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Introduction by Ann 

	—o— 

	 

	Dear Readers, 

	 

	Poor George just can’t catch a break. After being caught breaking Widow Wilson’s window, his stepsister used her knowledge to blackmail him into becoming her feminized toy. She dressed him in her clothes, made him do her chores, and even took him to the mall along with his best friend. And just when George thought things couldn’t get any worse, it looks like he’s been caught by his stepmother! What does she have in store for him? 

	 

	In this third part of George’s story, George is sentenced to girlhood for the immediate future by his stepmother and is sent to work off his debt for the broken window by working as a maid for Widow Wilson. What could possibly go wrong for George there? At least Emma can no longer control him now that his stepmother knows what’s been going on, right? George probably shouldn’t count on that. More importantly, George needs to figure out why he’s maybe, kind of, sort of starting to enjoy all of this... just a little... maybe. 

	 

	Hopefully, you’re enjoying George’s story. This is part three of four. 

	Let me know what you think! 

	 

	With love, Ann :) 

	 

	


Chapter One: “A Fitting Punishment” 

	—o— 

	 

	This was trouble. 

	George’s stepmother stood in the doorway. She looked angry. George’s silver high-heeled sandals dangled delicately by their straps from the ends of her fingertips. They swayed back and forth. 

	“What in the world are you doing with these, George?!” she demanded. George genuinely had no idea what to say. How does a boy explain having high-heeled sandals? There didn’t seem to be any good way to answer that. He braced himself for what was to come. “Why do you have Emma’s shoes?” 

	George certainly had no idea how to answer that. The shoes weren’t Emma’s, and he wasn’t some perverted shoe thief. But how could he tell that to his stepmother without admitting they were his? He could tell her that Emma bought them for him, but somehow that didn’t seem like a good idea. Not only did that cross Emma, but it meant he also needed to explain that Emma had been making him dress like a girl, which would end with him admitting he had worn girls’ clothes. He could not admit that. But what else could he say? Magic? 

	“Uh—” 

	“Answer me, George! How did these get into your closet?” “I don’t know,” he said cautiously. 

	Marjorie glared at her stepson. None of this was making her happy. Indeed, she was less than please to find bags of girls’ clothes and high-heeled shoes in his room. What mother wouldn’t be? 

	At first, Marjorie had considered that these ended up in George’s room by mistake. But what kind of ‘mistake’ could result in bags of women’s clothes and high heels ending up in her stepson’s closet? She also considered the possibility that Emma had put them there for some reason – perhaps to upset Marjorie and get George into trouble, she thought. But that made no sense either. For one thing, there was little possibility Marjorie would have discovered these; as it was, she only found them by pure chance. Thus, this was a poor way to make George look bad. And even if she had placed them there, why had George let them stay in his closet? Surely, he would have spotted them and removed them. The only logical possibility was that 

	George brought them into his own room himself. But why would he do that? And where did he get them? 

	“Where did you get these clothes?!” she demanded. 

	George’s mouth went dry. He still saw no good answer, so he said nothing. 

	George’s silence angered Marjorie further. To her, the only thing that made sense was that George had stolen these clothes from Emma. After all, it wouldn’t have occurred to her that Emma might have bought them for him as part of some elaborate blackmail-based amusement. And he had no money to buy his own. Ergo, he stole them. They couldn’t have belonged to anyone else either, right? Thus, he stole Emma clothes. Stealing his stepsister’s clothes was unacceptable. Why would he do such a thing though, she wondered in frustration? What exactly was he doing with them? She didn’t know but the possibilities bothered her. And his refusal to come clean with her now made this matter worse. 

	“He’s hiding something,” she assured herself. “I— I just don’t know,” said George. 

	Marjorie glared at him. “Why are you stealing Emma’s clothes?” George’s jaw dropped. Stealing?! That was unexpected. “Wha—” “Tell me the truth,” she demanded. “Did you steal these from Emma?” “I didn’t steal them!” 

	“Then how did they end up in your closet? And it’s not just these sandals, either George. There are bags of clothes in there too! Bags! All girls’ clothes! In your closet!” 

	George shrugged his shoulders helplessly. “I don’t know how they got there.” 

	He had to be wearing them, thought Marjorie. That would explain the new earrings and the vaguely androgynous hair. Was it possible... truly possible... that he was wearing them? Of course he was! What other reason could there be? “My stepson is a cross dresser!” she told herself. 

	“Are you wearing her clothes?” 

	All the color left George’s face. Somehow, despite the topic of this discussion being how he obtained bags of women’s clothes, it never occurred to George that his stepmother would reach the conclusion that he was wearing them. Hearing her level that accusation proved shocking. 

	“No!” he gasped. 

	“Don’t lie to me, George. You’ve been wearing her clothes!” 

	George shook his head. “No, I haven’t!” 

	“You’ve been stealing her clothes and wearing them.” “I haven’t!” 

	Marjorie saw each denial as a lie and she got angrier and angrier. She decided to give George one last chance to come clean. She took a deep breath to exhale her frustration and give him a fair chance. She latched onto George’s eyes with her own. “Last chance, George. Tell me the truth. Why are you stealing your stepsister’s clothes? Are you wearing them?” 

	George wasn’t stealing them, but couldn’t really explain how he had gotten them without opening other cans of worms, so he left that as an unexplained denial. He wasn’t truly wearing them either in the sense of him voluntarily putting them on his body, though he was technically wearing them under Emma’s order. He didn’t see that as “wearing” them per se, but he also didn’t want to explain Emma’s role in all of this, as that would cause an even bigger firestorm. He was an innocent man framed. There was nothing he could say. 

	He shook his head. 

	Marjorie let out a huff. She had reached her limit. If he wouldn’t be truthful with her, then she would punish him for it until he either admitted that he’d lied or he told her what really happened. 

	“All right, George,” she said slowly. “You need to learn to tell the truth. Since it’s obvious you stole your stepsister’s clothes and you’ve been wearing them, and you’re lying about it, you will be punished—” 

	“But—” 

	“You had your chance to speak, now be silent.” George bit his lip. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“Since you apparently want to dress like a girl, I will grant your wish. From now on, you will dress like a girl exclusively. In fact, we’re going to your room in a moment and I’m going to watch you pack up all your male clothes—” 

	George’s jaw dropped. “For how long?!” 

	“Until you admit what you’ve done or until you tell me what really happened. Until you tell me the truth!” 

	“But you can’t!” pleaded George. 

	“Don’t blame me, George! This isn’t my fault. You’ve brought this on yourself. You’re the one stealing girl’s clothes. You’re the one wanting to dress like a girl or something. You’re the one who won’t explain what else it might be. So I’m just granting your wish,” said Marjorie coldly. “But it’s not my fault!” 

	“And whose fault is it, George?” 

	George bit his tongue. He so wanted to blame Emma, but he didn’t want to cause himself more trouble than he already faced. Blaming Emma would anger Emma and add her as an enemy to this uphill battle. But then, the more he thought about it, maybe it made sense to put it all out there. Then his stepmother would know the truth. She would know that he didn’t want to wear women’s clothes, that he had stolen nothing. She would know this was all Emma’s fault and not his. And realistically, what could Emma add to make this worse? 

	“Emma did it,” he said. 

	Emma glared at him; her mouth agape. “Liar!” “No, it’s true,” said George. 

	“That is so not true!” 

	George nodded his head. “It’s true. Emma’s been making me wear her clothes around the house and do her chores. She made me go to the mall, which is where the clothes in my bedroom came from. She said she wanted me to have my own ‘girly wardrobe’ and she bought all of that for me.” 

	“Hogwash,” declared Marjorie. George’s heart sank. 

	Marjorie folded her arms and shook her head. “You expect me to believe that Emma somehow forced you to wear her clothes and took you to the mall in them and you were powerless to stop her?” 

	It did sound crazy the way she said it. George had to admit that. “Well?” 

	“She blackmailed me,” said George with considerable embarrassment. Marjorie pursed her lips. “With what?” 

	George went rigid. Somehow, it hadn’t occurred to him that she would ask that question. He really didn’t want to tell her, but could he avoid it? If he said nothing, his stepmother would get even angrier that he had “falsely” accused Emma. He couldn’t lie and invent something else either because Emma would tell on him, not that he had any clue what to invent in any event. That left him with no choice but to tell the truth, which really hadn’t worked so far... but maybe it would. 

	George sighed. “We broke Widow Wilson’s window.” Marjorie’s eyes shot wide open. “We?! Who is ‘we’?” 

	Out of the frying pan... into the fire, thought George. “Oliver and I,” he said. “We were playing ball in the backyard and we broke it. Emma saw us and blackmailed us.” 

	“I didn’t see anything,” said Emma truthfully. 

	Marjorie ignored her. She was focused on George. “After all the times I warned you not to play ball in the back yard, you broke her window!” growled Marjorie. She gritted her teeth. “Do you know how expensive that window is? And you lied about it. I am so angry with you, George!” 

	“Sorry.” 

	George’s too-late, too-little apology only added to her anger. “You stand right there. Do not move from that spot,” she snapped. “Both of you!” She then stormed off toward the hallway where they heard her pick up the telephone. 

	“Thanks for throwing me under the bus,” said Emma sarcastically. “What was I supposed to do? She thought I wanted to wear those clothes.” 

	“You do.” 

	“Do not!” 

	Emma pursed her lips. “This isn’t over, Georgie.” 

	George furrowed his brow. “Yes, it is. You can’t blackmail me anymore.” 

	“How do you figure that?” 

	Before George could retort, his stepmother stormed back into the room. She looked both angry and relieved all at once. She looked determined too. Based on that, George knew some decision had been made. Military school? 

	“I’ve spoken to the Widow Wilson,” said Marjorie. “She’s quite upset about the window and even more upset that you lied to her face, George. She’s willing to accept an apology, however, which you will give from the bottom of your heart.” 

	“An apology?” thought George. “That’s getting off easy!” The other shoe had yet to drop, however. Here it came. 

	“In addition to the apology, I’ve proposed that you work off the cost of the window.” 

	“How do I do that?” asked George. 

	“You’re going to do odd jobs around her house. You’re going to clean, dust, make beds, work in the garden. Things like that. Whatever she needs. 

	She says she’ll train you. Five hours per day until she and I decide you’ve paid for the window. You start tomorrow.” 

	“But—” 

	“Don’t you dare challenge me,” said Marjorie coldly. 

	George bit his lip and hung his head in surrender. There went his summer. 

	“And another thing. If I get word you aren’t doing your best over there, aren’t working hard and doing things right, or that you’re giving her problems, or that you’re misbehaving in any way, you will regret it. Understand?” 

	George nodded his head. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	Marjorie let out a breath. It seemed to everyone in the room that this was the first breath she had taken since she appeared in the door holding the silver sandals. She seemed relieved. 

	“Who knows,” she said tiredly, “this may actually do you some good, learning to help out around the house. Hopefully, at the very least, it will build some character and teach you not to lie.” She grabbed his chin, pulled his face upward and examined his earrings again. “Speaking of lying, let’s go to your room now and pack up your male clothes.” 

	George looked confused. “But I thought my punishment was—” “That’s for the window. This is for lying about stealing your sister’s clothes.” 

	“I didn’t lie. I told you what happened. Emma made me!” 

	Marjorie scoffed. “That’s hardly a believable story. No George, it’s clear that for whatever reason, you want to dress like a girl, so that’s what we’re going to do until I say otherwise.” 

	A terrible thought instantly occurred to George. If he was supposed to dress like a girl all the time... did that include the five hours he was to work at Widow Wilson’s home? 

	“Uh, w— what about when— uh, when I’m at Widow Wilson’s?” asked George nervously. 

	“You’ll be dressed as a girl.” 

	George saw something explode in his brain like fireworks. Reality suddenly didn’t seem all that real to him. Was any of this really happening? He cannot have heard what he heard! This is impossible! Oh, but it was. “You can’t let her see me!” he pleaded. “Not dressed like that!” 

	“Why not?” 

	“Because— because— girl! Girl’s clothes! You can’t let her see me like that!” 

	Marjorie ran her fingers through George’s androgynous hair and glanced at his earrings. “You apparently let hundreds of people see you dressed as a girl at the mall. One more won’t be a problem.” 

	George started to wilt, but Marjorie didn’t let him. She marched George to his room, where she made him remove all of his male clothes and place them in bags or boxes, which she then locked in the spare bedroom. When his closet and drawers were empty she made him empty the shopping bags and place the contents of those into his closet and drawers instead. It was a small collection, but it was enough for a start. She figured she could add to it as well from her closet or Emma’s as needed. 

	“This is what you will be wearing from now on,” she said. George nodded his head helplessly. 

	Marjorie then ordered him to slip into the black dress and panties and remove his jeans, shirt and underwear, which she also intended to add to the locked vault of clothing. George started to comply mechanically and then hesitated, remembering what he wore beneath. 

	“Do as I say, George,” instructed Marjorie. “Can— can I change tomorrow?” 

	“No, George. Change now.” 

	George bit his lip. “Can I change in the bathroom?” 

	“No, George,” insisted Marjorie. “Take off your shirt, slip on the dress and then you can take off your jeans and briefs without getting naked. I won’t have you doing it in private, trying to hide some article of male clothing.” She stood there waiting, watching. She wasn’t leaving. 

	“Please?” 

	“George.” 

	George cringed. This was going to be a problem. Still, she wasn’t giving him a choice. He reluctantly grabbed his shirt and pulled it off. So far, so good. Then he slid the dress down in its place. This was embarrassing, but it didn’t look much like a dress-dress yet with his jeans still on. Then his problems began. He kicked off his tennis shoes so he could remove his jeans. When he did, the stockings came into view along with his red-painted toenails. 

	Marjorie laughed. 

	George blushed. His manhood started to grow inside his panties too. 

	“And you claim you don’t wear women’s clothes?” scoffed Marjorie. “It was Emma’s idea.” 

	“Uh huh.” Marjorie wagged her finger at his midsection. “Take off the jeans and your briefs.” 

	George slowly reached beneath the dress and unbuckled his jeans. He hesitantly let those drop to his ankles, where he kicked them off. Then he reached under the dress again and pulled down the black panties. He slowly let those drop to his ankles as well. One again, Marjorie laughed. 

	“That answers the boxers or briefs question,” said Marjorie cynically. George’s blushing increased. 

	“I suppose that confirms my suspicions too.” George said nothing. He was mortified. 

	Marjorie handed him fresh panties, which were pink. “Put these on and the silver sandals and meet me in the kitchen. You have chores to do, young man... young lady,” she said. 

	George didn’t resist. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	As George slipped into the silver heels, Marjorie returned to the kitchen. Emma waited there. She was nervous, being unsure how all of this would turn out. She hoped her mother didn’t blame her for it, but she didn’t know. George blaming her was quite a surprise actually and it worried her, though her mother seemed to remain focused on George. She crossed her fingers for luck. 

	“How’s George?” asked Emma cautiously. “He’s fine. He’ll be along shortly.” 

	“I, uh, had no idea.” 

	Marjorie glared at her daughter. “You can drop the act, Emma. George didn’t pay for these things himself. He needed you to drive him to the mall and you paid for the things he bought using my credit card. When he goes to Widow Wilson’s tomorrow, you are going with him. Understood?” 

	Emma nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“You’ll be working along side him until you’ve earned enough to pay back what you bought for him. You’ll both be doing more chores here too, since you’ve apparently got too much time on your hands.” 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“And since I suspect you are behind this somehow, you will also be paying for whatever it costs to undo this, including the cost of anything he needs to wear in the meantime while he learns his lesson.” 

	Emma nodded her head once more. “Yes, Ma’am.” “Maybe this will do the both of you some good.” 

	 

	


Chapter Two: “The Widow Wilson” 

	—o— 

	 

	George couldn’t believe this was happening. It had been a surreal week already: being dressed like a girl by his stepsister, being made to act like her servant, being taken to the mall, and then being made to compete in a fashion show against his (probably former) best friend. Shocking! Not to mention, the kissing thing. George could still feel every sensation of that oozing through his mind. Then his stepmother caught him and rather than murder him, which George kind of expected was coming, she declared he would dress as a girl for the foreseeable future. What. The. Fudge. That was insane!! And now? Now he stood on the front stoop of Widow Wilson’s home, dressed in the black dress, some black pumps his stepmother gave him, and a long back overcoat he swiped from her closet to try to hide his shame as he and Emma marched over to Wilson’s house where they were supposed to work for the widow as some form of penance for breaking the window. 

	None of this made sense to George. None of this could be happening. 

	And yet, here he was. How had this happened? A few days ago, he was just a regular boy. Now this??? 

	George’s tall thin heels wobbled as he stood on the cold cement of the front stoop. A cool breeze blew up the open bottom of the overcoat and his dress and tickled his manhood. Beneath the dress he wore tan stockings and pink panties. He wore a bra too, even though he had no breasts, because his stepmother insisted that all “good girls” wear bras. The panties did little to contain his manhood, which bounced around inside them as he walked. 

	“I expect you to wear full makeup and maintain your hair,” his stepmother had said when she told him her expectation for him being a girl now. 

	“I’d rather not.” 

	“If you’re going to be a girl, then you’re going to be a girl.” “I don’t want to be a girl!” he protested. 

	“I might have believed that yesterday, but not today.” 

	George sighed. He was trapped and he knew it, so he obeyed. Hence, he now wore full makeup, from eye shadow to lipstick to blush. He wore dangling earrings. His pixie-cut had its pixie dust expertly refreshed by his stepmother with a brush and a blow dryer. His nails were still painted. The gel hadn’t even chipped. He looked all girl from head to toe. 

	Yet, he was a boy, and he was desperately nervous about presenting himself as a girl to the Widow Wilson. Too many people knew his secret already. How many more would be let in on this humiliation? How long would it be before one of them gave away his secret? 

	“Hopefully, she’s the last one,” he grumbled helplessly. 

	Standing next to him on the stoop was Emma, looking a lot less smug than she had been recently; she was nervous and she was not at all thrilled about being punished for what she saw as George’s stupidity. She wore a silvery-blue dress which looked like a business suit jacket paired with a bouncy mid-thigh pleated skirt. It was cute, young and playfully professional. On her feet were low-heeled black pumps with chunky heels. George envied her those for sure. The stiletto pumps his stepmother had made him wear were killing his feet. He would have been better off in the silver sandals, even if they were an inch or so higher, but it wasn’t his choice. Emma, apparently, had a choice and she chose wisely. 

	“You look ridiculous in that coat,” said Emma. “It’s summer, George.” 

	George said nothing. The coat was his protection, even if it offered little. He let it hug him tightly like a blanket. 

	Emma took a deep breath. Then she glanced at George out of the corner of her eye. “This is your fault.” 

