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	Introduction by Ann

	Dear Readers,

	I hope you’re enjoying George’s tale. Poor George. All he did was break a window and now look at him. In fact, he wasn’t even the one who broke the window, yet he finds himself cross-dressed, serving his stepsister as her virtual slave, working as a feminized maid for his grumpy neighbor, and caught up in the machinations of his former best friend as a result. And that best friend? He holds information George desperately needs but will not share without George stealing a secret book for him first. Sigh. He’s been marched through a mall en-femme. He’s had his hair and nails done at a salon. Now he’s serving his former girlfriend and the boy who stole her from him and has only managed to keep his true identity secret by sheer chance. I think we can safely say this is not how George envisioned his summer ending.

	So, what happens next? Will George get the book? What is Carmen’s evil plan to expose him? Will Emma get Gavin? Will George escape without Hanna figuring out who he really is? Will his stepmother send him back to school as a girl? Read on and find out!

	Thanks for reading the first three parts (part three actually made it into Amazon’s top 10 for Erotica, which is kind of impressive). And thanks for all the reviews and emails you’ve sent! Please let me know your thoughts! This is part four of four, the end of George’s story.

	With love, Ann :)

	 

	


Chapter One: “Don’t Talk Back”

	As George dashed home through the night from Oliver’s house, sticking to the shadows whenever possible or hiding behind bushes, racing as fast as he could in his wedge-heeled mules and his delicate teddy, he found he couldn’t stop thinking about what he had observed. How could Oliver let Carmen treat him like such a... well, toy? To let her brush his hair. To let her lock high-heeled shoes on his feet for whatever reason. The other things. It was like he was some sort of doll now. That thought sent an icy chill down his spine. It was shocking.

	“It almost makes me feel sorry for him,” thought George. Almost.

	Sadly, Oliver had been such a jerk to George that George saw this more as a well-deserved fate. What’s more, the more George thought about it, the less he cared about stealing the book as Oliver wanted. That was Oliver’s problem, and he didn’t really want to help Oliver.

	Did he want Carmen exposing him? No. But he didn’t think that could happen. School was starting again in a week, and George was certain his stepmother would return him to being a boy before school started.

	“Sending me in a dress just raises too many questions!”

	Besides, he’d seen a note in his stepmother’s calendar that she’d made a hair appointment for him on Sunday. That had to be to return his hair to normal, right? What else could it be?

	That meant he would only be a girl for a few days more, and Carmen couldn’t expose him once he was a boy again because there would be nothing to expose at that point. As for the meantime, he saw no way he would end up anywhere Carmen could expose him. To the contrary, he would spend the next few days either working for Widow Wilson or doing chores at home. He wasn’t going to the dance, and he wasn’t going out for anything. So how and when could Carmen expose him? She couldn’t. There was no opportunity. No chance of exposure meant the threat from her was moot. Problem solved.

	“Oliver can get his own book,” thought George disdainfully.

	—o—

	George and Emma returned to Widow Wilson’s the following day. “Haven’t you learned anything?” grumbled Widow Wilson. She was examining the laundry George was folding. She was not amused. Everything George had washed was suffering from serious static cling.

	“I did it like you told me,” countered George.

	“If you did it like I told you, then it wouldn’t be clinging together.”

	Wilson pulled another pair of Neil’s underwear from the dryer. Several more pairs stuck to it, along with some of Hanna’s panties and a pink sock. Blue static raced between the silky items as Wilson pulled them apart. It was clear that George had forgotten the fabric softener.

	“You’re just going to have to redo these,” said Wilson.

	George didn’t like that idea. Laundry took a lot of time. Also, he felt funny handling Neil and Hanna’s underwear and he didn’t want to redo the experience. “But they’re clean.”

	Wilson glared at George. “That’s not the issue.” “But it’s a lot of work!” protested George.

	“You should have done them the right way the first time. Emma doesn’t make these mistakes.”

	“Emma never makes mistakes,” said George with a hint of sarcasm.

	Wilson raised an eyebrow. “Don’t talk back to me, girl. Maids who talk back get their bottoms smacked. Is that what you want?”

	George cast his eyes to the floor. “No, Madame.” “I should think not.”

	Wilson moved to the small counter against the wall of the laundry room. There George had set a pile of towels he had already folded. They looked uneven somehow. She lifted the first towel off the pile and found the second clinging to it.

	“Good Lord, you’ve done these wrong too!”

	“It happens,” said George coldly. He was tired of doing chores. His entire summer had turned into a nightmare of chores, those here and those at home. He even did the chores his mother told Emma to do because Emma had the power to make him. Everyone seemed to have power over him. That wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t he have power over someone for a change?

	“I am sick of your attitude, young man!” growled Wilson. George bit his lip. Oh oh.

	“I think you need a reminder of your position here.” As Wilson said this, she popped another cigarette into her mouth but didn’t light it. She pushed her right sleeve up her forearm. “Come here,” she commanded.

	George swallowed hard. This was going to be ugly. He debated trying to beg his way out of it but knew that would only make Wilson more angry. When she made up her mind, she expected everyone else to jump. He debated fleeing, but he wouldn’t get far. No, his best strategy was to take his punishment like a man... so to speak.

	“Yes, Madame,” said George reluctantly.

	George cautiously went to Wilson. She motioned him to spin around and lift his dress. He spun as ordered and grabbed the hem of his black maid dress. He slowly raised it until his bright pink panties came into view. His stiff manhood tented them out in the front. He winced that this would be visible.

	“That thing is always hard whenever you get punished. I can’t think of another boy I ever met who liked to be punished like you do, girl,” grumbled Wilson. “I’ll tell you, if I was your mother, I’d probably have you fixed.”

	George looked horrified. “Fixed?”

	Wilson pretended to grab something apple or pear shaped, pulled it downward, formed her other hand into scissors and mimed cutting the pear at its base. As she did, she said, “Snip.”

	George shuddered.

	“Or maybe I should start spanking it to make it go down!” she added. This thought seemed to catch her off guard and George watched her process it in her mind. He could see she was actually considering it. That was terrifying!

	George subconsciously took a step backward. “Bend over,” she said finally.

	“You’re not going to sp— spank it... are you?”

	“Do you want me to?” asked Wilson snidely. The cigarette bounced on her lip as she spoke.

	George shook his head vigorously. “Then bend over, girl.”

	That was a “no.”

	George was somewhat relieved Wilson seemed to have decided against spanking “it” down, but he still awaited a spanking. He bent over, exposing his panty-covered rear. The cool air danced over the surface of the panties sending a chill down his spine. His sack swayed between his legs.

	“I finished the— oh!” said Emma as she walked into the room. “Emma, well timed,” said Wilson.

	Emma raised an eyebrow at the scene before her. “Has Georgia misbehaved?”

	“He has. He screwed up the laundry and then he talked back to me,” said Wilson. “I was just about to make sure he didn’t repeat that mistake. Why don’t you do it for me?”

	“Me?”

	“Of course. He works under you.”

	Up to now Emma had not actually spanked George. She had threatened it several times – in fact, she loved making the threat just to see George squirm – but she hadn’t actually done it. The idea excited her though. “So, he does,” she said with a smile. She felt a rush.

	Wilson stepped aside and moved around before George. George couldn’t believe his bad luck. He didn’t want to get spanked at all, but if he had a choice, it would certainly be Wilson landing a few quick blows in some back room. His choice would not be Emma and it certainly would not be with an audience. This would be an embarrassing display of submission.

	“I hear you aren’t following orders,” said Emma and she brushed his panties with her fingers.

	George tingled wildly.

	“And you’re talking back.” She emphasized this by poking his cheek. “Well, little sister, it’s time to learn to behave.”

	Much to George’s chagrin, Emma’s speech excited him. He found himself especially turned on being diminished as “little sister,” a title entirely not true but meant to make him inferior. Her fingers brushing against his rear added an unbearable rush as well. Soon, his manhood started throbbing and visibly bobbing around inside the pretty panties.

	“We probably should have done this sooner,” added Emma and her tone suggested this was a beginning, not an end, which really worried George – he thought back to Oliver and imagined himself with a similar bedtime routine developing.

	George spread his legs slightly to get a firmer footing on his sliver high-heeled sandals. They had become fairly comfortable to him as he got accustomed to them, but they still required special balancing effort. He steadied himself. This was going to hurt.

	“I want you to thank me for each correction,” said Emma unexpectedly.

	“Thank you?” repeated George incredulously. “Yes, Georgia.”

	“But—”

	“You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

	George took her warning to heart. She meant it. He took a deep breath and acknowledged the order. “Yes, Miss Emma.”

	A moment later, George heard a sort of popping or sucking noise like he heard when he slid his foot out of the pumps his stepmother liked him to wear. Then he felt something flat and cold slide against his rear.

	“Is that your shoe?” he asked.

	WHACK!

	Without warning, George felt something hard and flat strike his rear. It stung when it hit, and it hit with enough force that it made his rear shake and it sent vibrations racing through his bottom until they made his sack shake. Even his shaft wiggled in his panties. George tensed up and almost jolted upright in surprise, only catching himself at the last second.

	“Ouch!” he exclaimed. It had really hurt. “Thank me,” said Emma.

	George ground his teeth. “Thank you, Miss Emma,” he hissed through clenched teeth as the pain peaked and then receded slightly.

	WHACK!

	“Again,” said Emma.

	“Thank you, Miss Emma,” he hissed again. “Good girl.”

	WHACK!

	Once more, George thanked Emma for his punishment. This was painful and it was embarrassing, and it made his manhood throb! For some reason, being spanked had completely turned him on! This was one of those things he just didn’t understand. Why would being spanked excite him? Did he like pain? No, he didn’t. He knew that. Did he like being embarrassed? Not really. So, what was it? Being under Emma’s control? That was a troubling thought.

	WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

	Came more blows and more thanks. Then Widow Wilson pointed at his panties. There was a growing wet spot where his manhood rubbed against the panties.

	“See that?” Wilson asked Emma. “He likes being punished.” Her tone left little doubt of her disapproval.

	Emma stuck her head around to see. “Do you like being punished Georgia?”

	George blushed deep red. “No.” “Part of you seems to disagree.”

	“Next time, I think we need to spank that instead,” said Wilson. “We need to teach him that punishment means punishment, not pleasure! Seriously, what kind of boy likes being punished? No boy I ever met!”

	Emma nodded her agreement. Then she continued.

	WHACK!

	George sucked in air. This one had really hurt. Emma seemed to be swinging harder now. “Thank you, Miss Emma.”

	WHACK!

	“Thank you, Miss Emma.”

	WHACK!

	“Thank you, Miss Emma.”

	“Should I keep going?” asked Emma. George shook his head. “No, Miss Emma.” “Have you learned your lesson?”

	“Yes— yes, Miss Emma.”

	Emma looked at Wilson for a verdict. Wilson rubbed her chin and shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “I guess so.” Then she pointed at George directly. “Next time though... it will be the other end. Now do the laundry again.” With that, she left the room.

	Emma patted George on rear to tell him he could stand up again. His rear was hot and swollen. He unhappily adjusted his panties and yanked his dress back down into place. As he did, Emma slipped her high-heeled pump back on her foot.

	“That was fun,” she said.

	George glared at her. “I hardly call that fun.”

	“What would you call it then? Exciting?” asked Emma with a wink.

	George blushed. It had been a difficult morning. George’s afternoon would be worse though.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “In Flagrante”

	George set the pile of fresh sheets and clean towels on the dresser. This was Neil’s room and he had been tasked by the Widow Wilson with changing the bedding, replacing the towels, and generally cleaning things up as Neil, Hanna and Widow Wilson played card games in the living room. George felt queasy about being in Neil’s room. Not only was George embarrassed to be acting as a maid for the boy who stole his girlfriend and thereby emasculated him, but there was something about Neil which made George distinctly uneasy. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but Neil always seemed to be staring at him. If he didn’t know better, he would think that Neil was “interested” in him. But how could that be? He was a boy, after all.

	“Make the bed and get out fast,” he told himself.

	George nodded his head in agreement with the sentiment. He tottered over to the bed in his silver high-heeled sandals and grabbed the pillows and pulled the pillowcases from them. He tossed the cases into a pile by the bed and then yanked the bed sheets from the bed.

	“I still don’t see what Hanna sees in him.”

	George tossed the main sheet on top of the pile of pillow cases and returned to the fresh laundry on the dresser to get replacement sheets.

	“I mean, he’s just not that great, no matter what Emma said.”

	It bothered him that every girl seemed to think Neil was great. Neil was one of those guys to whom girls were instinctively drawn, but which guys spotted as a phony right away. And now George had to play the part of a sissyservant to this fake.

	“Ug.”

	George grabbed a new sheet and took it to the bed. He laid out the sheet as best he could from the one side of the bed. Unfortunately, it had folded over in the middle, so he grabbed the two nearby corners, and he lifted the sheet into the air before snapping it in the air to spread it out. It shot out as if fired from a cannon and gently floated down into place like a cloud. As it drifted down, however, George was in for a shock. Standing on the other side of the bed, hidden by the floating sheet, was Neil. He had moved into the room unseen and now stood on the other side of the bed. He was grinning.

	“Ah!” exclaimed George and he jolted.

	George grabbed his chest and took several breaths to calm his heart. “You scared me,” said George.

	“Sorry,” said Neil though his grin suggested no contrition. If anything, he seemed to enjoy getting a rise out of George.

	George felt the hairs rise on the back of his neck. “I’ll be done in a minute,” he said. “I just need to change the sheets.” He hoped Neil would leave after seeing that George was working.

	“Can I help?”

	George bit his lip. The last thing he wanted was Neil’s help. He wanted Neil to leave before something happened. “N— no, thank you. It’s not hard. I’ll be done in a minute.”

	“You said that already.”

	George didn’t know how to respond. It seemed the less said the better. He decided to finish the bed as quickly as possible and get out before Neil did something George would regret, or George’s manhood did something Neil would regret. Unfortunately, Neil kept watching him, which made George tingle. A certain something started to stir.

	“Why now?” he asked himself. He fumbled with the sheet. “You do great work for my grandmother,” said Neil.

	“Uh, thanks.”

	“She likes you a lot.”

	“Really? I thought she hated me.”

	Neil raised an eyebrow. “Hated you? Why would anyone hate a pretty girl like you?”

	George bit his lip. He had not meant to start a conversation, and he certainly hadn’t meant to start a conversation in which a boy called him “pretty.” He thought it best to ignore the suggestion. “She always seems upset at my work.”

	Neil slowly shook his head. “That’s just her way.”

	George nodded his head politely before bending over and starting to push the sheet between the mattress and the foundation. According to Widow Wilson, it needed to fit snugly on the bed to be correct. His manhood shifted around inside his silky panties as he moved.

	“Where do you go to school?” asked Neil.

	George raised an eyebrow. Why was Neil being so friendly? He had barely said anything to him in the past couple days. Why now?! Why didn’t he just leave until George was finished? Either way, George wasn’t going to tell the truth and admit they went to the same school!

	“Over the river,” said George noncommittally. “Oh, I see.”

	George now needed to move to Neil’s side of the bed to finish the sheet. He was nervous at getting so close to the horny young man, but it had to be done. He took a deep breath to steel his courage. “Come on, George, don’t be nervous. You’re imagining things,” he told himself. George then cautiously walked to the other side of the bed. As he did, Neil stepped back ever so slightly to let him through, but not enough to give him a truly clear path.

	“Excuse me.”

	“Any time,” said Neil, but he didn’t move.

	George squeezed past, trying not to touch Neil as he passed. A chill raced down George’s spine. He turned to the bed, very conscious of the fact Neil remained behind him, and tugged on the sheet. It was stuck, however. Something had caught it at the center of the bed. George twisted his lips. Fixing it meant doing something he really didn’t want to do.

	“I can call you when I’m done,” said George hopefully. “I can wait,” said Neil. He wasn’t leaving.

	“Gotta do what you gotta do,” thought George. He reluctantly lifted his knee onto the bed and leaned out toward the center where the sheet had gotten caught. He couldn’t quite reach it. He would need to go further. So, he pulled his second knee onto the bed. He was now on all fours on the bed with his rear pointed right in Neil’s face. He felt completely exposed suddenly. And why not? He had put himself in a very seductive feminine pose – actually, more accurately, a male fantasy pose – and now he was waving his rear in the other boy’s face like some flashing sign inviting Neil to feel George up!

	“Get this over with fast, George!” he told himself.

	George grabbed the sheet with his fingers. He worked to free the sheet. As he did, he noted his red-painted fingernails and he felt even more vulnerable. He knew Neil saw him as a girl, there was no doubt about that. He looked the part. He acted the part. He even played a submissive role as Neil’s maid. That was bad.

	Then it happened.

	Touch!

	Something touched George’s rear! It touched him right where his balls hung beneath the skirt! Panic flooded into George. It had to be Neil, didn’t it? What else could it be?!

	George lurched forward and then scooted backward to get off the bed as fast as he could. He dove to his feet, landing so quickly and so awkwardly he was lucky he didn’t break a heel. He spun around to confront the handsy young man. His heart was pounding!

	“Did you—?!” he exclaimed. But he stopped.

	George froze mid-accusation. George realized he had been paranoid since Neil entered the room. He realized that, under those circumstances, it wouldn’t take much for George to have imagined the whole thing! Indeed, he was feeling particularly self-conscious having put himself on display in such an eroticized pose and his thoughts had been on being touched. In other words, he was primed to think Neil was about to touch him. Not to mention, he was scooting backward fairly quickly; it could have been his dress tightening at that spot or his panties pulling, or he might even have bumped into his own heel or something. It was actually much more likely his mistake or wishful thinking(?) than anything Neil had done. Why would Neil do anything anyways?

	“He has a girlfriend after all!” thought George.

	Neil cocked his head to one side innocently. “Did I what?” “Nothing,” said George. He blushed even deeper.

	“Can I help?”

	“No,” snapped George. He scurried to the dresser, where he separated the pile of sheets from the towels. He wanted to be done and leave this room as quickly as possible now.

	Neil came up behind him. George tensed up.

	Neil grabbed both of George’s arms at the biceps. “Are you all right?” he asked.

	George could feel Neil’s warm breath tickle George’s neck. His heart raced even faster. Big red lights were screaming a warning to run. He needed to run before Neil did something. He needed to run before his manhood popped out into the open. He needed to run before he withered and soaked his panties. But how would he explain running? Neil hadn’t done anything except, apparently, try to calm George when George had frightened himself. Widow Wilson would never see George’s side in this, and he did not want her spanking him in front of Neil, which seemed the likely result! Even worse, something inside George felt warm and giggling in Neil’s arms.

	“You seem nervous,” said Neil, whispering it softly. George went rigid. “D— do I?”

	“You do.”

	George shook his head anxiously. “N— no. I— I’m just, uh, very busy today and Madame Wilson won’t like it if I spend too much time finishing this. I have other— other duties too.”

	Neil slid his hands up and down George’s arms. This might have been comforting if Neil wasn’t a boy, but he was. “I can talk to her if you like?”

	George shook his head. “N— no, thank you.” “You know, you’re very pretty.”

	George’s knees went weak. He could see where this was headed. Neil wanted something and George seemed to lack to skill to deny it to him. How in the world do girls handle these moments?

	“Very pretty,” repeated Neil. He said this softly, seductively. As he did, he placed his lips on George’s neck and planted a gentle kiss right on the nape of George’s neck.

