
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: "Unnoticed Changes"

	Chapter 2: "Leotards and Long Nails"

	Chapter 3: "Panties"

	Chapter 4: "Pink Nails"

	Chapter 5: "Heels"

	Chapter 6: "Attitudes"

	Chapter 7: "More Heels"

	Chapter 8: "Uniforms for Tammy and Jessica"

	Chapter 9: "The Prom Dress"

	Chapter 10: "Freedom?"

	
Chapter 1: "Unnoticed Changes"

	 

	Jess ventured downstairs to get a drink. Going downstairs meant dealing with his stepmother Cynthia, who annoyed him to no end. He loved his mother, and he hated the fact his father divorced her for Cynthia. But even beyond that, he just didn’t trust Cynthia. She was very sweet when his father was around, but when he wasn't, she became cold and nasty and tried to control him. She was demanding and insulting, and as far as Jess was concerned, she could be quite cruel. In many ways, Cynthia struck Jess as a true "evil stepmother," like from a fairy tale. And since his father Tom worked all the time, Jess found himself home alone with Cynthia a lot.

	"Look who decided to honor me with his presence," Cynthia said snidely when Jess entered the living room. She sat on the couch, watching television - something she never did when Jess's father was home. As always, she was immaculately dressed. It almost seemed to be an obsession with her. Today she wore gray wool slacks, a white blouse and four·-inch white slingbacks. This stood in sharp contrast to Jess's old jeans, black tee shirt and 'old sneakers. Her long blonde hair was perfectly coifed, and her lengthy pink nails were professionally manicured.

	"Is dad home yet?" Jess asked. He knew he wasn't, but he felt he should say something.

	"Is your father ever home this early?" Cynthia asked even more snidely.

	Jess rolled his eyes. He wasn't going to respond, even though he knew the answer. His father owned his own business, which meant he spent a lot of time at the company making sure things fall the right way. They rarely saw him before dark

	"Are you done with your homework?" Cynthia asked.

	"I'm working on it," he lied. He'd been playing videogames in his room.

	"I can hear you playing videogames upstairs, Jess. I know you aren’t working." Jess scowled at her and began to move toward the kitchen.

	"If you don't do your homework, I'll take that game machine away," she said. "Fine, I’ll do my homework," he said indifferently, and he continued toward the kitchen.

	"That's not the way to your room."

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "I need a cola."

	"You drink too much soda. You should be drinking water." Jess rolled his eyes again and kept walking.

	-0-

	 

	A few days later, Jess came home from school and tossed his book bag onto the stairs. He was going to grab a cola and then go upstairs to play videogames. However, he was surprised to hear his father's voice in the other room. Usually, his father didn’t come home from work for another three or four hours. Jess went to see what was going on. To his amazement, he found his father lying face down on the couch while his stepmother rubbed his back. He seemed very relaxed.

	"What are you doing home?" Jess asked his father.

	His stepmother looked up, but his father didn’t because he was wearing headphones and apparently didn’t hear Jess.

	"Your father is relaxing," said Cynthia.

	"I see that, but isn't he normally at work at this time?"

	"Your father owns the company, he can set his own hours," Cynthia said. "Besides, he looked really stressed lately, so I asked him to stay home and relax today. He needs a break"

	"I thought the company couldn’t run without him," Jess said somewhat sarcastically.

	In truth it did disappoint him that his father never seemed to have time for him.

	Cynthia glared at him. "Apparently, it can."

	At this point, Jess's father noticed Jess and removed his headphones. "Hey, Sport!

	How was school?"

	"It was ok. Nothing new. You are taking the day off?"

	“Sure am. I can afford to once in a while. Plus, your mother wanted me to take the day off, so I figured it would be the right thing to do."

	"Stepmother," Jess corrected him.

	"Right."

	Jess turned and started toward the stairs.

	"Hold on, Sport!" said his father. "Your mother bought you something."

	Jess raised an eyebrow. Generosity from his stepmother was rare. He turned to face his father again. "What is it?"

	Cynthia smirked and rose to her feet. She was barefoot as her high-heeled pumps stood next to the couch, but otherwise she was immaculately dressed, as always. She straightened her pencil skirt and walked over to her purse, which sat on the recliner. She walked on her toes from years of wearing heels.

	"I know your favorite band is releasing a new album next week," she said, "but I have a few contacts at the studio, so I managed to get an advanced copy." She pulled a CD from her purse as she said this.

	Jess's jaw dropped. "Are you serious?! Raging Storm's new album?!"

	Cynthia smiled and held out the CD. "Of course, I'm serious. And you can have this, but you need to promise that you won't share it with anyone for a week... agreed?"

	"Absolutely!" Jess blurted out, and he rushed over to his stepmother to grab the CD.

	"This is awesome!"

	"Thank your mother," said his father from the couch. "Thanks, Cynthia!" Jess said.

	"Mother," she corrected him.

	Jess bit his tongue. "Thanks," he said, still refusing to call his stepmother "mother." With his new CD in hand, he raced to his room to listen to the new album. He spent the entire day listening to it.
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	Jess could barely wait to get home from school the next day so he could listen to his new CD again...and again. He'd listened to it several times now and just couldn’t get enough. As usual, he blew off his homework After a couple hours, he decided to go downstairs for a drink. He knew Cynthia would bother him about his homework again, but he didn’t care. He wasn’t going to let her change his life.

	When Jeff reached the bottom of the stairs, he was shocked to find his father and stepmother sitting on the floor with their legs crossed uncomfortably. Not only was this the second day in a row that his father was home early, which was something Jess never remembered in his life, but he couldn’t imagine what they were doing sitting on the floor together.

	"What are you doing?" Jess asked. "And shouldn’t you be at work, dad?"

	"Yoga," said his father, Tom. "Your mother used to teach it, and she recommended that I try it as a way to relax. And let me tell you, it works. This is a great way to relax."

	Jess didn’t know what shocked him more, that his father was doing yoga or his

	upbeat tone. This wasn’t typical. His father was typically much more serious, much more aggressive and purposeful in his speech.

	"You should join us," said Cynthia.

	“Sure Jess, it would be good for you," added Tom.

	"Uh, no thanks," said Jess. Exercising with his parents was not his idea of a good time. Besides, he really needed to get back upstairs to listen to his new album. He just couldn’t get enough of it.

	"Suit yourself," said his father, and he and Cynthia slipped their headphones back on.

	Jess watched them stretch and bend. "Bizarre."
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	The following night, Jess's father and mother were at it again. Again, Jess shook his head at the idea of his father and his stepmother sitting on the floor twisting their bodies all round and then returned to his room to listen to his new CD again. He thought the album was great. In fact, it was more than great. It was addictive. The more he listened to it, the more he wanted to listen to it, and by now he'd listened to it so much that he honestly couldn’t tell how many times he'd heard it. Jess was sure that Raging Storm had a serious hit on their hands.

	The next night, they were at it again. And the following night. This was now five nights in a row that Jess's father came home early from work Jess found this really strange, but his father seemed happy, so who was Jess to complain?

	A few days later, however, things changed. This time, when Jess came downstairs, he found his father sitting on the floor doing yoga and his mother sitting on the couch reading a fashion magazine. She read those all the time.

	"You're not doing yoga with dad?" Jess asked.

	"Does it look like I'm doing yoga with your father?" she asked snidely. Normally, she would never be so openly snide to Jess in the presence of Jess's father, but his father was wearing his headphones and seemed oblivious to everything as he sat relaxed on the floor in the Iotus position.

	Jess rolled his eyes at her attitude.

	"Are you done with your homework?" Cynthia asked. "I'm working on it."

	"Then why are you down here? Why aren't you upstairs finishing it?" she asked. Jess shrugged his shoulders. "I need a cola."

	"You really need to stop drinking soda. I may stop buying it." Jess rolled his eyes again.

	Cynthia continued her criticism. "Another thing, you need to start exercising.

	You're getting flabby, young man." "I run not!" he protested.

	"Yes, you are. You should do yoga with your father."

	Jess looked at his father and for the briefest of moments imagined himself sitting next to his father as they both did yoga. The image struck him as ridiculous, but strangely, it also shook him. The image felt strange to him, like it wasn’t his idea even though it had come from his own mind. "I'll pass," he said uncertainly.

	"I would like it very much if you joined your father," Cynthia said, and she snapped her fingers for some reason.

	Again, Jess felt this strange sense of having a thought that wasn’t his. He shook it off. "I can't, I need to do my homework"

	Cynthia said nothing else.

	For the next two days, the thought of doing yoga with his father ate at Jess. He wasn't sure why, but it seemed that this thought kept creeping into his mind over and over like it was building momentum inside his head.
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	Once a week, Jess met with his mother. Typically, they met at a local restaurant because it was easier for her to meet him there than it was to meet at her apartment, which was small and cluttered. Also, Jess liked to eat, and his father never took him out, so his mother Brenda saw this as an opportunity to give Jess something his father never did. She was still bitter about the divorce, which happened unexpectedly.

	Jess ordered a burger and a coke. He handed the menu to the waitress.

	"How is your father?" asked Brenda. She wore a conservative gray skirt suit and black pumps as she had just come from work.

	"He's ok He's doing a lot of yoga lately, and it seems to have relaxed him a lot." "He's doing yoga?" Brenda asked with a raised eyebrow. "Are you serious? He's actually breaking away from work long enough to do yoga?" Her tone was somewhere between amused and sarcastic.

	"Yeah, every night."

	"I'm amazed," she said, and she sipped her drink "How's the little gold digger?"

	Jess laughed and almost spit out his drink His mother made no secret of the fact she thought Cynthia had married Jess's father for his money, an opinion Jess himself shared.

	"She's the same as always," Jess said. "Still two-faced?"

	Jess nodded. "Yeah, she's still real nice with dad, but just really nasty with me."

	Brenda's expression softened and she tilted her head. "I'm sorry, dear. I hope she's not too rough on you?"

	Jess shook his head. "No. She's just annoying. She keeps telling me to do me

	homework and she wants me to do yoga with dad."

	"Well, those aren't bad things. You do need to do your homework and it wouldn’t hurt you to learn yoga."

	Their food arrived.

	"So have you asked anyone to the prom yet?" Brenda asked her son. Jess rolled his eyes. "Prom isn't for two months, mom."

	"It never hurts to ask early." "Not this early."

	"Do you have a girlfriend yet?" "Mom!" Jess exclaimed.

	Brenda chuckled. "I'm sorry, dear·. Mothers have to know these things. We're naturally curious about our children. So, do you have a girlfriend?"

	"No, I don't have a girlfriend, but I'm thinking of asking this one girl." "What girl?"

	"Kaylee Summers."

	Brenda smiled. "Just remember, you're a good-looking boy with a lot to offer. Any girl would be happy to have you. So go in with confidence...hold your head up high...and be yourself. But one thing... "

	"What?"

	"Wear something other than that silly black tee shirt."

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess wasn't sure how it happened, but there he sat next to his father. Both of them wore Sweatpants, tee shirts and headphones as Cynthia showed him how to do the moves. For the next hour·, he did yoga. And he did have to admit, it was relaxing. Of course, it helped that he could listen to his own music. He was still loving his new Raging Storm CD.

	He joined his father the next day as well, and the next. Soon, they did this every night, right before dinner. As Cynthia cooked and set the table, Jess and his father did their yoga. And they both felt a good deal healthier and happier because of it.

	A few days later, while Jess and his father were just sitting down to begin their stretches, Cynthia came up behind them and laughed. "I'm glad to see that you're both getting into this, but you two really need new clothes. Yoga requires special clothes, non-restrictive clothes."

	Tom looked down at his Sweatpants and tee shirt. "I'm not sure what could be less restrictive than this?"

	"They make special yoga clothes, Tom," she said.

	"Well, we don't have any."

	Cynthia shook her head. "That's not a problem. I'll go tomorrow and buy both of you some yoga outfits which you can wear from now on."

	Tom looked at Jess and shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know."

	"Trust me, dear. I didn’t lead you wrong on starting yoga and I won't lead you wrong on this either. They make special yoga outfits for a reason."

	Tom smiled. “Sure, sounds good to me. What do you think, Sport?"

	Jess raised an eyebrow skeptically, but then decided it couldn’t hurt. "Yeah, sure, why not?"

	"Why not" would become apparent the following evening when Cynthia handed them both their new workout outfits.

	"No way!" Jess blurted out.

	"Uh, I'm not sure about this," Tom said.

	"Nonsense," Cynthia said. "This is what people wear to do yoga." "People? What about men?" Tom asked.

	"Don't be difficult, Tom. Put on your outfit and do your exercises," she insisted. Tom held up the pink leotard and the matching white tights. "I'm not-"

	Cynthia glared at him. "Do it." She snapped her fingers to emphasize her point.

	Tom looked at Jess who held up his own outfit, a red leotard with silver tights. "I guess this will be ok," he said cautiously. "It's not like anyone will see us."

	Jess frowned at his father. "Are you kidding?" "No, Jess. Come on, get into the spirit."

	Jess furrowed his brow. He wanted to tell his father, “No f-ing way!" but he didn’t. He recognized that his father was just trying to be polite to his stepmother and he was right that no one would see them. Still, this didn’t seem right.

	"Come on, boys," Cynthia said. "You'll both look really cute, and you'll feel comfortable."

	They hesitated.

	Cynthia glared at them. "Come on, get dressed," she insisted, and she snapped her fingers again.

	“Sure, why not," said Tom, and he left the room.

	Jess remained frozen in place. On the one hand, this really felt wrong. On the other hand, it did look quite comfortable. Plus, he thought, he probably would look really cute in the outfit. Jess started to leave for his room so he could change. Then he stopped. "Wait a minute! Did I really just think that?" he asked himself

	"Come on, Jess. Get dressed," called his father from down the hallway.

	Jess scratched his head. "Yeah, ok, I guess." A few minutes later, they were both dressed.

	Jess felt strange when he emerged from his room. He felt self-conscious. The leotard was tight in all the wrong places, and it didn’t hide his penis at all. In fact, he felt like it was on display. The material also felt strangely thin and delicate. Simply put, the whole thing made him feel effeminate. But if his father was ok with wearing it, then he would be too. After all, no one would see them.

	Tom had the same thoughts but decided that he would do this for Cynthia because she had gone to the trouble of buying the outfits. Plus, if Jess was ok with wearing a leotard, then he would be too. After all, no one would see them.

	Fortunately, once they got into their exercises, all of their embarrassment faded away and was soon forgotten. In fact, by the end of the evening, none of this seemed unusual.

	And by the next day, this was all just normal. It didn’t even bother them when more leotards and more tights began showing up in their closets.

	"That's a pretty outfit," Jess said to his father when he first saw him in his new canary-yellow leotard with the pretty little ballerina print. Jess wasn't sure why he said this because he didn’t normally think of men's clothes as "pretty."

	"Thanks, Jess. yours is pretty too."

	Jess looked down at the floral-patterned rose-pink leotard he wore and the matching floral tights. "Thanks," he said, though he felt uneasy about the compliment.

	"Your mother bought me these great shoes too," Tom continued, holding up his foot so Jess could see the matching yellow ballet flats he wore, each with a delicate pink satin bow on the toe.

	Something about this alarmed Jess. Something was wrong here. But try as he might, he couldn’t quite put his finger on it, and this caused him to freeze with a quizzical look on his face. Finally, a question started to come into focus: should his father be wearing women's flats?

	Cynthia noticed his confusion and put her hand on his shoulder. "Aren't your father's shoes beautiful? I'm sure you think they are beautiful. Do you want me to get you some, dear?" she asked.

	This snapped Jess out of his thoughts and stopped him from focusing on the question which had bothered him. He felt confused. "I... l’m... I'm not sure," he said.

	Cynthia smiled at her stepson. "Aren't they pretty on your father?" Jess bit his lip. He didn’t know how to answer that.