	“My fault?!” 

	“Yes, your fault. Now ring the bell, Georgia.” “Don’t call me ‘Georgia’.” 

	Emma laughed cynically. “That’s funny because you seemed upset when I called you ‘George’ in front of Anthony and Ryan. But if that’s what you want, ‘George’ it is. Now ring the bell, George.” 

	George turned on his stepsister. “And another thing, you don’t have any power over me anymore, so stop giving me orders.” 

	A smile slowly grew on Emma’s face. “Don’t I?’ 

	“No, you don’t. Your mom knows about, well, this—” he ran his hand down his clothes “—so you can’t blackmail me anymore. No blackmail means no power. No power means no orders.” 

	“There are other sources of power, Georgie. Just as there are other places blackmail can work.” 

	George furrowed his brow. “What do you mean?” 

	Emma pulled out her phone and started flipping through the dozens of photos she had taken of him in dresses, heels, and makeup. Walking into the mall. Sitting with boys. Sitting with girls. Lying on the floor with his stiff manhood poking up toward the heavens. His fingers with their red nails wrapped around his solid shaft. He had forgotten that she had these. 

	“Imagine how difficult school might be if your friends saw these?” she said. 

	 

	All the color left George’s face. 

	“My friends would get a kick out of this one for sure. “She had stopped on a photo of him lying on his back on the floor, stroking himself madly. This was right before he realized she had caught him with her camera. The look of pleasure on his face was intense. “I’ll bet your friends would like it too.” 

	“You need to delete those,” said George. Emma snickered. “Why?” 

	“I’ll tell your mom you have those!” 

	Emma’s smile evil-ed, if that’s even a word. “Are you really going to tell mom about these... and have her look through them?” She chuckled – no... she cackled. “Can you imagine her flipping through these, one... by... one?” As she said this, she slowly flicked through the images. Each image that came up involved George stroking himself with some wild look on his face. The last one to come up was Oliver bending George over and kissing him. 

	Her demonstration had made a powerful impact. George’s will evaporated. “Don’t show them to her,” he peeped in barely a whisper. 

	“What was that?” 

	“Please, don’t show them to your mom.” “Ma’am,” said Emma smugly. 

	“Please, don’t show them to your mom, Ma’am.” “Got my point?” 

	George nodded his head. “Yes... uh, yes, Ma’am.” 

	“Good.” She closed her phone, making the screen go dark. “Maybe these are best kept in private.” She slipped her phone into her purse, letting George breathe a sigh of relief. “For now.” Then she smiled at George and in a rather happy tone said, “You like things better this way, anyways. I can tell. Now ring the bell, Georgie boy! Let’s see what the future holds!” 

	George grimaced; this all came so easily to her. How could she shift from evil blackmailer to playful sister, from angry punisher to adventurous explorer? He didn’t understand it. Maybe being the one in charge made it easier, he thought. Either way, she was smiling now and happily rocking back and forth on her heels, and that strangely made George feel better too. 

	“Maybe this won’t be so bad,” he told himself. George filled his chest with courage and rang the bell. 

	It took about a minute before someone came to the door. Emma heard the footsteps approach first. Then she and George heard the lock being worked. The doorknob jiggled and turned. Finally, the door opened. On the other side of the doorway stood an older lady in a flowery dress and wooden clogs. Her hair, whitened with age (and perhaps a little dye to even it out), had been permed. She wore round-rimmed glasses and she smelled heavily of lavender perfume. She reminded George of an old teacher, doddering but kindly. The scent of fresh-baked cookies even came wafting through the door as a songbird chirped its song in a tree behind them. 

	This was the Widow Wilson. This looked promising. 

	George smiled. 

	Widow Wilson then peered down sharply at George and Emma over the tops of her round glasses. She squinted at George and looked him up and down. “Why’s he in a dress?” she demanded in an insulting tone like one might use to ask “why is your house so dirty?” or “were you dropped on your head as a child?” 

	Perhaps... this was the Widow Wilson. 

	George opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out. “You a weirdo?” groused Wilson. 

	Emma stepped forward to rescue a situation that seemed to be spinning toward disaster at an alarming speed. “George is being punished for misbehavior,” she said helpfully. 

	“Must have been some misbehavior,” said Wilson. George felt very small suddenly. 

	The old lady then grabbed his chin in her surprisingly iron grip and yanked his face from side to side so she could examine his earrings. She shook her head as she examined each ear. 

	“Some misbehavior indeed,” she added dismissively. Very small. 

	Emma nudged George in the ribs. “Greet Mrs. Wilson.” 

	“What do you mean ‘greet her’?” “Greet her,” growled Emma. 

	George cringed. He knew what Emma meant. She didn’t mean to shake her hand or introduce himself. She meant to perform the same embarrassing maneuver Emma and Carmen had made him and Oliver do to each other. George felt a strong compulsion to flee for his manhood, but he could not. There was no escape. There was no choice either. Emma had just proven that nothing had changed in their relationship. She was still in charge even if her mother was upset with them both, and that meant he could refuse her nothing, even this. 

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

	He grabbed the sides of his dress, slipped one high-heel-encased foot behind the other, and bent down at the knees. It was a graceful curtsey. In fact, his curtseys seemed to be getting better every time and this was the most graceful yet. It was an embarrassing curtsey too. 

	“How do you do?” he asked. 

	He glanced at Emma to affirm that he had done as she commanded. Oddly, her face was red, her lip was twisted and she was very subtlety shaking her head. In that instance, George realized he may have misunderstood Emma’s command. Perhaps, she only wanted him to say “hello” after all? He reluctantly returned his eyes to the Widow Wilson. His face burned with shame. 

	Wilson shook her head. She pulled a cigarette from a hidden pocket in her dress and popped it into her mouth, but didn’t light it. She started chuckling. “Are you going to do that every time you come to my house?” 

	George blushed. 

	“Well, I can’t say I approve of boys is dresses, but I guess it’s all right. 

	It’s better with girls anyways.” 

	“I’m not a girl,” protested George. “You sure look like one,” said Wilson. “I’m not!” 

	Wilson ignored him. “Why don’t you two girls come in? We can get started.” With that, she turned and walked back into the house. 

	George helpless stared at her back. 

	Emma glanced at George and let out a laugh. Then she took his hand and led him inside. Otherwise, he probably would have remained frozen in place on the front porch, quite possibly for the rest of his natural life. 

	—o— 

	 

	A few moments later, George and Emma stood in Widow Wilson’s living room. The house was darker than theirs as all the windows were covered by lace curtains which didn’t block the light per se, but limited it. It was nicely furnished though. There were lots of antiques and things of value. There were doilies. It had the air of being an old mansion in the English countryside, even though it wasn’t. George saw it in his head as Agatha Christie’s home... only occupied by a bitter truck driver. 

	“The cookies are done,” said Widow Wilson as she returned from the kitchen. Her cigarette had disappeared in the kitchen somewhere. She handed them each a cookie. They were still warm. 

	“Thank you. They smell lovely,” said Emma. George took it without comment. 

	Emma bit the cookie. “They’re really tasty too!” “They’re from a package,” said Wilson. 

	“Oh.” 

	“All right. Let’s talk about why you’re here,” said the widow. She looked primarily at George, but glanced at Emma from time to time too. “You broke my window. That was an expensive window too. That’s why you’re here. Your mother sent you here to work off the debt for that window a little bit at a time.” She looked George up and down and sighed. “Looking at you, I figure you’re worth about five dollars a day... tops.” 

	George had never held a job, so he didn’t really know money all that well, but he suspected he had been insulted. Moreover, he did some quick math in his head. At five dollars a day, it sounded like he would be here for a very long time. This did not make him happy. Things were about to get worse too. 

	“While you’re here, you’re going to learn how to be quality maids,” said Wilson. 

	“Maids?” repeated Emma suspiciously. She didn’t like the sound of that. She did enough chores at home. 

	“Yes, maids. I used to teach young girls how to be maids.” “In what century?” thought George. 

	“Not much call for that today,” continued the widow. “But if I’m going to have you two helping out around here, you’re going to learn how to do it properly.” She now addressed George specifically. “I suppose you would rather learn to be a butler.” 

	“Butler?” thought George incredulously. “Why would I want to be a butler?” 

	“But I don’t know much about butlering,” continued Wilson, “So you’re going to learn to be a maid too. Besides, Marjorie sent you to me as a girl, so that works out well. By the time we’re done here, you’ll be the best ladies maid a boy has ever been.” 

	George was mystified. Why did every woman want to feminize him? “What do you need us to do?” asked Emma. 

	“For starters, I need to make one of you the senior maid and the other the junior maid. The senior maid will be in charge when I’m not here. That means making sure work gets done and done right.” 

	“I should be senior,” said George quickly. “I’m older.” 

	“I’m making Emma the senior maid,” countered Wilson right away. “She’ll be your boss when I’m not here to watch you.” 

	“What?! Why her? I’m older!” protested George as Emma snickered. 

	Wilson shot George a definite shut-the-heck-up look. “She didn’t break my window, that’s why.” 

	George’s shoulders dropped. How did Emma always end up on top suddenly? 

	Wilson popped another cigarette into her mouth; it may even have been the same one as neither George nor Emma had proof she actually lit the first one. “I expect good hard work. Don’t mess around. Don’t lie to me. Don’t steal. Don’t disobey. I have seen it all in my time and I know to handle it all.” 

	“You’ll tell my mother?” said Emma in a half-question, half-statement of understanding. 

	Wilson let out a short, cynical chuckle. “I’ve got my own ways of dealing with things.” 

	George and Emma shot each other concerned looks. “Got it?” 

	Emma nodded her head and replied, “Yes, Ma’am.” George said nothing. 

	The widow glared at him. “Got it, girl?” “I’m not a girl!” protested George again. “Shouldn’t have worn a dress then.” 

	“It wasn’t my choice.” 

	Wilson glared at him doubtfully and then shook her head dismissively. “Do you know the last boy who let some girl put him in a dress against his will?” 

	“No,” said George cautiously. 

	“Neither do I. Now let’s get started. There’s plenty to clean.” 

	George was stunned. He pursed his lips angrily as Wilson turned and walked off down the hallway. The look on his face said, “Can you believe that?” Emma saw it and shrugged her shoulders. Then she motioned George to follow her and she went to find Wilson. 

	It was going to be a long and difficult day for George. 

	 

	


Chapter Three: “What A Day!” 

	—o— 

	 

	Marjorie sat at the kitchen table paying her bills when George and Emma returned home from their first day working at Widow Wilson’s home. She called them into the kitchen to find out how their day had gone. Emma had clearly worked hard. Her blue dress was covered in dust, which also filled her hair. Her makeup was worn and, in some places, a little smeared. Her heels were in her hands. She moved like someone who had worked harder than they had in some time. George, by comparison, looked worn out. He too was covered in dust. His makeup was smeared even worse. He looked exhausted. Like Emma, his heels were in his hands; he walked gingerly too. Marjorie smiled inwardly to herself. They could both use a little more hard work and humility in their lives, she thought. This could be that. 

	“How did it go?” asked Marjorie as they both slunk into chairs. “Terrible! She’s a nightmare!” complained George. 

	“It was a lot of work,” added Emma simultaneously. “Do you know she wants to make me a maid?!” 

	Marjorie chuckled at hearing this. She only knew they would be doing chores around Wilson’s house. Finding this out made her want to laugh. “That’s good, George. It builds character. Besides, teaching you to help out more around the house is a good thing.” 

	“As a maid?” 

	“Yes, helping around the house.” “No, a real maid,” said George dryly. “Meaning what?” 

	He blushed. “It’s— like a maid.” 

	Emma snickered. “She got George acting like a maid. ‘Yes, Ma’am’ and ‘No, Ma’am.’ Dusting with a duster in his cute little uniform. Standing at attention when she’s inspecting his work. It’s really pretty funny.” 

	“It’s not funny,” snapped George. 

	Marjorie struggled not to smile. The idea of her stepson being treated like a genuine maid was hilarious. 

	“It is funny,” said Emma. 

	“You only say that because she made you the ‘senior maid.’” 

	“George has to take orders from me,” said Emma proudly. George blushed very deeply. “It’s not fair!” 

	“Was it fair to break her window and lie about it?” was Marjorie’s response. 

	George groaned and rolled his eyes. He thought when his stepmother caught him, that would be the end of all of this. He figured she would be angry about the window, but would put an end to his feminization. Instead, she made it worse. Not only was he still under the thumb of Emma, but his stepmother had pushed him into the claws of this crazy old woman who wanted to turn him into a maid. Even worse, the old lady even officially gave Emma authority over him. And now his stepmother was laughing that off, as if it was nothing. 

	“What kinds of things are you learning?” asked Marjorie. “We’re not learning anything,” said George. 

	Emma laughed. “Don’t be shy, Georgie. Tell her.” 

	George folded his arms and glared at his stepsister. He was clearly embarrassed. 

	“Tell me what?” asked Marjorie. 

	“George is learning the art of being a maid,” gushed Emma, who always enjoyed embarrassing her stepbrother. “He’s learning ‘obedience’. He’s learning ‘proper respect’. He’s learning ‘how to serve a lady.’” 

	Marjorie’s smile finally broke through; it made George feel weak. 

	“It’s just doing stuff like dusting and folding laundry,” snapped George. 

	Marjorie glanced at Emma for confirmation. Emma was smiling broadly – in fact, she was positively glowing – and she was shaking her head. “And then the rest,” she said. 

	George’s blush grew and he bit his lip. “What rest?” asked Marjorie. 

	“Like when she had him stand in the hallway at attention for twenty minutes while she inspected his work and told him everything he did wrong with it. Or how she calls him—” 

	“She calls me ‘girl’!” protested George. He didn’t want to let his stepmother know this, but it just burst out of him; besides, Emma was about to tell her anyways. To him, this was probably the worst indignity visited upon him. 

	“Well, George, you are dressed as one.” 

	“But I’m not a girl! I don’t want to be a girl!” 

	“Then you shouldn’t have stolen Emma’s clothes, George.” “I didn’t! She bought those for me!” 

	Marjorie rolled her eyes. She knew Emma’s role in George’s feminization, at least in part, but his feminization went beyond Emma buying him clothes. He’d also gotten his ears pierced, for example. He couldn’t blame that on Emma. And his hair done. If he truly didn’t want those things, he would have put his foot down and stopped them, that’s for sure. Thus, Marjorie was certain George had been a willing participant in his own feminization until she had caught him. What’s more, she saw his attempts to disclaim it now as mere attempts at face saving. 

	She shrugged her shoulders. “You’re just going to have to deal with it, George.” 

	“It’s not fair.” 

	“Life’s not fair,” replied his stepmother. She rose to her feet and addressed the two youngsters. “Since Rene is teaching you to do housework, I expect you both to be able to do all of the housework around here from now on as well. There will be no more excuses about not knowing how to do something. Every morning, I’m going to leave lists for both of you and you will do those chores before I get home. You will do them correctly too, or there will be consequences.” 

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

	“For today, George, I want you to dust the living room and do the floors in here. Emma, you fold the laundry. We’re going to have a wonderfully clean house from now on.” 

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Emma and George again. 

	They turned to get to work. As they did, George dropped his high heels to the floor next to the door. These were the black pumps his stepmother had given him to wear with the dress. They had narrow three-inch heels and were not the easiest shoes in the world to walk in. His feet were quite sore from wearing them. Still, dropping them seemed like a statement of disrespect as he wore them all day at the widow’s home. He should wear those here too. 

	“What are you doing, George?” asked Marjorie immediately. “I’m leaving these here.” 

	“Didn’t I just make it clear that we’re not dumping things throughout the house? Everything in its place? Besides, who said you could take them off anyways?” 

	“But—” 

	“Does the Widow Wilson let you take your shoes off when you work for her?” 

	“No, but—” 

	“Then you aren’t removing them here either.” 

	“How come Emma gets to take hers off?” demanded George. 

	Emma glared at her stepbrother. The look in her eye said that he would pay for dragging her into this. It was too late to back out of this, however. He had rolled the dice and their number had come up. 

	Marjorie turned toward Emma. “You too, young lady.” “But mom!” 

	“You will both meet the same high standards here that Rene Wilson is teaching you there. Put your shoes back on while you work.” 

	Emma bit her tongue. “Yes, Ma’am.” George unhappily nodded his head. 

	After both slipped back into their heels, they got to work. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	“I hate working in heels,” said Emma that night. She sat on her bed rubbing her feet. Her shoes lay tossed on the floor before her. They were the black low-heeled pumps with the chunky heels she had been wearing all day. They had just finished their chores. 

	George rolled his eyes. “Those aren’t even heels.” “Uh, yes they are.” 

	“Hardly.” 

	Emma glanced at George’s feet, still in the three-inch pumps his stepmother gave him. Admittedly, his heels looked more challenging... still. “Heels are heels, and wearing these all day was no fun, let me tell you.” 

	George shrugged his shoulder. He’d worn way worse all day for the last few days. He had little sympathy for Emma’s feet. 

	Emma kept rubbing her feet. “You’re going to pay for this too, you know.” 

	“For what?” 

	“For dragging me into this. You could have just put your stupid heels back on like a good little sissygirl and left me out of it, but nooooooo, you just had to bring me into it and get mom to make me wear these stupid things.” She paused for effect. “You’re going to pay for it.” George was too tired to care. 

	“In fact,” continued Emma, “let’s take care of that right now.” George raised an eyebrow. “What are you going to do?” 

	An evil smile appeared on Emma’s lips and she said, “Come with me, Georgie.” 

	“Why?” 

	“To get your reward for being a weasel.” 

	A minute later, they were in the living room where Marjorie had just turned on the television to watch the evening news. She had a magazine on her lap as well. She had changed into leggings and sneakers earlier, which she wore now. 

	“Mom,” said Emma. “Yes, dear?” 

	“We have a question.” 

	“All right,” said Marjorie cautiously. She set down her magazine. 

	George had watched this exchange nervously. He had no idea what was coming. He only knew it wasn’t going to be good; Emma acted this way whenever she came up with something devious. 

	“If Georgie’s going to be living as a girl, does that mean all the time, like all day?” asked Emma. 

	“Yes, yes, it does,” replied Marjorie. “Does that mean nighttime too?” “Yes.” 

	“So what does he wear to bed then? I mean, he has boy pajamas, but they hardly seem appropriate for a girl. Shouldn’t he wear some sort of nightgown or something?” 

	George groaned inwardly. Emma had struck again. Marjorie pursed her lip. “Hmm. You have a point.” 

	“Of course, she does,” said George hopelessly beneath his breath. Somehow, Emma had morphed from pain-in-the-rear idiot stepsister into master tactician and arch-villain. 

