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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Dress codes are often in the news.  It seems that many young men and women don’t particularly like being told what they can and cannot wear.  Imagine that.  Dress codes also make some of the best topics for our genre.

In this story, poor Charlie Mitchell is about to experience a whole new world of trouble when he tries to break the school’s dress code by going to school in shorts.  He assumed that being sent home to change was the worst that would happen.  It never occurred to him that the principal might want to make an example of him.  Soon Charlie finds himself stuck wearing a skirt... and then worse.  Can Charlie escape his fate and get back to pants?  Will he want to?  Will this ruin his chance to run for Class President?  Read on and find out!

As always, I hope you enjoy this story.  Please leave a review to let me know what you think and if you want more of this type of story.

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. For those who are interested, I am also releasing a separate version of this book under a blue label which will involve male to male contact.  This version does not contain such contact.  You can read more about this here:  https://annemichellesworld.blogspot.com/2018/05/blue-label-books.html
.


Chapter One: “Charlie Violates The Dress Code”

—o—

Charlie Mitchell wanted to wear shorts to school.  That’s how everything began.  It was almost summer, the weather was heating up, and he hated wearing long pants.  They were hot, they were uncomfortable.  Unfortunately, the school’s dress code forbade boys from wearing shorts.  It allowed girls to wear short skirts (but no pants), but it didn’t allow boys to wear shorts.  Charlie had a plan though.

“That’s really unfair that we can’t wear shorts,” said Charlie to his friend Dwayne.

“Yeah, it is.”

“Why do girls get to wear miniskirts if we can’t wear shorts?” asked Charlie rhetorically.

“Because Principal Mourning likes girls better,” said Dwayne.

“You know what though?”

“What?”

Charlie chuckled.  “I have a plan.”

“What plan?”

“If I show up in shorts, there’s nothing they can do about it.  The worst they can do is send me home, but what kind of punishment is that?  I’d love to be sent home for the day.  Day off, man!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.  Think about it.  They send everyone home who gets dress coded.  What else can they do?”

Dwayne nodded his head reluctantly.  He wasn’t sure.  What Charlie said sounded true, but it also sounded risky.  Principal Mourning had a way of making students pay for thumbing their noses at the school administration.  Still, he was happy to let Charlie do it and see how things turned out.  Maybe it would open the door to others being allowed to wear shorts too.  “You should do it.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah, why not?  If you pull it off, you’ll be a legend.  You’ll be a shoe-in for Senior Class President for sure.”

Charlie let out a cynical snicker.  “See, that’s what I was thinking too,” he said slyly.

Charlie wanted to be student body president for as long as he could remember.  The problem was Stephanie Mills.  She was his rival... his nemesis.  She ran for it every year since third grade and she won it every year.  Everyone thought she was this super nice girl, but Charlie knew better.  He knew another side of her that she rarely showed anyone.  By this point, beating her had become an obsession for him.  The fact that the margin of victory kept getting smaller each year fed this obsession too.  Charlie was convinced that this was finally his year, if only he could find some way to impress everyone.  Breaking the dress code could well be exactly what he needed.

“Are you gonna do it?” asked Dwayne.

“Oh yeah.”

Dwayne gave his friend a high five.  “All right!”

Charlie smiled.  He was confident of success.  He was about to make the worst mistake of his life, however.

—o—

Charlie strode confidently through the school’s front door and started down the main hallway toward his locker.  He felt the school’s cool air-conditioned air breeze past his bare legs.  It was glorious.  And as he made his way down the hall, all the other students stopped and stared.  He was wearing shorts.  That was against the rules.  They were impressed.

“Shorts, huh?” said Rick Garner, a football player, as Charlie passed.

“You bet.”

“Not afraid to get in trouble?”

“What are they gonna do to me?” asked Charlie bravely and he kept walking.

“You’re going to get dress coded,” said a girl named Kelli with a laugh.  “You know how much Principal Mourning likes her dress code.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.  “She doesn’t scare me—”

“Mr. Mitchell
!” came the booming voice of Miranda Mourning, the school’s principal.  She stormed up behind Charlie.  He could hear the sharp cracks of her tall high heels against the school’s tile floor:  CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
  That sound sent fear into the hearts of many a student.

Not Charlie though, not today.  Charlie was confident.  He had worked this all out and knew what to expect.  She had no power over him.  He turned to face her.  As usual, she wore a severe black skirt suit and had her jet black hair tied into a tight bun.  Her heels were stilettos of at least five inches.  Her stockings were black.

“Good morning, Principal Mourning,” said Charlie calmly.

“You’re improperly dressed, Mr. Mitchell,” said Mourning in a tone so icy it sent a shiver down the spines of all the students who heard it and froze their blood, all except Charlie.

“Am I?” asked Charlie innocently... defiantly
.

This caused Mourning to furrow her brow to such a degree that her eyebrows almost came together at the tips to form a V.  Her lips curled up at the same time and her eyes seemed to catch fire.  She looked particularly ominous.  Charlie wasn’t afraid though.  He knew what she could do to him, and that didn’t worry him.

“Come with me, Mr. Mitchell,” growled Mourning.

Charlie smirked.  “Time to get sent home,” he thought confidently.

Unbeknownst to Charlie, however, Principal Mourning was looking for someone to make an example of.  She needed to send a message before summer hit and all the kids starting cutting corners on the dress code.  Charlie was the perfect young man to use to send that message.  He was popular and a bit of a rebel.  Crushing him would set a good example for the rest.

Miranda Mourning marched Charlie to her office and made him sit in the chair that stood before her desk.  She closed the door behind her and made her way to her own seat.  Once there, she sat down, folded her hands before her, touching all the fingertips to fingertips, and stared at Charlie.

“Why are you wearing shorts?” she asked after an uncomfortable silence.  She almost hissed the words.

“Because it’s hot outside and I didn’t want to wear long pants.”

“As you know, the school’s dress code does not allow students to wear short pants,” said Mourning.

“Girls can wear shorts,” interrupted Charlie.

“No, they cannot, Mr. Mitchell.  Female students may wear short skirts
.  There is a difference.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.  “Well, it’s unfair.”

“Be that as it may, those are the rules and you are subject to them.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders again.  “All right.  So what are you going to do about it?  Send me home?”

Mourning let a wicked smile creep across her blood-red lips.  This seemed to enhance her naturally evil appearance.  “Why would I send you home, Mr. Mitchell?” she asked.

Charlie instantly felt pensive.  This was unexpected.  He truly had expected to be sent home; that was the only power she had.  He wanted to be sent home.  “What is she thinking?  Send me home, lady,” he thought.  He sat up a little straighter in his chair.  “You’re not sending me home?” he asked cautiously.

“No.”

“Then what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to give you a more appropriate form of discipline.  Since you want to wear shorts so badly, I’m going to let you... in a way.”

Mourning rose from her chair and walked over to one of her filing cabinets.  She opened it and pulled out what appeared to Charlie to be a black cloth.  She then set it on the desk before Charlie.

“Do you see that?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“You will take off your shorts and you will wear that instead.  Do you understand?” asked Mourning.

“What is it?”

Mourning smirked.  “It is a dress-code compliant skirt.”

Charlie’s jaw dropped.  “A skirt?!  You want me to wear a skirt?!  There’s no way I’m wearing a skirt!” he blurted out.  He simultaneously had a horrific vision of himself prancing down the hallway in a skirt and sandals with longish hair done up in a bun and his face covered in makeup.  All the other students had lined the hallway and were pointing and laughing at him.  Charlie felt himself shrivel up.  “No way!  I’m not wearing a skirt!”

“You don’t really have any choice in the matter, young man.”

“But I thought you were going to send me home!” exclaimed Charlie.

“That was your mistake,” said Mourning indifferently.

Charlie shook his head.  “I won’t do it.  I’m not going to wear a skirt!  You can’t make me!”

“Of course, I can.  That is well within my authority.”

“I won’t do it!” protested Charlie.

“Then I’ll have you expelled.”


BOOOOM!!!  EXPELLED!!!
  It was like a star had exploded right in front of Charlie.  His jaw dropped again.

“Expelled?!” he gasped.

That was a threat he wasn’t prepared to deal with.  He was ready for detention.  He was ready to be sent home.  Heck, he was even ready for a small day or two suspension.  But expulsion?  His stepmother would kill him!  And when his father found out, he would do worse.

“Put on the skirt,” ordered Mourning.

Charlie was terrified of the expulsion threat, but horrified of the skirt threat.  He shook his head.  “You don’t understand.  I’ll be ruined.  Everyone will laugh at me and call me a sissy.”

“You should have thought of that before you chose to break the rules.”

“But I’m running for Senior Class President.  I need
 my reputation!”

“Then you shouldn’t have broken the rules.  Someone worthy of being Senior Class President wouldn’t have done so,” said Mourning with more than a hint of disdain.  “Now take off your shorts and put on the skirt.”

“Please!  You can’t do this!” pleaded Charlie.

Mourning was unmoved.

“Please!” tried Charlie again.

“Put on the skirt, Mr. Mitchell.
”

Charlie looked into Mourning’s cold, hard eyes and saw no mercy, no compromise.  She meant what she said no matter the effect on Charlie, not that she seemed to like Charlie in any event.  Unfortunately, that left Charlie with no options.  No matter what, he knew he couldn’t allow himself to be expelled.  But his only alternative was to wear... that thing
.  He would need to wear a skirt.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Charlie reluctantly.  He trembled.

Charlie carefully picked up the black cloth as if it were poisoned.  He unfolded it.  It was indeed a skirt.  It was a pleated black miniskirt with a half-zipper in the back and a button clasp.  It was made of a soft cotton material and had a subtle black on black plaid pattern.  He’d seen girls wear skirts like this before and it always excited him.  He’d never once thought about wearing one himself.

He looked around.  “Is there somewhere I can change at least?”

“Right there is fine,” said Mourning, who sat in her chair with a smug look on her face as she watched the young man fumble the skirt around in his hands.  “Get on with it, Mr. Mitchell.”

Charlie bit his lip.  This was getting more embarrassing all the time.  “Ye— yes, Ma’am,” he said.

As Mourning watched, Charlie unzipped his shorts.  He glanced at her once more before letting them fall to the floor.  Beneath them, he wore tight white underwear.  Unfortunately, being seen in his underwear proved rather embarrassing in a specific sort of way and he found himself becoming a tad larger and firmer in a certain region of his body.  He dropped his hands to cover the offending enlargement, but it was too little too late to hide it.  It tented out his briefs like a flag pole.

“Just ignore it... just ignore it,” he told himself.

He did at least think to turn his back on Mourning.  Next, Charlie took the skirt in both hands.  He could feel the smug grin on Mourning’s face burn through his pride.  He opened the skirt and held it toward the ground, spread out before him.  He then stepped into the skirt, one foot at a time, and pulled it up his legs until it came up over his hips.  He then reached behind himself and zipped it up and buttoned it.  His “enlargement” pushed the skirt out.

“Give me the shorts,” said Mourning.

Charlie handed her the shorts, trying not to turn around so he wouldn’t show her his tented-out skirt.

“You may now return to class,” said Mourning.

“What?!” gasped Charlie.  Despite everything, after his initial shock, Charlie really hadn’t believed that Mourning would send him out of her office dressed like this.  Deep down, he thought it was just a threat.  He thought she was just going to make him prance around the office like this for a few minutes as punishment and then would let him change back into his shorts.  He never imagined she would actually send him back to class in a skirt.  And he certain never imagined she would send him back to class with a raging erection pushing up his skirt.  This was a potential disaster.

“But I can’t go out there like this!”

“You have brought this on yourself, Mr. Mitchell.”

“But what about this?” he asked, spinning around and pointing to his erection.  “You can’t send me out there with this being so obvious.”

“Make it go away.”

“I can’t,” said Charlie.  His face burned with shame.

“Then, that is your problem, Mr. Mitchell,” said Mourning coldly.

Charlie was shocked.  Was she really sending him out there with an obvious erection?  Apparently, she was.  He couldn’t believe it, but she really was!  He needed to think fast on how to hide it.  Charlie reached beneath his skirt and tried to tuck it back between his legs.  That didn’t work, so he tried pulling it upward and trapping it in the waistband of his skirt.  That worked, though he would need to keep his shirt down to keep its head hidden.

Mourning stood up and walked to her office door.  She opened it.  “It’s time, Mr. Mitchell.”

Charlie nodded his head but kept fumbling to hide his manhood.

“Are you finally ready, Mr. Mitchell?” asked Mourning in a harsh tone which suggested this was a command, not a question.  It translated roughly to “Get out of my office now
!”

Charlie nodded his head.  “Are you sure about this?” he asked one last time.

Mourning pointed through the door.

Charlie, realizing he had no choice, took a deep breath and walked through the door into the outer office.  As he did, Mourning took one last chance to put him in his place.

“You wanted to wear shorts, Mr. Mitchell.  You thought it was unfair that boys don’t get to wear skirts like the girls do.  Well, now you get your wish.  You can wear skirts just like the other girls,” she said.

Charlie swallowed hard and walked out into the hallway.

“He looked nervous,” said Miranda Mourning’s secretary a moment later.

“He should.  He’s going to have a difficult day.  But perhaps this will stop other students from rebelling.  If I let one get away with it, soon they will all challenge the dress code.  Fortunately, he is the perfect student to be made an example of for the others,” said Mourning.

Charlie’s day had taken a strange, unhappy twist.


Chapter Two: “Skirt-mare”

—o—

It seemed the entire student body was in the hallway when Charlie left Principal Mourning’s office.  And the moment he stepped into the hallway, they all went silent... every single one of them.  Completely silent.  This was not good.

Charlie swallowed hard and picked up his pace.

Then it began.

“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” whispered two dozen students to their friends when the shock wore off.  None of these students had ever seen anything like this before, nor would any of them have guessed that they might.  Walking down the hallway was one of the more popular kids in school, wearing a... a... well, a skirt.

Then the whispers grew louder:

“What the heck is that?”

“Is that Charlie Mitchell?”

“Uh yeah... it is!”

“And he’s wearing a— a—”

“Yes, he is!” came the shocked responses.

Then a single voice called out, cutting through the buzz that filled the hallway:  “Nice skirt, Charlie!”  And the entire hallway exploded in a cacophony of voices and nervous and mocking laughter.

Charlie was overwhelmed.  Everyone was point and laughing and yelling.  Hundreds of eyes scoured every inch of him, hungrily taking in the spectacle and adding to Charlie’s intense humiliation.  He had become the school’s laughingstock and he was powerless to stop it.

“This is a nightmare!” gasped Charlie.

His face turned crimson with shame.  His knees trembled.  His strength faded.  He picked up his pace again to get past all the gawking faces.  Though where he was going he did not know.  Everywhere he looked, people were gathering.

Then he saw his friend Dwayne standing next to two other boys Charlie knew.  He started toward them, hoping that being among friends might help hide his shame.  To his shock, however, he saw them scurry off the moment they realized he was headed in their direction.  They had abandoned him to the mob.

“Now what do I do?” he asked himself.

Charlie bit his tongue and looked around.  There had to be some door he could pass through, some empty classroom he could duck into, some haven for him to escape the glaring and mocking looks of his classmates.  But there wasn’t.  He needed to get out of the hallway and out of sight, but there was nowhere to go.

Things were about to get worse, too.

“Well, my, my, Charlie girl.  What are you doing?” said Stephanie Mills as she came up behind him.  Stephanie Mills.  Charlie’s nemesis.  Beautiful.  Well-loved by everyone.  A cheerleader.  A star on the girl’s basketball team.  And, most importantly, Class President, a fact she loved to rub in Charlie’s face.  Now here he was, wearing a skirt right in front of her.

“I have to go to class,” said Charlie weakly.

He picked up his pace and tried to get away, but Stephanie grabbed his right arm before he could escape.  At the same time, her friend Brenda Green came up on the other side and grabbed his left arm.  He didn’t see the two girls behind him or the other two racing to join them.

“Let me go!”

“Not just yet,” said Stephanie.

“Let me go!” he repeated.

They ignored him and started marching him down the hallway.

“So what’s with the skirt, girl
friend?” asked Stephanie mockingly.  “Are you finally coming out or do you think that dressing like me is going to help you win the election?”

“Look at me!  I wear skirts like Stephanie!  Vote for me,” giggled Brenda.  The other girls giggled as well.

“This wasn’t my idea,” growled Charlie.  He tried to shake off their arms and escape once more, but with the help of the two other girls and the awkward angle at which they held his arms, escape was impossible.

“Somehow I doubt that,” said Stephanie.

They now turned him down a dead-end hallway where no teacher would see them.  As for the other students, a large curious group of them was following to see what happened next.

“Wait!  I don’t want to go that way!” exclaimed Charlie.

“You don’t really have much say in where we take you, skirt-boy,” said Stephanie.

“But I told you, this wasn’t my idea!”

“That doesn’t really matter, does it?” said Brenda.

“No, it doesn’t,” added Stephanie.

“What do you want from me?” demanded Charlie.

“We’re just going to improve your look.”

As they reached the end of the hallway, Stephanie and her friends walked Charlie into an empty classroom.  Charlie tried to stop, but they kept pushing him.  He then tried to shake off their hands so he could flee, but the six girls were strong enough to overpower him and move him as they wished.  They forced him to sit in a student desk and blocked him from standing up again.

“Please don’t do this,” said Charlie.

“You don’t even know what we’re doing.  You may like it,” laughed Stephanie.

Charlie knew better.  He knew Stephanie intended to add to his humiliation, he just didn’t know how yet.  Then he saw her pull a tube of lipstick from her purse and hold it up before his face.

“Please don’t!”

She ignored him.  “How could you wear a skirt, Charlie girl, but no makeup?  That will never do.”

Charlie puffed up his chest and glared at her.  “You know what, Stephanie?  Everyone thinks you’re really nice and super sweet.  But I know better.  I know the real you!”

Stephanie chuckled.  “Do you hear that, girls?  He knows the ‘real me’.”

“Ooooooh,” said the other girls mockingly.

Stephanie grabbed Charlie by the chin and held his face firmly in place.  She stared down into his eyes.  There was fire in hers.  “So you do,” she said and she pushed the lipstick against his lips.

This opened the floodgates and soon another girl placed a brush on his eyelid as another spread powder on his cheeks.  Another girl grabbed his right hand, and he felt her painting something on his nails.  Yet another girl did the other fingers.  Charlie felt them smear creams on his face, brush on powders, rub his lips and finally splash on perfume.  One girl even removed his shoes.  When they finished, the girls all stepped back to admire their handiwork.

Charlie’s entire face had been done in makeup.  His eyes were outlined in eyeliner.  His eyelids were blue.  His cheeks became pink.  His lips were dark red and outlined in a sort of burgundy.  All told, he looked like a girl who wore a LOT
 of makeup.  And that wasn’t all.  His fingernails were bright red and his shoes were gone and replaced with pink flipflops.  This made each of the girls laugh.  Their laughter, in turn, embarrassingly made his manhood grow.  Fortunately, it was buried in his lap, beneath his skirt.