	George panicked. He saw himself on the bed with his legs spread and his panties down like the women in the dirty magazines as Neil lay on top of him. He couldn’t allow that! He snatched the towels and dropped to a crouch to escape Neil’s lips. As he crouched, he yanked open the cabinet and stuffed the towels inside, hoping that the act of continuing his duties would convince Neil to back off. It kind of worked, as Neil stepped back two steps, but Neil didn’t leave. Nevertheless, George used Neil’s temporary retreat to slip away and return to the bed, where he bent over to finish tucking in the sheet already on the bed.

	Touch!

	There it was again, and this time there was no doubt. George felt Neil’s warm hand on his rear, rubbing his cheek softly. George reflexively lunged forward to get away from the hand. He shot up to full height and spun around, poking a finger in Neil’s face. George meant this to appear threatening, but it really looked kind of playful. Indeed, Neil took George’s hand and started rubbing it. He even pulled George’s hand against his own broad chest. George pushed back, but Neil easily pulled him toward his large frame. As he did, he slipped his free hand onto George’s rear once more.

	Then they heard a sound which chilled both boys. It was a voice. A voice they both knew.

	“Getting to the bottom of things, Neil?” said Hanna sarcastically.

	 

	


Chapter Three: “Hanna Learns The Truth”

	Neil yanked his hand away from George’s rear. He looked nervous. “I was— uh, helping make the bed,” he lied.

	“I saw the kind of help you were offering,” replied Hanna coldly. Her tone was so cold, yet so calm, that George found it more terrifying than if she had been screaming. She moved toward them slowly until she stood between the two boys. George wanted to shrink into the background, but didn’t dare move.

	“I wasn’t doing anything,” said Neil. He visibly swallowed hard. “This is what – the third time now, Neil?”

	Neil shook his head. “I explained those others.”

	“Just like you explained this one?” Hanna turned to George to say something, but she froze before she could speak. The look on her face was a twisted mess of confusion and shock. “Don’t I know you?”

	George’s stomach dropped. Could she possibly have realized who he really was? What a nightmare! He started to stammer. “I— I— uh— I’m uh — G— Georgia, the maid.” He didn’t sound at all certain about that.

	Hanna’s eyes narrowed. They focused on his eyes. Then they scanned every millimeter of his face. She was desperately searching her brain for where she had seen this young woman before.

	“I— I should g— go,” squeaked George.

	He tried to back up and bumped into the bed. Hanna’s eyes kept dissecting his face. Suddenly, her eyes expanded to the size of saucers. An eyebrow shot way up. Terror flooded George. He turned to flee, but it was too late. Hanna grabbed his arm and stopped him cold. The look of shock on Hanna’s face had morphed into fury.

	“You!”

	“I really do have more work to do,” said George and he tried to pull himself away. Only, he was no match for her strength in these heels and this tight dress. She had balance and stability on him, not to mention rage.

	“You!” she growled again in a way which gave the word a dozen syllables.

	George opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

	Hanna grabbed George by the collar of his dress. “Come with me!” she growled, and she yanked George off balance and pulled him toward the door. Over her shoulder, she snapped to Neil, “You and I will finish this later!”

	—o—

	Hanna shoved George through the door into her bedroom, practically throwing him toward the floor. He stumbled into the room, struggling not to fall. She slammed the door behind them.

	“Oh my God, George!”

	“Hanna, I—” He didn’t know what to say. How did she know who he was?

	“Look at you! Look at the way you’re dressed! You’re wearing heels!

	You’re walking in heels!” laughed Hanna, thought it was a tense laugh. “Hanna, I—”

	“What in the world are you doing here, dressed like that? Why are you pretending to be my maid?!”

	“I can—”

	Hanna furrowed her brow almost to a point. She pursed her lips. She slapped her hands on her hips and wagged a finger at him like dagger. “And what do you think you’re doing seducing my boyfriend, Georgia!” She pronounced “Georgia” so sharply it nearly cut George’s ear to hear it.

	“Seducing?!” gasped a shocked George. He shook his head desperately.

	“Yes, seducing!”

	“I— I wasn’t seducing him!” “Oh yes, you were!”

	George shook his head vigorously. “I— I wasn’t!” “Don’t lie to me, Georgia!”

	George shook his even head faster. “He seduced me!”

	“Then why were you bent over waving your sissygirly little butt in his face? You were practically daring him to play with it?!”

	“I was not!!” Despite his denial, images of George on all fours on the bed filled George’s mind. He saw himself wiggling his rear in Neil’s face. It hadn’t happened that way, though, had it? “Listen, Hanna, that’s not what happened—”

	“I saw him kiss you, George. You let another boy kiss you!” “I did not! I was trying to escape!”

	“Yeah,” said Hanna doubtfully, “I saw your ‘escape.’ You went to the bed and bent over so he could touch your butt. Nice escape, girlfriend!”

	George couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Did she really believe he had tried to seduce Neil? Was that really what she saw from the doorway? That wasn’t at all what really happened! He didn’t even know how to seduce someone! And he was a boy, he would never seduce another boy!

	“Hanna, listen, this is all a huge mistake.”

	Hanna laughed. “Not likely.” Her comment made his manhood start to grow inside his panties once more.

	“It’s really just a mistake,” he pleaded.

	Hanna snorted doubtfully. “Really? So, you just fell into that maid dress by accident?”

	“Well—”

	“Or were you looking to get dressed and you put it on by mistake? Is that what you’re saying? ‘Ooops, I thought this little old maid dress was my normal jeans and t-shirt, what a terrible mistake!’”

	George blushed. “No, but—”

	“And let me guess. Then you just accidentally decided you might as well be a maid since you’d accidentally dressed like one? Then you accidentally chose Miss Wilson so you would just happen to get to be my maid, where you accidentally ended up in Neil’s room, where you accidentally decided to jump on the bed and accidentally wiggle your butt in Neil’s face? Is that what you’re claiming?”

	George swallowed hard. When she said it that way, this all did sound rather suspicious. But it really hadn’t been intentional. “This wasn’t my choice,” he said softly.

	“Then whose choice was it?”

	George opened his mouth to repeat the tale, but quickly thought better of it. It was bad enough he had been caught dressed as a girl by his ex- girlfriend. The last thing he wanted now was to add to his shame by admitting that his stepsister was blackmailing him, and he was playing the part of feminized sissyslave for her! He shook his head, as if he could not answer.

	Hanna stared at him coldly for a few seconds.

	“Do you know what I think, George?” asked Hanna. She pronounced “George” as if it were “Jorrrr-j” and made it sound like it ended with a thud. It was rather insulting the way she said it.

	“What?” asked George meekly. “I think you’re a sissygirl.” George bit his lip.

	“You always were girly when we were together, not a real boy at all. I think this is the real you. I think somewhere along the way you finally found a little courage and you decided to prance yourself right out of the closet. You like dressing like a girl,” she said, starting a count off on her fingers. “You like acting like a girl. You like being a girl. How the heck you ended up here at Ms. Wilson’s home, that I have no idea. But when you ended up as my maid, I think you saw a chance to get yourself off by living out some fantasy about being my sissymaid.”

	George blushed deeply. None of that was true, but denying her charge was pointless because he had no better explanation to offer her. He cast his eyes to the floor guiltily.

	“I’ll tell you something else. It’s not just being a girl that turns you on,” continued Hanna. “You like being under my control. I think it turns you on.”

	That was definitely not true, thought George. Hanna had broken his heart and crushed his manhood in the process, why would he want anything to do with her? “Least of all, why would I want to put myself in her power? I would be crazy to want that!” he told himself.

	“I’ll bet your little panties are wet right now, aren’t they?” They were.

	“Aren’t they, Georgia?” She again stressed the feminized version of his name.

	George twisted his lips. He had no idea what to say.

	“All right then,” said Hanna with an air of having made a firm decision she was preparing to announce. “Since you apparently want to be my plaything, I’m going to give you what you want.”

	George stole a glance up at her face; what he saw wasn’t good. “H— how are you going to do that?”

	Hanna pointed to the floor. “On your knees, Georgia.” George shook his head. “This isn’t—”

	“On your knees, Georgia... now!”

	George wanted to refuse. He wanted to object or walk out or whatever it took to standup for his manhood, but he couldn’t. His mind was filled with thoughts of when he and Hanna were dating and how excited he had been.

	He could literally feel the excitement he had felt, relive the euphoria of first love and the rush that engulfs a young man’s mind when a romance is fresh and new. That filled him with reckless desire. He could also feel the doubts, however, and the heartbreak of when she left. That made him weak. To this witches brew of runaway hormones was added the shame and excitement George found of late in being put in a submissive, feminized state. That made him compliant. All of this combined into a sort of confused desire to obey Hanna and see what came of it.

	He slowly dropped to his knees.

	“I thought so,” said Hanna with a chuckle.

	Hanna lifted one foot off the ground and held it out before him. She was wearing tan wedge-heeled sandals with a four or five-inch cork heel. She pointed her toe right at his face.

	“Remove my shoe, sissygirl,” she commanded.

	George glanced at her foot held out before him at the level of his chest. He saw her red-painted toenails peeking out the front of the wedge. They were pretty. Whoever did them had done a great job. He saw the platform beneath her toes and the thin leather straps over her toes, crossing over her foot and wrapping around her ankle. The leather was worn. These were not new shoes, but that made them more special: these were truly Hanna’s. He became even more excited. Still, he told himself not to do this. He told himself to stand up and walk out.

	He didn’t.

	George took the shoe in both hands, with his right hand beneath the sole below her toes and his left hand cradling the heel. He began to tremble. All the time they had dated, he never held her this intimately. Suddenly, he filled with doubt. Why did this excite him? Didn’t he see how crazy this was to do this with Hanna? She had betrayed him before! She had broken his heart before! And this was hardly the way to start a new relationship! So why couldn’t he stop himself? Then it hit him.

	“Oh no! I’ve got a crush on her!” he realized.

	George was overcome with a helpless feeling. His heart was overpowering his brain. It was deeply, stupidly in love. No, not love. More like lust and ten times more powerful, and there was nothing he could do about it!

	“Take it off, Georgia,” said Hanna softly. She wiggled her foot.

	“Take off my shoe.”

	George’s doubts vanished once more. He unbuckled the strap and pulled the shoe from her foot with an audible sort-of pop as the leather slipped from her skin. His excitement was building. He could not believe how turned on he felt.

	“Now give it a nice girly kiss where my pretty toes were.”

	George didn’t even stop to think. He was deeply entranced. He put her shoe to his lips and kissed it where her toes had left an imprint in the leather. It tasted musky and sour, and smelled of leather and old sweat.

	“Good girl,” purred Hanna.

	She took the shoe from his hands and dropped it to the floor. Then she moved to the bed and sat down on the edge of the bed. Hanna crossed her legs, letting her naked foot hang in the air, and motioned George to come to her with a snap of her fingers and then another point toward the floor before her.

	He started to rise.

	She stopped him. “No. On your knees.”

	George crawled over to his former girlfriend on his knees. He kept his eyes to the floor as he did. Had he looked up, he would have seen a magical glint in her eyes. She was beyond enraptured having a boy under her control. When George reached his place, Hanna wiggled her toes. Without asking what she wanted, George leaned forward and took Hanna’s foot in his hand. He pulled it closer and slipped his mouth over her toes. “What a good little sissygirl you are!” she squealed.

	George felt deeply conflicted, but it didn’t stop him. He lapped her toes with his tongue. Then he slipped them inside his mouth. His manhood was hard as a rock inside his panties and his breathing labored. He began to throb. And with each throb, he sucked her toes further inside his mouth or pushed them back out with his tongue. He glanced up and saw Hanna watching him intensely.

	“Keep going,” she said.

	George did. He kept pulling her toes in and out of his mouth until he felt Hanna tense up and then collapse backward on the bed laughing.

	“That was amazing!” she said with a laugh. She sat back up. “Get my shoe and put it back on my foot, sissygirl.”

	“Yes, Miss Hanna.”

	Hanna giggled. “Oh, I like the sound of that. Say it again.”

	“Yes, Miss Hanna.”

	Hanna giggled again. Then she told him again to her get shoe. George grabbed the shoe from where Hanna had dropped it to the floor. It was still warm from her foot. He returned to her and slid it onto her foot. He then worked the strap through the buckle, and he buckled it.

	“Why are you dressed like this, George?” asked Hanna as he buckled the shoe.

	George didn’t want to tell her what he did for Emma, so he kept his answer short. “It’s a punishment.”

	Hanna raised an eyebrow. “For what?” “Breaking a window.”

	“Interesting punishment. You like it though, don’t you?” George shook his head. “No—”

	“Oh yes, you do. Don’t lie! You like it and you’re good at it. You’re a natural girl, Georgia. Too bad you never told me about this before. It might have been fun at the time.”

	“There was no before. This is the first time.” “I doubt that.”

	George finished with the buckle. When he did, Hanna placed her foot – actually the sole of her shoe – right on his face and pushed him backwards onto the floor. She then stood up and moved past him to the door.

	“Well, George, it’s been fun and interesting, but all good things must end.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I need to have a little chat with Neil. This wasn’t the first time he’s done this, and it won’t be the last, but it will be the last with me as his girlfriend. The guy’s really quite a jerk. Good luck to whatever girl falls for him next.”

	She started to leave.

	“Wait!” said George. His mind was swirling with questions. Was she going to tell anyone what she had learned? Would she treat him as George or Georgia from now on? If she was really breaking up with Neil, was there a chance that... well... did she want to see him again? There was so much he needed to ask, but it was just a jumble in his mind that all he could manage to say was, “What should I do?”

	“You’ve got chores to finish,” she said. And with that, she slipped out the door.

	 

	


Chapter Four: “Emma’s Concern”

	George was stunned. What the heck just happened? Was Hanna angry or happy? Disgusted? How was she going to treat him the next time they saw each other? Would she expose him? Would she keep his secret? Would she try to humiliate him? Would she make him some sort of plaything? Or was this all the end? And what was she going to tell Neil about this?

	He didn’t know the answers to any of this, and that terrified him.

	Nor would he get an answer that day. Indeed, he didn’t see Hanna again that day because she and Neil “took a walk” and did not come back before he and Emma left for home. That meant he still had no idea what he faced.

	“What do I do?” he asked himself about a thousand times.

	One thing was for sure though, he needed to tell Emma that Hanna knew his true identity. He wasn’t going to tell her anything else about what happened because it was embarrassing, but she needed to know so she wouldn’t freak out if Hanna confronted her about it. Unfortunately, that meant lying to her, which was something George was finding harder to do lately. Not only had he come to like Emma and feel protective of her, but she always seemed to be one step ahead of him now to such a degree that he doubted he even could lie to her anymore. How had he done it so easily in the past? Regardless, he needed to do so now, and this would be a real test of that ability. He hoped it didn’t blow up in his face.

	“What?!” exclaimed Emma incredulously. Real concern was written all over her face. “She what?”

	“Hanna figured out who I am,” said George. He tried to project calm. “How did she do that?”

	“I don’t know. She just kind of looked into my eyes and, the next thing I knew, she figured it out.”

	“She didn’t figure it out before! How now?”

	George shrugged his shoulders. He actually didn’t know. “She just looked at me and kind of figured it out.”

	“What did she say?” “‘George, is that you?’”

	Emma furrowed her brow sourly. “That’s not what I meant, George.

	Did she act angrily? Did she make any threats or anything? How did she take it? What did she say?”

	George took a quick discreet breath. Here was the part he dreaded: he needed to lie to Emma and hope she never learned the truth. “She wasn’t angry or anything. I mean, she was surprised. She wanted to know why I was dressed like I was—”

	“What did you tell her?” “It was a punishment.”

	“Did you tell her for what?” “She didn’t ask,” said George.

	“Did she threaten to tell anyone?”

	He felt stupid doing it, but George crossed his fingers behind his back. Something told him he was risking disaster being presumptuous about this, but he did not want Emma confronting Hanna either. “No. She laughed it off and said, ‘Your secret is safe with me.’”

	Emma breathed a sigh of relief. When George first said that Hanna had learned who he was, she imagined all kinds of horrible things. After all, Hanna had dumped him and hadn’t been very kind about it. She could easily see Hanna being nasty to George or trying to blackmail him or exposing him at school. Emma wanted none of that. Like George, she too had become quite fond of him now that he was in dresses, and she too felt rather protective of him.

	“That’s good,” said Emma cautiously.

	“Neil doesn’t know though,” added George quickly. “Oh?”

	“Yeah, so we still want to keep it secret and not talk about it,” said George, hoping Emma took that to mean she shouldn’t mention it at all in any way, i.e. “don’t go talk to Hanna about it!” He couldn’t say that directly though or she would know he was lying.

	“You don’t think she told him?” asked Emma. “I doubt it,” said George.

	Emma paused for a moment to consider everything. Then she nodded her head. She still looked concerned but satisfied for the moment. “Well, I’m glad it all turned out well.”

	“Me too.”

	“I was worried she might find out.” “Me too,” agreed George.

	“There was no telling how she would react to finding her ex-boyfriend dressed like a girl and pretending to be her maid,” said Emma. “At least now we don’t need to worry about her doing something crazy.”

	George bit his tongue. “Yeah... that’s good.” Emma patted him on the shoulder and walked off.

	George sighed. He had lied successfully, for now, but what if Hanna did indeed do something crazy? He still had no idea how she would act whenever he saw her next, nor could he guarantee that Emma didn’t try to talk to her, which could lead to some sort of explosion. He was walking a tightrope with a flaming net below. Even worse, his terrible day wasn’t even over yet.

	—o—

	Later that night, George found himself with a whole new problem.

	George was working in the kitchen on dinner while Emma was in her room chatting with friends on the phone when George’s stepmother came home from the grocery store. She pulled into the garage and made her way to the kitchen. George wore a white summer dress and brown wedges. Over this, he wore a pink apron with flowers on it. Marjorie wore yoga pants, red sneakers, and a gray top. This was her typical attire for Saturdays.

	“I’ve got groceries in the car,” she said. “You and Emma need to bring them in.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Marjorie moved to the stove and tasted the sauce George had been stirring. “Hmm, good.”

	“Thank you,” said George with a blush. “I see Emma’s teaching you well.”

	George nodded his head in agreement. Teaching him to cook had become part of the training.

	“By the way, young man. Who is ‘Ryan’?” asked Marjorie casually. George cocked his head to one side. “Ryan?”

	“Yes, a young man named Ryan. Tall. Brown hair.”

	George started to shake his head. He had no idea who Ryan was. He didn’t know any Ryan. Well, he knew one from— oh oh. He instantly tensed up. He did know a Ryan, and that Ryan had a crush on Georgia!

	“Wh— what about Ryan?” asked George cautiously.

	“He dropped by today while you and Emma were at Rene Wilson’s house,” said Marjorie.

	George’s mouth went dry. This couldn’t be good. “W— what did he want?”

	“He wanted to take ‘Georgia’ to the school dance.”

	George swooned. He even needed to grab the countertop to keep from falling over. This was terrible!

	“Have you been flirting with boys, George?” George shook his head vigorously. “No!”

	“Clearly, you have. This boy knows ‘Georgia’. He must know ‘her’ from somewhere. What’s more, he told a story of wanting to invite you to the dance and you telling him you would be interested.”

	George thought back to the Up and Down Burger. Had he promised anything to Ryan? Had he given him any encouragement? “Oh no,” he thought. He had.

	Marjorie exhaled frustratedly. George swallowed hard.

	“Well, Georgia,” said Marjorie, “I was going to let you go back to being a boy next week. But that was before I found out you were flirting with boys and telling them you would go to the dance with them. Since you’ve gotten this boy’s hopes up, it’s only fitting that you go to the dance with him... as Georgia. Then we can talk about you being a boy again.”

