulled it open. The coat flew open in an explosion of hot pink as a cocktail dress with a puffy skirt burst forth into view.

	“Oh my!” gasped Emma.

	George too was shocked by the burst of pink. In fact, the whole thing was shocking. The way Oliver had ripped open the coat, exposing what he wore all at once, and how it seemed to pop out of the coat all struck George like some gesture by Oliver to make a grandiose entrance. He knew that wasn’t Oliver’s intent, but that’s how it came across. And now that it had been exposed, George had to snicker. He snickered not so much in humor as relief. Oliver had definitely been brought down to his level and could no longer assert a stronger claim to manhood than he could. George honestly felt a little happy about that. In fact, his good mood on this got the better of him and he whistled to poke fun at Oliver.

	“Watch it, Georgia,” snapped Oliver. “Girls,” warned Emma.

	George dropped his eyes to the ground to avoid conflict.

	“Now, let’s do that proper greeting,” said Carmen, as she pulled the overcoat off Oliver’s shoulders and arms, exposing the entire elaborate dress which hung to just below his knees. It was definitely designed as an event dress, perhaps for a prom or something like that. It was fussy. It had a billowing skirt, much like the tulle dress George wore, only made of satin. It was over-the-top feminine. Oliver looked like a tiger in a cage trapped in it.

	“Face each other,” commanded Emma.

	George took a deep breath and stepped forward. Oliver stepped forward as well, after a quick glare at everyone to let it be known he did this under protest. He was still trying to appear “macho” in the dress and heels too, so he stood awkwardly with his arms folded, his shoulders held crookedly, and his legs too far apart. He adjusted quickly to a similar stance as George however, when Carmen tapped him on the shoulder and shook her head.

	“Everybody ready?” asked Emma. Neither spoke.

	“Is everyone ready?” repeated Emma. “Yes, Ma’am,” replied George.

	“Yeah,” replied Oliver until Carmen poked him again. “Yes, Ma’am.” “You’re both going to say, ‘How do you do?’ Then you’re going to curtsey. Got it?”

	George and Oliver glanced at each other distastefully. Could this get any more embarrassing?

	“Got it?” she repeated.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George and Oliver together.

	“Then do it,” said Carmen.

	George was the first. He took another deep breath and then said, “How do you do?” After that, he grabbed the hem of his tulle skirt and he executed a quick curtsey. For his part, Oliver mumbled the same line and then did a curtsey that looked more like a mockery of George’s curtsey than anything else.

	Emma sighed. “That was terrible.” “It was,” agreed Carmen.

	“I think the boys need an incentive to do this right.” “What do you have in mind?”

	“We’re going to do a little shopping, right? Let’s say the one who does this best will get to pick something out for the other to wear,” suggested Emma.

	“I like that,” agreed Carmen.

	George and Oliver immediately tensed up. Emma’s suggestion was terrible in so many ways. First, it suggested this nightmare was not ending any time soon. Why would they shop for clothes if this was the last time they would be dressed? Worse, each immediately suspected the other’s motives in such a contest. George knew that if Oliver got the chance to pick out something for George, he would pick out the most humiliating thing he could, just to get even with George for his belief that George had caused this. Oliver, on the other hand, had the same thought only with a more nebulous motive for George, whom Oliver genuinely suspected was enjoying this. Thus, each instantly believed they could not trust the other, which meant they needed to win this, regardless of what it took. Worst of all, did the girls mean online or...???

	“All right, places, ladies,” said Emma.

	George stepped back into the same spot. He was nervous this time. There were stakes now. He couldn’t let Oliver win. Of course, Oliver was thinking the same thing. He was not going to give George that power over him.

	“Go,” said Carmen.

	“How do you do?” asked the boys in unison.

	George grabbed his skirt, tucked one leg behind and pulled himself as low as he could in the curtsey. He bowed his head and tried to look as submissive and respectful as possible. It was an impressive curtsey. In fact, he was sure he had “won.” Yet, Oliver wasn’t going to be beaten easily, not with this terrible risk awaiting the loser. He too did his best to create the most feminine, submissive curtsey he could. It was good. It wasn’t as good as George’s, but it was good.

	Emma laughed. “I think we have a tie!” She winked at Carmen. “I agree,” said Carmen winking back.

	“A tie?!” both boys exclaimed unhappily.

	“Yes, a tie,” said Emma. She put her finger to her lip. “Hmm. How do we break the tie?”

	“I know,” said Carmen coyly. She stepped right up between the two boys and she giggled. In fact, she had a hard time speaking as she kept giggling. Her giggling worried the boys. Finally, she spoke: “Kiss.”

	 

	
Chapter Two: “A Kiss”

	—o—

	 

	It was only a word. It was a small word too, only four letters. And it had been spoken softly. But it came across like someone dropping a bomb.

	“Kiss.”

	“What?!” gasped George. The suggestion was ludicrous. Oliver remained too stunned to speak.

	Emma burst out laughing. “Oh, that’s perfect! Just perfect!”

	“What do you mean, ‘kiss’?” exclaimed George, though he knew perfectly well what she meant.

	“Kiss. The winner is the one who offers the other the best kiss,” said Carmen.

	“Forget it!” growled Oliver harshly and he waved his hand. “I’m not doing it. No way!”

	Carmen sighed. “Why do you boys keep thinking you can refuse?” she asked.

	Oliver froze. A sheepish look crossed his face.

	“Despite everything, you still don’t understand that you just don’t have a choice in any of this, do you?” asked Carmen rhetorically. “Listen up, Olivia dear, unless you want everyone knowing what I caught you doing—”

	Oliver shook his head and waved his hands desperately. “No, no, no, I’ll do it!”

	George’s eyebrow shot up suspiciously. What could Carmen have caught Oliver doing that was worse than kissing George? There’s nothing Oliver could imagine. One thing was for sure, she caught him doing something more than just racing home in the dress to change.

	“What did she catch you doing?” he asked. “None of your business,” snapped Oliver.

	“As I was saying,” continued Carmen loudly enough to over-speak the two boys, “unless you want me telling everyone what you were doing, Olivia, then you don’t have any choice but to do exactly as I say. Now get that through your head and stop resisting me!”

	Oliver bit his lip. “I’ll try.” “You will.”

	“But what if I can’t?”

	“You can. It’s easy. Just pucker up your lips, like this,” she said and she puckered her lips as indicated, “and then you just kiss.” She paused for effect before pointing at George and saying, “Now do it.”

	“But I can’t,” repeated Oliver.

	“I better not hear that word again.”

	Oliver looked at George. He turned green. Then he shook his head. “You don’t have a choice in this,” said Carmen firmly.

	Oliver wagged his finger at George. “But he won’t do it either!” “Yes, he will.” Carmen looked at George. “Won’t you, girly?”

	George slowly shook his head in disbelief. He didn’t want to kiss another boy any more than Oliver did, and Carmen hadn’t caught him doing anything... well, she had, but he didn’t worry about Carmen. His worry was Emma, and Emma wasn’t nearly being as cruel about this as Carmen. In fact, in a bit of irony which made George quite uncomfortable, he found himself looking to Emma for protection. Unfortunately, she seemed to like the idea.

	“You’ll like it, Georgie,” she said.

	George and Oliver shot unbelieving glances at each other. How in the world would either one like it? Worse, if Emma wanted this too, then there was no one to save them.

	“You have until the count of three, Oliver,” said Carmen. “But he won’t do it!”

	“Then take him in your arms and do it for him.” “But I can’t!”

	“One!” said Carmen firmly. “Carmen!”

	“Two!”

	All the color left Oliver’s face. Whatever his secret was, it was clearly something far beyond just being caught dressed as a girl because he was dressed as a girl now, so exposing that to George and Emma would be meaningless. No, there had to be something more. And based on the fear Carmen put into Oliver, it had to be something truly serious. But was it enough to force Oliver to do the unthinkable and try to kiss George, another boy?

	Apparently, it was.

	Before George could make another appeal to Emma to not allow this, he was startled when Oliver grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him close to Oliver’s stronger body.

	“No!” exclaimed George.

	His lament was cut short, however, as Oliver’s lips rammed themselves against his and pressed down firmly. They were surprisingly soft. They were warm. They were moist. He was being kissed! The very thought seemed inconceivable and it took several seconds for it to register in his brain.

	“What am I doing?” thought George helplessly.

	Suddenly, George’s manhood sprang to life again. Shame washed over George and he immediately began to struggle to break free. He tried jerking his shoulders left to right, but Oliver held them firmly. He tried right to left, but Oliver held on. Nor could he pull his lips from Oliver’s lips. He was being kissed and it was going on seemingly forever. He could not break free.

	The kiss went on.

	George finally stopped fighting. This was happening whether he wanted it to or not. Just then, Oliver withdrew his wet lips. The kiss ended. George stumbled backwards in the heels, almost falling down. As he did, his stiff manhood bounced around inside the panties he wore. Its tip was wet now. Thankfully, the whole thing was well hidden beneath the tulle dress.

	“Oh my God! That was amazing!” exclaimed Emma. She was giggling like mad and blushing like crazy.

	George blushed too, as did Oliver.

	“That was an incredible kiss, Olivia,” said Carmen. Oliver blushed even more.

	“You looked so surprised,” said Emma to George.

	George bit his lip. He wanted to vanish. Just disappear. How could he have let another boy kiss him? And right in front of his evil stepsister! He was never going to live this down.

	“You certainly enjoyed it too,” she added.

	A look of horror crossed George’s face. “I did not!” But was that true? Truth be told, George had limited experience with kissing. In fact, he’d only ever kissed two girls in earnest, and neither had been all that great of an experience. George had always been told that a kiss was supposed to be magical; it was supposed to be exciting. Some people claimed to see fireworks or something like them. The two prior kisses were nice. They were warm and comfortable and made his heart race a little, but neither could be described as extraordinarily exciting. If anything, the lead up to those kisses had been more exciting than the actual kisses themselves. This kiss though... it was the best kiss he ever had, and that horrified him.

	“Yes, you did,” giggled Emma.

	“I did not!” he gasped even more indignantly. “I hated it!” And yet, he was still hard.

	“Sure, Georgie, sure.”

	“It’s not true! I did not enjoy it!” complained George and he began wiping his lips with the back of his hand. His own lipstick came off onto his hand, as did the lipstick Oliver’s lips had placed on his.

	Emma evil smile reappeared. Every time George saw this, he knew right away something bad was going to happen. He cringed in anticipation of what she might be planning this time.

	“You want me to prove it?” she said coyly.

	A look of horror crossed George’s face. Could such a thing be proven? “P— pr— prove it? How?”

	“I’ll bet if we lift your skirt, your little thing is going to be hard as stone.” She raised her pinky finger as she spoke. It was bent when she started, but she slowly straightened it. “I’ll bet it’s probably still all happy and excited.”

	George swallowed hard. “N— no, it’s not,” he lied. “I think we should make him show us,” said Carmen. “It’s—it’s not,” said George feebly.

	“Admit it was exciting or I’ll make you show us,” warned Emma.

	George shook his head. He could never admit that! “It wasn’t... it’s not. Trust me.”

	Emma folded her arms and tapped her foot impatiently. “Last chance, Georgie. Show or tell.”

	George shook his head. He could never admit that. He just couldn’t. Emma sighed. She had given him the chance and he refused to take it.

	So she pointed toward his crotch and motioned her finger upward a couple times to indicate that he needed to lift his skirt.

	“It wasn’t exciting,” said George one last time. His tone was defeated, however, he could see in the girls’ eyes they intended to make him lift his skirt and show everyone unless he confessed. He just couldn’t bring himself to say the words though. So he slowly reluctantly, reached for his skirt and pulled it up to his hips, exposing his panties beneath. His manhood tented out the panties hard. It had even formed a wet spot on the panties where it rubbed against the material.

	The girls laughed.

	“Thought so,” said Emma.

	Carmen turned toward Oliver, who had shrunk away and was standing silently at the edge of everyone. “Look at that, Olivia. You made poor Georgia hard. Does that make you proud that you made another boy hard?”

	Oliver looked disgusted.

	“I’ll bet you’re hard too, aren’t you?” Oliver rolled his eyes.

	“Either way, I think we have our winner,” said Emma. “Agreed. That was an amazing kiss,” said Carmen.

	“And any kiss that can make a boy hard like that has to be the winner.

	When we go shopping, Olivia will get to pick out clothes for Georgia.”

	George glanced at Oliver, who was glaring at him. This was going to be rough.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “Getting Ready To Go”

	—o—

	 

	George now had a lot to worry about. Not only was he under the thumb of his stepsister and the evil Carmen, but they were determined to have their fun, and their kind of fun was not something he considered fun. Worse, they were going shopping. Outside. In public. Worse yet, George now had to dread what Oliver would pick out for him in the way of clothing. Oliver would make his choice out of spite for sure. But worst of all... he couldn’t stop thinking about that ‘kiss’. It horrified him. It made him sick just to think of it. But why had it turned him on too?

	“That’s how I expect you to greet people from now on, Olivia,” said Carmen.

	Oliver cringed.

	“You too, Georgie,” said Emma.

	George knew that was coming, but knowing that didn’t make it any better.

	“So what shall we do now? More housework? Maybe teach you boys to dance? We could do a fashion show,” said Emma. She tapped her finger against her chin as if she were weighing her options.

	“I think we should take them to the mall,” said Carmen. “Now?”

	Carmen shrugged her shoulders. “Sure, why wait?” Emma smiled. “I can’t think of a reason.”

	“Me neither. It’s going to be such fun!”

	Emma glanced at George and Oliver to see their reactions. Something else struck her, however. She saw George, in the tulle dress, and Oliver, in the red cocktail dress and sky-high black platforms, and she realized they would stand out like two sore thumbs at the mall. That would ruin their fun if the boys were spotted as boys.

	“We should probably make them change first, though, don’t you think?” said Emma.

	“They definitely look conspicuous,” agreed Carmen.

	“There’s no fun if there’s no chance of them getting away with it.”

	Carmen nodded her head. “True. And they are going to get spotted if they’re dressed like that.”

	When the girls had first thought about going to the mall, they realized it would be a lot of fun to watch the boys trying to pass as young women. In fact, watching their antics as they tried to pass as women would be a lot more fun than watching them stomp around angrily after being outed. Not to mention, that kind of fun could last a lot longer and would protect their secret, which is what gave the girls their power. So they realized they really didn’t want the boys exposed, they just wanted to enjoy the joys of risking exposure. Hence, they agreed to do their best to make sure neither boy got outed at the mall.

	“Do you have anything we can borrow that will fit Oliver?” asked Carmen.

	“I think so.”

	“That’s good. We don’t have anything at home.” Carmen told Emma how Oliver was too large to fit into her clothes and just barely fit into her mother’s clothes, but how her mother’s clothes could never be described as trendy or fashionable. That left Oliver with little he could wear which a normal girl his age might wear. “Which is another reason to go to the mall: to start building a wardrobe for him.”

	Oliver listened with considerable embarrassment as Carmen described her attempts to feminize him as nonchalantly as if she were describing how she made a sandwich. It denied him any manhood.

	“So,” finished Carmen, “it would be great if you had something that would fit.”

	Emma looked Oliver over and considered his height and weight and general shape. “I think he’ll fit in my things. It won’t be perfect, but it will work.”

	“Great. Let’s do it.”

	With that, the girls marched the boys to Emma’s bedroom. On the way, they explained again that they were going to mall, and if the boys wanted to avoid being spotted by everyone they passed and mocked mercilessly by a mall full of people – likely including many of their classmates – then they needed to do their best to look and act like girls.

	“Let me get this straight,” growled Oliver as he tottered along after Carmen; Emma brought up the rear. “You want us to help you with this craziness? Are you serious?”

	“If you want to avoid being spotted,” snickered Carmen. “By whom?”

	“Everyone we run across.” “Everyone’s already going to see us.”

	“But they won’t know you’re boys unless you screw up and show them.”

	George and Oliver turned green. Neither liked the idea of acting like girls, but the idea of getting caught scared them. The girls, on the other hand, were enjoying this bit of cleverness a lot. Not only would it be fun to watch the boys trying to act like girls, but doing this would force the boys to learn to be feminine. Them learning to act like girls is exactly what Emma wanted. After all, she was enjoying seeing her stepbrother feminized, and she wanted her servant-girl to act the part, and giving him a strong incentive like this to figure things out would work wonders in making that happen.

	“Wait a minute,” said George cautiously. “What?” asked Emma.

	“We can’t pass as girls.”

	Emma raised a suspicious eyebrow. “Why not?”

	They turned into Emma room. She moved toward the closet as the boys stopped near the bed and Carmen blocked the door.

	“You can put us in dresses, but we’ll still look like us... like boys,” said George,

	“Boys don’t wear dresses.”

	“No, but girls don’t have faces like ours. You can’t hide our faces.” Oliver nodded his head vigorously in agreement. “True.”

	“You’d be surprised,” responded Emma. “A few little tricks here and there have worked wonders on your figure, George.” She drew an hourglass in the air with her fingers as she spoke. “You look a lot like a girl.”

	George blushed and felt his manhood stir. It seemed to stir whenever they questioned his masculinity. That issue aside, however, her response didn’t soothe his fears. “My figure isn’t the problem.” George pointed to his face. “You can put all the padding in the world under the dress, but you can’t make my face look like a girl. I look like plain old George.”