“Now you’re ready for class,” said Stephanie and she took his picture with her phone.  “Good luck running for Senior Class President once everyone sees you like this, Charlie girl.”

“What is going on here?” asked one of the teachers suddenly.

The girls spun around to see Ms. Ericsson.  “Hello, Mrs. Ericsson,” they said in unison.

“What are you girls doing here?  You should be in class.”

“We came to see Charlie,” said Brenda.

“Charlie?” asked Ericsson.  She looked past the front girls and saw Charlie cowering behind the girls, trying to blend in.  “Mr. Mitchell.  Why aren’t you in class?”  Then she realized that his face was made up and he was wearing a skirt.  “What in the world are you wearing?!”

Charlie turned bright red, even through the makeup.  “Principal Mourning made me wear this,” he exclaimed.  “It wasn’t my idea.”

Ericsson shot Charlie a look which would have killed a lesser student.  “I see.  Well, if Principal Mourning wants you to wear that, then you’re going to wear it.  Come along, Charlie.  I’ll escort you to class.”

Charlie desperately wanted to wash off the makeup first.  “Can I go to the restroom first?”

“No.  We’ll go to your class.”

“But I need to wash off this makeup!”

Ericsson shook her head.  “Not if Principal Mourning wants you to wear it, you don’t.”

“But she doesn’t—”

“You just said she does.”

“Not the makeup.  They did that,” said Charlie and he pointed to the girls.

“Us?!” gasped Stephanie.  “We didn’t do anything.”

Ericsson glared at Charlie.  “I think we all know Stephanie would never do that.  Now come with me, Mr. Mitchell,” she said coldly.

“But—”

“No more.  Come with me
.”

Charlie hung his head and reluctantly followed Ms. Ericsson as she took him to his next class.  So much for escaping, he thought.  Fortunately, the hallway was empty at this point, so his embarrassment was limited to being followed by the six giggling girls, which actually was pretty traumatic.

When they reached his classroom, Ms. Ericsson walked Charlie through the door.  Every head in the classroom turned to see him.  Most of the other students burst out laughing and then started talking to each other.  Charlie could imagine the humiliating things they must have been saying about him, though it all sounded like one confused mess to him.  Oddly, the things he imagined caused his manhood to start to grow erect again.

“Mr. Williams,” said Ms. Ericsson.  “I found Charlie Mitchell in the hallway.”

Williams looked up.  When he saw how Charlie was dressed he nearly jumped back.  Then he blushed a deep red in embarrassment and he shook his head.  “I pity the youth of today,” he said finally.

“Principal Mourning dressed him like this,” said Ms. Ericsson.

“I see,” said Mr. Williams.

“He’s already tried to convince me to let him go to the bathroom to wash off the makeup.  You might want to be careful about that.  I told him that if he wanted to remove it, to take it up with Principal Mourning.”

“Understood.”

“It might be wise to make sure he’s escorted to his next class too.”

Williams nodded his head.  “I’ll take that under advisement.”  He glanced at Charlie and then shook his head.  “Take your seat, Mitchell.”

Charlie bit his lip and made his way to his seat.  His flip flops made a loud slapping sound as he went, which drew more laughs.  “Can this day get any worse?” wondered Charlie.

—o—

Class ended forty minutes later and Charlie once again found himself released into the hallway.  His teacher hadn’t chosen to escort him himself, but he did assign two girls who shared Charlie’s next class to go with him and report back if Charlie tried to skip class or remove any of the makeup.  Charlie was warned there would be severe consequences if he tried either.

As Charlie made his way to his next class with the two girls following him, he kept his head down so he wouldn’t see the snickers and mocking looks of the other students.  Suddenly, there was a person right in front of him.  He stopped dead so as not to run into them and looked up to see who it was.  It was the last person he wanted to see:  his stepsister Lydia.

“I had to see if it was true,” said Lydia with a laugh.

Charlie shrank before her.  He had been dreading possibly meeting Lydia.  She was a senior, and they didn’t get along.  “What do you want?

“What do I want?  Ha!  That’s rich.  Someone told me that my little stepbrother was roaming the halls dressed like a girl.  I said, ‘What?  There’s no way.  That’s too much even for that little sissy.’  But then I realized that it sounded exactly like something you would do,” said Lydia.

“This isn’t what it looks like, Lydia.  It wasn’t my idea,” said Charlie softly.

“Yeah, right.”

“It really wasn’t!” snapped Charlie.  “Mourning did this to me.”

Lydia let out a deep laugh.  “Good for her.  You deserve to be taken down a notch.”

“Leave me alone,” said Charlie and he tried to walk past his stepsister.

She blocked him and took his picture.  “For later,” she said.  Then she finally let him pass.

Charlie cringed and walked away.  That could have gone worse, he figured, but he also knew that this would not be the last he heard of that photograph.  Of that he was sure.

—o—

As the end of the day finally neared, Charlie was called back to Principal Mourning’s office.  He assumed she would return his shorts.  Then he could switch back into the shorts, wipe the makeup from his face, and go home.  His nightmare day would end.  Then he would hope that everyone forgot about today.

That’s not how things would go, however.  Not at all.

“I see you added makeup to your look,” said Principal Mourning.

“It wasn’t me,” said Charlie for the hundredth time today.  “Some girls put it on me.”

“But you let them.”

“I didn’t have any choice.”

“You always have a choice, Mr. Mitchell,” said Mourning without sympathy.

“Not when there’s six of them.

“There aren’t six of them now, and yet, you still wear it.”

“That’s because I wasn’t given a chance to take it off,” said Charlie unhappily.  He then blurted out, “Look, can I just get my shorts back so I can go home?  I don’t want to wear this skirt anymore!”

Mourning slowly shook her head.  “No.  I’ve confiscated your shorts.”

“You mean you’re keeping them?”

Mourning nodded her head.

“Then what am I going to wear home?” asked Charlie.

“What you’re wearing right now.”

Charlie looked at Principal Mourning as if she were insane.  “You want me to go home wearing a skirt?  A skirt?”

“Actions have consequences, Mr. Mitchell.”

Charlie sighed frustratedly and shook his head in disbelief.  “Fine.  I’ll wear the skirt home.  This day has been nothing but embarrassing.  I guess going home like this won’t change much, will it?”

“Let us hope that it does, Mr. Mitchell.  You made a mistake today and you paid for it.  Let us hope that you learn from this.  Tomorrow, I expect you to be compliant with the dress code.”

Charlie looked down at the humiliating skirt.  “You can bet on that!”

“Good.”

With that, Principal Mourning dismissed Charlie and sent him back to class.  Class ended a few minutes later and Charlie found himself walking down the hallway in the skirt and makeup once more.  He was headed to his locker to get his bag and then he was headed home to forget this day.

“See you tomorrow, sweetie,” said one boy with a laugh.

“Call me tomorrow so we don’t wear the same thing,” said a girl and her group of friend burst out laughing.

More comments were tossed his direction.

Charlie ducked his head lower and picked up his pace before deciding to skip his locker entirely and race to his stepsister’s car to end the day.  At this point, he just wanted to get home and change.

—o—

Charlie shifted uncomfortably in the passenger seat as Lydia revved the engine of her car to get the attention of the three students in the car next to them at the light.  It worked.  All three looked over, saw Charlie and chuckled.  One young woman pretended to blow Charlie a kiss.  Charlie sunk further into his seat.

“You’re more popular than ever,” said Lydia as the light turned green.

“I don’t think ‘popular’ is the word.”

“True.  A better word might be ‘infamous’.”

“I’m just glad the day is over,” said Charlie.

A wicked smile appeared on Lydia’s lips, though Charlie didn’t see it.  “The day’s not really over.  You still have to face mom.”

Charlie winced.  He’d forgotten about his stepmother.  He definitely wasn’t looking forward to that.  He stared out the window unhappily wondering what he would tell her.  He didn’t notice Lydia turn on her phone and hit a series of buttons.  A moment later, her phone rang.

“I wonder who that could be,” said Lydia with fake surprise.  “Oh look, it’s mom.”

Charlie stayed completely silent.  He didn’t want his stepmother getting the idea she should talk to him now.  Meanwhile, Lydia put the phone to her ear and pretended to speak to her mother.

“Hi, mom,” said Lydia.

Several seconds of silence passed.

“Oh, you heard about that?”

More silence.

“Uh huh.  And.... yeah.”

More silence.

Lydia now chuckled.  “Sorry, mom.  I know it’s serious.”

Silence.

“Clean the house?”

Silence.

“Completely dressed?”

Silence.

“Yeah, no problem.  Don’t worry.  I’ll take care of it, mom.”  Lydia pretended to turn off her phone and slipped it back into her purse, which sat on the center console.  “That was mom.”

“Yeah, I guessed that,” said Charlie sarcastically.

“She’s really angry at you for getting into trouble today.  She says that as punishment for what you did, you need to clean the house, prepare dinner and do all my chores today.”

“Fine.”

“I’m supposed to supervise you too.”

“Whatever.”

“There’s more,” said Lydia, who was struggling not to laugh.  “Mom wants me to dress you like a woman when you do it.”

“What?!” gasped Charlie.

“You heard me.  Mom’s angry that you got into this and she thinks that making you dress like a girl while you do all the housework is a fitting punishment for the crime.”

Charlie shook his head.  “I’m not doing it.”

“If you want to upset mom, that’s the way to do it.  She’s already mad as Hell at you.  Just wait until she finds out you didn’t do what she told you.  She’s going to be furious.”

“And I suppose you’re going to tell her?”

Lydia laughed.  “Of course.”

Charlie folded his arms across his chest and sunk even farther into the seat.  “Fine,” he grumbled.

Lydia chuckled to herself.  This was going to be entertaining.


Chapter Three: “Tricked By Lydia”

—o—

“Put this on,” said Lydia.  She tossed a belted red dress with a wide, pleated hem onto the bed.  The dress belonged to her mother.  They were in her mother’s room because none of her clothes would fit Charlie.  Also, she didn’t like the idea of him wearing her clothes, so she decided to dress him from her mother’s closet.

Charlie looked at the dress from a distance and cringed.  He stood about as far away from the bed and the offending clothes as possible.  He recalled his stepmother wearing that dress many times.  That thought made this even worse for him.

“I don’t suppose we could buy something... or forget this all together?”

Lydia ignored him.

“These too,” said Lydia and she tossed some high-heeled sandals onto the bed.

Charlie shuddered.  He’d never worn heels before, but they looked pretty tall and unpleasant.  His stepmother loved heels, but even she tottered in these.  “Couldn’t we go with something more normal?”

“Heels are
 normal.”

Charlie bit his tongue.  Not to him they weren’t.  Heck, even Lydia never wore heels that high or that girly.  In fact, she rarely wore heels at all, preferring tennis shoes to anything else and sometimes flat sandals.

“You’ll need some panties too... and a bra.”

Lydia made her way to her stepmother’s lingerie drawer and pulled out some black lace panties and a padded black bra.  She dug through the drawer to see if anything else caught her eye.

“Why do I need all this?”

“Because that’s what mom wants you to wear.”

Charlie pursed his lips but had nothing to say.  This was his punishment, as far as he knew, and he couldn’t refuse it.  Nor would his stepsister let him avoid it.  No, if he failed to do whatever he was being told to do, she would tattle on him in a heartbeat.  Then his stepmother would make it worse.  At least, he told himself, no one else would see him.  No one except his stepsister, that is, and she had already seen him in the skirt and makeup.  So how bad could this be?  Charlie looked at the pile of feminine finery on the bed.

“Pretty bad,” he thought.

Lydia handed the panties to her stepbrother.  Charlie took them unhappily.  He moved them around in his hand as if he were sifting through them for something dangerous.

“Put them on,” said Lydia.

“Can’t we skip these?”

“Put them on.
”

“Fine,” grumbled Charlie and he started to slip one leg into one of the holes.

“Hold it.  You have to take off your other underwear first,” said Lydia in a tone which suggested that Charlie knew better.

“What?  Why?”

Lydia glared at him.  “Keep it up and I’ll make you shave your legs first.”

Charlie bit his tongue.  He knew this was no idle threat.  His stepsister was capable of much evil.  He decided to comply, so he turned his back and slipped his hands beneath the skirt he still wore.  He latched his hands around the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down until they dropped to his feet.  As he did, his penis hung free beneath his skirt in the cool room air.  The sensation tickled and, combined with the embarrassment he felt in putting on panties, it began to grow once more.  An instant later, it popped out from beneath the skirt.  Charlie was thankful he had turned around.

“I would have died on the spot if she had seen that!” he thought.

Charlie quickly stepped into the panties and pulled them up his legs, covering his inflated manhood.  They felt silky smooth going up his legs, but the lace was rough against his erection.  He never expected panties to be rough.

“Now take off the rest,” said Lydia.

“Why?”

“Because you can’t wear a dress over a skirt and a shirt.  Take them off.”

Charlie thought about using this moment to rebel, only thoughts of what his stepmother might do to him scared him and he gave up the idea.  Instead, he slowly pulled off his shirt and then unzipped the skirt and let it fall to the floor.  He now stood before his stepsister in only the tiny lace panties.  He tried to cover his hard shaft with his hands.

“Excited, are we?” laughed Lydia.

“No,” lied Charlie.

In fact, Charlie was surprisingly excited.  He didn’t know why he was, and he knew that he shouldn’t have been, but he was.  He dismissed this as a coincidence of a sexually charged environment.  At least, he hoped that’s what it was.

“Here,” said Lydia and she thrust the dress into his hands.

Charlie again sifted the material through his hands as if he were handling something dangerous.  He looked confused.

“Put it on.”

“How?”

“Don’t be stupid, Charlie.  Unzip it in the back.  Then slide the bottom over your head and pull it down into place.  I’ll zip it up for you.”

Charlie bit his lip.  He took a deep breath, and he slipped the first dress he would ever wear – but not the last – over his head.  It slid down his shoulders, down his sides, and down his hips like sand sliding down a dune.  Lydia then tugged it into place and zipped it up in the back.  Charlie was wearing a dress.


“Finally, we have these,” said Lydia and she snatched the high heels off the bed.

“Yeah, about those—”

“Sit,” commanded Lydia and she placed the heels on the floor before her mother’s vanity chair.

Charlie sat down in the chair.  Lydia kneeled down before him and slipped one of the high-heeled sandals onto his foot.  This shoe had a five-inch heel with a half-inch platform.  It was held in place by one thick leather strap over Charlie’s toes and an ankle strap.  Lydia buckled the strap.  Then she slipped the other shoe onto his other foot and buckled it as well.

“I take it you’ve worn heels before,” said Lydia just to get a rise out of Charlie.

It worked.  Lydia was joking, but her words struck right at Charlie’s ego and set him off.  Charlie furrowed his brow angrily and exclaimed in a panic:  “What?!  Me?!  No!  Never!”

“Really?  You seem the type.”

“I’m not!  I’ve never worn women’s clothes!” squealed Charlie.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure!  I’m no sissy!”

Lydia snickered.  She was enjoying this.  She always enjoyed messing with her stepbrother.  “All right, then we probably need to train you to walk in heels.  Stand up and let me see what you’ve got.”

“I know how to walk,” retorted Charlie.

“So you have
 worn heels then?”

“No!”

“Now I’m confused.  Do you or don’t you know how to walk in heels?”

“I know how to walk.  I don’t see what the heels matter,” said Charlie sourly.

Lydia laughed.  “Ok.  Then show me what you’ve got.  Walk across the room and back.”

“Fine.  No problem.”

Charlie rose from the bed, but found himself wobbling the entire way up and almost fell before reaching his full height.  When he was standing tall, he felt like he was standing on something that moved beneath his feet.  He was in no way stable.  Nevertheless, he started out across the room.  He stumbled.  He stumbled badly.  Then he crashed to the floor, nearly spraining his ankle.

“What happened to ‘I know how to walk’ and ‘the heels don’t matter’?  Not as easy as it looks, is it?” asked Lydia tauntingly.

“That was an accident.  I can do this,” said Charlie’s pride.

“Forget it.  I don’t have time for you to learn the art of walking in heels all by yourself.  Girls take years to get it right.  I’m going to cut to the chase and give you some tips.  Now stand up.  When you do it, place your feet together like this and use your toes to lift yourself off the ground.”

Charlie thought about defying his stepsister and standing up in some different way, but he also realized that she knew what she was talking about in this instance and he didn’t.  Deciding another fall might hurt more than his pride, Charlie did what she told him.  Within seconds, he was standing, and he achieved that without spreading his legs and showing his panties.

“Good.  Now watch me walk and then do as I do,” said Lydia.

As Charlie watched from the corner, Lydia walked from one end of the room to the other.  Through exaggerated motions, she made a point of showing him how she kept her legs together, how the lead foot landed directly in front of the following foot, how each foot came down with the heel first and then the toes, and how she took short, delicate steps.

“Now you do it,” said Lydia.

Charlie blushed.  He knew he would feel stupid walking like that.  It wasn’t how males walked.  “How about we just forget the heels?”

“How about I tell mom you refused to accept your punishment?”

Charlie nodded his head, licked his lips, and started across the room once more.  He was much improved, though he still suffered from not having the balance that woman earn over years of wearing heels.  That made him hesitant and caused him to wobble, but he showed promise.  Of course, the improvement didn’t stop him from feeling emasculated.

“Nice start.  You need a lot of practice, but nice start,” said Lydia.

“Gee, thanks,” said Charlie sarcastically.

“Don’t worry.  You’ll get used to the heels.”

“That’s what I’m worried about.”

“Come on, do it again.”  Lydia instructed Charlie to turn around and go back across the room.  When he reached the other side, she made him go again... and again... and again.  Indeed, she made him practice for over an hour until he was actually quite good at walking in heels.  Charlie didn’t know if he should be proud, relieved, or horrified at his improved skills.  Either way, he could now walk fairly competently in heels.

“It’s time to start our chores,” said Lydia.

—o—

“What do you mean I need to do your chores?” growled Charlie.  They were in the kitchen.  Lydia, wearing shorts and sneakers, held out a broom for Charlie.  Charlie still wore the red dress and red sandals.  Charlie puffed up his chest.  “You need to do your own chores!”

Lydia snickered.  Charlie was never particularly intimidating to her, and he certainly wasn’t intimidating in a dress and five-inch heels.  In fact, his attempts to seem angry or dominant or threatening had all made her chuckle so far.  “No.  You’re going to do them.”

“Why me?”

“It’s part of your punishment.”

“Says who?”

“Says mom.”

“She can’t do that!”

Lydia held up her phone.  “You wanna tell her that?”

Charlie slowly shook his head.

This made Lydia laugh again.  “Take a look at how you’re dressed, Charlie.  Now tell me:  do you think that a woman who made you dress like you are right now can’t also make you do her chores?”