	“But I can’t! I can’t go to the dance as Georgia!”

	“You should have thought about that before you promised this boy you would go.” She took this moment to hand George her purse, expecting him to put it away for her as he did every other day since his feminization. George took it automatically. He was too stunned even to notice. Was his stepmother really going to make him go to the dance as a girl? Yes, she was. This was a terrible turn of events! If anyone from school recognized him, he would be finished! He would never be able to show his face again! And how could they not figure out who he was? Hanna had figured it out and she was only one person who knew him. There would be hundreds at the dance!

	“What am I going to do?”

	Then another thought hit him: Carmen. Now he would be somewhere she could carry out her plan, whatever that was, to expose him to let her win Gavin from Emma. Talk about going from bad to worse! Suddenly, it seemed that figuring out whatever information Oliver was withholding just became a lot more important.

	 

	


Chapter Five: “Why Carmen?”

	George stood before Emma’s door.

	He dreaded what he needed to do now. He needed to get the book from Carmen to get Oliver to tell him what Carmen was planning. That meant getting Carmen to visit so he could swipe the book from her purse – assuming Oliver was right about her keeping the book in her purse. He really didn’t want to see Carmen, but it had to be done. Making matters worse, he couldn’t invite her over himself because that would make her suspicious and could destroy the whole plan. Hence, he needed to convince Emma to invite Carmen. The catch with that was that he couldn’t let Emma know why he wanted her to invite Carmen because he had no idea how Emma would react. In fact, because Emma was rather inquisitive, he reasoned that he couldn’t tell Emma that he wanted Carmen over at all, or she wouldn’t stop trying to find out why he wanted that. That meant he needed to trick Emma into inviting Carmen without letting her know he wanted Carmen coming at all. The only way to do that was to get Emma to invite Oliver over and hope that Carmen couldn’t resist coming along to toy with him and Oliver. In effect, he was using himself as bait and lying to Emma about what he wanted. Life had become strangely complicated.

	“Here goes,” he sighed to himself. He knocked on her door.

	“Come in, slave,” said Emma in a grandiose, yet playful tone. She was clearly in a good mood.

	George stepped inside and curtseyed. Emma was lounging on her bed reading a magazine. She wore a green hoodie with a sports logo on it and black leggings. George still wore the maid uniform as he had been doing their chores.

	“What’s up, Georgie boy?” “I finished all the chores.”

	“Mine were done perfectly, right? I don’t want a repeat of yesterday or I might have to spank you.”

	George shuddered helplessly at the recollection of Emma spanking him with her shoe in front of Widow Wilson. He could still feel her soft hand tickling his rear before bringing down the stiff shoe with a hard smack on his rear, the pain that followed, and the stiffness and the wetness in his panties it produced. Like it or not, her threat was exciting to him.

	“I double checked everything,” said the blushing young man. “Good girl. You’ve become an excellent, reliable little maid.” George winced, though perhaps just for show.

	“Why don’t you go change into something more appropriate before my mother gets home?” Emma’s mother didn’t require George to wear the maid uniform around the house, only to be dressed as a girl. Emma was the one who liked George to wear the maid uniform because it reminded him of his inferior place in their relationship. Besides, she told him often, she liked having a maid, and what was the point in having a maid if he didn’t look like a maid? That said, her mother would probably not be amused to know she made him dress up and act the part of her maid.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Put on the green playsuit I put in your closet.”

	George hated that playsuit. It was the only non-skirt or non-dress item he owed at the moment, but it was the most sissygirlish thing he had. It felt so tiny on him, leaving him so exposed and feeling so ultra-feminine.

	“Do I have to?”

	“Yes. And maybe wear the black platforms with it too,” added Emma as she kept skimming the magazine.

	George groaned to himself. Most girls would wear sneakers or cute flats with something so girlish, but Emma liked to make him uncomfortable, so naturally she went for over-the-top feminine. The black platforms were so tall they restricted his walk so much he felt helpless in them. Adding them to something as vulnerable and demure as the playsuit, made him feel like he was on display. For lack of a better word, the combination made him feel slutty.

	“Can I wear something else?” he asked.

	“Do as you’re told,” said Emma in an indifferent tone which disguised the thrill she got from giving orders. Giving orders made her tingle.

	George nodded his head and started for the door. Then he remembered, he had come here with a purpose beyond announcing the completion of his duties. It was time to do what he needed to do.

	“I was wondering,” started George nervously. “Could—”

	“Georgie. My mother will be home soon. Go change. Go! Go!” She waved the magazine she was reading toward the door without taking her eyes from the page.

	“I know. I just have a quick question.” “My mom will be home any minute.”

	George glanced at the clock. “We have ten minutes.” Now Emma glanced. “Five.”

	“Ok, five.”

	“And what if my mother’s early?”

	George ground his teeth. All he needed to do was ask this stupid question. He was nervous enough about it already. Why did she always seem to know when he was struggling with something and make it worse? Maybe she really was a super villain, he thought, and that’s her stupid power: to make his life difficult!

	“It’s just a quick question.”

	Emma dropped her magazine in exaggerated frustration. She threw her legs over the side of the bed, slipping her feet into her slippers, and rose to her feet. She started ushering George from her room with her hands as one might herd children. “Get moving. Time to change!”

	“It’s just a quick question.” “No.”

	“It’s important.”

	“Fine. Ask me while you’re getting changed,” said Emma as she shoved him into the hallway toward his room.

	The prospect of his stepsister coming with him and watching him change did not sit well with George. He didn’t want to strip down in front of her. What’s more, it felt very invasive or, perhaps, controlled, to have her watch him get dressed in girl’s clothes. Being seen in girl’s clothes had almost become normal; letting her watch him get dressed still felt... different.

	“Go go go,” said Emma as she moved him down the hallway.

	A moment later, George stood before his closet. Emma had planted herself in his desk chair and now watched him with her legs crossed over the arm of the chair. Her wedge-heeled mule dangled from her toes as she twirled a strand of hair around her finger. George reluctantly opened his closet. His small wardrobe of dresses and skirts was growing. It wasn’t anywhere near as large a collection as his stepmother or his stepsister had, but it was uncomfortably large already. In fact, it was large enough that George had begun to worry that the amount his stepmother had spent might encourage her to keep him in skirts longer than expected just to recoup her investment.

	“The playsuit,” said Emma. “I know.”

	George snatched the playsuit from its hanger. The fabric was dark green with a black print forming a sort of floral pattern in the material. It would have been really cute on any girl but him. George then bent down and grabbed the black platform sandals Emma had meant. These had the tallest heels of any shoes he had, though mercifully that height was remediated by the platform, which just barely kept them from being unwearable.

	“Pink panties,” said Emma.

	George bit his tongue. This was what he didn’t want. He didn’t want Emma dictating to him what he should wear, item by item. That’s when he felt the most controlled and it was an uncomfortable feeling. Besides, he was quite capable of picking out his own panties himself, thank you very much. Still, he knew the drill, so he moved to his dresser and pulled out the pink thong panties Emma wanted him to wear.

	“Are these good enough?” he asked sourly. “Yes, Georgia.”

	“I don’t suppose I can change into these in private?” he added sardonically, knowing the answer.

	“I’ve seen it all before.”

	He openly sighed his frustration.

	Emma rolled her eyes. “Oh don’t act that way, Georgie. I know you like it.”

	“Like what?”

	“Like being watched.”

	“I do not,” protested George.

	“Yes, you do. You get hard every time.”

	George always struggled whenever she mentioned his manhood, and he struggled worse when she pointed out that it got hard. Unfortunately, once again, she was right... he was hard. There was just something about being naked around Emma, or in panties around Emma, or in a dress around Emma, or being ordered around by Emma which excited him for some reason. He was powerless to stop it, and she had learned his weakness. In many ways, his manhood had become his kryptonite.

	“Change, Georgie. My mother will be home any minute.”

	George swallowed his pride and started pulling off his maid uniform. He unzipped the dress and pulled it upward. As he did, his stiff manhood came into view beneath the black panties he wore as the dress slid over his waist and then up over his head.

	“Gee Georgia, hard again,” said Emma drolly.

	George tried to ignore her, and he tossed the dress onto his bed. He unbuckled his bra next. That came sliding off his arms. Then he sat down on the edge of the bed and unbuckled the silver sandals. It felt good to have his feet flat on the ground once more. He stretched his toes into the carpet. For a brief moment, he thought about his visit with Oliver, and he thought about asking Emma why Carmen might have put padlocks on Olivier’s high-heeled shoes – was this something girls did? For training, perhaps? – but he thought better of it, lest Emma decide to do the same to him. He didn’t want to give her ideas, after all.

	“Hurry up, Georgie,” said Emma.

	He tossed the sandals to the floor and started to rise. “Put on the platforms,” said Emma.

	“Before I put on the playsuit and the new panties?” “You look cuter in panties and heels. Put them on now.”

	Emma was really enjoying ordering him around. She tingled with electric power. George, on the other hand, felt something rather different. Walking around in panties and heels made a woman feel vulnerable and exposed. It was something women did when they wanted to seduce a man, not when they were just changing their clothes. He knew that. He knew that Emma knew it too, so he understood that she was playing with him now, and that honestly excited him. It made him want to touch himself. But he couldn’t, he needed to get dressed. So he grabbed the platforms and slid a foot into the first. His painted toenails stuck out the open fronts. He buckled the shoe and then slid the other one onto his other foot, again buckling it into place. Then he stood up. He was several inches taller. His member remained blatantly hard beneath the panties.

	“And you claim you don’t like being watched?” chuckled Emma.

	George decided not to respond. He decided instead this was the best time to continue with his mission. He dove into his practiced pitch: “I was wondering, by the way. I, uh, haven’t seen Oliver in some time now. Do you think we could invite Oliver over?”

	Emma raised an eyebrow. This immediately struck her as odd. George and Oliver had been friends, but clearly that was no longer true, not the way Oliver had treated George. Why would he want to have Oliver over, she asked herself?

	“You want to see Oliver?” asked Emma.

	“I haven’t seen him in a while,” said George as casually as he could. He slipped his fingers inside the waistband of the black panties and he turned slightly so Emma would not see his manhood when he removed the panties. Then he pulled them down to his knees and let go. They fell to his ankles, where unfortunately, they tangled in his platform sandals. George blushed and crouched down to untangle the panties and step out of them. His manhood projected out from him like a bowsprit on a wooden sailing ship, and his sack swayed down between his ankles like a hammock. He hoped she couldn’t see either because of the angle at which he stood.

	“I thought you didn’t like Olivia anymore,” said Emma.

	George worked the panties down over his first shoe as quickly as he could so he could cover himself once more. “He’s ok.”

	Emma tapped her lip with her nails. None of this sounded right. Oliver was so nasty to him that Emma just saw no way George would find hanging out with Oliver to be an attractive proposition. There was something strange in his request. Emma just didn’t know what it was.

	“Let me think about it,” she said.

	George finally freed the panties from one shoe and now worked on the other; they had caught in the buckles. “I’d really like to see him.”

	“I said I’d think about it.”

	“Him and Carmen,” said George as casually as he could.

	Emma’s eyebrow shot up. Now she knew something was up. It was possible George was lonely and wanted to hang out with someone he sort-of- considered a friend and who found himself in the same strange position of being forcibly feminized. It was possible, even if not likely. But there was no way George could possibly want Carmen there. Carmen was pure humiliation in human form and she seemed to really hate George. Why in the world would he want Carmen to come then? If anything, Emma thought, George should have asked if there was a way to invite George without inviting Carmen.

	“And Carmen?”

	George finished untangling the panties and stepped out of them. “Yeah, I figure if we just invite Oliver, it will upset Carmen. I don’t want to cause Oliver any more trouble is all.” Again, his tone was casual, but his words struck Emma as odd somehow. Or had she misunderstood? She decided to test her theory.

	“I guess we can invite Oliver... but I don’t want to invite Carmen,” she said, and she watched his face for a reaction.

	For an instance, George looked flustered. Clearly, he had not expected Emma to say this and for some reason it mattered to him that Carmen came. Emma watched him lick his lips and say, “We can’t really invite Oliver without Carmen. Carmen would never let him go alone.”

	“I could ask her just to loan him to us—”

	“That could get him into trouble. I wouldn’t want to do that,” said George, repeating his odd comment from before.

	“Carmen’s a pain. I think we should just invite Oliver.”

	George bit his lip. He had hoped Emma would just accept his request without question. He was not prepared to defend his request to this level. In fact, he was running out of safe things to safe. He stepped into the pink panties and quickly pulled them up his legs, tucking his rigid manhood inside them to hide it once more. Then he said, “I’d rather invite both.”

	“If Carmen comes, she’s going to play with you and Oliver like you’re Barbie dolls. She’s going to make you two dress up, kiss, and who knows what else. It’s going to be humiliating. Is that really what you want? Wouldn’t you rather I just asked her to loan Oliver to us? Then you two can have a nice play date and we won’t need to deal with her.”

	George couldn’t believe Emma was fighting him on this! Was it really that hard just to invite her?! He needed Carmen to come over, not Oliver. He frankly didn’t care if Oliver came or not, and he didn’t understand why Emma was being so difficult about this. She and Carmen were friends, weren’t they? He always thought they were. So why was she so resistant to inviting her over?

	“I really don’t want to get Oliver in trouble—”

	“He won’t get in trouble,” countered Emma immediately. “We don’t know that.”

	Emma smirked. She had enough proof. “All right, George. What’s going on?”

	George twisted his lip. “What do you mean?” “You know what I mean.”

	“I just want to see Oliver. That’s all.”

	A sly smile appeared on Emma’s face. “So you want to see Carmen... do ya, Georgie?”

	George tensed up. He wasn’t sure how to answer this. He needed Carmen to come over, but admitting he wanted her raised a lot of questions he did not want to answer. Yet, at the same time, denying he wanted her could lead to Emma requesting Oliver come over but not Carmen. This was a problem.

	“I— I want to see Oliver.”

	“And Carmen. You can’t lie to me, Georgie boy.” “I’m not lying. I don’t want to see her. I just think—”

	“Why do you want Carmen to come over? You know she’s just going to humiliate you if she comes over, right? She’s going to have a grand time. Is that really what you want?” Suddenly, a light came on. Emma’s eyes grew wider. Her sly smile turned into a wicked smirk. She knew why he wanted Emma to come over. It was so obvious! “You want her to come ‘play’ with you, don’t you?!” declared Emma.

	All the color left George’s face. “Play?” “Of course. I should have known!” “Known what?” asked George helplessly. “You want her to humiliate you.”

	George’s jaw dropped. He felt like he’d been punched in the face and came out groggy. That was so not true! How could she even suggest that?! Sure, maybe it kind of sort of turned him on a tiny bit when Emma had done things to make him feel, uh, uncomfortable. But Carmen? Carmen was a different story. Carmen was cruel and evil. It was the difference between Catwoman toying with Batman and... and... well, Carmen trying to crush his manhood.

	“No, absolutely not!” insisted George.

	Emma wasn’t buying it. She had figured it out, of that she was sure, and nothing George said to deny it could change that. “Oh, George. You really want her to humiliate you?! Does it excite you that much?”

	“No! It’s not true!” “Of course, it is.”

	George shook his head vigorously. “It’s not. It’s not true!”

	Emma wasn’t listening, however. She “understood” him now. She had already kind of suspected this about him from their interaction the prior few days. Honestly, she didn’t like the idea though. Whether they had gotten along in the past or not, he was her stepbrother and she had come to think fondly of him, and that meant she didn’t like the idea of someone trying to hurt him.

	“I don’t think so, George.” “What? You don’t think what?”

	“I don’t think we should invite her. I get what you want, but I don’t want her coming over here and making fun of you. That’s just not right.”

	George ground his teeth. Nothing could ever be easy. “Emma, please,” he said.

	Emma shook her head. “Please?”

	“Why?”

	George bit his tongue. He couldn’t explain. He would need to let her think whatever she wanted to think, which unfortunately, was rather embarrassing, he just couldn’t risk the truth. “I just really want this.” He broke into a hopeful smile.

	Emma stared at him for some time before she finally let out a frustrated sigh. “Fine. I’ll invite her. But I’m not going to let her humiliate you. That’s not something I’m going to let anyone do to my baby sister.”

	George breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you.” “Now finish getting dressed.”

	George had pulled it off, but at what cost?

	 

	


Chapter Six: “Day Dreams”

	It was a strange night for both Emma and George. Each had much to think about.

	George lay in bed in his nightie. It was a pink babydoll nightie his stepmother had given him the prior week. He could feel its silky softness caressing his skin. It felt amazing, honestly. He wore it with a pair of black panties. They held his manhood tightly. The babydoll actually came with pink thong panties, but his balls kept falling out of those, so he typically wore the nightie with the black panties instead. They were called “boy cut panties,” a name George found utterly ridiculous, but which made him chuckle at the irony. His mid-heeled slippers were parked on the floor next to his bed. He wouldn’t have worn those at all, except Emma told him he would be punished if she caught him walking around without them.

	Another spanking, perhaps.

	George expected to spend a woe-is-me kind of night thinking about all the terrible things that kept happening to him. He had been feminized and humiliated. That should have bothered him. And now he needed to face Carmen, who was all about humiliation, with Emma having the completely wrong idea about why he wanted to see her. Even worse, he needed to steal a book from her purse without getting caught just to stop her from ruining his life so she could steal some boy from his stepsister who had feminized him and started all of this! Who knows what would happen if he got caught too. And as if all of that wasn’t bad enough, his stepmother was making him go to the dance with Ryan, a boy! That would be in front of all of his classmates. Then there was the Hanna issue. George had no idea what that meant, if anything. She might expose him in school too for all he knew.

	“Marvelous.”

	Yet, interestingly, none of this was what was going through his mind tonight. There was no woe, no self-pity. And try as he might to generate it, it wasn’t taking. Instead, his mind was thinking about possibilities. Was it possible he and Hanna could get back together? And if she did, was it possible she would make him dress like a girl from time to time... not that he wanted that, you understand, just that it could happen. He saw himself in the French maid dress from his dirty magazines as Hanna bent him over a couch and ran her hand over his rear. He imagined she would give a spanking like that if she were so inclined.

	Realizing how odd a thought this was, he decided to think of something else.

	What was he going to wear to the dance, he wondered? Would he look cute? Well, no, that’s not what he meant. What he meant was, was it possible to fool all the other students? If so, it could be quite a night... something he would remember. Kind of exciting.

	“The night I fooled them all!” He chuckled.

	Then his mind drifted to Emma. He had to admit that his relationship with Emma had never been better. Was it possible that would continue when he went back to being a boy? And would she stop treating him like, well, as her— the way she had been acting? He wasn’t sure. Interestingly, he thought, it did seem to work for them.

	George leaned back deeper into his pillow and considered all the thoughts he had gone through. It was an odd collection but kind of an exciting set of ideas. He slowly slid his hand down his side and wrapped it around his stiff manhood and stroked it. He imagined his shaft surrounded by fingers with red-painted nails, an image he found very sexy, even if they were his fingers.

	These were the possibilities that filled George’s mind as he slowly fell asleep, and they made him smile.

	—o—

	Unlike George, who fell asleep feeling rather content and with a smile on his face, Emma lay in bed wide awake. Certain images raced through her mind obsessively. She saw herself walking around the mall with George walking three feet behind her. He was carrying her bags as she chatted with one of her friends. She saw herself sitting on the couch in the living room as George vacuumed and then dusted while she read a magazine. She saw herself on the phone as George painted her toenails. There was a common theme to all of these. It was obvious: she liked the idea of having a maid serve her.