	“The right makeup can change that.”

	George shook his head. “There isn’t enough makeup in the world to change the shape of my head.”

	“No,” agreed Emma and she reached into her closet. “But this can.” As she said this, she picked up an old brunette wig Emma had worn as part of a costume some years back.

	“A wig?! You’re kidding!” exclaimed George. “Would you rather go without?”

	“I’d rather not go at all,” snapped Oliver.

	“Well, that’s not going to happen,” said Emma calmly yet firmly. “But if you don’t want the wig, that’s fine by me. Are you going to refuse to wear the wig too, Georgie?”

	George saw his image in the mirror. In the tulle dress and heels, he looked quite feminine. But his face screamed the truth: he was George in a dress even if his figure suggested Georgia. If they took him out of the house like this, there was no way anyone could fail to spot him. His only hope was the wig, and he knew it... assuming it was enough.

	Emma twirled the wig on the tip of her finger. “Last chance.” “Fine, I’ll wear it.”

	“I thought you might. Now ask me nicely to let you wear it and say ‘please’.”

	“What? Why?”

	“Because you keep challenging me, Georgie. Just be glad I’m even letting you wear it still.” Emma was enjoying having control over George. Interestingly though, she was finding that she enjoyed it even more when he fought back and she could force him to obey her. That felt like real power. Indeed, what she really liked were the moments where she could make him admit she had power over him. Those moments were such a turnaround from their prior relationship and she savored them. “A girl could get used to this,” she told herself whenever he surrendered to her will.

	“Can I wear it?” asked George, mumbling into his chest. “Try again, George.”

	George bit his tongue. This was embarrassing. “Can I please wear the wig?”

	 

	“Ma’am.”

	“Can I please wear the wig, Ma’am?”

	Emma smiled. “Much better, Georgie! Very submissive. And to answer your question, yes, you may wear the wig.” She patted him on the shoulder. “You’re such a good girl.”

	George felt humiliated and cast his eyes to the ground.

	Emma now looked in her closet and drawers and fetched clothing she thought might suit the boys better for their little adventure. “Let’s see... what do we need?” she asked aloud.

	“Something casual, but feminine,” said Carmen. She approached the closet.

	“Agreed.”

	The boys needed something that would help them blend in. That was the only way they could avoid detection, assuming they played their cards right. To that end, the girls decided the boys needed to look a lot more like teenage girls than they did at the moment; after all teenage girls dominated the mall.

	“Let’s start with something a little more casual,” said Emma. She pulled out several items.

	Carmen started pulling out items as well.

	“George, why don’t you strip down to your panties and stockings while I look for something suitable,” said Emma.

	George furrowed his brow. “Right now?” “Of course, now.”

	“But with Carmen and Oliver here—” “Strip George,” insisted Emma.

	George’s face burned and his manhood stiffened. This was going to be embarrassing. He hesitated once more. Emma saw him hesitate and decided this was a good learning opportunity. She had already decided George would wear wedges to the mall. After all, wedges were girlish enough to humiliate him, would be cute enough on him to be fun for her, and were fashionable enough at the moment that they wouldn’t draw the suspicions of any girl at the mall. That said, there were different types of wedges. She would use those differences to make her point.

	“I told you to strip, George. You didn’t obey,” said Emma. As she said this, she grabbed two pair of wedge-heeled shoes from her closet. The first pair were tan with an insignificant one-inch cork heel. The second pair were pink with a more substantial three-inch cork heel.

	George bit his lip. “But—”

	“I expect you to obey me,” she continued. She approached him. “I can’t strip in front of them—”

	Emma held up the wedges with the one-inch heel. “I was going to let you wear these. They’re comfortable. They’re easy to walk in, and we will be doing a lot of walking. Most people probably wouldn’t even notice that you’re wearing heels, these are so low.”

	She paused.

	“But then you disobeyed me,” she said.

	She opened her hand and dropped the wedges to the floor. George watched them fall. Then she held out her other hand, from which the pair with the three-inch heels dangled.

	“So instead,” she continued, “you will wear these. You will find these are harder to wear on long walks. You’re also going to feel like a sweet little sissygirl wearing them. Everyone will notice them too. But that is what you get for disobeying me. Got it?”

	George’s jaw dropped. “That’s not fair. I can’t get undressed in front of them! It’s too embarrassing!”

	Emma shook her head in a strangely sympathetic manner, as if she was sad that George just couldn’t understand his lesson. She then reached behind her to her closet and pulled out a pair of golden wedges with five-inch cork heels. She held up both pair at once, the three-inch and the five-inch heels.

	“Do you need me to repeat the lesson?” she asked.

	George shot a worried glance at the five-inch heels. Then he looked down at the one-inch heels on the floor. He understood the lesson and he knew right away what he needed to. He hung his head. “No, Ma’am.”

	“Good girl,” said Emma and she returned the five-inch heels to the closet. “Now strip while I gather the rest of your clothes.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	As Emma rifled through her closet and her drawers, George slowly removed the dress he wore and everything else, right down to his corset, panties and stockings. His manhood projected out stiffly from beneath the panties, tenting them out.

	“You like this, Georgie, whether you admit it or not,” said Emma. George shrank... well, most of him did.

	A few feet away, Oliver had watched all of this with a snarl. He now let out a cynical, short, sharp laugh upon seeing George so rigid. “Of course,” he said coldly. “Just what you’d expect.”

	“Don’t think you’re free from this, Olivia,” said Carmen smugly. Oliver rolled his eyes.

	Carmen shook her head. “I see you’ve learned nothing from Georgia’s lesson.”

	George snuck a peek at Oliver as he gathered up the dress to place it on a hanger as Emma had showed him earlier. Oliver seemed determined to stick with his bravado, at least for the moment. The trouble with calling the girls’ bluff though, was that they hadn’t been bluffing about any of it so far. Oliver seemed to be asking for trouble.

	“I learned that he’s a sis—”

	“And so are you,” interrupted Carmen. She snatched up the golden wedges. “I think you’ll be wearing these.”

	Oliver’s shoulders fell. “Oh come on!” “You talk back, you get punished.”

	“But those are higher than the ones Georgia has to wear!”

	“Maybe next time you’ll think about your place before you speak,” said Carmen coldly. “Now it’s your turn to strip.”

	Oliver glared at her. Again, for a moment, it looked like he would refuse. But then something in Carmen’s eyes shook his confidence and broke his determination. He surrendered and reached for the zipper on his dress.

	“I really wonder what she’s holding over him?” wondered George.

	Either way, both boys were soon stripping; each tried to avoid looking at the other. A minute or two later, George and Oliver stood there helplessly in their feminine underwear as the girls laughed about them and poured through a closet of clothes as if the boys were mere dolls for their amusement.

	“Oh, I love that.” “That’s fantastic!”

	“This is perfect for him!”

	“He’s going to look really cute in that.” “What do you think? This or this?”

	A sense of helplessness overwhelmed George as he watched Emma make decisions for him that would strip him of any masculinity he had left. Losing the power to control even what he wore was difficult to accept. It bruised his pride. Worse though, it seemed to excite him for some reason he didn’t understand. Oliver didn’t have that problem; why did he?

	“Thanks for letting us borrow these,” said Carmen. “I just don’t have anything for Olivia to wear at home.”

	Emma glanced at Oliver. He definitely stood taller and weighed more than Carmen. Fortunately, Emma was a larger girl than the tiny Emma. “Don’t worry, we’ll find something nice for him at the mall.”

	“I hope so. I want to start building a wardrobe for my new little sister,” said Carmen with a giggle.

	George cringed at the idea of having a female wardrobe built for him.

	Fortunately, Emma hadn’t thought about that, or at least hadn’t said so. He glanced at Oliver to offer a sympathetic nod. Oliver was not in a receiving mood.

	“Don’t say a word, Georgia,” growled Oliver.

	George averted his eyes. He wondered though, if Oliver was really as tough as he liked to act, why was he obeying Carmen? Why not just refuse and face whatever consequences there were? Of course, Oliver could have asked the same thing of him, but George told himself that was different... somehow.

	The girls finally approached the boys.

	“All right, ladies, let’s get dressed!” announced Emma.

	Emma and Carmen both dumped an armload of clothes on the bed and started doling out silks and satins to the boys. George received a white blouse with puffy sleeves, feminine buttons and a Peter Pan collar. He also received a white bra. Oliver received a short, silky black dress. It was sleeveless with a heart-shaped collar and had a narrow patent black belt around the waist. The skirt had five pleats in total which would hang to the middle of his thighs.

	“You want me to wear this?” demanded Oliver. “And the heels,” said Carmen.

	“Come on,” pleaded Oliver. “You said we’d be doing a lot of walking!”

	Carmen nodded her head and handed him the five-inch wedges. “That’s right, and with each delicately difficult step you take, maybe you’ll remember who’s in charge.”

	Oliver looked defeated. “This isn’t fair.”

	“Would you rather wear the stilettos you’re wearing right now?”

	Oliver looked down at the tall thin heels he still wore. He would rather wear anything than those. “No.”

	“No what?”

	Oliver’s face turned bright, bright red. “No, Miss Carmen.”

	This time George couldn’t help himself. He laughed. Oliver had been acting so tough that seeing him forced to call his little sister “Miss Carmen” was just too much to take and the laugh slipped out.

	Oliver glared at him. “Don’t laugh at me, boner-boy.” “Olivia!” snapped Carmen.

	“He laughed at me!”

	“I don’t care. You behave!” She snatched away the golden wedges. “And for that, you can wear the spike heels. And if you say another word, there will be more consequences. Got it? Get dressed.”

	Oliver tensed up initially, but then seemed to crumble before George’s eyes. He took the black dress and reluctantly slipped into it. George was amazed. He had never seen Oliver so helpless when push came to shove. He almost pitied Oliver. Of course, George had his own problems.

	“Wear this too,” said Emma and she handed George a white miniskirt. He added it to the pile.

	George sighed and slipped the blouse over his shoulders. When it was in place he stepped into the miniskirt and pulled that into place as well. Little by little, he was becoming the image of a young female mall rat. At least he would be more comfortable than Oliver.

	Now, if only he could avoid getting caught.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “The Mall”

	—o—

	 

	George slouched down as far as he could in the backseat of the car. This was terrifying. What if somebody saw them? They were at the MALL! The mall! This was the meeting place of every student in town. Everyone George knew was likely to be here, especially as school hadn’t started yet.

	“Can we please go home?” pleaded George.

	Emma ignored him and pulled into the parking spot.

	“I’m not getting out of this car, not dressed like this,” said Oliver grumpily. He folded his arms and sat in a defiant pose next to the whimpering George. George knew though that Oliver would do as he was told. That was clear now; he would not disobey Carmen.

	“Yes, you are,” said Carmen. “Forget it.”

	“You, Olivia dear, don’t have a choice.”

	Oliver visibly bit his lip and exhaled slowly, angrily. He was trapped and they all knew it, including him, but he kept fighting to make himself feel like he hadn’t been completely emasculated. George didn’t understand this though. To George, it seemed that Oliver didn’t realize that the more he fought back, the more Carmen enjoyed her victories. George saw it in her face; Oliver obviously did not.

	“Don’t worry, Olivia. This will be fun,” said Emma. She was happy and excited. She expected this to be one of her best trips ever to the mall, if not the best.

	“Time to get out of the car,” said Carmen. “You too, George,” added Emma.

	And so it began. Anyone watching from behind the car would have seen the rear door on the left open slowly, almost hesitantly. Then a single foot, encased in a black high-heeled sandal emerged. It slowly lowered itself toward the parking lot until the tall, narrow heel touched the ground. A nylon covered leg ran from the foot back into the car. It was a truly feminine image.

	With the shoe firmly planted on the asphalt running parallel to the car, the observer would have seen a hand with painted nails grasp the door handle. A naked arm ran back into the car. Slowly, a body emerged from the car, using the planted foot and grasping hand for balance. The body was clothed in a thin black dress. Another foot swung out onto the asphalt. The seeming young woman then pushed herself to her feet until she was standing. She was blonde, with straight black hair. She rose to her full height and stood next to the car. She visibly trembled.

	“Out, Georgia,” said Emma.

	The other rear door opened. George’s head snuck a peek outside to see if anyone was coming; not that there was anything he could do about it even if there was. He wore a brunette wig.

	“Are you sure?” he asked nervously. His mouth was dry. “Out of the carriage, Princess.”

	George nodded his head to show his obedience. He knew not to anger Emma as she seemed to have a way of making things worse when he resisted. He looked at the ground. No parking lot had ever seemed so uninviting before... so dangerous. He took a deep breath and debated how to get out. He could swing one leg over, much as Oliver had done, but he was wearing a short skirt and that might cause his you-know-what to pop out. He didn’t want that: who knows how Emma would use that against him? In fact, images of him prancing up and down the mall in heels and a bra with his stiff manhood jutting out for all to see invaded his mind. That terrified him. So he decided to be more cautious.

	George swung both legs out at once so he could keep everything together.

	Our imaginary observer from behind would have seen two feet, both encased in nylons and wedge-heeled sandals come together out of the car and plant themselves next to the car. Two knees hovered directly above; the thighs attached to the knees still disappeared into the car. A hand, with red- painted nails, grabbed the door handle for support. Then the seeming young woman raised herself almost gracefully from the back seat to her feet. She immediately smoothed her tight white miniskirt to make sure it was in place, and it was, with scarcely a bump to be seen on the front. In fact, only a very close examination would have spotted the tiny bump at all. Anyone else would have just noticed the very tight skirt and considered the prospect of panties beneath. Above, she wore a white sweater with sleeves that came only to her elbows.

	George took a deep breath and looked around. He brushed back the brunette wig from his eyes. He tried to be careful not to touch his eyes or lips so as not to smear his makeup.

	He was outside... in public. He was terrified.

	Carmen and Emma stepped out next. Carmen wore tight blue shorts and wedges. Emma wore a pink tennis dress and white Converse sneakers. Her long hair was tied in a ponytail. She had an amused look on her face.

	“Your purse, Olivia,” said Carmen, holding out a brown leather purse. Oliver snatched it unhappily.

	Meanwhile, Emma handed a white clutch purse to George. He took it quietly. He had vowed to himself not to make a scene or to give the girls cause to make a scene. He hoped Oliver would do the same.

	“Shall we go, ladies?” asked Emma.

	Neither boy spoke. Neither wanted to go, yet each knew not to say a word in opposition. Neither was going to give a word of encouragement either though. George planned to do what he had to, but nothing more.

	“Come on, girls,” said Carmen. “The door is this-a-way.”
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	George stumbled slightly. This was the third time. He thought he’d gotten good at walking in heels, but that was at home on the carpet or the kitchen tile with no one watching. Well, no one but his stepsister. It turned out that walking across the asphalt toward his doom as dozens of attractive young women watched him was something completely different, and he was finding this much harder than expected, even in the relatively low-heeled wedges. The asphalt itself was proving surprisingly difficult too. For being rock, it was actually kind of soft and it felt like his heels were sinking into it as he walked, like his sneakers felt on a slightly muddy path.

	“Someone’s going to spot us,” said George nervously.

	“Not if you act like a girl,” said Emma, chiding him for yet another stumble.

	“I’m trying, but this is never going to work.”

	Emma saw several sets of girls sitting on stone walls or standing near trees in the large V-shaped courtyard entrance way to the mall. They’d all glanced in their direction already and hadn’t said a word. “No one’s spotted you yet,” she said. She waited a few seconds before adding, “Yup, not a single scream, ‘Hey look at those boys in skirts!’ Ahhh!” She waved her arms like they do in horror movies.

	Carmen giggled.

	George did not. “Ha ha.”

	“Just act naturally, George,” said Emma.

	“How in the world am I supposed to walk naturally in heels and a skirt?”

	“Channel your inner girl.”

	George tried desperately to shut out all the young women around them and focus on moving like a young woman. It wasn’t easy, not with so many eyes watching, not with the embarrassing knowledge of what he was doing. He realized it really was like the Telltale Heart. Even if no one else had a clue what he really was, he knew it and that filled him with guilt... or embarrassment.

	“You know, your mom’s going to be pretty upset if she finds out you took me to the mall dressed like this,” said George with a hint of desperation in his tone. This was a last ditch, hopeless effort to get Emma to change her mind. George knew it was a long shot, but he was nervous and needed to try it.

	“Why would she be upset?”

	“You know why. The way I’m dressed. And she’s not going to be happy with you for doing this.”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Can I help it if this was how you wanted to dress?”

	“Me?! Wanted?! I didn’t want to dress like this... you made me.”

	Emma smirked and took another photo of George with her phone. “Try proving that.”

	“She’ll know you made me.” “And how will she know that?”

	“Because what boy would want to go out dressed like this?!”

	“What boy indeed?” said Carmen cryptically, which caused Oliver to blush.

	Meanwhile, Emma glanced at the photo of George wiggling his rear ahead of her toward the door. “Oh, I don’t know. You seem pretty happy in the photos, just like you do in the others. Besides, do you really think she’s going to believe you let me do this to you?”

	“But you’re blackmailing me!”

	“Me? Blackmail? But George,” said Emma disingenuously, “you asked me to let you do this.”