Charlie bit his tongue.  The answer to his stepsister’s question was obvious.  He snatched the broom from his stepsister’s hand and started sweeping the kitchen floor.  This was one of the three chores his stepmother had assigned to Lydia that day.  She had already made Charlie do his own chores and now she figured she would use this situation to have him do hers as well.

“Make sure you do a good job,” said Lydia.

“I’m doing the best I can,” snapped Charlie.  “I could probably do better if you let me take off these stupid shoes!”

“That’s part of the punishment, Charlie.”  Actually, Lydia was just enjoying watching her stepbrother struggle and make a fool of himself in the shoes.  This was a day she would long remember.

“Yeah, I know.  But they’re uncomfortable.  They’re hard to walk in.  They make everything more difficult.  I would probably be done with all the chores by now if you hadn’t made me wear these stupid shoes.  I don’t know what mom is thinking.”

“Women wear heels all the time,” said Lydia.

“Well, I’m not a woman.”

“You are today.”

Charlie did his best to ignore her and finished sweeping all the dirt into a pile.  As he went to fetch the dustpan, Lydia looked at the clock.  She had another forty minutes at least before her mother came home.  That was plenty of time to get him to do her chores, let him change and then break the news to him that she had tricked him.  She was certain he would be too embarrassed to tell her mother, so she saw little danger of getting in trouble.

Charlie returned with the dustpan and crouched down to sweep up the pile of dirt.  He crouched down by bending his knees and bringing his butt down to ankle level, with his feet directly beneath him.  This made his butt look really round and feminine in the dress.

“You better hope no one mistakes you for a real girl,” said Lydia with a laugh.

Charlie blushed.  “No one’s going to make that mistake!”

“They will if they see you from this angle!”

Charlie shot up.  “Well, no one’s going to see me in that angle or any other angle.  When this punishment is over tonight, I’m not ever wearing another single girls’ thing ever again!”

“We’ll see about that,” thought Lydia.  She had been taking pictures of Charlie as he did his chores with the idea that she could use the pictures to blackmail him in the future.  She didn’t have any firm plans yet, but the idea of turning her stepbrother into a sissified maid or butler was quite appealing to her.

Charlie tottered over to the garbage can and tossed the sweepings away.  As he did, Lydia drifted toward the window.  She looked out over the lawn.  To her horror, she saw her mother’s car pulling into the driveway.

“She’s early!” gasped Lydia.

Lydia shot a glance at her stepbrother and realized there was no way she could get him changed before her mother got into the house and saw him.  That was bad.  If her mother found out that she had tricked him into dressing up, her mother would ground her until the world met its fiery end.  She needed a plan.  She needed a way to escape without her mother knowing that she was involved in dressing her stepbrother.  She needed plausible deniability!

Only one thing came to mind:  run!

“There.  I’m done,” said Charlie.

“Great!  One more chore.  Put away the dishes,” said Lydia as she started down the hallway to her room.

“Oh come on!” exclaimed Charlie unhappily.  He was sick of doing his stepsister’s chores.  “Why do I need to do that too?  I’ve done everything else.  Why can’t you do it?”

“I’m supervising,” called Lydia as she vanished into her room.

Charlie sighed.  At least this was the last chore on the list.  “Fine,” he growled.  “But after this, I’m done.  I don’t care what your mother says.”  He tottered off to the kitchen, unaware of the danger lurking in the driveway.

—o—

“What in the world do you think you’re doing?!” gasped Charlie’s stepmother Janet as she entered the kitchen and saw him putting away the dishes.  She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

Charlie spun around to face his stepmother.  The horrified look on her face and the fact she was there at all startled him.  He knew she would be home eventually, he just didn’t assume it would happen right now.  “Time to pay the piper,” he told himself.

“Explain yourself!
” demanded Janet.

“I’m doing the dishes.”

This was not
 the explanation Janet sought.  “That’s not what I mean, young man!”

Now, Charlie was confused.  Wasn’t he doing exactly what he had been told to do?  He was doing all the chores.  Why was his stepmother so angry, so freaked out?  “I don’t understand?”

“‘You don’t understand?!’” exclaimed Janet incredulously.  “How can you not understand, Charlie?!”

“I’m doing the chores just like I was told—”

“I don’t care about the dishes!  Why are you dressed like that?!”  Charlie’s stepmother suddenly realized that not only was her stepson dressed like a young woman, but he was wearing her clothes
!  “Oh my God!  You’re wearing my clothes!”

“Lydia’s didn’t fit.”

Janet shook her head in utter disbelief.  How could he be so calm about this?  He was wearing her clothes.  How could he be so totally blasé about it?  “Why are you wearing my clothes?!”

“Lydia dressed me like this.”

“Lydia— Lydia dressed you?” repeated Janet incredulously.  “What is going on, Charlie?  Why are you dressed in women’s clothes at all?”  Her tone wasn’t getting any calmer.

Charlie now furrowed his brow.  Why was she yelling at him?  This has been her idea after all.  “This is what you wanted.”

“What I
 wanted?  I never wanted anything like this.”

“That’s what Lydia said you wanted.”

Janet looked utterly confused.  “Lydia?  I never said I wanted anything like this.  Why would Lydia claim this is what I wanted?  And why would you let her dress you up like this even if she made that claim?”

Charlie blushed.  “This is my punishment.”

“For what?”

“For wearing shorts to school.”

“You wore shorts to school?”

“Yes, you knew that.”

“I did not.  But even if that’s true, how the heck do you go from shorts in school to wearing my clothes at home?!” demanded Janet.

Charlie was starting to realize what had happened.  “She tricked me!
”  His anger level at Lydia rose through the roof.  If she had done what he thought she had done, he would get her for this!

Meanwhile, Janet stared at her stepson in total confusion.  None of this made any sense.  “Where is Lydia?  Maybe she can clear this up.”

She could... but not in the way Charlie wanted.

Janet knocked on Lydia’s door.  When she got no answer, she opened the door to find Lydia lying on her bed reading a book and listening to music on her headphones.  This gave the distinct impression that she had not been involved in the strange happenings in the other part of the house.

“Why is your stepbrother wearing my clothes?” demanded Janet.

“Is he still?  I told him to change back.  I guess he didn’t listen to me,” lied Lydia.

“Back this up to the beginning.  What happened?”

Lydia removed her headphones.  “Apparently, he decided to wear shorts to school.  Naturally, Principal Mourning caught him.  I’m not exactly sure what happened next – he must have smarted off or something – but she made him wear a skirt as punishment.”

“A skirt?!  At school?”

“Yes.  The girls can wear miniskirts and he must have said something about that, so she made him wear a miniskirt.  Well, he apparently ran with it because by the time I saw him, he had added makeup and pink flip flops and was acting like a girl.”

Janet tensed up and growled inwardly.  “Go on.”

“I brought him home after school and told him to change.  The next thing I know, he’s wearing your clothes and prancing around the house,” continued Lydia with her lie.  “I was shocked.  I told him to take off your clothes and he refused.  I told him you would be mad.  He said he didn’t care.  Then I told him that you would punish him a lot worse than Principal Mourning did.  That’s when he finally said he would change.”  Lydia paused to let this sink in.  “I guess he lied about that.”

Janet was furious.  She was furious that Charlie had tried to break the school’s rules.  She was furious he had humiliated her.  She was furious he was wearing her clothes.  She was furious he had lied.  She was so angry she didn’t even stop to think if her daughter’s story made sense or if Lydia might have shaded the truth a little.  Instead, she stormed off to find Charlie.

Lydia tagged along behind her.

“All right, young man.  I understand what happened now!” said Janet.

Charlie swallowed hard.  His stepmother looked angry.

“You want to dress like a girl, then fine,” growled Janet.

Charlie’s jaw dropped.

“If that’s what you want, then you’re going to dress like a girl—”

“But I don’t—” protested Charlie before he was cut off.

“I don’t want to hear it, young man!  You tried to make a fool of me and this is your punishment.  Now finish your chores and then come to my bedroom.  I’m going to give you a nightie and some slippers for the evening.  And in the morning, Lydia is going to help you dress for school.  She’s going to make sure you look nice and pretty.  Then all the other students can laugh at you.”

All the color left Charlie’s face.  He couldn’t go to school dressed as a girl again!  “No, please!” he exclaimed.

“You’ve brought this on yourself!”

“I won’t do it!” said Charlie suddenly.

Janet glared strongly into Charlie’s eyes, causing him to nervously shrink backwards.  “You will do what I say, young man, or I will send photos of you, dressed as you are now, to your father.”


BOOOMMM!!!!
  A million stars exploded.

Charlie became lightheaded and thought he might actually pass out.  This was the be-all end-all of threats.  If she told his father that he had worn a dress and heels, his father would kill him when he got back from his overseas business trip.  Charlie would do anything to avoid that.

“You can’t!” gasped Charlie.

“Watch me, young man.”

With that, Janet stormed off to change into more comfortable clothing.  She wore tailored skirt suits and spike heels to work, and she didn’t like wearing those at home.  As she clicked her way down the hallway on her heels, she told Lydia:  “I’m going to make him wear the nightie tonight, but I just want to scare some sense into him about school tomorrow.  Make sure he dresses like a normal boy tomorrow.”

“Will do, mom,” said Lydia.  That wasn’t what she was thinking though.


Chapter Four: “Charlie’s Nightmare Gets Worse”

—o—

Janet left early for work that morning, as she always did.  Before she left, she reminded Lydia that her threat to make Charlie dress like a girl was just a threat and that she wanted him dressing as a normal boy.  Lydia acknowledged her mother’s instructions.  Then she wished her mother a good day and she watched her leave before she went to her mother’s closet to pick out more clothes for Charlie.

“He’s got this coming,” said Lydia to herself.

Lydia looked through her mother’s closet until she came upon a very pretty little black dress made of sequins.  Charlie would look very feminine in this.  Even better, Lydia’s mother had a pair of shoes that matched these perfectly.  They were black satin platform sandals with one thick strap over the toes, a delicate ankle strap and a tall, difficult heel.

“He’ll look perfect in these,” she said with a laugh.

After adding some black panties, a pushup bra, and some jewelry, Lydia went to wake up her stepbrother.

“Rise and shine, sunshine,” said Lydia as she walked into her stepbrother’s room.  He lay on the bed, still asleep in the nightie.  The wedge-heeled slippers his stepmother had given him were parked next to the bed.  “It’s time to get up and get dressed for school.”

“Go away,” growled Charlie into his pillow.

“Get up, sleepy.  Here’s what you’re wearing today.”

Charlie opened one eye.  He watched as his stepsister hung the dress over the back of his desk chair and set the panties and heels on the chair.  He furrowed his brow and sat up.

“I can’t wear that!”

“Mom’s orders,” replied Lydia.

“She can’t be serious!”

“You heard her last night.  Now get dressed so I can do your makeup.”

“My makeup?!” gasped Charlie.  “You want me to wear makeup?”

“Yes.  Every girl needs makeup—”

“I’m not a girl!”

Lydia shrugged her shoulders.  “If you don’t like it, take it up with mom,” she bluffed.  “You just better hope she doesn’t make it worse for questioning her.  You know what she said.”

Charlie shuddered.  He wasn’t sure how this could get much worse, but he didn’t doubt that his stepmother would find a way.  Still, there was no way he could go to school dressed like his stepsister was planning.  Not again!

“I can’t do it,” he said and he shook his head.

“You don’t have any choice.”

“If I go to school like that, I’ll be ruined.  Especially after yesterday.  Everyone will think I like it.  I’ll never live it down!” complained Charlie.

“They’ve already seen you in a skirt and makeup.  This isn’t that different.”

“Not that different?  This is a LOT different.”

“It isn’t.  Besides, right now, it’s just the kids at school and, like I said, they’ve already seen you.  If you upset mom, she might show your father.”

This threat chilled Charlie to his very bones.  He could never let his father see him in a dress... never
.  “You don’t think she would really show him, do you?” asked Charlie nervously.

“She said she would, didn’t she?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Can you think of a reason she wouldn’t?”

Charlie bit his lip.  No, he couldn’t.  He now faced an impossible choice.  There was no good answer.  But then little by little, Lydia’s arguments started to win out.  The other kids had
 seen him in a skirt and makeup already.  All the harm he would get from that had already happened, hadn’t it?  Letting his dad see him was a whole new can of worms.  So maybe wearing the dress today would indeed be the least bad option.  He didn’t like the idea, but it seemed the lesser of the two evils.

“Well?  Are you going to get dressed or do I call mom?” asked Lydia

Reluctantly, Charlie agreed.

Lydia snickered.  “Sucker.”

—o—

Charlie grabbed the handle to the school’s front door.  His hand trembled.  He was starting to think he was wrong about this being the lesser of two evils.  Standing right here, dressed as he was, this seemed like the biggest mistake he could possibly make.  Unfortunately, he had no choice but to go inside.  He pulled the door open and tried to walk through, but he just couldn’t bring himself to do it.

“I can’t do this,” he said.

“You don’t have a choice,” he replied.

He looked down at the dress and awful heels he wore.  He shuddered.  This was so much worse than the day before.  It was so much worse than he expected and each moment seemed to make it worse yet.

“How am I ever going to explain this?” he asked himself.

Charlie tried to open the door, but couldn’t get his arm to work.  Then he heard laughter coming from behind him.  Two large groups of students were approaching from the parking lot.  He was trapped.

“No choice now.  Maybe it won’t be so bad when I get to class,” he told himself.

Charlie swallowed hard and walked through the door.  Everything instantly went into slow motion.  Everywhere he looked, people were pointing and whispering, but it all had a faceless vagueness to it that was difficult to explain... a dreamlike quality.  Nothing seemed real.  Nothing felt real.  His walk had a bizarre softness to it as if he were walking on pillows, even as his tall heels slipped on the slick waxed tile floor.  His purse seemed weightless.  His dress felt like it fluttered around his thighs like a flag caught in a slow-motion hurricane.  Even the smell of his perfume caused a surreal effect as it smelled like he was walking through honey.

“Why can’t they leave me alone?” he wondered.

He scanned the hallway.  Everyone was here to witness this, even some teachers.  Then he picked Stephanie Mills from the crowd.  She was surrounded by her friends.  She was laughing and pointing like everyone else, but there was a vicious look on her face.  He’d tried many times to tell the other students that she was not the wonderful young woman she appeared to be, but no one believed him.  They all loved her.  He didn’t.  He knew the truth.  He’d seen her darker side.

Stephanie saw that he was looking at her and she blew him a poisoned kiss.

In response, Charlie raised the middle finger on his right hand as the rest of his fingers clenched his palm more tightly.  He started to raise his hand from his side.  He intended to let Stephanie know what he thought of her.

It was not to be, though.  Disaster struck.

“Mr. Mitchell
,” spat the icy voice of Principal Miranda Mourning.

Her words hit Charlie like a hammer in the spine.  He struggled not to collapse and fall down.  “Good morning, Principal Mourning,” said Charlie weakly and he turned to face her.

“Come with me.”

Charlie took a deep breath and followed the principal down the hallway.  Everyone watched.  He felt like a prisoner falling in right behind Mourning in his tight little black sequin dress and the slick black platform heels.  Embarrassingly, he realized that his heels were actually higher than Principal Mourning’s and his dress was far more revealing.

When they reached Mourning’s office, she pointed one jagged finger at the chair before her desk.  She didn’t even bother to tell him to sit down; he already knew and complied automatically.  She then spun around and glared at him.  Her face was glowing red with anger.

“I’m sorry I’m out of dress code—” started Charlie to calm her.  It didn’t work.

“Is this some kind of joke to you, Mr. Mitchell?” growled Mourning.

“A joke?  Hardly!”

“And yet, here you are in my office wearing a dress and high heels, Mr. Mitchell.”

“I can explain.”

The Principal shook her head.  “There’s no explanation for this.  Yesterday, I punished you for wearing shorts.  Today, you seem intent on mocking my punishment.  Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t expel you.”

“This wasn’t my idea!  Honest!  My stepmother made me dress like this!”

Mourning stared doubtfully at Charlie.  “Why would your stepmother make you dress like this?”

Charlie bit his tongue.  He did not want to repeat the story of the prior day or this morning.  All he said was, “She saw me in that stupid skirt yesterday and got mad and made me dress like this.”

Principal Mourning stared at Charlie for some time, trying to decide if he was being truthful, and if not, what the truth was.  Unfortunately, she couldn’t decide what was real and what wasn’t.  But she had a solution.  She went to her computer and pulled up the number for Charlie’s mother.  She made the call.

“Hello, Mrs. Mitchell?  This is Miranda Mourning at the school.  I’m here with Charlie in my office.  Are you aware of how he’s dressed today?”

Charlie heard his mother’s voice, but couldn’t make out the words.

“A very short dress.  Yes.  And very high heels,” said Mourning.

There was silence.  Then Charlie heard his mother’s voice ranting.

Mourning pushed a button on her phone, turning on the speaker.

“...didn’t know that’s what he was wearing.  He was supposed to dress like a normal boy!  Those
 were my instructions.  Clearly, that isn’t what happened and I assure you there will be Hell to pay when I get home!” said his stepmother.

Charlie cringed, realizing he’d been had by his stepsister... again.

“I see,” said Mourning.

“Yes.  I came home last night to find him completely decked out in my clothing.  He had no explanation for it.  He tried to blame it on my daughter, but I don’t see how she could have caused it.”

Mourning raised an eyebrow and looked Charlie up and down.  He could tell that she was judging him.  He could tell that she thought he might really be a cross-dresser.  He felt very small suddenly.  He had to say soemthing.

“That’s not how it happened!” protested Charlie.

“One more peep out of you and I’m calling your father, young man,” growled his stepmother over the phone.

Charlie swallowed hard.  He knew better than to say anything now.  Silence was his best bet at the moment, no matter how difficult it was to say nothing.  He would need to endure whatever was said.

“And you didn’t tell him to dress like this today?” asked Mourning.

“Definitely not!  Not from what you’ve described.  I made him dress like a young woman last night, as punishment.  This morning, he was supposed to dress normally for school.  I have no idea why he’s dressed like that.”

“I do,” said Mourning coldly.  “He’s mocking the dress code and his punishment... and you apparently.”

After a few seconds pause, Charlie’s mother asked, “What do we do about it?”

“We give him what he’s asking for.”

“You mean—”

“Since he wants to dress as a young woman to punish us, we make it official and require him to continue dressing as a young woman for the rest of the school year,” said Mourning.

There was silence.  A thick silence.

Charlie stared at the phone in horror.  That would mean just over four solid weeks of dressing as a young woman!  He didn’t dare say anything, but he prayed desperately that his stepmother would reject the principal’s idea.  He would be positively ruined if this punishment came to pass.  Not to mention, the embarrassment would kill him.  Indeed, the humiliation of the prior day still stung and probably would forever, he reasoned.

“I think that would be an excellent idea,” said Charlie’s stepmother.