	“There’s nothing wrong with that, right? Everybody wants a maid.” But there was more to it. She didn’t just want a maid. She wanted a boy to be her maid... and she wanted him in a dress. That made it so much more exciting. Even more to the point, she wanted a boy in a dress she could order around. One who would obey her. Being obeyed was the incredible part. But therein lay the problem.

	“Good girls don’t want that,” she told herself. Her mother would never approve either.

	Her friends would never understand.

	Emma ran her tongue over her teeth. She had learned something about herself that she could never tell anyone. It had to stay a secret. She sighed.

	 

	


Chapter Seven: “Dressing For Tea”

	It was Saturday.

	True to her word, Emma invited Carmen over for tea.

	This was George’s chance to steal the book, if everything went right. What needed to go right? Well, hopefully, Carmen would bring the book as Oliver claimed she would. Hopefully, it would be in her purse. Hopefully, she would let the purse out of her sight long enough for George to take the book. Hopefully, George could sneak it away. Hopefully, Carmen wouldn’t notice it was gone. Hopefully.

	“Why did I ever agree to do this?” he groaned to himself.

	He knew the answer to that. He had no choice: he needed to succeed so he could stop Carmen from exposing him. He just wasn’t sure he could. That made him nervous. He was nervous too about what might happen if he got caught. That could be ugly. Moreover, he was nervous about how Carmen was going to treat him. Even if he succeeded, this might turn into a nightmare experience. But again, what choice did he have?

	—o—

	Carmen and Oliver were due to arrive in about twenty minutes. It was time to get dressed. George stood before Emma in a black bra, black panties, and tan stockings. Emma was insisting that George wear his maid uniform. He didn’t like that idea. He thought it would put Carmen in the wrong mood... give her the wrong impression. But Emma wasn’t listening to his protestations.

	“You’re going to be serving tea and snacks and things like that, so you need to wear a servant’s uniform,” said Emma in response to his objection.

	“I’d really rather wear something else.” “Like what?”

	“I don’t know... anything. Pants!”

	Emma laughed. “Pants? Your days in pants are over, Georgia. You need to accept it.”

	“Not when I’m a boy again. I’ll wear pants then.” “That may be, but you’re not a boy yet.”

	George exhaled his frustration. “So? Why can’t I wear pants? Girls wear pants.”

	“Girls, yes, but you’re not a girl.” “You just said I was.”

	“No, I said you’re not a boy, Georgie. You’re not a girl either. You’re kind of in- between... a sissygirl, and sissygirls wear skirts, not pants.”

	George had a cringe-worthy vision of himself as neither boy nor girl, returning to school as something in between and walking down the main hallway wearing skin-tight skinny jeans that stopped above his ankles and ultra-tall black spikes on his feet. Everyone was laughing.

	“Ok, not pants, but how about something else?” said George. “George.”

	“Please?!Anything but the uniform. If I wear the uniform, Carmen will act like I’m a servant—”

	“You are a servant.”

	“For you! But not for her.”

	“And today, you’re her servant too,” said Emma cheerfully. George bit his lip. This was hopeless.

	“Don’t give me that look, Georgie. This was your idea. You’re the one who wanted her over—”

	“Not to be her servant!”

	Emma put her hands on her hips. “Apparently, that’s the very reason.” She shook her head. “I still don’t like this George, but you wanted it, so I’m going to let you have this, but on my terms. Now stop fighting me and put on your uniform. You are the maid, you will act like it and you will dress like it.”

	George groaned. “That is a terrible idea.” “Yes, it is, but it’s what you wanted.” “Not to let her humiliate me!”

	“Then why? Why, George? Why do you want her here?”

	George ran his tongue over his teeth. He could not answer that question.

	Emma moved on. She scooped up his dress from the back of the chair over which it laid. “Your dress, ma’ lady.”

	George sighed and reluctantly took the dress. He slipped it over his head and Emma zipped it up. Its hem tugged at his knees, reminding him that his legs were exposed in their silk stockings. He felt ridiculous.

	“You have very girly legs, Georgie.” George groaned again.

	Emma handed him his white lace cap next. “Your cap, Georgia.”

	George took the cap and pinned it to his hair. Emma next grabbed his apron. This was more of a white belt with a lace-bound napkin hanging from the front than a true apron, but it completed the maid look. Emma moved behind him and slowly wrapped it around his waist, almost teasing him with it. She tied it in the back and then glanced over his shoulder, noticing that something pushed it away from his body. She shook her head.

	“Still claim you aren’t excited Carmen is coming?” she asked. George turned bright red.

	“You can’t hide that thing.”

	“Can we please not talk about it?” said George harshly.

	“It’s okay, Georgie,” said Emma in an innocently sympathetic tone which only made George feel all the more exposed. Then she kissed him on the cheek. It was really just a peck, but her lips were soft and warm and wet, and that combination made him feel strangely effete.

	Emma picked up the silver sandals from the closet.

	“Can I at least wear your low-heeled pumps?” asked George unhappily. He didn’t really dislike the silver sandals per se, his ego just demanded that he make some attempt to reduce the level of his feminization; he needed to strike some blow for his masculinity somewhere and this was what his subconscious chose.

	“And deny yourself the full experience? Oh no, Georgie. What kind of sister would I be if I did that?”

	George furrowed his brow. He would happily deny himself the entire experience quite frankly.

	“Do you know what heels are?” asked Emma. “Girl’s shoes,” said George sarcastically.

	Emma shook her head. “I read this in a magazine once. High heels are a way to make women vulnerable. They deny women the security of solid footing. They make it impossible for women to stand on an equal footing with men. They make it impossible for women to run away. Women know this. They know they are vulnerable when they wear them. Men know it too and it excites them. It’s like prey advertising itself to predators. How could I possibly deny you the joys of that?”

	“Of tottering around helplessly on stilettos?”

	“Exactly.”

	George grimaced. Her perspective made the already emasculating act of wearing high heels seem just a little dirtier. He knew too that from now on, he would always see heels as a sort of domination device meant to dominate women... even as he was the one wearing them.

	“Besides,” added Emma with a laugh as she held out his silver sandals for him to take, “they’ll make your legs look fantastic too.”

	“I can’t believe you found a way to make this even more embarrassing.”

	“That’s ok, you like embarrassment,” joked Emma. George pursed his lips. “I do not.”

	“Just take them, George.”

	George reluctantly took the shoes. He imagined himself tottering around in them. This time, his legs were bound at the knees and his arms bound to his sides at the elbows; he’d seen pictures like that in his dirty magazines and they had turned him on. He never imagined himself as the one in the ropes, though.

	“This is crazy,” said George aloud, though really to himself.

	He took a deep breath and slid one of the sandals onto his stocking- covered foot. He set his foot on the ground and buckled the ankle strap. Then he did the same with the other silver sandal on his other foot.

	“Aren’t you pretty,” said Emma. She fluffed up his hair with her fingertips.

	He was ready... whether he wanted to be or not.

	 

	


Chapter Eight: “Guess Who’s Coming For Tea”

	They were here.

	George nervously made his way to the door. His heels clicked particularly loudly, each step sounding like a thunderclap of doom to him: CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	Emma walked beside him. She had changed into an orange and yellow summer dress and white wedges. She looked pretty. Unlike George, she wasn’t the least bit nervous either. If anything, she seemed bubbly and giggly, though she intended to watch Carmen closely.

	“Remember what I told you,” said Emma. George nodded.

	Emma reminded him nevertheless. “When we open the door, I’ll invite them in. You curtsey and take their coats, if they have any.” This seemed unlikely given that it was high summer and quite warm, but then it was also possible Oliver would try to hide whatever he was wearing beneath a coat.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“I’ll lead them to the living room. You fetch them tea.” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“I don’t know what Carmen is thinking for Oliver, but she may want him to help. Probably, actually. If she does, then you girls try to get along. Don’t fight over who gets to be the bigger sissygirl,” said Emma with a snicker.

	George blushed.

	“And remember, Carmen is a guest. You will treat her as such. And I know that, for whatever reason, you’re hoping she does something... well, unreasonable, but you need to get my permission before doing anything crazy. Understood?” Emma actually intended to keep Carmen on a short leash. She had not liked the way Carmen treated Oliver and she certainly wasn’t going to let her disrespect her stepbrother the same way. Still, to let George enjoy himself, she intended to give Carmen some leeway. That seemed to be what George wanted.

	They reached the door.

	Ding dong! The bell rang a second time.

	Emma checked her makeup in the hallway mirror. She smoothed her dress. She glanced her stepbrother over one more time to make sure his uniform was perfect. After all, she had a reputation to keep in this too. She smiled at George and turned and opened the door.

	“Carmen!” gushed Emma.

	George detected a hint of disingenuousness in her gushing.

	Carmen returned the greeting and they hugged. Carmen wore a mint- colored tank top, a white leather mini, and platinum high-heeled wedges. Her nails were painted to match her top and her hair was tied back in a ponytail. Admittedly, she was quite attractive.

	“Thank you so much for the invite,” said Carmen. “Not at all, it’s good to see you again,” replied Emma.

	Carmen shifted to one side, revealing Oliver standing behind her. He wore a pink romper style dress and black-and-gray checkered platform sandals. They had thick platforms, chunky five or higher-inch heels, two wide crisscrossing straps over the toes and three-quarter inch thick ankle straps. Like the shoes he wore during George’s nocturnal visit, these also were locked into place with padlocks. Seeing the padlocks made George tingle.

	“You remember Olivia, of course,” said Carmen.

	She snapped her fingers and Oliver dropped into a curtsey. When he came back up, he was blushing bright red.

	“It’s lovely to see you again, Miss Emma,” said Oliver. Emma smiled. “How lovely to see you again as well?”

	She then stepped aside to make George more visible. This was his cue now, and he, like Oliver, executed a perfect curtsey. Curtseys were the one thing George never quite got used to, likely because they were so openly servile. And curtseying to Carmen, whose greedy eyes already told him she was looking forward to toying with him as a cat does a mouse, only made that feeling worse.

	“You’ve gotten good at curtseys, Georgia,” chuckled Carmen. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

	“Although, I suspect Olivia could teach you a thing or two.”

	George tensed up, afraid that Emma might take Carmen’s bait and start a curtsey contest between Oliver and George. She didn’t, however. Instead, she invited everyone in. “Tea anyone?”

	—o—

	Carmen swept her skirt beneath her and sat down on the couch. She set her purse on the floor next to her feet and crossed her legs, shaking her foot excitedly as she eyed the boys expectantly. George focused on Carmen’s purse. It was more like a bag really, he thought, with an open top. Keeping it closed was a single button which looked like a rivet. When she carried it, Carmen had held it by two short leather straps which currently draped over the top. It was just large enough to contain the book Oliver said would be inside along with the things normally found in a purse.

	“I love your top,” said Emma to Carmen as she slipped onto the couch opposite.

	“Thank you.” “Mint is so pretty.”

	“I think so too. And let me say, that summer dress looks divine on you,” said Carmen.

	“Why thank you. I was just—”

	DING DONG!

	The doorbell. Carmen raised an eyebrow. George and Oliver shot each other nervous glances. None had any idea who this could be. Only Emma seemed to know. She rose to her feet.

	“Our other guest has arrived. Do excuse us for a moment,” said Emma. Emma motioned George to follow her to the front door as Carmen and Oliver stayed in the room. George bit his lip and nervously followed his stepsister toward the door. The last thing he wanted was more people seeing him dressed like this, especially with Carmen licking her chops to humiliate him.

	“You never mentioned anyone else,” said George. “Didn’t I?” asked Emma innocently.

	“No.”

	“Oh, I thought I had.” This was obviously not true. “Who is it?”

	Emma smiled politely. “You see, George, Carmen can be kind of a jerk and I got to thinking that it might be a good idea to have help keeping her in check. But who could help? We needed someone Carmen thinks doesn’t know who you are, so she’ll need to behave in front of her. It needed to be someone who actually knew who you were though, just in case Carmen decided to expose you. But who? Then it came to me.”

	Emma put her hand on the door.

	“In fact, it became really obvious after our talk the other day when you told me she found out who you were but that you two hit it off after that.”

	George’s eyes grew in horror. “Wh— what have you— who—?” Emma pulled open the door.

	“Hanna!” gasped George.

	“Hey, girlfriend,” said Hanna smugly.

	 

	


Chapter Nine: “Ringing The Bell”

	George was stunned. What in the world inspired Emma to invite Hanna?! Yes, yes, she said it had to do with wanting someone to tame Carmen blah blah blah... but Hanna?! HANNA?! How could she invite Hanna? Didn’t she know that Hanna enjoyed humiliating him even more than Carmen wanted to? Didn’t she know what Hanna made him do in her room? Didn’t she— Actually, no she didn’t. George never told her, which now seemed to be a significant oversight. Maybe, he shouldn’t have lied to Emma and told her the whole Hanna thing had ended well.

	“Why did I do that?” he asked himself unhappily. This was a problem.

	“Thanks for coming, Hanna,” said Emma casually.

	“I wouldn’t have missed it,” said Hanna ominously. And while she smiled kindly at Emma, George was sure her eyes smirked at him as she took in every detail of George’s girlish uniform from the delicate cap on his head to his pretty painted toenails. “I see George is wearing his uniform.”

	“Yes, he’s serving today, so I thought it made more sense.”

	Hanna made a sort of pouty expression. “Oh, too bad, I wanted to see how our little ‘Georgia’ dresses on her day off. So far, I’ve only seen her in her uniform, after all.”

	“He has some beautiful dresses.”

	“I’ll bet he does. He’ll have to show me sometime.” She then held out her purse and the light raincoat she had draped over her arm for George to take. “Be a dear, George,” she said.

	George pursed his lips, but took the purse and coat set them in the closet.

	“You’re such a good servant.”

	Emma accepted the compliment on his behalf. Then she nodded her head imperceptibly at George. This was a signal, but George didn’t know what for. When he didn’t respond, she cleared her throat. Again, he didn’t respond. He didn’t know what she wanted.

	“Did we forget something?” she asked him finally. “What?”

	“Hanna is a guest.”

	“So?” asked George. “How do we greet guests?”

	Guests got curtseys. Curtseys. George furrowed his brow. Did she actually expect him to curtsey to Hanna? She wasn’t really a “guest” guest. Besides, she knew who he really was now, which would make it very awkward. Still, the scowl on Emma’s face told him he better get on with it. So he swallowed his very wounded pride and dove into a curtsey.

	It was a nice curtsey.

	Hanna’s silence in response was deafening. George expected to hear laughing or some sort of mockery, but she said nothing. At first, at least. After what seemed like forever to him, she smiled softly. Then she said, “Well, he never did that when we were dating, I can tell you.”

	Emma bit her lip to keep from giggling but failed. She giggled. Then Hanna giggled.

	George didn’t giggle. He felt very small. “Shall we?” asked Emma.

	“Let’s,” replied Hanna.

	Emma and Hanna linked arms and practically danced off to the living room. George watched them go in shock. This was going to be difficult enough without Hanna here. Now it seemed impossible. Now he needed to navigate Carmen and Hanna and escape Emma’s watchful eye to get that book.

	—o—

	George followed the girls back to the living room.

	He found himself admiring Hanna’s dress and shoes along the way. She wore a white and green and black and silver print dress. It hung to mid- thigh. She wore chunky-heeled white mules with it. Her toes stuck out the open fronts. Her nails were polished silver. It was a pretty combination.

	“Hanna, do you know Carmen?” asked Emma once in the living room. “I’ve seen her at school,” said Hanna.

	“I’ve seen you too,” replied Carmen.

	The two girls approached each other and offered shallow hugs. “Why don’t we move to the dining room for tea?” asked Emma.

	The other girls agreed, so Emma ordered George and Oliver to the kitchen to get everything ready. Meanwhile, the girls made their way toward the dining room. As they disappeared around the corner, George saw Hanna glance back over her shoulder and wink at him. He also saw Carmen leave her purse by the couch.

	—o—

	All little girls have tea parties. They invite their dolls and stuffed animals and sometimes their younger brothers once properly anointed in makeup. This is a thing little girls do. And when they do it, they know what goes on the table, real or imagined. Emma did this as a little girl. She knew what she wanted on her table then and she knew what she wanted now. George had no such background and was, therefore, struggling to figure out what all needed to be provided. Fortunately, he had a list.

	George looked over the instructions. He needed to put a kettle on the stove. Just a pot of boiling water would not do. It had to be a kettle, one that matched the plates and cups. Nor could he use the microwave to heat the water. It needed to boil on the stove. He also needed to fetch tea cups, saucers, small spoons and cloth napkins. Tea packets were to be placed on a tiny plate. Apparently, sugar came in cubes, and he needed to put those into a sugar bowl as well. He scratched his head.

	“What does a sugar bowl look like?” he wondered.

	CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! Oliver’s thick heels struck the tile floor as he marched over to the dish cabinet and grabbed a small white bowl which had a lid on it. The sound of his heels sent a tingle down George’s spine. Fortunately, he and Oliver were alone in the kitchen as the girls tittered along in the living room. Thus, no one saw his rising shame.

	“This.”

	George stared at it and pursed his lip. “Huh. Ok.”

	“You’ll want these too,” said Oliver and he grabbed the saucers. George pursed his lips even further. “I see.” He stepped over toOliver, his heels tapping out an equally feminine sound, and took the saucers. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! He raced back to the serving tray on the counter and the list. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“I’ll get the cups,” said Oliver.

	CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK!

	George glanced at the list. Sure enough, cups were on there too. He was having a hard time focusing though. That sound made him feel so squishy. It was like an itch he couldn’t scratch. And the constant presence of the sound any time either of them moved was starting to have an effect on George. It was distracting... exciting. He pinched his eyes closed, trying to focus his brain on something other than the fact the boys were both wearing heels.

	“How do you know this stuff?” asked George, though he knew that was probably an impolitic question to ask.

	“What stuff?” “About tea parties.”

	Oliver didn’t respond. He went up on tiptoe and pulled down the tea cups.

	George watched his heels lift off the ground and felt his heart race.

	There was something so exciting about this, even if it was a boy. Then he heard it again. A faint muffled sound.

	Ding Ding Ding.

	This time, he’d heard it for sure: a mysterious ringing bell. He thought he heard it before when Carmen and Oliver came through the door. Then he thought he heard it again in the living room, but he didn’t know what it was. At first, he thought it was Carmen’s earrings; they dangled. But that wasn’t it. Then he thought it might be coming from her purse, but her purse had been still the second time. Now, now he was alone in the kitchen with Oliver. That meant it had to be Oliver. But what on Oliver was jingling? He studied Oliver surreptitiously. He saw nothing. What could it be?

	Oliver moved the cups to the tray.

	CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK!

	George let himself savor that sound before moving to the silverware drawer to gather the necessary silverware. He wanted to touch himself so badly. He wondered if he could get away with it.

	“I take it you have a plan?” asked Oliver suddenly. George looked up. “What?”

	“A plan? To get the book.”

	George’s mind came back to the present and he blushed as he realized what he had been contemplating. “Did she bring the book?”

	“It’s in her purse, like I told you.”

	George thought he would feel better knowing the book was here. After all, it meant his plan was working and there was one less thing that could go wrong. But somehow, knowing this only made him more tense. Part of him had actually hoped she wouldn’t bring the book and he could forget the whole thing. That wouldn’t solve his problem, but it would relieve the pressure he felt to pull this off. But now he knew the book was here and he knew he needed to make his play.

