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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Getting caught in panties has to be every young man’s nightmare. It must be even worse getting caught by your stepsister. Why?

Because you know she will show you no mercy. That’s what Jimmy faces in this new story.

Jimmy’s a normal young man with a desire to cross-dress. Up to now, he’s never been caught. But that’s about to change when his stepsister Christine comes home unexpectedly from the mall.

Imagine her surprise and Jimmy’s terror! But getting caught is just the beginning. Christine knows an opportunity when she sees one, and she quickly realizes that she can use her newfound knowledge to turn her pesky stepbrother into her sissy servant!

This is my second illustrated story. This time, it’s illustrated by ILGOR, a fantastic artist with a real feel for feminization. Please let me know what you think of the new illustrations!

As always, I hope you enjoy the story. Thanks for reading it!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Please note that all characters herein are above the legal age and there will be no sexual contact between any characters related by blood.

Chapter One: “Gift Wrapped To Boot!” 

—o—

Stuck In The Middle With You played on the stereo as Jimmy swayed back and forth to the beat before his stepsister’s closet. The song choice was intentional. Jimmy had chosen it to remind himself that he shouldn’t be doing this. Indeed, ever since he touched his first pair of panties and found himself getting hard doing so, he knew this would always be part of him even as he knew it could only end poorly.

“Don’ know why I came here tonight,” sang Jimmy.

He casually flipped through his stepsister Christine’s dresses with his fingertips.

“Got a feelin’ that somethin’ ain’t right.”

His fingers stopped as they found the one dress that always got him.

It wasn’t a fancy dress or an elegant dress. To the contrary, it was quite a plain dress, being just a simple pink skater dress. But something about it was magic to him. It was also the first dress he ever wore...  ever. And if there’s one thing that’s true, it’s that a boy remembers his first dress.

The music returned his mind to the present.

“Tryin’ to make some sense of it all,” he sang.

He slipped the dress over his arm.

“—but I can see it makes no sense at all. Is it cool to pick some shoes off the floor, cause I just can’t say ‘no’

nomore!”

Jimmy crouched down to examine his stepsister’s extensive collection of shoes. Christine had everything, from sneakers to sandals to high heels in every style and every height. She was a shoe fanatic and that made him happy, especially as his feet were the same size as hers.

“Heels to the left of me,” he sang, “flats to the right, stuck in the middle with you. Yeah! Stuck in the middle with you.”

As he sang this last line, Jimmy picked up a pair of shoes Christine had bought recently and sang directly at them. She’d worn these shoes three days running, but not today apparently. Interestingly, he didn’t really like these that much at first, but they grew on him as she clomped around the house in them. They had a thick wooden platform, a thick yet high heel, a handful of heavy leather straps and brass rivets attaching the leather to the wood; they were slides. They were surprisingly light though, as all women’s shoes seemed to be to Jimmy.

“Why are men’s shoes so heavy and women’s shoes so light?” he asked himself.

Jimmy sniffed the shoes. He could smell the leather and a hint of smelly feet from the three days wear; the

“smelly feet” smell was most like Christine’s sweat. It was like perfume to him.

“I do love that smell!”

Jimmy looked at his watch and set the shoes back. He didn’t have time to dress too elaborately today as he always liked to leave a large time buffer between when he returned everything to normal and when Christine came home. The last thing he wanted was to get caught.

“So sadly, I must pass today my friends,” said Jimmy with a sigh to the slides.

Jimmy rose again and walked over to Christine’s panty drawer. He knew it well. He’d been here many times to investigate its treasures.

He dug through the drawer until he came across a pair of pink boy cut panties with frilly bands around the leg holes. These excited him.

“You, on the other hand, I have time for,” he said to the panties.

As he held up the panties, he shuddered. He always did for some reason. Something about panties just made him weak, and something about  stealing panties added an intense thrill to that weakness. He wasn’t sure what it was exactly, but it made his spine tingle and it made his knees tremble and it made him shudder.

“It’s probably the risk of getting caught,” he told himself.

He suddenly thought about what might happen if he got caught. He saw a montage of images. If Christine caught him, it would get ugly for him for sure. She would  love to humiliate him. He saw her laughing, pointing and telling everyone. As for his stepmother, he had no idea how she would respond, but it wouldn’t be good. She would probably send him to military school to toughen him up. He now saw himself in a frilly dress and heels being laughed at by a gaggle of boys in uniform.

“Fate worse than death,” he whispered.

Jimmy put those images out of his mind and stuffed the panties into his pocket, pulled the dress over his arm, and walked over to the door; he was headed back to his room to dress and play with himself. This was a happy time. As he reached the door, however, his eyes drifted back to the new shoes. They were kind of exciting and he hadn’t worn them yet. He suddenly felt an urge to take them as well.

“Can I do it?” he asked himself.

Jimmy tapped the tip of his nose with his finger nervously. He was doing math in his head. His stepsister had left forty minutes ago. She was supposed to be gone two and a half hours. Even assuming she got back early, that conservatively left him over an hour to play. That was more than enough time to be a little more elaborate today than just panties and the dress. Besides, these were slides. You just slip into them and out of them in seconds; the hardest part is putting them back before you get caught, he thought, and today he had almost an hour to do that!

Easy!

“Yeah, let’s do it!” he told himself.

Jimmy grabbed the new shoes and carried them and the dress and the panties to his room, where he tossed the shoes onto the bed and turned off the stereo. He left his door open so he could hear what was happening in the house. It wouldn’t do to have Christine come home without him hearing her.

“And now the fun!”

Jimmy walked over to the bed and stripped off his sweatpants. He was now naked. He sat down, looked at his erection, and then looked at the shoes and the pink dress.

“All right, girls,” he said to the clothes, “let’s have some fun.”

—o—

Christine walked into the house. She had been shopping but she came home early. She and Gina had intended to see a movie after shopping, but nothing struck them as all that interesting at the theater. They thought about getting a bite to eat instead, but Gina wasn’t feeling well, so Christine came home instead.

The house was silent.

“I wonder where Jimmy is?” Christine asked herself. Not that she wanted to see him. To the contrary, she thought he was annoying and she was happy when he wasn’t home. She just wanted to know if she needed to deal with him now or if she had the house to herself.

If she was alone, she would strip to her bra and panties and some slippers and watch a movie.

She stopped and listened, but heard nothing.

“Maybe he’s not here? Great!”

Christine set down her shopping bag and dropped her purse onto the hallway table. She raised her right leg behind her and pulled off her high-heeled sandal. She repeated this with her other sandal; it felt good to be out of her heels. She then made her way to her room, carrying the shoes.

“Maybe I’ll take a nap,” she thought.

But then, everything changed. As Christine walked down the hallway in her bare feet, she heard the sound of erratic breathing coming from her stepbrother’s room. It almost sounded like he was struggling to breathe. She raced to his door and stuck her head inside to make sure he was all right. Her jaw dropped, however, when she saw what he was doing.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed in shock.

Not in a million years would she ever guess that she would come home to find this. There was her annoying stepbrother, lying on top of his bed with his knees up but spread wide, naked except for two things. Around his butt, he wore a pair of pink panties.  Her panties!! 

On his feet were  her new shoes!  Even worse, if that was possible, he had pulled the panties down around his erect penis and his balls, which were visible for her to see, and he was stroking his shaft hard and fast with his hand... at least until he saw her and froze.

Jimmy gasp. How had he not heard her come through the door? He always heard the door? And if not that, he always heard her heels. It was one of his favorite sounds in the house, truth be told, even if they didn’t get along that well. How had he not heard those? He had no answer for this at the moment. In fact, he had no answers for anything at the moment, as his mind had completely seized up. It didn’t matter though. The issue wasn’t what had gone wrong anymore, it was what he should do next. Unfortunately, he had no answers for that either.

“Y— u— h—” came out of his mouth.

Meanwhile, Christine was overcoming her shock.

“What are you doing in my panties?! ” gasped Christine, and she stormed over to the bed. She now stood directly above her partially feminized stepbrother. She saw her pink dress lying on the floor.

“U— b— w—”

“Those are my new shoes! ”

They both looked down at his feet. He was indeed wearing her new shoes. He tried to kick them off, but his legs wouldn’t move.

“Why are you wearing my shoes?!” she yelled.

“I— uh— b—” babbled Jimmy.

Christine glared at his erection, and his hand which remained partially around his shaft even as it stopped stroking. He yanked his hand from his erection until he realized he had just left his erection free to be seen and he grabbed it again with his hand to try to cover it from view.

“And why are you playing with yourself, pervert!” she exclaimed.

Christine’s yelling finally snapped Jimmy back to reality, or at least to a panicked version of reality. One thought dominated his brain now: cover up! So he yanked the panties up over his erection, which did nothing to hide it, and he tried to pull the blanket up over himself to cover his body. Unfortunately, he was lying on it and this proved impossible. All he ended up managing to do, after considerable tugging, was entangling himself in the blanket leaving a portion of the panties uncovered and his high-heel-clad feet sticking out the bottom for his stepsister to see.

“Get out of my room!” he yelled in desperation.

“Gladly, pervert!” growled Christine. “We’ll see what mom says about this!”

“Your mom?!” gasped Jimmy.

“Yes, my mother. She’s not going to like this!” said Christine angrily and stormed to the door.

“Wait!” called Jimmy after her. “You can’t tell your mom!”

His words fell on deaf ears. Christine was shocked by what she had seen. Her stepbrother was a pervert.

What’s more, he was using  her clothes to get himself off! She was burning red with shame and anger. She had to tell her mother to get him punished... to get some justice.

“I’m ruined,” whined Jimmy to himself.

But then in a blink of an eye, everything changed. As Christine reached the door, she suddenly stopped. An eyebrow went up. She pursed her lips and cocked her head to one side. An idea had occurred to her and she was processing it. Christine slowly spun around until she faced Jimmy again. An evil grin appeared on her face. She started toward him.

Jimmy saw the look on her face. It terrified him. He had no idea what she was thinking, but he knew it was bad.

“I’m sorry about the panties,” he said cautiously, trying to mollify her.

She ignored him.

“I won’t ever do it again,” he added meekly.

Christine reached the bed. She now stood right over her helpless, humiliated, trapped stepbrother and stared down at him. She put her hands on her hips and drew in a deep breath. She was savoring this moment. “It just dawned on me that I was about to waste a golden opportunity—”

“What opportunity?” asked Jimmy nervously.

“Don’t interrupt me, perv.”

“But—”

She held up her hand to silence him. “Let’s pretend we’re in a world where I’ve just caught you playing with yourself while wearing women’s clothes. In that kind of world, you should shut up and listen to me talk as I tell you what’s going to happen next. Do you think you can do that?”

Jimmy bit his tongue. This was bad. He nodded his head.

“Good,” said Christine. “See, I could tell mom and she would ground you forever.” As she said this, she grabbed part of the sheet near Jimmy’s waist and slowly pulled it up, further exposing his panties and making the sheet tighter around his trapped arms. His erection remained embarrassingly obvious beneath the panties.

Jimmy felt increasingly worried.

“She might even send you away for treatment or to toughen you up, if that’s even possible,” continued Christine.

Jimmy started to speak, but caught himself. Nothing he said could make this better. It was best to ride this one out in silence. So that is what he told himself he would do.

“I could tell your friends,” added Christine.

Even though Christine said this calmly and almost in a musing manner, this threat shook Jimmy and sent a chill racing down his spine. Exposure was the thing he feared the most.

“How do you think they would react, I wonder?”

Jimmy knew how they would react and he swallowed hard at the thought. It now took all the strength he could muster not to beg her not to do this. His friends would never let him hear the end of it. He would become the sissy laughing stop of the group and that would never end.

“I doubt they’d forget that any time soon,” said Christine. She paused. “I could ruin you, of course. I could post pictures of you like this at the school and you can spend the rest of your time there trying to explain them away as everyone calls you ‘panty boy’ to your face and much worse behind your back.”

Jimmy could take no more. “What do you want?!”

“What do you think I want?”

“I don’t know. Name your price!”

“What will you give me?” asked Christine coyly and she ran her finger up his exposed thighs until it nearly touched his erection. This tickled and it made Jimmy shudder at his helplessness. It also horrified him that his evil stepsister might touch his erection.

“I don’t have a lot of money—”

“I don’t want money,” countered Christine.

“What do you want then?”

“I want you to obey me from now on.”

Jimmy furrowed his brow. This confused him. “Obey you in what way?”

“In  every way.”

“I don’t understand. What do you want me to do?”

Christine laughed and shook her head. “All right, I’ll spell it out for you. Unless you want me telling people what I found you doing, you will obey any command I give from now on. You will do what I say.

You’re going to do my chores. You’re going to do favors for me.

You’re going to be nice to my friends. You will treat me like I’m your master and you are my slave, my servan—” A strange look came over her face and her lips formed into a sort of distant smirk, some new thought had entered her mind and it was a doozey. “And you will wear exactly what I  tell you. ”

Jimmy shuddered. None of this was good, but that last part seemed particularly ominous. “What are you going to make me wear?”

“Whatever I want.”

“Like what?”

Christine smirked. “Well, I’ve always wanted a sister—”

“No way!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“You don’t have a choice,” said Christine.

“Yes, I do. I can just say ‘no’.”

“Not unless you want me telling everyone what I caught you doing here,” said Christine and she tightened the sheet even more with another twist.

By this point, Jimmy had calmed down just enough for his mind to start processing his situation again and his mind told him that Christine had made a mistake. “How is making me wear girls’ clothes any better than exposing me for wearing girls’ clothes?” asked Jimmy. “By making me wear girls’ clothes, you’re guaranteeing that everyone will catch me. I might as well just let you expose me right now and get it over with!”

Christine shook her head dismissively, as if her stepbrother were stupid. “Because I’m going to keep it secret, dummy.”

“Secret?”

“Yes. Secret. If you do everything I say then no one else ever needs to know. It will be our little secret, you and me, for me to use against you whenever I want. That’s how this works,” said Christine.

Jimmy bit his lip. That made sense. And admittedly, that changed things. At least he wouldn’t be ruined.

But the cost was very high and the whole idea disturbed him deeply.

“Can’t we work something else out?” he asked.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. I’ll give you my allowance?”

“No, I want the slave,” said Christine. “I’ve never had one before and I think it will be fun.”

“I’ll let you have my room.”

Christine shook her head though his room had the better view and was larger and she had complained about that for years. “I can take it now if I want and still have my slave.”

“But—”

“Think about it, perv. You have no power here. There is nothing you can offer that I can’t just take anyway.”

She pulled harder on the blanket, wrapping him up even tighter.

Jimmy was running out of hope. As he saw it, he had one last chance at this point and it only had a tiny possibility of success: “I’ll tell your mom that you’re blackmailing me!”

Christine laughed. Her laugh cut through his confidence.

“What?” he asked nervously. “You’re mom won’t like it!”

“I can see it now,” said Christine with a laugh. “You slowly approach my mom, looking all sheepish. You fold your little hands demurely and try to look my mom in the face. You can’t do it naturally, so you look down at her shoes.” She paused for a moment and then snickered. “That probably turns you on actually, now that I think about it. Anyways, she asks what you want. ‘Gee, Christine caught me dressed in her clothes and masturbating and now she—’ That’s about as far as you’ll get before my mother  loses her mind and steps on you like a bug.”

Jimmy swallowed hard. She was right. His stepmother would show him even less mercy than Christine would, and Christine wasn’t going to show him any. He felt trapped. Christine’s offer had been a terrible, horrible offer, but it was the only one he would get, and he had no choice but to accept it. Jimmy hung his head.

“All right, I agree,” he said softly.

Christine chuckled. She then pulled her phone from her back pocket.

“Just in case you get any ideas,” she told him. “Smile,  little sister.”

She took photos of him in the heels and the panties all wrapped up in the blanket.

“This is going to be fun!”

Chapter Two: “Playing With Her New Toy” 

—o—

After Christine finished with her photos, she unwrapped her stepbrother from the sheet. Then she stood him up and demanded that he strip off the panties and the heels. Jimmy was happy to step out of the heels, but he wasn’t so thrilled about losing the panties. It wasn’t that he wanted to wear the panties in front of her, but he didn’t like the idea of his erection being visible to her. That seemed worse than being seen in the panties. Hence, he hesitated in taking those off.

“I told you to take off the panties,” said Christine again.

Jimmy shook his head. “I’d rather not.”

“That wasn’t a request. Take them off.”

“I don’t want you seeing me naked,” said Jimmy.

“First of all, I’ve seen your thing,” said Christine. “In fact, I saw you jerking yourself off. Being naked is nothing compared to that, stepsissy dear. So stop pretending that being naked is a big deal because I’ve seen worse.

And for the record, you can expect much worse from now on.”

Jimmy blushed deeply. Getting caught masturbating had seemed to be the height of humiliation. Though getting caught masturbating while cross-dressed was admittedly a tad worse. Yet, now that he was ordered to strip, it seemed that being naked before his stepsister would be a tad worse yet. So he shook his head.

“I don’t want to,” he said.