Charlie’s jaw dropped.  “No!” he gasped.

“Agreed,” said Mourning, ignoring Charlie’s outburst.

“You can’t!”

“If you mean we don’t have the power, then you are mistaken, Mr. Mitchell,” said the Principal.

“Please don’t do this!” he pleaded.

“As I told you the other day, young man:  ‘Actions have consequences.’  These are the consequences of your actions.”  Mourning pressed the intercom button, summoning her secretary.  “Take Mr. Mitchell to class as I finish discussing matters with his mother.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the secretary.

“But—”

“Come along.”

Charlie shook his head.  “I can’t.”

“Don’t make this worse for yourself, Mr. Mitchell,” said the Principal.

“How can this get worse?”

“Mr. Mitchell, I am like a chef with a vast array of recipes and ingredients.  Do not think that this punishment is the only dish I can inflict.”

Charlie swallowed hard.  Her speech had worked.  He gave in.  The next minute or two was like a nightmare to Charlie.  He rose to his feet and found himself led away by Mourning’s secretary.  She took him out into the hallway, where all his classmates, and then some, watched him totter off down the hallway on the difficult heels until he disappeared into his classroom.

“My life is ruined,” he thought.

Perhaps.  Perhaps not.  Time would tell.


Chapter Five: “Dressing At Home”

—o—

With the decision being made that Charlie would dress as a girl at school, Charlie’s stepmother decided that he also would dress as a girl at home.  Not only did she see this as a fitting aspect of his punishment, but it struck her as easier to maintain his look as a girl rather than letting him switch back and forth.  She then promptly sat him down and explained makeup, posture and what was expected of him as a girl.  Then she made him shave his legs and underarms and paint his nails.  Finally, she went through her closet and took out bunches of clothes she no longer wanted or which she thought he would need.  These were moved to his room.

Charlie stood before the closet full of feminine clothes.

“I’m supposed to wear this?” he thought as he haltingly ran his fingers over a pink dress.  He cringed.

He touched a white sweater next.  It was very soft, very feminine.

“I can’t wear these things.”

Then he noticed a brown and white dress.  Admittedly, it was eye catching.  It was elegant and sexy and he would have loved to see some cute girl wear it.  But the idea of wearing it himself, that wasn’t something he wanted to contemplate.

“Here are the rest,” said his stepmother as she entered the room behind him.

Charlie turned to see his stepmother drop an armload of shoes and a bag of lingerie onto his bed.  Naturally, they were all girls’ shoes, which didn’t make him happy.  He walked over to examine his future.

“Wait a minute!” blurted out Charlie.

“What is it?”

“These are all heels!”  He picked up a pair of black strappy sandals with which he would soon become quite familiar.  These had a one-inch platform and a five-inch heel.  To him, the heel looked to be as tall as a pair of stilts.  “I can’t wear heels.”

“That’s what you’re going to wear,” said his stepmother.

“Most of the girls at school don’t wear heels.”

“You’re not most girls.”

“Lydia doesn’t wear heels!”

“She does sometimes,” said his stepmother.

“Not like these!”

Charlie’s stepmother put her hands on her hips.  “Do I need to remind you, young man, that you are being punished for dressing yourself in my clothes?  This is what you wanted to wear, this is what you’re going to wear.  You’re getting the full experience now!”

“But I told you, I didn’t do that—”

“I came home and found you like that.”

“Lydia made me wear those things!  She tricked me!” whined Charlie.

“Enough!  I’ve told you I don’t believe you.  Lydia wouldn’t do that.  Besides, when I came home, you were all alone in my clothes.  Lydia was in her room listening to music.  If you didn’t want to wear my clothes, you could have taken them off at any time, but you didn’t.  Now stop complaining.”  Her tone made it clear that if Charlie kept fighting her on this, there would be further consequences.

He bit his tongue.

“Now try some on,” said Janet.

Charlie looked over the pile and shuddered.  Not only did each pair have heels, but each had at least a five-inch heel.  These were seriously feminine shoes.  “Can’t I have some shoes without heels at least?  Or maybe lower
 heels?”

“If you behave and do what you’re told, then I’ll think about it.”

Charlie sighed.  This was going to be even harder than he imagined.

—o—

It was Sunday afternoon.  Charlie sat on the couch in a yellow and white sundress.  His stepmother had picked it out for him that morning.  He had white cork-heeled wedges on his feet.  There was a white ribbon in his hair.  His friends Donnie and Dwayne were visiting him at home.  They were more than a little surprised to find his new wardrobe extended to his home.

“Dude, do you have to wear that?” asked Dwayne.  “It’s weird.”

“My stepmom is making me.”

“Really?”

“Do you think I’d dress like this if I didn’t have to?” asked Charlie.  His tone was a little insulting.

Dwayne said nothing.  He wasn’t so sure at the moment.  In fact, he was pretty certain that if he had been in Charlie’s place, he never would have put on anything feminine.  At least, that’s what he told himself.

“Are you still planning on running for Class President?” asked Donnie.

“Yes.”

Donnie hesitated and then pursed his lips to one side.  “Are you sure?  The way you’re dressed... I don’t know if that’s a good idea.  I mean, how are people going to react?  Do you want to face that?”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.  He saw how they would react the past few days in school, and it wasn’t pretty.  But he needed to run.  Beating Stephanie Mills was an obsession for him.

“We need to find a way to get people not to care,” said Charlie.

Donnie and Dwayne glanced doubtfully at each other and then looked Charlie over once more from head to toe.  Dwayne’s eyes stopped at Charlie’s high heels.  He couldn’t get passed those.  Donnie’s eyes stopped at the hem of Charlie’s dress.  Neither spoke.

“Come on guys, this isn’t hopeless,” said Charlie.

“How do we get everyone to forget what they’re seeing?” asked Dwayne.

“I don’t know.”

“Then how do we make them ignore the fact you’re dressing like a girl?”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders once more.  Then they sat in silence for some time.  As they did, Charlie subconsciously crossed his legs like women do and started shaking his high-heel encased foot.

Dwayne cringed.  “Could you please not do that?” he asked.

Charlie looked down and realized he was swinging his leg and shaking his foot like a woman.  “Sorry,” he said and he stopped.  He planted both feet on the ground again.  “So, are you guys going to help me or not?  Dwayne?”

“Yeah, I’ll do what I can,” said Dwayne reluctantly.

“Good.”

“Just don’t shake your leg like that again.”

Charlie turned his attention to his other friend.  “Donnie.  I need a campaign manager.  You wanted the job before.  Are you still up for it?”

Donnie bit his lip and then nodded his head.  “Yeah.”

Charlie smiled.  His friends had not abandoned him.

“I’ll do it, but no more weirdness,” added Donnie.  “Ok?  I mean, I get that you need to dress this way, but don’t start doing anything else strange.  And don’t start going all girly on us.  This is going to be hard enough to sell.”

“Trust me, man.  Goin’ girly is the last thing I want,” said Charlie.

“Good, because I don’t want to lose to Stephanie Mills again.  Losing to her is really embarrassing,” said Donnie.

“You know, it wouldn’t be so bad if she wasn’t so hot,” said Dwayne.

“That’s true.”

“Guys!  We’re not going to lose,” insisted Charlie.  “And she’s not hot.”

“Are you kidding?  She’s smokin’ hot.”

“She is not.  She’s Stephanie Mills
, guys... she’s not hot,” said Charlie.

Dwayne shook his head.  “Maybe those skirts have gone to your brains, pal, but she’s hot.  And losing to her would be humiliating.”

Charlie agreed with that very much.  The idea of losing to Stephanie Mills again was super-humiliating to him.  It was unbearably humiliating.  It was so humiliating, he had begun to have nightmares about it again.  In last night’s nightmare, for example, as he stood in the main hallway, wearing a pink and white sundress he had worn during the day Saturday, with everyone watching him, Stephanie walked right up to him.  She wore a white blouse and a black pleated skirt.  She looked intimidating and Charlie ran his finger around his collar nervously.  He swallowed hard.

“Uh, hi, Stephanie,” he said meekly.

“On your knees, sissy boy,” said Stephanie and she pointed toward the floor.

“I— uh— gee— that is—”

“Now!”

Charlie lowered himself to his knees.  He had been too terrified not to, and that brought him a great sense of shame.  He now looked up at her face.  Her body ran before him like a skyscraper.

“You can’t beat me,” said Stephanie with a laugh.  Her voice was deep and booming.

“I’m going to try,” replied Charlie in a tiny voice.

Stephanie raised her leg and placed her foot on Charlie’s face.  He could feel her toes pushing against his nose.  She pushed him downward.  “You can’t win.  You can never win.  You’re a loser, Charlie.  And now you’re a sissy boy too.  Everyone is laughing at you.”

“Not my friends!”

“Everyone!
”

Stephanie knocked him over so that his cheek was now on the ground.  She placed her foot right before his lips and wiggled her toes.  Her toenails were painted fluorescent orange, a pretty color.  “Show me you understand how much of a loser you are, Charlie girl.  Lick my feet.”

“There is no way I’m ever doing that,” said Charlie defiantly.  But then he realized that his face was moving forward toward her toes.  He couldn’t believe it, but he had started licking her toes!  “What am I doing?!  Why can’t I stop?!”

All around him, Charlie heard laughter.  He knew it was the entire student body, including his friends, even if he couldn’t see them.  They knew his secret now.  They knew that he was powerless and impotent against Stephanie Mills.  She was superior to him.

“Keep licking, sissy boy!” laughed Stephanie.

Charlie kept licking.

“Now play with yourself!”

Charlie was horrified.  “Please no!” he gasped.  But as before, he could not stop himself.  Indeed, he watched helplessly as his hand drifted down beneath his skirt and pulled out his manhood.  He started stroking himself.  There were more laughs coming from the crowd.

Stephanie laughed too and wiggled her toes in his mouth.

Charlie closed his eyes and shuddered at the humiliation, but he didn’t stop playing with himself or licking her feet.

SNORT!!

Charlie awoke from his nightmare with a start.  His body burned with shame.  He felt like a fool.  Even worse, he realized that his hand was wrapped around his manhood and that it was hard as a rock.  He had been playing with himself as he dreamt.

“What the heck?!” he exclaimed and dropped his member like a hot potato.

His shame doubled.

“Stephanie is not going to win,” he growled.


Chapter Six: “Registration Day”

—o—

It had been about a week now since Charlie first wore the skirt Principal Mourning had given him.  By this point, his stepmother had put his stepsister in charge of his wardrobe.  The idea was that Lydia could use her knowledge of women’s clothes to make sure Charlie looked acceptable.  Janet never thought that Lydia might take advantage of the situation.

Lydia thought differently.  From her perspective, this was a chance to indulge her childhood dreams of working as a fashion designer while getting to torture her stepbrother a little.  Talk about a bonus!

Today, Lydia picked a pink miniskirt and a white collared dress-shirt.  Around Charlie’s neck she added a multicolored scarf.  On his feet, she made him wear white high-heeled sandals with a high cork-wedge heel.  She applied makeup to his face, tied a ribbon in his hair, and sprayed him liberally with perfume.  He looked and smelled like a slightly androgynous girl with a very feminine sense of style.  This did not make him happy, but he had no say in the matter.

As with the prior days, Charlie scurried down the hallway as quickly as he could to try to get away from the mocking looks from the other students.  Of course, that didn’t work.  The main hallway was too large and once word spread that he was dressed as a girl again, everyone turned out to see what he wore.  Naturally, most students lobbed thinly veiled insults:

“Nice mini, girlfriend,” said one girl.

“You’re getting really good at doing your makeup,” said another.

“Sissy,” growled one boy.

“You dress like my sister.”

These were not the most erudite of insults, but they were effective.  Strangely though, Charlie soon discovered that these insults didn’t hurt so much as they seemed to turn him on.  This startled him and he doubled the pace of his retreat.  He hoped to get out of the hallway as quickly as possible.

It was not to be.

“Hi Charlie,” said Stephanie Mills as she stepped out into the middle of the hallway, right in front of Charlie.  Two of her friends flanked her, which made it impossible for Charlie to go around her.

Charlie stopped.  “What do you want?”

“Is that any way to speak to someone who wants to help you?”

“Help me how?” asked Charlie suspiciously.

Stephanie appeared to the crowd to have smiled, but Charlie saw hints of malice in that smile which they could not.  “I’m going to give you some advice.”

Charlie folded his arms across his chest and spread his legs to give himself a more firm stance.  This lowered his testicles slightly and brought them dangerously close to slipping out beneath his skirt.  He realized it a moment later and closed his stance.  This made him look nervous.

“What advice?” he snapped.

“First, just to remind you, the sign up is today for the race for Senior Class President.  If you want to be a candidate again, then you need to sign up.  Of course, I don’t know why you would want to try.  You’ve lost to me every year since we were children.”

A giggle raced through the gathering crowd, and Charlie blushed in embarrassment at Stephanie pointing out his record of failure.  Being surrounded by people made this so much worse.

“It’s definitely not likely you’re going to win this year—”

“That’s a matter of opinion,” countered Charlie.

“It’s not likely you’re going to win,
” repeated Stephanie.  “You had little chance to begin with, and it’s even less likely with you deciding to... well, start dressing like a girl.  Cute heels, by the way.  You wear them well for a boy.”

Another giggle raced through the crowd.

Charlie felt shame engulf his face.  His ears and cheeks burned bright red.

“Anyways,” continued Stephanie, “with you never winning before and you now dressing like a girl, it just struck me that you really have no chance this time.  So I thought in all fairness, I should warn you that I’ve decided to run again and you probably shouldn’t.”

Of course, everyone knew she would run again, so her advice was rather bogus.

Still, Charlie had had similar doubts the prior night and wasn’t too sure that running was a great idea.  If his stepmother and Principal Mourning were going to make him dress like this, then he should want to vanish, not stand for an election.  But he just couldn’t let her win.  And when Stephanie Mills started mocking him, his blood boiled.  Before he even knew it, he was snapping back at her:  “You bet I’m going to run, and I’m going to win!”

Stephanie smiled condescendingly.  “Well, that is interesting.”

“I’m going to win this time,” said Charlie again.

“I suppose it’s possible,” said Stephanie in a droll tone which made the crowd laugh.  She then stuck out her hand for him to shake.

Charlie looked down and saw her red-painted nails.  They were beautiful.  His were of a similar color.  He took her hand and shook it.

“You’re on,” he said.

Stephanie smirked.  “May the best man... that is, may the best woman
 win.”

The crowd burst out laughing.

An hour later, everyone watched as Stephanie and Charlie both appeared in the principal’s office to sign the forms to declare themselves as candidates.  When Stephanie signed, everyone cheered.  When Charlie signed, most people snickered.  This was not going to go well for Charlie.

—o—

Charlie’s day kept getting worse.  After registering for the election, he started to have serious doubts that he should have done so.  He wanted to win more than anything, but it seemed clear that he had little chance to defeat Stephanie.  It seemed he had set himself up for failure.  Even worse, it seemed that he was going to humiliate himself a lot in the process.  Right now though, Charlie’s problem wasn’t the election.  Right now, his problem was gym class.

Charlie stood in the large group of students in the middle of the gym.  They had lost interest in him for the moment, for which he was thankful.  What had caught their attention instead was the arrival of Coach Joseph Tibbs.  Tibbs was a round man with an enormous voice and a louder whistle.  He coached the football team and taught physical education.  He was not well-liked for any number of reasons.

“All right class, go get dressed,” yelled Tibbs.

There was a collective moan from the assembled students, but they began to drift off toward the locker rooms.  Charlie, as he had always done before, started toward the boys’ locker room.

“Hey, you’re headed the wrong way, sissy,” called out one of the boys.

“We don’t want him,” responded one of the girls.

“We don’t either,” said a boy.

Charlie felt himself shrink.  This day just couldn’t get any worse.

“What’s going on here?” demanded Coach Tibbs.

Tibbs pushed his way through the crowd until he came to Charlie.  Confusion registered on his face.  He scratched the side of his head through his school-logo ball cap and looked Charlie up and down from the tips of his high heels to the ribbon at the top of his hair.  A small lump appeared in the front of Tibb’s shorts.

Charlie blushed deeply.  That lump in particular shamed him.  Yet, his own manhood responded and it too grew hard beneath his dress.

“Who are you?  Are you in my class, sweetie?” asked Coach Tibbs.

“That’s Charlie Mitchell,” said one of the boys.

“Where’s Charlie Mitchell?” asked the coach.

“I’m Charlie Mitchell, sir,” said Charlie nervously.

All the other students stopped to watch what happened next.  They found anything involving Charlie to be rather fascinating, and this, this
 was quite the spectacle brewing.  No one wanted to miss it.

Coach Tibbs looked confused.  Then he looked closer at the young woman before him.  His jaw dropped.  He blushed about as deeply as Charlie.  Then he furrowed his brow and looked Charlie up and down one more time from head to toe.  “You’re who?” he asked nervously.

“Charlie Mitchell.”

“Why in the hell are you dressed that way?!”

Charlie blushed even deeper.  “It’s a punishment.”

“You’re wearing a dress, son... and high heels.  Are you a girl?  Do you want to be a girl?  Is that it?” demanded Tibbs.  He seemed to shift uncomfortably and his bump grew larger.

“No, sir.  It’s a punishment.”

The coach shook his head in disgust.  “A punishment?  For you or for me?!”  Coach Tibbs scratched his head again.  “What am I going to do with you?  I can’t send you in with the boys because you certainly aren’t one of them.  But you aren’t a girl either.  So what do I do with you?”

Charlie felt dozens of eyes on him.  Strangely, this excited him.

The coach removed his cap and rubbed his forehead with his heavy, sweaty palm.  “Boy, you’ve created a real serious problem.  I can’t really send you to either locker room, now can I?”

Charlie noticed Coach Tibbs look him up and down once more.  Then he lowered his ball cap to his crotch.  He seemed to be using it to hide his crotch.  This further deepened Charlie’s embarrassment.  He had never turned a man on before, until now, and that made him shudder with shame.

“I guess you aren’t going to dress,” said the coach finally.

“If I don’t dress, how do I participate?”

The coach shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know,” he said haltingly.  “Why don’t you just go stand by the bleachers and do some cheers for everyone else?”

“What kind of cheers?”

“Cheers, like a cheerleader.”

Charlie’s face went white as a sheet.  It was humiliating enough being cross-dressed.  Being asked to act like a cheerleader, that was infinitely worse.  He imagined himself wearing a cheerleader uniform and jumping up and down as the boys in the class played basketball.  The image made him shudder... and it made part of him tingle and grow too.

“I can’t do that!” he gasped.

“Yes, you can, unless you want to fail,” said Tibbs.

Charlie tried desperately to think of some reason he couldn’t do this:  he felt sick, he wasn’t dressed for it, he... he...  “I don’t know how to cheer!”

There was a moment of silence.  Charlie almost got away with it.  Then Stephanie struck.