	Marjorie rose from the couch and started toward her bedroom, telling George and Emma to follow her. Emma winked at George as they made their way after her. This would teach George to drag her into his punishment! 

	“We’ll need to see what fits you, George,” said Marjorie. “I can always wear my pajamas.” 

	“And miss the chance to experience being a true girl? I would never take that away from you, George darling,” said Marjorie sarcastically. “Why can’t he just give in?” she asked herself. 

	Marjorie opened her closet and flipped through a section of really delicate looking items. George didn’t know their names, but there were short and long robes made of gossamer thin materials. There were things that looked like torso-length underwear, kind of corset-like. There were short see-through dresses that ended in fuzzy somethings or others. It all looked pretty complicated. 

	“Emma wears t-shirts and shorts. Why can’t I wear what she wears?” asked George nervously upon seeing the truly feminine collection of sleepwear. 

	Emma harshly furrowed her brow at her stepbrother. If she lost her comfy pajamas and ended up in a nightdress and a peignoir because of George’s bleating, she was going to be furious. Fortunately, Marjorie seemed to ignore his comment and started pulling items from the closet. 

	“This... this will be perfect!” she said. 

	George watched her pull a light blue see-through shirt-like dress from its hanger. It had a border of fuzz on the hem and would hang to his waist. It looked very loose and very soft. “What is that?” he asked in horror. 

	“This is a babydoll nightie, George.” “You can see through it.” 

	“Yes, you can.” 

	“It doesn’t have a bottom.” 

	“Well, it’s meant to be worn with panties,” said Marjorie. She handed it to George, who took it in his hands as he might a poisonous snake. “You’ll have to wear panties with it. Why don’t you try it on now, though it should fit? We’re close enough in size.” 

	George didn’t like hearing that, even if it was true. He liked to think of himself as somewhat large and manly, and being told he was roughly the size of his stepmother quashed that illusion badly. Deflated, ran the nightie through his hands. He glanced toward the hallway, thinking of escaping to try the nightie on in private. He started to move toward the door. 

	“Try it on here,” said his stepmother. 

	George’s feet ground to a halt. He didn’t want to try this on in front of his stepmother or stepsister. In fact, he’d hoped no one ever saw him in it. And he certainly didn’t want to strip in front of his stepmother. He turned and held out the nightie for all to see. “But it’s see-through!” he protested. “So?” 

	“So, you’ll see... things.” 

	“Leave on your panties, George. Just take off the dress and slip this on.” 

	George glared at Emma for causing this; she smiled back smugly. She was enjoying this, as always. He wasn’t. But it’s not like he had a choice. He sighed. Then he reached behind himself to unzip his dress. Emma actually stepped behind him and helped. Then they let the dress fall to the floor. George stepped out of it and moved to the middle of the room. He now stood before his stepmother and stepsister wearing only the panties, the bra, the stockings and his stepmother’s heels. He felt naked and ridiculous... and that made him tingle. 

	“Oh oh,” thought George, knowing what always came after that tingle lately. 

	He didn’t have time to think about it, though. Instead, his stepmother tossed the nightie over his head without warning and pulled it down his body. It felt like a parachute softly closing around him. She then tied the silly bow, closing the collar around his neck. He was in the nightie. 

	George examined himself in the mirror. 

	What he saw was again the girl from the fitting room, not a boy in a nightie. The nightie looked and felt like a giant shirt. He could barely feel it against his skin. It was light blue and see through. It had no sleeves and the hem ended just about mid-thigh in a blue fuzzy roll. Visible through the nightie were his panties and his bra and the stocking tops. Those, of course, ran all the way down his legs where they disappeared into his shoes. His hair and nails remained feminine. His makeup remained feminine. As before, this presented an exciting image. Unfortunately, that seemed to spark things growing. 

	“Yikes!” thought George. 

	It was too late to do anything though, not that there was anything he could do to stop it anyways. As George stood there desperately praying it would go away, his manhood slowly unfurled inside his panties. He glanced toward the door, wondering if he could escape before his shame grew to full proportions. He knew he couldn’t though. So he looked for something to hide behind. There was nothing unless he wanted to dive into the closet on top of his stepmother’s pile of shoes. That would be hard to explain. All that left was to look for something to throw in the way to hide his stepmother’s view of his swiftly growing manhood. But again, there was nothing. There were only his hands and they wouldn’t hide anything; he knew that from experience. Not to mention, the last time he tried that – in the fitting room – the attempt ended... unexpectedly. Hence, he hesitated to try it again for fear history might repeat itself; visions of him stroking himself right then and there in front of his stepmother and stepsister filled his mind and made him tremble. 

	“What do I do?” he asked himself desperately. It didn’t matter. It was too late. 

	Marjorie’s eyes shot open widely as she saw a lump appear in George’s panties. Then this lump began to grow. Soon, it changed shape from a lump to what appeared to be a stick poking up beneath the panties. Then it reached the nightie itself and it tented out the nightie as well as the panties. Its shape became obvious. 

	“George!” she gasped. 

	George turned bright red. He now threw his hands down to hide his manhood. He cringed and tensed up in anticipation of his stepmother screaming at him. He imagined her ranting and raving and then... who knew what. 

	But it didn’t happen. 

	“Ha ha ha!” came the laughter. That’s right, Marjorie was laughing! George’s jaw dropped. 

	Marjorie shook her head and kept laughing. She put her hands on her hips and stared right at his stiff manhood. She then wagged her finger at George. “And you say Emma forced you? Ha, George! Ha!” 

	“It’s true,” pleaded George, who knew how hopeless his case had become. 

	“You like this! You clearly like this!” 

	George hung his head in shame. It wasn’t true. He did not like being a girl. It might turn him on to be dressed like this, but that didn’t mean he wanted this. He did not want to be a girl. He was a boy. Any boy would be turned on by being put into a nightie, wouldn’t they? With the shock and embarrassment, it was natural he would get hard. That’s just how things worked, he told himself! 

	He tried to cover it with his hands. 

	Meanwhile, Marjorie picked up a pair of slippers from her closet. These were wedges with a two-inch heel made of cork and thick crossing leather straps over the toes. They had no backs or ankle straps. 

	“You’ll want these too,” she said, chuckling at his failed attempts to hide his still stiff manhood. 

	George took them with one hand without a word. He left his other hand to cover his manhood. His face burned bright red. 

	Marjorie then picked up his dress and handed it to him as well. “From now on, you’ll wear the nightie in the evenings. Put this away, you’ll need it again for Widow Wilson tomorrow.” 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George lay in bed that night. He wore the nightie. His manhood was stiff beneath his nightie and pointed toward the ceiling. The scene before his stepmother unfolded in his mind once again. He saw his manhood rise. He saw the nightie tent out. He saw her laugh. He shuddered. Then he recalled Widow Wilson staring at him coldly: 

	“Why’s he in a dress?” “Are you a weirdo?” 

	George slipped his hand under his nightie and into his panties. He found his throbbing shaft and wrapped his fingers around it. He stroked it gently up and down. That seemed to take the sting out of Wilson’s comments and it made becoming hard before his stepmother less embarrassing somehow. He wasn’t sure why that helped, but there was no doubt it did. 

	Then his mind drifted to other parts of the day. He recalled the aprons. “Wear what?” George had asked in response to Wilson’s apron declaration. 

	“Aprons,” repeated Widow Wilson. “All the time?” asked Emma. 

	“Yes, all the time. It’s part of the uniform. When a maid is in uniform, she’s always on duty. You don’t take off your apron and then only put it back on only when you decide to clean something. You wear it all day.” 

	As Widow Wilson spoke, she walked over to a cabinet in the dining room and opened it. Inside, George saw several dining sets, some silverware, a few vases, and a stack of cloth which turned out to be table cloths and aprons. Wilson pulled one of the aprons out and turned to show it to them. 

	George shuddered. 

	When George thought of aprons, he thought of what he saw on television. More specifically, he thought of cartoons, where aprons were worn by chefs or butchers who carried meat cleavers, and those chefs or butchers wore aprons that covered the whole front of their bodies like giant shields. These made sense to George. That’s what an apron was. And such aprons were hardly feminine. 

	This? 

	This was the stuff of boyish nightmares. 

	This “apron” was really more of a dainty towel hanging from a lacey belt. Only, it wasn’t a towel so much as an ornamental bit of cloth. It was too small and too awkward to use for real. Ostensibly half-circular in shape, it was actually narrowed at key points to suggest a woman’s lower torso. Ruffles ringed its edges, limiting its ability to wipe or be wiped upon. Its location limited its ability to protect the wearer, and the tiny size barely would have covered the miniskirt George had worn to the mall. Thus, this “apron” was far more decorative than practical. 

	“I can’t wear that!” George had gasped when he first saw it. “Well, you’re going to. It’s part of the uniform,” said the widow. “What uniform?” 

	“Maids wear uniforms. You will too. It’s part of the job. What you’re wearing now is good for today, but we need to make some changes. I need to get you both proper uniforms.” 

	George looked down at the black dress he wore, as well as the stockings and the black pumps with the three-inch heels. This looked servile enough to him. It looked like the maids he’d seen on television. “What’s wrong with this?” 

	“It’s not a real uniform.” 

	That’s all Wilson had said on the matter today, but it left George wondering what a real uniform looked like. Could she be talking about the maid uniforms he had seen in his dirty magazines? The ones with the tiny black skirts and busty open tops with lots of white trim? Those weren’t real, were they? His manhood started to throb as he imagined himself in one. He had enormous breasts too and he saw himself bent over a couch as the one young woman had been in his magazine as a man in a suit ran a finger up the seam lines of her stockings to her rear. That image made him shudder, but in a strangely good way. 

	He shook his head and tried to think of something else, something that didn’t involve a man touching his thigh or butt. 

	His mind wandered to his stepmother ordering him to keep wearing the heels around the house. He remembered feeling odd when she said that. It reminded him of the same feeling he experienced whenever Emma gave him some embarrassing order. It made him feel weak and... squishy, for lack of a better word. 

	Then his mind returned to the scene in her bedroom. 

	This time, George wore a sexy maid uniform like the one he had imagined, the one he saw in the magazine. It was black with white lace and short and busty, and his manhood jutted out before him for at least a foot for all to see. His stepmother stood there pointing and laughing. Emma laughed behind him. 

	“You’re such a sissygirl!” exclaimed Emma. 

	Marjorie smirked at him and he withered. “Is that true, Georgia? Are you a sissygirl?” 

	“Yes,” whispered George with his eyes still closed. George stroked his manhood even faster than before as he imagined himself whispering this terrible confession. 

	“You are?” asked Marjorie in joyous faux surprise. “Yes!” he whispered even louder. 

	George suddenly snapped back to reality. He couldn’t believe what he had been thinking. Even worse, he had been stroking himself the entire time, and he realized he was close to erupting. How could any of this excite him, he demanded of himself and he told himself to stop stroking and to let his shaft got. 

	Something inside him didn’t want to stop, though. “You can’t— not to these thoughts,” he told himself. 

	George closed his eyes and forced himself to think about touching one of the women in his dirty magazines. He saw her breasts and started to knead then with his hands, like dough. That was exciting, he told himself. 

	Only... 

	His manhood slowly started to deflate. 

	He closed his eyes tighter and imagined playing with a different woman’s breasts. That didn’t help. He changed the setting to his own bedroom. He now imagined setting her down on his bed. She sat down with her arms leaned back and her legs crossed provocatively. He kneeled before her. He reached out and took her foot. He felt himself unbuckle her high- heeled sandal. He’d never done that before in a fantasy. It was exciting. He was on the right track now, he assured himself. 

	He got harder. 

	Then he saw himself taking her shoe off and starting to toss it aside... starting to throw it... he was going to throw it... but he didn’t. Instead, he set the shoe down on the ground. The woman leaned forward and pointed toward it. He rose to his feet. He saw his stocking-covered leg move forward. His toes were pointed, straight toward the sexy shoe. 

	“No! No! No!” yelled George in his head with some alarm. 

	He shook his head and yanked his hand from his manhood. He would not finish himself off to that image, even if it had excited him. He just wouldn’t do it. He would rather forget the whole thing. 

	“Emma is making me crazy,” he declared. 

	George rolled over with a thud, forced his eyes closed, and tried to sleep, determined to put this all out of his mind. He wouldn’t succeed, however. To the contrary, when he finally fell asleep, he would dream about wearing a maid uniform and the silver sandals from the shoe store as he pranced around the house doing his chores as his stepmother and Emma watched with smug smirks on their faces. In the dream, he wore no panties or bra. His manhood was hard, as were the nipples on his enlarged breasts. 

	 

	


Chapter Four: “Attitude” 

	—o— 

	 

	When George and Emma arrived at Widow Wilson’s house the following morning, Wilson was all smiles and excitement. George suspected the worse. He was right to do so. 

	“I’ve got something for both of you,” said Wilson excitedly. “I love gifts,” said Emma. 

	George remained silent. He couldn’t imagine any gift that would be a good thing. 

	Wilson walked the two of them upstairs to a spare bedroom. This was one of four bedrooms, apart from the master bedroom. On the bed were two white boxes wrapped in pink ribbons. There were also two pink boxes wrapped in white ribbons. They were very feminine. There were two shoe boxes as well. These obviously contained heels, based on the shape of the boxes; George could tell by now. 

	George bit his lip. “She bought clothes. This is terrible.” 

	“Go ahead and open them,” said Wilson. “The one on the right is for Emma. The other is for you, girl.” Once again, George cringed. He hated being called “girl” and he hated even more that he was supposed to respond to that, but he didn’t really like the alternatives either, so he let it go. 

	Emma grabbed a package. George didn’t. 

	Widow Wilson fished another cigarette from a hidden pocket in her dark blue dress and popped it between her lips as she watched Emma take the first box. She didn’t light it though. Instead, the unlit cigarette hung from her mouth as she watched Emma pull the pink ribbon from the white box. 

	“The size should be right,” she said. 

	Emma opened the box. Inside was a knee-length black dress with three-quarter sleeves. It was slightly tailored to give a suggestion of an hourglass figure without limiting movement too much. The collar was wide open, starting just over each shoulder and dipping down in a large semi-circle to show a bit of cleavage. The collar and the arms each had a one-inch wide, white lace border. All told, the dress was rather attractive and rather respectable. 

	“Wow!” said Emma. “I really like that!” 

	“That’s what my girls always wore when I trained them,” said Wilson. “Your girls?” 

	“My students. It’s a maid uniform.” “It’s nice.” 

	“It’s more decorative than what hotel staff wear, but it’s also not some sleazy maid costume you find in all the fantasies. If you ever see someone who’s hired a genuine personal maid, this is what they wear.” 

	George saw the dress and agreed it was definitely not a maid costume like the ones he had seen in his dirty magazines. Interestingly, for an instant – only an instant – he was actually a little disappointed about that. 

	“The other box has some accessories,” said Wilson. 

	Emma opened the other box next. Inside were tan stockings, black panties, a black cap with white lace trim, and a white lace choker. Knowing his boxes contained the same things, George opened the shoe box first. The pumps his stepmother had given him definitely hurt his feet and he wanted to see if that box might contain any potential relief. 

	It didn’t. 

	Inside the shoe box, George found a pair of high-heeled stiletto sandals. These had four-inch heels with a half-inch platform, two large crossing straps over the toes, and a simple ankle strap. They had narrower, higher heels than the shoes he currently wore and less support. 

	“Oh joy,” he thought. 

	“Those are gorgeous,” said Emma. 

	George glared at her. “Gorgeous, but deadly.” 

	“You can change in here,” said Widow Wilson to Emma. “You can get changed in the room across the way, girl.” 

	George took his boxes and left. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George stood next to Emma. Both were dressed identically in the new dresses and new heels and all the maid accessories. George felt girlish and foolish, but also noted with considerable satisfaction that Emma was shifting uncomfortably back and forth on her heels. 

	“Serves her right,” he thought after spending the last few days struggling in heels at her command. 

	He smoothed out the dress for the tenth time. In the box, the dress looked very similar to the one he had been wearing, apart from the white trim, but there were key differences which made him uncomfortable in it. For one thing, the dress was tailored and fit his torso more snuggly. That made him feel a little more exposed. For another, it was tapered too, enhancing the hourglass shape of it, which made him feel more feminine. The open collar too exposed part of his shoulder blades which also made him feel exposed. The dress didn’t hang as far down as the other one had either, stopping just above his knees rather than below, which made him feel like his rear was exposed when he bent over and made him worry he was showing panties whenever he sat. He knew better because he could see the length, but something about the length just piqued his nerves. All told, he felt exposed and naked in this uniform, which he hadn’t felt in the black dress. 

	“I’m going to show you how to set a table properly,” said Widow Wilson. “You will need to know this at meal times and when I have guests.” 

	“Guests?!” exclaimed George. “Yes, guests.” 

	George shook his head. He had never expected there to be guests! It was bad enough that Emma, his stepmother, Oliver, Carmen and now Widow Wilson had seen him like this, a list he already viewed as far too long, but now to add “guests”? That was too much, even if they were all just little old ladies. 

	“Listen, I can’t be seen by any mor—” 

	“Stand still, Emma,” said Widow Wilson, ignoring George’s protest. George looked at Emma, who was still shifting from foot to foot. “Stop fidgeting,” said Wilson. 

	George snickered that Emma was still struggling with the tall thin heels. There was great irony there and he could not resist taking a shot at her: “Yeah, stop fidgeting,” said George with a chuckle. 

	“Quiet, girl!” growled Widow Wilson. 

	George furrowed his brow, but shut up as he had been told. “What is the problem, dear?” asked Wilson of Emma. 

	“I’m sorry,” said Emma. “I haven’t worn stilettos much this summer. I’m still getting used to these. I’m more used to wedges or sneakers. I’ll get used to these again soon.” 

	“Let’s hope so, dear. A proper maid never draws attention to herself unnecessarily. Be seen, but never heard. Be useful and helpful, but never the center of attention. Silence and stillness are virtues.” 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“Good girl.” Wilson then turned on George, her pleasant demeanor morphing into a scowl. “As for you, girl, never, ever be rude or offensive. You must be charming all the time. Do you understand?” 

	George glared at her. He wanted to tell her that he understood, but that he didn’t care. He didn’t want to be a maid. He wasn’t going to be a maid. Yes, he had to help out around her house, his stepmother was forcing him to do that, but there was a huge difference between helping out and humiliating himself being a maid for her; he wasn’t going to do it. But he would never say that. He would never be that direct. 

	“Actually, why not?” he suddenly thought. 

	George spread his legs wide, put one hand on his hip, pointed a finger right at the Widow Wilson and opened his mouth to tell her off. This was going to feel oh so good, he told himself. 