Christine snorted. “And that brings us to point two.  You don’t get to tell me what you will or will not do anymore. You don’t even get to offer suggestions if I don’t ask for them. From now on, you will do anything I tell you and nothing I forbid you. Got it? Me boss, you not, remember?”

“Yeah, but I—”

“Say it: Me boss, you not.”

Jimmy said nothing.

“Say it.”

Jimmy shook his head. Christine then held up her phone. Jimmy saw the picture of himself in the heels and panties and he sighed. He needed no more incentive than that. “You boss... me not,” he said reluctantly.

“Good. Now take off the panties.”

Jimmy shuddered. “Please, Christine—”

Christine snickered. “I think that’s the first time you ever said that word to me: please. I like the sound of it.

I think I’m going to make you say it more often.  Now take off the panties!”

Jimmy swallowed hard. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband of the panties and reluctantly pulled them down his legs to his knees. There, he let them fall. He stepped out of them and picked them up and held them out for Christine with his right hand as he covered his penis with his left hand. Unfortunately, his erection was too large to cover with just one hand, but at least it was partially covered.

Christine looked down at his erection and shook her head. “Look how hard it is. What a little perv you are!”

“I can’t help it!” he protested.

“This is why, when girls compete against boys, the girls always win.

Because you can’t even control your dicks! Boys are hopeless.”

“That’s not true. Girls do not always win. Boys always win!”

“Ha!”

“It’s true,” said Jimmy.

“Is that so? Well, from where I’m standing, I would say that this girl won in a route over you, boy toy.”

Christine puffed out her chest and spoke in a mocking, superior tone.

Jimmy blushed and cast his eyes down. “This is different.”

Christine laughed. “It’s not different. This is why girls are superior to boys, because no matter how smart you think you are, we’re always smarter. And no matter how big and strong and in control you think you are, all it takes is a pair of panties and we’ve got you dancing like puppets.”

Jimmy shook his head. “That’s not true,” he said, though he looked pretty ridiculous standing there naked, with both hands trying desperately to hide his erection. He was trying to act defiantly, but it was hard to be defiant when you were the one who was naked. Still, he had his pride... and Christine knew that, and she knew she needed to break it.

“All right, Jimmy dear. I see that you still think you can be in charge.

Let’s put an end to that idea right

now,” said Christine.

Jimmy felt a chill race down his spine as she said this.

Christine pointed to the floor. “Get down on your hands and knees and kiss my toes. Then, after you do that, I want you to look me in the eyes and tell me that girls are superior to boys.”

Just hearing this made Jimmy feel queasy. The idea of submission wasn’t something that had ever made him comfortable – even his rare fantasies about it made him feel awkward – and he certainly didn’t want to say that girls are superior to boys. That wasn’t something a young man with a young ego, like himself, could believe. So he shook his head.

Christine pointed to the floor again. “On your knees, boy.”

Jimmy shook his head once more. “Forget it.”

“Wow are you stupid!” said Christine. “Have you thought this through at all? Do you really think there’s anything I can’t make you do?”

Christine waited for some response from her stepbrother, but nothing came. She continued. “I’ll give you to the count of three. If you aren’t on your knees by then, I’ll send the photos I have to one of my friends. Every thirty seconds it takes you after that, I’ll send them to another and another. When I’m out of friends, I’ll send them to your friends. Then I’ll send them to my mother.”

All the color left Jimmy’s face. “You wouldn’t?”

“What in the world make you believe that?” asked Christine with a laugh.

“But you’d ruin me!”

“Gee, is that what would happen? I had no idea,” said Christine sarcastically. “What a shame that would be!”

“You can’t do that!”

“I can do anything I want,” said Christine coldly.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

Christine scratched her forehead. “Are you kidding? The only reason I haven’t done it yet is that I’m planning to turn you into my personal slave. If it wasn’t for that, everyone in town would know already. Now are you going to finally understand your position or do I need to demonstrate?”

Jimmy bit his tongue. His mouth went dry. He felt sweat gathering in his armpits. Would she really do this?

Of course she would. Their prior history suggested she would do this without a second thought. Jimmy began to tremble.

“One,” said Christine.

Whatever resolve Jimmy had started fading fast once Christine started counting. Images of her texting his secret to all of her friends flooded his mind. He imagined all of them laughing at him.

Christine folded her arms and glared at Jimmy. “Two.”

After two came three, and Jimmy could not let his stepsister get to three in her count, so his courage vanished and he surrendered.

“Ok! Ok! I’ll do it!” exclaimed Jimmy.

Christine could sense her victory in his panicked voice. She confidently pointed to the floor before her.

Jimmy slowly dropped to his knees. Christine then adjusted her stance so her right foot stood out before her. Jimmy bent forward upon his hands until his face was right over her foot. He could see her painted toenails sticking out the front of her wedge-heeled sandal. They were painted a pretty red. They were actually kind of exciting despite being part of his stepsister.

“Do it,” said Christine.

Jimmy hesitated. It bothered him that this actually kind of excited him.

“Do it,” growled Christine as Jimmy hovered just above her foot.

Jimmy closed his eyes and tried to think unhappy thoughts. Then he leaned forward until his lips made contact with her smelly, dirty, gross feet. A chill raced down his spine and he felt a strong sense of shame make his face burn. His balls even pulled up into him at first.

But then his penis started to grow erect and his shame grew tremendously.

“Now say it,” said Christine. “Tell me that girls are superior to boys.”

Jimmy winced. He took a deep breath and then whispered, “Girls are superior to boys.” He shuddered as he said this. This had been even more embarrassing than kissing her toes... well, maybe not.

“Say it louder.”

“Louder?”

“Do it! I want to hear you admit it loud and proud,” said Christine. Her tone was almost gleeful. This was a major victory for her. She saw her stepbrother as sexist and making him say this gave her a warm, smug feeling.

Jimmy closed his eyes. “Girls are superior to boys,” he said louder.

“Louder.”

“Girls are superior to boys,” he almost yelled.

“And don’t ever forget it, sissy boy,” said Christine with a laugh. Then she pushed his erection with the cork tip of her wedge-heeled shoe.

“Now say, I’m the biggest sissy there ever was.”

Jimmy glared at his stepsister, which made Christine slip her toes up to his lips. He pulled his head away but she easily pushed her toes against his lips. She squeezed them between her toes.

“Don’t fight me, sissy. I’ll show my pictures to everyone. Now say,

‘I’m the biggest sissy ever,’” she said.

“I’m the biggest sissy ever,” Daniel grunted through clenched teeth.

“Now tell me that I’m superior to you and that you’re happy to belong to me now.”

Jimmy turned as red as a lobster. At the same time, his penis became really, really hard. It was so hard he honestly thought it might explode on him as he crouched there on all fours on the floor.

“You’re— um, you’re superior to me—”

“Oh yes, I am,” she giggled. “Go on.”

“I’m happy... to uh, I’m happy to belong to you now.” Those words were the most difficult words Jimmy had ever said. In fact, he actually thought he couldn’t say them until the words came out. And when they did come out, Jimmy felt intense humiliation wash over him.

Christine, on the other hand, felt an incredible rush of power as he said this. To be able to make her stepbrother kiss her feet and say these things was an amazing feeling. She wanted to feel it again.

“Say it again with more desperation in your voice,” said Christine.

Jimmy withered. He felt so humiliated, he thought he might cry or simply collapse. Still, he did as he was told. He had no choice at this point. “You’re superior to me,” he said, almost choking on the words, “and I’m happy to belong to you.”

Christine tingled all over. This was the feeling of victory. “Now ask me to humiliate you.”

Jimmy was beaten and he knew it. “Please humiliate me.”

“Ask me to abuse you.”

“Please abuse me.”

“Ask me to emasculate you.”

“Please emasculate me,” he said softly.

Christine crouched down and grabbed his chin between her thumb and pointer finger. “Don’t worry, stepsissy dear. I’ll do all those things and more.” She laughed. Then she stood up and put her foot to his lips. “Slip my big toe in your mouth and suck on it to show me that you know who’s boss now.”

Jimmy unbuckled her shoe and then took hold of it by its wedge heel. He pulled it from her foot and set it aside. He closed his eyes and slipped his lips around her big toe. He tried to avoid touching it with his tongue, but he couldn’t; his tongue touched her toe from every angle and that was disgusting.

“That’s right, make it nice and wet,” she said.

Jimmy started to suck on it to make it wet. As he did, the sour taste spread all over his mouth.

“Mmm, I like that feeling. I think we’ll do this a lot,” said Christine.

Jimmy kept sucking. He tried to blank his mind, but he couldn’t. His stepsister’s toe seemed to remain inside his mouth forever and each second seemed more humiliating that the last.

Eventually, she pulled it out.

“All right, get up. It’s time to change.”

Chapter Three: “Dressing Her New Toy” 

—o—

After showing Jimmy who was boss, Christine ordered Jimmy to go to her room. She intended to make good on her threat to feminize him. To that end, she made Jimmy stand naked in the middle of the room as she searched her closet and her drawers for girly clothing in which to dress her stepbrother. Jimmy felt unnerved. He knew his stepsister could be quite girly. The stuffed animals on her bed and all the frills in her closet were a clear sign of that. What’s more, he knew she would have few limits when it came to humiliating him. The only question was how far she would take this. That he did not know... but he would find out.

“Slip these on,” said Christine.

She held out a pair of hot-pink panties. Jimmy was reluctant to take them, however, as his hands were busy trying to hide his erection.

“Take them,” she growled.

Jimmy took the panties, letting his erection hang freely out in the open. He’d worn these panties before. In fact, he’d worn them recently when Christine and her mother took a day trip, leaving him alone. They fit well, though they had a tendency to creep up his crack.

“Now put them on,” said Christine.

Jimmy pulled them up his legs, happily hiding his erection... or at least covering it – its shape remained visible through the panties, but his stepsister could no longer see its skin directly and that felt like a minor victory for him.

“What are you planning to do with me?” asked Jimmy, who now felt a little more secure with his penis

“hidden.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just what I said. What’s the plan now?”

“Well, first, I’m going to have some fun dressing you up. Then I’m going to try to figure out why you still think you can question me and tell me what to do. Then, after that, I’m going to start training you to be my slave.

Simple.”

Jimmy pursed his lips. “What do you mean by ‘slave’?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders. “What do you think I mean? I mean that you’re going to learn to cater to my needs, desires and whims. I mean that you will do whatever I want you to do.” She pulled a pair of denim shorts from her drawer and handed them to Jimmy. “Slip into those and stop questioning me.”

Jimmy looked at the shorts. They were tiny and meant to be tight.

They were definitely feminine, but they were ultimately just shorts.

He felt oddly disappointed that it wasn’t a skirt. He knew he shouldn’t feel that way, he should be thankful that she wasn’t going all out to make him look like a girl, but the cross-dresser within him felt disappointed nevertheless. He would never tell her that, however, and he told himself he needed to suppress those urges. This was a genuinely dangerous situation and he couldn’t let his fetish lead him into trouble.

But strong desires sometimes can’t be controlled.

“You want me to wear shorts?” he asked.

“Sure, why not?”

“I thought you were going to dress me up all girly is all.”

“You sound disappointed,” said Christine with a chuckle.

Jimmy blushed. “No, that’s not what I meant,” said Jimmy defensively, though there seemed to be no other interpretation.

“Well, your obvious desire to wear a skirt aside,” said Christine smugly, which made Jimmy blush, “girls don’t always wear skirts.

Lots of girls wear shorts or even jeans and they look perfectly girly.

And personally, I think you’ll look cuter in shorts. Now put them on.”

The cross-dresser within Jimmy was skeptical.

Jimmy stepped into the shorts and pulled them up his legs. He assumed they would slide right into place as his own shorts do and as Christine’s skirts typically did. They didn’t though. These shorts were designed to be ultra-tight and therefore he struggled to pull them into place and close them. He even had to lie down to zip them closed. And when he stood up again, he felt like his entire middle region had been jammed into vice.

“They’re too tight,” he said.

Christine laughed. “They fit the same on me.”

Jimmy stepped in front of the mirror. They were tight, but cute. His penis grew hard, giving away his true feelings. Christine, of course, noticed and let out an extended chuckle.

“I see you like them,” she said.

Jimmy shook his head. “They’re too tight!” he repeated.

“Fashion comes at a price. I figured a sissy like you would know that.”

“I’m not a sissy,” protested Jimmy.

Christine scoffed. “My dress, my heels and my panties say otherwise.” She then retrieved a tiny off-white tshirt with a deep v-neck from her closet to go with the shorts. She tossed it to Jimmy.

When Jimmy slipped into it, it was so small it felt almost as if he weren’t wearing anything. It felt strange to have his collar run past what would be his breasts too.

“I feel ridiculous,” said Jimmy.

“This? Really? This is nothing, especially for a little perv like you.

This is just the beginning. Besides, I doubt you feel too ridiculous because you’re too excited to feel ridiculous.”

“I am not,” protested Jimmy, though in truth he was.

“Uh huh,” said Christine doubtfully and she made a show of eying his throbbing erection. She then handed him a pair of tan silk stockings.

They had what appeared to be lace tops, but they were really stay-up tops. “Slide these up your leg. You know how, right?”

Of course Jimmy knew how. He’d worn her stockings many times.

But he didn’t want to admit that. Indeed, even though she’d caught him cross-dressing, he had no intention of admitting that he was a cross-dresser or that he’d ever worn anything of hers. And he certainly wasn’t going to admit to anything specific, so he denied any knowledge of how to wear stockings.

“Actually, no. I’ve never worn them,” he lied.

Christine shook her head. She knew better. But rather than tell him that she knew he was lying, she decided to use his lie against him.

“All right,” she said. “Sit down on the bed.”

“Why?”

“I’m going to teach you how to put on stockings.”

“Couldn’t we—”

“Sit!”

Jimmy nodded his head and sheepishly sat on the edge of the bed.

Christine took one of the stockings. “Take the stocking in both hands like this,” she said. “Now roll it up.”

She demonstrated. “When it’s rolled up, put it on the end of your toes and slowly pull it up your foot, letting it unravel as you do. The object is not to yank on the stocking so much as to unroll it.”

Jimmy slipped the stocking onto the end of his foot as instructed. He pulled the stocking up his leg, letting it unravel as he pulled it, and gave it a final tug until it snugly wrapped his leg. After he pulled that one into place, she gave him the other one and he pulled that into place as well.

“Very nicely done,” said Christine. “It’s almost as if you had a lot of experience doing that.”

As she said this, Christine grabbed a pair of shoes from her closet.

These were white platform sandals with a thick two-inch platform and a five-inch heel. The sandals had crisscrossing straps over the toes and an ankle strap for support. Jimmy knew these shoes well.

“I know you’ve worn heels so don’t tell me you haven’t,” said Christine. “In fact, you’ve probably worn these already.”

Jimmy blushed at her insight. Did she know or was she guessing?

Christine handed him the heels. “Put these on.”

A strange feeling twisted away inside Jimmy’s stomach: his stepsister just handed him a pair of high heels and told him to wear them!  His stepsister. Heels. Wear them!  It was an indescribably ratcheting feeling that was part fantasy come true and part moment of terror. In effect, he was deeply turned on and yet felt incredible foreboding all at once.

Jimmy hesitated, not trusting his own judgment on how to respond.

“This is your last warning,” said Christine when he stopped moving.

“But—”

She ignored him. “If you fight me on any of this, I’ll start sharing your pervy little secret with everyone.

Everyone!  Got it? So stop thinking you can resist me, sissy boy!”

Jimmy bit his tongue. She could do it. Something like this would be easy to share. She  would do it too. He had no doubt about that. So he knew what he had to do. He set the shoes on the floor before him. Then he slipped his feet into them. He bent over and buckled them up. When he then stood up, he stumbled a bit at first as he hadn’t worn heels this high in some time, but it only took him a few steps to become accustomed to them again.

Christine laughed. “I knew you could walk in heels.”

Jimmy said nothing. He felt too much shame that she knew his secret.

“All right, come look at yourself in the mirror,” said Christine.

Jimmy walked over to the mirror. He saw himself in the tight, feminine shorts. The shorts looked strange on him. They were surprisingly feminine. His erection trailed off to one side; he could see its outline in the tight shorts. The stockings were obviously feminine too as were the heels. Nothing he wore looked masculine.

All told, he looked like a little sissy boy who had dressed in his sister’s clothes.

“Perfect!” said Christine. “That’s the look I want!”

“Now what?” asked Jimmy nervously.

“Now this,” said Christine and she pulled out her phone and started snapping photos. She even posed him in several feminine, sexy poses like those in her favorite women’s magazines. Jimmy had never felt so turned on before, nor so humiliated. Soon enough, she had more than enough compromising photos to blackmail her stepbrother if it came to that.

“All right, here’s what we’re going to do—” started Christine.

GrrrGrrrGrrrGrrrGrrr! 

The sound of the garage door opening filled the house. That meant Christine’s mother Caroline was home.

Jimmy shot a horrified look at his stepsister and immediately started pulling off the blouse.

“I’ve got to change!” he exclaimed.

“Hold it,” said Christine.

“But your mother is home!”