	Cynthia snapped her fingers down at her side. "I said, aren't they pretty on your father?"

	Jess suddenly smiled as his confusion cleared. Of course, they were pretty! "Yeah, really pretty," he said.

	"I'll tell you what," Cynthia said sweetly. "I'll get you some pretty pink ones and then you can decide if you want to wear them after you see yourself in them."

	Jess smiled. And the next day, he wore rose pink ballet flats to do his yoga. He never once thought of removing them.

	
Chapter 2: "Leotards and Long Nails"

	 

	It was time for Jess’s weekly visit with his mother. As usual, they met for an early dinner at a restaurant of Jess's choosing. Today they were at a pizza restaurant Jess liked a lot. Also as usual, they talked about his life, as there wasn’t much going on in her life other than work. She hadn't remarried and her work kept her so busy that she didn't have time to date anyone. Not to mention, she took an active interest in his life as she missed him greatly.

	"So that's about it," he said. "There's not much else going on." "I want you to start doing your homework, young man," said Brenda. "I am."

	"Don't lie to me, Jess."

	Jess shook his head. "I'm not. I swear·." "Why don't I believe you?"

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "I am doing my homework Cynthia's been on me about doing my homework too, and I guess it's kind of stupid for me not to do it, so I've started doing it."

	"Every night?"

	"Yeah, every night. I do it when I get home from school. Then I do the yoga with dad. Then I have dinner and finish my homework"

	Brenda examined her son's face, hying to detect if he was telling the truth. "Ok, I

	trust you."

	He smiled.

	She continued. "So, you're doing yoga now too, Jess?" "Yeah. It's actually pretty relaxing."

	"I'm still amazed your father is doing it." "He never misses it."

	Brenda shook her head. "Amazing. When I was still with him, he wouldn't have taken the time to put himself out if he was on fire, much less taken time for something like yoga."

	"Yeah, it’s weird. He's home in the afternoon each day. I guess the business can run itself?"

	"It always could. your father just couldn't let it go." Jess nodded his head.

	"Did you ask that girl out at school?" Brenda asked.

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "No, not yet." He had yet to work up the courage. He wasn’t the most popular kid, in fact he barely got noticed, and he felt intimidated asking out a girl who was easily much more popular than he was.

	"Well, do it soon, Jess!"
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	Jess was indeed doing his homework, like Cynthia asked, and today he finished his homework just in time for yoga. He returned his schoolbooks to his book bag and went downstairs to get a glass of water before changing into his yoga outfit. Also, the smell of dinner was making him hungry, and he thought about grabbing a couple bites to tide himself over before he and has father exercised. When he reached the kitchen, however, he found something strange. There was his father wearing slacks, a dress shirt and his yellow ballet flats. What's more, he was setting the table.

	"Dad, you're... wearing your yoga shoes," Jess said. Something about this bothered him, though he didn't know quite what.

	Tom looked at his son and smiled. "Well, they're so comfortable I just decided to put them on instead of my normal shoes... just for around the house, you understand. Besides, your mother doesn't mind."

	"My stepmother," Jess corrected him.

	"Right, your stepmother. I doubt your mother would have been as open to letting me wear them. She was always more worried about appearances."

	Jess rolled his eyes.

	"Now, now, Tom, don't be rude," Cynthia said. Tom laughed. "I guess you're right."

	Cynthia turned to Jess. "And I won’t mind if you want to wear your yoga shoes around the house either."

	Jess scowled at her. "For yoga sure, but not for anything else."

	"Suit yourself," she said. Then she walked over to her husband and hugged him from behind. "I'm so proud of you. Ever since you decided to take my advice and start relaxing more, you've been so much happier and so much more open to new ideas."

	Tom raised an eyebrow. "New ideas? Like what?"

	"Oh... nothing," Cynthia said, though she cast a glance at his flats.

	Tom went back to setting the table, which was something new as well. In the past, he'd always called it "women's work" and insisted that Cynthia do it, or Brenda before her. But now, he was doing it, so Cynthia returned to the stove and grabbed the pot she had been stirring. She brought it to the table and set it down.

	"Dinner is served," she said.

	"Aren't we going to do yoga first?" Jess asked.

	"We're changing the schedule," Cynthia said. "From now, we’ll make dinner first. Then you can both do your exercises. That way, I can give Tom the rest of the evening off to take care of the bills or do whatever else he needs to do. Isn't that right, Tom?"

	Jess shook his head. Had she really just said she was giving him the rest of the evening "off'? She must not have meant this the way Jess heard it, or else he assumed his father would have exploded. If there was one thing his father could not tolerate, it was being told what he could or could not do. He gave orders, he never took them. And the idea that his wife would be able to "give him the evening off," which implied that she controlled his schedule, was just beyond fathoming. But his father didn’t complain. Why not, Jess wondered. Why hadn't his father told her off? Maybe Jess had heard this wrong?

	"Aren't you going to join us, Sport?" asked Jess's father. Jess scratched his chin. "Uh, yeah, sure. I'm hungry."

	Cynthia smiled. "While we’re all in such good moods, I want to ask a favor." "What kind of favor?" Tom asked.

	"My sister Pamela is looking for a job, and I told her that you might be able to help her."

	Tom furrowed his brow. He'd already told Cynthia several times that he simply did not hire relatives because they are too difficult to deal with. Not to mention that he had all the people he needed.

	Cynthia continued. "She's a very talented secretary with some amazing references. I'm sure she could help you in a lot of ways."

	Jess smirked to himself He knew what his father would say. He knew his father wasn't going to be happy about this at all. He'd seen him angrily shoot down a similar request by his mother last year·, and he'd heard him shoot down this request from Cynthia before. And he was not a man who liked having to say novice. Jess waited for the explosion.

	It never came.

	"I guess I can find something," Tom said in a doubtful tone. "Have her come for an interview."

	Jess's jaw dropped. He never expected that.
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	Jess's mother folded her arms and raised an eyebrow. This time, they were at a diner. "Let me get this straight. He hired Cynthia's sister as his secretary?"

	"Yeah," said Jess.

	"Doesn't he already have a secretary? What happened to Helen? What about Trish?"

	"She works with Helen and Trish. He's got three now."

	Brenda shook her head. "Will wonders never cease? For years, nothing ever changed with that man and now it sounds like everything is changing." "There have been a lot of changes," Jess agreed.

	"Like what else?"

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "Stuff." "Like what?" his mother repeated.

	"He does yoga a lot and he looks thinner and happier. He's taking better care of himself too."

	"You mean she's gotten him to eat right?" "Yeah, and other stuff."

	"Like what?" Brenda asked suspiciously.

	Jess hesitated. He wasn't sure if he should mention the things he'd seen, like his father letting his hair grow longer and combining it to be more puffy, like him wearing the leotard round the house a lot, like him wearing the ballet flats round the house exclusively, or like him always setting the table for dinner now, helping Cynthia cook, and starting to do some of the housework These were all positive changes that seemed to make Cynthia happier, and which Jess recognized as "good things," but they seemed kind of unmanly. He didn't know if he wanted to mention this to his mother or not.

	"Just stuff," he said.

	Brenda ran her tongue over her lips. She decided to change topics for now. "How are things with Kaylee Summers?"

	"I haven't asked yet."

	"No time like the present, Jess." "Yeah, I guess."

	Brenda looked him up and down. "I see you've cleaned yourself. I take it you're trying to impress her?"

	Jess raised an eyebrow. "Cleaned myself up?"

	Brenda chuckled. "Your hair, your nails, your dress shirt." "What do you mean?"

	"I mean, you used to live in those stupid black tee shirts with that band on them. Now, the last few times I've seen you, you've worn collared dress shirts. You've started combing your hair, and if my woman's eye is any good, I'd say you're finally using conditioner too. And, honey, for the first time in your life, your nails are clean."

	Jess looked at his nails. It was true that he cleaned his nails these days and that he used conditioner now, but it wasn’t like this was anything special. It just seemed like the natural thing to do, and it made him look better. The dress shirts, well, that was just a whim and he found he liked them.

	"I don't know," he said, "it's just a thing, I guess. I mean, I'm not trying to impress anyone."

	"Well, it looks nice."

	"Thanks. Cynthia said it would."

	"Did Cynthia put you up to this?" Brenda asked with a laugh. "Is she changing all the men in my life?"

	Jess's face turned red. "No," he said, embarrassed at the suggestion that he was somehow under Cynthia’s control. Though, somewhere in the back of his mind, he did seem to remember her suggesting these things, and that kind of troubled him now that his mother mentioned it. Still, that didn't mean she made him do it, right?

	Brenda patted her son on the hand. "Well, it's a nice change, keep it up."
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	A few days later, as they were doing their yoga, it suddenly struck Jess that something was different about his father. At first, he thought it might be the longish hair, which now reached his collar·. But that wasn’t it. Nor was it the pastel-green leotard with a rainbow on the chest. He'd worn that before. Then it hit him.

	"Dad, aren't your nails getting a little long?" Jess asked.

	Tom looked at his hands and seemed to freeze for a moment, before recovering. "No, not really. I kind of like the length. They help me with opening envelopes, and they make my fingers look longer."

	Jess furrowed his brow. He stared at his father's nails, which now extended half a centimeter past his fingertips. "They make your fingers look longer?" he repeated doubtfully. "That doesn't-"

	"Don't your father's nails look great, Jess?" Cynthia asked from behind them, interrupting Jess's question. This seemed to confuse Jess temporarily.

	"I don't know-"

	"Of course, they do," she insisted, cutting him off. "I'll bet you're feeling really jealous right now, aren't you?"

	Jess furrowed his brow again. "Jealous?" he asked suspiciously. "Why would I be jealous," he asked himself

	Cynthia smiled sweetly. "It's ok, dear, you can feel jealous! I don't mind, and I'm sure your father doesn't either. your father’s nails are so pretty, and I'll bet anyone 'would be jealous of them. I'll bet you'd love to have nails, just like them, wouldn't you?" she asked, and she snapped her fingers as she said this.

	“Sure, Sport. Let your nails grow," said his father. "I think you'll like it a lot."

	Jess looked at his own nails. He 'wasn’t sure about this. How would he look with longer nails? Should a boy have long nails? He wasn't sure. Then he looked at his father's nails again, and suddenly, as strange as it sounds, he did feel jealous. Before Jess could take this thought any further, however, Cynthia insisted that the two boys start their yoga exercises.

	So they began, but Jess kept sneaking peeks at his father's nails and thinking about what it would be like to have long nails of his own.

	He thought about his father's nails that night too, and the next day as he watched his father cooking dinner, and that night when they did their exercises. He thought about how nice they looked on his father and how nice they might look on his own hands. And he kept remembering his stepmother's words that she wouldn't mind at all if he had similar nails.

	That night, Jess sat on his bed with the nail scissors his stepmother had given him so he would stop biting his nails, as he always had in the past. She had actually given him an entire nail kit, but he didn’t know what to do with the rest. He looked at the scissors and thought about trimming his nails. But at the same time, he still wondered what it would be like to have gorgeous, long nails. Finally, something clicked in his mind.

	"Yeah, I'll let them grow a bit," he said with a giggle. He put the scissors away and went to bed.
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	By the time he awoke the following morning, Jess felt completely happy with his decision to let his nails grow. And throughout the day, he felt a building sense of excitement as he waited to see how his nails would look, He couldn’t wait, and he kept imagining himself with nails that everyone would envy.

	After school, Jess rushed home to finish his homework before it was time for yoga. He worked diligently and finished with plenty of time, so he slipped his feet into his pink flats and made his way downstairs to see if he could help his father set the table for dinner. Jess expected to find Cynthia at the stove and his father pulling plates out of the cupboard. Only, this wasn't what he found. Instead, he found his father busy at the stove cooking dinner, while Cynthia sat at the table in her green and white housedress and her high-heeled open-toed slingbacks reading through yet another fashion magazine. One of her shoes swayed back and forth as it dangled from the ends of her toes.

	"Hey, Sport!" said Jess's father when Jess entered the kitchen. He wore tan slacks, a white collared shirt and brown flats with a little bow over the toes. He also wore a white apron to protect his clothes.

	"Hi dad. I came to see if I could help set the table," Jess said. He was still confused by this scene. Cynthia had always cooked dinner while his father set the table. Why was his father cooking dinner? And since he was cooking dinner, why wasn't Cynthia setting the table?

	Cynthia closed her magazine and popped her shoe back onto her foot. "That sounds like a great idea," she said. "Why don't you set the table while your father cooks?" She smiled at Jess and gently snapped her fingers.

	“Sure," said Jess, and he went to the cupboard to get some plates. "Thanks, Sport. I'm glad you're helping out so much these days."

	"No problem, dad. It's the least I can do. That's a great apron, by the way," Jess said, though he wasn't sure why. He seemed to enjoy complimenting people on their clothes suddenly.

	"Thanks Jess, and those are nice shorts you're wearing."

	Jess looked down at his dark-pink walking shorts. He normally wore jeans, but Cynthia bought him these the other day and he decided he liked wearing them around the house, even though they didn't have pockets, which was a little inconvenient. Plus, they were a little tight, but he kind of liked that actually.

	"I like how they match your flats," added his father.

	Jess blushed. This comment struck him as strange somehow, but it also made him happy. "Thanks, dad."

	"You should wear an apron if you're going to help out," Cynthia said. "We don’t want to ruin your clothes."

	Jess frowned. "I'm just setting the table. It's not like that can get me dirty." "Listen to your mother," said his father.

	"Stepmother," Jess corrected him.

	"From now on," Cynthia announced, "when either of you is helping out around the house, I think you should both wear aprons." She went to the pantry where she grabbed a white lace trimmed apron with a floral pattern. She tied the apron on Jess with little protest. "There, now you can help out."

	Jess stood there for a moment, suddenly feeling very strange. Something told him this was wrong, but somehow it also felt so natural. In fact, truth be told, wearing the apron seemed to give him a bit of a thrill, though he wasn’t sure why. He shook his head and decided he must be mistaken. Then he set the table.

	From this point forward, Cynthia never cooked dinner or even helped cook dinner again, nor did she set the table, clear the table, wash dishes or otherwise help out.
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	In addition to not helping in the kitchen, Cynthia also stopped doing other things around the house, like the laundry. Instead, she got Tom and Jess to do those chores while she watched.

	"Are you letting your nails grow?" Cynthia asked as she watched Jess folding laundry. His father was ironing. Both wore lilac shorts and white flats and the same aprons they normally wore.

	Jess smiled. He liked that she noticed. "Yes, I am."

	"That's nice. I'm sure they'll be lovely," she said. "But you do know that you need to care for them, right?"

	"What do you mean 'care for'?" he asked. Cynthia laughed and shook her head. "Men!" Jess blushed, though he didn’t know why.

	Cynthia turned to her husband. "Tom, when you're done with the ironing, why don't you teach Jess how to care for his nails. Teach him everything I showed you."

	"Yes, dear," Tom said.

	This comment shocked Jess momentarily. He'd never heard his father respond like that before... so submissively. His father simply did not take orders of any sort, he didn’t even take suggestions. And if you didn’t ask him favors politely, he would refuse to do them on principle, even if he thought they were a good idea. Moreover, in his entire life, Jess could never recall his father simply acknowledging a command with "yes, dear." Jess was sorely tempted to ask what was going on, but he knew better than to question his father.

	"Maybe the yoga really is changing his outlook on life," Jess said to himself

	In any event, when they finished the laundry, Tom took Jess to the living room and showed him how to use the other items in his nail kit. He showed Jess how to push back his cuticles and how to file the tips of his nails to shape the nail and to maintain a pleasing length. He also showed Jess how to round the edges a little, so they didn’t catch on his clothes. Then the two of them worked on their nails until Jess's looked as well manicured as his father's.

	Each night thereafter, Jess checked his nails before he went to bed and fixed anything that needed a little care. And each night, they got a little longer.