	It never happened. 

	With a speed George never suspected Widow Wilson to possess, she yanked him forward, pulling him off balance. This wasn’t all that hard actually, given the high, unstable heels he wore and the unexpectedness of her attack, but it was stunning to him. Then a chair appeared seemingly out of thin air and Wilson slid into it. His momentum pulled him downward into her lap. As he fell for what seemed like an eternity, he found he could do nothing but throw his arms forward in an attempt to keep his body from crashing to the floor. His feet slid out from under him at the same time. 

	THUD!! 

	His forward motion stopped. Without any idea how he had gotten here, he was draped across Widow Wilson’s lap. His rear was pointed toward the sky. His face was pointed toward the floor. His feet trailed out helplessly behind him. Then he felt Widow Wilson’s hand grab the back of his thigh and push his dress up over his rear, exposing his panties. 

	“I’m not taking attitude from you, girl!” snapped the Widow Wilson. 

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

	Like lightening, her bare hand smacked his rear five times. The sound from these strikes was like a machinegun of thunder. Most superheroes couldn’t strike so fast. The blows stung too. George didn’t know how she was striking him exactly, but the blows she rained down on his rear were sharp, hard blows which cracked against his skin stinging the flesh beneath the panties and sending forceful ripples through his padded rear. The vibrations passed all the way through his body. 

	He was shocked. He was humiliated. 

	“Do you understand me?!” she demanded, the cigarette bobbing from her lips. 

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

	“Answer me!” 

	George was too stunned to speak, even to object. “Yes, Ma’am,” he finally managed. 

	Then it got worse. 

	George looked up and saw the expression on Emma’s face. She was loving this, positively loving it. Again, his humiliation was her entertainment. His face turned beat red. And then, without warning, he started to tingle all over. He swallowed hard. He knew what was coming. 

	“Oh no!” 

	George closed his eyes and desperately tried to think of something that would make these feelings go away. Nothing came to mind. To the contrary, he saw himself being spanked; only it was Emma doing it. He saw Carmen standing over him laughing as it happened. Then he saw himself lying on his bed playing with himself. He was wearing the pink dress and Oliver and Emma and Carmen were watching with smug looks on their faces. He saw himself in the French maid costume cleaning the house too as his stepmother mocked him. Each of these thoughts was bad, but he could not stop thinking them. 

	“No, no, no!” he thought and he clenched his eyes to ward off these images. 

	But it didn’t help. Try at he might, these thoughts just kept hitting him, making things worse and worse. His mind seemed to be drawn to them just as a tongue keeps touching a missing tooth, and there was nothing he could do. 

	Then it rose. 

	He still lay across the Widow Wilson’s lap too when it happened. It grew harder and harder, right into Widow Wilson’s lap. He felt it press into her thigh. She could feel it too, he saw that from the horrified, outraged look on her face. 

	“How dare you!” she gasped. “I’m sorry—” 

	“I have never experienced anything more inappropriate from any of my girls,” growled Wilson, and she shoved George to the floor. 

	He hit with a thud. 

	George jumped to his feet and quickly adjusted the dress to hide his panties and a growing wet spot on their front. He was blushing bright, bright red. Emma was giggling. Wilson stormed to her feet and pointed at George. 

	“Don’t you ever let that happen again, girl. Ever! Next time, I won’t be so nice. Next time, I’ll cut it off!” 

	DING DONG! 

	The door bell. 

	Everyone froze, including Wilson. George had been saved by the bell. 

	Wilson sighed angrily at George and then ordered George and Emma to stay where they were as she went to see who was at the front door. “This isn’t finished, young man,” said Wilson ominously. 

	The moment she left, George breathed an audible sigh of relief. “At least she called you ‘young man’ this time,” laughed Emma. “That’s not funny.” 

	“Are you kidding?! That was hilarious!” George felt himself shrink. “It’s not funny!” 

	“Oh yes it was!” Emma started to mimic George squirming around and whining “Please don’t hit me!” and “Oh, I’m so excited.” Then she laughed as something struck her funny: “You better hope that isn’t a delivery from the scissor store or something.” 

	George blushed as deeply as he possibly could. Why did Emma have to witness what had just happened, he wondered. “Hasn’t she humiliated me enough?” he asked rhetorically. He sighed. There seemed to be no escaping any of this, and he knew Emma would be laughing about this moment for years to come... likely to his face. This had been even more embarrassing than being caught playing with himself by Emma, Carmen and Oliver. He couldn’t believe the intensity of the shame he felt. 

	“That’s what you get for talking back to a nice old lady,” said Emma with a playful wink. 

	“Talking back?” repeated George incredulously. “I never said a word!” “It was implied!” 

	“Implied?” 

	“From your attitude.” 

	George rolled his eyes. “I didn’t deserve any of that.” 

	“You brought it all on yourself, and boy did you go down easily! Heck, you didn’t even put up a fight.” She mimicked pulling George down with ease. “I guess you wanted to be spanked, is that it?” 

	“She caught me off guard is all,” he said defensively. “Uh huh,” said Emma doubtfully. 

	“It’s true.” 

	“And you were hard because?” 

	George bit his lip. He had no response. 

	“I thought so. You liked it.” She patted him on the shoulder and then said in a faux-sympathetic tone which made his skin crawl, “It’s okay, Georgie. You can admit it. It will be our little secret, just between us girls.” 

	George felt sick with weakness as she said this. Fortunately for him, Widow Wilson returned, cutting off the need for him to make some sort of response. She was holding a letter. 

	“Let that be a lesson to you, girl,” said Wilson absently; she was reading the letter as she spoke. 

	“Yes, Ma’am,” replied the defeated George. 

	“You too Emma,” said Wilson, pointing a crocked finger at them both. “I think we all learned a lesson,” said Emma cheerfully. 

	George blushed. 

	“In better news,” said Widow Wilson, “my grandson is coming to stay with me for a week. He’s bringing a friend.” She waved the letter before them. “This will be a great opportunity for the two of you to demonstrate what you’ve learned! We’re having guests!” 

	“Wonderful,” thought George unhappily. “More people to see me like this.” 

	 

	He sighed. 

	“At least it won’t be anyone I know.” 

	 

	


Chapter Five: “Up And Down” 

	—o— 

	 

	Their day was over at Widow Wilson’s home. Emma and George were walking home. They were wearing the maid uniforms Wilson had bought for them. Emma carried her high-heeled sandals, letting them dangle from her fingers by their ankle straps. George wore his. His heels tapped along the sidewalk concrete. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! 

	“She gives me all the bad assignments,” complained George. 

	“And she spanks you,” added Emma with a snicker. She had yet to stop mentioning that at every opportunity, and likely wouldn’t for a while. Seeing that had really excited her. 

	George ignored her comment and continued. “As I said, she gives me all the rotten jobs. You get all the good jobs. I get the dirty ones, the hard ones. You get the easy ones.” 

	“It’s because you’re a boy,” replied Emma. “She calls me ‘girl’.” 

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “Because you dress like one.” “It’s not my choice.” 

	“She thinks it is.” 

	“Why don’t you tell her the truth?” 

	“She knows the truth. She knows I made you, but she thinks you let me. So there’s that,” said Emma indifferently. 

	“She just wants to humiliate me.” 

	“Then it’s a good thing you like that sort of thing.” 

	George blushed uncomfortably and felt his manhood rocket up beneath his skirt. He had struggled to understand that very point and was not going to be drawn out here, so he evaded her comment. “She just likes you better.” 

	“No, it’s because you’re a boy. I’m a girl: sugar and spice and everything nice, remember? You? You’re a boy. You’re made out of poop and snails and who knows what. That’s why she gives you all the dirty and hard stuff; it’s because you’re a boy, George.” 

	George shook his head. “No, she just likes you better.” “Most people do.” 

	George rolled his eyes before continuing with his point. “Do you know how I know?” he asked. 

	“How?” 

	“Look at how she went through those photo albums with you. She sat there with you for like an hour as I cleaned. She’s never offered to show me anything like that. Only you. You get to sit around and chat with her while I do all the dirty work. Mopping. Dusting. Folding laundry. Polishing silver. All me. You? You spend time with her like you’re best friends.” 

	“That’s because I’m the daughter she never had.” 

	“Why can’t I be the daughter she never had?” complained George. Emma raised an eyebrow. “Really... daughter?” 

	George grimaced. He hadn’t meant it that way at all, but Emma made him pay for his verbal gaffe. “You know what I mean.” 

	“I don’t know that I do, George,” replied Emma doubtfully and she made a show of glancing at his crotch to remind George that he had gotten hard far too often over the last few days for her not to suspect there might actually be something feminine within her stepbrother. 

	“Ug! It’s not my fault!” 

	They turned up the walkway to their home. “It could have been worse,” said Emma. “How is that?” asked George sourly. 

	Emma smirked. “She could have spanked you twice!” When she said this, she let out a sharp laugh. Then she gushed: “That was such a sight! Oh my, Georgie. What a bad time to get hard too! Can’t you control that thing?!” 

	George felt very small. “It doesn’t work that way,” he answered grumpily. 

	“Well, you need to do something about it. That’s for sure.” “I can’t.” 

	“Why not?” 

	“They don’t work that way. They have minds of their own.” 

	Emma found that difficult to believe. Still, she supposed it was possible. “Well, if you can’t stop it, then you better find a way to hide it.” 

	“How?” 

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “How am I supposed to know? I don’t have one of those things, so I’ve never had to deal with it. But there must be something you can do. Tape or something.” 

	“There isn’t!” 

	They reached the door and Emma slipped her key into the lock. Emma giggled and turned back to face George before she turned the key. The look on her face told George to brace himself. 

	“I wonder if she’d let me spank you next time—” “What?!” exclaimed George in utter shock. 

	Emma’s face glowed with delight. “I’m senior. I should be allowed to spank you to keep you in line... teach you a lesson.” 

	George was utterly speechless. “I should ask her—” 

	“Don’t you dare!” gasped George. 

	“I don’t know, Georgie. It makes sense to me,” said Emma with a wink. Then she pretended to spank the air in front of her. “Whack! Whack! Whack! Better watch yourself, Georgie.” 

	George was stunned at the suggestion. He thought back to the spanking and how terrible it had been. It had been humiliating, emasculating. And to get hard on top of it all – in Widow Wilson’s lap! – that was the nightmare coup de grace. Nothing George had encountered since being turned into a girl had been that embarrassing, and he was pretty sure nothing could ever top it. Nothing but what Emma just suggested. 

	“Don’t you dare suggest it to her,” growled George coldly. 

	Emma patted him on the side of his face. “You’re cute when you think you still have some say in what happens to you.” She then turned back to the door and opened it. “I can’t wait to get inside and take a hot bath.” 

	She stepped inside. 

	George took a deep breath and told himself Emma had just been trying to provoke him. “She wouldn’t actually do that,” he thought, though he wished he could be more certain that was true. He followed her in. 

	Emma set down her purse in the foyer. George closed the door. 

	“In fact,” continued Emma, “I think I’m going to go take a bath now.” “What about your chores?” 

	“You’re going to do them.” 

	George glared at her. “Me?! I worked just as hard at Widow Wilson’s place as you did: harder even! You can’t dump your work on me just because you want to take a bath!” 

	“Sure, I can. Me boss, you not.” “That’s not fair!” 

	“Fair’s got nothing to do with it.” 

	“Emma!” 

	Emma smirked. She put her hand on George’s shoulder. “Tell you what, Georgie boy. Next time you catch me breaking a window and all the other stuff you’ve done since then, you can make me do your chores. In the meantime, you belong to me; I’m taking a bath.” 

	“That’s really not fair,” repeated George. 

	Emma ignored him. Instead, she jammed her high heels against George’s chest, causing him to automatically reach up and take them. “Be a good girl and put those away for me,” she said. And with that, she turned and walked off to take her bath, leaving poor George to sweep, mop, clean the kitchen and fold the laundry... and put away Emma’s high heels. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	When Marjorie got home from work that night, she had no idea Emma had taken a leisurely bath while George did her chores. All she knew was that the chores had been done and done well. That made her happy. Nevertheless, she was in no mood to cook, not after the long, hard day she had had at work. So she loaded Emma and George into her car and took them to pick up burgers. After a short drive, they sat in a parking space right before the front door to Up and Down Burger. Marjorie told George and Emma to go inside and get their order. 

	“Why can’t we go through the drive through?” asked George in disbelief. 

	“Because they always get the order wrong,” said his stepmother. 

	George stared at her incredulously. Was she serious? Did she not see how he was dressed? Granted, she usually did it this way, parking and sending the two of them in, but he wasn’t wearing a dress and heels the other times when they did it. Did she really expect him to walk into Up and Down Burger, the most popular burger place in the city, in a dress, and order their food? 

	“I can’t go in there!” he protested. “George.” 

	“I’m wearing a dress!” “And a nice dress it is.” “People will see me!” 

	Marjorie furrowed her brow. “People saw you at the mall too. That didn’t seem to bother you. Now do as you’re told.” Her tone left no doubt she intended that he do this, and she wasn’t giving him a choice. 

	“Why doesn’t Emma go in?” asked George. “Emma’s going with you.” 

	“Then why do I need to go? Why don’t I wait in the car?” 

	Marjorie stared harshly at her stepson in the rearview mirror. “It takes two of you to carry the order. It always has. They put it in those box things which are hard to carry. You know that, George.” 

	George licked his lips nervously. “Can you go then?” Marjorie’s eyes narrowed. “George,” she said icily. 

	“I— I just don’t want to wear a dress,” said George nervously. 

	“Then take it off for all I care. Get out of the car and go get our food.” “Please!” pleaded George one last time. “I don’t want to be seen by my friends.” 

	The chances of that were really high actually. Up and Down Burger was located near their home and near the school, and virtually every time he had been here, he had run into a friend or some friend of Emma’s or someone else from the school he recognized. It seemed unlikely that he wouldn’t see someone from his school now too. The only question was whether or not they would recognize him. 

	“Get out of the car, George.” “But—” 

	“Out!” 

	“B—” 

	“Now!” 

	George hung his head. “Yes, Ma’am.” He opened the door and slowly slipped his foot outside. A moment later, his high-heeled shoe touched the asphalt. His second foot hit the asphalt and he lifted himself out of the car. Once more, he found himself in public. Interestingly, George still could not get used to this. He had now been in public walking between their house and Widow Wilson’s, in the car, and even at the mall, and yet he just could not get comfortable being seen. He had never been caught – to his knowledge, he had never even been suspected – yet, the terror of being discovered filled him every time. 

	Emma got out the other side. Before they came, she had changed into blue shorts, a white striped shirt, and white Keds sneakers. She looked playful, girlish and quite normal. George had no such “play wear” to change into after working at Widow Wilson’s, so his stepmother looked through her and Emma’s closets and found the outfit he wore now; he almost would have preferred the maid uniform. To replace the dress, Marjorie had found a pink denim romper for George to wear with a front like overalls, complete with rivet buttons. Beneath the overall top, he wore a white t-shirt with a rainbow emblem. The overall straps went over his shoulders like a bra. The pants on the romper were short-shorts, with an enlarged rear to create a girlish shaped butt. His legs were shaved, but Marjorie still insisted he wear pantyhose to feminize them. On his feet were the silver sandals as Marjorie found no other shoes which matched the pink romper except sneakers and she was not letting him wear sneakers. George had actually lobbied for wedges, but Marjorie didn’t like the look. 

	“But the silver sandals are too high. They look weird with the romper,” said George, though that wasn’t quite what he really meant. What George was thinking, but dared not say, was that they looked sexy and seductive. Girls who wore sandals like these with a romper did so to draw the attention of boys. That was the last thing he wanted to do. 

	“They look fine,” said Marjorie dismissively. “I really don’t want to wear them.” 

	“Then you shouldn’t have bought them, George.” That was the conversation ender Marjorie kept using on him. He’d tried explaining until he was blue in the face that he had not bought anything, that Emma had bought it all and done so using the power of blackmail, but those conversations just devolved into Marjorie detailing how feminine George had become and, therefore, how it seemed impossible that he didn’t have some willing role in it. Therefore, she rejected his protestations out of hand. This instance was no different. 

	“You bought them, now put them on, George.” 

	George sighed and slipped his feet into the familiar silver stilettos. 

	“At least these are more comfortable than the sandals I wear at work,” he thought. 

	Now he stood before the Up and Down Burger in them. How his shoes matched with his romper seemed to be the least of his worries, however. 

	“Come along, Georgia,” said Emma. 

	George mechanically made his way toward the door. He wasn’t even sure he was moving at first, but he was. He was terrified. Then, when they reached the door, Emma opened it for him and held it open. She noticed, as she had before, that this seemed to embarrass him. 

	“Ladies first,” she said to heighten his embarrassment. 

	George lacked a clever retort, but would have been too nervous to issue it in any event. He struggled to find the courage to cross the threshold into the bright, crowded restaurant on the other side of the door. His mouth was dry. He didn’t want to go. What he didn’t realize, though, was that his feet kept moving slowly, step by step until he walked through the door, almost without realizing it. 

	He glanced around. 

	The dining room was packed with people. It was a full house. Every booth and table was taken, every seat occupied. Within a matter of seconds, he saw the first person he knew, and more kept coming as he scanned the crowd. Ed. Karen. Dale. Dwayne. Lenny. Carole. The Thomson Twins. Then he saw something that made him do a double-take. 

	Sitting in a red-padded booth near the back of the restaurant he saw a very familiar face. It was Carmen. She sat like a queen in the middle of the booth with her court on either side of her. Sitting next to her in the booth was a young man on her left and a young woman on her right. To the young man’s left was a young woman with pink hair. George saw that this was Oliver. To Oliver’s left was another young man. Oliver was essentially surrounded by young men. One had his arm draped over Oliver’s shoulders. 

	“Oh my!” gasped George. “What?” asked Emma. 

	“It’s Carmen and George. She’s got him on a date, by the looks of it.” 

	Emma looked over in the direction George was staring. She started chuckling. “Looks like he’s got two dates.” 

	George shuddered. As he did, Carmen noticed him and waved her hand in a way which said “I see you” more than “hello” and which did not invite George to come over, not that he wanted to. She also clearly did not point George out to Oliver as Oliver never looked up or acknowledged his ostensible friend in any way. 

	“Let’s order,” said Emma. 

	George and Emma moved to the counter and ordered after a brief stint in line. So far, no one had noticed George or recognized him – at least, no one had yelled anything about the boy the dress. George saw that as a plus. The cashier told them their order would be ready in a few minutes and told them to step aside until they were called, which they did. 

	“You do well in public,” said Emma. 

	George’s eyes shot open. “Don’t say that so loudly!” 