“I know. Take off the shorts, the blouse and the heels. Leave on the stockings and the panties.” Christine held up the phone. “Now do as I say!”

Jimmy swallowed hard. “But your mom is going to freak out if she sees me in the—”

“She won’t see you, perv. You’re going to put on your own jeans over them and then meet me in the living room. Only you and I will know your twisted little secret,” said Christine. She then clapped her hands together.

“Get a move on. Now! Now! Now!”

Jimmy did as he was told.

Chapter Four: “Caroline’s Suspicions” 

—o—

Jimmy joined Christine in the living room right before his stepmother came through the door. They knew she would be home from work any minute, so Christine had ordered Jimmy to change into blue jeans and a sweatshirt with the logo of a local sports team. On his feet were socks and sneakers. His stepmother wore a silver skirt suit and black spike-heeled pumps.

“Well hello,” said Caroline when she came through the door and saw the two of them waiting for her.

Caroline looked at her daughter and her stepson suspiciously.

Having them both greet her was unusual. In fact, she couldn’t remember them ever greeting her together. What’s more, they were getting along. That was almost a sure sign of trouble.

“Hi mom,” said Christine.

“What can I do for you two?” asked Caroline cautiously.

“Nothing, we just wanted to say ‘hi’,” said Christine.

Caroline raised an eyebrow. This was definitely suspicious. She looked at her stepson. “And why are you here?”

“Same reason.”

Caroline folded her arms. There was definitely something off here.

She looked at Jimmy’s jeans and his sneakers. He normally wore shorts and went barefoot all summer. He said he couldn’t bear the heat of wearing anything more. So why was he wearing jeans today?

“Aren’t you a little warm?”

The question seemed to make Jimmy nervous. “No, Ma’am.”

Caroline felt even more confused. Why would that make him nervous, she wondered? “All right. And neither of you wants anything?”

Christine shook her head. “Nope.”

Jimmy followed her lead.

Caroline knew something weird had happened, but clearly neither of them was going to tell her what, so there was no point in continuing to ask. She would find out eventually. “Fine them,” said Caroline.

“I’ve been officially greeted. You may both return to your days.”

When she said this, Christine and Jimmy both turned and started toward the hallway that led to the bedrooms.

Before they got too far, Caroline called out to her daughter.

“Wait, Christine,” she said.

“What, mom?”

Caroline raised her leg behind her and pulled off her high-heeled pump. Then she pulled off the other one in the same manner. She held those out for Christine to take. “Be a dear and take these to my bedroom.”

Christine smiled. She often took her mother’s shoes or purse or jacket to her mother’s room as her mother went to start dinner.

Today, however, she had other plans. “Sure, mom,” she said happily.

She then took the heels and walked over to her stepbrother.

Meanwhile, Caroline turned to make her way to the kitchen. As she did, she glimpsed Christine hand Jimmy her heels out of the corner of her eye. At least, she thought she did; by the time she turned to confirm what she thought she saw, both Jimmy and Christine were gone.

“I must have imagined that,” she told herself.

—o—

The rest of the evening went fairly normally to Caroline except that Jimmy and Christine seemed to get along.

Usually, both hid in their rooms coming together only to fight over meals, the bathroom, the car, the television, the chores, requests to have friends over, or any other thing they could think to fight over.

Sometimes, they weren’t even sure why they were fighting. This night, they got along well together. They were even talking quietly from time to time and then both came out to sit together with Caroline and watch television.

“I thought you hated this program?” asked Caroline of Jimmy.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders. “It’s ok,” he said.

Caroline raised an eyebrow. Something was odd about him being here voluntarily watching her favorite female drama, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. She kept glancing at him, hoping to see whatever it was, but she saw nothing as she couldn’t look into his mind. She couldn’t look under his clothes either, so she didn’t see the panties he wore. Nor did she see the stockings. Nor did she notice that he had shaved his body. Nor did she see the control Christine seemed to exert over him. Eventually, she decided her suspicions were wrong. And by the time she went to bed, the whole thing had passed from her mind.

It was nice that her kids got along.

—o—

Jimmy awoke with a start. It was still dark. He was breathing heavily.

He had been having a nightmare.

Somehow, in his dream, Jimmy had shrunk down to six inches tall and Christine was chasing him around his room.

She was wearing her new wooden-platformed high heels and she was trying to step him. Or at least, she was pretending to try to step on him. It seemed more like a game than a serious attempt.

“I’m going to get you, sissy boy!” she called.

“Leave me alone!” he squeaked back in his mouse-sized voice.

Jimmy raced toward the cover of his bed.  CRASH!!  Christine’s foot landed right in front of him. He could see her enormous toes just barely hanging off the end of the platform at about the level of his crotch. His erection throbbed at the idea of touching them, but his heart raced at the idea of being crushed. He turned and fled in another direction.

“You can’t hide from me, perv. I know your secret,” boomed her voice.

Jimmy ran toward his closet now. Above him he heard a deep laugh.

His stepsister was terrifying at this size.

Jimmy looked over his shoulder and saw her coming at him like some mythical giant.

“Run, sissy boy, run,” she said with a giggle.

Her giggle made his penis throb.

The closet was about two hundred meters away now. Suddenly, a shadow passed over him. He knew this was Christine’s foot, so he dropped to the floor and rolled to his right. As he did, her foot came crashing down right where he would have been.  BOOOOM!! 

“Leave me alone!” he squeaked again.

“Never! You belong to me now!”

Christine pivoted her foot on her planted heel and brought the front part of the platform of her shoe down on top of him, pinning him to the ground. When the bottom of the sole of her shoe touched his exposed penis, it exploded, shooting its tiny load of cum onto her sole.

This was when Jimmy awoke with a start. He was breathing hard, and his hand held his erection tightly. It was wet and sticky. The panties Christine had made him wear were filled with cum.

“Wonderful,” he said sarcastically.

Jimmy rose and changed the sheets. Then he tossed the panties into the hamper in the bathroom and changed into his own underwear before going back to bed. He fell asleep quickly, but his dreams got no better.

—o—

Jimmy opened one eye. He thought he was dreaming, but he wasn’t.

His stepsister stood over him. She was holding up the panties he had worn to bed with one finger... the sticky ones.

“Why aren’t you wearing these?” she demanded.

Jimmy blushed. At least if she was asking, he realized that the cum must have dried and, therefore, she didn’t know what had happened during the night. He told himself there was no way he was telling her the truth.

Unfortunately, he didn’t know what else to say.

“I must have taken them off in the night,” he said.

Christine shook her head dismissively. “I never gave you permission to take them off, did I?”

“No, but it—”

“Do you know what else, sissy boy?”

Jimmy bit his lip. “What?” he asked nervously.

“I know why you took them off.”

Jimmy shrunk down into the mattress and pulled his blanket an inch or two higher. “You do?” He prayed she had the wrong idea.

Christine nodded her head. “Yes, I do, perv.”

Jimmy waited silently.

“You jerked yourself off in them!” she growled.

All the color left Jimmy’s face and he started to shake his head. “I swear I didn’t!”

“Save it. I can see the stain and it’s still wet. I put my finger on it when I picked them up, perv!” She held the panties in his face, still dangling from the end of her finger. “Do you know what you’re going to do now?” she asked.

“What?”

“You’re going to clean them.”

Jimmy furiously nodded his head. “Yes, Ma’am. I’ll put them in the wash right away!”

Christine chuckled. “Yes, but before you stick them in the wash, you’re going to remove the stain. And to make sure you don’t ever cum in another pair of my panties without permission, you’re going to remove the stain by sucking all of your cum out of them.”

Without any warning, Christine jammed the panties into Jimmy’s mouth. To his horror, they were still wet and sticky and salty and gross. This was the first time he had ever tasted cum and he did not like it one bit. Not to mention, having panties in his mouth made his entire mouth dry, which highlighted the cum. Put simply, this was disgusting to Jimmy. So after a few seconds, he reached for his mouth the pull them out. Christine stopped him, however.

“Not until I say so,” she said.

“Mmmphf,” said Jimmy.

Christine shrugged her shoulders. “I can’t understand you,” she said.

She then slapped his hip. “Come on, girly boy. Time to get out of bed. We need to get you dressed. Mom gave us a big list of chores today.”

“Mmores?”

“Yes, chores. Mom left a list of chores as she always does and it’s going to take you a long time to do all of them.”

“Mall of mem? Mmme?”

“Yes, you. You’re doing mine and yours from now on. So get up and go shower,” said Christine.

“Mhy me?”

“Because you’re my slave now.”

“Mats mot mair.”

“No, it’s not fair, but that’s how it is. Now get up.”

Jimmy grimaced. He had hoped that what happened yesterday would be over and forgotten, but apparently, Christine intended to pick up right where they left off. Of course, he knew that would be the case, but he had hoped it wouldn’t be.

Chapter Five: “His First Spanking” 

—o—

Half an hour later, Jimmy found himself standing in the living room.

He was dressed exactly as he had been the day before in the tight, tight shorts, the v-neck shirt, the stockings, the panties and the spike-heeled platforms.

He felt like a fool. Christine stood nearby looking through a makeup bag. On the table before her was a purse and a wig.

“Before you start our chores, I want to take your feminization a little further,” said Christine.

“I’ll pass.”

Christine glared at Jimmy sourly. “Do you need to be punished?”

Jimmy bit his lip. “No.”

“Good. As I was saying, today we’re taking your feminization further.

After all, we don’t need to worry about my mother coming home for several hours at this point, unlike yesterday. So let’s get started.”

Jimmy watched nervously as Christine laid out the things he was to wear.

“This was part of my costume last year for Halloween,” said Christine and she held up a short, feminine blonde wig.

“What if it doesn’t fit?” asked Jimmy.

Christine chuckled. “What if it does?” she countered.

Without missing a beat, Christine took the wig and slipped it onto Jimmy’s head. She pulled it forward into place and then worked his own hair beneath it. When she finished manipulating it, it sat right where it should on Jimmy’s head. It fit perfectly, and it made him much more passable as a girl.

“There!” she said.

“I don’t want to wear a wig,” said Jimmy.

“What you want doesn’t matter. What I want is what matters, and I want you in the wig. Now sit down. I’m going to do your makeup.”

“My makeup?”

Jimmy felt excited and nervous about the idea of wearing makeup.

He’d never worn makeup before and he had no idea how it would feel or how easy it would be to remove. What if it stained or they missed some part of it when removing it and his stepmother saw it?

Would it make him look like a woman?

“Is this a good idea?” he asked.

Christine laughed. “So you don’t want to wear the wig and you don’t want to wear makeup. What kind of cross-dresser are you?”

Jimmy blushed. He didn’t know what to say.

“Sit,” said Christine.

Jimmy sat down as ordered. Christine then opened her bag and started pulling out tubes, brushes, vials and other assorted containers. She picked up a small round container and opened it.

Inside was a powder or cream, Jimmy wasn’t sure which, about the

same color as his skin. She put some on her fingers and started smearing it on his face. Soon, his skin looked much more even.

“I don’t need to wear makeup,” he said.

“You do if I want you to.”

“But won’t it just come off when I do the chores?”

“You may need to retouch some of it,” said Christine. “But that’s just part of wearing makeup.”

Christine took a pen and started outlining his eyes. Then came a brush against his eyelids, a pen against his lips and powder on his cheeks. Bit by bit, she painted his face to make it look more feminine. She even removed a handful of hairs from his fluffy eyebrows to give them a slightly softer, slightly less masculine appearance. When she was finished, she brushed back his wig and then showed him his new look in a hand mirror.

“Oh my God!” he gasped.

“It’s nice work if I do say so myself,” she said.

Jimmy was stunned. He couldn’t believe how feminine he looked. No one would ever guess that the person he saw in the mirror was really a boy. How had she done this? Could he really be transformed into a girl so easily?

Apparently, he could. The thought of that made him hard within his hot pants.

“All right, girlfriend,” said Christine. “It’s time to get to work.”

“Work?”

“Yep. You’ve got a lot of chores to do,” she said and she handed him the list of chores his stepmother had

given Christine this morning.

Jimmy looked over the list. She really had given them a lot to do today. She wanted Jimmy to take out the garbage, sweep the garage, pick up his room and put in new light bulbs in the hallway.

Christine was supposed to mop the kitchen, vacuum the carpets, do the dishes and fold some laundry.

“She’s not kidding today,” said Jimmy.

“She’s having friends over this weekend and she wants the house spotless,” said Christine.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders indifferently. “Ok. I’ll get to work on my stuff after I make some breakfast.”

Christine chuckled. “First of all, stepsissy dear, this is  all your stuff—”

“What do you mean?”

“I told you before. You’re doing my chores now as well as yours now.”

“I’m what?!”

“You heard me, slave. You’re doing my chores. And before you say another word, you have no choice in this,” said Christine and she held up her phone to remind her stepbrother.

He nevertheless shook his head. “Forget it!”

The next thirty seconds or so were a blur for Jimmy. Somehow, Christine lifted him out of his seat, shoved him to the middle of the room and bent him over. As she did, the makeup bag fell to the floor and his wig fell from his head. It all seemed rather surreal to him as it happened.

“Grab your knees,” she growled.

[image: Image 3]

Jimmy did as commanded without even realizing it. Indeed, it was only after he grabbed his knees that he finally snapped out of this strange hazy cloud of unreality and back to the real world to grasp what was about to happen.

Meanwhile, behind him, Christine raised a hairbrush high in the air.

She took aim at his rear and swung the hairbrush right down on it, hard and fast. It struck with tremendous force, causing Jimmy’s cheeks to vibrate and shake and a stinging pain to flare up where the brush struck.

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“Ouch!” exclaimed Jimmy, who had never been spanked before.

“That’s for disobeying me,” said Christine. “So are these.”

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“This is for thinking you can still do whatever you want!”

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“This is for thinking you don’t need to follow my orders!”

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Each of these blows came down hard and fast and each hurt.

Jimmy’s rear was turning bright red and hot beneath his shorts; Jimmy was thankful she hadn’t made him strip those off yet or this would have been even worse.

“Please stop!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Why?”

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“I give up!” said Jimmy, whose rear was feeling bruised and injured.

“Give up what?”

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“I’ll do your chores!” he pleaded.

“This is beyond chores. Do you agree to do everything I tell you from now on?” demanded Christine.

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

Whoooooooosh! CRACK!!! 

“Yes! I will!” exclaimed Jimmy, who could take no more blows to his hot, swollen rear.

Christine stopped. She rubbed his butt with her fingertips. “Now listen to me, Jimmy. I don’t want to hurt you, I really don’t. But you need to learn that you can’t disobey me anymore. I can show everyone these photos and that will destroy you. So you better get it in your head that you have no power to disobey me anymore. Do you understand me?”

Jimmy reluctantly nodded his head. He knew what she said was true, but that didn’t make it any easier for him to just submit as she wanted him to.

“And don’t you forget, as this spanking shows you, there are many punishments I can use short of exposing you. So you better think twice before you decide to disobey me. Got it?” As she said this last part, she switched from rubbing his hot, injured butt with her soft fingertips to using her sharp red nails to lightly scratch the path her fingers took. This sent jolts of pain racing to Jimmy’s nervous system and heightened the pain and tension he felt.

“Yes, I understand,” he gasped as her nails chartered their course.

Christine chuckled. “Good girl. Now go get the mop. You’re doing my chores first.”

—o—

For a second day in a row now, Caroline came home to find Jimmy and Christine waiting to greet her. Again, this struck her as odd.

Jimmy and Christine never did this before, so why were they doing it now?

“Hi mom,” said Christine with a smile.

“Hi,” replied Caroline suspiciously. “What do you two want?”

“Just to say hello and to let you know that we did all the chores, just like you asked,” said Christine. This caused Jimmy to grimace silently, as he had actually been the one to do all of the chores.

Christine had sat on the couch playing with her phone all day and drinking the drinks that Jimmy brought her.

“All the chores?” asked Caroline.

“Just as you asked.”

“That’s good. Thank you,” said Caroline.

“You’re welcome. It was no problem at all.”

Caroline raised an eyebrow suspiciously. Jimmy and Christine hated chores and fought every attempt to make them do chores. So why were they so happy about doing them now? “That’s good. I thought it might be too much for the two of you to do today.”

“Oh, not at all.”

“Well, good. I’ll give you more tomorrow then. I’m glad you’re both finally helping out around here. You have no idea how much it takes the load off me to have you two do this.”

“Any time, mom,” said Christine.

Again Jimmy grimaced. He had worked hard; Christine had done nothing. What’s more, he had done it all in the killer high-heeled sandals Christine made him wear. He felt he deserved the credit for this, but here was Christine taking most of it again.

Caroline smiled at her daughter. “I’m glad to hear that. And since you’re in such a helpful mood,” she said and she held out her purse for Christine to take, “please put that on my nightstand.” Christine took the purse.

Caroline then reached behind her as she raised her leg and she pulled her high-heeled shoe off her foot before switching legs and pulling off the other shoe as well. She handed those to Christine; they were still warm and damp from her feet. “And please place these on the floor. I’ll put them away myself later.”

“Sure, mom,” said Christine.