	-0-

	 

	"Dude, what the hell?" asked Jess's friend Kevin. Kevin was really Jess's only friend at school. After the divorce, Jess's father moved to a new neighborhood, which meant Jess needed to change schools and he didn’t really fit in. Kevin was another new arrival who also found it hard to make friends. This drew them together. Sadly, they had little else in common, and they weren’t great friends.

	"What are you talking about?" Jess asked.

	"Seriously, dude," Kevin said, "what's up with your hands?"

	Jess held up his hands. He smiled when he saw his nails, which now extended just past his fingertips and had hints of an oval shape. "What about them?"

	"Are you serious?"

	"Cute, aren't they? They make my fingers look longer. I love them." Kevin glared at Jess. "Is that a joke?"

	Jess looked surprised. "No, why?"

	"You know those are girl's shorts you're wearing too, right?"

	Jess looked down at the dark pink shorts he wore. This was the first time he wore them to school. He liked them a lot, even if they were kind of tight and had no pockets, but he didn’t think they were girl's shorts. After all, he owned them, and he wasn't a girl. "What do you mean?"

	Kevin now scowled at Jess. "Dude, those are girl's shorts," he said very slowly, pronouncing each word carefully.

	Jess shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. "You need help, man," Kevin said and he walked off. "I wonder what that was about." Jess asked himself. Kevin would not come back
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	"Are you letting your nails grow?" Brenda asked as she watched her son eating a chicken sandwich. They were at Jess's favorite diner again.

	"A little. It makes my fingers look longer," Jess said.

	Brenda pursed her lips. "Why do you want to make your fingers look longer?" Jess shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know? I guess, it makes them look better."

	Brenda looked her son up and down. His hair was longer, reaching just below his collar, and it definitely had more body, which gave it a slightly girly look He was clearly using a bodywash of some sort with a floral, delicate smell. He no longer wore his usual jeans and a tee shit, instead he wore dress pants and a collared dress shirt, and the shirt was pale yellow, almost pastel. She could tell it was a man's shirt, but just barely.

	"What's up, mom?"

	"Is something going on with you?" she asked. "Like what?"

	She took a deep breath. She wanted to ask if he was questioning his sexuality, but she decided not to open that can of worms at the moment. She let the issue drop for now. "How are you getting along with Cynthia?"

	"Oh, we're fine."

	Brenda raised an eyebrow. Normally, Jess would rail against his stepmother for an hour if she let him. "Are you sure?"

	"Yeah."

	"I thought you two couldn't get along?" "Oh, she's ok"

	Brenda was surprised to hear this, but actually felt somewhat relieved. She didn't like Cynthia at all, especially as Tom had dumped her for Cynthia, but she was happy that she and Jess were Finally getting along. After all, she didn't want to see her son stressed out. Still, something strange was going on here and she wanted to find out what.

	"What has Cynthia said about your new wardrobe?" Brenda asked.

	"Oh, she's been buying me a lot of this stuff. Isn't it great?" he asked happily. Brenda bit her tongue. "What about your father? Has he said anything about it?" "Oh, dad likes it. She's bought him some new stuff too."

	"Your hair is very pretty too, are you doing something different with it?"

	Jess shook his head, causing his hair to dance back and forth along his collar. "Not really. I just wash it and use conditioner and then I brush it. I guess that's different, I used to just comb it, but now I brush it. Cynthia said it would make my hair look better and she's right," he said, and he brushed back his hair with his hand and ran his long nails through it as he did.

	"Something is definitely wrong here," Brenda told herself

	
Chapter 3: "Panties"

	 

	Things were changing quickly for Jess and his father, whether they realized it or not.

	In truth, they hadn’t. Everything seemed quite normal to them.

	Jess finished blow-drying his hair, something he'd only begun recently, and then he returned to his room. That's when he opened his underwear drawer and discovered that his underwear was gone. In their place were panties... lots of panties. There were pink panties, pastel yellow panties, cream panties, peach panties, baby blue panties, lace panties, satin panties, boy-cut panties, and a dozen others. They all had a similar theme though. They were childishly girlish, almost immaturely so, with ribbons and lace, floral patterns, ballerinas, fairies, even some with what looked like Disney Princesses. Jess grabbed a pair and went to see his stepmother, who was in her bedroom going through her closet.

	"I think you made a mistake in the laundry," Jess said. Cynthia pulled herself out of the closet. "How so?" "You put a bunch of panties in my underwear drawer." "Oh, yes. You don't need to thank me, dear."

	"Thank you? Where is my underwear?" he asked. "Those are your underwear," she said matter-of-factly. "I can't wear panties! Those are for girls!" he protested.

	"Honestly Jess, don't be such a sissy. your father wears them, and he loves them!" Jess's jaw dropped. "He does?!"

	"Of course, he does. They're comfortable, stylish and really sexy on men. Are you saying there's something wrong with him wearing them?"

	Jess didn’t know what to say.

	Cynthia made a show of exhaling to demonstrate her frustration. "Try them for a week. If you still don't like them, then we can change them back. It's that simple."

	Jess bit his lip. He didn’t want to do this, but if his father did it, then maybe it wasn't as wrong as he thought. And he could always go back in a week, right?

	"Try them, Jess," she insisted, and she snapped her fingers. "You will love them and never want to wear anything else."

	"Fine," he said, and he returned to his room. Once there, he slid into a pair of panties. They were made of the softest baby pink satin with a picture of “Tinkerbell” on the front, trimmed with lace around the waistband and legs. In the center of the waistband was a delicate little white satin bow, and the rear of the panties had four rows of stiff white lace ruffles crossing it. He fell in love immediately. They were smooth and made him tingle. They hugged him, and the lace at the legs tickled his thighs excitingly. They were wonderful. From that moment forward, he never wanted to go back again.

	Meanwhile, Jess's father pulled up in the driveway. He parked his car and came upstairs to shower.  These days, Cynthia insisted that he always shower before he changed into his "at home" clothes. When he stepped out of the shower, he blow-dried his hair, something he'd never done until recently, but which he needed to do as his hair grew longer, and then he went to get dressed. That's when he discovered that his underwear where gone. In their place were piles and piles of panties. There were hot pink panties, vivid yellow panties, blood red panties, black panties, purple panties. There were lace panties, thong panties, see-through mesh panties, even crotchless panties. Where Cynthia had chosen panties for Jess that were more suited to a little girl, the ones she had chosen for Tom were much more “adult”, even slutty. He picked up a red satin pair and turned to face Cynthia, who was slipping on a high-heeled sandal which matched the red and white summer dress she wore.

	"What are these?" he asked. "Panties."

	"I see that, but why are they in my underwear drawer? Where is my underwear?" "Those are your underwear," she said matter-of-factly.

	"I can't wear panties! Those are for girls!" he protested.

	"Honestly Tom, don't be such a sissy. Jess wears them and he loves them!" Tom's jaw dropped. "He does?!"

	"Of course, he does. They're comfortable, stylish and really sexy on men. Are you saying there's something wrong with him wearing them?"

	Tom didn't know what to say.

	Cynthia finished adjusting the buckle on her sandal and stood up. "Try them for a week. If you still don't like them, then we can change them back. It's that simple."

	Tom bit his lip. He didn't want to do this, but if Jess was doing it, then maybe he was overreacting. And he could always go back in a week, right?

	"Try them, Tom," she insisted, and she snapped her fingers at her side. "You will love them and never want to wear anything else."

	"Fine," he said, and he slid the panties up his leg. He fell in love immediately. They were smooth and made him tingle. They hugged him, but felt like he was wearing nothing. They were wonderful. From that moment forward, he never wanted to go back again.

	Cynthia laughed when she saw the look on his face. "Too easy."
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	While things were going great for Tom at home, indeed he'd never felt happier, work was another matter. Work wasn't making him happy at all. Tom had hired Pamela, as Cynthia's requested, and that was causing problems. For one thing, he just didn't like her. She was rude and lazy and entitled. Also, he didn't know what to do with her because she didn't have a lot of usable skills. He certainly couldn't put her in the sales department, not with her attitude. Not to mention, he already had five salespeople, three women and two men, and they brought in all the business the company could handle. He had all the drivers he needed as well; plus all the people he needed on the shop floor. He could make her a secretary, but she didn’t really have the skills for that. In fact, she could barely turn on a computer, much less use word processors and spreadsheets, and she didn’t seem interested in learning new skills.

	Tom Finally decided to make Pamela into a glorified office girl, but she didn’t like that at all.

	"So, what are my duties?" she asked when he told her.

	Tom ground his teeth. She hadn’t even dressed appropriately for the business. Tom ran a very conservative business, and he expected his staff to look the part. The office staff, who were all women, wore dark suits with skirts, low-heeled shoes with closed toes, white blouses, and conservative hairstyles. She knew this because he had told her. Yet, Pamela, like her sister, favored four and five-inch heels with open toes and open backs. Her skirts were bright and way too short. Her tops were too tight, and her dirty blonde hair hung wildly about her face. But he was stuck with her.

	He took a deep breath.

	"You will help the two secretaries, Trish and Helen, as needed, or you will help Steffi, who handles the books," he said.

	"Help in what way?" she asked suspiciously.

	"In whatever way they need. If something needs to be run to the shop floor or copies need to be made or something needs to be picked up from across the street, and they ask you to do it, then you do it."

	Pamela visibly scowled but nodded her head. "Ok, no problem."

	Tom raised an eyebrow. He got the impression she didn’t like the idea of doing actual work and he wanted to say, "It better be no problem because that's the only way you're getting this job!" But he didn’t. He knew that would upset Cynthia and right now he felt like he wanted to make Cynthia happy more than anything. He sighed. "All right, why don't you go see if Trish or Helen needs anything."

	"Right now?"

	Tom bit his tongue. "Of course, right now, you lazy idiot!" he thought to himself, but he took a deep breath before responding and said only, "Yes, now,"

	An hour later, Helen came into his office. "Can I speak to you, Tom?"

	"Yes Helen, what is it?" Tom asked without looking up from the spreadsheet he was marking up.

	"Are you going to keep this new girl?"

	Tom felt his back muscles tense up. He knew this was coming, but he really didn’t want to deal with it. "I haven't decided," he said, still without looking up. "Why?"

	Helen bit her lip. "Nothing... I just wondered."

	Tom Finally looked up. "Has she done something?"

	"Well, no, but that's sort of the problem... she hasn't really done anything. We gave her several tasks and she ignored them all." Helen paused. "Well, she didn't ignore them so much as she just didn't do them before we got sick of waiting for her and we did them ourselves."

	Tom closed his eyes and exhaled. "Thanks, Helen. Just bear with me on this. She's the wife’s sister and I promised I would give her a chance. See if you can guide her a little, and if you can't, then you can’t, and I’ll just have to tell my wife that she's a bad fit."

	"Will do," Helen said and she left the office.

	"This is going to be a mess," Tom said when he was alone.
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	When Jess finished his homework, he went downstairs to set the table for dinner. His father was already at the stove cooking. Cynthia, as always, these days, sat at the table reading a magazine. Today's magazine was about money management. Normally, only Jess's father read those, but she had started reading these a few days ago as well.

	"Hey there, Sport," said his father. "Hi, dad."

	Jess slipped on an apron and asked his father to tie it for him. He chose a pink apron with a rose print. This matched the pink flats he wore. Meanwhile, his father wore a white apron with a floral print. Beneath that, he wore white shorts and white flats. The shorts were new and, like Jess's, had no pockets. They were also tight and clearly showed his panty lines 

	They got to work

	After a few minutes, Cynthia finished her article and set the magazine on the table.

	She stood up and smoothed out her black slacks. "I have ah announcement," she said.

	Jess and Tom turned to face her.

	"As you know, my daughter Andrea has been away at boarding school. I've decided she's going to move in with us. She can go to school with Jess."

	Tom furrowed his brow. They had discussed this before and he told her in no uncertain terms that Andrea was not welcome in the house because when they first met, Andrea was highly disrespectful to Tom, and Tom decided then and there that he did not like her and did not want her in his house. Cynthia had now overruled that decision.

	"Shouldn't we talk about this before making that kind of decision?" Tom growled.

	This time he seemed upset.

	"No," Cynthia said flatly. "There's no reason this should bother you."

	"Well, I still like to be consulted," he protested.

	"And now you have been," she said dismissively. "How's dinner coming?" she asked, and she walked over and looked in the pot. Her black heels clicked off the kitchen tile authoritatively as she walked, and Tom and Jess stepped aside to let her pass.

	Tom's face turned red at having his concerns dismissed so insultingly, and he looked like he wanted to give her a piece of his mind... but he didn’t. Instead, he watched her stir the pot and use the spoon to taste what he had been cooking.

	"It needs salt," she said. "Yes, dear."

	"I'll be back when you're finished," she said, and she walked off.

	Tom and Jess watched her leave the kitchen and then heard her heels click their way down the hallway to the bedroom. When she was safely out of hearing range, Jess leaned over to his father and whispered: "Is Andrea really going to live with us?" He'd only met her once and really didn’t like her.

	"That’s what your mother says," Tom grumbled.

	Jess thought about this for a moment. He couldn’t remember his stepmother ever making decisions for the family, especially ones like this. His father always had the final word. Plus, he couldn’t ever remember anyone speaking that way to his father and cutting off his objections so cavalierly. Yet, Cynthia had just done exactly that, and Jess's father took it without complaint. This seemed very strange to Jess. But then, his father seemed to accept this, so maybe Jess had no reason to object, did he?
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	Two days before Andrea was set to move in, Cynthia hired a couple of workers to prepare the guest room. They painted it pink with white trim. They hung very feminine lace curtains. They installed shelves in the closet for her shoes, moved in a white cabinet with lots of drawers, and then hung a large oval mirror above a white desk which matched the cabinet. The bed was tiny. All in all, the room looked like something out of Barbie's mansion and Jess couldn’t believe that Andrea, who was his age, would want that room. sure, she was very feminine and she favored skirts and heels and all of that, just like her mother, but she was no child and this room was like something for a little girl. What struck him even funnier though, was that because of the size of the drawers, the door couldn’t be closed. So Andrea would have no privacy in this room whatsoever as anyone in the hallway could look right in at any time.

	"There is no way I would take this room," he told himself

	And Andrea said the same thing.

	"I am not staying in that room!" Andrea protested. She was about an inch taller than Jess in bare feet, but like her mother always wore at least three-inch heels. Like her mother, she also had large breasts, lots of curves, and wavy hair which hung to the center of her back, though hers was brown to black She looked quite feminine. However, her looks hid a very aggressive personality which Jess found to be abrasive.

	"It's the only room we have," Cynthia responded.

	Tom and Jess watched this from a distance. Both wore tan shorts, tan flats and white shirts. Side by side, it looked like they were wearing sissyish uniforms, but they didn't notice. Andrea hadn't commented on their attire, but again, they had no reason to think she would. As an interesting aside, both Cynthia and Andrea wore pants today. Cynthia's slacks were brown and Andrea’s were black And in their heels, both women were taller than Jess and about as tall as Tom.

	"It's too small for all my stuff," Andrea growled.

	"Well, I can't help that. Jess has the bigger room," Cynthia said with a sigh.

	"Why does he get the bigger room? Just because he's a boy? I need more room because I'm a girl. I have more things to keep in my room," she said and she pouted.

	Cynthia nodded her head. "That does make sense."

	Jess suddenly felt a lump in his throat. Was he about to lose his room? Apparently.

	"I suppose we could Swap rooms," Cynthia said to herself, though loudly enough that everyone could hear.

	"Wait a minute," Jess said.

	"That would work for me," Andrea agreed, ignoring Jess's comment. Cynthia smiled. "Good, then if that makes everyone happy-"

	"Wait a minute!" Jess protested.