	George ground his teeth. It did seem kind of incredible that a boy would allow this. And the longer this went on, the more incredible it became that Emma could be forcing him. She was forcing him, though. That was true. It just... it got harder to believe that was the case the more he let her dress him up. He sighed. At least Emma wasn’t as tough on him as Carmen was being on Oliver.

	Speaking of Oliver, George glanced at his friend. Oliver was really struggling along in the tall, sharp heels. Thank God for wedges, thought George. Oliver also seemed a lot more nervous because he wasn’t as good as George at faking being a girl. Ironically, this was where George’s being so “spineless” (as Oliver had called him) in terms of fighting back was proving to have been a benefit: George was actually quite good at moving like a girl, because he’d done what Emma wanted to avoid conflict and as a result he had some sense of how a girl should move. Oliver, on the other hand, still looked like a boy fighting being a girl because he’d spent all his time trying to look exactly like that. That left Oliver looking awkward and out of place, and that was extraordinarily bad in these circumstances. In fact, George was more worried that he might be discovered because of Oliver’s behavior than he was that someone would see through the cheap wig and hastily-applied makeup he wore.

	“We’re almost there, ladies,” said Emma excitedly.

	They were within six feet of the door. There was a row of about eight doors in front of them. The courtyard now lay behind them. Still, no one had yelled out an alarm about the two boys in drag trying to sneak in. It seemed they had passed the first test, even if George didn’t feel like he had passed.

	Carmen raced around Oliver and opened the door. “Allow me, ladies,” she said.

	Somehow the act of her holding the door for them embarrassed George even more than wearing a skirt. It was a strange feeling, a moment where he truly felt feminine rather than just feminized; in that motion, she made him a girl, not just someone dressed like one, and it filled him with weakness.

	Carmen motioned them through.

	George and Oliver hesitated at the threshold of the door. The cool mall air blasted across their faces and pushed against them like some invisible force warning them not to enter this unholy place, this sanctuary for young women. To add to the warning, it blew up their skirts too, tickling and freezing their manhoods in ways that were entirely unnatural for men: your manhood has no place here. They would not heed the warning, however. They could not heed the warning.

	George ran his tongue across his lips and stepped through. Oliver followed.

	It took a moment for their eyes to adjust to the lights. As they did, a tidal wave of smells assaulted their noses: popcorn and French fries came first, but then came the soft, feminine aura of the mall which spoke of its true nature... perfumes... leather from purses and shoes... scented creams... lotions... hair products. George had never noticed the times he’d been here before to see a movie or to venture to the arcade or the one sporting goods store, but the mall eerily smelled like Emma’s closet, only with popcorn. A roar of sounds came too... feminine sounds. On the surface, there was the sound of the giant fountain in the middle of the mall. But there were a thousand voices too, and the closer he listened, the more he realized most were the voices of young women. Then there were the other sounds he’d never noticed before, the sounds of thousands of girls moving about: rustling skirts... purses rubbing against hips... earrings jingling... heels striking tile... all echoing through the giant cavern.

	They had entered a new world previously hidden in plain sight. A terrible world. A world for women.

	“Where are we?” gasped George in amazement.
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	“Welcome to the mall, girls,” said Carmen.

	She moved on ahead of George and Oliver a few steps, turned around, and started walking backwards so she could see the boys. The others followed her and the whole group slowly made their way down the long, wide hallway. Emma walked next to George.

	“We have a lot of shopping to do. You girls are just going to love it!” gushed Carmen.

	George glanced nervously at Oliver, who was looking around with sheer terror in his eyes. George wasn’t terrified necessarily, but he was tensely nervous. He knew it was only a matter of time before they started seeing people they knew.

	“Can we go home now?” asked George reflexively.

	Emma giggled. “Why would you want to go home? We just got here!” George glared are her. She knew the reason.

	“All right, Georgie. I’ll tell you what. We can go home soon... after we do a little shopping. We have some things we need here.”

	“What do we need here?”

	“You boys need new wardrobes.”

	“But I can already wear your things,” said George.

	“I know, Georgie, but I can’t have you wearing my things all the time. You’ll wear them out. Besides, while you can wear my things, they don’t really fit right. It’s time you had your own wardrobe.”

	“I really don’t want my own girl’s clothes.” “Yes, you do.”

	“No, I don’t. You want me to have them.”

	Emma smiled evilly. “That’s the same thing now. What I want... you want.”

	George knew that continuing to protest his lack of desire wasn’t going to change things, but a thought occurred to him. “How can we afford this anyways? I don’t have any money. Are you paying for it?” He knew his stepsister didn’t have any money either except maybe a little birthday money.

	“I have mom’s credit card,” she replied.

	George stopped cold. “You can’t use your mother’s credit card!”

	“Why not?”

	“What do you think is going to happen when she looks at the bill and sees some dress on it?” He became very worried about being discovered suddenly.

	“For one thing, I’ve seen her pay her bills. She never checks the statement – ‘statement’ not a ‘bill’, George – and she pays it without looking it over. Also, I’ve seen the statements; they don’t list what you bought, just where you bought it. And they certainly don’t say who you bought it for. All it will say is something like ten dollars at Maxina’s. It doesn’t say, ‘bought Georgie a dress’.”

	Somehow, this didn’t alleviate George’s worries. Before he could say anything though, Carmen interrupted.

	“Let’s keep moving, we have a busy day,” she said.

	Emma nudged her stepbrother. “You heard the girl, get moving Georgie.”

	George reluctantly started moving again, with the sound of his heels (and the others) tapping off the floor and echoing down the hallway. He remained worried though. Not only could he be found out if they used that credit card, but he still faced the very high likelihood of being spotted by some random girl or clerk as a boy. That would be a disaster. He now imagined himself being chased down the hallway by an army of angry, mocking young women from his own school who knew exactly who he was. Suddenly, that danger grew in importance in his mind once more and his knees became weak.

	“Oh, here we are,” said Emma suddenly. “Our first stop.”

	George looked up to see that they were standing before a beauty salon, or whatever girls called it. To George, it would have been a barber shop or a hair cutter, but this was clearly more. They styled, they didn’t cut. And the women inside also apparently painted nails, gave facials (whatever that was), and did other strange and mystically un-masculine things.

	“W— what do we w— uh, want here?” asked George. “Hair and nails.”

	“I just got a haircut,” lied George. George now regretted not getting his hair cut all summer. Because of that, his hair was kind of long and kind of scraggly for a boy. It touched his collar at least, and it struck him a “stylist” could do terrible things with that much hair.

	“You’re not getting a cut, you’re getting it styled.”

	If only he had gotten the buzz cut his stepmother wanted him to get!

	He would be safe now.

	“And,” added Emma, “we’re getting your nails done.” “So are you, Olivia,” said Carmen.

	“But my nails are already red,” protested Oliver.

	“These will be done with a different process. It will protect the polish,” replied Carmen.

	Oliver looked confused. “What does that mean?”

	“It means they’ll look nicer... and they won’t come off.” Oliver and George’s jaws both dropped immediately.

	“Now wait a minute, if this stuff doesn’t come off—” protested George. “Relax, Georgie, we can still take it off.”

	George furrowed his brow. That sounded untrue. “Then what’s the point?” he asked suspiciously.

	“The point is that we’re going to be walking around the mall and you two will want to do your best to avoid getting spotted. Having great nails and hair will help you pass.” Emma said this as if she were truly trying to help them, which she actually was. This game they were playing with the boy’s reputations was only fun if the boy’s had a sporting chance. In fact, it was best all around if they weren’t actually caught. Then there was no risk of word getting back to Emma’s mother and her putting an end to Emma’s fun. Taking them to the salon to have their boyishness minimized would help with that. It would also be entertaining to watch them squirm as their hair and nails were transformed.

	“This is a terrible idea,” said George. “Come along, girls,” said Emma.
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	“What can I do for you?” asked the raven-haired woman behind the register.

	George glanced around the salon. It was brightly lit with soft white lights in a massive voltage and neon highlights in every nook and cranny. There were several stations, each staffed by an attractive your lady in stylish clothes. Most of these girls wore heels, which George would have thought normal a week ago but now found a little crazy, now that he had spent time in heels.

	“My friends would like their hair and nails done,” said Emma. She pointed to George and Oliver.

	“Do they have appointments?”

	“Yes, I called ahead. It’s under ‘Emma’.”

	The woman bit her lip to stop her smile from growing. “Ah yes, Emma.” She motioned to two girls, one blonde and one red-headed. They came over. George watched them walk in their heels. They were quite graceful. “Katie and Natasha will help you.”

	Emma thanked the woman and she and George followed the blonde to her station.

	“You’re looking for a style and then a gel-coat treatment, correct?” asked Katie, the blonde.

	“Yes,” said Emma.

	“Something feminine that doesn’t necessarily stand out.” “Yes.”

	“I understand.”

	George raised an eyebrow. Stand out? Understand what? “What’s going on here?” he asked himself suddenly. What did this woman know? He froze in place. “What do you mean?”

	The young woman smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry, I do understand.” “Understand what?”

	The young woman ushered him into the chair, where she placed the smock over his blouse and lap. After closing the smock around his neck, she leaned in close to his ear and whispered: “I understand you want a cute feminine cut for when you’re in girly-mode but not too feminine that you can’t hide it when you’re in boy-mode.”

	George was stunned.

	This woman knew his secret? How did she know? Obviously, Emma had to tell her, right? But why? Or had she guessed? So easily though? Was it possible that every girl they had passed in the mall saw through his disguise and just hadn’t said anything? No! That couldn’t be, he told himself... but the thought made him sick. It also sparked his manhood, which had so far lain dormant out of fear, to begin to grow. He sank an inch or two in the chair.

	“What do you think about something up?” asked Emma. She grabbed a handful of George’s longish hair and pushed it up on top of his head. “That way he can just comb it back down as needed.”

	The young woman shook her head. “It’s not long enough to work up.” “Maybe a Rachel?”

	The young woman smiled. “A Rachel would look beautifully feminine, but it would not go back into boy-mode well. It would always stand out as a feminine hair style no matter how he brushed it. What I’m thinking is a pixie-style cut.”

	“Oh, I like that,” said Emma.

	“Then he could brush it back to make it look more masculine.” “That would be perfect!”

	George swallowed hard. All this talk of feminine hair and returning to somewhat masculine hair was making him really nervous. He imagined himself with long flowing locks of girly hair and he sank another inch in the chair.

	“What color would you like for his nails?” asked the young blonde. “I think a dark red.”

	The woman picked out two vials of red polish. “One of these?”

	Emma pointed to one of them, though George didn’t see which. He was too busy trying to sink down out of sight in the chair and hoping that the floor opened up and swallowed him.

	“That one would be perfect!” gushed Emma. “It would help if I did his eyebrows too.” “They won’t be too feminine?”

	“No, not when he’s dressed like a boy. He may look a little odd, but people will just see him as a slightly effeminate boy. It won’t look openly feminine though. But it will really enhance his girl look,” assured the young woman.

	“Let’s do it.”

	The young woman patted George on the shoulder. “You’re lucky to have such a good sister. Don’t worry, Princess, I’ll make your dreams come true!”

	George cringed. He desperately wanted to tell her that this wasn’t his dream, but before he spoke, he realized that saying that might raise far too many awkward questions, like why is he doing this if he doesn’t want to be a girl and how had he let his stepsister control him to such an extent? He decided it was better to be seen as a willing sissygirl than it was to be an enslaved, feminized toy.

	—o—

	 

	Meanwhile, a few chairs away, Oliver was struggling. Carmen had apparently decided to push Oliver much further than Emma intended to push George. She wanted as feminine a cut as possible, given Oliver’s shorter hair. She wanted it dyed a shocking pink too. She wanted his eyebrows arched, as well as thinned. And she wanted his finger and toenails red. Oliver clearly wanted to object by apparently Natascha, unlike Katie, didn’t know he was a boy and Oliver couldn’t find a good way to object without revealing that fact.

	“Good luck hiding any of that,” thought George.

	For a brief moment, George thought he was lucky to be under Emma’s control, before he reminded himself harshly that he didn’t want to be under anyone’s control, least of all Emma or Carmen!

	 

	—o—

	 

	George was worried. It worried him that the blonde hairdresser knew what he really was, but she did seem willing to keep the secret, so there was no immediate danger as far as he could see, though it seemed risky to let anyone know the truth. What if she saw him somewhere in public in the future and asked how his life as a girl was going? He would positively die if his friends heard that! That wasn’t his biggest worry at the moment though. His biggest worry right now was what she was doing to his hair. Would he be able to hide what she did to him when he got home and changed back into male clothes? Even more importantly, would he be able to hide what she did when he returned to school?

	“I’ll get started on your nails,” said a woman with dangly earrings, snapping George out of his thoughts. She had been working on another customer’s nails but now came over to George. She introduced herself as Karen and pulled up a short chair and a small narrow table or tray covered in various tools. She took his left hand and started working.

	“She doesn’t know your secret,” whispered Katie into his ear.

	George tensed up and nodded his head. He made sure to press his thighs together tightly again to ensure his panties weren’t showing... or whatever might be sticking up beneath.

	“So tell me,” said Katie suddenly, “is there a special occasion?”

	“Special occasion?” repeated George in confusion.

	“For getting your hair done today. Are you going to a dance? How about a special date? I’ll bet it’s a date.”

	“Uh, sure,” said George cautiously. He had no idea if girls only got their hair done on special days, so he agreed with the premise to avoid looking foolish. He immediately regretted it though.

	“Oh wonderful! Who’s the special boy?!” gushed Katie.

	George winced. He’d walked right into that obvious question. “Now what?” he asked himself. His mind turned fast over possible answers. He needed one that ended this conversation.

	“It’s no one,” he said.

	Katie laughed. “That’s a mysterious answer. He must be somebody.

	He did ask you out, and you accepted after all... or did you ask him out?” George’s mouth went dry. “It— I mean, he— I was asked out.” “Oh, that’s nice. So what’s he like?”

	“Hold still please,” said the woman doing George’s nails. He had begun to tremble under the questioning.

	“I, uh—”

	“Don’t be shy, Georgia,” said Emma suddenly. She had been reading a magazine in a nearby chair when she heard Katie’s question. She couldn’t resist getting involved and watching her stepbrother squirm. “Why don’t you tell us all about him?”

	“I well—”

	“Tell Katie his name,” insisted Emma.

	George bit his tongue and glared at his stepsister. This was embarrassing. Even worse, his manhood started pushing hard against its panty-prison. He was thankful the smock hid any chance of it appearing from view, but dismayed that it always seemed to rise when he was being embarrassed.

	“Go on. It’s just girl talk.”

	George still hesitated. “I, well. Uh.” He had no idea what to say. “His name is Neil,” said Emma.

	George immediately blushed. He knew who Emma was talking about. Neil was the boy who was dating George’s last, and really only, girlfriend Hanna. In fact, she had broken up with George to date Neil. George found that rather humiliating and had developed a bit of an inferiority complex regarding Neil because of it. Emma knew this. George wished she didn’t.

	“Oh, what a nice name,” said the nail technician, who had been listening, much to George’s chagrin. “What’s he like?”

	“Yes, Georgia, tell us what he’s like,” added Emma with a wink. The smile on her face was so large and bright it seemed to expand beyond the boundaries of her face. She was enjoying this a lot.

	George writhed uncomfortably in his chair. “He’s just a guy.” “He’s not ‘just’ a guy,” said Emma. “Tell them Georgia.” George swallowed hard. “He’s the captain of the football team.” “And basketball team.”

	“Yes... and basketball team,” admitted George. “And baseball team.”

	George was really turning red now. “Uh, yeah.” “And he’s so cute.”

	“He’s ok,” snapped George.

	“Oh, I’m sure he’s very handsome,” said Katie. “What does he look like?”

	 

	“Brown hair... I guess. Kind of tall.”

	“Kind of tall?” repeated Emma. She shook her head. “He’s very tall.

	Tall, dark and handsome. Right?”

	George bit his lip. Describing another boy was embarrassing. Boys just didn’t notice another boy’s looks. And describing the boy who stole his girlfriend in glowing terms was truly embarrassing. Even worse, Emma wasn’t going to let him lie and downplay Neil in the least. The truth was, Neil was better looking, smarter, stronger, and more popular than George, and he had taken George’s girl from him, and now Emma was making him describe his emasculator like he was a lover. This was almost worse than being seen as a girl!

	“Yes, tall,” admitted George. “And handsome.”

	George blushed again. “I guess so.”

	“Lots of muscles?” asked the nail technician.

	George shot a pleading glance at Emma, but he found no mercy. “Yes, lot’s of muscles.”

	“I like muscles. I love to feel something hard when I touch my man,” said the nail technician, causing the girls to giggle.

	“Is he nice and hard?” asked Katie with a wink.

	George wanted to shrink even further into the chair. “I suppose,” he croaked.

	“Have you kissed him?”

	George started to shake his head aggressively, but Emma cut him off. “They have, it was so adorable. It was on our front porch, out in the moonlight. Little Georgia on her tiptoes as Neil held her tight and kissed her. It was like something out of a movie.”

	The two women sighed.

	“What was it like?” asked the nail technician.

	George’s mouth went dry. Was he really supposed to describe what it felt like to kiss a boy? A boy he really didn’t like? A boy who took his one and only girlfriend? That was utterly humiliating! Not to mention, how could he do it? He had no idea what it felt like to kiss Neil. He barely knew what it felt like to kiss anyone. The only people he’d ever kissed were Jenny Winslow in third grade and then Hanna and then... ug... Oliver.