As Caroline watched, her daughter and her stepson turned and walked off toward the hallway that led to the bedrooms. As they reached the hallway, Caroline started to turn away until she again caught something strange out of the corner of her eye. It looked as if Christine handed her purse and her heels to Jimmy. What’s more, it looked like Jimmy took them without complaint. Caroline snapped her head around to see if this was what had really happened, but they both vanished down the hallway before Caroline could be certain.

“I have to be imagining that,” she told herself. “Jimmy would never voluntarily hold my purse and much less my heels. Besides, he wouldn’t obey Christine in any event and that looked like she had ordered him to do that.”

Caroline shook her head.

“Yeah, that can’t be what I saw,” she told herself and she dismissed the thought.

Chapter Six: “A Visitor” 

—o—

Christine sat on a stool in the kitchen eating cereal. She was still dressed for bed, having only gotten up to see her mother off and collect the daily list of chores she and her brother were supposed to do. She was glaring at Jimmy, who had come from his room dressed in jeans, sneakers and a rock band tee-shirt.

“What are you doing?” asked Christine.

“What do you mean?” asked Jimmy, who grabbed the orange juice from the counter.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

Jimmy looked down at his clothes. This was how he always dressed when he hung out with friends, so he shrugged his shoulders indifferently. “Larry’s coming over today.”

“Since when?!”

“Since last night.”

Christine dropped her jaw in an exaggerated manner. “You set up a play date with Larry without asking me permission first?!”

Jimmy blushed. “It’s not a play date. We’re just hanging out. As for permission, I didn’t know I needed any.

You can’t tell me what to do all the time,” said Jimmy defiantly.

“Oh Jimmy,” said Christine ominously.

“Oh Christine,” countered Jimmy snidely.

Christine glared at him. “I see you need to be taught a lesson.” She pulled out her phone and started hitting buttons.

Jimmy watched her nervously. “What are you doing?”

She didn’t respond. She just kept hitting buttons.

“What are you doing?” repeated Jimmy.

Christine paused and then tapped her phone once with her finger tip.

“There,” she said. “I’ve sent some of the images of you in my clothes, along with an explanation, to one of my friends—”

“You what?!” gasped Jimmy. “Are you serious?!”

“Of course I’m serious.”

“No! No! No! You can’t have!”

“Well, I did. Sadly, this was the only way to teach you that you need to obey me in all things now,” said Christine calmly.

Jimmy wasn’t sure what to do. Had she really done this? Had his secret been leaked to everyone? Was he now ruined? How should he respond? What could he do about this?

“What have you done?” asked Jimmy in a sickly, desperate tone.

The question was rhetorical.

Christine set down her phone. She casually crossed her legs and then folded her arms. “I warned you, Jimmy. You didn’t want to listen.

So I sent copies of your photos,  dressed my clothes, to one of my friends—”

“Which one?!”

“You don’t get to know. Fortunately for you, I’ve told her not to spread it around, so realize it could have been worse. Consider this your last friendly warning... your wakeup call. This is proof that I mean what I say, and if you continue to defy me in  any way, I will send these photos out to everyone. Do you understand?” Her tone remained calm.

Zzzzt!  Her phone buzzed. She glanced at the message.

“My friend thinks you look cute in panties,” said Christine.

Jimmy turned bright red.

“So, do you understand me?” asked Christine again.

Jimmy swallowed hard. A second person now knew what was going on. The thought made him burn with humiliation deep inside. It also terrified him. He had visions of everyone he knew seeing the images and laughing at him. That would destroy his reputation. Because of this, Jimmy realized that he no longer had a choice but to obey. He could not be flippant about this or dismiss it as a bluff. He could not hope it went away. He could not just ignore it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said reluctantly.

“Then tell me what you understand.”

“I understand that I need to obey you from now on,” he said softly.

“Yes, you do. No matter what I demand, you need to obey me. Now let us continue with the lesson,” said

Christine. “I did not give you permission to bring a friend over—”

“I’ll call him and tell him not to come—”

“Stop!” exclaimed Christine.

Jimmy froze and bit his lip. “Yes, Ma’am?”

“I am giving the orders. I am in charge. I will decide what will happen.

Remember that, Jimmy:  I make the  decisions!  Not you.” Christine rubbed her chin for a moment as she considered the best way to handle this. “What time is your friend coming?”

“Nine.”

“Good. That gives us plenty of time to get you dressed and get you started on your chores.”

“But he’ll be here in two hours.”

“Then you better hurry,” said Christine.

Jimmy raced to the bedroom, anxious to change and get this over with, but Christine seemed to be dragging her feet. In fact, it seemed to Jimmy that she couldn’t move slower if she tried.

“Come on, come on,” thought Jimmy.

Christine meandered after him.

—o—

Jimmy stood in the middle of the room. He wore pink thong panties which didn’t really cover his balls. He wore a matching pink bra which lay flat against his chest. He wore a white garter belt. He wore tan stockings. He wore white high-heeled sandals with a platform and a t-strap. He had his arms folded as he waited anxiously for whatever came next.

“The blue shorts fit the best,” he said to help Christine make her choice.

“You’re not wearing short today,” she replied over her shoulders.

“I’m not?”

“Nope. Today, it’s a dress.”

Jimmy felt a tingle pass through his body. While he was decidedly unhappy with everything that was going on, the idea of wearing a dress turned him on, especially as it was his stepsister making him wear the dress. He had masturbated to this as fantasy many times in the past, and the reality was even more exciting, except that his friend was coming soon and that would ruin everything.

“Can I go without makeup?” he asked.

“Why?” asked Christine, who looked through her closet at her dresses.

“It won’t take as long to change because we won’t need to take it off and it reduces the risk that we might leave some of it on for Larry to see.”

“No, I want you in makeup.”

Jimmy sighed to himself. That would complicate things. That would add at least ten minutes in removing the makeup. But what choice did he have? “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Christine finally pulled a frilly dress from the closet. She hadn’t worn it in years as it looked too immature for her. She would make Jimmy wear it now to do their chores... and to teach him a lesson about who was in charge.

She turned and handed the dress to Jimmy.

“Put this one on,” she said.

Jimmy took the dress and cringed. He’d worn many of her dresses, but never this one. It was too childish for him. He fantasized about being a seductive young woman, not a petulant child. Still, he unzipped the dress and slipped into it as he was told.

It was tight.

“I don’t think this fits,” he said.

Christine looked up from her makeup collection. “It is definitely a little tight,” she said. “But it works. After all, it’s not like we’re going for a walk through the mall or anything.”

Jimmy tried adjusting the dress. It was uncomfortable to him as it was so tight and he wasn’t used to wearing tight clothing. This made it feel as if his bra had been highlighted by the dress. It was short too. The dress was made to hang to the knees, but on Jimmy it barely covered his crotch. His panties and erection would likely be visibly at times. He was thankful only Christine would see him.

“Now sit down so I can do your makeup,” said Christine.

Jimmy sat down and Christine once again worked her magic. She painted his eyes, his lips and his skin. She again did his nails. She put the wig on his head and adjusted it perfectly. Then she blasted him with a flowery perfume. He now looked and smelled the part of a young woman in a strangely childish, too-small dress. It was oddly sexy.

“Aren’t you cute,” she gushed when she was done with the makeup.

Jimmy bit his tongue. He was cute. He wanted to deny it, but it was true... and that was humiliating. For even though he was a cross-dresser, he still saw himself as quite macho and incapable of being truly feminized. But Christine had done it and with little difficulty. That wounded his masculine pride.

“Chore time,” announced Christine.

—o—

The next hour or so was difficult for Jimmy. Doing chores in a tight dress and sky-high heels is never easy, and Jimmy found himself fighting the dress as much as doing the chores. With every step, it tried to ride up, exposing his panties and his erection. At times, he felt it would rip. At other times, he just felt entirely naked in the dress.

None of this was pleasant.

Worse yet, Jimmy was battling the clock. He knew that Larry was coming over around nine and every passing second brought him closer to that moment. He needed to finish these chores, get out of these clothes, strip off this makeup and rinse off the perfume all before Larry got here. All of that would take time, which was something he was running out of quickly.

“Larry’s coming soon,” said Jimmy several times.

“I know,” replied Christine each time.

“Shouldn’t I change?”

“Not yet. Keep working.”

Jimmy started to worry. “I may need to risk it and just change,” he told himself. That would make Christine angry, but the alternative was that Larry would walk right through the door and catch him  en femme.

“Are you sure I shouldn’t change. It’s almost nine o’clock,” said Jimmy.

“Every time you ask, I’ll add five minutes before I let you change,”

replied Christine.

Jimmy stopped asked.

Soon it was eighteen until nine. As Jimmy saw it, he had three minutes left before he needed to act so he could change in time.

The clock ticked closer to seventeen until nine.

The clock ticked closer to sixteen until nine.

The clock ticked closer to eight forty-five.

“I need to do something,” he told himself.

Jimmy set down the duster and stood up straight. He had decided to go change no matter what Christine said.

Before he could move, however, Christine walked into the living room. She had changed from her pajamas into a tennis skirt and mid-heeled wedges.

“Come sit on the couch,” she said.

“Larry’s coming,” said Jimmy, who didn’t know what else to say.

“Yes, I know. Sit on the couch.”

Jimmy looked torn.

“Sit! ”

Jimmy took a deep breath and sat on the couch. Christine sat down next to him. She crossed her legs and shook her foot. Watching her toes move back and forth excited Jimmy, despite everything.

“Your friend is coming in a few minutes. There are two ways this can play out. First, you can run off and go change. If you do so, you do so without my permission and I will start sending out photos of you to all my friends,”

said Christine.

She held up her phone and flipped through perhaps a hundred different photos of Jimmy in panties, lingerie, heels and the such. It was obvious it was him and it was obvious he was hard as a rock in a lot of them. There would be no way to explain these in any way.

“Ok,” said Jimmy cautiously. “What’s the other option?”

“Your other option is to sit right here,” said Christine.

“Sit here?”

“Yes. You just sit here.”

Jimmy stared at his stepsister in confusion. What would sitting there do? Why would she want him just to sit there? How would this affect the Larry situation? He would find out in a moment when Larry rang the bell.

Diiiiing doooong! 

Panic filled Jimmy. Christine, however, looked Jimmy right in the eyes and seemed to help him overcome his

panic. “Sit here silently and don’t say a word,” she commanded. “It will all be all right.”

Jimmy pointed toward the hallway which led to their bedrooms. “But shouldn’t I—”

“Sit here silently,” repeated Christine.

Jimmy clenched his jaw. He wanted desperately to run off, but he knew that wouldn’t work. If he ran, Christine could do any number of things. She could tell everyone, as she said. She could just open the door and send Larry down the hallway. That meant Jimmy’s only option was to sit quietly and hope that Christine didn’t expose him.

Besides her steely eyes seemed to be holding him transfixed in place. He slowly nodded his head.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Christine smiled. “Good girl,” she said with a laugh.

Diiiiing doooong! 

Christine adjusted Jimmy on the couch. She made him cross his legs so his one foot dangled. Then she put his hands in his lap to make him look demure and hide his erection, which was pushing against his dress. Then she brushed back the hair from the wig from his face. After looking him over one last time, Christine walked to the door. Her heels tapped against the floor the entire way:  CLICK! 

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  When she reached the door, she unlocked it and opened it.

“Hello Larry. How are you?” asked Christine when she saw the young man on the other side. He wore a flannel shirt and corduroy pants.

“Hi. Is Jimmy home?” asked Larry.

Jimmy tensed up. He could hear the whole conversation from the couch.

“I’m afraid not, Larry. His stepmother sent him to the store to run some errands. He’s picking up feminine pads or something. I think he actually likes picking those up,” said Christine in a matter-of-fact tone.

Larry blushed.

For his part, Jimmy breathed a sigh of relief on the one hand and grimaced on the other. Fortunately, he didn’t think Larry would believe such an obvious attack on Jimmy’s manhood.

“I was supposed to meet him here,” said Larry disappointedly.

“Well, he’s not here. I’m sorry you came all this way,” added Christine.

“It’s all right,” said Larry and he started to turn to leave.

“Say, would you like to come in and have some lemonade?” asked Christine.

Jimmy froze. Had she really invited Larry inside the house? With him dressed as he was? “Please don’t accept! Please don’t accept!

Please don’t accept!” pleaded Jimmy inside his head.

“Sure, I’d love some,” said Larry.

Jimmy felt like he’d been hit in the gut with a hammer. He looked over his shoulder and debated if he could make it to somewhere to hide before Larry got inside and saw him. He couldn’t. His only chance was still to sit quietly and hope that Larry didn’t recognize him. He tapped his foot nervously and squeezed his hands together tightly on his lap as Christine led Larry into the house.

Larry looked left and right until he saw Jimmy sitting on the couch.

“Oh hi there,” said Larry.

Jimmy tensed up. He waited for Jimmy to recognize him and start laughing. Then Larry suddenly smiled. It wasn’t a normal smile though. It wasn’t a smile of recognition either. Instead, it was an embarrassed smile that suggested to Jimmy that Larry genuinely thought he was meeting a young woman and that he was attracted to her.

Jimmy swallowed hard. This could be bad.

“Oh, and let me introduce you to my cousin Wendy,” said Christine.

Jimmy shuddered at being called Wendy. Meanwhile, Christine walked Larry over to Jimmy. Larry then stuck out his hand. Jimmy shook his leg nervously and wiggled his foot.

“Hi there,” said Larry in a goofy sort of tone.

Jimmy took his hand and shook it lightly. He noticed that Larry was sweating and pulled his hand away as quickly as possible. It would have felt strange enough to hold his friend’s hand, but knowing his friend was viewing him sexually made it much more embarrassing.

“Hi,” said Jimmy.

“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Larry,” said Larry.

Jimmy smiled, but said nothing.

“So you’re Wendy?” asked Larry.

“Uh... yeah,” said Jimmy.

“Why don’t you have a seat and you two can chat while I get some lemonade?” said Christine.

She motioned for Larry to sit next to Jimmy. Larry smiled and sat down on the middle seat of the couch. To Jimmy, this seemed uncomfortably close, even though Larry wasn’t actually touching him.

“Do you live around here?” asked Larry.

Jimmy bit his lip. He was glad that Larry hadn’t recognized him yet, but he did not want to have a conversation with Larry, not the way he was dressed, not with Larry apparently being aroused by him.

“Uh, no. I’m just visiting,” he said softly.

After this, the two boys sat in nervous silence until Christine returned with the drinks. She gave each a glass of lemonade and kept one for herself. Then she motioned Larry to scoot over closer to Jimmy so she could sit down. Larry did and Jimmy suddenly felt the warmth of Larry’s thigh rubbing against his own. That bothered him.

It would have bothered him under normal circumstances, but being dressed as he was made it many times worse.

Christine sat down and crossed her legs toward Larry. Then she placed her hand on his thigh and she held up the lemonade as if to toast.

“Enjoy!” she said.

Larry blushed at the proximity of her hand to his erection. “Thank you,” he said.

Each sipped the lemonade.

“So Larry,” said Christine after a few seconds, “Wendy and I were having a debate. I think Wendy is really quite beautiful. She’s not so sure. Tell us what you think?”

Jimmy looked at her with shock and horror.

“Really?” asked Larry.

“Oh yes. We’d love to hear your thoughts,” said Christine.

Jimmy began to tremble. “What is she doing?” he asked himself.

“Uh ok,” said Larry and he cleared his throat. Larry turned to examine “Wendy”, not knowing this was really Jimmy. He examined Jimmy’s face; as he did, Jimmy held his breath, hoping Larry didn’t see through the makeup and wig. Larry then looked down at Jimmy’s chest, his waist and finally down his legs to his feet. Jimmy squeezed his legs together tightly in response.

“What do you think?” asked Christine.

“I would agree,” said Larry. “She’s very beautiful.”

As Larry said this, Christine watched his penis grow erect in his lap.

She then pointed behind Larry’s back at his erection and she giggled

silently but very visibly. She wanted Jimmy to see her do this. Jimmy, in turn, glanced down where she was pointing and saw Larry’s erection pressing against his slacks. Jimmy immediately blushed and felt ashamed. He had never turned another boy on before and he certainly didn’t want to this time.

Then something even more horrible happened. Jimmy became hard too. He slipped his free hand over his erection. He even lowered his glass to his lap to help hide it. Christine saw this and pretended to laugh once more.

Her silent mocking only served to make Jimmy harder.

“Well, Jimmy’s not here,” said Jimmy. “Maybe it’s time to leav—”

Christine cut him off. “He’ll be back soon, though.”

Jimmy bit his tongue. “Not that soon,” he grumbled.

“I’m sure Larry won’t mind waiting. Maybe you two could play a game while you wait,” said Christine.

Jimmy shook his head. “I really don’t—”

“Oh, that would be fun,” said Larry.

Before Jimmy knew what was happening, he found himself sitting at the dining room table directly across from Larry. They were playing a card game. He felt incredibly nervous that Larry would figure out who he really was as he wasn’t sure he could withstand too much scrutiny.

“Your turn,” said Jimmy after laying down some cards.