	"Yes, hold on," Tom said. "I don't see why Jess needs to move-"

	Cynthia scowled at Tom. "Are you saying there's some reason Andrea should be forced to take the smaller room? Are you saying my daughter isn't as important as your son?"

	Tom seemed to recoil. "No, that's not what I meant."

	"What did you mean then?!" Cynthia demanded. Both she and Andrea glared at Tom, which made him visibly uncomfortable. He looked like a small boy being lectured by an angry parent.

	"I just meant. . . I mean-"

	"Andrea has more belongings than Jess," Cynthia said coldly. "She needs the space. Don't you agree that this means she should get the larger room? I'm sure that if the situation were reversed, then you would insist that Jess get the larger room, am I correct?" Tom nodded. "Well, yes, but-"

	"So if logically Andrea should get the larger room and if you agree that we should not be favoring Jess just because he's your son, then I see no reason why you shouldn’t agree that Andrea gets the large room. Don't you agree?"

	Tom seemed torn, but slowly began to nod his head. "Yes, I guess so." "Good, then it's settled," Cynthia said and she hugged her husband politely. "That's not fair!" Jess exclaimed.

	Tom took a deep breath. "Jess, it's not a big deal And she does have more stuff." "But-," Jess started, but he realized he was outvoted. There was no point in arguing because he would lose. And they were all staring at him angrily right now and he just didn’t want to rock the boat. Besides, he didn’t need to make Andrea into an enemy before she even set foot in the house. So he nodded his head, reluctantly. Jess's stuff would be moved into the small pink room and Andrea would take his room.
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	A strange thing happened when Jess moved into the small room. At first, he hated it. It was all pink and feminine and he felt intensely uncomfortable calling this his room. It made him feel effeminate... submissive. And he hated this feeling enough that he demanded that they repaint the room. To placate him, Cynthia agreed that she would let him repaint the room as soon as the workmen she hired were available to come back But within a couple of days, he started to become accustomed to the room. In fact, he even began to find it relaxing.

	Soon, his thoughts of repainting the room faded away and it just became his room. The one thing that did continue to bother him, however, was the lack of privacy. Cynthia refused to remove the oversized cabinet. Thus, he could not close the door, and she or Andrea could walk right into his room at any time without warning and could see anything that went on inside. But there was nothing he could about this, so Jess decided he just needed to accept it and he needed to be careful about getting undressed or doing anything untoward.

	"What are you doing?" asked Andrea from his doorway.

	"I'm finishing my homework," he said, and he picked up his book off his desk to show her the title.

	Andrea looked at her watch. "It's almost dinner time, you know. Shouldn’t you be rushing downstairs to help out?"

	Jess looked at his own watch. "Oh!" he said, and he set down his pen, slipped his feet into his black flats and went downstairs with Andrea to set the table.

	Once in the kitchen, Andrea joined her mother at the table and watched the two males scurry around the kitchen in their aprons and flats. She apparently had no intention of helping out with chores. In fact, neither she nor Cynthia did any chores anymore. Instead, everything was done by Tom and Jess when they got home from work and school as Cynthia and Andrea watched.

	"How's school, dear?" Cynthia asked her daughter.

	"It's ok. The kids are nice. The classes are a little dull." "Are you in any classes with Jess?"

	"A couple."

	"Well, make sure he stays out of trouble," said Cynthia and both she and Andrea laughed knowingly.

	Jess didn't like the sound of this one bit, but he wasn't sure what it meant.

	"What are you reading, mom?" Andrea asked.

	Cynthia showed her the financial magazine she was reading. "Boring!" said Andrea with a laugh.

	"It may be boring, but it's important if you need to manage money." "Well, I guess someone needs to read them."

	"Dad reads them," Jess said defensively. It sounded to him like Andrea was implying that his father let Cynthia handle the money and that sent a strange feeling down Jess's spine that was best described as emasculation.

	Andrea turned toward Jess. "And I suppose you read Sports magazines, is that it?" "Yeah. What else would I read?"

	Andrea chuckled. "I think you and Tom should read fashion magazines. That might teach you both a thing or two about women and about how to dress."

	"What's wrong with the way we dress?" asked Jess. He looked down at his dark-pink shorts and black flats and at his father's tan shorts and brown flats. "Nothing, you both look fine. But neither of you really has any flair." "I don't need flair," protested Jeff.

	"Of course you do, especially if you ever want to attract a girlfriend. I've seen how unpopular you are at school. You need to change your image."

	Cynthia furrowed her brow. "Jess, you never told me you were unpopular? I mean, I know that you never bring friends home, but I never knew you were that unpopular."

	"Mom, Jess is close to being the least popular kid in school. He has no friends and everyone avoids him."

	"Is this true, Jess?" demanded his stepmother.

	Jess didn't know what to say. This was true, but he didn't want to talk about it.

	Cynthia turned to her daughter. "Why don't you help Jess out? Guide him. Teach him how to dress and how to act so he gets more friends."

	Andrea smiled. "Ok, but the first thing we need to do is start him reading women's magazines. I've got some upstairs he can read."

	"That sounds like a good idea," Cynthia said. "Why do I need to do that?" Jess asked.

	"So you understand women," said Cynthia. "Why don't you get those, Andrea, and then Jess can read them each night after yoga."

	"But mom!" Jess protested.

	Tom chuckled. "It won't be so bad, son. You might learn something."

	Cynthia smirked. "You too, honey. You could stand to learn just as much as Jess." Tom glared at his wife. "I'd rather not," he said.

	"I'd rather you did," she responded and that was the end of the argument. And like that, Cynthia required both to start reading women's magazines each night for an hour.

	
 

	Chapter 4: "Pink Nails"

	 

	The next few weeks were strange for Jess. He kept getting these ominous feelings that he couldn’t quite explain, like something bad was happening to him and he didn’t know what. Fortunately, these feelings typically passed very quickly and then he was happy again.

	His relationship with Andrea proved strange as well. On the one hand, she was definitely aggressive and seemed to mock him quite a bit, but somehow he didn’t mind and he actually began to like her and to look up to her a good deal. That was something that he never expected, that he would look up to her, but it seemed to be happening. Slowly but surely, she was becoming someone he saw an authority figure in his life.

	The relationship between Cynthia and his father seemed strange as well. On the one hand, they were obviously more in love than ever. There seemed to be nothing Jess's father wouldn’t do to please her. Yet, her attitude toward him seemed more condescending lately. Jess didn’t understand this. He also didn’t understand why his father was so grateful to have Cynthia's sister Pamela working for him. He never had a good thing to say about her and every time he mentioned her it was because she had caused some problem, yet he still claimed to be very happy that Cynthia asked him to hire her.

	So everything was going really well, and yet, something in the back of his mind told Jess that everything was not as perfect as it seemed. Unfortunately, he couldn’t quite put his finger on what was bothering him.
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	"your room is a mess," Andrea said. She stood in Jess's doorway with her arms folded and her legs crossed at the ankle. She wore jeans, a sweatshirt and black wedge sandals with four·-inch heels. Jess looked around his cute little girl’s pink room. Everything seemed to be in its proper place. In fact, since he started helping out more around the house he had become fanatical about keeping his room clean and organized.

	"What do you mean? Everything looks fine to me," he said.

	"Ha!  This place is a mess."

	Jess felt sick in his stomach. For some reason, this horrified him. "What's out of place?"  This was both a protest that everything was in its proper place and a question, as he intended to fix whatever it was she mentioned.

	Andrea rolled her eyes. "Now I'm supposed to be your supervisor?"

	"No."

	"Well, that's how it sounds. It sounds like you want me to inspect your work and to tell you where you failed!"

	"No," he protested. He began to blush, though he didn't know why. He often found himself blushing these days when challenged.

	"Maybe you'd like me to spank you too if you don't do a good enough job, is that it?" she asked mockingly. This was a tone she often used with Jess and it made him feel small and weak.

	Jess tried to glare at her, but found it hard to look her in the eye for some reason.

	Not to mention, it made him nervous that she still hadn't told him what he had done wrong. "What do you want?" he asked.

	"I want you to admit that you're a pig!" "I am not."

	"I'll make you a bet. Why don't we call mom up here and if she agrees that your room is a mess, then you'll clean up your room and you'll clean up my room, and you'll admit you need supervision."

	Jess looked around. He saw nothing dirty and nothing out of place. "You're on!" Andrea laughed. "Fine."

	Two minutes later, Jess was shocked when Cynthia agreed without even looking around that his room was a mess. When he tried to ask what was wrong with his room, she just snarled at him that clearly "he needed supervision if he couldn't see what was wrong." On her way out, she told Andrea to make sure he cleaned everything properly.

	"All right, let's get to work," Andrea said after Cynthia left. "Let's start by remaking the bed. Then it's time to organize your closet."

	Jess spent the next few hours tearing his room apart and putting it back together. Then they moved to Andrea's room where she literally made him clean everything. He made the bed, dusted the shelves, organized her shoes, folded her underwear·, and rearranged her dresses and skirts and pants. Finally, he vacuumed and scrubbed the windows. She watched him do all of this and then inspected everything he did. This was particularly humiliating for him.

	"You're learning," Andrea said when he had finished. "I'm sure that soon enough you'll be able to do this without me watching you. Then I'll only need to inspect your work after you're finished."

	Jess furrowed his brow. "What do you mean? I cleaned your room and we're done."

	Andrea laughed. "Hardly. The bet was that you would do this from now on and under my supervision."

	"I never agreed to that!" he protested. "You most certainly did."

	"Did not!"

	Andrea stepped right up against him. In her heels, she was several inches taller than Jess and she looked down into his face. "Don't push me! I'll get mom involved in this. She knows what you said. And she'll punish you too for trying to go back on a bet that you lost!"

	Jess felt nervous. For some reason, he couldn't stop blushing and he felt a strong compulsion to look down at her feet rather than up at her face. Moreover, he knew his stepmother would side with Andrea. He bit his tongue and nodded his head.

	"Tell me you agree. I want to hear it. Tell me you need my supervision," she said and she snapped her fingers at him.

	Jess felt a moment's trepidation and then he realized that he did in fact need her supervision. Both rooms were clean now and they hadn't been before she took charge. Clearly, she was right. He needed her help.

	"I agree... I need your supervision."

	From that point on, Jess's duties included cleaning his and Andrea's rooms while she supervised him. She proved to be a particularly hard taskmistress.

	 

	-0-

	 

	A couple days later, Jess saw something he never thought he would see in his life: his father taking orders from Andrea. Well, it wasn’t so much “taking orders," as it was that he was cleaning the living room as she watched, and she told him what to do and when to do it. This went completely against his father's character. But there he was, in his pink shorts and some pink sandals Cynthia bought him a few days before and a frilly white apron as he dusted and polished and vacuumed, while Andrea sat on the couch in a housedress and royal blue pumps telling him what to do next and what to do again. She seemed to be enjoying herself very much. And strangely, his father didn't seem to mind at all.

	When Jess first saw this, he felt sick to his stomach. He wanted to race into the living room and tell his father... something. But that "something" was the problem because he wasn't sure what the "something" was. Indeed, he wasn’t even sure what upset him. Both his father and Andrea seemed happy and it was important to have a clean house. So what was the problem? He scratched his head. Maybe there was no problem?

	 

	-0-

	It was time. Jess brushed back his hair. He felt the buttons on his shirt to make sure they were all closed. He took a deep breath. Then he walked right up to Kaylee Summers, who had been surrounded by friends a moment before and now was alone in the hallway.

	"Hi," he said and his voice squeaked. "Kaylee...." "Hi Jess," she said and she smiled demurely.

	Jess smiled that she knew his name. "I was...wondering...if you'd...like to go to the prom with me?"

	Kaylee frowned for the briefest of moments before the smile returned to her lips.

	"Prom?"

	"Yes…prom."

	"That's still months away."

	Jess felt his heart sink "Oh, yeah."

	Kaylee bit her lip. "Maybe we could go out on a date first and think about prom later?

	Now Jess smiled. "That would be great!"

	"How about Friday night?" she asked. "At Burgerville?" “Sure," Jess squeaked.

	"I' ..I’ll see you then." “Sure!"

	And like that, Jess had a date for Friday night at the burger shop near the school.

	His life was looking up!

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess felt high all day after Kaylee agreed to their date. He felt happy and alive. When he got home, he did his homework in record time, then he helped cook dinner and set the table before going upstairs to change for yoga. After slipping on his favorite pink and white striped leotard, he made his way downstairs. His father was already sitting on the floor in a red leotard. Cynthia sat on the couch wearing a pink Sweater, pleated white skirt and white pumps with five-inch heels. Andrea, who liked to watch Jess and his father do yoga, sat next to her in blue jeans and yellow platform pumps.

	"There's Jessie," said Andrea when Jess appeared at the door. "We were starting to wonder if you were coming."

	"Of course I was coming. I love doing yoga," Jess said.

	Andrea laughed. "I'm sure," she said and she winked at her mother.

	Jess didn't know what the wink was about, so he ignored it. Andrea often tried to mock him, but it mostly went over his head. Not to mention, he didn’t care because he felt great. Plus, he trusted Andrea implicitly, so what did it matter.

	"Come on, Sport," said Tom. "Let's get started."

	Jess sat down and began stretching. That's when he noticed that his father's nails were pink "Dad...are your nails pink?"

	Tom laughed. "That's exactly the same tone my secretary used today to ask the exact same question!" In fact, she said a good deal more, but Tom didn’t remember it, not after Pamela told him that he looked great and that he shouldn’t worry about what his secretary Helen had said. Tom was coming to like Pamela very much, but he wasn't nearly as thrilled with Helen as he had been.

	Jess gasped. He suddenly felt very sick "You wore pink nails to work?!" “Sure, why not?" asked his father with a puzzled look on his face.

	Cynthia set down her magazine. "Yes, Jess, why not? your father is the boss and he can wear anything he wants. And we happen to think he looks better with pink nails than just bland clear nails, don't we dear·?"

	"Exactly," said Tom.

	"Right, why should women be the only ones who can have all the fun!" Andrea added.

	"But they're pink! Only girls wear pink!" Jess protested. "Oh, don't be so old fashioned," Cynthia said.

	"You'd look great with pink nails too, Jess," said Andrea. "Absolutely, you would!" agreed Cynthia.

	“Sure Jess, why don't you give it a try?" Tom asked. Jess looked stunned. "But they're for girls."

	"Andrea, why don't you get your polishes and show Jess what he would look like with pink polish," Cynthia said.

	"I...... "

	"Nonsense!" said Cynthia.

	"I.... ," Jess repeated, but Andrea rose and left the room.

	"Trust me, Jess," said Cynthia, "you'll look lovely with pink nails. After you see them, you won't ever want any other color! You won't ever want dull nails again!" Then she snapped her fingers.

	Jess felt somewhat assured by Cynthia's words. She had been right about everything else, and if his father could wear pink nails, then surely he could too. Not to mention, his nails did Iook rather dulI.

	Moments later, Andrea returned with a vial of hot-pink polish and began painting his nails. Jess kept thinking about protesting, but simply couldn’t, not with everyone watching him to see his reaction. He really didn’t want to disappoint them. In fact, when he tried to protest, all that happened was that he blushed. So about ten minutes later, Jess sat on the couch in his pink leotard and pink flats with hot-pink nails on his fingertips.

	"There you go!" Andrea said. "You look great!" "Top notch, Sport," said Tom.

	“Very attractive," said Cynthia. "The girls at school will love your nails!"

	Jess felt a strange sensation course through his body and he suddenly realized that his penis had become erect. He didn’t know what excited him about this, but something did. Maybe it was the idea that the girls at school would find this attractive? In any event, he liked the feeling, at least at first. Then he realized that he wasn’t wearing his jeans, he was only wearing the thin leotard, which wouldn’t hide his erection at all. He blushed. Then he instinctively tried to crouch down into a ball to hide it. This made him feel tiny and vulnerable. He looked up and saw Andrea smirking at him, which only made this worse because it made him nervous and suddenly made him question whether having pink nails was a good thing.