	Emma laughed. “It wasn’t that loud. Besides, it’s loud in here. No one heard me.” 

	“Just don’t do it again,” demanded George nervously. “You don’t give me orders, George.” 

	“Just don’t do it again!” 

	An evil glint appeared in Emma’s eye and George knew he had bought himself some grief. “Don’t do what, George? Don’t tell anyone you’re a boy in a dress?” She raised her voice to say this last part, making George panic. She then stepped closer to him and said quietly, yet firmly, “Don’t give me orders, Georgia. I’m in charge. Don’t forget it!” 

	George swallowed hard. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“I’m going to visit the little girl’s room. You stay here and collect the order when it comes out. I’ll be right back,” said Emma and she headed to the bathroom. George stood there near the counter worriedly scanning the crowd. Fortunately, no one seemed to have heard the exchange with Emma. His secret seemed safe. 

	Or was it? 

	“Hi there, George,” said a voice behind George. 

	George wilted. When he heard his name called out like that, he knew there could be only one reason: someone had seen through the makeup and the dress and the vast improbability that he would be dressed like this in public and had recognized him. George was about to be exposed! His mind could not take it and collapsed into gibberish. Why his body didn’t follow suit and fall to the floor was unclear. Instead, it only slumped. George turned to see who had pierced his disguise. 

	It was Ryan, from the mall. 

	“I thought it was you,” said Ryan with a smile. 

	George’s mind raced in a thousand different directions. How did Ryan know he was George? Had Ryan known all along? Or had he discovered George’s identity somehow since the mall? What did he want? Was he here to blackmail George? Did he want to destroy him? Was he going to announce it to the crowd? How had this happened? 

	“H— hi, Ryan.” 

	“I thought you were great at the fashion show,” said Ryan. “You and Olivia both—” 

	“Wait a minute!” thought George. “If he still thinks Oliver is Olivia, then why does he know I’m George?” Suddenly, George remembered that Emma had called him “George” at the mall. She had said his name was “Georgia” but that “she,” meaning Georgia, preferred to be called “George.” A giddy smile appeared on George’s face. “That means he doesn’t know who I am! He doesn’t know I’m George! He thinks I’m Georgia but I want to be called George!” 

	“—really pretty,” continued Ryan. 

	George hadn’t heard a word. “Uh, thanks,” he said, hoping that was the right thing to say. 

	“I had a really good time.” 

	“Me too,” said George cautiously. 

	Ryan smiled nervously. “Are you going to the Back To School dance?” 

	“I doubt it,” said George, who really hoped that didn’t happen... not the way he was dressed. “Are you?” 

	“I’d like to,” said Ryan and George suddenly heard something in Ryan’s tone which worried George. Was Ryan going to ask him to the dance? Was that what was happening? George’s brain scrambled for a way to refuse or, better yet, to head off the proposal. 

	“My mom probably won’t let me go,” said George. Ryan’s face sunk. “Oh, that’s too bad.” 

	“Yeah.” 

	Suddenly, Ryan smiled. “Tell you what! If your mother lets you go, why don’t we go together?” 

	George started to shake his head, but Ryan looked so hopeful that he felt tremendous sympathy. “Sure,” said George kindly. Then, inexplicably and without thinking about it, George leaned forward and placed his lips on Ryan’s cheek and gave him a soft kiss. 

	“What am I doing?!” gasped George to himself. “Yuck!” 

	Meanwhile, Ryan’s face lit up. He was positively beaming. “I really hope she lets you!” he blurted out and he started to walk backwards away from George, tripping over a woman, a man and a small wall. He didn’t break eye contract until he was on the carpet of the restaurant again. Then he spun around and danced his way back to his friends. 

	George stared hopelessly after Ryan. “Why did I do that?” he asked himself. “Why didn’t I just say ‘no’?” Why indeed. 

	“Meet me in the bathroom,” said the familiar voice of Oliver as he passed by inches behind George. 

	George perked up. “What?” “The bathroom, George. Go.” 

	George looked over his shoulder, but Oliver had moved on to the drinks machine. Should he go, he wondered? Oliver had hardly been a good friend to him during this ordeal and he couldn’t possibly imagine why Oliver would want to meet him in the bathroom. But it sounded important. 

	This was perplexing. 

	George really just wanted to go back to the car at this point, but he decided he better hear this out, just in case. So he made his way toward the bathroom. When he reached the bathroom, however, he found he had a dilemma. Should he go into the men’s room or the ladies? George stood there for a moment, puzzled. On the one hand, he was a boy. On the other, he was dressed as a girl. Then he realized that Emma was in the ladies and he probably didn’t want her overhearing whatever Oliver had to say. But then, there might be boys in the bathroom. But of course— 

	“What are you doing?” asked Oliver dismissively as he approached. George pointed to the two doors. “I’m trying to figure out—” 

	“Get in there,” growled Oliver and he shoved George through the door into the men’s room. 

	George stumbled into the bathroom. There was a very surprised young man standing there as George and Oliver burst into the bathroom. Oliver pointed at him and then at the door. 

	“Get out!” 

	The young man sheepishly dropped his eyes to the floor and fled as he was told. 

	“Listen up, George,” said Oliver. “There’s something you need to know.” 

	George raised an eyebrow. “What?” 

	“Carmen is planning to cheat Emma and trick Gavin into dating her instead.” 

	“So?” asked George. 

	“If Emma wants to stop her, you’re going to need my help.” “How is that?” asked George. 

	Oliver looked at his watch and shook his head. “I don’t have time to go into it here. I’ll give you a call in a couple days and we’ll talk about it then.” 

	He turned and stormed out of the bathroom. “What was that about?” wondered George. 

	He didn’t know. But he did know he wanted to get out of this bathroom before some else arrived, so he walked back to the front counter. The order came up at the same time and George got it. Then Emma returned. 

	“Did I miss anything?” she asked. 

	George was just about to tell her what Oliver had said when he thought better of it. He had no reason to help Emma by telling her to watch out for Carmen’s treachery regarding Gavin. He didn’t care about Gavin or who got to date him. Besides, he thought as he looked down at his red toenail sticking out the fronts of his silver high-heeled sandals, “It’s not like Emma’s doing me any favors.” 

	 

	


Chapter Six: “New Duties” 

	—o— 

	 

	The following night brought George a new, unwanted duty. It arose because Emma liked having her nails done, but when Marjorie told Emma that Emma too would be working for Widow Wilson to pay off the debt for their trip to the mall (George was technically working to pay off the widow’s broken window), Marjorie also informed Emma that there would be no more trips to the nail salon until that debt was paid. Emma didn’t like the sound of that. 

	“You two spent a lot of money,” said Marjorie. “Yes, Ma’am, I know. I am sorry,” replied Emma. “It was irresponsible.’ 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“It hurt our budget a lot too. So I’ve decided we’re going to start saving money around here to make up for what you’ve spent. One way we’re going to do that is no more trips to the salon for manicures or pedicures until we’ve fixed our budget... until we’ve balanced our budget again.” 

	Emma was aghast. She loved her trips to the salon. “But mom!” “Don’t ‘but mom!’ me, Emma. This is your fault.” 

	“No more mani-pedis?!” 

	“I don’t get to go either, Emma. Not until we catch up to what you spent.” 

	Emma bit her tongue. She knew not to protest. After all, her mother could have been much harsher in her punishment, and she still could be if she so decided. So it was best to accept this austere tragedy and say nothing. Moreover, her mind told her almost instantly, just because she couldn’t pay for a trip to the salon did not mean she couldn’t find some other way. Indeed, an idea was already forming in her mind to rectify this problem: if she couldn’t go to the salon, maybe she could have the salon brought to her! 

	With the help of George, of course. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	“I have an idea,” announced Emma as George folded the towels. He stood over the laundry basket in his high heels and short maid dress. Emma always made him wear it when they were home alone. She liked seeing him in it. Also, it reminded him who was in charge. Emma, on the other hand, wore loose shorts, a t-shirt and backless sneakers. 

	“What kind of idea?” asked George cautiously. “I like having my nails done.” 

	George shrugged his shoulders indifferently. He didn’t see what that had to do with him. 

	“The problem is that mom said we can’t go to the salon anymore until we’ve worked off some of what we spent getting your nails done and buying you a new wardrobe.” 

	“What you spent. I didn’t ask for it.” “And yet, you’re wearing it.” 

	George rolled his eyes. “What’s your point?” 

	“I know a way to get my nails done and still save us money.” 

	George raised his eyebrow. That sounded like a contradiction. “And how is that?” 

	“Tonight, after dinner, you’re going to volunteer to my mother that you’ll do all of our nails from now on—” 

	“Me?!” 

	“Yes, you.” 

	“Do your nails?!” “And mom’s.” 

	George shook his head violently. No boy would ever offer to do that! Not one! Moreover, if George did make such an offer, it would completely reinforce the idea his stepmother had that he wanted to be a girl. He could never allow that if this was going to end when the school year began! Never! Besides, the idea made him feel squishy all over again – George’s eyes went blank for an instance as he saw himself on his knees before his stepmother and stepsister working on their fingernails and toenails. He tingled all over and actually found himself trembling and weak in a strangely uncomfortable sort of way. 

	“There’s no way,” declared George. “You’re going to do it,” insisted Emma. 

	“No, I’m not. Why would I do that?!” demanded George sharply. “You’ll do it because I’m telling you to do it.” 

	“You can’t make me!” “Yes, I can.” 

	George licked his lips nervously. Of course, she could. They both knew it. “Oh come on,” he pleaded. “You can’t be serious!” 

	“Oh, but I am.” 

	And like that, it came to pass... assuming Marjorie accepted, of course. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George followed his stepmother into the living room. Emma was already there sitting on the couch, pretending she had nothing to do with this. Emma wore short shorts and a tank top, her usual bedtime attire. On the floor before her were fuzzy pink slippers. Marjorie wore brown mules with stiletto heels, traditional blue pajama pants with wide legs, and a matching top that looked a little like a man’s dress shirt. Her hair was up in a bun. George wore the new bed clothes Emma had “generously offered” him: a red teddy, a red robe, and black mule-slippers with wedge heels. They slapped against his soles as he walked, making quite the embarrassing sound. He’d caught his stepmother snickering more than once at him for it. 

	Marjorie stopped before the couch and stared incredulously at her stepson. Was he serious? This had to be a joke, hadn’t it? “Let me get this straight,” she said. “You want to paint my nails. My nails?” 

	“I thought it might be a, uh, good way to save money,” said George sheepishly. That’s what Emma had told him to say, and he had made the offer as they left the kitchen. 

	“To save money,” she repeated doubtfully. George nodded his head. 

	“Are you behind this?” asked Marjorie of Emma. Emma flashed an innocent look and shook her head. 

	“You want to paint my nails,” repeated Marjorie in disbelief. 

	“To save money.” George felt like a fool, especially after his stepmother nearly burst out laughing when he first made the offer. No boy ever made this offer, he reminded himself. 

	Marjorie calmly sat down on the couch next to Emma. 

	George remained standing before them for the moment. His heart raced. He prayed his stepmother refused. That was his only hope at this point, that and total amnesia hitting his stepmother. 

	“And Emma’s nails too?” 

	George nodded his head again. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“And you would be okay with that?” Marjorie asked Emma. 

	“I guess so, yeah,” said Emma in her best reluctant tone. This caused George to groan inwardly. This had been Emma’s idea! And now she was acting like it was his idea and she would only tolerate it. He wanted to scream! 

	Marjorie crossed her legs and let her high-heeled mule dangle from her foot for a moment. She looked uncertain, and for an instance, George hoped she might actually refuse. But then she started grinning like the Joker – at least as George saw it. He knew he was doomed right then. 

	“All right, George. We’ll give this a shot,” said Marjorie. George’s shoulders slumped. 

	“Since this is what you want,” continued Marjorie, “you can do my nails. You can do Emma’s too. And for good measure, you can do your own as well. You’ll do them here in the evenings.” 

	George wanted to object so badly, but there was nothing he could say. He had made the offer. How could he protest her accepting it? How could he claim this was in no way what he wanted? He couldn’t. He was stuck. Worst of all? Marjorie thought it was his idea. 

	“How embarrassing!” thought George. 

	George then glanced at Emma. He knew he shouldn’t. He knew it would only upset him further, but he felt compelled. She was smiling broadly, which only made George feel even more defeated. Once again, she had gotten what she wanted and, once again, it had been at his expense. It was becoming clear to George that Emma was just, well frankly, superior to him somehow. That thought made him tingle strangely. It felt... he couldn’t quite describe it. If softness were an emotion, that is how it felt. He felt the most unmanly he had ever felt in his life. 

	“How had this happened?” he wondered. 

	Meanwhile, Marjorie handed him a nail file and a small nail kit from the end table drawer. She likewise pulled out a vial of red nail polish. Finally, she pointed to the floor before her and told him to sit. George slipped his feet out of his slippers and slowly lowered himself before her. 

	“If you don’t do a good job, you’ll re-do them until you get them right. 

	Do understood, young lady?” asked Marjorie. 

	George blushed. “Yes, Ma’am.” “This better not be a joke.” 

	“No, Ma’am.” 

	Marjorie watched her stepson open the nail kit with mixed emotions. On the one hand, this couldn’t last. George needed to return to being George the boy again. Indeed, despite everything, she had seen nothing indicating he truly wanted anything else, and she didn’t want to prolong this if that was the case. Yet, on the other hand, she actually liked this version of George so much better than the ruffian he had been. This version was polite, submissive and helpful. Ruffian George had been none of those things. How did she keep him polite, submissive and helpful when he went back to being old George again? That was a good question. She told herself that was something she needed to consider. 

	 

	


Chapter Seven: “Guess Who’s Coming To Dinner” 

	—o— 

	 

	George and Emma returned to Widow Wilson’s the following morning. Even though both were technically working for Widow Wilson, Emma quickly slipped into the role of “boss” over George once more. This seemed to work for them. For one thing, Wilson had appointed her head maid, which “officially” gave her authority over George. For another, Wilson was definitely showing Emma favoritism. For yet another, she still had her power over George and she never let that go. But mostly, it just seemed like the natural state of affairs to them these days. 

	“Dust in here and then come see me for your next assignment,” said Emma. 

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George and he gave the curtsey Emma demanded. 

	Wilson snickered whenever she saw George do it too. She’d never required her maids to curtsey, but Emma had required it of George and George, oddly, complied. This spoke volumes to Wilson. 

	“Have I shown you my collection of necklaces?” asked Wilson. Emma smiled. “No, you haven’t.” 

	“Come sit with me and I’ll show you.” 

	George watched as Emma and Wilson moved to the sofa. Wilson held a small, intricate box made of dark wood. It reminded George of a treasure chest, only the size of a lunch box. She opened the box and they began to chat. Emma and the widow had become quite friendly if not even a little close, so while Emma was allowed many breaks to enjoy Wilson’s company over tea or photo albums or the such, George was expected to keep working. 

	“This is one of my favorites,” said Wilson and she pulled a deceptively- simple silver necklace from the box. 

	“That’s pretty.” 

	“This was handcrafted in Asia. My husband and I used to travel the world when we were younger, before he passed. He was in the diplomatic service. This was handcrafted for our anniversary.” 

	She handed it to Emma, who held it up. It was truly an interesting design. 

	“It’s really gorgeous.” 

	Wilson smiled. “I thought so too when my husband gave it to me.” 

	George watched from a distance. How was it, he thought, that they were both being punished but only he was doing the work? That wasn’t fair. Also not fair was the fresh soreness radiating from his rear from yet another spanking he had received less than twenty minutes prior; Emma never received spankings. “Crazy old lady,” he said beneath his breath and he rolled his eyes. 

	“Do you need another correction?” asked Wilson firmly. George blushed at being caught. “No, Ma’am.” 

	“Then watch the attitude... and get us some tea, girl.” “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	DING DONG! 

	“Oh, they’re here!” declared Widow Wilson. She closed the antique box, returning the necklace to it, and rose to her feet. “Come along, girls. It’s time to meet our guests.” 

	George grimaced. He knew someone was coming to visit, though he didn’t know who, and he wasn’t really happy about it. He did not want another person to see him in a dress, and he really didn’t want to act like a maid for this other person. Yet, he had no choice. He knew that. He also knew he would need to make a convincing maid to prevent being spotted as a boy. As embarrassing as that sounded, it was his best chance of protecting his secret. Still, intentionally acting femininely and submissively made him feel dirty somehow. 

	“Step on it, girl,” growled Wilson when George failed to move. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. 

	George stepped up the pace, which wasn’t easy in these tall heels, and the three of them headed to the door. Their heels made a terrible racket on the hardwood floors as they approached the front hallway. George and Emma both wore their maid uniforms with their stiletto sandals. Wilson wore a yellow shift with red-brown clogs. Her wooden heels were the loudest, but George heard his own feminized steps distinctly as well. 

	CLICK! Click! Crack! Thump! CLICK! Crack! Thump! Click! 

	CLICK! Thump! 

	“You two be on your best behavior, do you understand?” Wilson asked. While this statement was made to both Emma and George, Wilson aimed it specifically at George. George again thought unhappily of his sore, bruised rear. 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	“Remember what I taught you: be submissive and respectful at all times to our guests.” 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	They reached the front door a moment later. Wilson directed George and Emma to stand near the door by pointing her finger at the floor where she wanted them. They moved to that spot and stood at attention in the way Wilson had taught them to stand, with their feet together, their hands folded before them, their heads up and their eyes lowered. 

	Wilson opened the door. 

	“Grandma!” called out a youthful voice. The voice instantly struck George as familiar and sent a shiver racing down his spine. 

	“Could it be?!” he wondered nervously. 

	George looked up to see a boy of George’s size standing on the step, though he couldn’t see the boy’s face because his view was obstructed by Wilson’s head, so he craned his neck to the left and right to see who it was. He still couldn’t quite see the boy. Then the boy and Wilson hugged. When the boy stepped back, his face finally came into view. 

	“Oh my God!” gasped George to himself. George began to swoon. 

	Emma noticed and stuck out her arm, grabbing George’s elbow and stabilizing him. She now glanced at the young man and nearly burst out laughing. In fact, she needed to cover her mouth to keep from laughing. She could not believe her eyes... or George’s bad luck! 

	“Girls, this is my grandson, Neil,” said Widow Wilson. Neil. 

	That Neil. 

	The Neil who stole George’s only girlfriend Hanna. 

	And standing behind Neil was a young woman. She, as George very well knew before he even saw her face, was Hanna... his former girlfriend. It was going to be an interesting three days. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	“Did she recognize you?” asked Emma when they were alone again. They had been sent to the kitchen to fetch drinks as Widow Wilson took her grandson and his “friend” to the living room. 