	“I uh—”

	George looked up and saw the hungry eyes of the two women. He needed to say something; they weren’t going to let it go. Unfortunately, he also saw Emma’s smug, victorious smirk and he knew this was going to be something she would never, ever let him live down. Despite this, he realized he had to say something though, and the only answer he had... the only answer he knew, was what it had felt like to be kissed by Oliver.

	He swallowed hard.

	“Well, it was kind of a surprise,” started George. The women’s eyes became even more ravenous.

	“He grabbed me and pulled me close. He, like, pressed against me. Then he jammed his face into mine. I felt his lips push right against mine.” As George gave these details, he could feel Oliver grabbing him all over again. His manhood grew as hard as he had ever felt it, almost painfully hard.

	“He didn’t drool, did he? I hate droolers,” said the nail technician jokingly, at least George assumed it was a joke. Still, this question made him blush all the more for some reason.

	“Don’t interrupt, girl!” said Katie. “Let the boy tell his story.”

	George froze. Had she really called him a ‘him’ and a ‘boy’? She had! Fortunately, no one else seemed to notice her mistake.

	“What happened next?” asked Emma to goad George on. She was glowing, watching poor George tell this story of how he was kissed by “Neil” was amazing! This may not have been the same level of use of power as making him dress or dragging him to the mall, but it would be one of her favorite moments of a day full of moments she would never forget.

	“Were his lips wet or dry?”

	George recalled that first contact with Oliver’s lips. His lips had been dry, but so warm and soft. His manhood began to throb at the thought. “Dry at first, but his breath was moist. They were soft too.”

	“Awww!”

	The mood had changed, George now realized. The ravenous looks were gone. In their place, the two women now watched him with starry eyes and soft, gentle breaths. They were imagining the kiss. It seemed the nightmare had come to an end. George took a relieved breath.

	But his ordeal wasn’t quite over yet. “How did you feel?” asked Katie.

	George winced. He really didn’t want to talk about his feelings. He was no expert when it came to expressing feelings! What was he supposed to say anyways? What did women say in response to questions like that? They certainly didn’t say, ‘I was hard as a rock’ or ‘it was humiliating’! What did they say then? And what should he say? If he was being honest, it was— no, he wasn’t going to be that honest, even with himself. He tried to think of some chick flick. How did they describe those kisses? Dreamy? No way he was saying that, not about a boy.

	“It was good,” he finally said. “Just good?”

	“I’ll bet it was dreamy,” said the nail technician.

	George groaned to himself. It seemed they wanted the movie version. “Yeah, I guess so.”

	Emma giggled. “How dreamy? Give us details, girl!” “Details?” asked George pleadingly.

	“Did you see stars?” asked the nail technician. “Did your toes curl?” asked Katie.

	“Did you go all warm?”

	George looked at these women in horror. Was he really supposed to say those things? Two of them even knew he was a boy, did they really expect him to say that about kissing a boy? And why did the fact they wanted him to say that make his manhood throb?! That shouldn’t be happening. It wouldn’t happen to Oliver! Why did it have to happen to him?!

	None of the women spoke. They waited for George. He felt enormous pressure to give them what they wanted. “It was nice,” he squeaked.

	This was the wrong response to give. It immediately brought almost angry glares from the women. Their faces contorted. Their eyes screamed at him. They wanted more. They demanded more. The pressure on George to give them what they wanted grew exponentially. He felt small and helpless and he began to panic.

	He shook his head. There was nothing to give. But they kept staring. “But—”

	And they kept staring. “But—”

	And then he broke. It came fast. Words shot out of his mouth.

	“Yes! Fine! It was dreamy! My toes curled. It made me feel warm and soft and helpless. I loved it!” blurted out George in a panic. Where had this come from? Was that how he felt kissing Oliver? No, it wasn’t. It took a second, but then he realized he was talking about how he felt being watched by Emma as he was kissed by Oliver. It was the feeling of being made submissive.

	His eyes shot to Emma.

	He immediately regretted saying what he said. He slapped his hand over his mouth as if to cut off more from coming out and to stem the damage of what he’d said. What damage? The damage he felt when he saw the look in Emma’s eyes. They both knew she had dug deeper into his soul than anyone ever had, deeper even than he allowed himself to go, and now she knew a terrible secret which would forever give her absolute power over him: something within him liked being dominated.

	His manhood erupted. His panties were soaked.

	George sank into his chair even further after his confession. He couldn’t bear to look at any of the women, especially Emma. She had been the only one to know what he really meant. Katie thought he had enjoyed being a boy kissed by a boy. The nail technician thought he was a normal girl in love with a boy. Only Emma knew what had made him quiver. At least, thought George, she didn’t know about his sticky panties, though that was a minor consolation.

	He said little for the rest of the session.

	—o—

	 

	George’s hair was done.

	It was a pixie-style cut. On a girl, it would have looked cute with hints of boyishness. But he was a boy, and on him, it looked dainty and feminine: girlish. On the one hand, this meant he no longer looked like a boy in a cheap wig. He looked considerably more girlish. That would help protect his secret at the mall. That was good. On the other hand, he now looked genuinely girlish, not just like a boy in makeup and a dress. Could he undo this when it came time to be plain old George again or would plain old George look suspiciously like Georgia? He didn’t know and that worried him.

	“It’s very girly,” said Katie.

	“Are you sure this will look boyish again?” he whispered. “Trust me.”

	His nails caused a similar conflict. His toenails were red and glossy. They were terrible. Nothing would hide those. But his fingernails were only glossy. On a girl, they looked obviously manicured. But how would they look on a boy? What if they stood out as girlish? Could he explain having put any polish on his fingers, even clear polish, to the other boys at school... to his stepmother?

	“How am I going to hide these?” he asked of his fingernails. “Would you rather I chose red like Carmen did?” asked Emma.

	George shuddered thinking of Oliver. Carmen had really made serious changes to him, changes that George thought were going to be impossible to hide. “How is he going to hide his pink hair?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t know.” “She arched his eyebrows too!”

	Emma snickered. “Would you like me to have that done to you, Georgie?”

	“No.”

	“Are you sure? I’m sure it would be dreamy.”

	George blushed and his manhood grew once more. “No.” “It might make your toes curl.”

	George blushed even deeper. He knew this was coming but it was actually harder to bear than he had expected, especially with his manhood betraying his excitement at being humiliated like this. “No,” he said softly.

	Emma laughed. “Maybe next time.” “There better not be a next time.”

	“As for Olivia,” said Emma, “I understand his mother isn’t going to be home for a week. She’s traveling on business. That’s what Carmen said. So they have time to undo things.”

	She glanced at Oliver. What Carmen had requested was more than Emma would have risked for sure. It also wasn’t as exciting to her. She was finding she liked the subtle touches of control she exercised over George the most, the ambiguous femininity she had imposed, the soft victories he conceded, rather than anything obvious or easy. Carmen, apparently, didn’t see things that way. She seemed to go in for big, obnoxious displays of power; but that’s who she was at school too. That’s why they weren’t great friends, but only friendly. In fact, if not for Oliver and George breaking that window together, Emma likely would not have spoken to Carmen all summer, and she was not a fan of how Carmen was acting now.

	“It wouldn’t surprise me if she put him on a leash and had him bow to her for all to see,” said Emma to herself with a good hint of disapproval.

	George heard this but didn’t know what to make of it. Did her disdain for Carmen’s harsh treatment of Oliver make Emma a good guy? George didn’t know. What he did know was that he suddenly felt a strange sense of gratefulness to be under Emma’s thumb, as odd as that sounds. At least, he told himself, he was grateful that Emma didn’t make this worse. This could be undone... he hoped. Oliver, well, Oliver had a real problem.

	“He may have a week before his mother gets home, but there’s no way they can undo all of that,” thought George. Nor did George believe Carmen was finished with Oliver. George tried to feel sorry for his friend, but Oliver had been such a jerk and, frankly, he kind of deserved it, at least to George’s mind. “What does she have on him anyways?”

	Time would tell.

	 

	


Chapter Six: “A Bet Is Made”

	—o—

	 

	George walked slowly down the hallway. Emma walked on his right. Oliver and Carmen walked on his left. He kept shooting glances at Oliver. His pink hair really stood out, as did his high arched eyebrows. There was no way to hide those things when Oliver became Oliver again. At least the bright red polish on his nails could be removed, but not the rest.

	“I think that went very well,” said Emma happily. She was pleased with George’s transformation.

	Carmen snickered. “I enjoyed it.”

	“I’m sure the boys did too,” giggled Emma. “Did you enjoy it, Georgie?”

	“Definitely not,” snapped George. “Not even a little?” teased Emma. “Not even a little.”

	“That’s too bad. But you really should thank us whether you enjoyed it or not.”

	“Why would I do that?”

	“Because now you’re even less likely to be spotted as a boy, so long as you keep acting like the nice demure girl you are on the inside.”

	George scoffed, though he knew it was true that this transformation helped. Still, not being caught now would be small consolation if he couldn’t reverse what she had done before his friends or his stepmother saw him again. That still worried him: could he reverse what they had done?

	“You should have dyed George’s hair like Olivia,” said Carmen. “I like it better like this. It’s subtle.”

	Carmen shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. What do you think, Georgia? There are so many young women in the mall, all looking at you, judging everything about you. And then there are the young men looking at every girl like she’s candy in the window of a candy store.” Carmen smirked sadistically as she looked him up and down, returning to his hair. “It’s cute, I guess, but don’t you think you could use a little more help?”

	Emma halted. “Are you saying George is ugly?” “Not as a boy, but he’s no girl.”

	“And Oliver is?”

	Carmen glanced at Oliver. “He’s better than George.”

	Emma folded her arms and tapped her foot angrily. Her pride had kicked in; plus, she didn’t like Emma suggesting that she had made a mistake in the hairstyle she picked. “George is easily more attractive as a girl than Oliver.”

	“Hardly!”

	“Absolutely!” countered Emma.

	George and Oliver shot each other nervous glances. Neither knew how to respond to this. Neither wanted to be better looking as a girl, but at the same time, neither wanted the greater chance of being spotted. One thing was for sure, neither wanted to argue about it and both were sure this was not going to end well. They were right.

	“Let’s let this go,” said George.

	“It’s not worth arguing about,” added Oliver.

	“I’ll tell you what,” said Carmen, ignoring the two boys. “I’ll make you a bet.”

	“What kind of bet?”

	All the color left George’s face. This was really not going to end well. In fact, he couldn’t think of any way a bet like this would end well. “Please, let’s not do this,” he pleaded.

	They ignored him.

	“I’ll bet you that Oliver is better looking as a girl,” said Carmen. “And how are you going to prove that?” asked Emma.

	“Simple. You know the food court.” “Of course.”

	“There’s a small platform there.” “By the fountain.”

	“Right,” said Carmen. “We’ll have Georgia and Olivia get up on the platform and ask everyone there whose outfit they like better. The winner is the one who gets the most applause.”

	“You want us to stand up in front of a crowd and ask them to judge our looks?” gasped George. He nearly collapsed.

	“No way,” exclaimed Oliver. “No way!”

	A doubtful look crossed Emma’s face as well. Was this too much, she asked? There was risk and then there was stupid risk. It was one thing to walk through the mall and survive the passing glances of otherwise engaged customers, it was quite another to call for the attention of a crowd and ask them to inspect the boys. That seemed like asking for trouble.

	Carmen saw Emma’s doubt as weakness and pounced. “Afraid?” Again, Emma’s pride kicked in. She wasn’t going to let Carmen, whom Emma honestly considered a little tacky, challenge her choice in how to feminize George. As far as Emma was concerned, she had done a great job with George; unlike Carmen with Oliver and his overdone pink hair. And for the record, nothing Carmen could do could scare her!

	“Ha! You’re on,” she said calmly.

	Carmen jammed out her hand. Emma shook it.

	George wanted to fall to the floor and curl up into a ball. He was pretty sure Oliver was feeling the same, though Oliver just stood there with his mouth agape and his eyes pleadingly fixed on Carmen.

	“What does the winner get?” asked Emma. “Pays for lunch?” “That’s not a bet,” groused Carmen.

	“What do you want to bet then?”

	“Something big. Let’s make this worthwhile!”

	Emma was starting to become annoyed. “Like what?”

	A wicked smile crossed Carmen’s lips. “If you’re not too afraid... the winner gets to go to the Back to School dance with Gavin.”

	“Gavin?!” gasped Emma.

	Emma glared at her. Carmen was really being over-the-top competitive. This had been meant as a pleasant day out shopping and toying with the boys, but she was turning this into a life and death contest. The winner gets Gavin?! Gavin?! The most desirable boy in school. Every girl wanted him. And the Back to School dance, which took place the night before school began, was where relationships were often set for the entire year to come. Losing this bet could mean any chance Emma had to get together with Gavin would be gone! This raised the stakes through the roof as far as Emma was concerned. Emma wasn’t sure she could agree to that.

	Carmen smiled maliciously. “Well, if you don’t think you can make George attractive—”

	Emma glared at her. Again, Carmen had tagged her ego. “You’re on,” she snapped. If Carmen wanted to fight over Gavin, then she was going to fight over Gavin and Carmen was in for a rude awakening!

	George opened his mouth to ask what in the world Emma was thinking. The look in her eyes stopped him cold.

	“Not one word, George,” she said.

	“But—”

	“Not one word.”

	George sighed. “What are we going to do now?”

	“We’re going to win,” said a determined Emma. She glanced over her shoulder at Carmen. She was still annoyed. Carmen had condescended to her, had tricked her – nay, had tried to trick her, and had poked her competitiveness, something Emma liked to keep safely hidden away where it could not cause her to act stupidly... like it just had. “She makes me so angry!”

	“I see that. Seriously though, what are we going to do now?”

	Emma put her hand on her stepbrother’s shoulder. “We’re going to do our best to win this thing. You and I are going to make you the most attractive woman ever. Then we’re going to win this thing and she can deal with sitting on her butt as I take Gavin to the dance.”

	George felt sick to his stomach. How had this happened?

	“One thing,” said Emma to Carmen. “What do we do if one of the boys gets spotted?”

	“Then they lose. The winner is whoever the crowd picks, unless one of them gets spotted first. Then they lose.” As Emma considered this, Carmen added in a condescending tone, “That won’t be a problem for Oliver though.”

	Emma was sure Carmen was taunting her and she was not going to back down. She looked at George and she looked at Oliver and she was confident George would do better.

	“All right,” she said.

	George sighed unhappily. Not only was he a boy, dressed as a girl, hiding in plain sight at the mall, but now he had been drafted into an insane contest. This was going to be ugly.

	 

	


Chapter Seven: “The Dressing Room”

	—o—

	 

	As the group started down the main mall walkway, George could see both Emma and Carmen working hard inside their brains trying to figure out ways to make sure they won the contest. George had no idea who Gavin was, but apparently he was important to each girl. So the worrying question for George now became: how far would the girls go to win this?

	“Makeup, shoes, dress,” said Emma under her breath.

	George heard that. He was already wearing makeup though, so he didn’t know what else she could have meant there, but a new dress and new shoes made sense. What he wore was feminine, but it didn’t stand out as drop-dead gorgeous. Emma would want that. He wouldn’t, but she would, so he guessed it was coming.

	“Oh look,” said Carmen. “This is my favorite dress store.” “Mine too,” said Emma.

	George looked up. The store was called simply ‘The Perfect Dress’. “Time to get you your first dress,” said Emma to George. “Well, the first one that belongs to you anyway.”

	“How about a pair of pants?” grumbled George.

	Emma snickered. “Not today, Georgie... we have a bet to win.” George winced.

	The quartet walked into the dress shop.

	Emma and George passed a collection of summer dresses. The collection was a little small as the season was ending and fall would soon be here, but there were still some very cute dresses. Emma passed them by. She had originally wanted something cute and feminine George could wear around the house while doing chores, and these would have been perfect, but with the bet, she was now thinking she needed something more stylish, something more grand, something to draw attention to the dress instead of the girl in the dress, i.e. away from George himself. They moved to a display of what appeared to be prom dresses.

	“What do you think of this?” she asked and she pulled out a fluffy red dress.

	 

	George didn’t even look at it. “It’s a dress.”

	“Of course, it’s a dress, George. We’re in a dress shop.”

	“I don’t care.”

	Emma took a deep breath. “George.”

	“It’s a dress, what can I say?” said George defensively. “I don’t know anything about dresses, Emma. I don’t want to know anything about dresses. I don’t want to wear a dress. I’m a boy, remember?”

	“Of course, I remember, George. But we need to win this bet, so you better start acting like you care.”

	George shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t care about this Gavin guy.” “You better.”

	“Why?”

	“Because if I lose, I’m going to be really angry, George,” said Emma. She was clearly nervous about the bet; she recognized that though and took a deep breath to calm herself. “Sorry. But you better care too because if we don’t do this right, you’re going to get spotted as a boy and that’s going to be embarrassing.”

	George swallowed hard. “Got it.”

	“Good, now let’s get some dresses you like and try them on.”

	“But how do I know what I like?” he asked in exasperation. “I really don’t know anything about dresses.”

	“Pick things you like on other girls.”