	"I don't know," Jess said and he blushed. He was unable to look the others in the eyes. "I'm not sure this is a good idea."

	"Of course it is," said Cynthia. "They look great and you should leave them that way from now on."

	"Unless he wants to try other colors, isn't that right, mother?" asked Andrea.

	"Well of course, if he wants to try other colors," she agreed.

	Jess felt increasingly nervous. The idea of having pink nails at school scared him. He knew the other students would tease him to no end, even if his nails did look good. "I can't go to school like this!"

	Cynthia laughed. "Of course, you can. If your father can wear painted nails to work, then you can wear them to school."

	"But-"

	"No, I won’t hear another word."

	 

	-0-

	 

	Even though Tom remembered everything going fine at work with his new pink nails, things hadn’t gone quite as smoothly as he believed. When he walked through the shop floor to the office, several of the workers stared at him. When he waved to them, their jaws dropped.

	Then he reached the office.

	"A little early for Halloween, isn't it?" Helen asked. "What do you mean?" Tom asked. He seemed confused. Trish giggled.

	"What do you think I mean?" Helen asked and she held up her own hands to show her own nails, which were dark red.

	"I don't follow you," Tom said.

	Helen stared at him. "Are you joking?"

	Tom glared at her. "Just tell me," he growled. "I'm in no mood for games." "your nails, Tom."

	"What about them?"

	Helen scowled. "Are you kidding me? They're pink, Tom. Pink!"

	"Well obviously, that's the color I painted them. What's your point?" he asked sharply.

	Her jaw dropped. "What's my point?!" she asked. "Yes, what's your point?" he demanded.

	Helen froze. She realized that Tom was getting quite upset. She took a deep breath and tried to stay calm. "Tom." She paused. "Men don't paint their fingernails pink-" "Of course, they do," he insisted.

	Helen nibbed her throat. "Ok, fine," she said and she walked back to her desk "If you want to paint your nails, then you're the boss and you can paint your nails."

	"Right," he said, "I'm the boss and I can wear what I want." Tom shook his head and went to his office. He had no idea what Helen had been trying to say, but he didn’t like her tone. He was annoyed.

	A few minutes later, Pamela came by and reinforced the idea that there was nothing wrong with him painting his nails and she took the opportunity to point out that Helen was being disloyal.

	"Those are lovely nails, Tom," she said. This made Tom smile. "Thank you, Pamela."

	"I can't believe Helen was nasty to you about your nails."

	Tom pursed his lips. "Yeah, I'm not sure what that was about." "Probably jealousy since her nails are nowhere near as nice."

	Tom shrugged his shoulders. He never knew Helen to be jealous of anyone, but it made sense. Maybe Helen wasn't the great secretary he thought she was?

	Pamela continued. "You should wear your nails proudly and go round and show everyone. I'll bet they'd all love to see them, no matter what Helen says. You could even suggest to each of them that they follow your lead and paint their nails just like yours."

	"I'm not sure," Tom said. Something seemed wrong with this idea. "Of course, you're sure," she said sweetly.

	Tom ran his fingers through his hair and then scratched his head. Something seemed very wrong with this idea.

	"I really think you should," she repeated. Tom took a deep breath. He felt confused. Pamela snapped her fingers.

	Suddenly, everything became clear to Tom, like a light switch had flipped in his head. He decided this would in fact be a good idea. So for the next half-hour·, Tom went from employee to employee showing them his nails and suggesting that they paint theirs the same. Surprisingly, this didn't go over too well, as most of the employees appeared uncomfortable and several even made snide comments. Still, Tom kept at it. And when Helen tried to stop him, he yelled at her, which didn't go over well either. So she returned to her desk in a foul mood and let Tom do his thing... with Pamela at his side.

	 

	-0-

	 

	That night, which was a Friday, Jess felt intensely nervous as he sat in his room thinking about school the following Monday. It was clear that neither Cynthia nor Andrea would let him remove the hot-pink polish, but he just couldn't go to school like this. No matter what they said, he knew that boys simply did not wear hot-pink polish on their nails and he knew he would be intensely humiliated if he tried it.

	"What's wrong?" Andrea asked from his doorway. She had been passing by in the hallway and noticed him sitting on his bed, looking pensive.

	"I can't wear these nails to school!" he blurted out and he held up his hands to show her his nails.

	“Sure you can." Andrea walked over to his desk and picked up his headphones. "Why don't you listen to some music and try to calm down." She turned on the headphones and heard the sounds of heavy metal. "Whoa! There's the problem. How can you relax listening to that?"

	"But-"

	Andrea ignored him and left with the headphones. When she returned, Jess heard the sounds of a boy band coming from the headphones. He hated that kind of music.

	"I'm not listening to a boy band," he said. "Why not?"

	"Because I'm not gay."

	"Trust me, it's a lot more relaxing."

	"No."

	Andrea smirked and balanced her foot on the heel of her shoe with her toes pointed up in the air. Her toenails were painted the same hot pink as Jess's fingernails. "I'll make you a deal."

	"What kind of deal?"

	"If you listen to this entire album and you don't find it relaxing and you don't want to listen to it again, then I'll take the polish off your fingers."

	"Seriously?" "Seriously."

	"Deal!" If the price of saving his masculinity from attack at school was listening to some lame boy band, then he would pay it gladly. He took the headphones and slid them on his ears. The music sucked. He hated it. He hated the idea of it. Five boys singing to a bunch of screaming girls just made him feel dirty even listening to it. The second song was even worse. Five more songs to go. The third wasn't so bad, but anyone could get lucky. The fourth wasn't so bad either. Three more songs to go and the album would be over. Then he could get this polish off his nails. Interestingly, the fifth song was actually pretty good. Jess almost felt like playing it again. The sixth song... well, that was great. Jess was shamed. In fact, when he saw that Andrea wasn't watching him, he started it over just to hear it again. And again... and again.

	"Ok, give me my back my CD," Andrea said as she ripped the headphones from his head before he even got to the final song.

	"Wait, I want to listen to it again."

	She smiled. "I'm sure you do. It's great, isn't it?" Jess nodded. "I had no idea they were so good."

	Andrea handed him his headphones again. "All right, you can listen to this all you want. .. listen all night long."

	Jess smiled and put the headphones back on his head. His nails were forgotten.

	 

	-0-

	 

	About an hour later, Andrea walked into his room again. She never knocked, which annoyed him. But he was still feeling high from discovering this new album so he didn’t make a big deal of it.

	"I brought you some things," Andrea said. "I bought these at the mall this afternoon."

	"What things?" Jess asked with genuine curiosity.

	"Some new shirts," she said, and she set them down on his bed. "And in this bag," she said as she held up a red shopping bag with a logo Jess didn't recognize, "are some new shoes to replace your ratty ones."

	Jess looked at his “collection" of shoes. He a pair of old sneakers and a pair of loafers with a hole in the sole. He certainly could use some new shoes. "Gee, thanks!" he said. "You really are a great sister!"

	Andrea smiled and hung the shirts in his closet. Then she tossed his old ones into the shopping bag.

	"What are you doing with those?"

	"We're donating them. Mom wants you and your father to start wearing nicer clothes, and we’re getting rid of the old ones to make room for the new ones."

	"That makes sense, I guess," Jess said as he reached into the bag to pull out his new shoes. The first ones he pulled out were a pair of pink tennis shoes. "Uh, these are pink?"

	"Obviously."

	"I can't wear those!" "Why not?" she asked.

	"They're pink They're for women!" "We got them in the men's section."

	Jess bit his lip. If she got them in the men's section, then clearly they must be for men. Maybe pink was the new color this year·? He wasn’t very fashion conscious, so he wouldn't necessarily know these things.

	"Trust me, the girls will love them. But try on the others, I want to make sure they fit," Andrea said as she crammed his old shoes into the donation bag.

	Jess reached into the bag again and pulled out a pair of cherry-red penny loafers.

	These had a one inch heel. Jess gasped. His mind went temporarily blank.

	"You'll love those," Andrea said firmly. Then she repeated it and snapped her fingers.

	Jess felt a moment of conflict. He did like these shoes. In fact, he loved them. But something inside him told him that he shouldn't. Still. .. he did. He looked at Andrea. "I love them!" he squealed and he hugged her.

	Andrea laughed. "I thought you would love those! Now put them on, Jess."

	Jess slid his feet into the shoes, but they were very tight. "Shoot! I don't think they fit."

	"Hold on, you can't wear socks with those. your socks are too thick," Andrea said, and she reached into the bag and pulled out a package of pantyhose. "Wear these."

	"I can’t wear pantyhose!" "Why not?" "Everyone will know!"

	"No one's going to know unless you drop your pants and show them." "But look at the color! They'll see them around my ankles."

	"I'll get you some black ones, they'll look like socks." Jess felt reassured. "Ok, let's get some black ones." "I'll do it later, put these on to see if they fit."

	Jess hesitated.

	"Now what?" Andrea asked with some exasperation. "You're in here, I don’t want get naked."

	"Jess, I've seen it all before. Now do as I say and put on the pantyhose." Jess didn't move.

	"Now!"

	Jess reluctantly unzipped his shorts and pulled them down. Andrea had to stifle a giggle when she saw that he was wearing pink satin panties with little yellow flowers and yellow lace trim on them and that he had a tiny erection pushing against them. She knew that he and his father both wore panties, but she hadn't seen either in panties yet. The erection was even funnier to her, especially when Jess blushed and tried to fold himself in a ball to hide his erection as he pulled the pantyhose up his legs. He looked really timid.

	When Jess Finally got the pantyhose in place, he reached for the shorts he had been wearing, but Andrea grabbed them and held them away from him.

	"No point in putting those back on until we see if the shoes fit," she said.

	Jess blushed even further. "But. .. but my... you'll see my... " Andrea shook her head.

	Jess hung his head and did as he was he told. He slid his feet into the shoes. They fit.

	"Now walk around the room."

	Jess tried to walk back and forth with his back still bent and his hands covering his little erection. He looked awkward and unbalanced.

	Andrea exhaled loudly. "Do it right!" she insisted. "Stand up straight." She grabbed his hands and pulled them away from his erection. "Hands at your sides. Now try it again."

	Jeff turned bright, bright red, but did as he was told. He took several steps and appeared to have better balance. His erection stood out before him like a little finger wrapped in panties. It twitched with each step.

	Andrea still wasn't satisfied. "This room isn't large enough. Let's go downstairs." "Downstairs?"

	"Yes, downstairs." She took his hand and pulled him out of the room.

	"But mom and dad are downstairs," he protested as she led him down the stairs. "Can't I put my shorts back on first?"

	"No."

	"But they'll see my... my... it sticks out."

	A minute later, the embarrassed boy was walking back and forth across the living room floor, showing he could master these shoes with no problem. His erection poked out beneath his panties and the pantyhose. Even though Cynthia, Andrea, and his father never mentioned it, this humiliated him and he turned bright red. Every time his heels struck the floor, it twitched and he felt that much more on display... and oddly submissive.

	When Jess finished, everyone applauded.

	"You look fabulous in those shoes, honey!" said Cynthia. "Yeah, you look great, Sport!" said Tom.

	"They're totally you!" added Andrea.

	Jess felt great about that, though this didn't overcome the humiliation he felt. He wanted to go back to his room to change, but Cynthia wouldn't let him.

	"Let's get ready for dinner," she said. "Can I go change?" he pleaded.

	She laughed. "No. Go put on your apron and help your father."

	And so he did. As his father cooked and as Andrea and Cynthia watched, with both repeatedly needing to stifle giggles, he worked in the kitchen, wearing only panties, pantyhose, high-heeled loafers and a short white apron - Andrea picked this one. His erection stood out the entire time and bounced up and down with every step he took Still, despite the humiliation he felt from his erection, the more he wore these shoes, the more he liked them, even though he had to wear the warm, tight pantyhose with them. His hot-pink nails were growing on him too.

	When the cooking was well on its way to being finished, Jess got another surprise. At Cynthia's instance, his father left the kitchen momentarily and came back wearing a pair of pink sandals with a three-inch wedge heel made of cork

	"Great shoes, dad!" Jess said without thinking.

	Tom turned to face his son and smiled. He twisted his ankle to show a better angle.

	"I love them. your mother bought them for me and I think they're fantastic." "They look great."

	"They're really comfortable too."

	"They look it. I'll have to get some," Jess said.

	"I don't think they're as pretty as yours though," Tom said. "Oh sure they are," said Jess.

	Both males felt very happy. Neither Tom nor Jess noticed Cynthia and Andrea smirking at each other.

	
 

	Chapter 5: "Heels"

	 

	Jess didn’t think twice about going to school dressed as he was. Indeed, it seemed quite natural for him to wear panties and pantyhose beneath his jeans, a shimmering silky white blouse with the delicate little pearl buttons on the wrong side and white lace inlaid on the collar, and his new cherry-red loafers with the two-inch heels. It also seemed natural to him to have hot-pink nails. It did not seem natural to the other students however, and as he walked to his locker, he noticed several of them staring at him and laughing. He wasn’t sure what the problem was, but this made him feel very insecure and very weak Surprisingly, that feeling triggered an erection.

	When he reached his locker, the two students on either side looked at him, laughed and walked away. This made him feel even smaller, and yet somehow, this thrilled him. He didn’t understand that at all, but he did sort of enjoy the thrill of it.

	"What are you wearing?!" demanded a feminine voice behind him.

	Jess turned to see Kaylee and a girlfriend behind him. "Hi Kaylee, how are you?"

	"What are you wearing?!" she repeated. "What do you mean?" he asked.

	"Why are you dressed that way?!" "You like?"

	Her jaw dropped. "Are you kidding?"

	Jess looked down at his clothes. He saw nothing wrong with the way he was dressed. It looked clean and sort of preppy. It was much nicer than the way he used to dress.

	"Why are you wearing girl's clothes?" she asked through gritted teeth. " These aren't girl's clothes," he protested.

	Kaylee glared at him. "I know girl's clothes when I see them! And why are your nails pink?!" She pointed her finger in his face, a finger which also had a pink nail. "If you're hying to embarrass me, then you can forget Friday's date!"

	"I'm not! Honest!" he said. " Then explain this to me!"

	Jess bit his lip. He wasn’t quite sure what she was upset about, so he didn’t know what to explain.

	She squinted her eyes. "I'm going to assume this was all some joke, because I thought you were cute. But I won't be made a fool of. You get one more chance, understand?!" She stormed off without waiting for a reply.

	Jess ran his fingers through his hair. "I wonder what that was about?"

	-0-

	 

	That afternoon, Jess sat on his bed moping. He was still struggling to understand what the problem was. Kaylee seemed really upset at him, but he didn’t understand why. How could she not like the fact that he was hying so hard to improve his appearance?

	"What's wrong," asked Andrea. She walked right into his room, sat down at his desk and crossed her legs. She was still dressed for school in a black minidress and rainbow colored sandals.

	"Nothing," he said. He had no desire to share his misery with Andrea. sure, she had turned out to be a decent sister, but he didn’t want to share this with anyone. He needed to figure this out for himself

	"Tell me," she insisted.

	Jess instantly started speaking. "It's just this girl. I asked her out the other day and she was all like, 'yeah,' only now she's upset at the way I dress."

	"'What upset her?"

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. She doesn't like it. It's not like it's all that different than what I used to wear·. I just want to look nicer, that's all."

	"And you do."

	"She doesn't like it for some reason."

	Andrea chuckled to herself "I can't imagine what would upset her," she thought. "Maybe the sissy hair, the sissy nails, the sissy blouse, the sissy shorts, or the sissy heels?" She had to stifle a giggle before speaking. "Did she mention anything specific?" she asked in as sympathetic a tone as she could muster.