Larry took a card from the deck and considered his hand. As he shuffled his hand to get a better look at it, he suddenly felt a warm, soft, stocking-covered foot touch his shin, just below his pants, and run up and down his leg.

He jolted in his chair and immediately shot a glance at Christine, who sat between Jimmy and Larry. Christine smiled innocently at Larry and mouthed the words, “Not me.” Then she nodded her head toward Jimmy. Larry looked at the unsuspecting Jimmy and blushed.

His heart rate increased too.

“Nine of diamonds,” said Larry and he set down the card.

Jimmy drew his own card. As he did, he felt a warm foot touch the top of his foot and glide between the leather on his sandal above his toes and the leather strap surrounding his ankle. A chill raced down his spine and he glared at his stepsister. Her eyes, however, denied his allegation and she casually nodded her head toward Larry, who was looking at his cards, but had a suspiciously excited look on his face. He kept glancing at Jimmy too.

“What the heck is he doing?!” thought Jimmy.

Then he remembered that Larry thought he was a girl. Jimmy instinctively started to shoot out of his chair, but Christine put her hand on his to stop him and she mouthed the words, “Sit down.”

Jimmy shook his head.

Christine then casually swiped her cell phone, which lay on the table next to her face up. Her swipe turned it

on and Jimmy saw it display the front page of her gallery... the gallery which contained all those images of him.

“Going somewhere?” asked Christine.

Jimmy was breathing heavily. Christine’s tone had been friendly, but Jimmy heard a double meaning: a threat. He desperately wanted to flee, but that threat kept him in place.

“I was just shifting in my chair,” he said.

“Oh good. I’d hate for this game to end too soon. I’m enjoying it so much,” said Christine.

“I am too,” said Larry.

When Jimmy settled back down in his chair, he felt Christine’s hand on his thigh. Her fingers slid down his leg until she could grab it.

Then she started tugging on his leg until she got it in the air beneath the table. It took Jimmy a moment, but he realized that she wanted him to give her his leg. Having no choice, he did what she wanted and he let her move it where she wanted.

Christine smiled. “I think my fortune’s just improved,” she said and she played her card. Then she slipped her hand beneath the leg and guided Jimmy’s wedge-encased foot between Larry’s thighs.

Larry smiled broadly, which made Jimmy feel ashamed. He could feel the flesh of Larry’s thighs pressing against his door. “I think my fortune improved too,” he said with a sort of nervous half-giggle.

Jimmy cringed. This was terribly emasculating. And then it got worse. Jimmy felt Larry’s fingers stroke the side of his foot through the sandal. Then he pulled Jimmy’s toes downwards slightly. A moment later, Jimmy felt something which could only be Larry’s erection touch his toes and then grow until it slid between Jimmy’s toes.

This was highly embarrassing.

Larry played his next card.

Jimmy wanted to quit this game, but it was clear that Christine would not let him. Hence, he was forced to keep playing even as Larry’s erection tickled his toes. He played a queen of clubs. As he did, Larry started to tense and then release the muscles around his hips, causing his erection to thrust forward and backward against his toes and the shoe.

“He’s masturbating against my toes!” thought Jimmy.

Christine could see this from her angle and it made her giggle. She did her best to stifle her giggle however, as she didn’t want Larry to know what she was seeing as she didn’t want anything to keep this from running its full course. She played her next card, a seven of hearts.

For the next three or four minutes, the game continued like this.

Each of the three would take turns playing their cards as Larry masturbated against the sandal and the toes he believed belonged to “Wendy.” Jimmy felt every thrust and, with each, he felt increasingly emasculated. Christine, on the other hand, felt increasingly powerful as her stepbrother seemed to shrink.

“I hope you’re enjoying yourself?” said Christine coyly to Jimmy.

Jimmy blushed and shrank further.

Christine then carefully moved her phone to the edge of the table and snapped a few pictures for later.

Finally, Jimmy felt Larry start moving faster and faster. The pressure against Jimmy’s foot increased. Larry was trying to hide it, but he was visibly breathing faster now too. It was clear what was happening, and it was obvious it would happen any second, though it seemed to Jimmy that it was taking forever.

“Come on, come on, get it over with!” thought Jimmy.

Christine now kept her eyes mainly on Larry’s lap.

Suddenly, Larry seemed to jerk himself back. He stopped breathing.

Then he gave it one last thrust. As Christine watched, a blast of hot, white cum shot directly against Jimmy’s toes. That made her laugh out loud; she couldn’t stop herself.

“Cute!” she exclaimed.

This made Larry blush. Jimmy too blushed and pulled his foot away.

He could feel the fast cooling fluid dripping down between his toes.

This was horribly emasculating. Another man’s cum was dripping all over his exposed toes right now! He wanted to cry.

Fortunately for Jimmy, Larry decided it was time to leave.

“I really need to go,” said Larry.

“But you just came,” said Christine with a chuckle.

Larry didn’t know how to take this, so he ignored it. “Tell Jimmy that I missed him. See you next time.

Thanks for the lemonade,” said Larry and stood up and walked out the door. His erection was clearly swinging between his legs beneath his pants. There was a wet spot on the front of his pants too.

Christine walked him to the door and closed it behind him.

Jimmy collapsed on the table in shame and exhaustion.

“That was for disobeying me,” said Christine. “Let that be a lesson to you.”

“A lesson? What kind of lesson was that other than how humiliated I can feel?” asked Jimmy. He felt the cum dripping all the way through his toes to the leather insole of his shoe.

“If you had asked, I might have let you hang out with your friend today. But since you chose to arrange this yourself without asking me, that was your punishment. Every bit of humiliation you experienced, you earned,” said Christine. “And now you better hope little hard-on Larry doesn’t go home and realize who it was who was working his penis.”

Jimmy had a vision of Larry at home masturbating as he thought about the wonderful afternoon he had with the mystery girl when he suddenly realized that there was something familiar about her. The whole thing struck Jimmy as both hilarious and horrifying. He prayed Larry never figured it out.

“Now finish your chores before mom gets home,” said Christine.

Jimmy sighed. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. Then he did his chores... after he cleaned the cum from his toes.

Chapter Seven: “The Girl Who Mowed The Lawn” 

—o—

After his encounter with Larry, Christine wouldn’t let Jimmy forget what had happened. All the next few days, she took every chance she could to remind him that Larry had cum on his toes: “You had his dick between your toes! Your toes were jerking him off!” 

“How did it feel to let another boy cum on you? So hot and sticky. 

Was it exciting?” 

“How did his cum feel squishing between your toes?” 

“I should have made you lick it up!” 

“I’ll bet you want to do it again, don’t you?” 

His own mind wouldn’t let him forget either. He saw visions of the whole thing over and over. He dreamed about it. Everything reminded him of it. And even though he had washed his toes several times after to remove the cum, he could still “feel” the cum on his toes. What’s more, Larry kept calling him wanting to come over, and it was clear that he wanted to see Wendy, not Jimmy. Jimmy kept making excuses to put him off.

This particular morning brought another surprise. Jimmy and Christine were in the kitchen having breakfast.

Caroline was getting ready for work; Christine now insisted that Jimmy wake up early enough to see Caroline before she left.

Caroline was in the kitchen too. She was making her coffee. She wore a black suit skirt and sharp black spike heels.

“Here’s the list of chores I want you to do today, young lady,” said Caroline to Christine and she handed her a sheet of paper.

“Consider it done,” said Christine.

Caroline returned to the coffee pot. “You know, you’re doing a great job getting the chores done lately. This is much better than last summer when getting you two do chores was like pulling teeth.”

“Thanks, mom. I do my best,” said Christine.

Jimmy grimaced. It still bothered him that Christine was taking all the credit. He was the one doing all the chores. Christine’s role had only been to order him around. The least Christine could do though, he thought, was to share the credit. Still, he could say nothing.

Caroline turned to her sour stepson. “I want you to mow the lawn today,” she said.

Jimmy unhappily nodded his head. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Christine smirked. Jimmy never called Caroline “Ma’am.” He was usually quite gruff. But apparently obeying Christine was rubbing off on him. That made her laugh on the inside.

Caroline poured her coffee. “Well, I’m off. You two behave.”

“Don’t worry, mom. We get along fine now,” said Christine.

Caroline left the kitchen for the garage. Her spike heels echoed against the tile floor the entire way. That sound made Jimmy shudder as he knew that his own feet would be making it soon. A moment later, the garage door opened. The car started. They heard it move.

The door closed again. Caroline drove off. Christine and Jimmy were alone once more.

“Why don’t you start on the list while I go shower?” said Christine.

This wasn’t really a suggestion.

“I’d rather mow the lawn first.”

Christine shook her head. “My chores get finished first.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said a frustrated Jimmy.

“And since you have an attitude, why don’t you work in this?” said Christine, and she pulled off the gossamer thin pink bathrobe she wore. She tossed that to Jimmy and then kicked off the high-heeled mules she used as slippers. They looked to be a tad unstable and would make doing the chores difficult, but Jimmy had learned not to complain as Christine was very good at making things worse.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Other than those, you can wear the panties you’re wearing right now, but that’s it. So strip.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jimmy and he slid his sweat pants to the floor, exposing white and yellow panties with a sunflower pattern. He pulled off his shirt too and his sneakers. Then he dressed in the robe and slipped his feet into the heels.

“Good girl,” said Christine and she went to shower.

As Jimmy watched his stepsister leave the room, he felt his ankles wobble. He looked down at the slippers.

They had narrow, high heels and no real support. Indeed, the only thing keeping the shoes on his feet was one thin band of leather that ran across his toes. He had never worn shoes like this before, and even his stepsister walked gingerly in them.

“You can do this,” he told himself.

Jimmy moved across the kitchen to put away the breakfast dishes.

This was the first thing on the list. As he tottered toward the sink, his ankles wobbled and he nearly fell down.

“I hate these heels,” grumbled Jimmy to himself.

He stood before the sink now washing dishes. As he did, he found he constantly needed to concentrate on the heels to keep from falling out of the shoes. The heel was just too narrow and too high to provide the balance he needed.

Jimmy concentrated on the dishes again and tried to ignore the heels. It didn’t work. The first time he shifted his weight to one side his ankle buckled and he nearly fell.

“Forget it!” he exclaimed. “I’m done.”

Jimmy slipped his feet out of the heels and pushed them aside with his foot. Then he returned to the dishes.

He did not notice that the shower had stopped. Nor did he notice a moment later when Christine came down the hallway wrapped in a towel. She had come to have Jimmy fix her a drink, but now she saw him standing at the sink out of the heels she had ordered him to wear.

“What do you think you’re doing?!” demanded Christine.

Jimmy spun around. He had been startled by her sudden appearance. He had no idea what had upset her.

“I’m doing the dishes like you told me.”

“No, you’re not. What did I tell you to wear?”

Jimmy looked down at the robe and the panties. He wore both... then it hit him. He had stepped out of the shoes. “Ooops.”

Christine nodded her head. “Yeah, ooops is right.”

“I’m sorry,” said Jimmy. “They were just so hard to wear and I kept thinking I was—”

Christine raised her hand. “It doesn’t matter. You wear what I tell you.

You intentionally took off those shoes, and that deserves a punishment... a strict punishment,” she said.

“What kind of punishment?” asked Jimmy nervously.

“Come with me,” said Christine.

—o—

Jimmy stood in the corner of the garage. He was trying to avoid being seen by anyone who happened to look into the garage. He wore a short white tennis dress and a matching sweater-jacket. The garage door was open.

“I really can’t do this,” gasped Jimmy.

“You don’t have any choice in the matter,” replied Christine simply.

“Please Christine. Don’t make me do this. I’ll do anything else!”

Christine chuckled and she brushed back his long straight blonde wig. “That’s hardly an offer. I can already make you do anything I want. Besides, this is punishment for slipping out of my heels in the kitchen. I was going to let you do this in your boy clothes, but you need to learn a lesson—”

“But everyone will see!”

“That’s the point,” said Christine sharply. Then she calmly shrugged her shoulders. “You should have followed my orders.”

Jimmy shuddered and glanced over his shoulder toward the open door. He heard the normal sounds of the neighborhood. The old man next door was working in his yard. Down the street, some guy was working on his car in his garage. There were children playing on a trampoline nearby; he could hear the springs of the trampoline. One woman was walking her dog. The neighborhood was busy.

“I can’t do this,” Jimmy told himself.

“The longer you wait to do this, the more people will see you. Your best bet is to get out there and get this over with before anyone even realizes that you’re there,” said Christine.

Jimmy knew she was probably right, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave the corner. It was safe... or was it? Any moment, one of the neighbors could drive by or walk by and peer into the garage. If they spotted him, there would be no escape. And he didn’t doubt that his stepsister would still insist that he mow the lawn even if he was spotted. He needed to get this over with.

“Fine,” said Jimmy reluctantly.

Jimmy stepped away from the corner and marched over to the lawnmower. The sound of his wedge-heeled

sandals gave a low echo off the soft concrete:  THUD! THUD! THUD! 

“Do a good job,” said Christine.

When he reached the lawnmower, he pulled it from its spot and moved it to the center of the garage. Each step meant he could be seen more, so without thinking about it or preparing or even taking a deep breath, Jimmy pushed the mower out onto the lawn and started it running.

This was an entirely new experience for Jimmy. The warm wind blew up his skirt, tickling his penis beneath the thin panties and making him constantly push down his skirt to avoid a Marilyn Monroe moment. He struggled a bit in the heels on the soft grass, but he was thankful these were wedges and not spikes. The biggest issue was embarrassment and fear of exposure, so he kept his head down as he pushed the mower across the lawn, creating a pretty, trim line of grass behind him.

One down, dozens to go.

As Jimmy mowed the lawn, his eyes wandered nervously. He saw the old man next door look up and stare at him. He even cleaned his glasses to get a better look. Had he spotted Jimmy or did he think this was a young woman? On the next pass, he spotted the two young girls across the street. One wore a frilly pink dress, the other wore a matching yellow dress. They had been playing with a jump rope when Jimmy started, but now they had moved to the sidewalk and stood there watching him. Did they know what he was?

“Stay calm,” he told himself. “Nobody knows.”

Only, calm wasn’t really the problem. The problem was that the more Jimmy felt watched, the more excited he seemed to become. Hence, his penis grew erect. And since he was only wearing simple panties beneath his dress, there was nothing to keep his erection in check. It grew and grew until it reached its full size and, as it did, it raised his skirt like a tent pole.

“Oh no!” thought Jimmy.

A sense of panic filled him, but he didn’t know what to do, so he tried to hide it with his hand, though he feared this would only draw attention to it. He looked to his stepsister to see if she would let him return to the garage, but she shook her head and motioned for him to continue.
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Jimmy took a deep breath. Could he really continue with his erection tenting out his dress? It wasn’t like he had a choice, but that still didn’t mean he could make himself continue like this.

“Just get it over fast and hope no one notices,” he told himself.

“But they’re watching! They can see my dick!” he countered.

“You don’t have a choice. Just get it over with and get inside!”

Jimmy moved his hand away from his erection and grabbed the lawnmower control. He turned the mower around and went down another row. Then another. Soon, Jimmy had done half the lawn with his erection sticking out boldly.

As Jimmy started on the next row, the two girls from across the street decided to cross the street. Jimmy had no idea why they were coming, but they were obviously coming his way. Indeed, as much as he wanted to ignore them, they came right to the edge of his lawn and they watched him.

“I’m kind of busy here,” said Jimmy.

The two girls said nothing.

“So, uh, go away,” added Jimmy.

Christine watched this from the bench on their front porch. She was enjoying Jimmy’s problems very much.

She could feel the humiliation radiating off him as these two girls watched him.

“What’s that?” asked the girl in yellow.

“What’s what?” asked Jimmy and tried to turn away from them because he knew what was coming next.

They had spotted the very unusual thing about him... at least, it was unusual for a young woman.

The girl in yellow pointed at his midsection. “That.”

Jimmy looked away toward the distance. “I don’t see anything.”

The other girl now snickered. “Not over there, silly. Under your dress,” she said and she pointed at his midsection as well.

“Are you two even allowed across the street?” asked Jimmy by way of an evasion.

“What’s that bump?”

Jimmy kept pushing the mower, hoping to get away from them and their prying eyes. “What bump?” he asked dismissively.

The two girls easily followed him along the sidewalk as he made his way across the yard. They clearly had no intention of letting him go until they knew what this was, which was the opposite of what Jimmy wanted.

“There’s no bump,” said Jimmy tensely.

“Yes, there is. I can see it!” said the one in pink.

Jimmy blushed bright red. “It’s not a bump. It’s just an optical illusion.

Your eyes were playing a trick on you.”

“It’s no trick. If it isn’t real, then why could we see it across the street and why can we still see it now?” asked the one in yellow. “I can see it.”

“Me too!”

Jimmy felt himself shrink. This was highly embarrassing. He needed to find a way out of this before these two young ladies put together what it really was and reasoned that he was really a boy!

“Oh,  that bump,” he said. “That’s, uh, my water bottle.”

“You keep your water bottle under your dress?” asked the one girl skeptically.

“Yes. When I mow the lawn,” said Jimmy.