	“I wonder if Batman ever regrets finding the villain? ‘Gosh Robin, nothing to do here. Let’s go back to the Bat Cave’,” he told himself in a dark humor.

	“So what are you planning?” asked Oliver.

	George shrugged his shoulders. In truth, he didn’t really have a specific plan. All he had was that he would to try to grab the book without Carmen noticing at some point. He hadn’t thought of more.

	Oliver furrowed his brow. “You don’t have a plan?”

	“It’s not exactly like I knew if she was going to bring it—” “I told you—”

	“How was I supposed to come up with a plan without knowing where she would put her purse or if she would leave it alone or anything else? I’ll come up with something,” said George defensively.

	Oliver slapped his hands on his hips, spread his feet wide and glared at George.

	Ding ding ding. There it was again.

	“How can you not have prepared for this?” “How could I?” countered George.

	“At least think about what you’re going to do!”

	“How was I supposed to know where she would put her purse?” “Where do girls always put their purses? Always! They drop them to the floor next to their feet!”

	“I don’t know that. She could put it by the couch or on a chair or leave it over her shoulder—” complained George.

	“No girl is ever going to leave a purse over her shoulder, George!

	Haven’t you ever carried a purse?”

	Somehow, this question struck George as ridiculous coming from a boy and being directed at another boy. Indeed, this was one of those moments that gave George an insight into how far they had come in being feminized that they could argue over the merits of purse carrying.

	Oliver continued: “Right now, it’s in the living room, right next to where she was sitting. The top is a button which opens with a snap. It doesn’t lock. There’s no zipper or tie or anything else. Got it?”

	George scratched his neck. That was helpful to know. “Yeah.”

	“Then get your act together. We need that book, and you can’t let her catch you taking it. Do you know what she’s going to do if she catches you?! It won’t be pretty. So focus, come up with a plan, and get it done.” Oliver seemed extremely nervous to George. He was snapping at George much more than normal.

	“I’ll get it done. Don’t worry.” Oliver shook his hands in frustration. Ding ding ding.

	George furrowed his brow. There it was again. What was that noise? It seemed to go off whenever Oliver jerked his body around, like when he was shaking his hands or jabbing his finger toward George. One thing was for sure: it was coming from Oliver somehow.

	“What is that?” asked George finally. “What is what?”

	“That ringing, like a bell?”

	Oliver seemed taken aback. “I don’t hear anything.”

	George did not back down. To the contrary, he took a step toward Oliver: CLICK! CLICK! When he did, Oliver took a step back: CLUNK! CLUNK! And it rang again: ding ding ding!!

	“That.”

	They stared at each other in silence for several seconds. Then Oliver’s blush got worse.

	“It’s nothing,” said Oliver.

	George knew now he was right. “Why are you ringing?” “I’m not.”

	“You are.”

	Oliver regained his composure and glared aggressively at George. “Focus on the book. That’s all that matters.”

	George knew that tone. Oliver wasn’t going to give an answer, and the more George tried, the angrier Oliver was going to get. But this time, George had the advantage: Oliver was desperate for him to get that book. For the first time in days, George held the power. He took a step closer. CLICK! CLICK!

	“What’s that noise?” he asked. “It’s nothing.”

	George folded his arms and dug in his heels. “What is it?”

	“It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.” Ding ding ding!!There it was again.

	“Show me.”

	“No way.”

	“Show me or I’m not getting that book for you.”

	All the color left Oliver’s face. “You can’t do that.” “Watch me.”

	“It’s nothing!”

	George was determined. Oliver wanted the book, not him. Yes, he wanted to know what Oliver claims he knew, but he didn’t even know if that was real. All he knew for sure was that Oliver wanted the book and he needed George to get it for him. Knowledge is power.

	“Show me,” said George firmly. It felt odd to have power again over someone.

	Oliver shook his head.

	“Then no book,” said George and he started toward the door to the kitchen.

	“Wait!” exclaimed Oliver. “You can’t!” “Then show me.”

	Oliver broke. “It’s just a stupid bell. Carmen’s making me wear it.” “Why?”

	Oliver blushed once more. “To remind me I’m her slave.” Oliver visibly struggled to say that word. “Plus, she said it lets her keep track of me. It’s just something stupid. Let it go.”

	George snickered to himself. The idea of Oliver wearing a sissybell was actually quite funny, and a little exciting. Carmen could definitely be creative in her humiliations, that was for sure. Once more, he was glad for Emma. George was just about to say so when he suddenly felt a strong desire to see the bell. He didn’t know why. It could have been a desire to exercise power over Oliver. It could have been simple curiosity. Either way, he wanted to see it.

	“Show me,” said George.

	Once again, the color left Oliver’s face. “What?” he asked incredulously.

	“Show me.”

	“But I told you—”

	George held firm. “Show. Me.”

	Oliver stared with horror into his friend’s eyes. He had never seen George look so determined; there would be no getting around this, he could tell that right away. Oliver bit his lip. Then he slowly, reluctantly pulled up the hem of his dress. As he did, George found his breathing getting shallower. This was incredibly exciting for some reason, and it got even more exciting with each millimeter of stocking and panty to come into view.

	“Go on.”

	Oliver pulled his dress even higher. Oliver’s pink panties appeared in full. They were tented out by his manhood, which was fully stiff and probably longer than George’s. Through the panties, George could already see something attached to it. Oliver pulled the dress even higher and pinned it to his belly with one hand. His other hand slipped back down and inside his panties. His nails were bright red. His fingers fished his manhood from his panties. It popped out a moment later. There it was. It was longer than George’s and, indeed, from the bottom of it hung a bell. A silver bell. It tinkled as it came into the open air.

	Ding ding ding!! It rang louder now that it stood in the clear. Then came a new voice.

	“So, you’re a boy too,” said Hanna from the door.

	 

	


Chapter Ten: “Caught With His Panties Down”

	George and Oliver spun in horror to face the unexpected intruder. It was Hanna all right. She was laughing as she closed the door behind her. Fortunately, she was alone. She took two steps closer to the hapless boys.

	“H— Hanna,” gasped George.

	“Hi Georgie,” said Hanna. “You two are having a good time, I see.” “It’s— it’s not what it looks like.”

	Hanna just smirked in response. She slowly drifted closer. She was almost within arm’s reach, which caused Oliver to regain his wits. He thrust his hand toward his manhood to stuff it back inside his panties out of sight. Hanna saw this, however, and stopped him before he could manage it.

	“Hold it!” she commanded.

	Oliver froze once more. He twisted his lips. Then he and George exchanged nervous glances. Neither had any idea what would happen next and that terrified them both.

	“I figured you were a boy! I wasn’t sure though. I guess that proves it. Olivia, Olivia... Oliver. Is it Oliver?” she asked.

	Oliver nodded his head, but otherwise remained frozen in terror.

	“Now, this isn’t fair,” she said, and she moved a little closer. She was looking at Oliver’s manhood and shaking her head.

	“What is?” asked George nervously.

	“Olivia showed you hers, but you didn’t show him yours.” “W— what?”

	“You should show him yours.”

	George’s jaw dropped. Was she really suggesting what it sounded like she was suggesting? “W— what do you mean?” His mouth was so dry he almost couldn’t say the words.

	Hanna’s lips curved into a coy, innocent smile. “Well, Georgie, don’t you think it’s only fair you show Oliver yours after she was such a good girl and showed you his?” She brushed back a stray hair from his cheek as she said this. Her feather touch made him tremble.

	George swallowed hard. He shook his head.

	Hanna, however, nodded her head. “Go on, Georgie.”

	George glanced at Oliver, who was still looking at the floor. Then his eyes caught Hanna’s. Her bright eyes were locked onto his. She had caught him playing whatever game this was and she wanted to see it played, her way.

	“It was just— the bell. I didn’t know what it was— It was ringing. Carmen’s making him wear the bell around his thingie,” said George in a mess of confusion as he tried to talk his way out of showing his manhood. “I wasn’t trying to see his thingie, I really wasn’t.”

	“You just wanted to ring the bell, is that it?”

	The color drained from George’s face. “Absolutely not!” Hanna chuckled. “Sure you did.”

	George shook his head dramatically.

	“Well, be that as it may, I think it’s not fair that poor Olivia showed you her thing and you never returned the favor. So, let’s see it, George.” She folded her arms confidently.

	George nodded his head reluctantly. He slowly reached for the hem of his dress. He pulled it up to his hips, exposing his black panties as it rose. His manhood stood up hard beneath his panties.

	“Boys must really find this exciting,” opined Hanna upon seeing how stiff he was. “Continue.”

	George kept raising his dress until the top of his panties were visible. He slipped his hand with its painted nails inside his panties and fished his manhood out. Like Oliver’s it poked out rigidly away from his body.

	Excitement read in Hanna’s face. She giggled and applauded. “It’s so cute!”

	“Thanks,” said George sarcastically. “Let’s see whose is bigger.

	“No!” exclaimed both boys.

	But Hanna grabbed Oliver by the sleeve and turned him toward George. Then she grabbed George’s sleeve and turned him toward Oliver. The two boys now faced each other, each with their manhoods stiff and pointed directly at the other. Hanna stepped back and examined each as she rubbed her chin as if she were contemplating a work of art.

	“Olivia’s is definitely bigger,” she said.

	George blushed. Was she really comparing their manhoods?

	“It’s not as cute though. But the bell is kind of cute,” she said, and she tapped the bell with her finger, causing Oliver to jump at the surprise.

	Ding! Ding! Ding!

	“Why don’t you have a bell, Georgie?” asked Hanna. George furrowed his brow. “What?”

	“Why don’t you have a bell? Olivia has a bell. Why don’t you?” “Boys don’t wear bells around their things!” he snapped. “Olivia’s wearing a bell.”

	“That’s because ‘Olivia’ does whatever Carmen says. I would never wear a bell!” growled George.

	“What is that supposed to mean?” demanded Oliver. “Girls,” said Hanna, cutting them off. “No fighting.” “He started it,” said Oliver.

	“I did not. What I said was true,” countered George. “Girls,” repeated Hanna more loudly.

	George and Oliver stopped arguing, but still glared at each other.

	Hanna then rolled her eyes.

	“You two should be best friends. Look at all you have in common? I mean, how many boys like to dress like girls and serve tea to their sisters? Not many, I’m pretty sure. But both of you do!”

	“I absolutely do not!” growled Oliver. “Me neither,” added Oliver.

	Hanna sighed. “All right. I see what we need to do here. There’s only one way to solve this.”

	“What’s that?” asked both boys simultaneously.

	“You two need to hug until you’re best friends again.” “Hug?!” exclaimed George.

	“Never!” added Oliver.

	“Yes, hug.” Hanna folded her arms across her chest again. “Hug each other and be friends.” Her smile broadened and she giggled, before adding, “And tell each other how pretty you are.”

	George gritted his teeth.

	Oliver glared at her. For a moment, it looked like he was going to tell her to forget it, but as George had learned, Oliver always gave in at the last second on these things. He did again. Oliver turned to face George. George thought about objecting nevertheless, but he suspected he would lose, and every passing second made it more likely that Carmen or Emma would come to the kitchen and discover them; it was best to get this over with.

	“All right,” said George and he reached down to tuck his manhood back into his panties.

	Hanna shook her head. “Leave it out.” “But—”

	Hanna’s glare, which was oddly more comical than forceful, stopped him cold. George bit his lip. “Just hug?” he asked.

	“And say something nice.” “How long?”

	“We’ll see,” said Hanna with a wide smile.

	George turned to Oliver. He twisted his lips and shrugged his shoulders. George took a deep breath and spread his arms. He tried to wrap them around Oliver without touching any other part of Oliver’s body. It was awkward, but he managed. Now he only needed to say something, but what?

	“You’re really cute as a girl,” said Oliver. “Thanks. And you’re... uh, pretty.” Hanna clapped. “Now kiss.”

	“Kiss?!” gasped George.

	He had visions of his prior kisses with boys going through his mind. Those had been simultaneously unbelievably exciting and horrifically embarrassing. Just the fact they had excited him terrified him. Worse yet, this time his you-know-what was hanging out there for all to see. What, he thought, if it went off? He could never live that down, and both Hanna and Oliver would be there to see it!

	“Yes, kiss,” said Hanna. “But he’s a boy.”

	“Neither of you can really be called ‘boys’ at this point,” laughed Hanna. “Now kiss, girls. And it better be better than that terrible hug. If it isn’t a good kiss, I’m going to make you keep trying until I’m satisfied.”

	“Now, wait just one minu— mmmph!”

	George was cut off mid-sentence when Oliver pulled him close and smashed his warm wet lips into George’s lips. Their bodies drew together from toe to lip. As they did, to George’s horror, George’s manhood bumped into something. His eyes shot wide open! What had happened?! It couldn’t have been that, could it? No, it was too soft, wasn’t it? It had to be Oliver’s clothes, right? Before he could try to make sense of it though, Oliver’s tongue shockingly ran over his lips. That tickled, but it was super exciting too. His manhood throbbed.

	Ding! Ding! Ding! Apparently, so did Oliver’s. “So cute!” exclaimed Hanna.

	George wanted to vanish into a hole. He pushed Oliver away. He grabbed his manhood and shoved it back inside his panties. He jerked his hand back out, noticing that it was wet, and yanked his dress down over his panties to hide the fact. He spun around toward the sink and wiped his hand on a dishtowel.

	“That was super cute,” giggled Hanna. “I’m glad,” said George sourly.

	“Oh, don’t act like you didn’t like it.” “I’m not acting!”

	“You loved every minute of it.”

	“I did not!” gasped George indignantly.

	“If you didn’t like it, then why are you so hard?” asked Hanna. “You were really excited. I saw the stars in your eyes when Olivia planted her lips on yours. You were in love!”

	George’s jaw dropped. “I was not in love!”

	Hanna shrugged her shoulders. “At the very least, it turned you on.” Oliver was chuckling at him.

	George pursed his lips and furrowed his brow, but he could say nothing. She was right and they all knew it. Denying it would not help. He blushed bright red and stepped away from Hanna toward the counter. “If you don’t mind, Olivia and I need to finish the tea before Carmen and Emma get suspicious and come in here.”

	Hanna smiled. “All right. See you girls soon,” she said, and she slipped out.

	George shook his head as Oliver stuffed his manhood back into his panties and pulled down his dress.

	Ding ding ding.

	“Stupid bell,” he thought. He knew he would never hear a bell again without thinking about what just transpired. He glanced at Oliver, who was suspiciously quiet unlike their other encounters. He wondered why, though he told himself he probably didn’t want to know.

	“Let’s get back to work,” he said finally. Oliver nodded his head.

	 

	


Chapter Eleven: “Purse Thief”

	George smoothed his skirt, picked up the tray, and passed through the door to the dining room. He was carrying the teapot. Steam rose from its spout. He also carried a small tray of tea bags which the girls could use to make their tea. Emma and Carmen were sitting at the table chattering about boys at the school. Hanna watched him enter the room with a smirk.

	“Oh good, here’s the tea,” she said.

	“I hope you brought cookies too,” said Emma. “Yes, Ma’am, Olivia has them,” said George.

	No sooner had he said this than Oliver came through the door. He carried the tray with the cookies, the plates and the napkins. George grabbed a second tray of cups and saucers and returned with those.

	“It took you long enough, what were you doing in there?” asked Carmen.

	George and Oliver shot each other embarrassed glances.

	“Nothing,” said George. His face was turning bright red and he felt in his mind once more the sensation of Oliver’s tongue gliding over his lips. “It just took the water time to boil is all.”

	“Well, I’m glad you’re here,” said Emma calmly. “Thank you, girls.” “Yes, thank you,” added Hanna.

	“Isn’t it wonderful having servants?”

	“I’m starting to see the benefits, that’s for sure.”

	“I’m not sure how I got along without one before,” said Emma with a playful laugh.

	“I’m never going back,” said Carmen considerably more seriously. She grabbed a cookie and bit into it.

	George set down his tray and started handing out cups and saucers and tea bags. Then he poured the water. As he did, Oliver moved around letting the girls take cookies from his tray. George noticed that Oliver’s romper was tented up considerably. Realizing that his own dress probably was too, George made sure to keep objects in front of it so Carmen wouldn’t notice.

	“I’ve been wondering about that,” said Hanna. “About what?” asked Emma.

	“How did you both end up with the ‘girls’ at your beck and call?” asked Hanna.

	Emma smirked. “It’s a long story... but maybe Georgie should tell it?

	Would you like to tell the story, Georgie, or should I?”

	George blushed. The last thing he wanted was to tell the story of how his stepsister enslaved him and made him into her feminized servant. That was too much to ask, so he shook his head. “I’d rather not.” He moved next to Carmen and set down her cup and saucer.

	“Then I will,” said Emma happily.

	Hanna leaned forward and rested her chin on her hand. “Do tell.”

	“One day, I came home from minding my own business, and what did I find?” asked Emma in a melodramatic tone.

	“What?” countered Hanna in the same melodramatic tone.

	“My girly stepbrother prancing around the house in my clothes! My clothes!”

	Hanna gasped. “Shocking!”

	George furrowed his brow. “That’s not true!”

	“You gave up your chance to tell the story, so I’m doing it. Now shut your little mouth and do your girly servant thing, Georgie.” She turned back to Hanna and her eyes grew larger. They were like ponds of excitement. “There he was tottering around on my heels, flittering around in my best dress, just having the best time pretending to be my little sister!”

	“That’s not true!” repeated George.

	“Yes, it is, and he was so excited. I said, ‘George, I’m shocked you’re wearing my clothes!’ And he looked at me with his pouty lips and he said, ‘But I’ve always wanted to be a girl!’ It was the cutest thing ever.”

	An indignant George stomped his high-heel encased foot on the floor and balled his hands into fists. “That is so not true!”

	“That’s how I remember it,” said Emma.

	“She caught me breaking a window – actually, it was Olivia who broke the window – and she made me dress like this, or she threatened to tell her mother what I did. She’s the one who made me dress this way. She’s the one who told me to act like a girl. She’s the one who turned me into a servant!”

	Emma shrugged her shoulders. “It might have happened that way too.

	Tomato tomahto.”

	“I never wanted to be a girl,” insisted George. Emma laughed. “Now, that’s not true.”

	“It is true.”

	“It’s not. The truth is that George has taken to his role quite naturally. He seems to love being a girl. He’s a natural. And—” she paused. “Should I tell them the rest, Georgie?”

	George furrowed his brow. “What rest?” “About your secret desire.”

	“What secret desire?” George was genuinely confused.

	“The reason you wanted to invite someone to something,” said Emma dropping hints and she carefully nodded toward Carmen in a way which only George could see her do it.

	George’s jaw dropped. He knew exactly what she meant now and the last thing he wanted was Emma claiming that he liked to be embarrassed. That was something he never wanted either Hanna or Carmen thinking. Or Oliver, for that matter. He shook his head.

	The genie had peeked out of the bottle, however.

	“What secret desire?” asked Hanna with intense curiosity. Carmen too leaned forward with curiosity.

	Emma watched George’s eyes as they pleaded with her not to speak.

	His face was turning bright red. “Please, no,” mouthed George.

	Emma felt a wave of electric energy race through her. She was only teasing him and planned to announce that, but the thrill she got from holding this “secret” over his head and threatening to expose it was filling her with an excitement she could not describe. Still, she wouldn’t do that to George, and she had had her fun.

	She sighed.

	“Sadly, ladies, while I would love to tell you what turns my girly stepbrother on, I am not the kind to do that. I will let him keep his very shocking little secrets, unless he chooses to tell you himself.”