	Jess tried to remember, but none of what she said made sense to him. "She seemed to hate my shoes and my nails... I think"

	Andrea smiled. "We can fix that."

	Jess sighed. "I hope so. She's giving me one more chance on our date Friday. She said that if l don't dress right, then she's going to dump me." He groaned. "Dumped before it even started. How embarrassing!"

	Andrea patted him on his stockinged leg. "Well, I'll help you out. I'll help you make sure that you make a huge impression on her." Jess smiled. "Really?"

	“Sure. And in the meantime, I know what will cheer you up." "What?"

	She laughed. "The same thing that cheers everyone up: new clothes!"

	Jess furrowed his brow. This wasn’t what he had in mind. Although, maybe it ·would cheer him up. He definitely liked getting clothes these days. He smiled.

	Andrea took Jess's hand and led him to her bedroom. On the bed were several bags from local stores. Again, Jess didn’t recognize the names. She set Jess down at her vanity and grabbed the first bag. From it, she pulled out a baby blue teddie, trimmed with pink lace, and pink floral embroidery down the front of the bodice.

	"What's that?" he asked.

	"These are like pajamas for girls."

	Jess furrowed his brow. "I'm not a girl!" Andrea laughed. "Try it on."

	"I'm not a girl," he insisted.

	Andrea scowled at him. "I said try it on. You'll like this."

	Jess felt something click in his mind and he suddenly wanted to try on the teddie. "It does look dreamy," he said. He took the teddie and started to leave. "Where are you going?" Andrea asked.

	"To change."

	"You can do that here."

	"I don't want you seeing me naked."

	Andrea laughed. "I see you naked all the time. You never close your door, remember?"

	Jess blushed.

	Andrea laughed again and held up her pinky at ah angle. "Trust me, I've seen you naked," she said mockingly.

	Jess felt utterly humiliated. sure, his penis wasn't as large as some of the other kids, but surely it wasn't that small either. And it killed him that she had seen it. He wanted to scream and run away, but he didn’t. He knew that Andrea had his best interests at heart.

	"Now put on the teddie and stop being a sissy," she insisted.

	Without thinking, Jess stripped naked and slid on the teddie. His penis stood at attention the entire time, but he barely noticed it as he was still hearing her mocking laughter in his ears. For some reason, this excited him and it made his little penis hard.

	Andrea moved around him, pulling the teddie in several locations to make sure it sat correctly. Then she tied one of the bows, which had become untied. "It suits you," she said and she led him to the large mirror.

	Jess stared at himself in the mirror. Something was very wrong with this image, but he couldn’t take his eyes off it. He loved this look for some reason. He really, really loved it. He smiled. "This is great!"

	Andrea laughed. "See, I told you. Just wait 'tit mom and dad see you!" "I can’t wear this around the house, it's for bedtime."

	"You can wear it in the evenings. Lots of women do." "But won't it be too cold?"

	Andrea reached into the bag and pulled out a matching lace trimmed and embroidered robe. "That's why you wear this.”

	"Oh," he said. Then he held out his arms and Andrea helped him slide into the robe. He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked fabulous. Unfortunately, the robe was too long and he found himself stepping on it. "Darn, it's too long."

	"Don't worry," Andrea said. She turned around and pulled a shoe box from another bag. "That's what these are for." She opened the box and pulled out a pair of matching satin mules with four·-inch heels.

	"Those are beautiful," Jess said. "I know... and they're your s." "Really?!" he gasped.

	Andrea smiled. "Really." She set them on the floor before him and he stepped into them. He'd never worn mules before and he'd never worn shoes with more than a one-inch heel, so these were quite an adjustment, but he would get the hang of it before the night was over.

	"These are great!" he gushed. "Let's show mom," Andrea said.

	Jess carefully navigated his way down the stairs and then waited in the kitchen while

	Andrea set the stage. He could hear her speaking to Cynthia in the living room. "I have a fantastic surprise for you, mom!" Andrea said.

	"What a coincidence, I have one for you!" Cynthia responded. "Who goes first?"

	Cynthia laughed. "Why don't we go together." "Ok, on the count of three, agreed?" "Agreed."

	Andrea snick her head into the kitchen. "We're going to count to three and then you should come into the room."

	Jess smiled. "Ok"

	Andrea returned to the living room and stood next to her mother. Both women wore slacks, heels and Sweaters. They held hands and began to count: "One... two... three!"

	On three, Jess stepped into the living room. At the same time, his father stepped into the living room through the other  entrance. They stared at each other. Both wore teddies, robes and mules.

	Everyone burst out laughing.

	Tom tottered over and hugged his son. "You look great, Sport!" "Thanks, dad! So do you!"

	"And isn't this amazingly comfortable? I mean, the material is so soft and so sensual," Tom said.

	"I know, dad. I love the heels too. They make me feel so sexy!" Jess said, and the moment he did, he suddenly wondered how he could believe this. This seemed shocking to him... but then the thought passed and everything seemed normal again. And in fact, he did love the heels and they did make him feel sexy.

	Cynthia smirked when she noticed that both males had erections. "I think they like it."

	"Yes, they do," Andrea said with a giggle.

	"All right, boys," Cynthia said. "It's obvious that you both love your new nighties.

	From now on, why don't you both wear these after you do your yoga each night." "That sounds like a great idea," Tom said.

	“Sure," Jess agreed.

	And so each night thereafter, Tom and Jess would do their yoga and then switch into teddies and heels for the rest of the evening. Cynthia and Andrea, however, would continue to wear whatever clothes they saw fit. And every few days, Cynthia would come home with new teddies and new heels for the boys.
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	Two days later brought yet another change. Jess had just finished his homework when Cynthia called him downstairs. Andrea stood behind Cynthia.

	"Jess, we’ve got a little problem," said his stepmother. "What kind of problem?" asked Jess.

	"Andrea wanted to help out around the house, so I asked her to do the laundry. Unfortunately, your father had already put bleach in the washer last night without my knowledge. So I asked her to add bleach and run the washer. She did. And now all of your and your father's shorts and pants are ruined."

	"Oh no!" Jess said.

	"Yes, but don’t worry. We can buy more. But until we do, you and your father can wear skirts around the house."

	"Skirts?"

	Cynthia frowned at him. "Don't give me any grief about this, Jess. Andrea feels bad enough already."

	Jess looked at Andrea, who didn’t seem the least bit upset, judging by the smirk on her face.

	Cynthia continued. "Besides, it's only for around the house and it will only be for a couple days until we can buy you new pants."

	"I guess it's no big deal. I can keep wearing the pants I'm wearing now," said Jess, as he looked down at his jeans. It was a good thing he hadn’t switched into his workout clothes yet or he would have nothing to wear to school tomorrow.

	His stepmother shook her head. "No, I don’t want you ruining those. Save those for school. Go upstairs and take them off. Andrea will get you a skirt you can wear tonight." Jess pursed his lips. He didn’t like this idea at all.

	"Don’t make that sour face, young man," Cynthia said. "It was just a mistake and mistakes happen. Now apologize to Andrea for making her feel bad."

	"Me?!"

	"Yes, you."

	Jess bit his tongue. He could see Andrea smirking behind her mother and it made his face burn red.

	"I mean it, young man," Cynthia insisted.

	Jess hated the idea of apologizing to Andrea for a mistake she made which would force him to wear skirts! She should be the one apologizing. But he knew that Cynthia was not going to let him leave until he did this. He took a deep breath. "I'm sorry for making you feel bad," he said through gritted teeth.

	Andrea smirked but said nothing in response, which made him feel even angrier. "Now go with Andrea and she'll get you a nice skirt," said his stepmother.

	Jess followed Andrea upstairs to her room, where she made him remove his pants and hand them to her. Then she pulled a silky pleated pink skirt from her closet. She handed it to Jess and he stepped into it. Then she zipped it up behind him and made him stand before the mirror.

	"You look cute," Andrea said.

	Jess felt surprisingly happy at hearing this. Plus, he did have to admit that the skirt looked good on him. It fit perfectly around his waist and it hung to just below his knees, where it danced around his legs as he moved. It was cute.

	Andrea patted him on the rear. "Good to go, girlfriend."

	Jess felt a sudden charge when she said this and his penis jumped to attention, causing a cute little bump in the front of the skirt. He instinctively dropped his hands to cover it.

	Andrea laughed. "Well, somebody likes skirts!"

	Jess blushed, though he couldn’t refute what she said.

	"Oh, wait!" she said. "We should get a photo to commemorate your first skirt. This

	IS your first, right?" she asked, and she smiled mischievously.

	"Yes, this is my first," he said defensively and he blushed. Even though he liked this skirt a lot, he somehow realized that having worn one before would have been embarrassing, so he was happy that he hadn't worn one until now.

	Andrea pulled her camera from a drawer and made him strike a pose where he put his feet together, stood on tiptoes and blew her a kiss. She took the picture. "Run along now, girlfriend. Go show my mother your cute skirt."

	He did.

	Jess's first day in skirts was an interesting experience. He had to get used to sitting differently so no one could look up his skirt and he had to learn to smooth his skirt before he sat down so it didn't pull. It also felt strange to have fresh, cold air shoot up his skirt and caress his panties. None of this was unpleasant, it was just unusual.

	Later that night, when Jess came downstairs to help out with dinner, he found his father showing off a housedress to Cynthia and Andrea. He seemed to be loving the attention, and the girls were giving him a lot of it, but Jess couldn't help but feel there was something wrong with this scene. Not that it was strange for his father to wear a dress, that didn't seem to bother him, but it seemed like Andrea and Cynthia were mocking him more than praising him.

	"Hey Sport, check out my dress!" Jess's father said when he saw Jess. He twirled around so Jess could see it from all angles. The dress was a pencil dress with capped sleeves and a square collar·. It was cream-colored with a green, red and yellow floral pattern, and the hem stopped mid-calf. On his feet, Tom wore the pink sandals he wore all the time now, with the three-inch wedge heel made of cork. His toenails matched the green in the dress.

	"Beautiful!" Jess said.

	"I love your skirt too," Tom said. "Spin around so I can see it."

	Jess slowly spun in a circle, just fast enough to let the pleated skirt float away from his legs.

	“Very nice! I'm so jealous!" Tom said. "You have to let me borrow that."

	This struck Jess as even more wrong than what he'd just witnessed. He knew there was something wrong with the idea of his father wanting to borrow his skirt, and this thought weighed on him suddenly. He furrowed his brow.

	"What's wrong?" asked Cynthia. "Don't you think your father's dress is pretty?"

	"I…I…it-"

	"Of course, you think it's pretty!" Cynthia said and she snapped her fingers. "You Iove it, and you Iove your father in it."

	"I'll bet you wish you could borrow it," Andrea added with a giggle.

	Andrea's giggle made Jess suddenly feel helpless, but also somewhat excited. He did love the dress and his father looked great in it. "You look great, dad! I'd love to borrow it and you can definitely borrow my skirt too!"

	Tom smiled.

	"One thing, though," Cynthia said. "What's that?" Tom and Jess both asked.

	"If you're going to start wearing skirts, then you both need to shave your legs." "Good call, mom!" said Andrea.

	"I expect both of you to be properly shaved after your next showers," Cynthia said. "What do you mean?" Jess asked. "That sounds like you have some long term idea in mind that we're going to start wearing dresses. I thought we were only wearing these because our pants were ruined? Why do we need to shave our legs for a couple days?"

	Cynthia laughed. "Well, I'm not going to make you go back to pants now that I see how much you two love wearing skirts. That wouldn't be fair."

	"But what if-"

	Cynthia shook her head. "Don't worry about it, Jess. You can both wear skirts, and we don't need to say another word about it. Now help your father set the table," she said and she snapped her fingers again.

	Jess shrugged his shoulders and set the table.
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	The evening wasn't over yet, however. In fact, the biggest shock of the evening was yet to come. As Jess set the table, Cynthia suddenly told him to add another place setting. They were having a guest, though she wouldn't say who. This made Jess and Tom nervous as Jess wore a skirt and Tom wore a dress and they didn't really want to be seen by anyone. But Cynthia wouldn't let them change, saying only to their request that she wouldn't hear of letting them change. So they waited anxiously to see who was coming.

	A few minutes before dinner, the doorbell rang. Tom and Jess looked at each other.

	·Whoever was coming was here.

	Cynthia rose and went to the front door, telling the others to stay where they were. She returned about a minute later with a rather Iarge male, whom Cynthia identified as Warren. By Jess's estimate, Warren was round six foot five and had bulging muscles. Jess also noticed that he was holding Cynthia's hand. Tom must have noticed the same thing, as his face turned bright red and his lips curled into a snail. Indeed, the look on Tom's face told Jess that his father was not at all happy about this.

	"So how do you know Cynthia, Warren?" Tom asked through gritted teeth. Warren smirked at Tom. "Nice dress."

	Tom blushed. "Thank you," he said nervously. "How do you know Cynthia?" he repeated.

	"Why don't you have a seat, dear·," Cynthia said to Warren. "Tom and Jess were just about to serve dinner."

	“Sure," Warren said and he gave Cynthia a quick kiss on the cheek Tom clenched his teeth.

	Warren sat down in Tom's seat, next to Cynthia. She sat down as well. They still held hands under the table. Andrea sat across from them and took up that entire side of the table by sitting sideways. This meant Jess and Tom needed to cram together at the edge of the table after they finished serving everyone.

	As Tom and Jess served dinner, Cynthia, Warren, and Andrea made small talk They said nothing that would tell Tom or Jess why Warren was here or how, or how long, he had known Cynthia. Finally, Tom and Jess joined the others at the table. They looked silly crammed together as the others sat so well spread out and with such extra space.

	"You've outdone yourself, Tom," said Cynthia when she tasted the meal. She turned to Warren. "Tom does all the cooking and cleaning round here. He's a regular housewife by now,"

	"He's certainly got the dress for it," Warren said and he laughed.

	Andrea burst out laughing at this and nearly spat out what she had been chewing.

	Tom blushed, but said nothing. Jess couldn't tell if his father was upset or, perhaps worse, happy for the compliment - overall, the comment struck Jess as mean, even if it was a nice compliment. In either event, Jess wasn’t happy. He felt humiliated for his father. Who was this man? How did he know Cynthia? And why was he here?

	The rest of dinner continued like this, with Cynthia and Warren essentially talking to each other while Warren made the occasional comment about Tom's legs, his dress, his heels, or his nails. When dinner was over, Cynthia and Warren sat together on the couch in the living room as Jess and Tom cleaned up the kitchen. Andrea went upstairs to do her homework

	"Do you know who this Warren is, dad?" asked Jess as he rinsed dishes. Tom shrugged his shoulders. "I have no idea."

	"Has Cynthia ever mentioned him before?"

	Tom shook his head.

	"I can't believe she brought him to dinner," Jess whispered.

	"It would have been nice if she had at least told us he was coming," Tom said.

	Jess looked at his father. Why wasn't he more outraged? He was clearly

	embarrassed, but why not outraged?

	"I don't think a warning would have helped. She shouldn’t have brought him at all,” Jess said.

	"Now Jess-"

	"I don't like how he kept pointing out your clothes too," Jess growled.

	Tom blushed. "Oh, he was just trying to be nice." Tom looked over his shoulder.

	"Still, it was a little embarrassing, I have to admit. I'm not quite sure what it was, but there was something in his tone that I didn’t like."

	Jess nodded his head. He felt the same. He now looked over his shoulder as well before speaking. "Don't you think you should be in the living room with them?" he whispered. "To keep an eye on him or something?"

	Tom bit his lip. "Maybe." "Maybe?!"

	"Jess, this kitchen won’t clean itself"

	"I know but-"

	"You know your mother likes a spotless kitchen," Tom said.

	They both looked at each other and blushed. Nothing more was said. And by the time they finished with all the extra· duties Cynthia pushed on them that evening, Warren had left.