“Oh Coach Tibbs, I can teach Charlie,” said Stephanie Mills.

Charlie collapsed inside.  “But— I—  can’t— I—”

“That would be great, Stephanie,” said Coach Tibbs.

Charlie almost collapsed to the ground.  “I can’t,” he pleaded weakly.  Then his mind latched onto the only other excuse he could come up with.  “But I’m not even dressed for it.”

“You’re wearing a skirt.  That’s fine,” said Tibbs.

“But it’s a miniskirt.”

“That’s what cheerleaders wear.”

Charlie didn’t realize that most cheerleaders wear special ‘spankies’ to keep from showing their panties.  He wasn’t wearing those, but he didn’t know to mention it.  He was, however, wearing very high heels and he knew that cheerleaders did not wear high heels.  So he mentioned that.  “I can’t cheer in these,” said Charlie and he pointed to his heels.

The coach shrugged his shoulders once more.  “You can take those off.”  He then turned to the rest of the class.  “All right.  The show’s over!  Everybody go change for class.”

Charlie watched helplessly as the other students disappeared into their respective locker rooms.  All he could do was sit down on the bleacher and remove his high heels.  This was going to be the most humiliating gym class ever.  Indeed, the show was nowhere near over.

—o—

Stephanie emerged from the locker room a few minutes later wearing tight dark-red shorts, a white t-shirt with the school’s name written across the front, white socks and white tennis shoes.  This was the practice uniform for the cheerleaders.  She walked over to Charlie with a wicked grin on her face.

“This is going to be such fun,” she said.

“I doubt that,” said Charlie sourly.

Stephanie chuckled.  “Oh, I didn’t mean for you.  This is going to be fun for me
, getting to show everyone what a sissy weirdo you are.  Now get up, sissy boy.  It’s time to become a cheerleader.”

Charlie hesitantly rose to his feet.  He left his heels on the bleacher along with his jewelry.  He stepped forward next to Stephanie.  In the meantime, the rest of the class was divided into four teams: two boys’ teams and two girls’ teams.  The teams were sent to separate sides of the gym and given basketballs.  Coach Tibbs blew his whistle and the games began.

“All right, follow my lead,” said Stephanie.

“I really don’t want to do this.”

“You mean you can’t
 do it.”

“I can do anything you can do,” said Charlie.

Stephanie laughed.  “All right.  See if you can keep up, Charlie girl.”  She chanted, “Let’s.  Go.  Cardinals!”  With each syllable, she made a sharp move.  First, she snapped her shoulders back.  Then she crossed her body with one arm and then the other, stomping and spreading her legs with each beat.  Then she tossed her arms up in the air, causing her to stand in an “X” shape before jumping into the air.  “Now you try it,” she told Charlie.

Charlie felt hot burning shame fill his body.  This was going to be embarrassing.  Those were real cheerleader moves.  Those were things girls did, not him.  He started to shake his head.

“Get with it, Mitchell,” called out Coach Tibbs.

“But Coach—”

“Do you want to fail my class, Mitchell?”

Charlie bit his tongue.  He didn’t want to fail.

“Let’s.  Go.  Cardinals!” chanted Charlie.  As he did, he repeated the same motions Stephanie had done.  It felt strange to do this as these were recognized as feminine motions.  That made him uneasy.  Still, the moves were easy and that gave him confidence.  “There!  Did it!”

“Don’t be too proud, sissy.  That was just a warm-up,” said Stephanie.

Stephanie tightened her muscles, putting her hands down by her sides.  Then she began a series of more complex moves which ended with her kicking her right leg up into the air.

“Your turn,” said Stephanie.

Charlie pursed his lips.  This would be harder.  Not to mention, he noticed several students now watching him more than they were watching their own games.  That was embarrassing.  Still, he had no choice.

“I can do this,” thought Charlie.

Things did not go well.  As Charlie tried to copy the moves Stephanie showed him, his miniskirt yanked upwards.  The boys were the first to look when Charlie’s skirt shot up.  Their eyes were attracted by the flash of his delicate, pink lace panties.  The girls looked a moment later when his stiff manhood came into view beneath the panties.  Charlie had yet to realize what was showing.  He just knew that everyone was looking at him suddenly.

“What are they looking at?” he asked himself nervously.

Stephanie saw it and said nothing.  Charlie glanced at her and saw her look away.  This set off warning bells.  Something had to be wrong.

“But what is it?” he asked.

Charlie looked all around him.  He saw nothing.  Then a thought occurred to him... a horrible thought.  His eyes shot downward to his crotch.  There, he saw that his skirt lay across the top of his hard shaft!  His shaft and his panties were visible for all to see.

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Charlie.

He yanked his skirt down over his manhood again to cover it.  It was too late, however.  He knew they had all seen it.  The whole gym class had stopped everything they were doing and were watching him.  There was nothing he could do to make them un-see that.  He became weak with the humiliation and wobbled as if he might pass out.  He came close actually.

“That’s one way to get everyone’s attention,” said Stephanie snidely.

This was the worst day of his life!


Chapter Seven: “A Surprise Visitor”

—o—

With it now firmly set that Charlie would dress as a young woman full-time until the end of the school year, and it being rather obvious that Charlie therefore was in no mood to leave the house or to have too many friends visit, Charlie’s stepmother decided to take advantage of the situation and put him to work.  Not only would he do most of the chores from now on, she was busy inventing chores for him to do.  Today, he was scrubbing the kitchen floor.

The doorbell rang.

Charlie ignored it and got back to work.  He knew it wasn’t for him, and he wasn’t going to answer the door dressed like this in any event.  Besides, he heard Lydia already heading for the door.  So Charlie returned to his work.  Soon, he heard voices at the front door.  Then he heard the front door close.  Then he heard the sound of low-heeled shoes coming down the hallway.  That had to be Lydia, right?  She was wearing low-heeled shoes, wasn’t she?

Apparently, she wasn’t.

Charlie looked up just in time to see the feet of a young woman in kitten heels standing right before him.  This wasn’t Lydia as she was standing behind the young woman.  She was wearing Keds.  It wasn’t his stepmother either as she had gone shopping.  Who could it be?  Who did he know who wore kitten heels?  Who did he know who always
 wore kitten heels?

Oh yeah.

“Well, if this isn’t appropriate,” said the voice of Stephanie Mills.

Charlie froze in shock and horror.  He shot up to his knees, but didn’t try to stand up as he realized that getting to his feet in the difficult heels he wore would be problematic, especially with a slick, wet floor.  That could lead to serious embarrassment, which he did not want.  So it was best not to test it.  Still, being in this position reminded him of the dream in which she made him get on his knees and kiss her feet.  That memory made him blush even more... and kind of made him a tad hard.  He prayed it didn’t noticeably tent up his dress.

“What are you doing here?!” he demanded.

“I’m here to talk to you, Charlie girl
,” said Stephanie smugly.

“How do you even know where I live?!”

“I got your address from the office.  I volunteer there, remember?”

“You’re not supposed to do that!”

“Sue me.”

Charlie put his hands on his hips, trying to project a defiant look.  Of course, that didn’t work and he just ended up looking weak and pathetic.  “I’ll say it again:  what are you doing here and what do you want?”

“Why are you running for Senior Class President?” demanded Stephanie.

“Why is that any of your business?”

Stephanie folded her arms angrily.  “Because you’re running against me, idiot.  Now why are you doing that?”

“I’m running because I want to win.”

“You can’t win,” said Stephanie as if this were an established fact and Charlie was stupid for not knowing it.  “You’ve never won.  You’ve lost every time since third grade.  In most sports, they would make you quit under the mercy rule.”

“Maybe, but I’ve been getting closer.”

“Closer?!  Closer?!” growled Stephanie.  “Listen here, Charlie girl
.  You clearly are not getting the message.  You’ve lost every
 election.  That’s a perfect nine for nine.  There’s a message there that you aren’t getting.  The message is that nobody wants you.  And now that you’ve started cross-dressing even fewer people want you!  All you’re doing is wasting everyone’s time.  You need to drop out.”

“First of all, it’s ‘less’ people—”

“It’s fewer
, stupid,” said Stephanie coldly.

Charlie bit his lip.  “Is it?”  He paused.  “Well, be that as it may, this wasn’t my idea—”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“It wasn’t my idea,” repeated Charlie.  “And I have faith that our class isn’t going to hold this against me.”

Stephanie crouched down to get level with Charlie’s face.  “Drop out!”

“No.”

“Drop out!
”

Charlie shook his head.  “I won’t.  I’m going to beat you.”

Stephanie glared at Charlie.  The odds of him winning were close to zero, but not quite zero.  It was possible something could happen that might let him win, like a plague or mass amnesia.  Stephanie didn’t want to take the chance that might happen, no matter how remote.  She had won every election since they were children, but this was the one which mattered the most to her.  This was the election that would affirm her popularity.  It would also put the bow on her success.  She could not see writing on a resume that she had won every election except her last.  Charlie needed to drop out.


She grabbed Charlie by the collar.  “Listen here, girly boy.  If you don’t drop out, I’m going to get angry.  Then I’m going to do things you will regret.  I will not let you ruin this for me!”

“Aren’t you going to say something?” asked Charlie of his stepsister, who was watching from across the room with her arms folded and a giant smirk on her face.  She was clear enjoying this.

“Me?  Why?” asked Lydia.

Charlie returned his attention to Stephanie.  He shook his head.  “I’m not quitting.”

Stephanie briefly thought about strangling him.  She was fairly certain no jury would convict her.  But again, it wasn’t worth the risk.  So she let go of his collar and she stood back up straight.  She adjusted her top and brushed her shorts.  “You’ve been warned,” she said.

“So have you.”

Stephanie had no idea what this meant, so she grunted at Charlie.  Then she turned and stormed down the hallway and out of the house.  Lydia followed her to let her out of the house again.  She returned a moment later.

“Man, does she hate
 your guts,” said Lydia with a dismissive shake of the head and a laugh.  “You really do have quite an effect on people.”

“Yeah, well, she’s one to talk.  She’s a monster!” said Charlie.

“Everyone at school likes her.  Even in my grade, people know her and like her.”

“Well, no one knows her like I do.”

“Is that so?”

Charlie nodded his head and carefully stood up.  “Yeah.  I’m the only one who ever gets to see her evil side.”

Lydia snickered.  “You know that crazy people talk like that, right?”

“If I’m crazy, it’s because of her.”

“They say that kind of stuff too.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders indifferently.  “I don’t care.  Call me crazy all you want.  I’m in this race to win it, and I’m going to win.  There’s nothing she can do to stop me.”

“From the sound of it, you’re stopping yourself.”  Lydia pointed at Charlie’s dress.

“I’ll find a way around this.”

“Good luck!” said Lydia doubtfully.


Chapter Eight: “You Can’t Win”

—o—

“Hey Charlie,” said a friendly sounding voice.  Charlie wasn’t used to being spoken to too friendly of late, so this surprised him.  He turned to see a young man in corduroy pants with scruffy light-brown hair.

“You’re Lewis Stevens, right?” asked Charlie.

“Yeah.”

“What do you want?”

“Can I ask you some questions?”

Charlie rolled his eyes.  “I’ve already said all I’m going to say about it.  It wasn’t my idea and, no, I don’t want to be a woman.”

“Actually, I wanted to ask you questions about the election.”

Charlie raised an eyebrow.  “The election?”

“Yeah, I’m with the student newspaper.  I’m writing a profile of both candidates for the election.  I wanted to ask you some questions to help me get the article done,” said the young man.

Charlie scratched his chin deliberatively.  A profile might be a good thing.  It could help him reach the voters and explain his side of things.  Although, he wasn’t sure.  Over the past few days, he had become rather paranoid.  “Whose side are you on?” he asked.

“Nobody’s side.  We’re just doing a profile.”

“Can I see the article before you publish it?”

“Sure, sure.  No problem,” said Lewis.

“And you’ll make changes if I tell you that I don’t like something?”

“Sure, absolutely.”

Charlie looked around to see if anything suspicious was going on.  He still wasn’t sure this wasn’t some trap by Stephanie Mills to further embarrass him, and once he let down his guard, a line of cheerleaders would race toward him from their hiding places and toss pies in his face.  He saw nothing that would indicate that though.

“All right,” said Charlie cautiously.  “What’s your first question?”

Lewis smiled.  “May I sit down?”

Charlie nodded his head.  Lewis then joined him at the table.  He whipped out a notepad and a pencil.  He smiled sympathetically at Charlie once more and began to fire off questions:

“I have to start with the obvious:  why are you dressing this way?  Is this some sort of statement?  What can you tell me?” asked Lewis.

“No, it’s not a statement.  It wasn’t my idea at all.  It was a punishment.  I tried to wear shorts to school rather than long pants, and this is how Principal Mourning punished me, by making me wear a skirt.”

“So you didn’t want to wear pants anymore?”

“Right.”

Lewis wrote Charlie’s responses in his notepad.  “What made you think you could get away with it?  The dress code calls for long pants.”

Charlie sighed a regretful sigh.  “I figured that if I showed up in shorts, she would have no choice but to let me stay in them.  Boy was I wrong!  I had hoped that she would see how unfair it was that girls got to wear skirts and we don’t even get to wear shorts, but she didn’t.”

Lewis scribbled furiously.  “Now, you said she only made you wear a skirt.  But you’re wearing more than that now.  Why is that?”

“Some misunderstandings led to her increasing the punishment.”

“I’ll bet you were happy about that,” said Lewis sarcastically.

“Absolutely,” responded Charlie in kind and he rolled his eyes.

“How long will this last?”

“Forever... at least that’s how it seems.”

“Do you think dressing like this has made you a better person?”

Charlie looked surprised by the question.  “I’m not sure.  How would it?”

“Hasn’t it given you a very different perspective on how we all treat each other?  Maybe it’s opened your eyes to the idea that we need to be better to each other,” suggested Lewis.

“I suppose.”

“Has this made you better at understanding girls now?”

Charlie laughed.  “I wish.”

“So it hasn’t?”

“I’m not sure how to answer that.  I mean, I’m not a girl.  I didn’t turn myself into a girl.  And no one’s really treated me like a girl—”

“But you’ve worn their clothes.”

“Yeah, and if clothes are all that girls are about, then I guess I know something.  But if they aren’t, then I don’t know any more than before except that high heels really suck!”

Lewis laughed.

“You walk very well in them.  Better than most girls around here,” said Lewis in an odd tone.

Charlie noticed the tone, but didn’t know what it meant.  Between his confusion on that and the idea that he walked well in high heels, he felt his manhood grow erect beneath his skirt.  This was a shameful erection to him, being caused by another boy.  He hoped Lewis couldn’t see it or that it was reflected somehow in his nervous face or his anxious voice.

“Thanks, I guess,” said Charlie.

“So let me hit the nail on the head:  do you want to become a woman?”

“No way!  I’m very comfortable with what I am and I’m not changing.  The moment this punishment ends, I’m never wearing another item of girl’s clothing.  Trust me, I’m never going back.  Never
.”  Charlie was emphatic.

“How are the boys?  How have they reacted?”

“They’re just like the girls.  Same thing.”

“Have any been helpful during this transaction?” asked Lewis.

“Yeah, a couple.”

“Care to name names?”

This question made Charlie uncomfortable.  It struck him that Lewis was venturing into areas Charlie wanted left un-touched and was doing so with assumptions that Charlie did not share.  He decided it was wiser not to take this bait.  “I think it’s best I don’t name any names.”

“Any boys you think of as cute?”

Charlie blushed even deeper.  “Uh, no.”

“Are you interested in boys?”

Charlie raised an eyebrow suspiciously.  “I thought we were going to talk about the election?”

“Fair enough.  Let’s switch gears,” said Lewis.  “So, about the election.  You’ve run before, correct?”

Charlie nodded.

“And you lost to Stephanie Mills each time, right?”

“Yes, but the results keep getting closer.  I almost had her last year.”

“Does that tell you anything?”

“I don’t know, but it makes me happy.”

Lewis bit his pen as he thought up the next question.  “What do you think the problem is?  Why haven’t you been able to win so far?”

“This may sound stupid, but I don’t really worry about it.”

“You don’t worry about what the other kids think?”

“No.  That’s not what I mean.  I mean, I guess, it doesn’t bother me if I win or not.”  This was kind of a lie as it mattered to Charlie very much if he won or lost.  He knew it wasn’t smart to say that, however.

“You don’t care if you win or lose?”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.  “Not really.”

“Then why are you even running?” asked Lewis more sharply than he had asked the prior questions.  Charlie was a little taken aback by his change in tone and became defensive.

“I mean, I’d like to win.  But if I don’t, it’s not the end of the world,” said Charlie.

“Do you think your cross-dressing will hurt your chances?”

Charlie blushed.  It embarrassed him to hear his problem spoken of as “your cross-dressing.”  This wasn’t his idea, after all.  “I guess that’s up to the other students.  I hope not.  Like I said, this wasn’t my choice and I hope they don’t hold that against me in the election.”

“Do you think you’ll win?”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m hopeful.”

“What do you plan to do if you win?  I mean, obviously, you’ll celebrate,” said Lewis.  “But after that, what do you have planned?  Why should they vote for you?”

“I’d like to change the dress code—”

“So all boys can wear dresses?” asked Lewis with a huge laugh.

“Exactly!” replied Charlie with the same laugh.  Then he shook his head.  “No, just to be more fair.”

Lewis finished writing his notes.  Then he smiled and shook Charlie’s hand.  “Thanks for an excellent interview.  There’s a lot here I can work with.”  He rose to his feet.  “Good luck with the election.”

“Thanks,” said Charlie.  “You’ll let me see the article before you print it, right?”

“Sure, sure,” said Lewis.  Then he gave Charlie a quick wave and walked away.  That seemed to have gone well, at least as far as Charlie could tell.

—o—

Later that day, Charlie sat in the library, hidden in the back behind the stacks as much as possible.  Despite his best efforts, however, two girls managed to find seats that gave them a direct view of him.  Soon he realized they were all-but openly watching him and periodically giggling or bursting into laughter.  In fact, their laughter was loud enough that the librarian had already told them twice to be quiet and threatened to kick them out twice more.

“Take a picture, it will last longer,” thought Charlie angrily as the girls broke into yet another fit of giggles, though anyone taking his picture was the last thing he really wanted.  “Better yet, just go away.”

Charlie buried his face in his math book.

“Hey, there you are!” exclaimed Charlie’s friend Donnie, much to the consternation of the librarian.

“Shhh!” growled the librarian across the library.

“Sorry,” said Donnie.  He then sat down at Charlie’s small table.  “Dude, I’ve been looking for you.”

Charlie looked up at his friend.  “What do you need?”

Donnie looked over both shoulders and then leaned across the table so he could speak quietly to Charlie.  “Listen.  I’ve been doing an informal poll and you’re getting killed.  This whole cross-dressing thing has wiped you out with the boys and it’s even hurt you with the girls.  There is no way you can win the race.  You need to drop out before you’re embarrassed.”