	George simultaneously felt incredible relief that she hadn’t told them his supposed secret, and utter horror that they now thought he even had a deep, dark secret. It took only seconds for that to bear fruit too, as George felt something warm and soft on the back of his thigh. He knew right away it was Carmen’s hand. Worse yet, her hand was starting to move up his leg, up his dress, right toward his rear. George swallowed hard.

	“Is that true, Georgie? Do you have some terrible secret?” asked Carmen.

	“I, uh— no.” He shook his head.

	“You don’t seem so sure. Do you, sissygirl?” she asked. He shook his head again. “No, Miss Carmen.”

	Her hand moved further up the back of his leg, pulling up the hem of his dress as it went. It was now at the bottom of his rear. He could feel tingly shocks race across his cheeks as her fingers came into contact with them ever-so-slightly.

	“Don’t you want to share it with us?”

	George felt himself start to sweat. “N— no, Miss.” “Why not, Georgia?”

	“There’s no secret.”

	“Of course there is. Everyone has secrets. I’ll bet yours is a lot of fun.”

	George looked to Emma for help, but all she did was smile back at him, give a little wave with her fingers and mouth the words “You’re welcome.” Apparently, she thought she had done him a favor. Apparently, he was on his own in this. He had no idea how to get out of this one.

	“I could make you tell me,” said Carmen oddly seductively. “H— how?” he asked.

	“I could spank you until you tell me,” she said.

	His manhood twitched and it created a wet spot on his panties as George imagined himself strewn across Carmen’s lap as the others stood in a circle around him watching. He saw her bringing down her hand on his red rear time and again, and the entire time, his member dripped puddles into his panties.

	“Why don’t you tell us, Georgie?”

	George cautiously shook his head. “There’s nothing.”

	Suddenly, Hanna interrupted. “Before you go spanking our server, I would like to have some tea.”

	This effectively cut off Carmen’s chance at spanking George and Carmen flashed Hanna an angry look in response, before recovering her kinder facade. “I was only joking.”

	“Naturally. So Olivia’s a boy too, is he?” “Yes.”

	“I didn’t know that,” lied Hanna. “What a small world! Speaking of small worlds, are either of you going to the Back to School Dance?”

	“I am,” said Emma excitedly.

	This started an animated conversation about the dance as the girls ate their cookies and drank their tea. Each was excited for the dance and the return of school. They agreed it would be nice to see all their friends again more regularly. They talked about dresses and dating. Then Emma made some comment about the image the dance committee used on the handbill announcing the dance. Hanna had not seen it, and this finally gave George the chance he needed to steal the book.

	“I have one in my purse. Let me get it and show it to you,” said Emma. “Oh don’t trouble yourself,” pleaded Hanna.

	“It’s no trouble,” said Emma, “that’s what servants are for!” She turned to George, who had just poured Carmen more tea. “Can you go to the living room please and fetch it from my purse?”

	George immediately saw his chance. “Yes, Miss Emma.”

	Emma smiled. It was good indeed to own a boy. And as she watched George scurry off at her command, a satisfying feeling of power washed over her. Meanwhile, George didn’t waste a moment. He raced to the living room as quickly as possible without raising suspicions; after all, he knew they could hear the clicking of his heels as he went, and it would not do to run. So he forced himself to take measured, yet firm steps.

	“There it is,” he thought as he entered the living room.

	Across the room, next to the couch where Carmen had first sat down was Carmen’s purse. He walked straight to it and crouched down next to it. The top was closed, but it was held closed by a single button. He popped the button and slipped his fingers inside. They immediately found the book, just like Oliver said he would. He grabbed the book and started to pull it out.

	Then there was a noise behind him.

	It was high heels approaching down the hallway!

	Click! Click! Click! Click! Click!

	George knew he could not liberate the book in time before whoever this was caught him. And even if he somehow managed it, there was no way to hide the book in time. He would be caught red-handed. So he made the difficult decision to drop the book back into place and pulled his fingers from the purse. He immediately shot to his full height and spun around to see who it was.

	Emma. It was Emma. She had just entered the room.

	George tensed up. His heart pounded in his chest. Had she seen what he was doing? She must have, he thought. How could she not? He waited for her to explode with a stream of accusation.

	It didn’t happen.

	“That’s not my purse, George. I think that’s Carmen’s,” said Emma in a matter-of-fact tone. She walked over to the cabinet. “I think the handbill is in the drawer anyways, not my purse.”

	George said nothing.

	Emma opened a draw at the base of the cabinet and pulled out the handbill. It was on heavy card stock, about six inches by four, and it announced the pending dance and gave all of the relevant details.

	“Thought so. Here it is,” she said happily. “Oh good,” said George.

	She nodded and started toward the hallway again, but then she stopped. She stepped over to him. “You seem to be having a great time,” she said. “I thought you might like that last bit about the secret. You should have seen how excited you looked. You owe me for this!” She chuckled as she said this. “And I told you that bringing Hanna would help. Without her, Carmen would have spanked you!” She smirked. “But I guess, maybe you wanted that?” She shrugged her shoulders. “Are you ready?”

	“For what?” asked the mystified George. “To go back?”

	George glanced over his shoulder at Carmen’s open purse. The book was right there. This had been the perfect chance to get it! How could Emma have stumbled upon him in that moment? It wasn’t fair. One second more and he would have had it. Now? Now he might never get another shot.

	“I’d rather stay here.”

	“Oh no, you don’t. You’re the reason they’re here!” she said, and she grabbed his arm with hers and walked George back to the dining room. He would need to hope a second chance presented itself.

	 

	


Chapter Twelve: “Dress up”

	George returned to the dining room and started clearing the used dishes. Oliver helped him. As they moved about collecting things, Oliver kept shooting George looks which screamed: “Did you get it?!” George didn’t think it was safe to respond before the girls, so he said nothing. After a minute or two of gathering dishes, they made their way to the kitchen.

	“Well?” demanded Oliver immediately. “Well, what?” countered George.

	“Did you get it?”

	George shook his head. “Not yet.”

	Oliver pursed his lips. He was tense. “I need that book.”

	George set the tray on the counter. “Why is this book so important to you? What is it?”

	“I told you, it doesn’t matter,” snapped Oliver. He took a cookie from the tray he had carried in.

	George started setting the plates in the dishwasher. He found it funny loading the dishwasher while wearing heels. Everything was just a little farther away than normal with him being taller. It was one of those little moments where he became acutely aware of his feminization, like when he moved his legs apart too far and his skirt caught them. He found himself smiling for no clear reason.

	“Are you going to try again?” asked Oliver. His question annoyingly brought George out of his strangely happy day dream.

	“If I get a chance,” said George. “You have to try.”

	“Why don’t you try?”

	“Carmen won’t let me out of her sight,” said Oliver, who ate another cookie.

	George was going to say they were out of sight right now, but the kitchen did not lead to the living room without passing by the dining room. Otherwise, he would have simply marched to the living room and grabbed the book. He set the last dirty cup in the dishwasher.

	“You have to try again,” said Oliver.

	“I’ll try again if I get the chance, but I can’t guarantee I’ll get the chance,” said George. “Whether I get it or not though, I tried, and you need to tell me what you were going to tell me either way.”

	Oliver shook his head. “No book, no deal.” George glared at him. “That’s not fair.”

	“Life’s not fair, girlfriend,” said Oliver and he walked back out to the dining room.

	“We are definitely not friends after this,” grunted George and followed him.

	—o—

	When George got back to the dining room, he heard the girls talking about pedicures. He tensed up immediately. Given that one of his jobs was to give pedicures to Emma and his stepmother, George immediately assumed Emma had brought this topic up to disclose that he painted her nails. Unfortunately, she really seemed to think she was doing him a favor bringing up embarrassing topics. He held his breath waiting for that shoe to drop.

	“I love a good pedicure,” said Emma. The other girls nodded.

	“Do you know what I like best about pedicures?” said Carmen. “Having pretty nails?” guessed Emma.

	“Better.”

	“What’s better than having pretty nails?” asked Hanna. “Especially in sandal season,” added Emma.

	Carmen waved her hand dramatically to silence the other girls before her announcement. “The best thing about getting a pedicure is when you get a foot massage before they paint your nails. I love that!”

	“Ooooh,” said Emma. “I’ve never had that happen.” “Then you need a new place,” said Carmen.

	Emma smirked. “I think I can convince my ‘place’ to do it.” She winked at George, and he knew his duties had just grown.

	“I’ve never had one either,” said Hanna.

	“Olivia gives excellent foot rubs, don’t you dear?” said Carmen, which made Oliver shrink.

	“Can I borrow her?” laughed Hanna.

	Carmen laughed. “I’m sure that can be arranged.”

	“I was wondering, by the way,” said Hanna. “What is the secret of making the girls look so feminine? They both look so amazingly girlish for boys! What are they wearing underneath?”

	“Olivia needs a lot of help, let me tell you.” “Like what?”

	Carmen started to explain, but then stopped. “Let me show you, it might be easier.” Carmen pointed to the spot in front of her and Oliver came over. She instructed him to remove his dress.

	Oliver hesitated.

	“Don’t make me punish you, Olivia,” said Carmen. “Do you really punish Olivia?” asked Hanna.

	“Of course.”

	Hanna shifted excitedly in her seat. “And how do you do that?”

	“It depends on the infraction, but the most common is a simple spanking. I find it to be the most effective.” She reached out and patted Oliver’s rear ominously as she said this. “But sometimes, I try to be creative.”

	“Like how?”

	“Oh, I might make him do extra chores or wear something I know he hates. I like to make the punishment fit the crime, for example.”

	“How does it feel to spank him?” Carmen laughed. “It feels fantastic.”

	Hanna looked to Emma. “Do you spank Georgia?”

	Emma smiled politely. “Georgia’s a good girl. I’ve never had to,” she lied. George felt tremendous relief that she hadn’t opened that can of worms. His manhood was already stiff and had been throbbing a lot today, talking about spanking him probably would have set it off.

	Carmen turned back to Oliver. “Why are you still dressed?”

	Oliver reluctantly unzipped his romper dress and removed it. He stood before the young women in panties, stockings, a garter belt and a white leather corset, and of course the heels he could not remove. His manhood stood ramrod stiff beneath the panties. George saw the outline of the bell through the panties, though it hung largely hidden in the gap between Oliver’s skin and where the panties had been tented out.

	Hanna stood up and moved around Oliver, examining him in detail. “Oh, I see. So the corset gives him his shape,” said Hanna.

	“Yes, without it, he’s all angles, no curves.”

	Hanna nodded her head and ran her fingers over the laces in the back of the corset, which was tied very, very tightly. George watched this in fascinated horror. Part of him found her touch and the fact she was examining a feminized boy incredibly exciting, but at the same time, it was super emasculating, and it took little for him to place himself in Oliver’s shoes.

	“Does Georgia wear a corset?” asked Hanna. “He has,” said Emma, “but he doesn’t need it.” Hanna raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

	Emma nodded her head.

	Hanna looked George up and down. “That girlish shape is natural?” “I don’t believe it,” said Carmen.

	“It’s true,” replied Emma. “Prove it.”

	“Yeah, I don’t believe it either,” said Hanna.

	George felt very small. Not only were these young women examining and discussing him, but they seemed convinced that his natural shape was girlish. This was yet another blow to his masculinity.

	“I don’t know—” said Emma cautiously. “We’ve all seen it before,” replied Carmen. “Gotta prove it,” said Hanna with a laugh.

	Emma bit her lip. At two against one, there wasn’t any reasonable way to avoid this, so she nodded her head.

	George twisted his lip. This day just kept getting worse. He had no choice though, so he reached behind his back and unzipped his maid dress. Then he lifted it over his head, exposing his bra and panties and stockings. He wore no garter belt, as Oliver did, and no corset.

	“Wow,” said Carmen.

	Hanna nodded her head. Then she said, “He’s got a bra. Does he have boobs?” She put her finger in the front of George’s bra and tugged it to look inside.

	“Just wishful thinking,” said Carmen.

	“That’s too bad. George would look good with boobs.”

	George winced at the thought, and he imagined himself walking through school in jeans and a t-shirt with enormous breasts jiggling away on his chest.

	Hanna stepped back and examined the nearly naked young man before her. “He’s really quite girly, you know. I never noticed that before. He has kind of an hourglass figure, wide hips and athletic but feminine legs. Who knew?”

	“He certainly fits into my clothes easily,” agreed Hanna. The girls laughed.

	“Do you know what we should do?” asked Hanna. “What?”

	“We should play dress up.”

	Emma’s eyebrow shot up. “Dress up?”

	“Yeah!” exclaimed Hanna enthusiastically. “If Georgia fits in your clothes, let’s dress her up in various outfits and see how she looks. I’ve been dying to see her dressed in more than just the maid outfit.”

	Emma smiled. “That sounds like fun.”

	It didn’t sound like fun to George, but then he had no say in the matter. And before he could even come to terms with what was happening, the three young women marched him to Emma’s room as Oliver brought up the rear. Soon, they were yanking everything out of Emma’s closet and throwing dresses and blouses and who-knows-what onto the bed to build outfits for George to wear.

	George watched this frenzy of activity with a bit of shock. No boy ever got this excited about his clothes. That said, he had to admit to a certain amount of excitement himself. He didn’t know why, but there was something infectious about what the girls were doing. Although, he didn’t want the girls to know that, and honestly, he wasn’t sure he should be feeling it anyways.

	“Are you ready, Georgia?” asked Hanna finally. “For what?” asked George cautiously.

	“To dress up!”

	George twisted his lip. “Could we pass on this?” Hanna and Carmen rolled their eyes.

	“Come on George,” said Emma and she took his hand and walked him over to the bed. From there, she picked up a dark blue tea dress and the black platform sandals he disliked so much. “Put these on!”

	“Now?”

	Emma pushed the sandals into his hands. “Now.”

	George glanced down at the sandals. They were very feminine. The dress was even more feminine. Then he glanced at Hanna and Carmen. They were holding up more items, including the terrible green playsuit, and showing them off to each other excitedly. He glanced at Emma next and saw her eyes all lit up like a city at night. She looked very happy.

	“I have entered the world of girls,” he said, half in shock, half in terror. He glanced at Oliver, embarrassed that another boy would witness this.

	Oliver betrayed no emotion. George was on his own.

	George nervously pulled the tea dress over his head. The other girls immediately started gushing about it. They loved the dress on him! It looked perfect on him! They needed to find a party to go to with him! All the boys would be at his feet begging to dance with him!

	“But I’m a boy,” protested George nervously. “You don’t look like one,” said Carmen,

	“And no one’s going to care in that dress,” added Hanna.

	George glanced at Oliver looking for maybe a lifeline to pull him back out of this foreign world of lace and silk and gushing about boys. Oliver still offered none. He just shook his head.

	“Try this on next,” called Carmen behind George. “And then this,” said Hanna.

	George sighed. There was no escape.

	—o—

	Over the next twenty minutes, George found himself dressed as “Princess Georgia” in the tea dress and “Garden Party Georgia” in a yellow and white-polka-dot dress. He was now being dressed as “Co-ed Georgia,” which involved a red miniskirt, a white sweater, and white sneakers. These were the first flat shoes he could remember wearing since this whole thing began and they were rather uncomfortable. In fact, he kept finding himself wanting to go up on his toes. He wondered if he should worry about that?

	As George smoothed out the white sweater, Hanna left the room to find her purse. When she came back, George heard something deeply troubling. Ding ding ding. He knew that sound. He shot a nervous glance at Oliver, who looked away.

	“I have something here for Georgia,” said Hanna. “What is it?” asked Emma.

	“It’s a gift. This is just something to remind him of all that happened today and how much I’ve enjoyed our little get together.” She held out a handful of tissue paper with something wrapped inside. George furrowed his brow suspiciously. He held out his hand and Hanna dumped the tissue paper into it. George slowly unwrapped the paper. What could this be? As he removed the paper, a small silver bell attached to a silver necklace appeared in the palm of his hand. The necklace had been around Hanna’s neck until a few minutes ago. The bell? He knew this bell.

	His jaw dropped.

	“That’s so pretty!” gushed Emma.

	George glanced helplessly at his stepsister as she immediately took the necklace and wrapped it around George’s neck. She worked the clasp closed and let the necklace hang. The bell hung right below his throat.

	Ding ding ding.

	George couldn’t believe it. He had no idea how she had gotten it or how she kept this from Carmen (Oliver certainly wasn’t going to tell Carmen), but George now had Oliver’s thingie-bell hanging around his neck for all the world to see. Of course, only George, Oliver and Hanna would know what it was, but that was enough, and that didn’t make this any less terrible to George. He would know. What’s more, he could tell no one what it really was without explaining how he knew, which meant he couldn’t tell Emma why he didn’t want to wear it, which meant she would make him wear it. This was Hanna’s inside joke.

	“I hope it brings you good memories of today,” said Hanna knowingly.

	George withered. This was truly humiliating. “I— I— I don’t know what to say.”

	“Start with ‘thank you’,” said Emma and she nudged him.

	George winced a smile and automatically broke into a curtsey. “Thank you, Miss Hanna.”

	“You’re welcome, dear,” laughed Hanna.

	 

	


Chapter Thirteen: “The Truth Comes Out”

	George leaned his head against the door after closing it. They were gone... all of them: Carmen, Hanna and Oliver. Only Emma was left. He’d never been so exhausted in his life. Thankfully, it was over. Unfortunately, it had all been for naught. The only reason he wanted to invite Carmen had been to get that book, but Emma had inadvertently spoiled that when she walked in on him at the worst possible moment, and he never got a second chance. Now there was no possibility of getting the book before the dance. All of it had been for nothing. And there was nothing he could do to change that. Whatever Carmen was going to do, Carmen was going to do, and he could not stop it.

	He sighed.

	“Soon, the whole school will know.” He sighed again.

	“Come on, lazy bones,” said Emma. “We have to finish cleaning up before my mother gets home.”

	“The master calls,” said George sardonically.

	He straightened up and followed Emma to the living room, where he knew the others had left glasses and cookie crumbs. The kitchen held dirty dishes too, and her room was a disaster of clothes. Fortunately, his stepmother wasn’t expected home for another hour or two. He started picking up dishes.

	“Did you enjoy yourself?” asked Emma.

	George rolled his eyes. “I told you before. I don’t like that stuff. You have the wrong idea.”

	“Then why did you want me to invite Carmen?” “Not to humiliate me!”

	“Then why did you want her here?”

	George still had no good answer. Indeed, even with no chance left to get the book, he still thought it better not to tell Emma why he had tried, so he stayed silent on that point. He shrugged his shoulders.

	Emma pulled something from her purse. “Was it to get this?”

	George was so sure what she would say that he didn’t process what she really said at first. In fact, it took a moment for it to strike him that her answer was unexpected and significant. “What did she say?” His eyes darted to her hand. In it, she held the black book George had tried to steal!

	“The book!”

	Emma nodded her head.

	“But how— How did you get that?!” gasped George.

	“I saw you trying to pull it from Carmen’s purse, and I realized you had invited her over to take it. So when no one was looking, I excused myself, slipped off to the living room and took it.”

	George’s jaw dropped all the way to the floor.

	“Now, do you wanna tell me why I stole it?” she asked. George twisted his lip. “I’m not actually sure.”

	Emma furrowed her brow. “What?”

	“I mean, I know why, I just don’t know why.”

	“Makes total sense,” said Emma sarcastically. “Now tell me. All of it.”