“Why?”

“Uh, it’s a good place to put it... it stays clean that way.”

The young women looked at each other and then turned back to face Jimmy. It was clear from the looks on their faces that they didn’t believe him, and that made him burn with shame, which fed his erection.

“Can we see it?” asked the second girl.

“No!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Why not?”

Jimmy was out of evasions. He needed to get rid of the two girls before this went any further. Unfortunately, he knew that sending them away would only make them more curious. It might even cause them to come back at some point. But this was all he had left in the way of options.

“Look, I need to finish this. You two need to go back across the street,” said Jimmy.

The two girls glanced at each other again and then at Jimmy.

“Go on,” said Jimmy and he waved them away.

“We want to know what the bump is,” said the one.

“You’re not going to find out. Now scat!”

The two girls folded their arms.

“Go!”

They didn’t move. After a few seconds, Jimmy turned up the speed of the lawnmower blade and he started again. The loud noise, combined with his refusal to answer their questions, proved unpleasant enough to send the two girls back across the street.

Jimmy then raced to finish the lawn before someone else came along. He was intensely thankful when he returned the mower to the garage. He had escaped.

—o—

Later that evening, Jimmy and Christine found themselves called before Christine’s mother when she came home from work. Jimmy had washed off all his makeup, removed his jewelry and wig, and returned to a normal pair of shorts and a t-shirt. He looked like himself again. That said, some clues to his recent feminization remained. His legs were hairless, his eyebrows were smaller and more femininely arched, and he smelled like perfume.

“So what were you two up to today?” asked Caroline. She sat down on the couch and slipped off her heels before unbuttoning her blouse. Unbuttoning her tight blouse released a good deal of pressure on her ample breasts.

Meanwhile, the cool air hit her damp toes, making her shudder. She wanted to slip into a robe and just sit on the couch and relax, but she had a mystery to solve first.

“Not much,” said Christine, who wore a white summer dress and flat tan sandals.

“Uh, yeah, not much,” said Jimmy before adding, “just the chores. ”

He was angry about Christine constantly taking the credit for his work on the chores, so today he decided to make sure he got credit for doing the chores as well.

Caroline crossed her legs and flexed her toes. “You did your chores.”

“Pretty much,” said Christine, and Jimmy added a “Yep.”

“Did either of you invite anyone over?”

Christine was starting to realize that her mother was on to something. So she furrowed her brow and shook her head to send the message that this question was outlandish. “No, no one.”

“Nope, nobody,” added Jimmy.

“And which of you mowed the lawn?” asked Caroline.

“I did,” insisted Jimmy. He shot Christine a smug glance which spoke to how he felt he had outmaneuvered her this time by claiming credit before she could take it. Christine, however, didn’t want credit. She was getting worried that her mother had some point she hadn’t revealed yet and she realized that her mother was definitely fishing for something.

Caroline leaned back against the couch and folded her arms tightly across her chest. She looked her daughter right in the eyes. Then she looked her stepson right in the eyes as well. Neither flinched.

She took a deep breath and shook her leg in an agitated manner.

“Is there anything either of you wants to confess?” asked Caroline.

Christine and Jimmy glanced at either. Neither was sure what this meant. They just knew it was best to say nothing. So they both shook their heads and then held their breaths.

“All right,” said Caroline. “Then tell me who was the girl who mowed the lawn.”

Christine froze for an instance as Jimmy’s jaw dropped. She recovered quickly, however. “What girl, mom?

What are you talking about? I watched Jimmy mow the lawn. There was no girl.”

“Is that so?”

Both Jimmy and Christine nodded their heads.

“See, that’s interesting, because when I got out of my car, the two little girls from across the street came to greet me,” said Caroline.

“You’ve seen them playing outside before, right?”

Jimmy’s knees began to shake.

Christine licked her lips nervously.

Caroline continued: “They wanted to know who the girl was who mowed our lawn and why she had a ‘bump’

under her dress.” She paused to watch the reaction of Christine and Jimmy. They seemed shaken, but obviously not enough to cause a confession. “Well?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders. “No idea.”

Jimmy started to blush.

“Jimmy, is there something you want to tell me?” asked Caroline.

Jimmy shook his head. “No, Ma’am.”

Caroline twisted her foot and flexed her toes. “It strikes me that one of two things happened. Either you two hired some young woman...

or tricked some young woman... into doing your chores for you.” She paused. “Or Jimmy actually did the lawn, but for reasons I cannot imagine, he wore a dress to do it.”

Jimmy turned bright red.

Christine let out a laugh to dismiss the idea, though the laugh contained a good deal of stress. “That would be funny to see, mom!

Can you imagine Jimmy mowing the lawn in a dress?!”

Caroline watched her daughter closely. She was acting unusually anxious. Jimmy, on the other hand, looked incredibly guilty. None of this made sense though. Jimmy would  never wear a dress, especially in public, and if he had, Christine would be laughing about it and telling the whole world. Indeed, when Caroline offered her two option scenario, she only offered the cross-dressing option as a way to embarrass Jimmy and get him to admit whatever they had really done, which she thought was tricking some poor girl into doing their chores. So why were they acting guiltily about the impossible option and not the other? Surely, they had tricked some girl into doing their chores? Surely, Jimmy had not worn a dress.

“It could be a joke,” offered Jimmy suddenly.

“You wore a dress as a joke?” asked Caroline in shock.

“No!” exclaimed Jimmy. “I mean, the little girls. They might be pulling a joke on you.”

Caroline raised an eyebrow. That was possible, but not really probable. The two girls weren’t quite old enough yet to author such a joke and to maintain the fiction it would take to spark Caroline’s suspicion. So, no, they were telling the truth as they saw it, and the answer lay elsewhere. But where?

Caroline started to shake her head, but then she realized that she wasn’t going to get an answer from Jimmy or Christine, so she decided to pretend the matter was settled in the hopes that they would let their guard down and tell her what really happened. In the meantime, she could watch them and see what was really going on.

“Neither of you knows anything?” she asked.

Both Christine and Jimmy shook their heads.

“Well, it must have been a mistake by the girls. They must have seen something else and gotten confused,”

said Caroline.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Christine and Jimmy. Both then seemed to relax ever so slightly, which told Caroline that her instincts had been right.

They were up to something.

“All right. You two are free to go,” said Caroline. When she said this, Christine and Jimmy started to walk off. It suddenly occurred to Caroline to play a hunch, however. “Oh, Jimmy, why don’t you take these to my room for me.” She reached down and picked up her high-heeled shoes. She held them out for him to take.

Jimmy took them without complaint and started for her bedroom.

That never would have happened a few weeks prior. He would have whined and complained about being made to carry “girl stuff.”

“Interesting,” said Caroline to herself. “Very interesting.”

Chapter Eight: “A Leap Forward” 

—o—

Christine went easy the next couple days. She kept Jimmy indoors and she dressed him casually. When it came time to change, she double-checked everything from his clothes to his makeup and she walked the house to make sure that every trace of his feminization was gone. The last thing she wanted was to do something to raise her mother’s suspicions.

By the third day, her mother seemed to have moved on and forgotten the issue of the girl who mowed the lawn, so Christine became more adventurous again. And on the fourth day, she decided to take a leap forward... or two.

—o—

Christine hugged her friend Joann before stepping aside to let her into the house. Christine wore a pink top, hot pants and white sneakers. Her hair was up in a bushy ponytail. Joann wore a short red skater dress with black stripes along the hem and strappy red high-heeled sandals.

“Have I got a surprise for you!” said Christine.

Joann smiled. “I love surprises!”

“I know you do.”

“What kind of surprise is it?”

Christine laughed. “I can’t tell you; that would ruin it. You have to see it. Come on in and have a seat.”

Joann followed Christine to the living room and sat down on the couch. Christine sat down next to her.

Christine seemed very excited to Joann. She couldn’t wait to see what this was.

“So what is this surprise?” asked Joann.

“Before we get to that, let me ask if you’re thirsty. Would you like something to drink?”

Joann shrugged her shoulders. “Sure.”

Christine smiled. “All right,” she said. She then picked up a bell from the end table and rang it.

Ding ding ding! 

“What is that?” asked Joann.

“I’m getting you a drink.”

A moment later, the sound of high heels came down the hallway from the bedrooms:  CLICK! CLICK! 

 CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  Joann and Christine both turned to see who was coming. Joann’s jaw dropped when she saw.

“When did you get a maid?!” gasped Joann.

Jimmy froze. He hadn’t expected there to be anyone but Christine when he emerged from his room. She had given him no warning and he had not heard any voices as he finished changing into the maid uniform. This was shocking!

“Whh— there’s— somebody here!” gasped Jimmy.

“Of course there is, now get over here,” said Christine.

Jimmy shook his head. It was the only part of him he could move at the moment, he was that stunned. When Christine presented him with the uniform, he had grimaced. He knew he would feel a fool in that. Still, he put it on as ordered, just as he added the makeup, the jewelry including the clip-on earrings, the wig, the nail polish, the stockings and finally the high-heeled sandals – much higher than any real maid would ever wear. He did this because he had no choice and, because he assumed that so long as he did it, Christine would keep this humiliation secret. That seemed to be their deal. But now he was staring right at one of Christine’s friends. He even recognized her, though he couldn’t quite put his finger on what her name was.

“B— b— w—” sputtered Jimmy.

Joann now jumped to her feet and strutted over to the humiliated Jimmy. She had a devious smile on her face. “And who is this?” she asked.

“Take a guess,” said Christine with a laugh.

Joann looked the frozen Jimmy up and down. Then she moved very close to him and examined his face.

Slowly, she began to chuckle. “I know you. You’re Jimmy! You’re Larry’s friend! You’re Christine’s bratty stepbrother!” She let out a deep laugh from her gut.

“Bingo!” said Christine.

Jimmy withered. Now he knew who she was. She was Larry’s sister.

This was a disaster. This was horrifying. It was so bad his brain just wouldn’t process what was happening.

“What do you call him?” asked Joann.

“Just Jimmy.”

“You should call him Jane or Ginny or Jennifer or something,” said Joann. “He needs a feminine name.”

Christine chuckled. “He has one.”

“Really? What is it?”

Christine motioned Joann to return to the couch, which she did.

Christine then spoke to her stepbrother.

“Wendy, dear, Joann would like a drink. Come over here and take her order.”

“Wendy, ha ha, I like that!”

“It is cute,” said Christine. She then snapped her fingers at Jimmy who hadn’t started moving yet.

Jimmy wasn’t sure how it happened because he didn’t act consciously, but he found himself tottering over to his stepsister and her friend. When he stopped walking, he just stood there helplessly.

“Now ask Joann what she wants to drink,” said Christine.

Joann snickered. “Doesn’t he know how to curtsey?”

“Curtsey?” asked Christine, who hadn’t thought of the idea.

“Of course,” said Joann. “All servants curtsey. I saw that in a movie once.”

Christine nodded her head. She liked the idea. She liked the idea a lot, especially now that Jimmy had a uniform. She just wasn’t sure how a curtsey worked, as she had never done one. So she asked Joann, who volunteered to teach Jimmy. Hence, a moment or two later, she was standing next to Jimmy in the middle of the room.

“Now do as I do,” said Joann.

Jimmy blushed because he didn’t want to learn this. Curtseys always seemed too submissive in the stories he read and he didn’t like being submissive. Hence, he didn’t want to learn how to do one...

much less have it added to how Christine wanted him to behave. It wasn’t his choice, however.

Joann grabbed her skirt on both sides. Then she motioned Jimmy to follow suit.

“Take hold of your skirt,” she said.

Jimmy did as he was told and grabbed hold of the skirt of his black maid uniform.

“Now dip down,” said Joann.

As Jimmy watched, Joann slid her right foot behind her left foot and slowly moved it backwards, causing her knee to bend and her body to lower toward the ground. As her body drifted downward, Joann bowed her head. She then waited several seconds before rising again.

“Now you try,” said Joann.

Jimmy furrowed his brow. This was the last thing he wanted. He started to shake his head.

“Do it or I’ll tell other people,” said Christine.

“You already told her!”

“Yes, and I’ll tell more if you don’t do as I say.”

Joann laughed. “You don’t even need to go that far. Just paddle him until he does as he’s told.”

Jimmy felt both horrified and incredibly turned on by the idea.

Indeed, his penis slowly started growing hard at the idea. Yet, his brain was screaming at him not to let this little humiliation happen. To let these young women paddle him would be beyond anything he had yet experienced, so he swallowed his pride and he placed his right foot behind his left, taking care to balance on his left, and then he lowered himself just as Joann had. He felt like an utter fool doing this.

“Perfect,” said Joann. “I’ll take a soda.”

Jimmy slowly rose to his feet once more. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said in an abundance of caution and he went to the kitchen.

“He’s very cute,” said Joann to Christine. “Where did you get him?”

“I found him actually. He was busy wearing my things and playing with himself when I came upon him. I decided to keep him. After all, I asked myself, who couldn’t use a maid?”

Both girls laughed.

Jimmy, of course, heard all of this from the kitchen and he withered.

“She’s telling her everything! I’ll be ruined!” he whined to himself. He wanted to rush out there and accuse Christine of breaking their deal and put an end to this, but he knew she could still do worse. No, his best bet right now was to stay the course until something changed to set him free. “She’s got to bore of this sometime, right?!”

Christine looked to the kitchen to make sure Jimmy remained occupied. Then she smirked and she leaned in closer to her friend.

“There’s something I’ve just got to tell you about,” she said.

Joann smiled conspiratorially. “Do tell.”

“It has to do with your brother Larry.” She then detailed what had happened when Larry came over to see Jimmy and found Wendy. To say that Joann was shocked would be an understatement.

Meanwhile, Jimmy returned with the soda and a lemonade for Christine. This stopped the conversation for the moment. Christine and Joann took their drinks. Both eyed him knowingly, which made him nervous.

“Thank you, Wendy,” said Christine sweetly.

“Thank you, sweetie,” added Joann in a similar tone.

Christine sipped her drink. “That’s very good, thank you Wendy,” she said. Then she set the drink down on the end table. “Why don’t you go polish and condition my shoes while Joann and I talk?”

“But I did that yesterday,” said Jimmy.

“And you’ll do it again now,” said Christine.

Jimmy heard the command tone in his stepsister’s voice and he knew that fighting would be pointless and painful. So he sighed, nodded his head unhappily, and turned to leave.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” asked Christine.

Jimmy turned to face her again, but his eyes were blank. He wasn’t sure what she meant and he wasn’t trying to figure it out. He was just waiting for the order and then he would follow it.

“You are to curtsey when given an order,” said Christine.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed. As he did, he got even harder. This made him blush as it was humiliating to be turned on by an act of submission. Then, with his penis erect and throbbing beneath his skirt and his face bright red, Jimmy walked to Christine’s room and started working on her shoes.

—o—

Joann and Christine sat on the couch sipping their drinks as Jimmy worked on Christine’s shoes in the other room. It turned Christine on just to think of it. She truly enjoyed the power she now held over her stepbrother.

Joann was excited too, but for a different reason. She wanted to hear more about what happened between Jimmy and Larry.

“So what were you going to tell me?” asked Joann.

“Well, Larry came over to visit Jimmy the other day,” said Christine.

“Guess how Jimmy was dressed when he got here.”

“He saw Jimmy dressed as a girl?!” gasped Joann.

An uncontrollable grin appeared on Christine’s face. She shook her leg excitedly as she nodded her head. “It gets even better though,”

she said. “Larry didn’t know this was Jimmy. He thought it was my cousin Wendy, and Larry was super turned on to see Wendy.”

“Larry was turned on?”

“Oh yeah. He was hard as a rock, drool coming from his mouth turned on,” said Christine.

Joann’s jaw dropped. “I wish I had seen that!”

Christine chuckled. “Well, I’ve been thinking that maybe you can.

What if we get the happy couple together for a date?”

“A date?”

“Yes, Wendy and Larry.”

“Oh my God! I love that idea! But how far could it really go?”

Christine chuckled and pulled out her phone. She opened its photo gallery and turned to the images of Larry cumming on Jimmy’s toes.

“I would say this far at least,” said Christine.

Joann stared at the images in utter silence. She was stunned.

“As you can see, Larry had a good time last time.”

“Are these real?” asked Joann.

Before Christine could respond, there was a noise at the front door.

Both Christine and Joann looked toward the door to see what was happening. As they watched, the doorknob turned and the door opened. Through the door came Christine’s mother Caroline.

“Mom?! What are you doing home so early?” gasped Christine.

“My boss gave everyone the day off, so I thought I’d come home,”

said Caroline. The truth, however, was a little different. In truth, Caroline took time off because she wanted to come home and see what Christine and Jimmy were doing. She hoped to surprise them and find out what they were up to. And judging by the shocked expression on Christine’s face, she had succeeded.

“That’s great, mom,” said Christine, though her mind immediately went to her feminized stepbrother in her

room. This could be a disaster if her mother discovered her stepbrother dressed as a maid, polishing her shoes! But what could she do about it at the moment? All she could do was hope that Jimmy heard her mother and found a way to hide or change his clothes before her mother found him.