Charlie snickered cynically.  “You think losing the race would be embarrassing?  Try walking around in a miniskirt and spikes.”

Donnie visibly cringed at the idea.  “I’m just sayin’, you can’t win.”

“I need to win.”

“You can’t.”

“I’ve been wanting to win this stupid thing since the third grade.  This is my last chance.  I need
 to win it and I need to win it now.  Do you understand, Donnie?” asked Charlie harshly.

Donnie shook his head.  “Then you shouldn’t have started cross-dressing.”

“It wasn’t my choice!”

Donnie shrugged his shoulders.  “No one cares whose idea it was.  All they care about is that they think you’re creepy.  At least take off the dress and see if that helps.  Maybe you can raise your popularity and you won’t lose so badly.”

“I can’t take off the dress.”

“You have to.”

“My stepmother and Principal Mourning won’t let me.”

Donnie sighed.  “Then drop out.”

Charlie ran his tongue over his teeth angrily.  “Donnie.  I’ve run every year for as long as I can remember.  Every year, Stephanie Mills beats me.  But every year, I’ve been getting closer.  I only lost by ten votes last year.  This is the year I was going to beat her—”

“Was.  Not now.”

“Is
,” insisted Charlie.

“I just don’t see how that’s possible.”  Donnie scratched the side of his face.  “Like I said, maybe if you stopped cross-dressing, then your numbers will improve some.”

“I can’t stop.”

“Then I just don’t see it.”

The two friends sat in silence for more than a minute.  Charlie knew Donnie was right, but he just couldn’t bring himself to give up.  Giving up would be worse than losing somehow.  Besides, he needed to beat Stephanie Mills!

“What we need is a new strategy that will help me win the race,” said Charlie.

Donnie sat in silence, having given up.  He knew there was no strategy, so he decided just to wait for Charlie to reach the same conclusion and admit defeat.  But then suddenly, a light appeared in Charlie’s eyes.  He had an idea.  He had a plan.

“If I can’t go back to being a normal boy, and I can’t win them over that way anyways, then maybe I need to go another way.  Maybe I need to win them over by being a girl!” said Charlie excitedly.

Donnie raised an eyebrow.  His friend had clearly gone crazy.  “What are you talking about?”

Charlie leaned in even closer.  “I’ve been going about this all wrong.  Rather than trying to pretend that none of this is happening, I need to embrace it... use it,” said Charlie.

“How are you going to do that?”

Charlie chuckled.  “I don’t know... yet.  But I’ll figure it out.”

With that, the bell rang announcing the end of the current period.  Both boys needed to get to their classes.  Charlie was now excited.  He was sure he was on to something, something that would let him beat Stephanie Mills.  Donnie, well, Donnie was pretty sure Charlie had lost his mind, but he would be there for his friend.


Chapter Nine: “Twisted Words”

—o—

Charlie and Donnie stood by Charlie’s locker.  Donnie wore a white collared shirt and brown slacks.  Charlie wore a tan A-line dress with black accents and black high-heeled open-toed slingbacks.  For the first time, Charlie didn’t feel as freakish as he had each of the prior days.  To the contrary, he felt stylish.  This was because he had gotten his first genuine compliment from a young woman today who told him that she thought his outfit was fantastic and she asked where he had gotten his dress.  That gave him a strange sense of pride.

It was time to discuss the election.

“All right, Donnie.  I made you my campaign manager for a reason.  You’ve had the night to think things over.  Give me your ideas.  How do we win this election?” asked Charlie.

Donnie looked sad and cast his eyes downward.  “I’m sorry, man.  I couldn’t think of anything.”

Charlie sighed.  He hadn’t thought of anything either.

Just then two girls walked up to Charlie and Donnie.  They stopped and stared.  Then they shook their heads and walked off.

“What was that about?” asked Charlie.

“Haven’t you been getting reactions like that ever since you turned yourself into a girl?”

“First of all, I didn’t ‘turn myself into a girl.’  I still have all my equipment and I’m keeping it.  Secondly, yeah, but not in the last couple days.  Things have been calming down a lot lately.  I thought everyone was finally getting used to seeing me like this.”

“Apparently not.”

As they spoke, two athletes strolled past.  “Gee, am I pretty enough?” asked one in a mocking sing-song tone.  The other responded in kind as they walked away.  Again, this was strange.

“What is going on?” asked Charlie.

“Oh man are you in trouble,” said Dwayne as he raced up to Charlie and Donnie.

Charlie looked confused.  “Why?  What happened?”

“Did you see the interview yet?”

“What interview?” asked Donnie.

“The one in the school paper,” said Dwayne anxiously.  He pointed to the front page of the paper and handed it to Donnie.  Donnie saw what purported to be an interview of Charlie.  “It was written by Lewis Stevens.  I don’t know him, but man... you need to read this!”

Donnie started reading.  As he did, Charlie read along over his shoulder:

As everyone knows, the election for Senior Class President is coming up in a week.  While many think of the position as largely ceremonial, the Class President does do many things that affect each of us directly.  Knowing that, it’s important that we know a little more about the candidates.  Fortunately, this reporter recently had the opportunity to sit down with each candidate to dig into their backgrounds.  Here is my interview with Charlie Mitchell.  His answers were, to say the least, eye opening.


Question:
  I have to start with the obvious. You’ve recently had, shall we say, an interesting change in wardrobe.  What made you come out of the closet so publicly and so literally?  Is this some sort of statement?


Answer:
  No, it’s not a statement.  I didn’t want to wear pants anymore.  I wanted to wear skirts.


Question:
  What made you think you could get away with it?  The dress code calls for long pants.


Answer:
  I figured that if I showed up in shorts, Principal Mourning would have no choice but to let me stay in them.  I had hoped that she would see how unfair it was that girls got to wear skirts and we don’t.


Question:
  You wore a skirt and got away with it.  In fact, you’re wearing more than just a skirt now.  I see high heels, hints of a bra, and a very pretty dress.  I’ll bet you’re happy about that.


Answer: 
 Absolutely.


Question:
  How long will this last?


Answer: 
 Forever.


Question:
  Do you think dressing like this makes you a better person than the other students?


Answer:
  Yes.  It’s given me a different perspective on the others and opened my eyes to how they treat each other.


Question:
  What has it taught you about girls?


Answer:
  Clothes are all that girls are about.


Question:
  What’s the one thing you would say to all the girls if you could?


Answer:
  I mean, I’m not a girl, but I walk better in heels than all of them. (laughs)


Question:
  So let me hit the nail on the head.  You’ve made yourself into a woman now.  Do you want to become a boy again?


Answer:
  No way!  I’m very comfortable with what I am and I’m not changing.  Trust me, I’m never going back.  Never
.”


Question:
  Are there any boys you think are cute?


Answer:
  Yeah, a couple.


Question:
  Care to name names?


Answer:
  I think it’s best I don’t.


Question:
  Fair enough.  Let’s switch gears.  About the election.  You’ve run before, correct?  And you lost to Stephanie Mills each time, right?


Answer: 
 Yes.


Question:
  Does that tell you anything?


Answer:
  I don’t know.  It’s stupid.


Question:
  Are you saying you don’t worry what the other kids think?


Answer:
  No.  I mean, I guess, it doesn’t bother me if I win or not.


Question:
  You don’t care if you win or lose?


Answer: 
 Not really.


Question:
  Then why are you even running?


Answer:
  I don’t know.


Question:
  What do you plan to do if you win?


Answer: 
 Celebrate.


Question:
  But after that, what do you have planned?


Answer: 
 (No answer.)


Question:
  Why should they vote for you?  What will you do if you win?


Answer:
  Maybe change the dress code.


Question:
  To do what?


Answer:
  So all boys can wear dresses.

Charlie and Donnie and Dwayne stared at other with hopeless expressions.  Each could read the other’s thoughts, they were so obviously written on their faces.  Finally, Donnie said what each was thinking:  “We’re screwed.”

“Yep,” said Dwayne.

“He made a fool out of you,” said Donnie.  “He made you look like an ass!”

“Yep.”

“I didn’t say any of that,” said Charlie, still in shock.  “I mean, I said it, but not the way he said I did.  He twisted up everything I said and even added some stuff to make me look like some kind of jerk.”

“More than that, he made you look like you want to be a woman, like you think the other kids are beneath you, like you don’t care about winning the election and like you’re some kind of weirdo crusader for the right of boys to wear skirts,” said Donnie with tremendous despair in his voice.

“What do we do now?” asked Dwayne.

Charlie bit his lip and plunged his mind deep into thought.  “I can’t lose, not again, not like this.  I need a strategy to turn this disaster around... but what strategy can do that?  This really isn’t fair.  It wasn’t bad enough I needed to deal with this forced cross-dressing, now I needed to fix this hatchet piece too?  This isn’t fair!
”

“Now
 what?” said Dwayne.

Charlie looked up to see what Dwayne was referring to.  He saw a young, blonde girl walking straight toward them.  She had a sort of hippie chic about her, wearing a white dress with tassels, a bandana around her forehead, round glasses, and open-toed platform clogs.  She was actually quite beautiful and her look suited her well.  There was a camera hanging around her neck.

“She works for the paper,” cautioned Donnie.

“Hi, I’m Alice Gold,” said the young woman.  She blushed softly and held out her hand for Charlie to take.  Charlie looked at it, but didn’t shake it.

“If you’re looking for a photo to go with my supposed interview, you’re too late,” said Charlie bitterly and waved the newspaper in her face.  “Everybody already thought I was a freak, now they hate me too.”

“Yeah, I know.  That’s what I want to talk to you about.”

Charlie folded his arms and pursed his lips.  “What about it?”

“I saw what they did to you and that wasn’t right,” said Alice.

Charlie raised his eyebrow.  “Go on.”

“I’m really sorry for what they did.  Lewis Stevens is one of Stephanie Mills’ closest friends and he wanted to make sure you couldn’t win.  I guess he really messed things up for you.”

“You can say that again,” said Donnie.

Charlie, who felt calmer now that someone other than his closest friends had offered him support, was more forgiving.  “It’s ok,” he said and he finally shook her hand.  “We were in trouble even before that.  I guess the other kids aren’t so happy with the way I’m dressed.”

“That’s the other thing I wanted to talk to you about.  I’m pretty good with the camera, and I have some ideas that I think just might help your campaign,” said Alice hopefully.

“What kind of ideas?”

“I’m thinking we need to go with really strange posters, the kind that make people stop and think.  Cool stuff.  Not normal campaign stuff.  Kind of artsy with a strong message buried within each poster.  That will create buzz,” said Alice.

“That’s a great idea,” said Charlie, “but what message?  That’s the problem.”

“Well, they want to paint you as some sort of crusader, so that’s exactly what you need to become.”

“How?”

“Come with me, I’ll show you,” said Alice.

Charlie, Donnie and Dwayne glanced at each other.  They didn’t know yet what Alice was offering, but each could feel a sense of hope rising within them.  They nodded to each other.

“All right,” said Charlie to Alice.

Alice smiled at Charlie.  Then she led Charlie, Donnie and Dwayne to a work room attached to the art class, where she laid out her ideas for them.  They were more than a little impressed.


Chapter Ten: “The Candidate Debate”

—o—

It was the day of the big debate.  Everyone was sure that Stephanie Mills was going to wipe the floor with Charlie.  After the school paper put out their hit piece, he became less popular than ever.  What’s more, he seemingly didn’t have a response.  When people asked him about it, he told them that none of it was what he said, but he did nothing else in the way of damage control or even clarification.  He didn’t even have any campaign posters up.  It seemed as if he had given up.

The debate was set to begin in ten minutes.

Classes had been dismissed so students could gather in the gym for the assembly.  All the students were milling around in the hallway, waiting until the last minute to go find seats.  Stephanie Mills stood by her locker with her two best friends:  Brenda Green and Heather Stevens.  Stephanie wore her best red dress and white kitten-heeled mules.  School colors.

“Are you ready for this?” asked Brenda.

Stephanie nodded her head.  “Piece of cake.”

“Are you nervous?”

“What’s there to be nervous about?  I know everyone in the class.  I’m just going to get up and tell them why they should vote for me:  I’ve been class president since third grade.  I have solid experience.  I have some good ideas for our senior year,” said Stephanie.

“What do you think Charlie’s going to say?” asked Heather.

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders indifferently.  “Charlie girl?  I’m sure I don’t care.  Besides, if his campaign up to now is any indication, he’s not even going to show up.”

“Hey, Stephanie,” called out one of the cheerleaders.

Stephanie put on an enormous smile and called back.  “Hey girl!”

The young woman approached Stephanie and her friends.  They hugged.  “Did you see that?” she asked, pointing to a poster hanging on the wall.

Stephanie and her friends walked over to the poster.  It looked to be a campaign poster.  It was three feet tall and it showed a young woman(?) from behind wearing a skirt.  Written on top were the words:  “A BOY IN A SKIRT”.  At the bottom was written:  “FREEDOM”.

“So he finally got a campaign poster,” said Stephanie sourly.

“It’s his only one.  I wonder what it means.  ‘A boy in a skirt.  Freedom.’  Maybe he’s finally admitting that he likes dressing like a girl,” speculated Brenda with an oddly-nervous laugh.  Something about the poster spoke to her, and that worried her.

“It’s actually kind of a pretty image,” admitted Heather.

“Yeah, but it’s still Charlie.  I mean, come on.  Eww!”

“What do you think, Steph?”

Stephanie wasn’t listening.  She was staring at the poster and becoming increasingly angry.  It bothered her that Charlie had not given up, as she had assumed.  It bothered her that he was doing something unorthodox.  Unorthodox meant unpredictable.  It bothered her that he had sprung this right before their candidate debate, leaving her no time to think about what this meant.  And most of all, it bothered her that this stupid, idiotic, worthless poster was so darn eye-catching and thought provoking.  This poster was dangerous.

“What is that even supposed to mean?!” snapped Stephanie.

No one answered.

“‘Freedom’?!” she almost spat the word.

Stephanie glared at the poster.

“I mean, it’s nonsense,” continued Stephanie with her rant.  “A boy in a skirt?  What kind of slogan is that?  It doesn’t have anything to do with being class president.  Freedom?  Freedom from what?!”

Stephanie reached for the poster as if she was going to tear it down.  She stopped though, when she realized that people were staring at her.  Tearing this poster down would not be good optics.  She let go of the poster and plastered her best fake smile on her face.

“Good for him,” she said through gritted teeth so everyone could hear.  Then she turned to her friends.  “Come on, girls.  We have a debate to win.”

They marched off down the hallway.

As Stephanie disappeared into the gym, Donnie and Alice came from where they had been watching around the corner.  They held pins, a hammer and two dozen unique and compelling campaign posters.

—o—

“Settle down, settle down, everyone” said Principal Mourning into the microphone.  She spoke to the entire student body, which had assembled in the gym.  “Today, we’re having a debate between the candidates for Senior Class President.  The candidates will both make a brief statement and then a quick rebuttal.  Your candidates are Stephanie Mills, you current Junior Class President... and Charlie Mitchell.”  Mourning said Charlie’s name as if she were saying the name of her most hated species of cockroach.

Stephanie stepped up to the microphone first.

“Hello, everyone.  I’m so excited to be here,” she said in a bubbly happy voice.  “As your current Junior Class President, I couldn’t wait to come here today to tell you the things we’ve done this year and what I’m planning for next year as your Senior Class President.”

Stephanie paused as a large group of her friends applauded loudly.  She smiled broadly.

“Thank you all!  We did so many wonderful things for you this year.  I can’t wait to do more for you next year.  I have so many ideas!”

She paused and made her face look concerned.

“I am worried though.”

She paused again.

“I am worried about this election.  I have so many good ideas for next year, but we can only do them if you make the right choice.  I don’t mean to be mean, but between the two of us candidates, I’m the only one with the experience to get things done.  I’ve been class president every year since third grade.  I know how the system works.  I can get things done!”

She paused once more and doubled the amount of concern on her face.

“My opponent... well, Charlie.  My friend.  He’s run every year, but he’s never won.  He’s never had to work with the administration to get things done.  He’s never had to care about all of your wishes,” this struck Charlie as an underhanded reference to the fake interview.

Stephanie visibly took a deep breath to calm herself.

“I’m sorry.  I’m just so passionate about all of you,” she said.

Charlie wanted to roll his eyes, but held his composure.

“Vote for me.  Vote for experience.  Vote for Stephanie Mills for Senior Class President, the candidate who cares, so I can finish what we started so many years ago.  Thank you.”

With that, the class burst into applause and Stephanie sat back down.  She was beaming.  Her speech had been a success and was well-received.  All that needed to happen now was that Charlie gave one of his underwhelming speeches and this race was in the bag.

Charlie rose to his feet.  It was time.  He was nervous.  He smoothed his brown dress, the stylish one with the black accents.  Then he tottered to the microphone on his chocolate high-heeled sandals.  This would either work or it wouldn’t, he told himself.  There was no point in worrying about it.

“Hi, I’m Charlie Mitchell,” said Charlie.

He glanced around the room.  He felt nervous.  All the silent glares and hard looks he got from the crowd didn’t make this any easier.  And the longer the silence continued, the thicker it became and the more nervous he felt.  He either needed to dive right in or run away... he could see either happening in his head.

He cleared his throat.

“A lot of you may have noticed the way I’ve been dressing lately.”

This sent snickers through the crowd.  Then something happened.  Something clicked inside Charlie and all of his nerves vanished.  Charlie smiled a disarming smile, which sent a sense of surprise and curiosity through the crowd.  Everyone suddenly paid him more attention.

“I mean, who couldn’t notice, right?”

Charlie stepped away from the podium so everyone could see the little brown dress he wore and the high-heeled platform sandals.  He even waved his hand down his body to highlight his clothes.

“Not exactly inconspicuous!  Pretty cute though, huh?” he laughed.  “Anyways, wearing these clothes wasn’t my idea.  I originally tried to wear shorts and this was my punishment for violating the dress code.  Why did I want to wear shorts?  Because I thought they would be more comfortable.  Well, do you know what?  It turns out that dresses are comfortable too.  Heels, not so much.  But honestly, I kind of like wearing them... they look good and they make me feel well-dressed.  I like wearing dresses.  I never thought I’d say that, but I do.”

The audience was dead silent, unsure where this was headed.  They were definitely paying attention, though.

“Now, you may not like dresses, and that’s ok.  In fact, you may never
 want to wear a dress... but others might.  For you girls, I know a lot of you would love to wear pants to school.  Other wouldn’t, but some would.  And that’s ok too.  In fact, that’s the point.  I’ve come to realize that everybody is different and everybody should be allowed to make their own choices.  Everybody should be free to choose how they dress... to show their own style, no matter what it is.  If a boy wants to wear a dress, go ahead.  If a girl wants to wear pants, go ahead.  You like shorts?  Wanna try heels?  That should be up to you.”