	George took a deep breath. It was time to come clean. Slowly, he related the story of how Oliver had warned him that Carmen intended to steal Gavin from Emma despite the bet and how Oliver then added that Carmen’s plan involved exposing him, but that Oliver would not tell him what she intended unless he agreed to steal the book for Oliver. Oliver never told George what the book was, but George assumed it was something embarrassing to Oliver which Carmen was holding over his head.

	“Interesting,” said Carmen calmly. “Shall we see what this is?”

	Emma flipped the book open and started reading. She raised an eyebrow almost immediately and then began to chuckle. She flipped several pages in as George watched her anxiously.

	“What is it?” he asked.

	She ignored him and kept flipping.

	“What is it?” asked George again a moment later, and he stepped forward, which caused Emma to turn the book away from him. She flipped to a few more pages, giggling several times. Finally, she closed the book and she snickered.

	“It’s Carmen’s diary,” she said. “It is?”

	“I think Oliver lied to you. This isn’t something she’s holding over him, it’s something he wants to hold over her. Although, there is some cute stuff in it about what she caught Oliver doing.”

	“That liar!” growled George.

	Emma nodded her head. “I wonder if anything else he told you was true?”

	“I don’t know... but I know how to find out.”

	—o—

	George crawled through Oliver’s window. This time, he dressed a little more appropriately... sort of. While Emma had insisted that he remain dressed as a girl, she had actually let him wear jeans this time. Interestingly, he found them to be less comfortable than the soft, flowing skirts he had been wearing. She also insisted that he wear heels, as she liked him in heels, but she let him wear wedges. George had no complaint about those.

	“Oliver,” said George as he slipped through the window to the floor. “Did you bring the book?” asked Oliver from the dark.

	“Where are you?”

	“Just leave the book behind the desk. I’ll call you in the morning with the information,” said Oliver.

	“Uh uh,” said George. “We need to talk.”

	There was a moment of tense silence. Then Oliver stepped out of the shadow and came to George. He wore a see-through white babydoll nightie with a furry hem. His pink hair was pulled into an ever-growing pony tail. His face was covered in makeup. Beneath the white nightie, he wore a sturdy looking tight white corset. It had been pulled very tightly and it contracted his shape into a feminine hourglass shape. He wore no panties, and his manhood was rigid. It was hairless. Dangling from it was the silver bell like the one around George’s neck; he must have had a replacement. On Oliver’s feet were very tall high-heeled sandals. The same padlocks as before reflected the moonlight coming through the window.

	“Give me the book,” said Oliver.

	“The book wasn’t what you said,” said George.

	“I never said what it was. All I said was that I need it to break Carmen’s power. Now give it to me.” Oliver took another step closer to George. His eyes scanned George to see if he could spot the book. His impatience was plainly visible in his moonlight-framed face.

	“I don’t have it with me.” “Why not?”

	“Because I’m not giving it to you.”

	Oliver glared angrily at George. “What are you playing at?” “Tell me what Carmen is planning,” insisted George.

	“And why would I do that?”

	“Because I know what you were trying with the book, and I know that you lied to me to try to get it. So you’re going to tell me what’s really going on or I’m going to give the book to Carmen and tell her that you stole it and tried to get me to hide it.”

	George saw Oliver shudder in the moonlight. “You wouldn’t!” “Why not?”

	“Do you know what she would do if you told her that?”

	George shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea, but I can guess. And that’s why you need to tell me what she’s planning.” George paused momentarily to see if Oliver would resist, before continuing; he didn’t. “You better tell me the truth too. I’ll know if you don’t because I’m going to hold the book until after we see if what you tell me really happens or not.”

	Oliver knew he was beaten. If George handed the book over to Carmen, she would show no mercy, not that she had much to begin with. He could never allow that, so he would need to do what George wanted. Unfortunately, that meant he wouldn’t have it in time to free himself before the dance. That said, he could still salvage the situation if he could convince George to give him the book after the dance. There was still time to free himself from Carmen as long as he could get that book before school started.

	“Promise to give me the book after the dance, then I’ll tell you everything,” said Oliver.

	“I’ll think about it.”

	Oliver shook his head. “No promise, no deal.”

	George rolled his eyes. “Never mind then. I’ll give it to Carmen and see what she says.” George turned toward the window.

	“Wait!” gasped Oliver. “I’ll tell you.” “The truth?”

	“Yes, the truth. Just please give me the book after the dance. You don’t understand what she’s like. I need to break free from her before school starts or— or it’s going to be terrible,” pleaded Oliver.

	“Tell me the truth and we’ll see,” replied George coldly, who had been betrayed by his former friend one too many times to trust his plea.

	Oliver took a deep breath.

	“And don’t leave anything out,” added George just in case.

	Oliver nodded his head. “You know Carmen wants Gavin really badly. She’s infatuated with him. Thinks he’s amazing. She has no intention of honoring the bet with Emma. I loved her dress today, by the way. Emma’s got great taste,” said Oliver.

	“I thought so too,” agreed George reflexively. Neither seemed to realize how unnatural this exchange was for two boys.

	Oliver continued: “She has a plan to make Gavin hate Emma so she can slide in and win him.”

	“What plan?”

	“She wants me to pretend to seduce him.”

	George looked at Oliver’s strange pink hair and obvious male traits.

	He doubted George could pull off a successful seduction. “You?” “Yeah.”

	“But he’ll never think you’re a girl.”

	Oliver shook his head. “Doesn’t matter. When I do it, I’m supposed to talk about Emma as this great person and talk down Carmen—”

	“Talk Carmen down? You have that backwards,” interjected George. “No, I don’t. I talk Emma up and talk Carmen down. Then I’m supposed to let out the secret that I’m a boy if he hasn’t already figured it out. That’s going to disgust him. When he ‘catches’ me, I’m supposed to tell him that Emma sent me to get him to dislike Carmen because she knew he liked Carmen better. That’s supposed to turn him against Emma for setting the whole thing up and draw him to Carmen because she’s the ‘innocent’ victim.”

	George raised an eyebrow. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard.” “It’s true.”

	“No, I mean it, it’s really stupid. But it’s also just crazy enough to be something a teenage girl might come up with.” In fact, the more George thought about it, the more this sounded exactly like the kind of plan Carmen would create. But there was one thing missing. “What about me?”

	“What about you?”

	“What’s she going to do about me?”

	Oliver twisted his lips. “Nothing,” said Oliver reluctantly.

	“Nothing?! You said she planned to expose me. You said that was part of her plan!”

	Oliver shifted back and forth on his tall heels. “I, uh, kind of lied about that.”

	“You what?”

	“I lied,” admitted Oliver. “I needed to get you to steal the book and you weren’t interested in helping Emma, so I made up a reason for you to get involved.” He paused. “She isn’t interested in you.”

	George could feel his temperature rising. Almost everything that had happened today – the tea party, being tortured by Hanna, Emma thinking he liked being humiliated – all of it was a direct result of his needing to get the book to find out the information Oliver was dangling before him. And now, now it turned out that was all based on a lie.

	“Sorry,” said Oliver.

	George took a deep breath. Whether or not Oliver had lied to him, he believed what Oliver told him about Carmen’s plan against Emma. That was something Emma needed to know. So that was good. As for the rest, there would be time to settle that later. Right now, he needed to keep his cool and keep Oliver from doing anything rash.

	“It’s no big deal,” said George as calmly as he could. “Really?”

	“The point is we need to stop Carmen. I’m going back to my house to talk to Emma.”

	“And then you’ll hand over the book?” asked Oliver hopefully.

	“If everything you’ve said proves true... then I’ll personally hand over the book.”

	 

	


Chapter Fourteen: “Dancin’ With Myself”

	George stared at the silvery dress hanging from his closet door like some sort of evil presence. That was his dress for the dance tomorrow. His stepmother had brought it for him this afternoon. He had no idea where she had gotten it as he didn’t recall seeing it in her closet, but there it was... taunting him. She even brought him t-strap sandals to go with it. Was the dress pretty? Absolutely. Would he look good in it? Sure. Had he worn worse? Of course. But he’d never worn anything like this at a dance, with a boy, in front of all his classmates. What if they spotted him? His life would be over. Finished. He would forever be “the boy in the dress.”

	“No one spotted you at the mall,” he reminded himself.

	That was true, but those people didn’t know him. They were all strangers and none of them were going to look at him to try to decide if they knew him or where he would fit into the scheme of things once school started. Ryan and Anthony had been at the mall, true, but they didn’t really know him at school either. This was different. This was dangerous.

	“Hanna spotted you,” added the part of him that worried.

	“Yes,” came the quick retort, “but she stared right into my eyes. She got a really close look.”

	“Ryan’s going to get a close look.”

	George felt a creeping sickness in his stomach.

	“Others might too. All it takes is one person. And what if Oliver shows up and exposes you?”

	“Oliver wants the book.” “Oliver is unpredictable.”

	He imagined himself ridiculed as he walked through the school after the dance. He saw the other kids snickering behind his back. Some smirked openly. Other’s pointed at him. Oddly, he wore a pink blouse in this image.

	“I need to make sure no one can recognize me... but how?” “Makeup!” he replied.

	He now saw himself at the dance, almost naked except for some cute heels and a lot of makeup. His manhood was hard as a rock, and he was stroking it for all to see. He felt a rising sense of panic.

	“Stay calm,” he told himself. “It’s just nerves. And who knows, maybe I won’t have to go?”

	That wasn’t happening though. His stepmother was sending him. He was going. And he was wearing the dress. That dress. The end. All he could do was hope no one noticed. But how could they not? That dress was going to stand out. And if he got excited, something else was going to stand out too!

	“I’m doomed,” he sighed.

	George decided to put himself out of his misery and go to bed. Maybe he would dream of being a superhero or something. He liked those dreams, though he had one a few days ago that still disturbed him; he had dreamed he was dressed like Wonder Woman.

	George stepped out of his slippers and slipped under the covers. He wore his pink nightie and black panties. He reached to turn out the light but glanced over his shoulder at the dress one more time. He almost expected it to float in the air like a ghost. It didn’t, but he didn’t feel any better about it.

	He flipped the switch. The room went dark. He fell asleep almost immediately.

	—o—

	George walked into the dance... only, this wasn’t the dance. He could tell that right away. For one thing, this wasn’t the high school gym. This was more like a castle; he was pretty sure he had even crossed a moat to get here. Moreover, unlike the gym, this enormous room looked like Bruce Wayne’s ballroom with floor to ceiling windows and thousand-candle chandeliers casting light. The students didn’t look right either. The girls wore bulbous dresses made of taffeta and satin like the kind princesses wore in the movies, and the boys wore tuxedoes. No one wore sneakers. Like the other boys, George wore a tuxedo. It was black. With it, he wore a white shirt, a silver cummerbund and white gloves.

	He approached Carmen. She wore a flowing purple dress.

	“I didn’t think you’d come,” she said. Her tone was snide, and she scowled. She seemed cocky. Super villains always are.

	“Someone had to stop you,” said George confidently. “And you think that’s you?”

	“Your evil plan is evil, Carmen. Give it up or I’ll put an end to it.” Carmen looked him up and down. There was a condescending smirk on her face. Then she glanced over her shoulder at a boy sitting on a throne. This had to be the Prince. He wore a black tuxedo as well and a mask which covered his eyes. His hands were tied to the throne’s arm rests.

	“And how do you plan to stop me... dressed like that,” she asked.

	George raised an eyebrow. “Dressed like this?” he repeated doubtfully. What did the way he was dressed matter? Wasn’t he going to whip out some weapon and terminate this most vile villainess with extreme prejudice? What did she mean, “Dressed like that?”

	He found out a moment later.

	George yelled, “So be it!” Then rather unexpectedly, he found himself grabbing the front of his shirt and ripping it wide open, exposing golden cloth beneath. He somehow pushed his arms through the hole and his entire tuxedo slipped back over his shoulders, down his torso and to his ankles. He stepped out of it and stood before Carmen with his chest sticking out. To his utter surprise, he was wearing a golden dress similar in style to the purple one Carmen wore. He even wore gold high heels.

	“So it’s you, Georgia!” gasped Carmen.

	George was stunned. “Why am I dressed like this?”

	“It won’t matter,” continued Carmen as if everything made sense. “You’ll never win the Prince from me! I’ve made him my slave. He has no interest in you!”

	“We’ll see about that!”

	Carmen was two steps ahead of him, however. She shouted, “Get him!” and stepped backwards as Oliver slid between George and Carmen. Only, it wasn’t quite Oliver. This Oliver was dressed in a light blue princess dress with long golden hair. He dove for George and grabbed his hands. George assumed Oliver intended to wrestle him to the ground, but instead, Oliver pulled George to him, and they started dancing.

	“What are you doing?” demanded George. “I’m using your secret weakness against you!” “What weakness?”

	Oliver laughed and bent forward and kissed George right on the lips. George felt Oliver’s tongue jam inside his mouth and dance among his teeth. His mind screamed a warning. He saw red lights flashing. His manhood shot to attention beneath his dress in response.

	“Let go of me!”

	“You can’t resist me, sissygirl!” declared Oliver. “You like this!”

	As he said this, Oliver’s right hand pulled away from George’s hand and swiped at George’s stiff manhood. He instinctively dodged left. George felt it barely miss the first pass. It came again. This time, George dodged right. Again, it barely missed latching on.

	“Need help?” asked Hanna, who walked up next to him. “Help me! I need to save the Prince from Carmen!”

	Hanna folded her arms. “I don’t know, George. It looks like you’re enjoying yourself too much to save anyone.”

	George looked down. He saw nothing, but he could feel something stroking him. It wasn’t Oliver though, so what was it? He started breathing heavily. He didn’t have much time left to act.

	“Save me!” he groaned to Hanna between sharp breaths. Hanna laughed. “What will you give me?”

	“What do you want?” he pleaded. His strength was vanishing. “Will you be my sissygirly, Georgia?”

	George tingled.

	“Will you drop to your knees before me? Worship me? Do what I say? Tell the world you belong to me?”

	George took a deep breath. What would he do? His eyes were closing. He was breathing hard. His manhood was nearing its limit. He needed to make a decision and fast! Would he give in and become Hanna’s slave? George opened his mouth to respond...

	... and he woke up.

	George lay in bed panting. His manhood was stiff as a rod. His fingers were wrapped around his shaft. He had been stroking himself. He slowly pulled his hand away and lay there quietly. He felt a little embarrassed. Finally, he rolled back over and closed his eyes.

	“What a crazy dream,” he said. He fell asleep once more.

	 

	


Chapter Fifteen: “Let’s Dance!”

	George tried not to feel like a fool when Ryan showed up at his front door to pick him up, but it was hard. He hadn’t agreed to this date – his stepmother had done that – but he was still the one going with a boy.

	Ryan wore a black suit with a skinny black tie and black sunglasses. He was trying very hard to look cool, with only limited success; he struck George as awkward more than hip. For his part, George wore the silver dress, and the t-strap pumps his stepmother had gotten him. His face was made-up carefully to include mysterious eyes, which he hoped would keep anyone from spotting him. He was very attractive, though he would have traded that for being obscure in a heartbeat.

	Emma and his stepmother stood behind him as Ryan came to get him. “Are you ready?” asked Ryan. His mouth was clearly dry.

	“Yeah,” said George unhappily. He didn’t know what else to say.

	Emma stepped forward. “You two are such a cute couple! I’m sure you’ll have a great time! Georgia has been talking nonstop about how much she’s looking forward to this and how she can’t wait to dance with you!”

	George glared at her. She smiled back innocently.

	“We need a photo of the happy couple,” said Marjorie suddenly.

	George cringed. Why were they treating this like a real date? He just wanted this over as fast as possible. Nevertheless, he dutifully posed next to Ryan. He even let Ryan put his arm on his back for the picture. His stepmother shook her head as she took the shot. She couldn’t believe she was sending her stepson to a school dance dressed like a girl with a male date. At least it would all be over tomorrow, she told herself, and then they would have some sanity in the house again.

	“Although, I will miss Georgia’s attitude,” she admitted to herself. She sighed and snapped another photo.

	“You kids stay out of trouble,” she said.

	“And take good care of my little sister!” added Emma. She then stepped forward and kissed Ryan on the cheek, which made him blush and grin uncontrollably, before handing George a small silver clutch purse.

	—o—

	George had never been more nervous in his life than he was walking into the dance on Ryan’s arm. Even walking into the mall had been less nerve-wracking. At least the mall wasn’t full of people he knew! He almost faltered and needed to push himself not to turn and run away. He got there though. And as he walked into the dance, he was relieved to find they had dimmed the lights a good deal to set the mood. This would help hide his identity.

	“I haven’t been to a school dance before,” said Ryan. “What should we do?”

	George twisted his lip. He’d been to one, but that hardly made him an expert. Last time, he and Oliver picked a spot in the corner and stood there not really sure what they should be doing and hoping no one saw them. George was just about to suggest they do the same thing when he saw that they had set out a small number of tables on one side of the gym and another set halfway across the gym. The idea of sitting and getting off his feet was appealing; these heels were pretty but not comfortable. Plus, it seemed less likely he would be asked to dance if he was sitting.

	“Why don’t we sit down?” said George. “Ok,” agreed Ryan.

	George and Ryan drifted over to the closest group of tables and sat down at an empty one. The other tables already had kids, but no one George recognized. He crossed his legs like a girl and twisted his high-heeled- encased foot nervously as he folded his arms tightly over his chest.

	“They did a nice job decorating,” said Ryan. “Yeah,” agreed George.

	They sat in silence for over a minute, with neither knowing what to say. “So are you Emma’s little sister, like she said? I thought you were her cousin,” asked Ryan finally. “Cousin.”

	“But she called you ‘little sister’?” “She does that.”

	“I see. She has a brother, doesn’t she?”

	George pursed his lips. That was a dangerous question. Ryan knew Emma, and if he stopped to think about it, he might recall that Emma’s brother was “George.” From there, it seemed pretty easy to connect George to this person in the dress. He decided to cut off this angle of conversation and buy himself a few moments safety. “Say, Ryan, would you mind getting us drinks?”

	“Drinks?”

	“Yeah, drinks,” said George and he pointed to a table that had a large bowl of punch and some cups already full of punch spread out before it. One of the teachers stood behind the bowl watching it to make sure no one added alcohol.

	“Yeah, sure,” said Ryan.

	Ryan rose and walked over to the drinks table. As he did, Hanna came up behind George and slid into Ryan’s seat, startling George.

	“Hi George,” she said. “Hanna?!”

	George tensed up. His mind raced with fear. Would she start yelling? Would she expose him? Was she going to be nice? What did she want? The tea party still hadn’t really answered that question.

	“W— what are you doing here?” asked George nervously. “Duh, the dance.”

	George glanced around perfunctorily. “Oh yeah. I mean, I thought you weren’t coming.”

	“Why not?”

	“I figured with you breaking up with Neil,” said George awkwardly. Hanna smiled tightly. “I see you have a date.”

	George blushed. “Yeah.” “How’s he?”

	“Fine.”

	“A good boy, is he? Not too handsy or anything?” she asked with a cold snicker.

	George shook his head and visibly licked his lip tensely. “You seem nervous, George.”

	George furrowed his brow. “Wouldn’t you be if you were at a school dance in a dress?” he blurted out.

	Hanna smirked. “Me? No. I wear dresses all the time... but then so do you. Are you afraid you can’t keep your hands to yourself when Ryan comes back?”

	George glared at her. “Never.”