	
 

	Chapter 6: "Attitudes"

	 

	Brenda examined Jess carefully as he ate. Something was very wrong here. His hair was too long and too wavy. It hung to the middle of his back where it had upswept curls which clearly made it a girl's cut. In fact, most girls would kill to have hair like his. His nails were long and oval shaped - purely by chance they weren’t painted today because he misjudged the time before school and didn't get the chance to repaint them yet, otherwise they would have been pink. His shirt was a blouse, with pearl buttons. His pink shorts were clearly girl's shorts as they were tight, had no pockets and were pink. They were basically hotpants. His loafers were obviously women’s shoes as well, as they were cherry-red and had two-inch heels. And now he had two silver studs in both ears. "What's going on, Jess?" she asked.

	"What do you mean?"

	"Why are you wearing women’s clothes? Why are your nails long and oval? Look at your hair!"

	Jess smiled. "Isn't it gorgeous?"

	"Jess, boys don't wear a hairstyle like that and they don’t want 'gorgeous' hair." "What do you mean?" he asked again.

	"I mean, you look like a girl, Jess!" she blurted out.

	Jess laughed. "Oh mom, you're just not into the latest fashion. Trust me, I read it in Women's Fashion."

	Brenda's jaw dropped. "When did you start reading Women's Fashion?!"

	"Oh, that's my favorite. I read it each night during yoga. Dad likes it too." Brenda's jaw dropped even further. "your father... Tom the caveman, reads Women's Fashion?"

	"Yeah, but he prefers Young Miss."

	"You're putting me on," she insisted.

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. "No. Why do you say that?"

	Brenda raised ah eyebrow. "Out of curiosity, has your father said  anything about the way you dress these days?"

	“Sure."

	"Does he approve?"

	"Yeah, he likes most of what I wear·. I have this great pink skirt he really likes. He borrows it all the time. Of course, I borrow his stuff too."

	Brenda stared in amazement at her son. "You own a pink skirt?"

	"Yes."

	"And your father borrows it?"

	“Sure. He likes it. It goes really well with these pink wedges he has." Brenda was speechless.

	"Oh and I Finally asked out Kaylee Summers."

	Brenda still wasn't able to respond. The idea of her ex-husband roaming the world in high heels and a pink skirt was simply too hard to process. She didn't know whether to burst out laughing or to scream that something was terribly wrong here... or both.

	Jess continued. "We're going out this Friday. Things are going really well all around at school actually. My grades are up and I've made a lot of female friends lately. They say that I'm a 'fashion trendsetter.' Neat, isn’t it?"
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	Things may have been going well for Jess, but they weren't going well for Tom at work Each day he seemed to become a little less secure in his decision making. In fact, he'd reached the point of being completely indecisive. This was :frustrating to the employees, who were used to getting clear instructions on how to do their jobs.

	Another problem was that to keep the company running despite his sudden inability to make decisions, Tom started to rely on Pamela. Indeed, Pamela was quick to exploit his problems and made herself a key decision maker for the company, even though she technically remained a mere office girl. She even seemed to wield the power to have people fired, as two of the employees who made fun of her when she first arrived found out. They were fired right after she began advising Tom. This made everyone nervous and kept the entire place on edge. It also meant that everyone was now afraid to speak their minds.

	And what was on their minds was the change in Tom. Not only were his nails now pink, but it was clear that he was wearing women’s flats to work each day. Also, his shirts seemed to have morphed into blouses. Moreover, his hair was growing long and had begun to look rather feminine. This was not the same Tom who once roamed the office demanding perfection from everyone.

	Because of these changes, things started to go wrong with the company. The employees weren’t working efficiently because they spent their time gossiping or waiting for Tom to make up his mind, sales began to lag as the salespeople decided against bringing Tom in to close deals, and a sort of informal revolt began to happen. Not only were the employees no longer giving it their all, or caring about the quality of their work, but they began to snicker at Tom behind his back, and this led to a slow collapse of morale and order.

	Pamela responded by firing more people, which only made things worse.
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	It was time to get Jess ready for his big date. Andrea had volunteered to help him, which made him happy. Despite his initial misgivings about her moving in, she'd proven to be quite helpful to him and he was happy that she was here now. He trusted her implicitly.

	"The first thing we need to do is figure out how casual or how formal we want you to be," Andrea said.

	"It's at the burger place near the school, so it won’t be too formal," Jess responded. "Ok, then the next question is how slutty or how prim and proper do you want to look" She held up his flats when she said prim and proper and a pair of her own platform sandals when she said slutty.

	Jess laughed. "Prim and proper."

	Andrea smirked. "I'm thinking slutty, but we can work that out. What you need first are jeans." She turned to his closet and pulled out a pair of black lo-rise jeans with pink stitching on the rear pockets. Then she grabbed some red thong panties and a pair of tan pantyhose. She knew that the top of the thong would stick out above the jeans. "Put these on first, then the jeans. Are your toes painted?" She looked down and saw red polish on his toenails. "Good."

	Jess took the panties and pantyhose and slid into them. His little erection just peeked out the top of the panties, but was held in place by the hose. He seemed to be having near constant erections these days. As he pulled up the jeans, Andrea searched his closet for an appropriate top. She found a tight pink sweater with three-quarter length sleeves.

	"This will go really nicely with these sandals," she said as she pulled a pair of black sandals from the closet. They had a minor, one-inch heel and lots of delicate straps all along the shoe. They were new and Jess had never seen them before.

	"Oh, I like this," Jess said as he examined the sweater. "And those shoes are gorgeous." He pulled on the sweater and sat down to strap on the sandals. They felt very comfortable and he loved seeing his red-painted toenails out the front of his shoes. He got the same thrill he got whenever he saw his father's toenails sticking out the front of the sandals he always wore now as well.

	Andrea handed him some silver hoops, which he fastened into his ears. Then he sat down so she could curl his hair. When she finished, he fluffed his hair and shook it out as she had taught him. She looked him over from top to bottom.

	"Almost there," she said and she pulled a pair of tweezers from her purse and began pulling hairs from his eyebrows. "This will help your face look nice and clean." "Ouch!"

	"Oh, don't be such a sissy. Girls do this all the time, and you're supposed to be tougher than a girl, right?"

	"Yeah, I guess, but it hurts."

	"That's the price of fashion, Jess."

	When Andrea was done, his eyebrows were a good deal narrower and highly arched. He liked the look a lot.

	"That does look better! It looks so much cleaner!" he gushed.

	Andrea smiled. "You look fantastic! If this Kaylee girl isn't impressed by this, then nothing will impress her!"

	"Do you think so?" "Absolutely."

	Jess hugged her.

	"Oh, I have one more surprise!" Andrea left the room and came back quickly holding a small black purse. "This is my favorite, and you can have it as a gift because tonight is so special!"

	Jess took the purse and hugged her again. "Thank you so much!"

	"I put a lip gloss in the purse. Make sure you use it to keep your lips nice and moist all night. You don't want dry lips when she tries to kiss you!"

	Jess smiled at her. He was confident the date would go well.

	It didn’t.

	Kaylee Summers got up and stormed out the moment she saw Jess enter the restaurant, and she refused to speak to him Monday at school. In fact, school was quickly becoming an all-around disaster for Jess. Most of the kids seemed to shun him. A few mocked him openly, though he wasn't sure why. They didn’t seem to like the fact that he had begun to care about his appearance. Maybe they were jealous, he told himself, but he wasn't sure. He did make several new female friends, but they also seemed to treat him differently than he expected. They giggled a lot behind his back, which made him feel insecure and weak... but also strangely excited.

	Worse than all of that, however, was that he seemed to be having a hard time dealing with things that never used to bother him. For example, gym class is one of those classes where kids push each other around. That's just the way it is. And this semester, they were playing basketball, which always caused tempers to flare. Jess never used to have a problem with this, but lately, he'd begun to feel intimidated whenever this happen. Today was the perfect example of this change.

	Jess meant to toss the ball to one of his teammates, but his aim was off and he struck a member of the other team in the face. This kid was incensed and he came racing over to yell at Jess. This shouldn’t have been a big deal because Jess had argued with him in the past and never felt the least bit scared. But today was different. Today, as soon as the other kid started yelling at him, Jess felt himself blush. His arms dropped to his sides and he hung his head. He looked down at the ground rather than looking the other kid in the eyes. And the entire time the other kid was calling him names, Jess kept nodding his head. Try as he might, Jess just couldn’t fight back

	Before Jess knew what was happening, the other kid had stopped yelling and started laughing at him. He now openly mocked Jess, calling him names like "sissy." This caused the other kids to begin laughing as well. Jess was speechless.

	Finally, the teacher came over and told the other kid to move on, but not before he took a parting shot: "You should be on the girl's team, sissy!"

	Jess heard several others repeat this as well.
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	By the time Tom wore heels to work, things had already changed dramatically. Tom was still technically the boss, but everyone treated Pamela as the real boss. They saw Tom as. . . well, they didn’t know what to make of Tom anymore. Tom had become incredibly indecisive and could no longer be relied upon to provide any useful guidance. He also deferred to Pamela in all things. Moreover, he made people uncomfortable because he dressed mainly in women’s clothes, but still claimed to be a man and acted like he wasn't wearing anything feminine. Something was clearly wrong with him, but no one knew what. And the heels weren’t going to help.

	"I think he's gay," said Trish.

	"No, he's not gay. Something else is wrong," said Helen. Trish shrugged her shoulders.

	"It's like someone is messing with his mind." Helen leaned over close to Trish's desk "You know what I think?"

	"What?"

	"I think Pamela is blackmailing him."

	Trish raised an eyebrow and then slowly nodded her head. "That does make sense." "It's the only thing that makes sense. Mark my words, there is something rotten going on here!"

	Just then, Tom walked through the door. "Good morning, everyone," he said happily.

	Trish and Helen immediately looked at his feet. Both women were shocked. Tom was wearing his now-normal suit pants, the ones without pockets and with the zipper in the back These were a rich brown, and they stopped right at his ankle. Below his ankle, Tom wore brown open-toed high-heeled pumps with a four-inch heel. This was unmistakable.

	"Tom?! What are you wearing?" Helen blurted out.

	Tom smiled. "You like?" he asked and he extended one foot forward and turned his ankle back and forth so the women could see his shoe.

	“Sure, I like them a lot," said Trish. Then she quietly added, "On a woman."

	"I think they're beautiful," gushed Tom.

	"Tom, is something going on? Are you in some sort of trouble? Maybe we can help?" Helen asked.

	Tom furrowed his brow. "No, no trouble. What makes you say that?" "Tom, heels?! Really? And not just heels, but open-toed stilettos?" "Beautiful, aren’t they?"

	“Sure, but on a man? Even you need to admit this is over the top?" Tom raised an eyebrow. "I don't follow you?"

	Helen took a deep breath and hung her head. "Fine, never mind, Tom. Yes, they're beautiful and you look like a great, big, happy sissy. Congratulations."

	Tom smiled at this for some reason. "Thanks!" Then he went to his office and waited for Pamela to come tell him what he should do that day.

	
 

	Chapter 7: "More Heels"

	 

	Football season was underway for several weeks before Tom or Jess even noticed. Normally, they were ravenous fans, but this year it never occurred to them to check. This was probably because they were so busy doing all the chores around the house and because they spent their nights doing yoga and various other activities, that they just never got the chance to think about it. One activity they started recently was doing each other's nails. Cynthia insisted that they do this because she thought it would be an excellent skill for the two boys to learn. She also insisted that once they had done each other's nails, Tom would do her nails and Jess would do Andrea's.

	"You boys are getting quite good at this," Cynthia said as she inspected everyone's nails. Warren sat on the couch with her. He came over most nights by now and he seemed to get a kick out of watching Tom and Jess paint each other's nails.  This made them feel ashamed for some reason, though they weren't sure why. Cynthia casually dismissed their concerns when they tried to raise them.

	"Thank you," Tom said. He kept his eyes down so as not to make eye contact with Warren. "I always say that if something is worth doing, then it's worth doing right."

	Cynthia smirked. "I'm thinking I want to switch to French tips, so you should read up on how to do those."

	"Yes, dear·."

	"And then practice on Jess. I don't want to be your guinea pig." “Sure, dear·. You don't mind, do you Jess?"

	Jess shook his head. "No, I'm happy to help." He still held his nails up in the air so they would dry.

	"Unless you want to be the guinea pig," Cynthia asked Warren with a laugh. "Do you mind if Tom paints your nails, dear·?" Warren glared at her. "Forget it."

	Cynthia laughed and hugged him. "That's what I figured. So Jess it is." "I don't mind," Jess said.

	Cynthia smirked. "Good. While everyone is in such a nice, agreeable mood, I think it's time we discuss a wardrobe change."

	"What kind of change?" Tom asked.

	"It's time you boys start wearing heels all the time." Warren chuckled.

	"You mean all the time?" Tom asked. "As in, at work too?"

	"Yes."

	Tom furrowed his brow. "I don't know. I don't know how that would go over at work.

	Cynthia put her hands on her hips and stomped her foot. "Shame on you, Tom! Do you really think I would do anything to make you look bad at the office? Besides, you're the boss. What you say goes and no one can tell you otherwise."

	Tom still looked unsettled. "I don't know, around the house is one thing-"

	"It's no different," Cynthia said, interrupting him. "You love wearing heels, don't you?"

	"Well, yes."

	"They're so pretty, aren't they?" "Well yes but-"

	'

	"And they ' make you look so good and feel so good, don't they?" she asked. 

	"Yes but-"

	"So" 'why should you only wear them at home?"

	This made sense to both Tom and Jess, but they still struggled with the idea of

	wearing high heels in public.

	Cynthia glared at Tom in frustration. "Look at your nails, Tom." "What about them?"

	"You love those too, don't you?" "Yes."

	"And didn't I tell you that it would be ok to wear them at the office?" Cynthia asked. Tom nodded.

	"And was it a problem? Did they cause you any problems? Has anyone said anything to you about them?" she asked sharply.

	"No," he admitted. "Everyone's been fine with it."

	"Then you see, I was right about the nails and I'm right about the heels. From now on, you will wear heels all the time," she insisted. "Now go to your room and pick out a pair. I've placed several pairs in your closet."

	Tom still remained seated.

	Cynthia snapped her fingers at him. "Do as I say!"

	Tom suddenly smiled. "Yes, dear·." Then he left the room. Warren chuckled again. "Way to go, Tom!" he said sarcastically.

	Cynthia turned to face Jess. "You too, young man. I want you wearing heels to school from now on."

	"I can't do that," Jess said and he shook his head.

	"Why not?" she demanded.

	"Because the other kids will think I'm a sissy!" he blurted out. Despite everything that he'd done in the past few months, somehow he recognized that wearing heels to school would be different. It would be... wrong. It never occurred to him that he had been wearing heels to school.

	Cynthia laughed a withering laugh which made Jess feel very insecure. "You think wearing heels will make you a sissy? Well, I've got news for you, Jess. You are a sissy!"

	Jess's jaw dropped. "I am not!"

	Cynthia rolled her eyes. "Really? Are you or are you not wearing women’s sandals right now?"

	Jess looked down at the red mules he wore with the four·-inch heels. "Yes, but-" "And do you or do you not have red nail polish on your toenails and fingernails?" "Yes, but-"

	"Did you or did you not pluck your eyebrows this morning after you shaved? And aren't your legs shaved?"

	"Yes, but-"

	"Face it, Jess, you're a sissy."

	"I am not!"

	"Of course, you are. You've been a sissy your whole life. That’s why you're dressing this way and acting this way. Do you think normal boys wear clothes like this? Do you think normal boys walk around in teddies and high-heeled mules with their baby girl erections peeping through their panties? Hardly."