	George raised an eyebrow. As odd as it sounded, that might work. He knew what looked good on the girls he saw, at least what drew his attention. The same things should work for him, right? He could do that! He nodded his head.

	“What about this?” she asked and she showed him the red dress again. George looked it over. Nothing about it stood out to him. He shook his head.

	“What about this one?” she asked as she pulled out a yellow dress with ruffles.

	It looked childish and silly to George. He made a face and shook his head at that one too.

	“All right, then you pick one,” said Emma.

	George took a deep breath. He really did not like being made to pick out a dress that he would wear, but he knew what was at stake. This was one time the lesser of two evils was to help with his own feminization. So he slowly made his way around the displays looking at dress after dress. He moved on from the prom-type dresses. They all seemed too fussy. They were the kinds of dresses women liked to think everyone liked but which boys didn’t really find all that attractive. He stepped over to a display of more simple evening gowns.

	“There’s a massive variety of options,” he said.

	“Women’s clothes versus men’s,” said Emma who watched him intently.

	“There’s a lot more than in normal clothing stores where there are just jeans and a couple types of shirts.”

	George ran his hand over a silvery blue dress. “Too thin.”

	He pulled out a red number with a very low-cut neck. “Too much.”

	He found a purple dress with a bouncy loose skirt he liked, except he didn’t like the heart-shaped collar. Purple also didn’t seem like a good idea somehow. It seemed like an old color somehow.

	“Come on George,” said Emma.

	George glanced across the store. Oliver was being led from one section to another by Carmen, who was pulling out dresses left and right and holding them up to him. He looked deeply embarrassed. Luckily for George, he wasn’t as embarrassed as he had expected to be, otherwise his manhood would—

	“Oh crud.”

	Having focused on his manhood, George felt it starting to stir. “Not now!” he groaned.

	He tried to clear his mind of arousing thoughts, but it was too late. His manhood slowly rose to attention until it poked up his short skirt. There was nothing he could do about it, either. He quickly moved his purse to hide it.

	“What’s wrong?” asked Emma who saw him assume the awkward bent-forward stance.

	“It’s nothing.”

	Emma furrowed her brow. Obviously, it was something. Why was he suddenly acting so strangely? Why was he standing so awkwardly? She was just about to ask again when it hit her. She snickered.

	“Excited, are we?” she asked. “No,” snapped George. “Boys!” laughed Emma.

	—o—

	 

	It took George a minute or two to get things under control, before he was able to start picking out dresses again. The lump wasn’t gone, but it was small enough he could hide it with his purse as he picked out dresses. He found four dresses he liked and hid the lump behind them as he showed them to Emma.

	“Let’s see what’ve you got,” she said.

	“There’s this blue one.” he said, holding up a conservative, dark blue, knee-length dress. It wasn’t the most arousing dress ever, but something about it struck a chord with George.

	It struck a chord with Emma too, but for a very different reason. This dress had potential as a servant’s dress. It wouldn’t work for the contest at all, but she could really see him tottering around the house in it quite nicely.

	“Or this,” he said. This time he held up an orange skater dress. “Cute. Next.”

	“Or this.” This was a sleeveless brown A-line dress. “Stylish. Next.”

	“Or this,” he said. The last one was a yellow and white sun dress. “That would look great at the park,” she said, but she thought it was far too informal for what she needed right now. She did like the skater dress, but not the color he had chosen. She didn’t like the A-line dress, which looked too “sexy secretary” for her taste. She told George to wait and she fetched a hot pink version of the skater dress and a black version of the dark blue dress. “Try these.”

	“Pink?”

	“Yes, pink.”

	“But—”

	“What? Pink is too girly for you?” laughed Emma. Emma took the remaining dresses from his hand and gave him the two new dresses. “Go try them on and let’s see how they fit. The dressing room is over there.”

	George sighed. “This is for a good cause,” he told himself several times.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George stepped into the dressing room and closed and locked the door behind him. Locking it was the most important in his mind. The last thing he wanted was someone walking in, especially Carmen, who he thought might do that just to unsettle him. Little seemed to be out-of-bounds in her drive to win this silly bet.

	The room itself was small with a full-length mirror and a bench built into the wall. It was essentially identical to male dressing rooms, only a little larger. He was almost disappointed to find there wasn’t some magical feminine furniture or dessert tray or something; girls always seems so excited to visit the restroom, he assumed there had to be something special in there. He set his purse on the bench and sat down next to it. He needed to take a break. He looked down at his wedge heels and flexed his toes. His feet were a little sore.

	George sighed.

	“How did I get into this?”

	He started to think back to how this all began, but then stopped himself. It would do no good to go over that. The fact of the matter is that he was trapped, for the moment at least, and wondering if he could have avoided this wouldn’t help him in the least. Right now, he needed to focus on not making it worse, which meant not getting caught and not letting his crazy stepsister do anything he couldn’t undo before his stepmother saw him the next time.

	“Like that,” he said looking down at his red toenails and wondering how he was going to undo those with the supposedly unremovable gel treatment.

	George sighed again.

	“Better get on with it,” he said.

	George rose to his feet, trying to avoid looking in the mirror. The sight of his new hair and his face in makeup would make him cringe: he didn’t want to see that. He didn’t even want to think about it.

	“I just want to be a boy again.”

	That wasn’t happening though. So George reached behind himself and pulled down the zipper on his skirt. He felt it loosen and let it fall to the ground. He then pulled off the sweater, being careful not to smear his makeup or ruffle his hair. He hung that on a peg along with the skirt. He now stood naked except for the bra and panties and stockings and wedges. Without a second thought, he grabbed the pink dress and unzipped the back. He wasn’t sure if he should step into the top or pull the bottom over his head.

	He’d seen both done on television.

	“Since they did my hair, I think we’ll pull it up,” he decided, and he stepped into it.

	George tugged the dress up his legs, feeling its soft, smooth material sliding up his recently shaved legs. It tickled. Once it was over his hips, it became harder to pull it into place as it hugged his form. This could be a bad sign, he thought, as his form was definitely not feminine.

	“I guess we’ll see,” he said and he glanced at the black dress, which seemed more rigid. “That might be the better one.”

	George kept working the dress until it came all the way up to his upper chest. Then he slipped his arms through the holes. He reached around behind himself to grab the zipper. It was more difficult to reach than expected, but he got there by pulling the dress to one side and zipping it there. After he zipped it up, he pulled it back into place, smoothed it out, and turned to look into the mirror to make sure it sat correctly on his body.

	What he saw stunned him! “Holy cow!” he gasped.

	George stared at the image in the mirror. He had expected to see himself, boy George, in a dress. Maybe he would look a little feminine given the makeup and everything, but he would definitely still look masculine. That’s not what he saw though. What he saw was a pretty young woman. In fact, everything about the image screamed femininity. And not just femininity, but seductive femininity. The cute “boyish” hair, which spoke to a young woman confident in her sex appeal. The perfect makeup. His eyes were mysterious. His lips were pouty. His hands were delicate and ended in girlishly manicured nails. The dress? The dress was absolutely perfect. Rather than highlighting his masculine frame, it gave him curves in just enough places to tease a feminine figure beneath. His thighs and calves were shapely, enhanced by the heels he wore. His feet were tiny and his toenails a pretty red. Everything was the picture of femininity. Everything!

	Well, not quite everything.

	At the bottom of his dress, just above where his firm thighs disappeared, there was a bump. It didn’t fit. Girls don’t have lumps there, yet this young woman did, and it stood out.

	George instinctively grabbed for the lump. He wasn’t sure why he did or what he was thinking. He thought he was thinking to hide it so no one could see it, though no one could see it in here. He also thought he was thinking to hide it to see how the dress could really look on this young woman. Either way was a moot point. The moment he felt the lump – or more correctly, the lump felt his hand – a tingle shot throughout his body and the lump rose to full attention. His hand hungrily yanked up the dress and dove into his panties to fish out his manhood. He started stroking it wildly.

	“I can’t do this,” he said between baited breaths. He didn’t stop though.

	George stroked himself fast and hard, almost as if he were trying to whip something with it. As he did, he stared deeply into the mirror, falling in love with the girl he saw, imagining himself taking her and throwing her down onto his bed, and following after her. He was the virile, masculine superhero and she was his Lois Lane. He ran his hand up under her skirt

	What did he find there?

	His fantasy was a little ambiguous on that point.

	Suddenly, things changed. He imagined himself lying on his bed in the dress instead of the girl. He imagined himself with his legs spread and his heels jammed against the mattress. He still wore the wedges. He saw his manhood standing ramrod straight pointing at the ceiling. He was stroking it firmly and it was enormous, larger than in real life perhaps. His back was arched and his head was pressed against the pillow. He could see his manhood standing up when he glanced through the valley between his breasts. George felt a sense of weakness wash over him at the thought of having breasts and being the girl. It felt warm and made him feel soft, but it was exciting too somehow.

	Then he saw the most terrifying and yet exhilarating part of this fantasy.

	Standing next to the bed were Emma, Carmen and Oliver, though Oliver was dressed as a boy again. They were watching him with totally amused looks on their faces. He burned with shame, not only at being caught playing with himself, but at doing so while dressed and being so obviously excited by it all. Yet, he didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop.

	“Go on,” said one of them.

	“We know you like being a girl,” said another. “It turns you on, we know that.”

	“Go on Georgie, play with yourself for us.” “Not Georgie, Georgia.”

	“That’s right, show us what you’ve got.”

	George stroked even faster. He opened his mouth to speak. He wanted to tell himself to stop, to respond to the three watchers in his fantasy that they had him all wrong, but nothing came out.

	“Don’t stop, sissyboy,” said Carmen. “Show us who you really are.” She giggled.

	Emma giggled now too. “I knew it,” said Oliver.

	George felt something tighten or pull or pulse inside him. His muscles tensed. The pulsing grew. His back arched even more. His toes curled. The pulsing turned into a rhythm. He knew he would explode any second now. He looked up into the mocking faces.

	Then it happened.

	His manhood erupted. One blast, two. It throbbed several more times as it released every drop of hot, wet fluid into his hand and panties.

	George stopped stroking.

	His fantasy vanished. He opened his eyes to realize that he was standing in the dressing room, leaning his face against the mirror, gasping for air. His hand was wet and sticky. His panties were too. A great sense of guilt passed over him. Why had he thought those things? How could that turn him on, and so strongly at that? That wasn’t what he wanted!

	“It’s not true! That’s not me,” he whispered. George caught his breath and stood up straight. “That’s not me,” he said again.

	Ashamed, he tucked his shrinking manhood back into his panties and pulled the dress down over it. He looked for something upon which he could wipe his sticky hand. Fortunately for him, Emma had placed tissues in his purse. He used those. Then he adjusted the dress in the mirror and brushed his hair with his fingers. He tried to put what had happened to him out of his mind but with limited success. He kept seeing their mocking faces.

	“I need to go before Emma comes in after me,” he said.

	With a thousand thoughts still swirling in his mind, George took one more look at the attractive girl in the mirror and he walked back out of the dressing room.

	 

	


Chapter Eight: “The Appearance of Breasts”

	—o—

	 

	George stepped out of the dressing room in the pink skater dress. He wanted to forget what he had done, but he still couldn’t. Those images dominated his mind and filled it with guilt, and he worried that Emma would see it written all over his face. Even worse, he worried that he might have said something aloud while he was... well, doing what he did. He held his breath as he stepped through the door. He was relieved to see Emma watching back over her shoulder rather than standing right up against the door listening for him. Perhaps she hadn’t heard anything?

	“You’re not going to believe this,” said Emma as George emerged. “What?” asked George cautiously.

	“They’ve been picking out some really garish dresses, but look at the one they’re holding right now. I think Carmen is actually going to buy it for Oliver.” She snickered. “I never did like the way she dressed.”

	George shifted his head and looked over Emma’s shoulder. “That?!” “See what I mean?”

	George squinted his eyes to make sure he wasn’t seeing things. The dress Carmen held was positively terrible. In shape, it was an evening gown similar to the one worn by Jessica Rabbit... the cartoon. But rather than being a shimmery red like in the cartoon, this one was black with white polka-dots the size of dimes. It was like someone took the sluttiest dress in the world and tried to make it childish to reduce its blatant sex appeal. The result was... confused.

	“Do you think he’s going to wear it?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Let’s hope.”

	“Agreed. What do you think about this?” George held out his arms and slowly spun in a circle.

	Emma turned and looked at George. “Are you blushing?”

	George’s blush got even worse. Could she see the guilt in his eyes?

	Did she know what he had just done? He again heard the voices:

	“Go on.”

	“We know you like being a girl.” “It turns you on, we know that.” “Go on, play with yourself for us.”

	“It was uh, warm in there,” he lied.

	Emma watched George suspiciously. Something had embarrassed him. She wasn’t sure what it was, but something had. It didn’t matter ultimately though, so she turned her focus to the dress. It fit George well, actually. It was simple, but exciting. The color stood out and drew attention away from his face. It hung to mid-thigh, which showed off his legs, but didn’t show them too much. Most importantly, the front was smooth. The only thing missing was breasts and they weren’t needed to make the dress work. All he needed was a little bit of padding in his bra and that would be fine.

	“It looks good, but we need to find something to pad it with,” she said. George looked down. It had seemed fine to him.

	“Go try on the black dress.”

	George didn’t need to be told twice, he was happy for any excuse to leave Emma’s presence and hopefully let his guilt subside. He stepped back into the dressing room and closed the door.

	“That was close,” he said.

	George closed his eyes and again saw the three of them standing over him, again saw him stroking his manhood, again saw his fingers with bright red nails wrapped around his shaft, again saw their mocking smiles... and again, he grew hard.

	“Ug, please stop,” he told himself.

	“What was that?” asked Emma from the other side of the door. George’s eyes shot open. “Uh, nothing. Struggling with the zipper.” “Let me know if you need help.”

	“Will do.”

	George reached behind himself and undid the zipper. He removed the pink dress and slipped it off. His panties had a large wet spot on their front. He hung the pink dress on its hanger and snatched the black dress from its. He slipped into the black dress. It fit really well, but somehow wasn’t as exciting, for lack of a better word. He smoothed it out and stepped out of the dressing room to see Emma again.

	“That’s nice too,” said Emma. She had already made up her mind to make him wear the pink one for the contest, but she wanted to see the black one before she bought it for her new maid. It looked good.

	George looked over Emma’s shoulder but didn’t see Carmen or Oliver. “Where are they?”

	“They’re in the other dressing room,” said Emma. “Let’s go with the pink one. Go change back into it.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George.

	George returned to the dressing room. He was certain they had made the right choice, though he felt strange about saying that. How could there be a “right choice” when it came to him selecting a dress? No dress was the right choice. What did it say about him that he had felt there was a right choice? He didn’t want to think about it... or his still damp panties.

	“This is all going too far,” he told himself.

	 

	—o—

	 

	As George finished adjusting the pink dress, he heard a knock on the dressing room door. It was Emma.

	“What do you want?” he asked.

	“Little pigs, little pigs, let me in,” laughed Emma. “What do you want?” repeated George.

	“Let me in.” “Why?”

	“Because I said so, George.”

	There was that. Emma had been nicer than Carmen, but she still held all the cards in their new relationship. George admitted this to himself once more and reluctantly opened the door. Emma stepped inside.

	“I got these while you changed,” she said.

	George looked at the mound of tissues in her hand. “What do you want me to do with those?”

	“We’re going to stuff your bra so you have boobs.” George furrowed his brow. “Do what?”

	“We’re going to give you boobs.” “I don’t want boobs.”

	“You need boobs. Every girl has boobs or she fakes it,” said Emma. “Mine are fine,” said George feeling the outline of the bra beneath the pink dress and squeezing it as if to show he had boobs already. “You’re flat as a board, George. You need boobs,” said Emma.

	Without waiting for George’s approval, Emma grabbed the collar of the pink dress and pulled it forward, exposing George’s bra. She expertly slipped one delicate hand beneath the bra strap and cup and pulled it away from George’s skin before placing a handful of tissues into the bra behind the cup. She molded them into a mound and then moved her hand to the other side, where she did it again with the rest of the tissues. She then stepped back to examine her handiwork.

	George, having felt the dress ride up over his manhood when Emma pulled it, yanked it back down into place and smoothed the front of the dress. He then looked down, where he saw what, to him, appeared to be two mountains on his chest.

	“Those are way too big!” he exclaimed. Emma snickered. “Hardly.” “Seriously, these things are enormous.”

	“You’re just not used to seeing breasts there, Georgie. They’re really not that big. They aren’t even A-cups.”

	“They look like Z-cups.”

	Emma laughed. “There’s no such thing.” “You get my point, though. They’re huge!”

	Emma shook her head. “Look in the mirror, Georgie.” She grabbed his shoulders and spun him around toward the mirror. Admittedly, they looked much smaller on the girl in the mirror than they did looking down. In fact, now that he looked down, and the shock was gone, they weren’t as big as he first had thought.

	“Yeah, I guess they aren’t that big.”

	“Silly boy,” laughed Emma. She slapped him on the rear. “Get your purse and meet me by the counter.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	George now had breasts... or at least, the appearance of breasts.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George watched Carmen pay for a number of dresses. She had bought three or four in total plus the polka-dot dress... all for Oliver. She was clearly building him quite the wardrobe. Fortunately, Emma didn’t seem to have the same ambition. She had bought only two dresses, though George didn’t understand why she bought the black dress as he was going to wear the pink one. That aside, George thought the fact she hadn’t loaded up on clothes was a good sign there was an end in sight.