Caroline set down her purse and wondered if this young woman, whom she knew to be Christine’s friend Joann, might be the mystery girl who mowed the law. Caroline decided to question her in the hopes that she might spill the beans, if there were any. “Hello, Joann, how are you?” she asked. “How is your summer going?”

“It’s going well.”

“That’s great. What are you doing to keep busy?”

“I’ve been taking piano lessons,” said Joann without missing a beat.

“That’s kept me busy most of the summer. This is actually the first day I had free in three weeks.” Her tone suggested that she was being truthful.

That meant she likely was not the mystery girl. Caroline decided to try a slightly more direct line of questioning nevertheless.

“I’ve been keeping the kids busy with chores,” said Caroline.

“My mom gives me and my brother chores as well.”

“I’m actually surprised how well Jimmy and Christine have done with the chores. It’s almost as if they had help,” said Christine with a laugh. Joann didn’t return the laugh, however, nor did she admit to helping Jimmy and Christine under any circumstances. Between her silence and the look of indifference rather than guilt on her face, Caroline decided that Joann could not be the mystery girl. “Where is your stepbrother?” asked Caroline.

Christine swallowed hard. “I think he’s in his room, but I’m not sure.

He might be outside somewhere,” she said. She prayed Jimmy had heard what was going on and didn’t come out where he could be seen. In fact, she hoped he had raced to his room and was changing right now... or hiding in the closet.

He wasn’t.

—o—
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Jimmy sat on his knees on his stepsister’s floor. He was surrounded by her shoes. Next to him sat the cleaning materials. He had a cloth or two. He had polish in several shades. He had leather conditioner.

He had done this for the first time the prior day. It took him several hours... several hours of touching her shoes, rubbing them, smelling them. By the time he finished, his fingers smelled like the leather and old sweat from his stepsister’s feet. Not that this bothered him. To the contrary, truth be told, this turned him on immensely. He just didn’t like being a servant.

“I think I’ll start with these,” he said.

Jimmy picked up a pair of cork-heeled wedges. They had brown leather straps. He would condition the leather but do nothing with the cork. He picked up the cloth and squirted some conditioner on it.

Then he picked up the wedge-heeled shoe and started rubbing the leather straps. As he did, he hummed very quietly to himself. He felt surprisingly happy.

“Being a servant really isn’t so bad. Not if these are my duties,” he told himself, before sniffing the shoe. It smelled strongly of leather, which made him hard and made his heart beat fast.

Jimmy thought about the past week. It really wasn’t that bad if he was being honest. He had gotten to cross-dress. He liked that. It excited him. What’s more, he got to cross-dress in the presence of his stepsister. He didn’t much like her, but she had admittedly played into several of his fantasies and it did excite him every time she waved her power over him. Even being a servant wasn’t so bad.

“What boy doesn’t want to wear a French maid costume?!” said Jimmy half-jokingly and he giggled.

That said, he didn’t like being exposed to Joann or Larry, but that hadn’t seemed to come to anything yet.

Well, except for Larry. The idea that another boy had cum on him was difficult for him to accept, but it was over.

Indeed, he had no intention of letting Larry anywhere near “Wendy”

ever again, so that issue was finished. As for Joann, well...

“She’s all talk.”

Jimmy set down the wedge and picked up the other one. He started rubbing the leather with the cloth.

Suddenly, a shadow passed over him as a form moved past the door. He caught it just out of the corner of his eye.

It could have been Christine or maybe Joann, but if it was, why hadn’t they stuck their head in here. Something about this struck Jimmy as ominous.

Jimmy rose silently to his feet. He set the second wedge down uncompleted. Then he moved as quietly as he could to the open door. He pressed himself against the wall and slowly slipped his face around the wall until he could look down the hallway. To his horror, he saw his stepmother walking into his room.

“Jimmy? Are you here?” asked his stepmother.

Jimmy reflexively covered his mouth with his hand to keep from gasping.

“What am I going to do?” he asked himself.

Jimmy had a serious problem. He realized that he couldn’t escape to his own room as his stepmother was there. He couldn’t risk running down the hallway to the living room either as his stepmother would soon step back out of his room. If he was in the hallway, she would catch him... dressed like this! He couldn’t stay here either, not if she was looking for him. Just about the only thing he could do was dart across the hall to his stepmother’s room, but what would be the point of that? What had even made him consider that?

“She has a door to a balcony!” Jimmy suddenly realized.

Without thinking, Jimmy bolted across the hallway. He was now in his mother’s bedroom. Behind him, Caroline noticed something move in the hallway.

“Christine? Jimmy?” she called out.

Jimmy didn’t answer; he was racing across the room.

Caroline came back down the hallway. As she did, Jimmy moved as fast as he could in the heels and the delicate clothes he wore toward the door to the balcony. He reached it and slipped out onto the balcony just as Caroline peeked into her room. She didn’t see him.

Jimmy had made it outside, but now he had another problem. He no longer knew where his stepmother was.

Indeed, she could come outside at any moment or she could be anywhere in the house. She could even be right behind him in her bedroom. That meant he couldn’t go back inside because he might run into her, but at the same time, he couldn’t stay here either and he couldn’t be sure she wasn’t waiting for him just around the corner.

“I need to get off this balcony,” said Jimmy. “I need to hide somewhere!”

Jimmy grabbed the railing and swung his legs over it. It was awkward doing that in heels and a skirt, but he managed. Then he lowered himself to the ground a few feet below. He looked around in all directions. There was nowhere to hide.

“What do I do now?” he asked.

Just then a noise arose to his left. Jimmy froze in horror. He expected to see his stepmother come out the door and stare right at him. It wasn’t her though. Instead, it was Joann.

“Come with me,” said Joann after closing the door.

She started across the grass to her car. Jimmy took a deep breath and considered his options. He had none.

Any moment his stepmother or his neighbors would appear and then he would be caught. So he lowered his eyes

and he raced to catch up to Joann. A few steps later, she opened the door to her car and Jimmy ducked inside.

“Thanks for hiding me,” he said.

Joann laughed. “Who’s hiding you?”

“What do you mean?”

Before she could answer, the car door jerked open again, stopping Jimmy’s heart. He almost swooned.

Fortunately, it was only his stepsister.

“Move to the back, ‘Wendy’,” she said.

“Your mother almost caught me!” growled Jimmy.

“Oh, I know. Now get in the back.”

Jimmy crawled over the seat, showing plenty of panty, and dropped himself in the backseat. He lay flat against the seat. He was afraid of being seen from the house... or by anyone really. Then he heard Joann turn on the car and felt it start to move.

“What are you doing? Where are we going?” he asked.

“We’re going to my house,” said Joann.

“What? Why?”

Joann laughed. “Because I need a maid.”

Jimmy opened his mouth to protest, but he knew there was nothing he could, so he said nothing. Joann and Christine were in complete control here.

Chapter Nine: “It’s Good To Have A Maid” 

—o—

Joann wasn’t kidding when she said she needed a maid. Indeed, Jimmy was shocked at how disorganized her room and closet were.

There were clothes lying everywhere. Shoes were mismatched. Her makeup was spread throughout the room. The bed wasn’t made. It was a total disaster, and he was expected to clean it all up and organize it.

“Why do I need to clean her room?” asked Jimmy of his stepsister.

“Because I told you so,” said Christine.

“But this isn’t even my house!”

“Consider yourself on loan.”

Jimmy glared at his stepsister. “On loan?” growled Jimmy unhappily.

“And this to remind you of that,” said Joann and she slipped a collar around his neck.

“Look, I’m sure this is just hilarious for you, but have you thought about the risk? Joann has a mother and father who might come home to catch me. How are they going to like a boy in a sissy maid uniform in their house?

And what about Larry? He lives here too, you know? What if he finds out?”

“That’s a risk we’ll just have to take,” said Christine.

“But I’m the one taking the risk! ”

Christine snickered. “Yes, you are.” She then put her hand on her stepbrother’s chin. “And there’s nothing you can do to change that.

Now get to work or I’ll have you clean their whole house instead of just Joann’s room.”

“Their whole house!” whined Jimmy.

“Yes. And if you keep whining, then I’m going to loan you out to more of my friends,” said Christine threateningly.

Jimmy took the hint.

—o—

Jimmy looked around the room. What a mess! There were clothes and shoes and things everywhere. One corner seemed mostly clear of stuff, however. It was before the mirror and that must have been where Joann dressed.

“I guess that’s the place to start,” said Jimmy.

Jimmy moved to the clear area and started picking up Joann’s clothes. He put everything that looked dirty in the hamper. He hung up the things that could not be washed. He put the dresses on their hangers. Then he made the bed and took everything that looked like dishes or garbage to the kitchen. When he returned, he started returning the shoes to the closet floor, where he lined them up in pairs.

As Jimmy worked, a strange sort of servile feeling came over him. At first, it made him sick to his stomach.

He was a strong, independent young man; he wasn’t meant to be a servant. But then that feeling twisted and morphed into an odd sense of joy at his emasculation, which Jimmy could not explain. His penis grew hard and he became very calm and almost happy.

“This is actually kind of fun,” thought Jimmy as he picked up a high-heeled pump.

He looked at the shoe and smiled. It was a gorgeous shoe which turned him on and it made him happy to hold it. This was also the first high-heeled shoe he ever held that didn’t belong to Caroline or Christine. He set it before the closet until he found its partner. Then he grabbed a black dress and held it before him. He imagined himself in the dress and the shoes.

“What a gorgeous dress!” he said. He ran his fingers down the dress as he did.

He returned the dress to the closet and he picked out another dress.

Again, he held it before him and imagined himself in the dress and the heels. His penis grew hard as a rock.

“Having fun?” asked Christine.

Jimmy blushed and yanked the dress down to his waist in the hopes of hiding what he was doing. It was too late though. She had seen him reveling in his desire to cross-dress.

Christine laughed. “You look so cute acting all girly. Do you want me to ask Joann if you can wear her clothes?” she asked mockingly.

Jimmy bit his tongue.

“I’m sure she won’t mind... not when she realizes how badly you want to be a girl.”

Jimmy burned with shame. He shook his head.

“All right then, get back to work, princess,” said Christine.

Christine stood there watching as Jimmy returned to work. Jimmy found he couldn’t meet her gaze, so he turned away and kept picking up clothes with his back to her. When he got all the clothes put away, he gathered up all of Joann’s makeup and sorted it out on her desk.

—o—

It took almost an hour to clean her room, but the room slowly took on a sense of order again and, after a little cleaning, it appeared spotless. Finally, Jimmy finished and Joann and Christine returned to examine his work.

“What an incredible job!” gushed Joann.

“Very impressive,” added Christine.

“See! This is why I need a maid!” said Joann with a laugh. “Please, can I borrow her?”

Christine laughed. “We’ll see.  She has a lot of other duties to perform too, but maybe I can squeeze you in now and then and loan her out to you. I’m sure we can arrange something.”

Jimmy blushed. It was embarrassing that Christine could decide to loan him out without even asking him. It made him feel less than human somehow. He had become property to be used at his stepsister’s whim.

“What you really need is your own maid,” added Christine.

“Where do I get one?”

Christine snickered. “You know where. Same place I did.”

Joann and Christine exchanged glances. Then Joann whispered into Christine’s ear, causing her to giggle.

Each giggle made Jimmy feel smaller and worried him more. When they finished, Christine turned to face her stepbrother. She had an enormous grin on her face.

“You need to change,” she said.

“Why?” asked Jimmy nervously.

“Because I said so.”

Christine walked over to Joann’s closet and pulled out some clothes.

She tossed a silver knee-length skirt and a sweatshirt with the words

“Girl Power” written on it in sparkles to Jimmy.

“Wear those along with your heels,” she said.

Jimmy looked at the skirt and the shirt. He would almost prefer to wear the maid uniform but not quite. He stripped off the maid uniform and stepped into the skirt as ordered. It was tight, but it fit. The shirt was tight as well, but it fit too.

“Now what?” he asked.

“Now we wait.”

“For what?”

“For your date.”

“My  date?” asked Jimmy cautiously.

“Yes. Larry will be done at the library soon and you’ll be having lunch with him,” said Christine. Jimmy started to shake his head, but Christine cut him off with a wave of her hand. “Oh yes you will.”

“Forget it!” announced Larry.

Before Larry knew it, Joann had pulled a leash from seemingly nowhere. She snapped it at his neck, attaching it to the collar he had completely forgotten about. Then she used the leash to yank him to the ground. When he was on the ground, she put her high-heel-encased foot on his back and pushed him hard against the carpet.

His entire field of vision at that point became his stepsister’s feet and shoes.

“Do I have your attention now, Wendy?” asked Joann.

Jimmy realized he couldn’t get up, not with Joann’s weight on his back, so he didn’t fight it. “Yes, Ma’am,”

he grunted.

Joann leaned forward, adding to the pressure. “There’s more too.

Christine told me that you jerked my brother off with your foot. How hilarious is that?! Anyways, this time, you’re going to do it with your hand—”

“My hand?!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Oh yes. And you’re going to kiss him too,” said Joann.

“I won’t!”

“Would you rather we told him what you did with your foot?” asked Christine.

Jimmy looked shocked. “You wouldn’t!”

“Of course, I would.”

“All we need to do is wait for him and show him who you are. He’ll figure the rest out,” said Joann.

“And if he doesn’t, then I have the photos to remind him,” added Christine.

“What do I need to do to keep that secret?” asked Jimmy nervously.

Joann chuckled. “I like Wendy so much better like this,” she said to Christine. She returned her attention to Jimmy. “You need to do exactly what I told you. You’re going to sit next to him. You’re going to let him kiss you. You’re going to pull out his dick and you’re going to stroke it until he cums. Simple.”

Jimmy shuddered. There was nothing simple about that.

“Now show us that you agree. Lick Christine’s toes,” said Joann.

Jimmy weighed all of this in his head, but he knew before he even started that he would do it. He had no choice. Christine’s power to blackmail him was just too strong to resist. He looked at Joann’s feet [image: Image 6]

and his stepsister’s feet. Both wore tall heels, just as he did. Both had painted nails, just as he did. His stepsister’s nails were a bright pink; he had painted them himself. Joann’s nails were a silvery white. They were pretty. They were very pretty. That made this easier.

Jimmy stuck out his tongue. Christine and Joann put their feet together and Jimmy hovered over them. He started licking. Both Christine and Joann started giggling. They were enjoying this!

“Look at the little slave girl licking our feet,” laughed Joann.

“He’s never going to live this down,” added Christine.

“He’s such a sissy. I wonder what his friends would think if they saw him!” exclaimed Joann.

“Friends? I wonder what my mother would think.”

“I’ll bet you he likes it.”

“I’ll bet you he loves it,” said Christine. Her tone was dripping with smug superiority.

Jimmy felt himself grow hard inside the tight skirt. Licking his stepsister’s feet and those of her friend was embarrassing enough already, but their commentary kept making this worse. It made him feel weak and small and, for some reason, that turned him on.

“He’s probably hard as a rock right now,” said Christine.

Joann slipped her hand between Jimmy’s thighs to test the theory and she grabbed his erection through his skirt. This surprised and shocked Jimmy, who jolted and started to rise to his knees. Joann, however, pressed down with her high-heel encased foot against his back again and pushed him back down into position.

“He’s hard as a rock,” reported Joann.

“I’m not surprised, the little perv,” said Christine.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if he soaked his little panties too.” She shook her hand in the air. “He’s sticky.”

Christine rolled her eyes. “Perv. Anyways, I think it’s time we went.”

Joann laughed. “All right. Should we take off the leash?”

Christine snickered. “It is a good look for him. Maybe we should make him wear it?”

“That it is. But the restaurant might object.”

“Sadly true.”

Chapter Ten: “Giving His Friend A Hand” 

—o—

Jimmy felt absolutely sick with nerves as Joann opened the door to the diner and motioned him to step through. Although Jimmy had been seen by some people other than Christine now – notably Joann, Larry and the girls across the street – he had yet to be exposed in public and he was terrified.

“Can we go home, please? I’ll do anything you say,” pleaded Jimmy.

Christine chuckled. “After lunch. Now go.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, took a deep breath and forced himself to walk through the door in the diner. The place was about three-quarters full and a lot of eyes focused on him as he entered. After all, not many of the diners were wearing tight skirts and sky-high heels.

Not to mention, Christine and Joann followed and both girls were beautiful and very sexily dressed as well.

“How many?” asked the greeter, a cute young woman. She didn’t seem to spot anything unusual about Jimmy, which helped relax Jimmy just a little bit. He still wasn’t calm enough to answer her question though.

“We’re meeting someone,” said Joann.

“There he is,” said Christine and she pointed to Larry sitting in a booth.

Jimmy shuddered.

Joann saw this and chuckled. Then she patted Jimmy on the shoulder and walked past him so she could follow the greeter. Jimmy took a deep breath and forced himself to follow Christine and Joann.

As they went the sound of their heels echoed loudly, drawing a lot of attention to them. Jimmy felt himself withering under the attention, but somehow he made it to the table.

“I believe you know my brother Larry, don’t you Wendy?” asked Joann.