The audience remained dead silent with all eyes glued on Charlie.

“Stephanie is right.  I’ve lost every year before this one, and I think I understand why now.  I lost because I never even knew why I was running.  Well, I know now.  I’m running to change the dress code.  I want to change it by getting rid of it.  Everyone should have the freedom to dress as they please.  I’m running to change attitudes too.  Accept each other’s choices.”

Charlie paused and looked around at all the intense faces who remained in utter silence.  He had no idea what they were thinking, but he had said all he could think to say.

“That’s it.  Thank you,” he said.

Charlie tottered back to his seat.  He was pretty sure he had failed.  Silence was not good.

“At least they’re not laughing,” he thought.

Then he heard applause start in one corner of the gym.  Then another.  It spread like wildfire.  In seconds, the entire class, with the exception of a few shocked and angry friends of Stephanie’s, burst into applause.  Then they were standing.

Charlie turned around and stared.  He was stunned.

Charlie’s euphoric surprise was interrupted when Stephanie rudely brushed past him as she stormed the podium.  She was clearly angry and she wasn’t doing that much to hide it.

“While I’m glad to hear that my opponent has a reason for running at last
, let me point out that he doesn’t have any experience.  He’s never worked with the administration to get things done.  I have.  For years.  All he’s done for years is come in second to me.  And let me tell you, I’m just as committed to changing the dress code as he is.  I think girls should be allowed to wear slacks if they so chose.  Sure, why not?  Shorts?  There are times for shorts.  Boys in skirts and dresses, though?  Really?”  She scanned the room with a hard look in her eye, trying to make eye contact with as many boys as possible.  “Skirts?  Dresses?  What do you think, boys?  Do you wanna wear a cute little skirt or maybe some heels?  Why don’t you clap if you do?”

The boys looked around nervously under the curious gaze of the girls around them.  The boys with whom Stephanie made eye contact seemed to shrink and lowered their eyes to the floor.

“No takers?”

Silence.

“Look, I think it’s great that Charlie found himself.  But unless you boys really want to wear dresses, then he’s not your man.  Vote for me, the serious candidate with the serious plan,” added Stephanie.

Principal Mourning now motioned Charlie to the podium.

Charlie picked up the microphone and scanned the crowd.  They seemed nervous.  He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“Accept each other’s choices,” was all he said.

—o—

When the students poured out of the gym, they immediately noticed a poster standing right in front of them.  It had a picture of a dress laid across a bed.  Over the dress lay a pair of long pants.  On top of those lay a pair of shorts.  The image was artistic and eye catching.  At the top of the poster was the word:  “RESPECT CHOICE”.  At the bottom was the word:  “FREEDOM”.

Everyone stopped to examine the poster.

Then someone saw another poster down the hallway.  This one had a young woman crossing the street.  She wore black slacks, black open-toed heels, and a white dress shirt.  At the top of the poster were the words:  “A GIRL IN PANTS”.  Once again, “FREEDOM” was written across the bottom.

Soon, another poster was spotted in another hallway and then another.  “WANNA WEAR HEELS?” said one with a foot dipping into a shoe.  “SOCKS FOR JOCKS,” said another with two boys wearing football socks and cleats and another wearing short, frilly, girly socks and cleats.  “T-SHIRT TUESDAY,” said another which featured two girls wearing t-shirts.  “DRESS FOR CHESS,” said another with a chess King piece wearing a Barbie dress.

Each of these and a dozen more had written, across the bottom, the word: “FREEDOM”.

The school was abuzz about the posters, even more so than Charlie’s speech.  Like patrons walking though an art museum, the students moved from room to room throughout the school to find and examine all the posters.  It became like a game to find them all, an exciting, interesting game.  And when they found them, they would stop and discuss the nuances and meanings of each.

Between this and Charlie’s speech, there was genuine excitement now about getting him elected.  All of his prior sins, like being cross-dressed and his noxious interview, had been forgotten.

Things were looking up for Charlie.


Chapter Eleven: “I’ll Spank You!”

—o—

Charlie was home.  It was Saturday.  His mother was out shopping.  His stepsister was around somewhere.  He had done his chores.  Charlie sat in front of the television wearing a pink miniskirt, a sheer white top and white platform sandals.  He was watching a movie he had seen many times, but wasn’t paying much attention.  Instead, he was thinking about how things were going at school.  With the new posters and his performance at the debate, he was feeling pretty good about himself.  Everyone was talking to him.  Few were making fun of him.  Things were going well.

“I could actually win this election,” he told himself.

He really couldn’t believe that.  When he first walked down that hallway in a skirt, it seemed that he had been ruined.  And then when he returned to school fully dressed... well, that certainly seemed like the end.  Now it seemed more like a new beginning than an ending.  Even wearing these clothes didn’t seem so bad anymore.  In fact, just this morning he had stood before his closet actually admiring some of the clothes.

“I love the feel of this one around my thighs,” he said of a tight pink dress.

“And wow is that soft,” he said of a white sweater.

He ran his hand over his favorite brown and white dress.  It was elegant and fit him perfectly.  It was the one dress which always made him feel stylish.  Yeah, stylish.  He had come to like that feeling.

“I wear that with my chocolate pumps and nobody looks more mature.”

Charlie looked down at his collection of heels.  He could still remember how horrified he was when his stepmother filled his closet with heels – all at least four to five inches tall.  Now he wouldn’t wear anything less.

“Why should I?  They give me the perfect walk,” he said with a giggle.

He smiled at himself for admitting that.  It wasn’t that he wanted to become a girl, so much as he was starting to enjoy the aspects of being a girl.  As shocking as this would have been even a week ago, he was starting to like dressing like a girl, and he was proud of himself for having the courage to admit it.

There was another thought, though, that he didn’t want to admit as readily.  For reasons he still didn’t understand, it turned him on to be dressed as a girl.  He didn’t know why, but the turn-on was undeniable.  He was still too embarrassed to admit that to anyone, even himself, but he took advantage of it.  Indeed, as he now sat on the couch, repeating these thoughts in his mind, his hand slipped beneath his skirt, made its way into his panties and started enjoying the benefit of all of this turning him on.

Stroke.

He imagined himself walking like a girl in heels with his rear swinging.  He giggled.

Stroke.  Stroke.

He saw his round rear in the tight pink dress.  It looked so round, so feminine.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

He was breathing hard now.  He imagined his red-painted nails stroking his shaft.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

His manhood began to throb.  This felt so good.

“Well, well, well,” said a terrifyingly familiar voice.  “I always knew you were a jerk off.”

Charlie yanked his hand from his skirt and shot to his feet; his manhood tented up the skirt where he had left it.  His knees were like Jell-O as he tried to find his balance on the tall heels at such short notice.

Standing before him was Stephanie Mills, in a short white dress and her usual kitten-heeled mules.  Her long hair was tied back in a ponytail.  There was an oddly maniacal look on her face.

“What are you doing here?!” he gasped in shock, terror and confusion.

Stephanie laughed.  “I’m here to see you.  As for what you
 were doing, well.”  She let her comment trail off, though she made a fist and shook it as if she were miming masturbation.

Charlie’s heart was pounding.  “How did you get in here?”

“Your stepsister let me in.”  Stephanie walked over to Charlie, placed her hands on his chest and shoved him back down onto the couch.  “We need to talk,” she said firmly.

“What do you want?”

“You know what I want.  I want you out of my hair.”

“You want me to quit the race?”

“Quit the race
?!  Quit the race
?!  There isn’t supposed to be a race!  You lost.  Everyone hates you.  You’re done.  You should be gone.  So yes
, I want you to quit the race.  Why are you still in the race?”

Charlie tried to stand up and she shoved him down again.

Stephanie grabbed Charlie by the collar of his sheer blouse and pushed him down onto the couch.  “Listen up, Charlie girl.  Tomorrow.  When you sashay your sissy ass to school, you’re going to march into Principal Mourning’s office and tell her that you’re withdrawing from the race.”

“Why would I do that?” demanded Charlie.

“Because I’m asking nicely,” growled Stephanie.

“Let go of me!”

“You don’t deserve this, Charlie girl.  You have never won a single race.  This race belongs to me.  They are my people.  They need my leadership,” said Stephanie in a rather maniacal tone.

“If that’s true, then win the election fair and square!”

“I shouldn’t have to!
”

“Well, you’re going to need to!”

Stephanie glared at Charlie.  For an instant, Charlie actually thought her eye was beginning to twitch.  He was sure she had lost her mind.  And then it happened.  Without warning, Stephanie somehow flipped him over onto his stomach and yanked his rear up into the air.  His high-heel encased feet flailed in the air behind him.

“I’ll teach you to disobey me!” she screamed.

Stephanie raised her hand high in the air.  Then she brought it down fast and hard.  It landed on Charlie’s rear like an asteroid on a dinosaur:  CRAAACKKKK!!!


“Ouch!” exclaimed the shocked Charlie.

“You are going to resign!” exclaimed Stephanie and her hand rose into the air again.  Once more, it came racing down right on target.

CRAAACKKKK!!!

“You are done!”

CRAAACKKKK!!!

“It’s time to go home!”

CRAAACKKKK!!!

“You will quit the race!!”

CRAAACKKKK!!!

“Do you understand me?!” yelled Stephanie.

CRAAACKKKK!!!

CRAAACKKKK!!!

CRAAACKKKK!!!

To understand what happened next, one must realize that neither Charlie nor Stephanie ever expected this bit of discipline to be cause for potential excitement.  Charlie went into it shocked that it was happening, horrified at the humiliation of it, and surprised at the pain of it.  Stephanie went into it looking mainly to let out a tiny bit of pent up frustration and hopeful that she could convince Charlie to change his mind.  All perfectly innocent.

That’s how things remained during the first couple blows too.

Then Charlie started thinking.  He couldn’t help it.  And what he thought about was how embarrassing this all must have looked... him in a miniskirt and heels, probably with his pink panties showing where the skirt had ridden up and maybe even with his balls showing, as indeed, they were.  Sadly, the gossamer thin material of his panties had proved no match for the forces placed up it by his balls as his body was ripped around by Stephanie, and they slipped out of his panties and hung there for her to see.  This thought proved rather exciting to Charlie and he soon found himself growing hard.

“Oh my God!  I’m getting turned on by being spanked by Stephanie Mills!” thought Charlie.

How could this be, he wondered?  She was his enemy... his nemesis.  He despised her!  She wasn’t supposed to turn him on!  And he definitely wasn’t supposed to be turned on by something like this!  By something so humiliating!  By something so... so... so submissive!

At the same time, Stephanie was riding an emotional rollercoaster as well.  The first blow sent a burning hot wave of cathartic pleasure racing through her body.  It felt goooood.
  Then the second blow focused her anguish and concentrated her anger.  The next few blows unleashed that anger.  Stephanie felt her anger rising to a peak.  She was starting to tremble with the maniacal rage that was passing through her.  Then Charlie’s testicles jumped out at her and that only made her even more angry.  She was ready to explode.  CRAAACKKKK!!!  CRAAACKKKK!!!  CRAAACKKKK!!!
  She had become a bubbling cauldron of joyful rage!

And then suddenly, her pussy began to radiate hot and wet.  Her nipples popped up.  Her knees went weak.  Something inside her clicked... and giggled.  She was turned on.

“That’s impossible!” she gasped.

But it was true.  It was undeniably true.  She was turned on by spanking Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie Mitchell, the royal pain in her backside since the third grade.  Charlie Mitchell, her worst enemy.  Smug, ugly, stupid Charlie Mitchell.  That
 Charlie Mitchell.  He had lit her fire.

“Oh God no!” she blurted out.

Before Charlie even knew what was happening, Stephanie let go of him, fled the room, fled the house, and sped off to get away.  It was over just like that and he had no idea what had stopped her.

It would be an interesting night of contemplation for each.


Chapter Twelve: “You’re Still Short”

—o—

Charlie sat in the library with Dwayne and Alice.  They were hidden in the back again where they could speak privately.  They were quite happy.  The campaign had become a hit and confidence was high.  Everyone seemed to like Charlie and it felt like they had momentum.

“Your posters have been amazing,” said Charlie to Alice.

“Thank you.”

“They’re really stunning.  Without them, I don’t think we would have had a chance.”  He smiled at her.  As he did, it suddenly occurred to him that she was really, really pretty.  This thought made him tingle.

Alice shrugged her shoulders and shook her clog, which hung from her big toe.  “I don’t know.  Your speech was what did it.  My posters just gave everybody something to look at as they thought about what you said.”

“Maybe, but they’re still amazing.”

“Well, thank you, girlfriend,” said Alice with a laugh.  She had taken to calling Charlie that in jest; at first, it had embarrassed him, but now he kind of liked it.  “I put up three new ones today.  One says ‘LINGER-YAY’ and I’ll let you discover the other two for yourself.”

“My favorite has been—”

“I have bad news,” interrupted Donnie as he hurried to their table.  “I’ve been doing some informal polling, asking around.”  He sat down and all four students moved closer so no one else could overhear what he said.  “You’re very, very close but you’re still short of the support you need.”

Charlie sighed.  “Really?”

“Yeah.”

“What else can we do?”

Donnie looked over his shoulder once more to make sure no one else was listening.  “Your biggest problem is the jocks.  They don’t like the whole idea of wearing women’s clothes.”

“Can’t they just be happy they could wear shorts?” asked Charlie.

Donnie shook his head.  “They’re afraid that if they support you that they’ll be seen as sissies.  Stephanie’s using that to keep them in line.  None of them are willing to be the first to speak out.”

“Can’t you talk to them?”

Donnie shook his head again.  “Stephanie’s using her position as captain of the girls’ basketball team to keep them away from me.”

“Is it just the basketball team?”

“No, it’s football too.”

Dwayne scratched his head.  “So how do we fix that?”

Charlie furrowed his brow.  “I have an idea.”

—o—

Charlie stood behind the pile of mats watching as another player left the locker room.  That should be everyone except team captain Marty “Moose” Freeden.  Moose was always last to leave the locker room... and Charlie knew why.

“Here goes nothing,” said Charlie.

Charlie glanced in each direction and then slipped into the locker room.  He heard the sound of the shower being turned off.  Then he saw Moose making his way to his locker.  Charlie followed him just far enough back not to get noticed; he needed to tiptoe to keep his heels from giving him away.  When he reached the locker bay where Moose had turned, he waited until he heard Moose open his locker and start to remove clothes before turning the corner.

“Hey Moose,” said Charlie.

Moose spun around nervously.  He was naked except for a towel wrapped around his waist.  “Whoa!  What are you doing here?  Shouldn’t you be in the girls’ locker room?”

“Shouldn’t you?” countered Charlie.

“What are you talking about?!” growled Moose.

Charlie, without warning, grabbed Moose’s towel and yanked with all his might.  He got lucky and caught Moose off balance and off guard.  Otherwise, with Moose’s superior strength and with Charlie in five-inch heels, he never would have been able to do what he did.  As it was, he did it.  He yanked the towel right off of Moose.

As it turns out, Moose wasn’t entirely naked after all.  Wrapped around his hips, covering his manhood as best it could, was a tiny, pink, lacy thong.  Moose’s jaw dropped as he realized he had been exposed.  He thrust his hands down to cover his shame, but it was too late.  Charlie had seen it.

“Relax,” laughed Charlie.  “I know all about you.”

Moose’s ego made one last ditch effort to save the situation.  “And just what do you know?!” he demanded.

Charlie pointed at the panties.  “Duh.”

“It was laundry day,” said Moose defensively.

“I also know that you tried to kiss me in fourth grade.”

Moose’s face turned bright red.

“I know that you and Mike Peters dated last year too.  I saw you two behind the track house making out,” said Charlie calmly.  “That was a cute dress you were wearing.  The one with the pink—  whatever that was on the front.”

Moose tensed up.  He didn’t know what to do.  He felt panic.

“You have nothing to fear from me, Moose,” said Charlie, and he calmly reached for the stunned Moose’s hand and pulled it away from his crotch, exposing the pretty pink panties.  Moose’s manhood slowly started to grow.

“What do you want from me?” asked Moose.

“I’m having a problem getting the jocks to support me.  I thought you might be able to help me with that.”

“Me?”

“Yeah.  Stephanie has all the jocks terrified of being called sissies if they support me.  I thought that if you threw your support behind me, it might break her grip,” said Charlie.

“Why do I want to do that?  Are you blackmailing me?”

Charlie shook his head.  “No, we’ve had enough of people trying to control each other around here.  I’m asking you, that’s all.  And if you refuse, then you refuse.  No hard feelings.  But if you refuse, then you will regret it for the rest of your life.”

“Why?”

“We have a golden opportunity here to make a real change, a change where you don’t need to hide in the shadows and be the last one to change in the locker room out of fear that someone might see what you want to wear anymore.  Stephanie wants to stop that.  Right now, it looks like she’s going to win.  Your support can change that,” said Charlie calmly.

Moose stared at the floor in silence for some time.

“How have you liked wearing dresses to school?” asked Moose genuinely.

Charlie was taken aback by the question.  He had not expected such a probing question.  “It’s been interesting.  I hated it at first, but the longer it went, the more I got used to it and now I kind of like it.”

“Why do you like it?”

Charlie blushed.  “In all honesty,” he said very cautiously, “it’s kind of exciting.”  Then he quickly added, “Also, I love the variety of looks I can carry off—”

“I liked that tan and black shift you wore the other day,” interjected Moose.

Charlie was surprised Moose watched what he wore and remembered it.  He wondered how many other students did.  “Thanks.”

“You’re amazing on heels too.  Very natural.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m not nearly as good.  But I don’t get to practice much either.”

Charlie nodded his head.  This struck him as a strangely intimate conversation.  “I get a lot of practice.”

“Listen,” said Moose.  “I would probably never wear a dress or anything to school, but I like what you’re doing.  I want to support you, but I need something from you first.”

Charlie took a deep breath.  Here was the moment of truth.  “All right.”

“You need to beat her athletically in something.”

Charlie wasn’t sure he heard this correctly.  “What?”

“You need to challenge Stephanie Mills to something and beat her.  You need to make her look like a poser.  Then I can use that to win over the other athletes,” said Moose.

“That’s the only way?”

“’fraid so.”

Charlie considered this for a moment.  How could he challenge Stephanie?  In what sport?  He wasn’t particularly athletic.  She was.  The only sport he even had a little skill for was basketball, but she was amazing at that.  And even if he did challenge her, she had no reason to accept his challenge.  He was just about to beg Moose to change his mind when something struck him.  There was a way he could do this and he would have the advantage.

“All right, I’ll do it.  But I need your help to make this happen.”


Chapter Thirteen: “Shooting Hoops”

—o—

“You did what?” gasped Donnie.

Dwayne and Alice were speechless.

“I’m challenging Stephanie to a basketball shooting contest.  Winner takes all.  Loser drops out of the race,” said Charlie.

“But she’s great at basketball!  She’s the captain of the girl’s team.  You can’t beat her!  What were you thinking, Charlie?” whined Donnie.