	“I don’t think so.” George was breathing hard. 

	Emma nodded her head. “Makes sense.” 

	What Emma meant was that if Hanna had recognized him, the odds were that she would have shrieked out his name and then jumped around like an idiot pointing at George and laughing as fireworks went off in the background. George would have literally shrunk in humiliation, and Hanna would have stubbed him out with her shoe like a spent cigarette. Or at least something very similar. That hadn’t happened though, so presumably, George’s secret remained safe. 

	“What are we going to do?” asked George in a panic. Emma shrugged her shoulders. “If she doesn’t know—” “But it’s him! It’s her! It’s Neil and Hanna!” 

	“Yes, but they don’t know it’s you.” “So?” 

	“So, you do your job. You’re supposed to be the maid, you play the part of the maid and you hope they don’t figure it out.” It seemed that simple to Emma. What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt George, right? 

	Apparently, it would. George shot an incredulous look at Emma. “You want me to be their maid?” 

	“Yes, George.” 

	“You want me to be a maid to my ex-girlfriend?” “Yes.” 

	“And the boy who took her from me?” “Yes, George.” 

	“You want me to serve him? To humiliate myself before him.” 

	“I probably wouldn’t try to humiliate myself, but that is the gist of it, George. Yes.” 

	“But it’s Neil!” 

	“He doesn’t know it’s you, George.” 

	“Yes, but I know it’s him. I’ll know. You know it’s him too. So, you’ll know too. I can’t do that. He took my girlfriend. He made me feel—” George couldn’t bring himself to say “emasculated” but they knew what he meant. “Now I’m supposed to be all maidy and sissygirly to him? To him? How pathetic does that make me to make myself his sissyservant?!” 

	“Sissyservant?” repeated Emma with a snicker. “You know what I mean!” exclaimed George. 

	Emma shook her head. The male ego was something else. It had all these wonderful, exploitable weaknesses she never knew about before, but which she was discovering now. She was really enjoying this. In fact, she loved seeing George squirm at the idea of having to pretend to be a girl and now to serve his former girlfriend and the boy who stole her. The funny thing about that – at least to her – was that it wasn’t even the risk of getting caught that was driving George’s panic, it was just the fact of knowing he had done it. 

	“Boys are really weird,” she thought. 

	“I’m not doing it,” said George firmly and he waved his hand across his body for emphasis. 

	“You don’t have a choice,” said Emma, reminding him. “Yes, I do. I’m leaving.” 

	Emma scoffed and rolled her eyes. “Good idea, George. Except, you know my mother will send you right back. And then you’ll have to explain why you took off and why you’re back, and you can bet Widow Wilson isn’t going to be kind and isn’t going to cover for you. ‘You better do your job and do it right, girl. These are my guests and you obey them. And don’t think just because you’re a boy you can do a lousy job’,” said Emma in the exact tone Wilson used when she was particularly angry at George, something George called her “cigarette voice,” because it usually involved popping a cigarette into her mouth, though somehow she hadn’t managed to light one yet as far as George could tell. 

	George swallowed hard. He knew Emma was right. Emma motioned toward the back door. “Still wanna go?” “I’m thinking.” 

	“Stay here,” said Emma calmly. “They don’t know who you are. Run away and they find out. Either way, you end up serving them. Would you rather serve them without them knowing or with them knowing?” 

	George cringed. He clearly couldn’t leave, though he desperately wanted to. Staying meant debasing himself by doing his best to submissively serve his former girlfriend, who left him, and the young man who took her away from him, and what’s more, doing his best to be so submissive and so feminine that he avoided being spotted for who and what he really was. He would need to act like a girl, to think like a girl, to be a girl to pull this off. 

	“This is humiliating,” he declared. “Yeah, but it could be worse.” That was true. 

	George took a deep breath to the find the courage to stay, or maybe to admit he lacked the courage to run away. Either way, he would do it. He then glanced at Emma as if to confirm his decision. He saw her smiling. It wasn’t a nasty smile or a pointed smile. In fact, it was a kind and sympathetic smile, but something about that smile sent a jolt of weakness down his spine and caused his manhood to rise beneath his dress. His face turned red with shame, and he dropped his arms to hide himself. 

	Emma cocked her head and stared at him curiously, unsure why he was acting this oddly suddenly. “What’s wrong?” 

	“Nothing,” squeaked George. 

	Emma’s eyes followed his arms down to his hands, which covered a certain growing lump. Then she got it. “You’re kidding. Now? Because of them? Oh, Georgie!” 

	George turned an even brighter shade of red. 

	 

	


Chapter Eight: “Submissive And Respectful” 

	—o— 

	 

	George and Emma nervously returned to the others. 

	Neil and Hanna were sitting on the couch talking with Widow Wilson about their summers. As they reminisced, George was told to serve the drinks as Emma was told to go about her normal day doing some light dusting in another room. He started to reach for the drinks on his tray when he was suddenly overcome with a need to flee the room. He was certain Hanna was watching him. Did she recognize him? He didn’t know. He couldn’t be sure, but his natural paranoia told him she had and that she planned to expose him. He quickly excused himself on the basis of having forgotten napkins and he raced off, thankful to get away to the kitchen once more. 

	He bent over, grabbed his knees, and took several deep breaths to calm himself. 

	“She doesn’t know,” he repeated several times. “She doesn’t know.” 

	He glanced down at his stocking-covered legs, his red toenails poking out the fronts of his sandals and the fact he wore high heels at all. He couldn’t believe he had stood before Hanna dressed like this! It was stupid. It was risky. What if she knows?! That thought was terrifying... it was kind of exhilarating too. In fact, his manhood seemed to find it quite exciting and it grew once more. 

	“Ug! Not now!” 

	George took several more deep breaths and tried to clear his head. But nothing stopped his manhood from growing. This was simply too exciting to ignore. But what about this was exciting, he asked himself. Getting caught by a girl who humiliated him by leaving him for another boy? 

	“Why in the world would that excite me?!” He bit his lip. 

	“Something tells me I don’t want to know the answer to that.” 

	George tried to shake off this thought and the strange feelings it brought with it. He started scurrying around the kitchen, but he was moving almost randomly, opening and closing the same drawers with no idea why he had done that. His mind was racing in a thousand confused directions with him trying to push out thoughts almost before they arrived and having no ability to focus. All the while, his heels kept tapping out their menacingly feminine message: Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click!, reminding him he could not escape his girlish fate. 

	“What the heck am I looking for?” asked George as he opened a draw for what he thought was the third or fourth time. 

	He backed away from the drawers. 

	“I need to calm down,” he said out loud. He shook his head, not sure why. 

	“Neil wants a soda.” 

	The word “Neil” made him tingle and his manhood throb. 

	George removed the cola, the one for Neil, from the silver tray Widow Wilson had told them to use to serve food. Then he took Hanna’s tea and put it in the microwave to warm it. He fetched a new cola for Neil and placed that one on the tray. Actually, it might have been the same cola; George didn’t know. Either way, Neil would have his soda. He did want the soda, right? 

	“Calm down, Georgie boy,” he warned himself. 

	George instantly furrowed his brow. Georgie?! Why had he called himself that? 

	“George! George! George! Tea!” 

	He raced to the microwave and grabbed the warm tea and set it on the tray. His stiff manhood shifted around inside his panties freely as he moved around. Neil. His heels kept singing out: Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! 

	George looked at the tray. Something was missing, what was it? He couldn’t focus to figure it out. There was tea. Neil wanted a soda. What else? He shook his head. “I need to go back to the living room and serve Hanna.” Hanna, who was watching him. Did she know? 

	“Calm down,” he said aloud. 

	Serve Hanna... Miss Hanna. 

	George tensed up and bent over the counter, resting his face in his hands. As he did, he wondered why any of this turned him on. It was undeniable that it did. He was turned on being at the mercy of people who would happily humiliate him if they knew. Why was that? Serve Hanna. He spread his legs, reached beneath the dress and inside his panties and stroked himself before he even knew what he was doing. 

	“It will calm me,” he assured himself. 

	Only, this time it didn’t. It just made him all the more tense. He let go of himself and couldn’t believe what he’d just done. 

	“What’s wrong with me?” he wondered in a daze. 

	He had no time to consider it though. He couldn’t delay any longer. He needed to get back to serve Hanna and Neil... to serve Hanna. He shut his mind off. He yanked down his dress and grabbed the tray, all without a conscious thought, and skittered to the door as fast as he could on his heels: Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! His manhood wobbled within his panties as he went; its tip might have been wet. He reached the door, saw cookies on the counter by the door and added them to the tray. 

	He stopped. 

	He took a deep breath. His heart was pounding. “Are you ready?” he asked himself. 

	He wasn’t, but he walked back out to the living room nevertheless. He tried not to think of his manhood bobbing around inside the panties, or the sound of his heels or why he felt an incredible pull to tell Hanna who he was. 

	“Here is your tea, Miss,” said George. 

	Wilson had taught George and Emma to refer to guests as “Miss” and “Sir” when she taught them how to treat visitors. This added yet another layer of humiliation for George to call the girl who dumped him by such a superior title. Calling Neil “Sir” was even harder, given that Neil had stolen his girlfriend right from him with no remorse. Both made him tingle when he said it, as he did now. 

	Hanna took the glass from George’s hand. “Thank you,” she said. “My pleasure.” 

	Hanna glanced at George’s hands. “You have pretty nails,” she said. 

	George blushed. That wasn’t something most boys wanted to hear from their ex-girlfriends, George included. Still, he needed to be submissive and respectful, as Widow Wilson said. “Thank you, Miss.” 

	“Do you get them done professionally?” 

	George really didn’t want to engage in conversation with Hanna. The less he spoke with her, the easier it would be to tell himself he wasn’t really serving her, he was just handing her a drink: in and out, try not to think about it! Also, the less he spoke to her, the less chances she had to see through his disguise and unmask his identity. But he couldn’t just walk away either. Wilson would look very poorly upon such conduct. That said, there was no way he was going to admit to doing his own nails along with his stepmother’s and Emma’s. 

	“I, uh, these? Yeah,” he said. 

	“Oh, really? You’re very good. Where do you go?” George’s mouth was dry. “It’s in the mall.” 

	“Oh, I know the place.” 

	George forced a smile upon his lips and started to turn away to deliver the soda to Neil and then flee when Hanna spoke again. 

	“Have we met before?” she asked. 

	George’s heart stopped. He swallowed hard. “Uh—” 

	“It’s really strange,” continued Hanna. “You seem so familiar.” 

	George shook his head. He was afraid to speak lest she recognize his voice. 

	“You have such a familiar face. I’m sure we’ve met.” 

	George shook his head again. “I— I don’t think so.” His heart pounded his terror in his ears. 

	“Are you sure?” 

	George nodded his head vigorously, causing his earrings to jingle. 

	Hanna laughed. “I guess not.” She sipped her tea as George slipped away to Neil. He held out the soda for Neil, who took it, brushing his fingers against George’s fingers in the process. This tickled and sent a chill down George’s spine, causing his swollen manhood to throb. George prayed it didn’t tent out his skirt visibly or erupt and seep through his panties to make his skirt wet. That would be rather difficult to explain. He quickly slipped the tray to his side and spun on his heels to leave. 

	Hanna stopped him once more. 

	“Actually, while you’re here, Georgia, would you mind helping me with something upstairs?” 

	George’s eyebrow shot up. “What did that mean?” he asked himself. “I’ll help, dear,” said Wilson. 

	Hanna shook her head. “No, no, Mrs. Wilson. You stay here and talk with Neil. I don’t want to interrupt you two catching up. Besides, I don’t want to make you walk upstairs for something so minor. I’ll just have Georgia help me. She won’t mind, will you?” 

	George had no idea what to say. He imagined going upstairs, behind closed doors, and Hanna telling him she knew who he really was and demanding a full explanation. He had no idea where that could lead, but he could imagine a lot of possibilities... none of them good. 

	“Uh—” 

	“Of course, she’ll help,” said Wilson, volunteering him. “A good maid would never refuse.” Wilson glared over the tops of her glasses at George. 

	George took the hint. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

	A moment later, George was following Hanna up the stairs. She was so pretty he couldn’t help but admire her form even as he struggled to deal with his terror. Her legs were so shapely. She wore thick sandals with tall wooden heels and thick leather bands for support. They were very cute and seemed very stable to George; he’d never noticed her shoes before. She had good taste. Her loose pleated plaid skirt bounced and swung from side to side as she made her way from step to step. It looked very comfortable to George, who’d definitely never had that thought about her clothes before either. Above that, she wore a thin white sweater, which George thought looked cute. Her perfume smelled like cinnamon, a smell George still remembered every time he thought of their kiss. 

	“This won’t take long,” said Hanna. “Y— yes, Miss.” 

	“How long have you worked for Mrs. Wilson?” asked Hanna over her shoulder. 

	George had no idea how to answer that question. Should he tell the truth – most of it at least – and say only a few days? Should he lie and say the summer or longer? Did it matter? He didn’t know. Why had she asked? Why was this confusing him so badly? He told himself he needed to calm down before he gave something away. “Get a grip!” he thought. 

	“Only a little,” he said cautiously. 

	“Well, I’m glad she has help. Neil was worried she was all alone in this big house, but it sounds like you and Emma take good care of her. She’s so nice,” gushed Hanna. 

	Nice was not the word George would use. 

	They reached the top of the stairs and started down the hallway. Hanna’s thick wooden heels struck much harder than George’s. It made her seem powerful somehow. By comparison, following her helplessly, made him feel increasingly weak. He actually trembled. 

	“It’s this way,” she said. 

	George followed Hanna into the bedroom. She closed the door behind him. George tensed up. “Here it comes,” he thought. He expected her to start yelling: “You weird little sissygirl! Why are you in a dress! What kind of sick game are you playing, GEORGE!” But it didn’t happen. 

	Instead, Hanna slipped her hands beneath her sweater and pulled it up over her head, pulling back her long brunette hair in one smooth motion afterwards. She dropped the sweater onto the bed. She then turned to face George. She wore only a small skin-colored bra on her chest which didn’t entirely contain her growing breasts. Part of the outlines of her areolas were outside the bra and visible to George. George’s jaw dropped and he blushed when he saw those. 

	“I hope I’m not embarrassing you,” said Hanna. 

	George bit his lip and shook his head. “No, Miss,” he said, though his manhood was positively throbbing. 

	“We’re all girls, after all.” 

	George blushed even more. “Yes, Miss.” 

	“I’m not sure what’s going on,” continued Hanna, “but something got twisted or maybe the wire came loose when I was moving a suitcase.” She ran her fingers along her bra strap. “Something’s poking me. I tried to slip off my bra to check, but the latch simply won’t open for some reason. I’m really not sure why. Be a dear and see what you can do.” 

	This was why he had been called upstairs?! A damaged bra? George breathed a huge sigh of relief. He had expected the worst, a genuine nuclear scenario of recognition, blame and threats, but all it had been was a wardrobe malfunction! He almost burst out laughing. 

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said happily. 

	Hanna brushed her hand beneath her long brunette hair along the nape of her neck and pulled her hair up, exposing her back and the back of the bra. George’s eyes traced the curve of her pretty neck. George felt himself sigh at the thought of touching her neck. Suddenly, a strong sense of doubt hit him. He was a boy. Hanna was a girl. Was it right to see her in her bra only? Was it right to touch her body, her neck, her bra, possibly even her breast, without her knowing he was a boy? He wasn’t sure. Did he have a choice though? 

	“Maybe I need to tell her?” he thought. “Am I nuts?!” came the immediate reply. 

	George grabbed the bra’s latch and pulled in away from her skin. He flipped it over and examined the six small loops and hooks that held it together. He realized right away that two of the hooks had gotten bent and needed to be straightened so the loops could slip out of them again. “I see the problem,” he said. 

	“Great.” 

	George slipped his fingers behind the rigid material so he could hold the hooks tightly. 

	“You have such soft hands,” said Hanna. Her tone was tender somehow. 

	George’s manhood pulsed at her soft voice. He swallowed hard, but continued. He used his fingernails to bend back the first hook. George un- bent the second hook. The bra immediately was able to latch and unlatch again. 

	“There! I fixed the latch,” he said. 

	“Good, thank you, Georgia. Georgia.” Hanna snickered. “It’s funny. You remind me of a boy I knew – not that you’re boyish. I don’t mean that at all. You’re really very pretty. I just mean that somehow, you remind me of him. His name was ‘George.’ See how funny that is that you both have similar names?” 

	George tensed up once more. “Similar, but not the same.” “True. Still, you remind me of him somehow.” 

	“Me? Like a boy?” said George and he forced out a disbelieving laugh. Hanna smiled. “Well, he wasn’t very masculine.” 

	Her words struck George like a knife to his ego or a sucker punch to the gut. “He wasn’t?” 

	Hanna laughed, twisting the knife. “No. He was almost girlish, actually.” 

	“What about Neil?” asked George and immediately regretted it. 

	Hanna now laughed a pleasant laugh which made George wither. It felt like an indictment on his manhood. “Neil? There’s nothing girlish about him. George... George wasn’t like Neil. George was more like a girl, except for his obsession with comic books.” 

	George felt very small. 

	“He kissed me once... it was like kissing a girl.” 

	He felt even smaller. Even worse, his manhood picked that moment to erupt in his panties. Once again, George felt betrayed by it. 

	“I’m not girly,” he insisted before he could help himself. 

	In the millisecond that followed, George filled with panic. He had just claimed to Hanna that he was, in fact, George... girly, comic-book obsessed 

	George. If she understood that, he was doomed. Not only was he dressed in a dress and heels. Not only had he been masquerading as a girl. Not only had he been acting like a sissymaid to Hanna. But she had stripped off her sweater and let him touch her bra under false pretenses! This was going to end so much worse than he could possibly imagine! She was going to torment him to no end! He braced himself to beg forgiveness. His knees went weak. 

	“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend,” said Hanna. 

	It took George a moment to realize she had misunderstood. She thought he, Georgia, was claiming to not be girly. She didn’t see this as a defense of “George” or a claim to be George. His mind now struggled desperately to figure out how to end this situation safely. “Oh, I’m sorry, Miss. I didn’t mean it that way. I just meant that I’m not always like I am when I’m not working as a maid. I’m, uh, more of a uh,” his mind searched for some way to finish that thought... then it hit him, “I’m normally a bit of a tomboy.” 

	Hanna laughed. “You a tomboy? But you move so gracefully!” 

	George groaned inwardly. That was a compliment he absolutely did not want. 

	“And you’re so pretty, so feminine.” 

	That too. In fact, George felt himself growing weaker with each word. “You’re very beautiful.” 

	“Thank you,” said George meekly. 