	“An end which can’t come soon enough,” thought George as he was still worried about what had happened in the dressing room. He was starting to wonder if spending all this time in dresses was what was giving him these strange thoughts? He thought that likely and decided he needed to put an end to this fast.

	But how?

	“She hasn’t shown any sign of getting bored yet.” He sighed.

	“There’s nothing to stop her either. Maybe when school starts? She can’t keep this up with us going to school, can she? No, there’s no way. That will be the end, I bet.”

	He didn’t know if he believed that or not, but he wanted to believe it. “At least I’m not Oliver though.”

	He watched as the clerk stuffed a number of dresses into shopping bags for Carmen. It was clear that Carmen had serious plans for Oliver. He was glad he wasn’t in Oliver’s shoes.

	Finally, the bills were paid, the bags packed.

	“Are we ready?” asked Carmen. Oliver stood sheepishly behind her holding four bags of dresses.

	“We’re ready,” said Emma.

	“Should we do lunch next? Or get shoes first?”

	Emma glanced down at the wedges George was wearing. They were all right, but they could certainly do better in terms of matching the new dress. And it probably made sense to get them sooner rather than later.

	“Let’s go to the shoe store first, and then lunch,” she said. And they were off.

	 

	


Chapter Nine: “His Glass Slipper”

	—o—

	 

	“You know, your mom is going to figure this out,” said George. “I doubt it,” replied Emma.

	They were walking toward the most popular shoe store in the mall. It not only had the biggest selection, but it had a selection of trendy as well as classic shoes and it catered to younger women.

	“This stuff all costs a lot of money.”

	“I told you,” said Emma, “she never looks at the credit card statements. She just pays them.”

	“She’ll notice this one with all of this on it.”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “She’s always said I could buy some clothes if I need them. I’ll just tell her I needed some stuff. Don’t worry, Georgie, she’s not going to find out.” She paused and glanced over her shoulder at Carmen and Oliver following behind. “Carmen is the one who better worry with everything she’s bought.”

	“It’s a lot?”

	“She’s trying to buy an entire wardrobe for Oliver at once. That’s a lot.”

	George nodded his head. “I still don’t know how they’re going to hide the pink hair,” he said, even though he had similar concerns about the pixie cut he had been given. Sure, it was closer to masculine – at least closer to androgynous – but one look in the mirror had worried him that he was much more girly than he had expected.

	“I could have done that to you. Aren’t you glad I’m a good owner?” snickered Emma.

	George blushed at Emma calling herself his “owner.” “Could you imagine yourself with pretty pink hair?” “Your mom would have killed you,” said George.

	Emma smiled. “No, mom would have killed you.”

	They entered the shoe store. The smell of leather immediately wafted over George. Normally, he liked the smell. New shoes meant better traction on the court or more support running across the field. Somehow, he doubted this smell of leather meant traction or support, though.

	“All right,” said Emma, walking George over to a section of dressy heels. “Let’s look for something which works with your dress. It needs to be sexy, but not slutty.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“Heels, for one thing. High ones. But nothing insanely high. Nothing that ties on up the legs either; those won’t work with that dress. Nothing a stripper might wear either,” said Emma.

	“How am I supposed to know what a stripper might wear?”

	“Avoid anything any girl in the magazines under your bed would wear.”

	George blushed. “Come on, George.”

	They began looking around. Actually, Emma began looking around. George was way out of his league here so he just followed her around waiting for her to start picking shoes, praying from time to time that she would not pick particular shoes they came across. Indeed, despite his limited time in heels, he had already learned that the taller and narrower the heels, the harder they were to wear. Moreover, the less the support, the harder it was to keep them on his feet. Thus, he cringed every time she came near anything with a five-inch heel or a four-inch heel without a platform or anything like stiletto mules.

	“How about some boots?” suggested George with a hopeful laugh. “Deeper in winter maybe, but it’s too early in the season.”

	George bit his lip. He had no idea boots had been possibility and finding out it was just too early for them felt a bit like thinking he had done well on a test only to find out he had failed.

	“Is there anything like boots we could get?”

	“Look at these!” exclaimed Emma, ignoring his question.

	Emma grabbed a silver sandal from the display. The shoe had two straps around the ankle, three thin straps over the toes and one strap that ran between the two by curving over the foot. The heel was tall and thin, being about four inches in height. It looked very hard to walk in.

	“I’d rather wear the wedges,” said George nervously. He did not want to wear the shoe.

	“Oh no, Georgie, these are gorgeous. You need these shoes!” gushed Emma.

	George shook his head.

	Emma nodded her head in response. “Oh yes.”

	“Not those, they look impossible! Please! I can’t walk in those!”

	“I know you can, stepbrother dear. I’ve seen you. You can wear these.”

	“But—”

	“These are you.”

	They most definitely were not him, but George knew objecting was futile. Emma had fallen in love with these shoes and, apparently, the idea of him wearing them, and she was going to make him wear them.

	“Sit down, Georgie dear,” she said and she motioned for him to sit. “But don’t we want something pink? Something that matches the dress better?” asked George, not actually hoping for pink shoes but hoping any pink shoes they found would have lower heels.

	“Silver matches perfectly. Plus, it can be worn with more colors. Pink is very specific. Silver is almost a neutral, so they’re a better deal for us over the long term because you can wear them more.”

	“Long term... oh yay,” said George sourly. “Stop looking for a way out and sit, Cinderella.”

	George cringed at being called that, and his manhood started growing again. The lump reappeared ever so slightly which made Emma giggle when it slowly appeared in front of her.

	“Somebody’s excited.”

	George instinctively covered the tell-tale lump. “Don’t let that happen on the stage,” warned Emma. “Don’t call me Cinderella then.”

	“Why? Does that excite you?”

	George blushed and his manhood grew just a bit more. “No,” he snapped.

	Emma smirked; she knew better. “Why Georgie, I never knew.” “Drop it.”

	“Imagine! My stepbrother wants to be Cinderella.” “Drop it.”

	“I know what you’re going as for Halloween.” “No, I’m not!”

	“You won’t have a choice in the matter, Cindy.” George cringed.

	“Now sit down. I won’t tell you again,” said Emma and she motioned to the chair once more.

	George sat down, trying to hide his stiffness and his red face, but neither with much success. Interestingly, when he sat, he instinctively sat like a girl as he had been taught by Emma the prior day. Apparently, his time as a girl was already having an effect. He didn’t notice, but Emma did. She said nothing though, she just enjoyed the irony.

	“Hold out your foot, Princess,” said Emma.

	George’s manhood started to throb. “Will you please not call me that?” he whispered.

	“Why? Does that turn you on too?” Emma’s tone was smug, yet playful.

	“Seriously, if you want me to pass as a girl, then you have to stop.” “Hold out your foot, Princess,” repeated Emma.

	A frustrated George did as he was told.

	Emma crouched down and took George’s foot, wrapping her fingers around his heel and pulling the whole foot toward her. She deftly pulled the wedge from his foot and set it aside. George took the opportunity to flex his toes. Wearing heels, even wedges, put tremendous strain on his toes. Emma then took the silver shoe and slid it onto his outstretched foot as he pointed his toes.

	“Your glass slipper, Cindy,” she said.

	Emma then buckled the double straps around the ankle. The shoe fit perfectly. In fact, it looked as if the shoe had been made for his foot it fit so well. The straps fit perfectly around his heel, the straps ran snugly over his toes, and his toes and their pretty gel nails showed beautifully through the open front without running over the insole or sitting too far back.

	“Wow, shoes never fit me this perfectly. You were made to wear heels,” said Emma. “Stand up and let’s see how they look.”

	George stood up.

	For a second, he wobbled. Wearing a stiletto heel was certainly a different feeling than the wedges. It required more careful balance and it exerted greater pressures. It made him feel more vulnerable too, less able to run away. But he had worn stilettos already and this came as no surprise. A moment later, he was steady again.

	“Walk to the mirror and back,” said Emma.

	George walked over to the mirror and came back. He hated to admit it, but these shoes actually were kind of comfortable, at least for heels. Much to his surprise, these were certainly more comfortable than the other stilettos he had worn before and even rivaled the wedges for comfort. They looked much more feminine somehow, but they did fit better.

	“I love those,” said Emma. George did not.

	“I think we take those,” she said.

	George thought about protesting. He wanted to say he didn’t need his own high heels, that this all needed to end, that he wasn’t going to wear stilettos for a walk through the mall... but honestly, these seemed to be the better option than the wedges or anything he had at home. And if he was going to be dressed as a girl, he might as well go for comfort. Plus, if he was being absolutely honest with himself, part of him thought they looked good. He would never admit that part though.

	 

	


Chapter Ten: “Princes Charming”

	—o—

	 

	As the quartet made their way to the food court, George noticed that Oliver was carrying two bags containing at least four shoe boxes total. Carmen was carrying another two boxes in another bag. That was in addition to the dresses from earlier and whatever else they had bought. George realized early on that Carmen had no plans to let Oliver escape his feminization anytime soon, but this seemed a little extreme!

	“How many shoes does she think he needs?” whispered George to Emma.

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “A girl can never have too many shoes.”

	“Yeah, but Oliver isn’t a girl.”

	“It seems he will be for some time.”

	George shuddered. “That’s still a lot of shoes.” “Jealous?”

	George glared at his stepsister in response.

	“Did you see the ones they picked?” asked Emma.

	George shook his head. He had been too focused on his own shopping adventure to watch Oliver. Indeed, he’d never bought high heels before and he found the experience all rather embarrassing. Even worse, he found the embarrassment to be highly arousing, which was both exciting and disturbing.

	“What did they get?”

	“You’ll see at some point, no doubt,” replied Emma. “Just be glad I’m not buying you the same things she’s buying poor Oliver. Again, be glad I’m your owner and not her.”

	“Like what?”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders as if she didn’t understand Carmen enough to answer, but she answered nevertheless. “Carmen has always been a little, well, she can be kind of exotic. Let’s put it that way. And she seems to be enjoying trying to make Olivia look a little trashy.”

	George snickered at the idea of macho Oliver being made a trashy girl. That must be driving him crazy, thought George. It was a good thing, he told himself, as Emma had said, that she was his owner!

	“Wait a minute, what am I thinking?!” gasped George immediately. “I did not mean in any way that I’m happy Emma’s my ‘owner’! Being dressed like a girl is being dressed like a girl. That’s bad no matter what kind of girl it is. I am not a girl. I am not ‘happy’ to be dressed like a girl, no matter if it could be worse, because it can’t be worse. No one owns me!”

	George felt relieved after admonishing himself. The idea that he was somehow happy about Emma controlling him was terribly emasculating, and his admonishment helped assure him that he was indeed not sliding down some slippery slope to feminized slavery.

	“Darn straight!” he told himself.

	Still, he did feel a strange sense of comfort that Emma was making decisions.

	 

	—o—

	 

	They were within sight of the food court. That made George both happy and nervous. He was happy because  this nightmare trip to feminization-land was nearing its end. Everything ended at the food court. He was nervous because of what lay ahead, though. Still, he was ready to get this over with and get away from here before anyone saw through his disguise.

	“Almost there,” said George. “Oh look,” said Carmen.

	The other three looked where Carmen pointed. She was pointing to a small booth located out in front of a leather goods store. The booth was covered in jewelry and was occupied by a bored looking young woman.

	“What about it?” asked George cautiously. “We have one more trip,” replied Carmen. “You’ve got to be kidding,” grumbled Oliver.

	She wasn’t. Carmen changed course toward the booth and everyone else followed her.

	“This is going too far,” growled Oliver and he stopped walking. “Too bad you have no say in the matter.”

	“Carmen, seriously!”

	“Come along, Olivia. Every girl needs to get her ears pierced at some point,” said Carmen and she took his hand and walked him all the way to the booth. He trailed after her like an unhappy child being pulled along by a parent. Well, an unhappy child in four-inch stilettos.

	George snickered. “Poor Oliver.”

	“Poor Oliver indeed,” said Emma in a tone which drew George’s attention. She was looking at him with a wicked smile on her face. Clearly, she liked the idea of getting earrings for the boys.

	“Emma, no.”

	She nodded her head. “Yes.”

	“But your mom will spot pierced ears right away!” “Lots of boys get their ears pierced.”

	“I’m not one of those boys,” protested George. “You are now, Georgie. You are now.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	George glanced at the woman’s hand. She had pretty nails. They were blue and silver. That wasn’t what drew his attention though. What drew his attention was the device in her hand. It looked like a... well, it had a needle.

	He closed his eyes and winced.

	It wasn’t the expected pain which made him wince. No, he could deal with pain. Heck, he’d been marching up and down the mall in stilettos, obviously he could handle pain. What made him wince was the worry that what this needle would do would mark him forever.

	The clothes? They came off.

	Why had a pair of high heels been bought in his size? Why had two dresses been bought in his size? It was a mistake is all. Besides, he and Emma were pretty close in size. His stepmother would never suspect they didn’t belong to Emma, if she even bothered to check the sizes. After all, why would her stepson buy a dress or high heels? That made no sense, and Emma wasn’t going to tell, that was clear.

	His girly hair? He could explain that too. If his stepmother noticed the hair, he could just claim the woman gave him a terrible uneven cut. Actually, better claim it was a man. A man would never give a girly haircut, so clearly it wouldn’t have been anything he asked for. A man with a tattoo. Even better. Heck, a man with a tattoo and a cigar. That’s who gave him the bad haircut.

	“And if all else fails and I can’t hide it, I can always shave it to a buzz cut or something like that,” he told himself. Easy to explain or hide.

	The eyebrows too: a cleanup job that went wrong. But this? This was different.

	When this young woman finally puts that device to his ear, he would have a hole, a “girly hole” as he thought of it, because these are the kinds of holes girls get. Yeah, sometimes boys get them too, but not anyone at his school and not anyone he knew. Among his friends, Oliver excluded now, this was purely for girls. So how would he explain having holes in his ears to his friends and his stepmother? That’s what bothered him. That’s why he winced.

	Pinch!

	George felt a brief moment of pain in his right ear. A shudder passed through him. He was marked and there was nothing he could do about it.

	Pinch!

	George’s eyes shot open.

	“What?!” he asked in shock. Why had there been a second pinch in the same ear? “Why?! Twice?!”

	“Two earrings per ear are all the rage now, Georgia. Trust me, you’ll love it,” said Emma.

	The young woman smiled politely and moved on to George’s left ear. “But two— your mom—” He left the rest of that statement unsaid as the young woman was right there. What he meant... what he would have screamed if they were alone was: “It’s going to be hard enough to explain one hole! How in the world am I supposed to explain two holes? No guy anywhere wears two earrings! Are you insane?!”

	“Mom will think it’s just grand,” said Emma smugly.

	George’s heart sank. Not only had he been marked, he’s been marked twice. This was an undeniable declaration of feminization.

	“I’m doomed.”

	Pinch!

	The young woman did the other ear once and then again.

	Pinch!

	George could do nothing about it.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“You two look so sweet,” said Carmen with a laugh.

	George resisted the urge to touch his ear and feel the double studs in his ears. They were just small silver knobs really, but they might as well have been glowing red panic buttons as far as George was concerned. Even the fact that Oliver’s were worse – Carmen had gotten him studs that looked like pearls – was no consolation this time.

	“Don’t worry, Georgie, you look fine,” said Emma. “I look like a girl,” complained George.

	“Yes, you do, and that’s the point.”

	“But what do we tell your mother when she sees this? She’s going to notice four holes!”

	“She won’t notice.”

	“What do we say if she does?” snapped George.

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “We tell her you’re being trendy. That’s all.” They walked past an ice cream store, the boys’ heels echoing off the mall floor. “There’s no point in worrying about it now, Georgie. It can’t be undone. This is the new you. Deal with it.”

	George ground his teeth. “It shouldn’t have been done in the first place,” he growled.

	Emma leaned toward him. “Would you rather lose to Carmen?” George glanced over Emma’s shoulder at smug Carmen and hopeless

	Oliver. Oliver looked believably feminine at the moment, though not particularly attractive to George. To George, the pink hair was not stylish. The dress Oliver wore was a little cheap. His heels were too high, stripperish – Carmen had chosen platform sandals for Oliver with a two-inch platform. It was all unmistakable feminine and the makeup and the earrings really verified this, but it wasn’t how George would want to dress. It almost seemed like a costume to George.

	“I would have beat him even without the earrings,” grumbled George. Emma smiled at him. “That’s the spirit, Georgia.”

	George blushed, realizing he had just expressed pride in his feminine looks. That was an embarrassing admission of sorts. It was true though. As George saw it, he looked feminine and attractive. To his mind, he looked like girls should look. Oliver, on the other hand, was trying to hard. But that didn’t make it any better that he had expressed pride in his looks as a girl.

	“That’s not how I meant it,” he said. “Sure, Georgie, sure.”

	Emma smirked and glanced at his crotch, as a subtle reminder to George that he had gotten hard far too often this day to deny that he didn’t feel some excitement with being feminized. They both knew it now and statements like the one he just made only confirmed the fact... no matter how much George protested. Emma knew that not only did she have total power over George, he kind of liked it.