	Hanna now laughed. “Oh, I don’t know, Georgia. You’ve been very happy to play the part of a girl. Excited I would say even.” She pretended to glance at his lap. “I’ll bet a certain something is having a grand old time inside those cute panties of yours. Are you hard?”

	George blushed. “Certainly not!” “I think you’re lying.”

	“Think all you want, I’m not.”

	A wicked smile appeared on Hanna’s lips. “Maybe I should drag you to the ladies room and check for myself?”

	All the color left George’s face. “You wouldn’t!” But he knew she would. Hanna had proven to have even fewer limits that Carmen, at least in George’s mind, and it seemed well within her limits to do just that! Perhaps, caution was warranted, he decided.

	“Yes, it’s hard,” he admitted.

	“Does Ryan know you’re hard for him?”

	“I’m not hard for him!” insisted George with a disgusted look. “Oh, then you’re hard for me? How sweet!”

	George twisted his lips. What she said was kind of true. Hanna excited him and their conversation had certainly turned him on. He didn’t want to admit that to her though as he was afraid what she might do with the knowledge. It was time for a diversion.

	“Why are you here?” he grumbled. “I’m here for the dance... the drama.” “Drama?”

	“This dance is always about drama,” she said. “Who’s dating whom, the mid-dance breakups, there’s usually a fight. Good times.” She smiled at George evilly once more. “Plus, I want to see how you handle your date.”

	“What do you mean?” asked George nervously.

	“Oh come on, George. You’re a big girl now. You know how it goes.

	You let Ryan bring you. So you owe him—” “I what?” gasped George.

	“You owe him.” “Owe him what?”

	“Plus, he’s getting you a drink. That deserves a kiss, and not one of those pecks on the cheek, I’m talking a real lip smacker right out in public for everyone to see. And if he gives you a nice dance,” she said with a chuckle for emphasis, “then you’ll be owing him a ‘handshake,’ if you know what I mean?”

	All the color left George’s face. “A handshake?”

	“A handshake.”

	George wasn’t entirely sure what she meant exactly, but he caught the gist of it. “I never promised any of that.”

	Hanna continued. “And if he buys you dinner, then forget the handshake. Then you owe him a different kind of kiss entirely!” As she said this, she pointed knowingly toward her lap.

	George’s jaw dropped. “I never heard any of that!” “It’s true, George. Every girl knows it.”

	“You’ve got to be joking!” The look on his face was priceless.

	Hanna burst out laughing. “Of course, I’m joking, George. Dummy.” Before George could respond, Ryan re-appeared with the drinks. “Hi, you’re Hanna, right? I’ve seen you around the school,” said Ryan. “Yeah, we were in History together,” she replied.

	“We were?”

	Hanna nodded her head. “All last year. So, I hear you’re dating Georgia. I didn’t even know you knew her. How did you two meet again?”

	Ryan smiled. “I met her at the mall—”

	“Oh, the mall? I didn’t know Georgia’s been to the mall?” Her tone suggested she was having a grand time exploring everything George wanted to keep hidden from her. George could do nothing to stop her either. He shrank in his chair.

	“Yeah, she was doing kind of a fashion show—” “A fashion show?!”

	Ryan nodded his head. “Yeah. She was with this other girl, Olivia.

	Emma asked me and Anthony to come watch, so we did,” said Ryan.

	Hanna grinned wildly from ear to ear. “A fashion show. I wish I’d seen that.” She turned to George, who kept slowly shrinking away in his chair. “Were you pretty, Georgia?”

	George shrugged his shoulders. “What did you wear?”

	George shrugged his shoulders again.

	“Now now, dear, don’t be shy. Tell me what you wore when you won this ‘fashion show’.”

	“It was a pink dress.”

	“You wore a pink dress to a fashion show in the mall!” she practically squealed. “Oh, I do wish I’d seen that.” She then turned to Ryan once more. “You two should dance.”

	Ryan twisted his lips nervously. George looked terrified. “What’s wrong?”

	“I don’t know how,” admitted Ryan finally.

	“Oh, it’s easy,” said Hanna. “Just go move to the middle of the floor, mash your bodies together, and sway to the music.”

	George’s eyes implored her to stop.

	Just then, Emma arrived. She wore a light pink dress for the dance and white sneakers. She carried a white zebra clutch purse. Her hair and nails were immaculate. George had done her nails.

	“Hi Emma,” said Ryan.

	“Hi Ryan. Girls.” She moved to a chair next to Ryan but didn’t sit down. Ryan got the hint and rose to his feet and pulled back the chair for her to sit down. She took her time doing it, leaving Ryan visibly hanging. He waited patiently though. It all struck George as oddly submissive.

	“How’s the dance?” she asked.

	“It’s been enlightening,” said Hanna, which made George blush. “Ryan’s been telling me how they met, and I’ve been trying to convince Georgia and Ryan to dance, but no luck.”

	Emma chuckled. “Is Georgia being shy?”

	“Of course. But Ryan says he doesn’t know how to dance either.” Emma shook her head and sighed. “You don’t know how to dance?

	It’s time you learned then!” She rose to her feet and held out her hand for Ryan to take. Ryan looked at it nervously, seemingly waiting for her to withdraw it, and then slowly reached out for it after clearly weighing this decision. To George, it somehow seemed like a surrender.

	“Come along, Ryan,” said Emma.

	As she walked past George, she leaned over and whispered in his ear, “I thought you could use the help.” And like that, she was off. She and Ryan moved to the dance floor, where she pulled Ryan close to her and they started to dance.

	George breathed a sigh of relief, at which Hanna snickered. “That was a near escape,” she said.

	George nodded. “What happens when they come back though?” Hanna laughed. “They might not be coming back.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Unless I miss my guess, you’re losing your date.” She pointed toward the dance floor. George followed her finger to Emma and Ryan. They had moved right up against each other and were moving very slowly suddenly. It all seemed rather intimate, much more so than before. In fact, Ryan’s eyes appeared lost in a trance and Emma’s smile suggested a happy surprise.

	As George watched, he thought back to Ryan’s reaction when Emma kissed him and the smile on Emma’s face when Ryan rose to pull out her chair. There did seem to be some connection there. “Good for them.”

	“Speaking of dates, isn’t that Olivia?” Hanna asked.

	George turned the other way to see Oliver at a nearby table. He wore a red sequin dress and matching platform pumps, not the blue dress from George’s dream, but a good deal more alluring. Oliver’s hair had been dyed blonde. His makeup was adult and striking. He looked good... surprisingly feminine too. George and Hanna rose to their feet and walked over to him.

	“I didn’t expect to find you here,” said Oliver. He was checking his makeup in a compact mirror. He seemed to be getting ready for something.

	“I thought it might be fun,” said George. “Yeah, me too,” replied Oliver sarcastically. “You look nice,” said Hanna.

	“Thanks,” said Oliver indifferently. Then he finished touching up his lipstick before glancing in the direction of Gavin’s table; Gavin sat with two other boys. George knew what would come next.

	“Are you still going through with it?” asked George.

	“You refused to give me the book, so yeah. I don’t really have any choice, do I?” Oliver ran his fingers through his hair, fluffing it.

	“You have a choice. You can just tell her ‘no’.” “Give me the book, George.”

	George shook his head. He still had no way to know if what Oliver had told him was true. Besides, he wasn’t sure he wanted to help Oliver. Oliver had not been nice to him from the very beginning. “You know, it’s kind of a nasty thing to do.”

	Oliver shrugged his shoulders indifferently.

	Hanna raised an eyebrow. “What are you going to do?”

	“Ask your sissygirl girlfriend,” snapped Oliver and he waved dismissively at George and Hanna. Then he smoothed his dress, and he made off in the direction of Gavin.

	“What’s that about?” asked Hanna. “Long story.”

	“We have plenty of time.”

	“Carmen lost a bet. She and Emma made a bet that the winner got the first chance to try to ask out this Gavin guy,” said George and he pointed toward Gavin. “I guess all the girls like him. The thing is, Carmen intends to cheat. She’s going to try for Gavin even though Emma won the bet.”

	Hanna shrugged. “All’s fair in love and war.”

	“Right, except, Carmen’s planning scorched earth. She’s making Oliver pretend to seduce Gavin. When he gets Gavin all excited, he’s going to tell him that he’s really a guy and he’s going to say that Emma put him up to it to stop Gavin from dating Carmen. It’s kind of twisted and kind of convoluted, but it will probably work as strange as that sounds.”

	Hanna chuckled. “What?” asked George. “It won’t work.”

	“How do you know?”

	Hanna smirked. “I know Gavin. He’s gay.” George’s jaw dropped. “He’s gay?”

	Hanna nodded her head.

	“Then all this between Emma and Carmen, all of it was for nothing?” He couldn’t believe it. The bet. Carmen’s secret plan. Stealing the book! All of it had been for nothing... a second time! George couldn’t help but laugh. “I guess we should warn Oliver.”

	“Why?”

	George couldn’t think of a reason.

	Meanwhile, in the distance, Oliver walked up to Gavin. They began speaking. George glanced around the growing dance crowd until he spotted Carmen waiting at a table across the room. She was watching intently. George saw a wicked smile on her face. It reminded him of the smile drawn on villains like the Joker when they think their plans are just about to pay off.

	Then something strange happened. Gavin laughed. Carmen furrowed her brow.

	Oliver shook his head. He pointed toward Emma and Ryan, but Gavin didn’t look. Instead, he took Oliver’s hand and pulled him closer. He kissed it. Oliver tried to pull it back but couldn’t; Gavin held him too tightly. Oliver shook his head even more vigorously, but Gavin just drew him closer. Oliver glanced at Carmen. George saw Carmen mouth “what are you doing?” Oliver spoke to Gavin again, who laughed and leaned over and whispered in Oliver’s ear. All the color left Oliver’s face. Carmen now glared at Oliver, who looked toward her helplessly. Oliver’s eyes pleaded for her help. She folded her arms angrily in response. A moment later, Gavin leaned over and kissed the feminized boy on the cheek, then he walked toward the exit, pulling Oliver behind him. Oliver stared desperately at Carmen, mouthing the words, “Help me!” Carmen never moved toward him. Instead, her face lit up red with anger and she stomped off toward the ladies room in the other direction.

	“That looks bad for Oliver,” said Hanna.

	“Something tells me Oliver won’t be as upset as he pretends,” said George.

	“Really?”

	“Yeah. At least until Carmen gets a hold of him.”

	Hanna glanced at Carmen. “She looks angry! You can almost see the steam coming out of her ears!”

	“Yeah. She wanted Gavin as a trophy. Now she has nothing.” “She still has a maid.”

	George nodded his head and chuckled. “There is that.” “Let’s go see how the lovebirds are doing?” “Lovebirds?”

	Hanna rolled her eyes. “You know, George, you can dress like a girl, but you’re still just an oblivious boy underneath it all, aren’t you?!”

	George blushed, though he wasn’t sure if being more girl-like was supposed to be a good thing or not. Either way, it took him only a moment to find out that Hanna had meant Emma and Ryan were the lovebirds. They had finished their dance and were now back at the table holding hands and staring deeply into each other’s eyes. From their lips poured the kind of talk reserved for people freshly in love.

	“Your dress is pretty, like your eyes,” said Ryan. “Do you like it?”

	Ryan nodded his head. “I do.”

	“What do you like about it?” asked Emma.

	George groaned as he listened. He turned to Hanna when he could take no more. “Any minute, they’re going to start calling each other things like ‘cutsiewootsie’ and ‘lovekins.’” He shook his head. “What do you think Carmen will do next?” he asked of Hanna.

	“Other than punish Oliver?”

	“She likes handing out punishments, that’s for sure, but other than that, yes. Now that her unobtainable Gavin has turned out to be truly unobtainable for unexpected reasons, what will she do?”

	“I supposed she’ll find someone else.”

	“I wonder who?” asked George rhetorically. He glanced over his shoulder at Emma who seemed entirely indifferent to the fate of Carmen or Gavin or anyone else at the moment. It seemed she had found her happy ending. He picked up his drink and finished it. Then he and Hanna watched the next dance and commented upon all the pretty dresses they saw.

	—o—

	A dance or two later, George found himself slowly working up the courage to ask Hanna to dance with him. He wasn’t sure if she would agree, but he needed to ask. Before he could fully prepare himself, however, he noticed Carmen strutting up to their table with a boy on her arm. It was Neil of all people. Never-faithful Neil. Hanna rolled her eyes and looked away.

	“Oh hi Emma. There you are,” said Carmen in her practiced fake- courtesy tone.

	Emma looked up and smiled. “Hi Carmen.”

	“This is Neil. Neil, this is Emma and her friends,” said Carmen. She was smiling, but there was something aggressive in her smile. She was clearly showing Neil off like a prize.

	Neil nodded his head in greeting to the group, but said nothing though. He smiled at Emma and smirked at Hanna. Hanna smirked back and shook her leg in an annoyed manner.

	“Neil and I were leaving to get some dinner,” said Carmen.

	“And a goodnight ‘handshake’,” said George just loudly enough for Hanna to hear. She stifled a laugh with her hand.

	“I just thought I’d drop by before we left,” continued Carmen. “That was nice of you,” said Emma.

	“I’m sure Neil and I will be seeing you around the school.” Emma smiled. “Good night.”

	Carmen spun on her heel and trooped off with Neil. George snickered. “The perfect couple.”

	“Yes, they are,” agreed Hanna.

	“You know, this has been a strange night,” said George to Hanna as Emma and Ryan dove back into their world of silly flirting. They were now “pookums” and “lemon drop.” “How so?” asked Hanna.

	“Well, when we got here, I just wanted to escape Ryan. Ryan wanted Georgia. Emma wanted Gavin. Oliver wanted to trap Gavin and embarrass me in the process. And Carmen was determined to steal Gavin. Here we are an hour later and it’s all upside down. Emma found her true love, and apparently Ryan’s found a mistress. Oliver fell into Gavin’s trap and who knows where they are. Carmen lost Gavin, but ‘stole’ Neil, who is the perfect match for her—”

	“Two vipers in a pit,” said Hanna.

	“Exactly... they are each other’s perfect punishments.” Hanna laughed. “True.”

	“Putting it all together, all that leaves unsettled is you and me.”

	“So it does,” agreed Hanna. Hanna then picked up her drink and swallowed it. She rose to her feet. “Well, George, it’s been an interesting night, but I think I’m going home.”

	“Wait,” said George unexpectedly. “What?”

	He blushed. “What about us?” “What about us?”

	George twisted his lip. He wasn’t sure what to say, and nothing came out.

	Hanna picked up her purse. She smiled at George. “See ya ’round, George.”

	George watched her walk off. He felt sad. This reminded him so much of the first time she walked out of his life, though that had been a tad bit different. That had happened on his front porch, not at a dance. He had been wearing jeans and a t-shirt, not a dress and heels. Beneath his jeans, he had been wearing tight white briefs, not panties. And last time, he felt emasculated when it happened. This time, oddly, he did not... despite wearing a dress.

	 

	


Epilogue

	The following day, George’s summer adventure in girlhood came to an end.

	George’s stepmother took him to her favorite salon and had him returned to being boy George, just as she had told him she would. He was sad to have his Pixie cut trimmed back, but it was necessary – though he did kind of wish to see if he could get away with wearing it at school; that seemed like an exciting idea. When they got home again, his stepmother made him return any clothes he got from Emma back to her as well as a couple dresses to her own closet. The rest, some dresses and high-heeled shoes, he was ordered to leave in his closet as a “reminder and a warning.” She ordered him to throw anything else remaining away. On impulse, he stuffed the panties and stockings and other intimates into his bottom drawer instead.

	“Just because you’re a boy again doesn’t mean you can stop helping out around the house,” said Marjorie as they moved to the living room, where he was to remove his nail polish.

	“Yes, Ma’am.” Neither batted an eye when he addressed her this way.

	That was here to stay apparently. “You too, Emma.”

	Emma nodded her head as well.

	“Will I still be doing all my duties?” asked George. “I don’t see why not,” said Marjorie.

	“Including painting your nails?”

	Marjorie twisted her lip. Should that continue? It seemed awkward to have a boy paint his stepmother’s and stepsister’s nails; it had been much easier to overlook this when he was dressed as a girl. And the mere fact she had doubts suggested she shouldn’t let it continue, not if he was truly to be a boy again. On the other hand, there was no rule that said a boy couldn’t paint his stepmother’s nails. And he did such a lovely job. But how could she justify it?

	“Have we saved enough yet doing nails at home to pay back the mall trip?” asked Emma.

	Marjorie smiled to herself. There it was. “Not yet.”

	“How much is left?” asked George.

	“I don’t know, dear. I’ll have to add it all up. In the meantime, just continue with your duties until I say otherwise?” She had no plans to add anything up.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said George.

	George glanced at Emma. She winked at him, making him blush. “School is tomorrow, so I want you both going to bed early tonight,” said Marjorie.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” came the joint reply.

	—o—

	George returned to school the next day.

	He strode confidently, if uncomfortably, down the main hall. He missed the lightness of dresses and having a cool breeze dancing between his thighs. He missed the little kick wearing high heels gave his walk too. But he was a boy, he would get used to wearing jeans and sneakers again. That said, he couldn’t resist wearing panties beneath his jeans.

	“Even Superman wore his suit beneath his work clothes.”

	George moved down the hallway. He saw several friends he had not seen in weeks and he greeted them. They noticed nothing unusual about him except that he seemed a little more confident this year. No one had seen Oliver yet, but rumor had it he had done something “odd” to his hair. George said he knew nothing about it and kept moving. His locker was at the end of the hall.

	Soon, he passed Ryan and Emma. They stood by her locker. They were staring into each other’s eyes. They seemed pretty attached. Emma was definitely the boss too. In fact, George wondered if he would come home one day to find Ryan prancing around in a dress.

	He kept moving.

	Finally, he came to his locker. He worked the combination and opened it. It was empty... fresh... the start of a new year. It represented unlimited possibilities. Well, almost unlimited. There was one thing he apparently could not have. He sighed. Then he tossed his bag into the locker and turned around to check the clock to see when class began. Standing behind him was Hanna in the same dress and heels she had worn to the tea party. His heart skipped a beat.

	“Hanna!” he exclaimed.

	“I was wondering,” said Hanna softly, and she paused.“My room needs a good cleaning... what’s Georgia doing after school?”

	George smiled.

	Maybe he could have everything after all.

	—o—

	An Excerpt From Carmen’s Diary, Page 24

	O.M.G. You would not believe what happened today! I came home early from school. I was supposed to stay late for cheer, but I didn’t feel like it so I left early. When I get home, there’s my disgusting brother Oliver on my bed wearing my Katarola dress, the one with the gray stripe, and my Valtino wedges! O.M.G. O.M.G!!!!

	It gets worse. The perv had his legs spread wide and his hand wrapped around his thingie. On. My. Bed! And do you know what he’s doing? He’s playing with himself. He’s jerking himself off and moaning something about wanting his nerd friend George to play with him. It was so gross! I almost puked.

	I’m so angry at him.

	I got a picture and I might show it to mom.

	—o—

	An Excerpt From Carmen’s Diary, Page 26

	Oliver came running home today from George’s house. Get this! He was wearing a dress! What a perv! First, he’s stealing from my closet and now he’s doing it somewhere else? So I’m pissed, right?

	No. Why?

	Cuz, I asked him what happened and he said that Emma from school made him wear it as a punishment and clean their house. Funny right? I want a maid. Why can’t I make him clean our house too? Good thing I got pictures of him jerking off on my bed! Good thing I didn’t show those to mom yet. Looks like I’m gettin’ a maid!

	The End.
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