“I had to do something.”

“Not this!”

“I need to beat her in some sport to get Moose’s support.”

“Pick Sumo.  Pick caber toss.  For the love of God, don’t pick basketball!” squealed Donnie hopelessly.  “You couldn’t have picked a worse sport if you tried!  Why, Charlie, why?”

“What the heck is caber toss?” asked Dwayne.

Alice shrugged her shoulders.

“I needed something the other students would respect.  So I attacked her biggest strength.  But I have an advantage,” said Charlie calmly.

Donnie raised an eyebrow higher than appeared possible.  “What advantage?”

“We’re going to do the shooting in five-inch heels.”

The group went silent.  Donnie’s face went blank and he appeared as if he might pass out.  This was too much for him.  Dwayne and Alice, by comparison, seemed doubtful, but not despondent.

“Trust me, Donnie,” said Charlie.

Suddenly, Alice began to chuckle.  “You challenged her to shoot hoops in heels?  Man, that’s brilliant!”

“How is that brilliant?  It’s insane!” exclaimed Donnie.

“Because it’s not something she’s ready for.  She never wears real heels and she’s never shot hoops in heels.  She’s going to be totally off her game.  Add the pressure that she needs to really crush you to maintain her reputation and I’m surprised she accepted the offer!”

“She hasn’t yet, but Moose and his jock friends are telling everybody about the challenge and letting it be known that they expect her to accept the challenge and to win,” said Charlie.  “She’ll look like a coward if she refuses.”

“This could really work,” said Alice.

Donnie looked around at the other cautiously optimistic faces before burying his face in his arm on the table.  “You people are crazy.”

—o—

Whether Charlie was crazy or not, word of the challenge reached every corner of the school.  Everyone knew.  Everyone was talking about it.  Stephanie hated the idea and went into quite a rage when she heard, but she knew she couldn’t refuse.  Her friends knew it too.

“I really hate him!” growled Stephanie.

“Why is he doing this?” asked Brenda.

“Because he’s losing and he knows it.  He’s desperate.  This is his long-shot to try to pull out a miracle win.”

“But basketball
?” questioned Brenda.  “Doesn’t he know that you’re the captain of the team?  You were the highest scorer in the entire league last year.  You were almost perfect from the free-throw line.  How can he think that he can win?”

Stephanie bared her teeth.  “Because he’s stupid.”

“You’re going to destroy him,” said Stephanie’s friend Kelli.

“Absolutely,” agreed a girl named Ginger.

Both young women were utterly confident in Stephanie’s victory.  Their confidence, rather than reassuring however, caused this tiny thought to arise in the back of Stephanie’s mind:  “What if you don’t win?”  She had a vision of many bad things happening.  She saw herself humiliated in front of the other students.  She lost her captainship from the team.  Worst of all, she lost the election.  She tried to shake off this image.

“It doesn’t matter,” she blurted out.  “I’m going to win.”

Her friends all looked at her strangely.  They were worried.

—o—

By the time of the shooting competition the next day, the whole school was abuzz.  Everyone wanted to see this, even the teachers.  It was the fight of the century as school lore goes, and the pressure on Stephanie was intense.

Stephanie came out of the locker room wearing her basketball uniform – red shorts, a white jersey with red trim and the number “8” prominently featured on the front and back.  Above the eight on the front was the word “CARDINALS” and above the eight on the back was Stephanie’s name, “MILLS”.  Her feet were bare.  In her hands, she held a pair of high-heeled sandals.  These had five-inch heels atop a one-inch platform for an effective heel of four inches, as required, and they were the school’s color red.  She had bought them for this occasion.

She looked tense and felt even more so.

A moment later, Charlie came from the hallway rather than the locker room as he didn’t change.  He wore a belted white dress with a floral pattern and capped sleeves.  Its hem stopped at his knees.  On his feet were black high-heeled sandals with similar heels to those Stephanie wore.

“I hope you’re ready to be humiliated,” said Brenda, as Charlie walked past.

Charlie shrugged his shoulders.

“Gorgeous dress,” said another girl.

Charlie thanked her.

Several students wished him good luck in the contest.  A few sneered.  He saw Alice watching from the bleachers with a hopeful look on her face; that made him smile.  She really was beautiful.  Meanwhile, Stephanie approached the free-throw line and was handed a basketball by one of her teammates.

“Good luck, Steph,” said the young woman.

Stephanie nodded to her, but didn’t speak.  Despite outward appearances, she was jittery and nervous.  She was under tremendous pressure.  The others clearly had high expectations for her and she needed to live up to them or she had a lot to lose.  She was regretting agreeing to this right now.

Charlie, on the other hand, was quite calm.

“The rules are simple,” said the co-captain of the boys’ basketball team when everyone had settled down.  “Ten shots each.  Five from the free-throw line, five from the three-point line.  Whoever sinks the most wins.  If no one wins in the first ten, then it’s the first to miss.  You all know what’s at stake.”

With that, the boy tossed the basketball to Charlie.

“Lady’s first,” he said.

This brought snickers from the crowd.

Before Charlie could do anything, however, Stephanie took the ball and went to the free-throw line.  Once there, she set it on the floor.  Then she crouched down and slipped into her heels.  When she stood up straight again, she realized she had made a mistake... a serious mistake.  First, she had never worn heels on this slick wooden floor before.  She should have.  These shoes were slick and unstable on this floor and she wasn’t used to that.  That would make her overly cautious.

Secondly, she had bought these shoes brand new because she had none of her own with a heel this high.  Yet, she had not practiced in them.  As a result of that, these shoes felt foreign to her and she struggled to find her balance.

“Damn him,” she said under her breath about Charlie.  “He knew this would happen!”

Stephanie dribbled the ball several times.  She felt hesitant.

“Don’t let it psych you out,” she told herself.

She dribbled the ball again.  Then she took the ball in both hands.  She lined up the shot.  She bent her knees, moving more slowly than usual, hopped up in the air to give her shot lift, and let fly.  Unfortunately, she thought she was going to lose her balance as she jumped and she over-corrected.

The ball missed the rim and fell harmlessly to the floor.

Small amounts of laughter came from the crowd.

“It’s all right.  It’s all right.  Nine more to go,” she told herself.  “Plenty of time to catch up.  Don’t let it get to you.”

Charlie tottered up to the line next.  He had walked on this floor for weeks now in shoes similar to these.  It was no big deal to him.  He had also spent weeks getting used to all the straps and strings and buttons and delicate fabrics he was wearing.  He had gotten used to how his dress hugged his body.  How his feet felt in the tall heels.  How his manhood felt lying in the soft, silky panties.  If he could walk down the hallway like this day after day, he could shoot a basketball like this.

Besides, Moose had given him some lessons the prior night.

Charlie held the ball out before him.  He focused on the rim of the hoop, as Moose told him.  He took a deep breath and then released the air.  He went up on his tiptoes.  As he did, he pushed his arms high up before him and let the ball roll from his fingertips.

Swiiiiiishhhhhhh!

Nothing but net.

“I did it!” thought Charlie with tremendous pride.

The entire auditorium burst into applause and cheers.  Stephanie’s mood darkened.

Stephanie tottered over to the line.  Yes, she tottered.  She was really struggling with the heels and, in an ironic twist, she looked far less comfortable and far less ladylike than Charlie.  She took the ball, pointed it at the net, gave a slight hop and released the ball at the apex of her jump.

THUMP!

It hit the net and bounced off.

“What?!  That should have gone in!” gasped Stephanie angrily.  She clenched her fists and stormed back over to her friends.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get the next one,” said Brenda.

Stephanie glared at her and then turned around to see Charlie sink another.  She ground her teeth and stormed back over the line.  She was determined to sink the next one to prove that she could do it.  She was better than Charlie.  Everyone knew it.  She needed to show them.

“I’ll show them!  I’m going to win this,” she muttered.

Stephanie took the ball and tossed it, almost without any planning or aim at all, and sunk the ball.  Half the crowd jumped up and started cheering.

“Ha!” exclaimed Stephanie.  She turned and pointed at Charlie.  “I’ve got you now.”

Charlie said nothing.

In the next few minutes, both hit the rest of their shots from the free-throw line.  Charlie had five points, Stephanie had three.  Then they moved to the three-point line.  Stephanie tended to shoot from the right and Charlie from the left or dead center.  Unlike his earlier shots, however, Charlie hit nothing.  He was horrible from the three-point line.  Stephanie was better.  She definitely had the advantage now.

THUMP!

Charlie missed again.  He hit the rim, and it bounced off.

The score was now tied at five to five.  There was only one shot left.  Stephanie’s confidence had grown.  She had hit two out of four and she felt certain she could sink this last shot.  At the same time, she was certain Charlie would not make another basket.  She even had an idea to make sure.  She was going to throw him off.

“Why don’t you go first this time?” said Stephanie suddenly, and she tossed the ball to Charlie.

“It’s your turn.”

“I don’t care.  I’ve been going first all along.  We should have been rotating.  You shoot first.”

Charlie looked at the crowd and then at Stephanie.  He knew what she was doing, but it didn’t matter to him.  Stress wasn’t his problem; aim was.  He kept shooting high for some reason.

“All right,” said Charlie.

Charlie tottered over to the three-point line.  He carried the ball under his arm the entire way.  When he got there, he gripped the ball tightly, held it up before himself and aimed.  Then a thought occurred to him.  He stepped back one pace and let it go.  The ball flew through the air right on target.

Swiiiiiishhhhhhh!

He had done it.  He had scored a three-pointer!

The crowd erupted.

Stephanie bit her tongue.  Her trick had backfired.  Her anger had returned.

“Lucky shot,” she said under her breath.

Stephanie took the ball and dribbled to the line.  She chose to shoot from the left.  She bounced the ball once more and then took a deep breath.  She cleared her lungs.  She looked up at the rim.  The pressure on her was intense now that Charlie had made his shot.  If she failed, she could actually lose.  Then what?  Would she really drop out of the race?

“He tricked me into this,” she growled.

Stephanie realized that she was unfocused suddenly.  She stepped back from the line for a moment and took another deep breath.  Then she stepped up to the line, aimed, hopped to give herself that little extra push, and let fly.

Unfortunately for her, she still wasn’t comfortable in the heels and she overcompensated for her instability, which caused the ball to drift.  It seemed to fly right at the net at first, but then it moved ever so slightly to the right.  When it reached the net, it hit the hoop and careened off of it to the other side of the court.

She had lost.

The assembly went wild.  Some were in shock and asking what this meant.  Others were cheering wildly and racing down to hug Charlie.  Almost no one could believe this was real.  Charlie was in shock as much as everyone else.

“You did it!” squealed Donnie, who seemed on the verge of a breakdown.

“Way to go, girlfriend!” exclaimed Alice.

And then the mob grabbed Charlie and he was hugged from every angle.

As the other students mobbed Charlie, Stephanie stormed over to Principal Mourning.  Charlie saw them talking out of the corner of his eye.  A moment later, Principal Mourning climbed up onto the first step of the bleachers with a microphone in her hand.

“Attention, attention,” she said.

The crowd kept cheering.

“Attention!
”

Slowly, the students stopped talking and turned to face Principal Mourning.

“While I wish to offer to my congratulations to Mr. Mitchell for his display of... I suppose it should be called athletic prowess, it must be made clear that the school’s rules on elections do not allow for a candidate to be removed as the result of a bet.  Accordingly, Ms. Mills and Mr. Mitchell both remain candidates,” said Mourning in her cold tone.

“She’s cheating!” growled Donnie

Charlie put his hand on Donnie’s arm.  “Let her.  We’ll win either way.”

—o—

The following day, Moose kept his promise.  He began talking to various athletes, telling them that he would support Charlie and that they should do the same.  They seemed very receptive, especially after her loss.  At the same time, Charlie’s popularity seemed to soar after winning the basketball shooting contest.  Everyone was impressed that Charlie had the courage to take on Stephanie at her best game and they were even more impressed he had won.

It looked as if Charlie might win after all.


Chapter Fourteen: “Election Day Surprise”

—o—

The vote was scheduled for the last Monday of the school year.  No one knew how it would turn out.  Things were just too unpredictable.  Stephanie Mills was very popular, but Charlie had won lots of kids over.  Charlie’s position worried some kids, but really caught fire with others.  Some students simply hadn’t made up their minds yet.  And some, some just weren’t telling what they would do.  Because of this, as the school day neared its end on Friday, there was tremendous anticipation in the school.

And then Principal Mourning made her announcements.

“Finally, the vote for Senior Class President will be held on Monday morning.  Vote in the cafeteria.”  She paused.  “The school does not take sides in these elections.  Your teachers, your administrators have no opinion regarding the student we wish to see win the election.  That said, I would be remiss if I did not inform you of one relevant fact.”

This caught Charlie’s attention.  “What’s she doing?”

“There has been a good deal of talk about changing the dress code.  This is beyond the powers of the Senior Class President.  Ergo, any candidate or candidates who promise to make such a change are misleading you.  Again, the administration has no interest in favoring either candidate, but this information may seem relevant to many of you as you make up your mind this weekend.”

Mourning then signed off and dismissed the entire school five minutes early.

Charlie sat in his seat seething.  “That was a nasty trick!” he growled to Donnie.

Donnie shook his head in despair.  “She killed us with that.”

“That’s what she wanted.”

“Well, she got it.  She just undercut our best issue.  Heck, our only issue.  Who’s going to vote for us knowing that we can’t deliver on the one thing we promised we would do?”  Donnie put his head on his desk.  “We were so close too!”

Charlie patted his friend on the back.  “It’s ok, Donnie.  We did our best.  Whatever happens, happens.  And if that’s how Mourning and Stephanie need to act to win this thing, then I guess that’s a sort of moral victory for us.”

Donnie nodded his head, but didn’t lift it off the table.

“Come on, Donnie.  Let’s go home.”

Over the weekend, Charlie reconciled himself to having lost the election.  It was frustrating because he had come so close.  He was sure he would have won this time, despite everything.  But it was not to be... all because he tried to wear shorts.

—o—

Monday morning came.  It was the date of the election.  Charlie wore a black A-line dress and high-heeled platform pumps.  These had a two-inch platform and a six-inch heel.  He carried a black designer purse he had taken from his stepmother’s closet without permission.  He looked good.  He looked stylish.

“I wonder if anyone’s even going to vote for me,” he asked himself as he walked through the door to the school.

The hallway was really empty.  This wasn’t that surprising though as the current seniors had finished, this was a short week, and it was Monday morning.  Still, Charlie expected more people.  In fact, the only people he saw in the hallway were friends of Stephanie’s.  Stephanie was nowhere to be seen.

“I hope you’re not planning a victory parade,” said Brenda smugly as he passed.

“Good morning to you too, Brenda.”

“You’re not going to win.”

“I’m glad you were here to tell me that,” said Charlie sarcastically and he moved on to his locker.  As he gathered his folder for his first class, Brenda and another girl named Rachel came over to taunt him.

“Nice dress,” said Brenda snidely.

“This old thing?” responded Charlie indifferently.

“I can’t believe you’re even still running.”

Charlie slowly turned to tell her off.  “And why is tha—”  He stopped mid-sentence.  His eyebrow rose.  A look of confusion appeared on his face.  “What the heck is that?”

Brenda turned to see what Charlie was talking about.  To her utter amazement, she saw Moose walk through the door, and he was wearing a pink dress and pink high heels.  Brenda was speechless.

“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” asked the other girl.

Brenda nodded her head vigorously.

“What is he doing?”

Then another boy – another basketball player – came through the door in a green dress.  He was followed by another in a yellow dress.  Next to him walked his girlfriend, who wore slacks.  As Brenda and Charlie watched, boy after boy poured through the doors in dresses and skirts, and girl after girl came through the door in slacks.

“What is going on?” asked Charlie in utter amazement.

“What?!  This— this is unacceptable!” gasped Principal Mourning as she raced to the door.  She started calling out the students:  “You’re violating the dress code!  You, take that off!  You, go home and change!”  It was hopeless.  There were too many of them.  The student body had spoken and there was nothing Mourning could do to stop them when they all acted together.

Two hours later, Charlie would win in a landslide.

—o—

“That was amazing,” said Donnie.  “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“It was pretty good,” said Charlie.

They stood in the main hallway with Alice and Dwayne and Moose and a few other new friends.  Stephanie still had not made an appearance, even though the results had been announced.

“What made you decide to dress up to support Charlie, Moose?” asked Alice.

Moose shrugged his shoulders.  “It seemed like the right thing to do.”

“Weren’t you embarrassed?”

Moose glanced knowingly at Charlie and chuckled.  “Why would I be embarrassed?”

“Will you look at that,” said Donnie suddenly.

Donnie pointed toward the school’s front door.  Stephanie Mills had just walked through the front door.  She wore an elegant off-white pant suit and matching high-heeled spikes.  Her walk had improved dramatically since the hoops contest.

“Wow, look at how she’s dressed,” said Alice.

“She’s smoking hot,” said Dwayne.

Alice rolled her eyes.

Charlie felt himself getting excited as memories of her spanking him flooded his mind and his manhood grew intensely hard.  He blushed and lowered his hands to his crotch to hide his bump.  The last thing he wanted was anyone knowing the effect she had on him... or why
.

“Should we tell her she lost?” asked Donnie with a snicker.

“It might be fun to watch her head explode,” said Dwayne.

“Look out, she’s coming this way,” said Alice.

Everyone went silent... everyone in the group, everyone in the hallway.  The entire group watched as Stephanie walked right up to them.  She cut through them without even pausing to come straight to Charlie.  All eyes were on her, watching nervously to see what she did next.  The general consensus was that she would punch Charlie.

She didn’t.

“Hi,” said Charlie.

Stephanie grabbed Charlie’s collar and pulled him to her.  She tilted her head and planted a powerful, wet kiss right on his lips.  The kiss lasted just long enough to leave no mistake what she meant.

“You may have won the election, but I’ll still get what I want,” said Stephanie.

“Uh,” said Charlie.

Stephanie spanked his rear and started to walk off.

“Not this time,” said Charlie.

Stephanie froze.  She turned to face Charlie.  A look of shock was on her face.  “What are you talking about?”

Charlie, to everyone’s surprise, grabbed Alice’s hand, pulled her close and planted a powerful, wet kiss right on her lips.  The kiss lasted just long enough to leave no mistake what he meant either.

Stephanie’s face turned bright red with anger.  She stomped her foot on the floor and stormed off, ranting about “Charlie Mitchell!!”  Meanwhile, everyone else turned to see what Alice would do.  They were sure she would punch Charlie.

She didn’t.

Instead, she took Charlie’s hand and they slowly walked off to the front door.

“Ever spanked anyone?” asked Charlie.

Alice chuckled.  “Maybe,” she said with a blush.

This had been quite a year.

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!
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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.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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!
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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!


[image: ]



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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Miss-ing 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!



[image: ]



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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