	“What do we do next?” asked George unhappily to change the topic. “Next we— well, what do you know?” said Emma, interrupting herself. Two young men approached the group.

	“Ems! Carmen!” called a young man in a turtleneck. George recognized him from their school. He had seen the young man hanging out with his stepsister in the hallway from time to time. He believed the young man was on the football team. This was terrible. If he recognized George, everyone at school would know!

	“Anthony!” said Emma and she hugged the young man.

	The other boy stepped forward. His name was Ryan. He was taller than Anthony and wore a black jacket and jeans. George knew him too. “Emma. Carmen, how are you?” he asked. He too hugged Emma.

	“Boys,” said Carmen by way of greeting. “What are you doing here?” asked Anthony.

	“It’s a mall, obviously we’re shopping,” said Carmen with a laugh. “Just doing some shopping with my cousin,” said Emma and she motioned to George.

	George blushed. “Hi,” he said no louder than a peep.

	“Her name is ‘Georgia’,” said Emma. Then a wicked smile appeared on her face and she added, “She likes to be called ‘George’ though.”

	George felt faint. How could she use his real name? Not even feminized! They knew him!!

	“And this is Olivia,” said Carmen. “She’s a neighbor.”

	The next few minutes were a blur for George. He was utterly stunned to find himself face to face with two boys from school dressed as a girl. He couldn’t believe Emma had done this to him, especially calling him by his real name. Fortunately, neither boy seemed to recognize him or notice anything unusual. Instead, the two boys and two girls chatted as he and Oliver hung as far back as they could without drawing suspicion. George felt a strong desire to flee. He didn’t though.

	After a few minutes of chatter about the upcoming start of school and the Back To School dance, the conversation turned to today. The girls seemed intent on having the boys join them for the rest of the mall trip. They even told the boys that he and Oliver would be doing an impromptu fashion contest.

	Actually, what they told them was rather embarrassing to George.

	“We were shopping for dresses,” said Emma, “and George found this great dress—” (George simply could not get used to being called ‘George’ while dressed like this and cringed every time anyone in the group did it) “— and Olivia found one and the two of them started arguing over which was prettier.”

	“You know how girls are,” said Carmen wryly. The two boys nodded.

	“So we said, ‘stop arguing, they’re both pretty,’” said Emma.

	“But they just wouldn’t listen. The next thing you know, George... or was it Olivia? I don’t remember which, said they should settle this by asking everyone in the food court.”

	“And that’s how the contest was born,” finished Emma.

	George turned bright red. That never happened. He never did that. He wouldn’t have done that even if he was a girl. In fact, being accused of it made him feel cheap somehow, but he dared not challenge the story the girls were spinning.

	“Isn’t that right, George?” asked Emma with a snicker.

	George bit his tongue. He didn’t like it, but he knew what was expected of him even if it made him look foolish. “Yeah.”

	“So they’re both really anxious to see how this is going to turn out.” “Why don’t you two come along?” said Carmen. “You can see what happens.”

	George knew that was coming, and there was nothing he could do about it.

	“Sure, that would be great,” said Anthony. Ryan nodded his agreement too.

	George knew that was coming too.

	 

	


Chapter Eleven: “Cheater!”

	—o—

	 

	“Here’s the food court,” announced Emma.

	“Why don’t you girls grab a seat and Emma and I and the boys will get some snacks?” said Carmen.

	George and Oliver nodded without a word and made their way to an empty table at the far end of the court, both thinking that being at one end was the best hiding place from the rest of the people. They set down their bags and purses and sat down. George again sat as he had been taught, Oliver crashed into the seat like a boy in a dress. He flashed his panties in the process.

	“Your panties are showing,” said George.

	Oliver nervously slapped his thighs together as George slid one leg over the other and let his foot hang in a classically feminine manner. He did not thank George for the warning.

	The two friends sat in silence for several minutes. Both looked around at the other patrons. They were mainly young women in a variety of dresses and shorts and pants. George realized he had worn something similar to each of these outfits by now, which was a very strange thought indeed. He had even worn something akin to most of the shoes the other young ladies wore. This thought made him reach down and rub his foot. He was wearing the silver stiletto sandals – his wedges were in a box – and they had proven not to be as comfortable as he had hoped initially. They were still more comfortable than the stilettos at home, but not as comfortable for walking as the wedges, and his feet were sore as a result.

	“How are we going to get out of this?” asked Oliver.

	“I have no idea,” said George, who realized he hadn’t actually thought about escaping for some time now. Why was that, he wondered, and that same sense of worry crept back into him.

	“I don’t want to do some twisted fashion show.”

	“Me neither,” said George, though oddly, he now realized the thought didn’t bother him all that much.

	“Especially in front of two boys.”

	George nodded his head in agreement. If they ever found out who he really was, going ahead with the fashion show was only adding to the magnitude of the disaster of that discovery. He glanced nervously at the food counter where Anthony and Ryan were flirting with Emma and Carmen.

	“I think Carmen is hoping we both get caught. She wants all these people to figure out we’re boys and laugh at us. But could you imagine what would happen if those two found out who we were?! I’ve had classes with both!”

	George agreed. That would be a disaster. And honestly, he didn’t doubt that Carmen wanted them to be exposed. Emma didn’t, but Carmen was really getting off on abusing her power. This was yet another reason he was glad to be under Emma’s thumb rather than under Carmen’s heel, even if Emma was going along with the fashion show... there was that thought again, he realized; this time he didn’t fight it though.

	“This is all your fault, you know,” blurted out Oliver unexpectedly. “What?”

	“This is your fault!”

	George glared at his friend. “You let Emma dress you too! And Carmen! How is that my fault?”

	Oliver blushed. George had a point. He decided to cast blame in a different direction. “She’s the reason for this.”

	“Who is?”

	“Emma! This was all her insane idea.”

	George suddenly felt oddly defensive of his stepsister. “At least she’s not being crazy about everything.”

	Oliver raised an accusatory eyebrow. “Not being crazy? Are you nuts?!”

	“Not like Carmen.”

	“What are you talking about?! Emma’s got you prancing around a mall, dressed like a girl. She bought you a dress. She made you try on high heels. She had them do your hair like a girl and your nails like a girl. She’s even invited two boys from school to watch you act like some girl model. You don’t think that’s crazy?!”

	“Well, I mean—”

	Oliver scoffed loudly. “I knew you liked this!”

	“That’s not what I meant,” said George defensively. “I meant compared to Carmen.”

	George instantly felt a strange tingle that once more he had seen Emma’s conduct in feminizing him as normal or acceptable just because it compared favorably to Carmen’s conduct. Why did he keep thinking that?

	Meanwhile, Oliver snorted doubtfully.

	This snort revived the defensive feeling George felt for his stepsister, something he had never felt before today. He fired back in her defense: “At least Emma didn’t give me pink hair. At least Emma didn’t buy me a whole wardrobe of girl’s clothes. How long is Carmen planning to keep you as a girl, Olivia? How long?”

	“Emma bought you dresses and heels, girlfriend,” snapped Oliver snidely.

	“Yes, but only a couple and—”

	Oliver let out a desperate laugh. “Oh, so your stepsister buying you ‘only a couple’ dresses and ‘only a couple’ pair of heels is cool, but more than that makes you girly? Really? How many dresses and heels do you think most boys should be cool about wearing, Georgia?”

	“You know what I mean.”

	“Oh yeah, I do,” said Oliver sardonically. “You like it.”

	George felt the sting of this assertion. “Emma only bought stuff for this stupid contest. Carmen bought you a whole wardrobe. There’s no comparison. Carmen is the real nut, not Emma,” growled George. This seemed to shut Oliver up. Then George added something he should not have: “And frankly, the things Emma bought me are attractive. The stuff Carmen bought you is trampy.”

	George regretted saying this the moment the words left his mouth. When he said it, it felt like a zinger aimed at Oliver. After all, Emma had bought him clothes to make him look natural and attractive as a girl, whereas Carmen was making Oliver look outlandish. It was only after the words left his mouth that George realized that not only had he expressed a preference for certain types of female clothes – something no boy his age would ever admit to – but his comment suggested pride in the way he looked as a girl. He immediately filled with a sense of shame.

	A smug look settled on Oliver’s face and he chuckled evilly: “I knew it.”

	There was nothing George could say in response. True or not, he had confirmed Oliver’s opinion that he was a sissygirl and that he liked all of this. There was no unringing that bell. So the boys sat in silence until the girls returned with Anthony and Ryan.

	“What have you girls been up to?” asked Emma as she sat down.

	Oliver and George glanced at each other. Neither wanted to share what they had argued about with the girls; neither wanted to claim they had defended their own sister’s version of feminizing them, neither wanted to suggest they defended how they had been feminized compared to the other. Their eyes met and tacitly agreed. This argument would stay between the two feminized males.

	“Just waiting for you,” said Oliver grumpily. George nodded. “Me too.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	After eating, Emma and Carmen asked Anthony and Ryan to get them refills on their drinks so they could be alone with the boys. Once Anthony and Ryan left, the girls turned their attentions to the contest.

	“How are we going to do this?” asked Emma.

	“They go to the ladies and change and then come back,” said Carmen. “Okay.”

	“When they’re back, we use that platform over there,” said Carmen and she pointed toward a small raised platform by the fountain at the edge of the food court, “and we just make an announcement. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, maybe you can settle a dispute for us yada yada yada.’ Then we find out who the winner is.”

	“And the winner gets first crack at Gavin?” “And the winner gets first crack at Gavin.”

	George couldn’t believe that he was about to be humiliated all as part of some ego-based bet between the girls over some boy in their class. Wasn’t it bad enough he was already Emma’s virtual slave? Did he need to be put on display too? He knew the answer to that. But, he had no choice.

	He sighed.

	“All right,” said Emma, “George doesn’t need to change, so we’re ready.”

	A smirk slowly grew on Carmen’s lips. In a way, it reminded George of a shark about to devour its prey. It made him shudder. “Actually,” she said slowly for dramatic effect, “he does.”

	“What are you getting at?” asked Emma suspiciously.

	“Do you remember our little kissing contest before we left home?” Emma had forgotten until Carmen mentioned it, but didn’t see why it mattered. George didn’t either except as a reminder of his embarrassing kiss with Oliver. This made him blush. Oliver, on the other hand, folded his arms smugly, making George suspicious now too.

	“Well, Oliver won.” “Right,” agreed Emma.

	“You agreed with that,” added Carmen. “Yes, I did.”

	“And the prize was that Oliver got to pick out the outfit George would wear today.”

	Emma furrowed her brow. She still wasn’t entirely sure where this was headed, but she didn’t like the sound of it. She glanced at George. He wore the pink dress and the silver sandals. They looked great on him. His hair and makeup were fine. Even his ears were pierced and the holes filled with studs. There was nothing left to change. “So?”

	“So, we’re claiming that right. Now.” “Now? What right? What do you mean?”

	“I mean, we bought a dress for George and he’s going to wear it during the contest.”

	“That wasn’t the bet!” protested Emma. “Oh, but it was.”

	“No, it wasn’t.”

	Carmen laughed condescendingly. “The bet was that Oliver got to choose what George wears. We chose and here it is,” she said as she set a bag on the table. “George is wearing this the rest of the day... including during the contest.”

	Emma’s brow furrowed even deeper. “That’s not what we meant!” “Should have been more specific then.”

	Emma glared at her quasi-friend. “That’s cheating.”

	“How’s that? We won the right to pick what he wears, and that’s what we’re doing.”

	“But we didn’t mean during a contest.” “When was that part of the bet?”

	Emma knew she had been had. She also knew Carmen was technically right. It was unfair. It wasn’t sporting at all. It was, in a way, cheating, but it wasn’t either. She had the right. Emma bit her tongue.

	“Fine,” snapped Emma. George was still a better looking girl. They would prevail regardless!

	“Your bag,” said Carmen smugly as she pushed it closer to Emma.

	Emma snatched the bag from the table and looked inside. Inside was the polka-dot dress. Of course. She grimaced, but there was nothing she could do about it, she knew that. She would just need to make do.

	“All right, George, come with me.”

	With that Emma rose from her chair, grabbed George’s hand and yanked him after her to the restroom.

	 

	—o—

	 

	It took a full minute before Emma regained control and stopped cursing the treacherous Carmen.

	“She knew she was going to do this all along,” growled Emma. “Yes, I know,” said George helplessly.

	“This pink dress is fantastic. You look so pretty!”

	George blushed. He agreed, but he didn’t like to think about himself in those terms, either being pretty in ‘his dress’ or him just being ‘pretty’. He mumbled something noncommittal.

	“This dress they picked is so tacky.”

	Again George agreed, but didn’t want to say so. He didn’t want to put on the dress either. For one thing, he wasn’t going to be as passable in it, so the risk of getting caught was higher. For another, this dress was far less attractive and— he refused to finish that thought.

	“This is so like her! That’s why nobody likes her!”

	George had no idea of Carmen’s social standing, but he knew that he was no fan. Again, he was glad to be under Emma’s thumb and not Carmen’s, and this time he meant it wholeheartedly.

	“What are we going too do?” he asked.

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “What can we do?” “Can we back out?” he asked.

	“And give the Cheater Queen first crack at Gavin? Never!”

	George bit his tongue. He wasn’t sure that Gavin was really what they should be thinking about here, but he wasn’t in charge either. He was after all, as he had noted several times, completely under Emma’s thumb. This was all her decision and nothing he did could change that.

	“What are we going to do then?” he asked once more.

	“One thing is for sure, I’m not going down without a fight,” said

	Emma.

	Emma took a very deep breath and looked her stepbrother up and down. She could work with this. She was sure of it. She was not going to let Carmen get away with this.

	“First things first,” she said, “change dresses. Then we’ll see what we can do.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George reluctantly.

	 

	


Chapter Twelve: “The World’s A Stage”

	—o—

	 

	George cautiously walked out of the restroom. He wasn’t sure he was up for this. He had no choice though. Emma had come up with a plan and left little choice but for him to do as she told him. In fact, she had said that exactly to him.

	“Do it, George, and don’t cause any problems,” she had said. “But Emma, I can’t,” he whined in response.

	“You can and you will, George.” “But—”

	“George,” said Emma firmly. She paused to ensure she had his attention. “Unless you want me telling my mother that you took her credit card to the mall and had a grand old time buying women’s clothes and getting your hair and nails done, then you better shut up and do exactly as I say.”

	George took the threat seriously as she could prove it. Not only were there receipts, but the clothes were in his size – even if it was barely different from Emma’s size, it was still different – and he had the double holes in each ear. If Emma wanted to blame this all on him, she could get away with it.

	“Fine,” he grumbled.

	Emma patted him on the cheek, making his new earrings jingle; Emma had swapped out dangling earrings for the studs because they were more appropriate for this dress. She had also added padding to his chest, which she carefully hid on either side of the plunging front, and she had added a little more eyeliner and lip liner to give him a more mature, seductive look. He looked about as good as he was going to look in that dress, which wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t as natural as he had looked in the pink dress. Moreover, the padding was a risk. Without it, the dress showed off George’s shape in such clarity that there was no mistaking he was male. Having breasts was the only thing that was going to hide that. The problem with the breasts, however, was that they weren’t nearly as believable as they had been in the pink dress and there was the risk of them popping out of the loose material; he couldn’t wear a bra in this dress to hold them in place because of the plunging neckline.

	“I have an idea,” said Emma after considering the breast issue. “Let me see what I can do while you finish dressing. Meet me outside in about five minutes.”

	She left George alone in the restroom. “How did I ever get into this?” he lamented.

	He had visions of all that had happened to him so far and he saw all of his classmates sitting in the food court watching him, laughing as they knew right away he was a boy. He shuddered.

	“It’s going to be all right,” he told himself. He didn’t believe it.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George finally left the restroom. He hoped Emma had worked everything out. He wanted to fold his arms to cover his breasts, but Emma had warned him not to do that because it could cause things to collapse. So he kept his arms by his sides and he walked over to Oliver, who had changed into a white evening gown which gave Oliver a chic look, especially with the pink hair. Despite their doubts, Carmen had managed to make Oliver look good. The only hints that something was wrong were his squarish hips and shoulders which were a little too broad for a woman. He looked good enough that George actually worried.

	Oliver glanced George up and down when he came over.

	“I figured that dress would look right on you, Georgia,” said Oliver snidely. “You like dresses. You’re girly.”

	“You look pretty girly yourself, Olivia,” retorted George. “Not as girly as you.”

	“That’s fine. It’s better than being outed.” Oliver rolled his eyes. “If you say so.”

	They then stood in silence waiting for the girls to being. George got his first chance to scan the crowd. They weren’t yet looking in his direction. It was mostly women, but a few men. They were mostly his age or a little older. There were some pretty girls here, but he wondered how they would laugh if he made a pass at them at the moment!

	Emma and Carmen walked to the platform.

	“Excuse me,” called out Carmen. “Excuse me. Can I have your attention please? Our friends George and Olivia have asked us to help them solve a dispute. Actually, they want you to solve the dispute. Both ladies are over there.”

	She pointed directly at George. He saw every head turn toward him and he felt himself start to wither as every eye fell upon him.

	“What these ladies would like to know, is whose outfit do you like better?”

	A murmur went through the crowd. Suddenly, people began to rise from their seats and came closer to the platform. George felt his stomach tighten up. This was going to be nerve-wracking.