“Oh yes, Wendy and Larry know each other quite well,” said Christine.

Larry rose to his feet. “Uh, hi there,” he said nervously. “It’s great— I mean it’s good— I mean, I’m happy to see you again.” He blushed.

Then Jimmy’s eyes involuntarily dropped to Larry’s crotch just in time to see him grow hard.

“Yeah, hi,” said Jimmy.

“Why don’t you two sit next to each other since you know each other?” said Joann. She and Christine then stepped aside to let Jimmy slide into the booth. Then they sat down on either side of the boys to prevent escape.

A moment later, the waiter came and took their orders. Then the group settled down to seemingly normal conversation. After the drinks came, Christine nudged her stepbrother. He glanced at her with a hopeless look. She responded with a merciless look and she mouthed the word, “Now!”

Jimmy sighed.

“So how long will you be around?” asked Larry.

“Wendy’s going to be a permanent addition to our little group,” said Christine.

Larry smiled. “Gee, that will be great.”

Jimmy tried to smile back, but couldn’t quite manage it. He still hadn’t made a single move toward Larry either. This brought a rebuking poke from Christine right in the hip. Jimmy responded by shaking his head, which caused Christine to swipe her phone and bring up a photo of a penis between two toes. The toenails were bright red, the same as Jimmy’s toenails and fingernails. There was cum dripping down the foot. The message was clear.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jimmy beneath his breath.

Jimmy took a deep breath, looked toward the far away wall, and slipped his hand on top of Larry’s thigh.

Larry responded with an imperceptible jolt, before he relaxed his muscles. Jimmy then slowly slid his hand higher up Larry’s thigh until he reached Larry’s lap.

“I’m looking forward to having Wendy around,” said Christine.

“So am I,” added Joann with a chuckle.

“Wendy is such fun to be with. And she’s up for anything.”

Jimmy tried to ignore their conversation, which had the distinct feeling of being taunts to him. Instead, he focused on what he was doing. He knew he couldn’t get out of it, so he decided to do it as quickly as possible.

Accordingly, he didn’t bother with any other foreplay and he reached straight for Larry’s zipper.

Larry smiled. “I’m glad she’ll be around too.”

Jimmy undid the zipper and slipped his hand inside Larry’s jeans. He fished around until he found Larry’s erection. He cringed as he wrapped his fingers around its shaft and pulled it out into the open air. Fortunately, they were hidden from the crowd, being in the booth, though both Joann and Christine could see this.

“She’s handy to have around too,” joked Christine.

Jimmy blushed.

Joann surreptitiously tipped to one side to get a better view. “Very handy,” she added.

Jimmy tried to ignore the feeling of being on display and he started stroking Larry’s erection while continuing to stare across the room.

He was trying to look nonchalant, but on the inside, he was burning with shame.

“It’s too bad Jimmy can’t be here,” said Christine.

“Jimmy?” asked Larry.

“You know Jimmy, don’t you Wendy?” asked Joann of Jimmy.

Jimmy shot her an unhappy look. It was bad enough they had made him jerk off his best friend, he didn’t need the obvious taunting. But Joann and Christine were determined to enjoy the moment and he had little choice but to let them.

“Yes, I do.”

“He and my brother are friends,” said Joann.

“Oh, that’s nice.”

“Although I get the sense Larry would rather see you than Jimmy,”

said Joann with a knowing chuckle.

“Who wouldn’t?” asked Larry before offering an awkward compliment. “I mean, who wouldn’t rather be with a beautiful, friendly girl than Jimmy?”

Jimmy blushed. “Thank you.”

At this point, Christine casually picked up her phone and brought it to her lap. From there, she began taking pictures of Jimmy’s hand, with its pretty nails, wrapped around Larry’s shaft. She even managed to take a photo of the bump in Jimmy’s skirt which meant he was aroused as well.

Jimmy saw this and blushed even more.

“Is it hard, Wendy?” asked Christine.

This made Jimmy’s jaw drop. Had she really just asked him if he was hard right before Larry?

“Going to a new school and all,” added Christine with a wink.

Jimmy bit his tongue. “Yes, it’s hard,” he admitted.

“I thought so.”

“But it must be exciting too, right?”

Jimmy knew the answer he had to give if he wanted to avoid a further inquiry. “Yes, it’s exciting.”

Christine laughed, which made Jimmy feel very small suddenly.

Jimmy tried to ignore this feeling and he stroked Larry even faster.

For his part, Larry leaned back slightly into the booth’s padding. He began breathing more erratically. His muscles started to tense. An enormous smile crossed his face.

“He’s so obvious,” thought Jimmy unhappily.

“I’m really enjoying this,” said Larry.

Jimmy looked even further away. Then suddenly, he felt a warm hand on his cheek and Larry turned his face right toward Larry. Larry then lunged forward with his lips. Jimmy tried to dodge this and even pulled his hand away from Larry’s erection, earning him an even stronger poke from his stepsister.

“I’m sorry,” said Larry. His face burned red with embarrassment.

Jimmy said nothing at first, but another poke from his stepsister reminded him what he needed to do. “It’s okay,” he said. “I was— I was just surprised is all. I didn’t expect that. It’s— it’s okay.”

Then, much to his horror, Larry leaned forward again and puckered up his lips. Jimmy closed his eyes, held his breath and placed his lips on Larry’s lips. After the quick pucker, Jimmy immediately pulled his head back. He felt sick to his stomach. He wanted to rinse his lips and wash out his mouth. As he opened his eyes, however, he felt his stepsister push the back of his head pushing him right back into Larry’s lips. Larry took this for encouragement and started kissing Jimmy wildly. His lips were on Jimmy’s. His tongue slipped into Jimmy’s mouth. He was a very sloppy, wet kisser.

“Now would be a good time to finish him off,” whispered Christine.

Jimmy was frozen with disgust, though he was hard as a rock and his penis was throbbing, yet he managed to slip his hand back around Larry’s shaft and he started stroking him.

“Go fast,” he told himself.

Jimmy stroked fast and hard. He felt Larry’s shaft start to pulse and throb. Feeling this made him quicker, just as feeling Larry’s assault on his lips made him tremble. He was horrified, but why was he also so hard?

“This is so humiliating!” he thought.

Jimmy stroked even faster. As he did, he noticed that Larry’s kissing seemed to become distracted. He was breathing funny now and Jimmy saw Larry’s chest heaving. He seemed to be shaking slightly.

Then Larry stopped kissing him entirely. Larry closed his eyes and trembled. He leaned back in the booth.

Then it happened.

Hot white cum shot up out of Larry’s erection and covered Jimmy’s hand.

Jimmy stroked him twice more, bringing two more dollops of cum.

Then he pulled his hand away and reached for a napkin. Christine stopped him, however.

“Oh no. You’re not wiping that up,” said Christine.

“What am I supposed to do with it?” asked Jimmy, who hadn’t noticed that Christine no longer seemed to care if Larry knew that she knew what they had been doing.

“Lick it up.”

Jimmy’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding.”

“Nope.”

Jimmy looked around the table. Both Christine and Joann were looking at him in an almost predatory manner. Even Larry seemed excited to watch this. What could he do?

“Do it! If you don’t, then you know the consequences,” said Christine.

Jimmy swallowed hard. He cast a quick glance at Larry. He could never let Larry know who he really was.

He slowly nodded his head. Then he stuck his hand to his face. He closed his eyes. He stuck out his tongue and took a lick.

It was disgusting. It was sticky and salty and humiliating.

Jimmy licked his hand clean and then drank half his soda just to rinse it all down. This brought laughter from Joann and Christine.

Jimmy felt utterly emasculated. He would never forget this moment.

As Jimmy finished his drink, Joann snickered. She turned to Larry.

“So Larry,” said Joann.

“What?” asked Larry smugly.

“Take a look at Wendy. Do you see anything unusual?”

Larry looked at “Wendy.” He saw nothing unusual. “No.”

“All right. Well, put your hand in Wendy’s lap. Do you feel anything strange?”

Jimmy’s jaw dropped. They had promised not to expose him! What was she doing?!

Larry happily slipped his hand into “Wendy’s” lap. His entire expression changed a moment later as he grabbed Jimmy’s erection through the skirt. “What is that?!” he gasped.

“That is a penis,” said Joann, “and you’re going to return the favor.”

“Wendy’s a boy?!”

Joann laughed. “Yes, she is. And I have photos of you cumming on his feet and letting him jerk you off. And if you don’t do every single thing I tell you from now on, without complaint or resistance, I’ll tell everyone that you let a boy jerk you off... twice. Do you understand?”

Larry was shocked. He turned to Jimmy. “Who are you?”

“Uh uh!” said Joann. “You don’t get to know.”

“But—”

“No but. You don’t get to know. Now reach under her skirt and stroke her off.”

It took a minute or so for Larry to process this, but finally convinced himself to do as he was told. He slipped his hand under Jimmy’s skirt, wrapped his hand around Jimmy’s erection, and started stroking. Jimmy felt even more queasy about having another boy touch his penis, but at the same time it felt good to be jerked off too.

And when he came and he got to watch as the girls forced Larry to lick his cum off his hand, it felt both exciting and a bit like vindication.

Finally, the food came. Larry and Jimmy both hoped they could skip the meal and leave, but the girls refused.

So they ate in silence, trying not to make eye contact as the two girls laughed and shared the pictures they had taken. This had been the worst meal of Jimmy’s life, but also the most exciting.

—o—

“What happens now?” asked Jimmy as Christine drove them home.

“Nothing much. You go on as my slave,” said Christine.

“Come on, can’t we end this?”

“Why should I?”

“Because I’ve done everything you asked. I’ve been the perfect slave.”

Christine chuckled. “Exactly, and I’ve loved having a slave. There’s no way I’m giving that up. Besides, you like it.”

“I do not!” protested Jimmy.

“Yes, you do. You’re hard all the time. You even get upset when you think I don’t dress you femininely

enough.”

Jimmy bit his tongue. What she said was sort of true, but he didn’t want to admit it. That said, he really didn’t want to be her slave. He needed to find some way to bring that to an end. Unfortunately, he didn’t know how. He decided to change the topic for the moment.

“What about Larry?” asked Jimmy.

“Larry, I suppose, will become Joann’s slave. That girl needs a maid something fierce!” said Christine.

“No, I mean, do I need to see him again?”

Christine chuckled. “Not as Wendy. We’ll keep our promise. He won’t ever get to know it was you. You’ll always know what you did in the restaurant, but he won’t know it was you.”

“At least there’s that,” thought Jimmy.

“Of course, you know what he did too. What you do with that knowledge is up to you.”

“What about your mother?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders. “She doesn’t know anything.”

“So nothing changes there?”

“Nope.”

Jimmy pursed his lips. He almost wished his stepmother knew. If she knew, she would definitely put and end to Christine’s control and the games she was playing with Jimmy’s reputation. Unfortunately, letting her know meant he would need to tell her that he had been cross-dressing and he couldn’t stomach that idea. So it seemed that things were stuck this way for a while.

Chapter Eleven: “Suspicions Confirmed” 

—o—

Caroline sat down on the edge of the recliner. It had been a long day at work. All she wanted to do was take a long bath, but seeing Jimmy stopped her cold. Everything about him seemed wrong. She needed to get to the bottom of this once and for all. She needed to solve this mystery.

“So do you want to tell me about it?” asked Caroline.

“About what, mom?” asked Christine. She glanced nervously at Jimmy.

“I was talking to your stepbrother, dear. Do you want to tell me what’s going on, Jimmy?”

Jimmy scratched the back of his head. “Tell you about what?” he asked.

“Are we going to play this game again?” asked Caroline.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Why are you wearing women’s sandals, Jimmy?”

Jimmy winced. When Christine made him wear these things, they both thought these items were subtle enough that no one would notice they were really women’s clothes.

“And before you answer that, how about the rest? That is clearly a woman’s blouse you’re wearing and those are women’s shorts.”

“Are they?”

“Obviously, Jimmy,” said Caroline in a frustrated tone. “They’re too short to be men’s shorts and the material isn’t masculine either. And I’m not even going to speculate on the type of underwear you’re wearing, based on the lines they’re creating. Your legs are shaved.
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Your eyebrows seem to have been reduced. And you smell of perfume. Care to explain?”

Christine and Jimmy both blushed.

Caroline leaned back and sighed. “I’m waiting?”

Jimmy rubbed the back of his neck. “Well, see, I— I mean— um.”

“Why are you wearing women’s clothes, Jimmy?!” demanded Caroline in a much stronger tone.

Jimmy bit his tongue. Could this be the moment to finally tell the truth? If he told his mother that Christine was blackmailing him, maybe she could put an end to it. And since she seemed to have caught him dressed in girly clothes, there was little to lose, right? On the other hand, Jimmy couldn’t be sure how she would react. She might blame him and punish him. And how would he explain not coming forward. And what if Christine told Caroline that he was a cross-dresser? Would Caroline believe that? He looked his stepmother in the eye. If he spoke up, didn’t he risk Christine’s wrath? He needed to make a decision.

“I don’t know,” he said.

Caroline sighed again. She slipped off her shoes and picked them up. Then she curled up in the chair. She looked Jimmy up and down.

“All right, I understand it all now. Clearly, for whatever reason, wearing women’s clothing excites you,” said Caroline.

Jimmy tried to protest, but Caroline stopped him with a wave of her hand.

“No, no, Jimmy. I understand.”

“But—”

Caroline shook her head. “I understand,” she said again. “This is what you want and I’m not going to stop you. To the contrary, I’m going to help you.”

“But this isn’t—”

“From now on,” said Caroline, ignoring his attempt to protest, “you will get to dress as a girl all you want.

What’s more, I’m going to appoint Christine to help you. She will help you pick out clothes each day and will make sure that you wear them the proper way. After all, if you’re going to be a girl, then you need to do it right.”

Jimmy was stunned. He never expected that.

“But she’s the one who started this! She’s been blackmailing me—”

pleaded Jimmy.

“Oh stop,” exclaimed Caroline.

“But mom!”

“Forget it, Jimmy. I gave you a chance to explain and you never once mentioned Christine. Now you suddenly start whining that she’s somehow blackmailing you and presumably making you dress this way when you haven’t said a word about her ever before? No, Jimmy, I don’t believe that.”

“But—”

“I said no. The issue is settled. What’s more, I think I’m going to put Christine in charge when I’m not home. She will help you dress as a girl because apparently that is something you desire. And she will help keep you out of trouble. From now on, you obey her.”

“Don’t worry, mom. I’ll take care of  her,” said Christine.

Jimmy cast his eyes to the floor. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Caroline smiled. The issue was settled. She then held out her high heels for Jimmy to take. “Take these to my room please,” she said.

Jimmy looked at his stepsister. He saw the evil glint in her eye. She was enjoying this and she clearly had plans. He looked at his [image: Image 8]

stepmother. She smiled genuinely at him, but he knew she would not change her mind because she did not believe him. Then he looked at her heels.

He sighed.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jimmy and he took the shoes.

Life had taken an odd turn for Jimmy.

The End.

Thanks for reading my book! 

I hope you enjoyed it! 

Please leave a review at Amazon. 

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books! 

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Emasculating My Husband: When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince. He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build. Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things. Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be. Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything. Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

Blackmailed Sissy Maid: Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind. For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress.

He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net. He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.
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August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

Grounded in Heels: When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane. Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes. Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminized Cuckold: When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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More Than He Bargained For: Jeff wanted to change his wife. He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes. Only, she found out what he was doing. That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.

His life at home and at the office will never be the same. (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.) March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminized By Hypnosis: Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast. Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them. Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother? Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office: For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects. Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation. Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

The Writer’s Secret: Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction. Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband. How far would they go?

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminized Fiancé: When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business. When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Serving His Fiancée: This is Part Two of  Feminized Fiancé.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.

Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever! Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is. But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive: Paul Wallace is a powerful man. But Paul has a secret. While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power. What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):  Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.

Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race. She decides to get her revenge against  male kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males. Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.

Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Satin Falls (Part Two): With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.

Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good. Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.

Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy): As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.

This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail. At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job. How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Her High-Heeled Solution: John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair. With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair: she locks him into a pair of high heels. This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other. Soon events are spinning out of control.

What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School): The long awaited sequel to  Grounded In Heels!

With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as

‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam. Can he keep his secret? Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.

But her plans might now work out so well this time.

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One): Megan and Mark have a problem. Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not. When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.

Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.

Imagine her surprise when he does. What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected.

This is Part One of two. This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two): Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’ But Mark isn’t the only one changing.

Megan is about to undergo a major change too. Will Mark get the baby he wants? Will he escape with his masculinity intact? Does Megan want to let him?

This Part concludes the story.

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Missing Billionaire: Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story. The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.

Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman. Can he do it? Should he do it?

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK! 
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A Collection of Short Stories, Volume One: Three Tales of Halloween Magic: Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet. This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic: They Messed With The Wrong Witch: Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

The Magic Ring: A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing. Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot...

and a few other things.

I Wasn’t Myself: A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife. That’s not the worst part though. The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother. To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.

Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017 No. 

1 Best Sellers in Transgender  Erotica at Amazon! 
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