	“You’re welcome.” She then pointed to her breast. “So, can you find that spot that’s rubbing on me?” 

	George took a moment to collect himself. He felt particularly emasculated. Not only had his former girlfriend told him confidentially that she had seen him as girly before, but then she started raving about how feminine he was now. This was not a banner day for his masculinity. He needed to put that thought out of his mind though and just do what he needed to do. He could worry about all of this later. 

	“Let me see if I can find it, Miss,” he said. 

	George ran two fingers over the strap, trying to feel for something metal poking through the material. As his fingers traced the silky strap, his eyes scanned Hanna’s breast beneath his fingers. It was so pretty, so well formed. He’d never touched Hanna on this part of her body when they were dating (he’d only held her hand and kissed her lips... girlishly apparently; he groaned once more at the thought) and the irony hit him that it took pretending to be a girl to be allowed to touch her breasts. Somehow, that diminished his manhood even further; there wasn’t much left now. In fact, he felt a strong desire to run away crying, of all things, and to hide in his room, put on his most girly dress, and stroke himself in oblivion. It was a confusing thought that terrified him and yet also was strangely comforting. He suddenly realized he needed to get out of here before everything fell apart in front off Hanna. 

	George opened his mouth to excuse himself, when he felt something scratchy against his finger on the bra strap. 

	“Found it!” he exclaimed. 

	It was a fleck of fabric glue. George flicked it off and the strap became smooth once more. 

	“How’s that?” 

	“Oh, that’s so much better!” said Hanna. She grabbed the sweater, pulled it over her head and then, before George could speak, spun around on her tall wooden heels and kissed George on the cheek. “Thank you!” 

	A shocked George watched her walk past him out of the room. As he heard her heels skipping down the stairs, George finally gave in to the weight of his stress; he collapsed to the floor. It would take a few minutes before he could get himself to rise again. 

	 

	


Chapter Nine: “A Visit From Emma” 

	—o— 

	 

	The day finally ended. 

	George lay in bed examining his shiny new fingernails. He didn’t want to paint his nails that evening (or anyone else’s), but his stepmother insisted; it was part of his new duties, after all. That left him no choice. So he did it. He might have been able to get out of it if he told her he felt insecure about his encounter with Hanna, but he didn’t want to explain that. So he painted her nails and his and Emma’s. Oddly, he found the experience quite comforting. That made no sense to him, but it was true. He didn’t know how he felt about that though. 

	What’s more, George had done some of his best work tonight. His nails were nearly perfect, actually, and he was really amazed how pretty they looked reflecting the moonlight. 

	“They’re gorgeous,” he said. 

	He rotated them to catch the moonlight. They shined in the silvery light. 

	 

	“You’re a boy,” whispered his brain cautiously. “Don’t enjoy this!” He sighed. “I am... but they are pretty.” 

	“Boys don’t think that way, unless the nails are on girls. And you’re not a girl.” 

	He licked his lips pensively. “I shouldn’t like this... any of it.” He did though. It was true. 

	George tried to change topics in his head. Unfortunately, his mind switched to how he felt when Emma made him prance around in his dress and heels and made him treat her like his... well, master. Again, he told himself this upset him greatly, that he couldn’t take it, that he wanted to end it as soon as possible, but oddly he didn’t feel it somehow. 

	He twisted his lips and tried to think of something else. 

	This time, his mind thought about what Hanna had said, how she had seen him as girly. That was a huge blow to his manhood. Girly? Really? He got why Emma dressing him had seemed so exciting: being forced to pretend to be a girl had confused him, and he mistook nervousness for excitement – that was a natural reaction any boy would feel, right? Even Oliver had run into that, hadn’t he? But to hear that Hanna thought he was girly long before Emma ever forced him into his first pair of panties was disquieting. That was a judgment on him, not on anything Emma had made of him. Why would Hanna say that? Was it possible there really was something wrong with him? 

	“No!” he declared firmly. “I am not girly!” He said the word “girly” with utter contempt, exaggerated contempt... so exaggerated as to throw doubt in his mind that he meant it. 

	“I am a man,” he said aloud. 

	George closed his eyes and slipped his hand beneath his sheet. His fingers found the lump in his teddy, proof of his manhood. He moved his hand beneath the satiny material and wrapped his fingers around the rock solid shaft. This made him a man, even if his nails were painted as they latched onto his shaft. He gave his shaft a stroke. That felt good. 

	“I am a man,” he insisted. 

	He stroked it again. And once more. 

	Each stroke felt good, so George stroked himself slowly, letting each repetition send waves of pleasure surging through him. Soon, he was breathing hard. Momentum was building inside him. He needed this, so he closed his eyes and let his mind drift to flow with the pleasure. He saw himself standing next to Hanna. They were at the Up and Down Burger. He knew this scene. This was their last meeting. She wore cute black shorts and a striped white and red shirt. On her feet were red wedges with cork heels. He recalled her toenails being painted white at the time. He was certain her fingernails had been too. He had imagined this moment many times, but never thought much about her clothes. He didn’t wonder why he did now. 

	“This was when she dumped me,” he thought. He kept stroking his manhood. 

	His mind scanned the scene once more. There was something strange about the images. George had seen this moment many times in his mind’s eye, but this time, it was different. This time, George stood before Hanna, not in jeans and a black t-shirt with a drinks company logo on it, as he had in real life, but instead in the hot pink skater dress. He wore heels too. They were brown leather sandals and were higher than Hanna’s, though in his imagination he always made himself shorter than her for some reason. Thus, even in the heels, he now saw himself as about five inches shorter than Hanna even though in real life they were about the same size. She towered over him, making him feel helpless. 

	“I’ve got something to say, George,” said Hanna down to George. 

	George knew what was coming. He’d heard this a thousand times before. She liked him as a friend, but something had come up. Because of that, she thought it would be best if they didn’t see each other again, don’t you agree, George? 

	“I don’t think we should see each other anymore, Georgie,” said Hanna. 

	George raised an eyebrow. This was not how she started. She’d never called him “Georgie” before either. No one had, not before Emma. 

	“You’re just too girly for me.” 

	George’s jaw dropped. Hanna never said that to him. Why had she said it now? Moreover, why was he stroking himself even faster now that she had said it? This should have bothered him, not excited him. 

	“I’m not girly,” protested George. Hanna let out a withering laugh. 

	“I’m not girly,” repeated George and he stroked himself even faster. “Look at what you’re wearing, sissygirl,” said Hanna. 

	George looked down. He saw the pink dress and the silver heels. Why had he worn girl’s clothes to this meeting, he wondered? Why did he show Hanna that? He looked up, trying to meet her eyes, but he couldn’t. She looked directly into him and saw him as he was, Georgia. 

	“I’m sorry, you’re just too much of a sissygirl for me,” said Hanna. 

	George cringed, though his manhood grew in his hand; he stroked it even faster in response. Then he saw someone standing behind Hanna. It was Neil. He was laughing a mocking laugh too. 

	“Georgie, Georgie, Georgie,” sang Neil. “You little sissygirl.” “I’m not! I swear!” pleaded George. 

	Hanna raised an eyebrow. “Not a sissygirl?! Listen here, Georgia—” “Hey George,” came Emma’s voice. 

	It wasn’t part of his imagination. 

	Shock raced through George as he realized this was the real Emma and she was coming through his door. He panicked. He immediately unhanded his manhood and yanked his hand from beneath his sheets just as Emma stepped into the room. George’s face burned hot with shame and fear; he was sure Emma had seen what he was doing. She had to have seen. 

	She said nothing though. 

	“Hey,” said Emma. She held up her fingers to display her freshly polished fingernails. “Thanks for the nails.” 

	“Um, uh, yeah. Sure.” He was utterly confused. His breathing was labored. 

	“You do really good work.” 

	George said nothing. He had no idea what to say. Should a boy be happy about that kind of compliment? Besides, it was her fault he needed to do them all. That didn’t make him happy, right? 

	Emma stood there in silence for a second. 

	George waited pensively for her to speak. He had no idea what to say. He couldn’t get the thought out of his head that she had seen him stroking himself furiously right before he realized she was there. 

	“Crazy, isn’t it?” said Emma finally. George licked his lips. “What is?” 

	“Neil being Wilson’s grandson. Who knew? And now we have to be maids for him and Hanna. You need to be a maid for him and Hanna, I mean; the boy who took your girlfriend. That must be kind of hard... no pun intended.” She snickered as an afterthought. 

	George blushed deeply. 

	“What did Hanna want when you went upstairs today?” asked Emma. “I was worried she might have spotted you.” 

	George shook his head. “No, she didn’t spot me.” “That’s good. What did she want, then?” 

	Without even thinking about it, George knew he did not want to share any part of what happened with Hanna with anyone. If no one ever found out she had considered him girly, he would be very happy. So, he lied: “Not much. She just wanted help, uh, finding something.” 

	“No big deal then?” “No big deal.” 

	Emma smiled kindly. “Good. I just thought I’d check on you,” said Emma in a surprisingly tender way which kind of touched George despite everything. “Well, sleep tight, Georgie.” 

	“You too.” 

	“See you in the morning... slavegirl,” added Emma with a giggle as she left. 

	George snickered at this to show he was a good sport, though he oddly found it funny too. He wasn’t sure why he found it funny, but he did. Maybe it was— well, no. It was probably just his relief that she somehow hadn’t caught him playing with himself. That had to be it. “How did she miss that, though?” he wondered. He chuckled. 

	“Who knows?” 

	He then shifted his shoulders to lay flatter. As he did, he glanced down the length of his sheet and noticed that his stiff manhood was tenting up his sheets several inches. That had been visible throughout their conversation. He knew right away, there was no way Emma missed that. He groaned, and rolled over and went to sleep. 

	 

	


Chapter Ten: “What Does She See In Him?” 

	—o— 

	 

	George and Emma were folding sheets and putting them in a pile. They had washed and dried each sheet already and were ironing them before folding them. They were working downstairs. Widow Wilson, Hanna and Neil were in the living room enjoying cookies and watching a movie. Hanna and Neil were sitting on the couch together, holding hands. Wilson sat in a separate chair eating cookies. George kept glancing toward the living room. 

	“I can’t wait to see Gavin,” said Emma with a sigh. There were stars in her eyes. They were talking about the upcoming Back To School Dance. 

	“You girls really like him, huh?” Emma blushed. “He’s perfect.” “How so?” 

	“He’s gorgeous. He’s strong. He’s so kind. Did you know he stepped in to keep that Martin kid from bullying some younger classmen last year? All the girls think he’s just dreamy.” 

	“And you’re going to ask him to the dance?” Emma twisted her lips. “I’m hoping he asks me.” 

	“I see,” said George absently. He glanced out toward the living room once more. 

	Emma noticed, but said nothing. 

	They brought the corners of the large sheet together and then Emma took it and folded it further as George grabbed the last remaining sheet. He set it over the ironing board and started ironing. 

	“Are you going to ask anyone?” she asked him. 

	“I don’t think your mother will let me go,” said George. He sounded distracted. 

	“I’m sure she’ll let you go,” said Emma. Then she snickered. “The question is if she’ll let you go as a boy or a girl.” 

	George pursed his lips. He didn’t respond though. Instead, he glanced out toward the living room once more. 

	“What are you looking at?” asked Emma finally. “Me?” 

	“No, the other person helping us. Of course, you, Georgie.” George shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just curious.” 

	“About what?” asked Emma. 

	George ran the iron over the sheet once more before moving the sheet further over the board to do another section. “I’m just curious what she sees in him?” said George with a hint of annoyance. 

	“What who sees in whom?” Emma finished folding her sheet. “What Hanna sees in Neil.” 

	Emma smirked. “Feeling a little insecure?” 

	George furrowed his brow. “Why would I feel insecure about him?!” he demanded. 

	“Oh, I don’t know,” said Emma. “Maybe the fact he’s got your girlfriend and you’re wearing a dress and high heels and serving him drinks and cookies.” As she said this, she tottered a few steps in an exaggerated manner, bent over at the waist projecting her rear out, and held out her hand like she was offering a drink from a tray. “Would you like a soda, Sir?” she said breathlessly and she giggled. Then she stepped back and performed the perfect curtsey, something she never did but which George did as a matter of routine. 

	George pursed his lips and forced his eyes down at the ironing before him. He ran the iron back or forth violently. “Something like that.” 

	Emma laughed. “Relax, Georgie, I’m just teasing you.” 

	George stood the iron up and set it down. “Seriously, what does he have I don’t?” 

	“Really?” 

	“Yes, really.” 

	Emma shrugged her shoulders as if to say, “you asked for this.” Then she glanced in the direction of the living room. “Well, for one thing, he’s tall.” 

	“I’m tall.” 

	Hanna raised an eyebrow doubtfully. 

	“I’m taller than Hanna at least,” grumbled George. 

	“Not if she’s in heels and you aren’t. He’s taller than you, even with you in heels.” 

	“Moving on—” 

	“Moving on, he’s stronger too.” George twisted his lips. “I guess.” 

	“He’s got gorgeous hair and, frankly, he’s more handsome,” said Emma. 

	“Yes, but does he know how to iron,” said George bitterly and he grabbed the iron and returned to work. 

	“Probably,” laughed Emma. “Plus, he’s captain of the football team, the baseball team and several other things. He plays chess. He plays guitar, and he’s apparently quite the romantic.” 

	George rolled his eyes. 

	“But it’s not all in his favor,” said Emma. “How’s that?” asked George sourly. “You look better in a dress than he does.” 

	George glared at his stepsister. She in turn laughed. Then she grabbed him, causing him to drop the iron onto the sheet and she spun him around in a manner which George quickly realized was dancing – George didn’t really know how to dance, but he found it to be surprisingly easy with Emma leading. 

	“Admit it, George: she traded up.” “I’m not admitting that.” 

	“You should, it’s true. Any girl would like him better. I bet, even you would like him better if you were a girl.” 

	For one brief instant, George saw himself in a ball gown being swung around a formal dance by Neil. George felt girly and intensely alive. He was breathing heavily. His chest was heaving, a chest he knew had genuine breasts on it. He looked deeply into Neil’s eyes and felt himself melt. And when the dance ended, he saw himself fleeing and leaving a glass slipper on the staircase for Neil to find and follow and come take him away. 

	George sucked in a hard breath. He couldn’t believe he had imagined that! That was embarrassing. Even worse, he felt a wet spot forming in his panties. “No! No! No!” he growled at himself and he shook his head vigorously. 

	“Admit it, Georgie. She traded up,” said Emma once more. 

	George shook his head even harder, even as something inside him agreed. 

	“Admit it,” she urged him. 

	He felt tremendous pressure to agree, but he refused. “No!” Emma continued. “He’s sexy. He’s smart. He’s strong. And—” “Fine!” blurted out George. “I admit it. Neil’s perfect!” 

	“—and he’s watching.” 

	All the color drained from George’s horrified face. He saw Emma blushing deeply. Then he turned so he could follow where her eyes were focused. Behind him, he saw Neil standing at the edge of the room holding an apple he had bitten. He was smiling broadly. 

	“Thanks,” said Neil. 

	“You’re welcome,” said George in what almost sounded like a trance. He was too stunned to say anything else. He was beyond embarrassed. If he had any masculinity left after everything that had happened, this ended that. Even if George got back to being a normal boy at school, he would always remember this moment and feel this emasculated whenever he saw Neil again. 

	“Want me to take these upstairs for your ladies?” asked Neil and he picked up the finished, folded sheets. 

	“That would be nice,” said Emma. “Thank you.” 

	Neil nodded and took the sheet. He smiled at George. “It really was a lovely dance,” he said. Then he turned and walked away, his perfect butt visible in his jeans as he disappeared around the corner. 

	“He’s nice too,” said Emma. George collapsed to the floor. 

	Emma looked down at her stepbrother and laughed. “Come on, girlfriend. It’s not that bad,” she said and she picked him up. 

	 

	


Chapter Eleven: “A Night Visit To Oliver” 

	—o— 

	 

	Another day ended. George had gotten over his initial shock of dealing with Neil and Hanna, but he knew this meant trouble. For now though, he didn’t want to think about it. Instead, he lay in his bed contemplating his nightwear. He wore a new teddy tonight, given to him by Emma, who said she thought he needed more variety in his evening wear. This one was black satin and lace, and honestly kind of exciting. A matching thigh-length robe hung over his chair. Black wedge-heeled mules stood at attention next to the chair as well. 

	“Girls wear the weirdest things to bed,” he told himself. 

	He didn’t really feel that way though, not at the moment. He was just trying to avoid the realization that he did kind of, in some ways, maybe, sort of like it. He decided he better change his line of thinking. Nothing he could think of, though, seemed to rescue his masculinity. 

	“How did I get into this?” he asked himself. 

	He knew it didn’t matter. He was in it, that’s all there was to it. The real question now was why he seemed to be drawn to so much of it? No, he told his brain, that wasn’t the question. He couldn’t surrender to whatever this was. He couldn’t accept any of it! The real question was escape. He needed to figure out how he could become a boy again. In that regard, he did believe his stepmother and stepsister would need to release him by the start of the new school year, but what if that wasn’t true? What’s more, what if that was too late? What if these scary thoughts took hold inside him in the meantime and he no longer wanted to be a boy? He imagined himself prancing around the school in a cute skirt and heels and shuddered. 

	“I can’t let that happen,” he said. 

	He tried to see himself in class again only dressed as a boy as he had always dressed. At first, this worked, but within milliseconds, his image morphed into him sitting in class in a miniskirt and pumps. 

	“No,” he growled at himself. “I can’t wear those!” 

	He pinched his eyes closed and thought of himself slipping into jeans. Jeans like every boy wore every day. Then he saw Emma hand him high heels and a sweater to go with them. His nails were painted. His hair was long and curly. And again, he was back in school. 

	He felt sick. He couldn’t wear girl’s clothes in school. 

	“I can put up with it at home. I can even put up with being Emma’s plaything, but I can’t. go. to. school. like. this.” 

	Was that a solution, he wondered? Could he agree to dress like this at home, but only if Emma let him dress like a boy at school? That seemed to make sense. Would Emma agree though? 

	He let out a cynical laugh. 

	“Ha! If Emma has her way, I’ll be her girly little troll for the rest of my life.” 

	He saw himself prancing around the house in overly high heels, this teddy, and with his manhood poking out. He was bringing a drink to Emma, who dismissed him with a wave of her hand. Then he saw her lead him into school dressed the same. He recalled her comment about Carmen putting Oliver on a leash and it made him see Emma leading him by a leash as they entered the school. 

	He started to hyperventilate. There was more to his fears too. 

	“What about the fact everyone’s seen me like this now?” 