	“Olivia, why don’t you come up here first,” said Carmen.

	Oliver nodded his head. He put on the fake smile Carmen had instructed him to supply and he swished his way to the platform, the dress whipping around his ankles as he tottered over. It was a remarkably girlish performance for Oliver. The problem was that Oliver still had never truly given in to femininity and his walk remained stiff and forced. That counteracted the girlish appearance the dress gave.

	“This is Olivia,” said Carmen. Oliver waved.

	“She’s wearing a dress by Sotovah and shoes by Kayli. She’s a local student and loves dancing and going on dates. She would love it if you put your hands together and applauded to show you love her dress!”

	Carmen started to applaud, which caused everyone in the crowd to applaud as well. It was a good steady applause, but George had no idea if it was enthusiastic or just polite. He’d never done this before, after all.

	Emma stepped forward. “Now let’s bring you Georgia.”

	Everyone turned to George, who began to tremble. Just then, Anthony stepped up next to him and slipped his arm through George’s arm. George had no idea what was happening and had to refrain from fighting him off.

	“This must be what Emma planned,” he told himself. He hoped that was the case at least.

	The next thing he knew, this young man was escorting him to the platform. George felt very meek and submissive doing this but it did help. In some strange way, it gave him confidence and he strutted very femininely toward the platform.

	Emma continued her pitch.

	“Georgia goes by ‘George’. She likes sports, shopping and dancing. Her dress is Strictly and her shoes are from R9. Let’s give her a big round of applause!”

	The crowd applauded.

	George had won. Not by much, but he won.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Carmen barely spoke as they walked back to the car. She was not happy they had lost or, as she kept putting it to Oliver, “you lost.” George suspected things were not going to go well for Oliver that evening.

	“Serves him right,” thought George.

	Carmen was right though, thought George. Oliver had the better dress as George had been sabotaged. The only reason George won, and it was very close, was that he looked more natural as a girl than Oliver, who looked stiff and unapproachable. George had come across as the girl next door.

	“I would have killed him in the pink dress!”

	With Carmen being visibly angry, the drive home occurred in silence until they neared Carmen and Oliver’s home. At that point, Carmen tried to appear magnanimous and congratulated Emma on her victory. She then made a pointed joke about getting Gavin after Emma failed. Emma let this slide. She also asked if Emma could return the polka-dot dress George was still wearing in a day or so, giving a hint of what Oliver faced in the future.

	“Would you mind sending the dress back to us?” asked Carmen. “The one George is wearing?” asked Emma.

	“Yes, Oliver will be needing it.”

	Emma snickered. “I think we can do that. I’ll put it back in the shopping bag and Oliver can pick it up the next time he comes over.”

	“Thank you. We’ll pick it up as soon as possible,” said Carmen. “Oliver won’t be leaving home for a bit, though. He’s going to be grounded for some time. Although, I might put him in a cute little skirt and super high heels and send him over for it just to teach him a lesson.”

	“Ground me? But you’re not in charge. You can’t ground me!” whined Oliver.

	“Can’t I?”

	Oliver bit his tongue, thinking better of telling Carmen what she could or could not do.

	“Well? Can I ground you or not, little sister?” demanded Carmen.

	George could feel the humiliation pulsing off of Oliver as Carmen assumed this authority over him. Once again, he was relieved to be under Emma’s thumb rather than Carmen’s heel.

	“Well?” repeated Carmen.

	Oliver was turning bright red. “Do I have to say it?” Carmen glared at Oliver.

	Oliver closed his eyes and hung his head. “Yes.” “Yes, what?” asked Carmen harshly.

	“Yes, you can ground me.”

	“I thought so. And while we’re at it, you’re going to spend the next few days learning how to walk like the sweetest little sissygirl since you can’t seem to walk properly in heels.”

	Emma tried to suppress her giggle.

	“I— but—” Oliver started to protest, but Carmen cut him off with a harsh glare. Oliver sank down into his seat silently.

	“I really wonder what she has on him?” thought George.

	A moment later, the car pulled up at Carmen and Oliver’s house. They stepped out. Carmen turned back before closing the door and said to Emma, “Oliver will be grounded, but if you’d like borrow him for something, of course, I’m happy to loan him to you.”

	George clenched his teeth and tensed up. He prayed that Carmen would not reciprocate the offer and offer to loan him out in return. He held his breath awaiting her response.

	“Thank you, Carmen. That’s very nice of you. I’m sure we can find something lovely for the boys to do together... I’ll let you know.”

	Emma hit the gas and the car started moving away. George breathed a sigh of relief.

	“You owe me,” said Emma over her shoulder with a laugh.

	 

	


Chapter Thirteen: “Boy(ish) Again”

	—o—

	 

	Emma glanced at her watch. Her mother would be home soon. It was time for George to change back into a boy before she got home. She ushered George to her room and ordered him to strip to his panties. George frowned. The idea of being seen in panties still embarrassed him.

	“My panties?” he said unhappily.

	“Yes, your panties. Get with it, George. We don’t have much time.” She unzipped the back of his dress as she said this.

	“But my, uh—”

	George wasn’t sure how to finish that thought. He meant to say that he didn’t want her seeing his rather stiff manhood, but the idea of talking about it, and especially pointing out that it was stiff, was too embarrassing to enunciate.

	Emma knew what he meant though. She glanced down at his dress and saw the slight bump where the dress should have been smooth. She rolled her eyes.

	“Oh Georgie.” George blushed.

	“What are we going to do with you? You simply can’t go around in such an unladylike manner all the time, Georgia.”

	George wanted to say there was nothing he could do about it, he was a boy after all, but he thought better of it. The last thing he wanted was to talk about it. Actually, the last thing he wanted was to have Emma try to “solve the problem.” He wisely remained silent.

	“Well, we don’t have time to deal with it now. Strip.” “But you’ll see my, uh—”

	Emma put her hand on her hips. She was enjoying George’s embarrassment. “Georgia! Do as you’re told.”

	George swallowed hard.

	“You were very well behaved at the mall today. Don’t ruin that,” she added.

	“But my—”

	“Would you like to be loaned out to Carmen and Olivia?” George shook his head vigorously.

	“Then strip. Now.”

	George immediately let the dress fall to his feet, exposing his tented black panties. Emma snickered and motioned him to continue undressing. He continued.

	“I’m glad we beat Carmen,” said Emma.

	George was glad he hadn’t been exposed. Beating Carmen didn’t much matter to him, though he did like beating Oliver. Oliver had been quite the jerk to him lately. George didn’t appreciate that. “Some friend he’s been,” thought George.

	“I can’t believe she cheated,” said Emma. She sighed.

	“Actually, I can.”

	George moved to the bed to remove the silver sandals. He unbuckled the first sandal. He pulled it from his foot and stretched his foot and flexed his toes. It felt good to have his feet in a flat pose again. He rubbed his sole and then removed the other shoe.

	In the meantime, Emma picked up the polka-dot dress. “It takes the right figure to make it this dress work, and you do not have the right figure. Good thing Anthony agreed to help.”

	George raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” “He agreed to escort you.”

	“I thought that was your doing. But how do you mean that helped my figure?”

	Emma smiled. “Because, Georgia dear, I knew you would grab his arm and his wrist when he started to escort you. That meant you would drag this arm across your chest, hiding your fake boobs and holding everything in place.” She demonstrated how George’s pose looked.

	George laughed. He’d had no idea.

	“See Georgie, I didn’t want you getting exposed either. Believe it or not, I’m looking out for you. Aren’t you glad you belong to me and not Carmen?” laughed Emma.

	George had had that thought several times today already, though each time it struck him as incongruous to be thankful to be under the thumb of someone who was looking to feminize and humiliate him, but nevertheless, he had felt it. Again, he didn’t deny it. Emma had been good to him... in a way. At least, it could have been worse, he told himself.

	“I guess so,” he said.

	“Guess? Do you want me trade you to Carmen?” All the color left George’s face. “No!”

	“Then admit it.”

	“Yes,” said George softly. “You’re the better owner.” “Good girl.”

	Emma picked up the silver high heels – the first heels George “owned”. She placed them back into their shoebox and gathered the clothes they had bought that day for George, including the bra he had already removed in the ladies room. As she did, George removed his stockings. This left the panties, the dangling earrings in his ears, his makeup and nails, and his hair. He still looked remarkably feminine in these things, except for the lack of breasts and the rod that stood out where no rod should have been.

	“Take these to your room,” she said, handing him the shopping bags.

	George looked down at the collection of feminine clothes. “My room?”

	“Yes, they belong to you. We bought them for you.”

	“Can’t we keep them in here?” George felt uneasy at the idea of keeping women’s clothes in his room. It wasn’t even any worry about possibly getting caught which bothered him. What bothered him was something deeper: he didn’t want this imposed femininity to make a home in his room. It needed to be a creation of Emma’s, not something that was a part of him.

	“Put them in your closet,” said Emma. George sighed. It wasn’t worth fighting over.

	“And you better hurry. We’re running out of time and you still need to remove your makeup, girl.” Emma snickered. “Unless you want to show mom.”

	George shuddered at the thought. He took the bags and marched to his room, where he tossed the bags behind the bed, where they couldn’t be seen from the hallway. He would find somewhere to hide them in his closet or drawers later. Right now, as Emma said, he needed to remove every trace of Georgia.

	That meant makeup.

	Emma was waiting for him in the bathroom. She gave him some makeup removing pads and showed him how to wipe away his makeup. He was done a few minutes later, or thought he was.

	“Let’s take a look,” said Emma.

	She grabbed another pad and scanned his face, shaking her head and tisk-tisking as she did.

	“You’ve left all sorts of traces of makeup. Mom would see those from a mile away.”

	She placed the pad next to his eye and started wiping. Then she wiped his eyelids again several times, the corners of his lips, and some random spots. Finally, she tossed the wipes away. There were still miniscule traces, but she figured her mother would never notice them. They could just as easily have been dirt or traces of food; who knows what kinds of messes boys get into?! She set down the wipes and grabbed an earring box.

	“Hold still,” she said.

	Emma began fumbling with George’s right ear. George felt her warm fingers on his lobes but could not tell what she was doing exactly. He assumed she was removing the dangling earrings, but when she finished, he glanced in the mirror and saw that she had replace the dangling earrings with the studs rather than removing the earrings entirely.

	“Hey, you need to take those out!” he protested. “If we do that, the holes will close.”

	“If we don’t do it, your mom will notice!”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “Yeah, she’ll notice, but that’s okay: earrings are who you are now, remember? You wanted to get your ears pierced because all the cool kids are doing it.”

	George looked shocked. All afternoon, he had been working mentally from the premise that he only needed to hide the holes. He’d even convinced himself that his stepmother might not notice the tiny holes. There was no way she could fail to notice four shiny studs!

	“But Emma!”

	“Would you rather wear the dangly ones? I can arrange that. At least the studs could be unisex. How about some girly pearls like Oliver?”

	“These studs are unisex?” asked George hopefully.

	Emma smirked. “No, these are kind of girly. But studs are unisex in principle, so mom will believe you intended to buy unisex studs, just that you bought girls’ earrings ‘by mistake’. She’d never believe that with the dangly earrings.”

	George’s shoulders slumped. This was not good. Now his stepmother would be openly laughing at him.

	“Now rinse your hair and brush it back.”

	George turned on the shower and grabbed a towel. He jammed his head under the stream of water, washed it, and then turned off the shower. He toweled his hair dry and combed it all back. At first, it looked fine. He’d seen his hair combed back wet before, and this was how it looked. But as it dried, it began to puff up. He attacked it with a comb, but try as he might, it kept forming an unusual shape: kind of puffy and hanging around his face. To him, it looked very feminine. He prayed it didn’t look that way to anyone else.

	As he combed it, Emma and George both heard the garage door open.

	His stepmother was home!

	“Better hurry,” said Emma.

	George stopped combing and ran to his room to grab some clothes. He threw on a t-shirt with a muscular superhero on it and some jeans. He felt like a hypocrite. He went to grab socks, but saw Emma holding out stockings.

	“Really?” he said doubtfully. “Really.”

	George grunted, but snatched the stockings from her hand. Fortunately they should be hidden by his long jeans unless he made the wrong motion. With time being of the essence, he had no time to argue, not that he would have won in any event. So he took them and pulled them on. He slipped into his sneakers, mercifully making his tell-tale red toenails vanish.

	“What about these?” asked George, holding up his glossy, manicured fingernails.

	“Those stay.”

	George visibly bit his lip. “Emma!”

	“Georgia,” replied Emma mockingly in the same tone. “I have to take this polish off. She’ll notice!”

	Emma’s evil smile returned. “All right, I’ll make you a deal. If you want to take it off, then you can take it off, but you need to do it at the kitchen table while she’s in the kitchen.”

	George glared at Emma. “No way!” “The choice is yours.”

	“Pass.”

	“Well, don’t say I didn’t offer.”

	George ignored her and raced to the mirror. He needed to see if he had missed anything and what he still needed to try to hide. The image that looked back at him was that of a young man, though not entirely. His hair remained a little fussy for a boy, his fingernails were a little too kempt and shiny, and when he moved he saw tan stockings peeking out at his ankles – though he wasn’t sure anyone else would see those without knowing to look for them. All told, it worried him.

	“Emma, look. I can’t go out like this. My hair! My nails! She’ll notice.”

	“Notice what?” came the reply from the door. His stepmother had come through the house quietly and now stood in the doorway to George’s room. Her high heels, which normally presaged her arrival, were silent in her hands. She was looking right at George. “Notice what?”

	He wanted to faint.

	 

	—o—

	 

	George and Emma stared at Emma’s mother in utter shock. How much had she heard? What had she seen? How long had she been there? Each was terrified she now knew exactly what was going on.

	“Notice what?” asked Marjorie harshly.

	George and Emma both opened their mouths to respond, but nothing came out.

	“Maybe you meant, would I notice that neither of you had done any of the chores I gave you today?” growled Marjorie.

	George and Emma shot each other confused looks. They had completely forgotten.

	“Don’t act surprised. I’ve come through the kitchen. I’ve come through the living room. There are dirty dishes in the sink. There are couch pillows on the ground. It’s clear the floor has not been swept or vacuumed.”

	“Uh,” managed Emma.

	“What have you two been doing all day? I work hard and all I ask is that you help out a little around here, but you two apparently spent the day playing. I’m not going to tolerate that,” said Marjorie.

	“No, Ma’am,” said George, still in a daze. This was not the complaint he expected to hear coming from her lips and he struggled not to laugh nervously in relief at not being caught.

	“Get to the kitchen. Get to the living room. Do your chores.”

	George and Emma both nodded their heads simultaneously. “Yes,

	Ma’am,” they said.

	Marjorie then stepped aside so they could pass through to the kitchen. She had an angry look on her face, which was understandable. George and Emma had the whole day to do their chores and it wasn’t like she even asked that much from them. There was no reason they should leave everything for her.

	Emma hung her head and walked past her mother.

	George took a deep breath and made his move as well. As he reached his stepmother, however, she grabbed him by the chin and held up his head so she could see his face.

	“Oh my God, George! What have you done with your hair?” “I—”

	“You’re wearing earrings!” she exclaimed even louder.

	George blushed bright red. “Uh, all the kids wearing— doing— everyone has them.”

	Marjorie shook her head. “You should have asked, George.” George nodded his head as best he could. “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

	Marjorie looked a little closer at the studs in George’s ears. From a distance, they were simply silver studs. At this distance, however, she realized they had small pink flowers etched on their tips. They were for girls. She snickered, realizing he must have bought girl’s earrings by mistake.

	“Serves him right,” she said to herself. She let go of his chin.

	“Go help Emma.” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Marjorie chuckled at George’s mistake as he disappeared around the corner. She wondered if his friends would notice when he began school. She wondered if she should warn him. She would consider it. She turned to head to her own bedroom to change. As she did, however, she noticed that George’s bedroom was a mess.

	—o—

	“That was close,” said Emma.

	“She spotted the earrings,” said George nervously.

	“Yeah, but she didn’t care, did she? I told you that wouldn’t be a problem. What would have been a problem is if she heard you whining about your hair and nails. That would have been a problem.”

	“You did those things to me,” protested George.

	“Yes, but I didn’t tell you to cry about them at the top of your lungs.”

	They each took a deep breath and decided not to continue their argument at the moment. Instead, they started working on the chores. Emma thought about making George do it all, but decided that wasn’t wise today, not with her mother already being angry about them not doing the chores.

	“We should have done this before we left,” said George. “Next time, you will.”

	Emma’s commanding tone sent a tingle down George’s spine and he shuddered. Why did things like that have such an effect on him, he wondered? In fact, why was he having all these strange thoughts all day anyways? Was there actually something wrong with him? Was it just stress from the circumstances?

	“Emma,” he said suddenly, surprising even himself, “this needs to stop.”

	 

	Emma raised an eyebrow. “Oh?” “Yes. I think we need to—”

	George never finished the thought. At that very moment, Marjorie came through the kitchen door. From her hands hung the silver sandals, their straps were draped over her fingers. They had been in their box inside the shopping bags George had tossed behind the bed when Emma told him to hide these clothes in his room. Marjorie had seen the bags and investigated. What she found shocked her. Why were there bags of women’s clothes and boxes of high heels in her stepson’s room?

	“What in the world are you doing with these, George?!” she demanded. 

	The End 
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