	His mind performed a sort of roster of the admitted, each of whom had seen him, whether they knew who he was or not: Emma, his stepmother, Oliver, Carmen, Ryan, Anthony, Neil, Hanna, the women at the mall, all the kids at Up and Down Burger. It felt like half the town had seen him and ninety percent of his class! 

	“What if someone tells?” 

	His hyperventilating got worse. He was getting dizzy. Just then, his computer dinged. He’d gotten a message. 

	“That’s probably somebody new wanting to see sissy George!” he said tensely, still lamenting the list of people who had seen him. It wasn’t though. The only person who sent messages to his computer was Oliver. George slipped out of bed to see what Oliver wanted. 

	On screen was a message: “Come over. We need to talk.” 

	George glanced doubtfully out his window. It was pitch black. He looked at his clock. It was ten. It was too late to go anywhere. So he typed out “It’s too late” and sent it back to Oliver. 

	“Now,” came back the reply almost immediately. 

	George stared at the message. Oliver’s message was demanding and domineering. George didn’t like that. Still, he wondered what Oliver wanted. “What is it?” he wrote back. 

	“Only talk in person.” 

	George growled at the response. Why did Oliver always have to be so dramatic? And why was he always so demanding? Either way, George told himself, he was done dancing to Oliver’s tune. It was time to put his foot down. 

	“I’m too tired,” sent back George. “You need to hear this.” 

	George grimaced. He was sick of Oliver controlling him. “There’s nothing that can’t wait until morning,” he told himself. Before he could type a response, however, another message came through. 

	“If you want to stop Carmen, you better come over.” This was new. 

	George twisted his lips. “What’s this?” he wondered. Was it a trick? Was it true? This could be bad if it was real. He anxiously typed out: “What is she going to do?” 

	There was no reply. “Oliver,” he sent. 

	Still no response. “Hello.” 

	Still nothing. 

	George glared at the silent screen in frustration. Was this real or was Oliver just trying to bait George. He ground his teeth. This did not make him happy. Not only did he not want to go, but he wasn’t sure he could go without getting caught. Unfortunately, the content of Oliver’s message left him with no choice but to risk it. 

	George stared out the window into the blackness and sighed. “Crud,” he said. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George needed to go. That was decided. Should he tell Emma though? He wasn’t sure. It would be safer to tell Emma what he was up to in the event this was some trick or should Emma catch him coming or going, but it made more sense to discover what Oliver was talking about without Emma knowing. That way he could decide how to handle this in his own best interest rather than in Emma’s interest, which might not be the same as his. So he decided to do this alone. He felt a surge of independence; it didn’t occur to him that even a few days prior, he never would have even considered whether or not he needed to seek Emma’s guidance before acting. 

	George grabbed the robe and slipped it over his shoulders. He stepped into the wedges. He moved to his window, which he opened. 

	“This better be worth it,” he grumbled. 

	He braced himself and placed his right foot up on the window sill. That’s when he realized for the first time he was planning to leave his room and head out into the night in a teddy and high heels. 

	“How did I not— ug,” said George. He blushed. 

	George stepped away from the window and went to fetch a pair of sneakers and maybe some jeans. The only problem, as he quickly remembered, was that his stepmother had collected all of his male clothes. All he had left was dresses and heels and panties. If he was going, he had no choice but to wear girl’s clothes. George exhaled frustratedly as the idea of wearing girl’s clothes to sneak around at night. 

	“What if somebody catches me?” 

	He knew he had no choice though, not unless he wanted to beg Emma for help, help she probably would never provide. So he moved to his closet and started looking through the clothes he had for something at least a little masculine. He flipped through “his” clothes, all dresses, skirts and nighties. 

	“I’ve got nothing to wear!” 

	As the words left George’s mouth, he suddenly felt rather stupid. Boys didn’t say that! That’s how girls think! Indeed, he imagined millions of girls standing before their closets right now saying the very same thing. Boys? They just took something and ran with it. Those words never passed their lips. 

	“Am I really becoming such a girl?” he worried. 

	Was his manhood really starting to disappear so easily? 

	Then another thought hit him. It was one thing for Oliver to see him dressed when he knew that Emma had picked out his clothes: “she made me wear it.” It was quite another to show up with Oliver knowing he had chosen the clothes he wore all by himself. The one was what Emma made him wear... it wasn’t his choice. The other was an expression of his own sense of style – feminine style. If he changed, then the responsibility for what he wore would be on him. It would be his choice. He didn’t want that. 

	“Yeah, I’m not changing,” said George sort-of defiantly. 

	George took a deep breath and returned to the window. He placed one foot, in its wedge-heeled mule, on the window sill and lifted himself up and out the window. A short hop later, he was in the yard struggling to cross the grass in the tall, sharp heels, until he hit the sidewalk. It was a five minute walk to Oliver’s house after a rather complicated start. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George heaved himself through the window into Oliver’s room. The walk had taken longer than expected in the dark. He also quickly regretted not changing into something that covered him better or at least changing into wedges; the mules were terrible for long distances. Indeed, by the time he reached the end of the street, he started to realize how utterly stupid it had been not to change into something more comfortable and more appropriate for outside, like a simple dress and wedges. Moving along from shadow to shadow in a sexy teddy, a short covering and high-heeled mules which clicked loudly off the sidewalk and then slapped just as loudly against his feet as he made his way was crazy: CLICK SLAP CLICK SLAP CLICK SLAP CLICK SLAP! echoed in the darkness throughout the neighborhood. Why hadn’t he changed? 

	Even worse, his manhood grew hard and proud beneath the teddy and stayed that way the entire trip. In the teddy and light cover, this gave away who he really was, forcing him to dodge the lights and stick to the shadows. And whenever he did get caught by some street light, he cast a ridiculous shadow which made him tingle uncomfortably; he felt like Tinker Bell with a sausage in her panties. 

	“There are times, I wish it would go away,” thought George of his manhood more than once, before cringing that he had uttered those thoughts. 

	Regardless, he now made it to Oliver’s room and he made it without being spotted, arrested or molested. Oliver helped pull him through the window as they had done many times before, though never quite like this. 

	George was inside. 

	He straightened up and adjusted his teddy. He was still hard. 

	Oliver stood before him. George was surprised to see him dressed like a girl. Despite everything, he somehow had assumed Oliver dressed like a boy at home. Clearly, he didn’t. To the contrary, Oliver wore a pink babydoll nightie which was so short that his matching frilly panties were in plain sight, and ultra-tall pink sandals with thick ankle straps. Interestingly, there appeared to be padlocks on the ankle straps, which immediately caught 

	George’s attention... and his imagination. 

	“What are you wearing?” asked Oliver in obvious surprise at seeing George in the teddy and mules. 

	“Me?! What am I wearing? What are you wearing?!” “Carmen picked it,” groused Oliver. 

	George furrowed his brow. “What’s with the heels?” 

	“She likes heels,” said Oliver with a shrug, before defensively adding, “I don’t see you in sneakers these days either, girlfriend.” He looked down at the mules George wore. “Those must have been fun for walking over here.” 

	George would not be diverted. “What’s up with the padlocks?” Oliver blushed. “That’s Carmen’s idea too.” 

	“Why is she making you wear padlocks?” “Never mind.” 

	George folded his arms. “Why?” “Never mind!” 

	“Why?!” 

	The two strained friends stared at each other in silence for several seconds. 

	Oliver broke first. “She wants to make sure I don’t take them off, all right?” he said tensely. This was clearly a touchy topic for him, one he did not want to discuss. “Whatever on the stupid padlocks. At least I’m not running around the neighborhood looking like that.” 

	“Emma picked it,” said George defensively. 

	Oliver shot George a skeptical look. “Emma told you to wear that to sneak over to my house?” 

	“No.” 

	“Then how did she ‘pick it’?” 

	George twisted his lips. “She makes me sleep in it,” he admitted. 

	“You could have changed before you left your house. Why didn’t you?” 

	George bit his tongue. He had already admonished himself for that mistake, and he really had no reply to Oliver. He decided to change the topic rather than defend the indefensible. “Why did you ask me to come?” 

	Oliver wasn’t about to give up his advantage, however, not after George wrong-footing him over the padlocks. “What made you think dressing like that to come over here was a good idea?” His tone was insulting. 

	“Let’s move on.” 

	Oliver continued. His pride had been hurt and he wanted to be sure George’s was hurt worse. “Anything would have been better than what you’re wearing! Heck, the pink dress and wedges you wore at the mall would have been easier to walk in, and warmer, and I’ll bet you’ve got a lot of better choices than that in your femme little closet, don’t you?!” 

	“Can we move on,” growled George. 

	Oliver laughed to reinforce that he had found a weakness in George. “I’ll bet you wore all this because you like it. Does wearing a teddy outside turn you on, Georgia?” 

	George glared at Oliver. He had not come to be mocked. “Why am I here?” 

	“That’s just weird—” 

	“I’m leaving,” declared George suddenly. He moved toward the window. 

	“All right, all right!” said Oliver nervously. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I was just giving you a hard time.” He walked to his door and listened to make sure they were not being spied upon from the hallway. Then he came back and spoke quietly. “Here’s the thing. Carmen is planning to cheat Emma to get Gavin to go to the dance with her.” 

	“So?” 

	“So, I thought you might want to know that.” 

	“You already told me that, in the bathroom at Up and Down Burger.” 

	Oliver looked perplexed for an instance, like he had expected a different reaction. An awkward silence followed. George even shrugged his shoulders as if to say “is that all?” 

	“There’s more,” said Oliver cautiously. “She’s going to expose you to make it happen.” 

	“She?” 

	“Carmen.” 

	George pursed his lips. This was bad news. “How? When?” Oliver shook his head. “You gotta do something for me first.” “First?” 

	“Before I tell you anything else.” 

	“What do you want me to do?” asked George suspiciously. 

	“Carmen has a book I need you to get for me. It’s about this large,” said Oliver and he demonstrated with his hands. “She keeps it in her purse, and you need to get it away from her.” “What’s in it?” 

	“That’s a secret.” 

	“So you want me to steal her book?” asked George and he shook his head. 

	 

	“It’s my book,” said Oliver. “It belongs to me.” 

	George furrowed his brow. This seemed odd to him. Either something didn’t make sense about this or Oliver wasn’t telling him everything. “If it’s yours, then why don’t you demand it back? Or better yet, why don’t you just take it?” 

	“She won’t give it back and she won’t let me anywhere near it.” “Take it when she’s not looking.” 

	Oliver shook his head again. “Can’t. She keeps it locked in her room and I can’t get in there.” 

	“Then how would I get it? Break into her room Mission Impossible style?” 

	“She puts it in her purse when she leaves, so she can take it with her,” said Oliver. “That’s when you can get it.” 

	George laughed at the suggestion. “It’s not like she invites me to pick through her purse. And how do I know where she’s going to be, anyways?” 

	“Invite her over,” said Oliver seriously. “Invite her over?” 

	“Yes, invite her over. She’ll put the book in her purse and bring it with her when she comes. Then you can steal it from her purse when she’s not looking. It’s that simple.” 

	It wasn’t that simple, thought George. To the contrary, he saw a million problems with this, the least of which was how to invite Carmen over. She didn’t exactly like George, and there was no way for him to invite her without her becoming suspicious. What basis would he use anyways? “Hey, Carmen, wanna hang out and order me around?” No, the only way to possibly get her over was if Emma invited her, but that meant involving Emma, which was something George did not want to do. Emma was enjoying being his master too much to risk pulling her into an operation like this. Who knows how she would react or how she might twist things? 

	“So how would I get Emma to invite her without telling Emma what’s going on?” wondered George. He considered this for a moment. It was possible. It would be tricky. But it could be done. He wanted to know more from Oliver first though, like what was in the book. “Listen,” said George. “If I do this—” 

	Tap tap tap tap! 

	George froze when he heard the sound of high heels approaching in the hallway. Oliver heard it too. That had to be Carmen! 

	“Quick! Into the closet!” gasped Oliver. 

	Before George knew what was happening, Oliver shoved him into the closet, pushing him down among Oliver’s collection of shoes, and closing the closet door behind him. 

	“Stay totally silent!” whispered Oliver harshly. 

	George nodded his head and did his best to stay completely still. He was breathing hard and was wedged into an uncomfortable position, but he managed to remain absolutely silent. From the feel of things, George was squatting on a lot of shoes, all of them with high heels. Above him hung shirts or maybe dresses. Some seemed too long to be shirts. 

	A moment later, beyond the closet door, George heard Oliver’s room door open. As was the case with Emma, Carmen apparently decided she had the right to enter Oliver’s room without knocking or asking permission. 

	“Your door is closed,” said Carmen. 

	“I’m sorry, Miss Carmen. I was getting ready for bed,” replied Oliver. 

	George noticed right away that Oliver’s tone was submissive. There was no anger, no sarcasm, no cynicism like there was when he spoke to George. This was defenseless Oliver, and George was shocked to hear it. He even called Carmen “Miss.” This was so different than the way Oliver presented himself normally, even now that he too had been forced into a dress. Up to now, when dressed, Oliver had shown such a strength of resistance that it made George’s own surrender feel dirty. But now, alone, Oliver wasn’t putting up any resistance. George actually felt a little smug to learn this. The big, bad more-macho-than-thou Oliver was a scared little girl after all! 

	“Ha!” thought George. 

	“You know my rule,” continued Carmen. “Yes, Miss Carmen.” 

	“You don’t get to close your door.” 

	George raised an eyebrow. A total loss of privacy would be really embarrassing. He was glad Emma didn’t try anything like that with him! Once again, he was glad to belong to Emma and not Carmen. 

	“I thought I heard voices,” added Carmen. “Are you talking to someone?” 

	“No, Miss. I was talking to myself.” “What are you doing in here, then?” 

	“Just getting ready for bed, as you instructed, Miss Carmen,” replied Oliver. 

	“Did you brush your pretty pink hair yet, sissygirl?” “Yes, Miss.” 

	Carmen paused before commenting. George could almost hear Oliver sweat as he waited for her judgment. “Don’t lie to me, Olivia,” she finally said. 

	“No, Miss Carmen. I was about to brush my hair.” 

	George couldn’t believe what he was hearing. This was so not like Oliver at all, at least not public Oliver. In public, even dressed as he was, Oliver kept putting up a fight. Here he was just being a soft, little, submissive creature. It was truly shocking to George. It was also, admittedly, a little exciting. 

	“All right. Sit down,” said Carmen. 

	George heard Oliver move to his desk and sit down; the chair squeaked. George had noticed that the desk was covered in makeup, much as his own. In the past, it had been covered in military models. 

	“Cross your legs when you sit,” instructed Carmen. “Yes, Miss Carmen.” 

	“Better.” 

	George imagined Oliver sitting very girlishly at his desk. In his mind, he even saw the now emasculated Oliver daintily cover his mouth to hide a nervous giggle at failing to follow instructions. 

	“Give me the brush,” said Carmen. 

	Oliver didn’t respond, but there was some noise. Something was happening. George strained to hear. It sounded like something being pulled across something else. But what could it be, he wondered? It was rhythmic. It happened over and over. Then he realized what it was. Carmen was brushing Oliver’s hair!! 

	George actually found himself dying to see what was going on. Why was this all so interesting to him suddenly? His own feminization was a matter of embarrassment and humiliation, but for some reason, watching secretly as Carmen feminized Oliver was genuinely exciting. 

	“There, that’s nice and smooth. Where are your ribbons?” asked Carmen. 

	“Ribbons?” thought George and he imagined Oliver with pink ribbons in his hair. He actually needed to cover his mouth to stop from laughing at that image. “He’s such a sissygirl!” 

	About a minute passed. Then Carmen spoke again. “There you go, pretty girl. Does that make you happy?” 

	“Yes, Miss Carmen,” gushed Oliver. 

	George couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He desperately wanted to see Oliver wearing ribbons. 

	“All right, it’s beddy-bye time,” said Carmen. 

	George heard motion. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but it sounded like Oliver had moved to the bed. He imagined Oliver prancing to the bed in his short pink nightie and terribly high pink heels. It felt so good to imagine Oliver this way after all the embarrassment he had caused George. 

	“Miss Carmen?” said Oliver. “Yes, what is it?” 

	“Do I have to sleep in these shoes?” 

	George heard Carmen laugh. It was a dismissive, superior laugh, like a parent laughing at a small child’s impossible request or a teacher laughing at an obnoxious student’s silly answer. “Yes, sweetie.” 

	“But why?” whined Oliver. 

	George wanted to know that too. What was their purpose? 

	“They’re hard to sleep in, and they make my feet sore,” protested Oliver. 

	“I know, Olivia, but that’s the point. When your feet stop being sore, then we’ll be making progress. Soon, you’ll want to wear them all the time.” 

	George didn’t understand what she meant. What was she up to? And why would he want to wear them all the time just because she made him wear them now? He didn’t know. Either way, George found the whole thing strange and exciting. He also noted that he was glad Emma had not done the same to him. 

	George now heard the shuffle of blankets, followed by footsteps moving to the door. Carmen must be leaving, he thought. The light went out a moment later and the room grew dark. 

	“Good night, little sister.” 

	George was enjoying Oliver’s torment; revenge by proxy and all of that. But even George cringed at that little emasculation. “Good night, Miss Carmen,” said Oliver. 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	As George waited for the all’s clear, his chest swelled. He felt strong now, after the scene he had just overheard. He couldn’t believe what he had heard. Was this really Oliver? Ha! Yes, it was. 

	“He can’t ever call me a sissygirl again,” thought George. “Not after that!” 

	Suddenly, the closet door opened. It was Oliver. “You know what you need to do, right?” demanded Oliver. 

	“Yeah, get the book,” said George and he climbed out of the closet. 

	As George emerged into the room, which was slightly lit with light from the hallway, he saw for the first time what Carmen had done: Oliver’s pink hair had been tied into two short pigtails, each tied off with a white ribbon. They were on top of Oliver’s head and made him look like a total sissygirl. George’s lips instantly curved into a smile. Oliver saw this and glared at George. 

	“Not one word!” grumbled Oliver. “Yes, Miss Olivia.” 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George raced home as fast as he could in the dark. It felt good to leave one up on Oliver for a change. Indeed, it made George happy that this time it had been Oliver who was the one being feminized and humiliated. That said, however, George now knew he had another problem. If Carmen intended to expose him in her plot to win this Gavin guy, then he needed to stop that. The only way to stop that was to do what Oliver wanted so Oliver would tell him what he needed to know. Unfortunately, the key to doing that would be to get Emma to invite Carmen over without making either suspicious. Could that be done? He didn’t know. 

	“There has to be a way,” he told himself. Perhaps. But would he find it? 

	 

	The End of Part Three 
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