	"But, I-"

	"Face it, Jess. You're a sissy and you should learn to embrace that. Stop fighting it. Just be who you are. You'll be much happier."

	"I won’t do it! I won’t wear heels to school!"

	Cynthia glared at him. "I can make you, Jess." "No, you can't!" he countered.

	"Really? Let's see about that. Come with me," she said and she walked off toward his room. Jess followed her despite his best efforts not to. Andrea brought up the rear. She giggled the whole way. Warren stayed on the couch and turned on the television.

	Once they reached Jess's room, Cynthia took a pair of open-toed black pumps with a four·-inch heel from the closet. These were new, as Andrea had just placed them there only an hour ago. "Put those on."

	"I won’t."

	Cynthia folded her arms. "Do as I say. Put them on."

	When Cynthia said this, Jess suddenly felt a strong compulsion to slide his feet into the shoes. He couldn’t understand it, but it was there and it was an overpowering desire.

	"You want to put them on," Cynthia said. "You've never wanted anything more in your life. You need to wear them... to feel them against your feet. .. to hear their sounds as you walk" She snapped her fingers.

	Jess felt his heart beat faster. He imagined himself wearing those shoes. He loved the image of himself in them. He could feel their soft leather against his feet. He needed to wear those shoes. Without another word, Jess walked over to his stepmother, took the shoes, and slid his feet into them.

	"What were you saying?" he asked.

	"Nothing, dear·. Are you going to wear those to school tomorrow?" Jess smiled. "Absolutely! I love these shoes!"

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess zipped up his jeans and slipped his feet into his new pumps. His red-painted toenails peeked out the fronts. These were the four·-inch black open-toed pumps Cynthia had bought him. He loved these shoes. He checked himself in the mirror, brushed back his hair, grabbed his book bag and went downstairs to the driveway. Andrea was already waiting for him.

	"It's about time," she said. "You’re worse than any girl I know."

	Jess shrugged his shoulders and tossed his book bag in the backseat. He climbed into the passenger seat. This suddenly struck him as strange and a questioning look crossed his face.

	"What's wrong?" Andrea asked. "Don't I normally drive?" he asked.

	Andrea laughed. "No. I normally drive-" "But it's my car!"

	Andrea shrugged her shoulders. "I've always driven, just like mom drives your father to work"

	Something about that struck Jess as wrong. Didn’t his father always drive himself?

	And didn’t Jess always drive them to school? Something didn’t add up.

	"Besides," she continued, "you should never drive in heels." She snapped her fingers. "It's dangerous to drive in heels."

	Jess nodded his head. That made sense. He had never driven in heels before and he wasn't sure he knew how. So it would be dangerous to let him drive.

	Andrea must have always driven them. He never thought to Iook at Andrea's feet, which were encased in four·-inch high-heeled sandals.

	School felt strange somehow. In a way, Jess knew it was the fact he was wearing heels, but he couldn’t quite focus on the thought. Every time he tried, he seemed to tell himself that he'd always worn heels to school, so it couldn’t be the heels. But then, what was so strange today?

	One thing that was definitely different was the way he was treated today. Most of the students stared at him. Quite a few of the boys called him names implying he was gay. He guessed that Kaylee Summer said something nasty about him. Even his new female friends laughed at him today and told him they wouldn’t hang out with him anymore.

	During gym class, Jess ran into trouble when he tried to wear his heels onto the basketball court and was told to go change into his pink tennis shoes. Jess had no idea why he thought he could wear high heeled shoes onto the court, but this mistake brought howls of laughter and several of the other boys began calling him "Heelboy." Oddly, this excited Jess for some reason.

	In any event, Jess was happy when this day ended. He wasn't sure what made everyone act so strangely today, but he hoped that tomorrow everyone would act more normally again.
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	Meanwhile, across town, Tom was having a strange day himself He was happy that he finally started wearing heels to work because he loved wearing heels. He'd always wanted to wear them, but for some reason he never had. But the other employees didn’t seem to like the idea. He couldn’t understand why.

	"Maybe I shouldn’t wear heels tomorrow," he told Pamela.

	Pamela laughed. "Nonsense. You look fabulous in heels and I know you love wearing them."

	"But they seem to bother everyone else for some reason and I don't want to disrupt the office."

	"They're just jealous." "But-"

	Pamela put her hand up to stop Tom from speaking. "You're the boss. You don't need to listen to what they say. If you want to wear heels, then you should wear heels. And besides, I want you to wear heels. I love watching you totter on down the hallways."

	Tom raised an eyebrow. That didn’t sound right to him.

	Pamela noticed this and quickly interrupted. "Trust me, you love wearing heels and no one can tell you differently," she said and then she snapped her fingers.

	All of Tom's doubts suddenly vanished. "You know what?" "What?"

	"I'm the boss and if I want to wear heels, then no one can tell me otherwise," he proclaimed.

	"Good for you!" she said, and she chuckled to herself
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	Jess felt depressed after school. He couldn’t figure out why everyone was treating him so poorly. Why did everyone seem to hate him trying to change his image? This thought troubled him and he decided he wanted to be alone. But since the door to his room couldn’t close, he decided he would sit in the hallway closet. He hadn’t done that since he was seven or eight, but it struck him as the only safe place in the house... a refuge. So when no one was looking, he ducked into the closet and sat down to think about everything.

	He fell asleep.

	Some time later, he woke up when he heard voices outside the closet door. "Have you found Jess?" asked Cynthia.

	"No. I don't see him anywhere. He could have gone out for a walk," said Andrea. "I'm concerned that the conditioning isn't working as well with him as with his father."

	Jess perked up. "What conditioning?!" he asked himself

	"Maybe the CD is defective. Do you want me to make a new one? I can Swap it out tonight while he's sleeping."

	"That's a good idea. We can't have him snapping out of this and realizing what we're up to," said Cynthia.

	"If it doesn't work, maybe you can convince Tom to send him away to sissy school or something?" Andrea suggested with a cynical laugh.

	Cynthia ignored Andrea's joke. "Let's see what happens after you swap CDs. If he doesn't become as compliant as his father, then we’ll see about shipping him somewhere out of the way so he can't interfere. I know a military school that doesn't ask questions."

	Jess couldn’t believe what he was hearing. What were they talking about? What conditioning? Whatever it was, it was obvious that the CDs they were giving him were doing something to his mind. But what? He tried to think. Nothing seemed to be all that different in his life. sure, he helped out round the house more and he dressed better, but beyond that, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Whatever it was though, he knew now that he needed to make sure he never listened to another CD from them. And he knew they would try to swap out CDs tonight.

	That night, he only pretended to sleep. sure enough, Andrea walked into his room and swapped out the CD in his player. He needed to replace that CD tomorrow with one from the store. But he also needed to make sure he played along with whatever requests they made so he didn’t draw their suspicions. He was going to figure this out.
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	At lunch time, Jess left the school and walked two blocks to a nearby record store. This was a long walk in five-inch spike heels, but he needed to get a new Tiffany Girl CD. This was what Andrea had him listening to. When he bought it, the record store clerk actually laughed at him.

	"Why sell it if you're going to laugh at people who buy it?" Jess asked himself He didn’t realize that the clerk was actually laughing at his sissy outfit. Indeed, despite obviously being a boy, Jess wore tight shorts, tan stockings, five-inch heels, and a pastel pink sweater. Plus, he carried a brown purse Andrea had given him.

	When he got back to school, he ran right into Andrea. For a moment, he feared that she knew what he had done.

	"Come with me, Jess," she said.

	"Where are we going?"

	"I want to introduce you to someone."

	They walked down the hallway, with both of their heels clicking loudly off the tile floor. When they finally turned the corner, they ran right into three boys who were standing round a locker. Jess recognized them as three seniors. They normally kept to themselves.

	"This is my stepbrother, Jess," Andrea said. "The one I was telling you about." They smiled at him.

	Jess remained silent. He didn’t know what was coming next. "Jess is kind of shy," said Andrea.

	"I can see that," said Eric, the tallest of the boys. "So you want to go to the prom with me?"

	Jess felt like he'd been punched in the gut. "I what?" Eric laughed.

	"He'd love to," Andrea said.

	Jess bit his tongue. He took a deep breath. He knew he couldn’t say no and still make Andrea believe he was under the influence of the CD... so he slowly nodded his head. This was going to be a nightmare.
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	When they got home, Jess climbed out of the car as Andrea pulled it carefully into the garage. He went inside, told Cynthia he needed to go to a friend's house to study, slammed the front door and rushed upstairs to hide in the closet. He hoped they would think he was gone and would talk in front of him again. He was in luck

	As Andrea tossed her books onto her bed, Cynthia came up the stairs to speak to

	her. Jess could see her tan legs and her white kidskin slingbacks through the crack in the closet door. He loved those shoes.

	"Well?"

	"It seems to be working like a charm," said Andrea. "Are you sure?"

	“ Absolutely. I got him a date for the prom with a boy, and he agreed without whining about it or anything. I think we can safely say the CD is working again."

	Cynthia snickered. "Good. Now we can focus on Tom. We're getting close to getting his business."

	"Why don't you just have him sign it over?" asked Andrea.

	"We're married so anything he gives me remains half his. I need to get him to sell the business to Pamela. Then she can walk away with it and it will belong to us entirely."

	"So that's what they want!" Jess said to himself He needed to warn his father. But this was going to be difficult as his father was obviously under the same mind control. "What do we do in the meantime?" Andrea asked.

	Cynthia folded her arms and balanced her foot on the heel of her shoe. "Just keep feminizing them both. When the time comes, they'll be simpering sissies who won't be able to resist us, and who won't have the nerve to challenge us in court. All they'll want to do is hide somewhere. Broke and feminized."

	"Have you decided what to do after the divorce?"

	"It depends. If the programming is as effective as it seems, maybe I'll keep them as maids. Maybe I'll give them to Carla. I'm sure she can use them down at the club."

	Both women laughed.

	Jess felt a shiver run down his spine. Now he knew exactly what was going on. They were being feminized. He looked down at his feet, which remained encased in a pair of pink sandals with five-inch heels and he realized that his desire to wear them and to wear·

	skirts and wanting to paint his nails and everything else weren’t his thoughts at all. Cynthia was putting them there!

	It was time to come up with a plan to end this.

	
 

	Chapter 8: "Uniforms For Tammy And Jessica"

	 

	Unfortunately, knowing that something bad is happening and being able to stop it are two separate things, as Jess was discovering. He knew that Cynthia and Andrea were putting these desires into his head to wear dresses and high heels and to act like some sort of servant, but he wasn’t able to stop those desires. Indeed, even with him stopping the CD, he still found that the programming was continuing, it just wasn't continuing as quickly. Thus, if they told him, for example, that he loved to wear skyscraper heels to school, he could resist the thought for a while, but he would eventually come to believe that he loved to wear skyscraper heels to school. He would know intellectually that this wasn't true, but he would still feel like it was true and he couldn't resist once it took hold. This made him feel helpless, knowing his mind was being controlled but being unable to do anything about it.

	What was worse was knowing they were after his father's business and that their plan seemed to be working. He needed to let his father know. That was the first step in saving his father. But that wasn't going to be easy. His father had completely accepted the programming and was becoming hard to reach. The only thing that seemed to bother him was Warren, and Jess now guessed that they simply hadn't told his father to like the idea of Warren being around for some reason or else he would have happily accepted everything Warren did. So reaching his father would be difficult. But soon enough, he got his opportunity when Warren took Cynthia and Andrea out to dinner.

	Jess approached his father as he scrubbed the kitchen floor. "Dad, I need to talk to you."

	“Sure Sport, what about?" asked Tom. Tom wore shorts and flats. He didn't want to ruin any of his nice clothes scrubbing the floor. Jess, by comparison, wore a pink pleated skirt, a white cardigan sweater and five-inch high-heeled sandals with lots of straps. He knew he didn't really want to dress like this, but he couldn't stop himself

	"It's about Cynthia and Andrea and Pamela."

	Tom laughed. "They're great, aren’t they? Pamela has been a lifesaver. She's got the business running really smoothly. Without her, the business would be nothing."

	"That's not true," Jess protested.

	"It is true," Tom said and he dunked his brush in the bucket again before returning to a particularly difficult stain.

	Jess ran his French-tipped nails through his hair. "Dad, it's your business." "Technically, it belongs to both your mother and I because we're married."

	"You know what I mean. You built the business from the ground up. You know the business backwards and forwards. You ran it for years without any help," Jess said. "That's true," Tom agreed.

	"That means you don't need Pamela to run the place, you can run it yourself"

	Tom scratched his nose with his forearm. "I suppose I could if I needed to, but I don't need to. Pamela is an excellent second in command."

	Jess's jaw dropped. "Second in command? I thought she was a secretary."

	"She's my assistant," Tom said. "And she knows what she's doing, so I trust her with a Iot of authority."

	"Don't you think that's dangerous?"

	Tom raised an eyebrow. "Why would it be dangerous?"

	"Have you ever thought that maybe she's hying to steal the business from you?"

	Tom laughed. "You've been watching too many movies, Sport. That doesn't happen in real life. She helps me run the business, that's all. And like I told you, I couldn't do it without her."

	Jess ground his teeth. It was obvious that his father was not listening. It was time to tell him the truth.

	"Dad, listen. This is important." "What?"

	"Cynthia is hying to brainwash you."

	A lengthy silence followed. Then Tom laughed. "You almost had me for a moment!"

	"I'm serious."

	Tom glared at his son. "Jess, I know you don't like her... I know you've never liked her, but don't start this. I don’t want to hear any garbage like that."

	"It's not garbage. Think back, dad. Think back on what you were like a year ago.

	Did you wear dresses or high heels?" "Of course, I did."

	"Dad, look round you. Men don't wear dresses or high heels. They don't shave their legs or pluck their eyebrows."

	"You do."

	"You and I have both been brainwashed!"

	Tom rolled his eyes. "That only happens in science fiction." "Dad!"

	"Drop it or I'll tell your mother and let her pick a punishment!" Tom growled.

	Jess froze. He didn’t want his father telling Cynthia that Jess knew what was going on or else she might find some other way to brainwash him, or get rid of him. He would need to find another way to break his father's conditioning.

	 

	-0-

	 

	"Mom, I need to talk to you," Jess said. They sat in a booth at the restaurant across from Brenda's office. She had a scowl on her face when Jess showed up in pink shorts, tan pantyhose, a woman's blouse, and wedge-heeled sandals. His eyebrows were thin and highly arched and very feminine. His hair was long and wavy with uplifting curls, which made him look very feminine. And he kept applying lip gloss nervously, which made him look like he had painted lips. Fortunately, the waiter assumed he was a girl, but his appearance still embarrassed her and she hoped no one realized he was a boy.

	"I think I've guessed already," Brenda said.

	"You have?!"

	"Yes. I think it's obvious." She leaned across the table, closer to her son, and she whispered. "You're gay. I get that. But why do you need to dress so strangely? There are several gay guys in my office and none of them look effeminate."

	Jess furrowed his brow. "I'm not gay, mom."

	Brenda raised an eyebrow. "Really?" she asked doubtfully. "Yes, really."

	"Then what do you need to talk to me about?"

	Jess ran his tongue over his teeth. "This may be hard to believe-" "Try me."

	"Cynthia is brainwashing me... and dad."

	Brenda stared at her son. "Go on," she said even more doubtfully.

	"She's been using these CDs to take over my mind and put ideas in my head." Brenda now leaned back and folded her arms. "And why is she doing that?"

	"She wants dad's business. She wants him to sell it to her sister Pamela, who works for dad now, and she's hying to turn me and dad into sissies so we can't stop her." "That's creative, I' H give you that."

	Jess glared at his mother. "It's true! Do you think I want to dress like this?!" he whispered angrily.

	"Don't yell," Brenda said, looking round to see if anyone was watching them. This scene was embarrassing her greatly.

	"Mom, she's making me wear heels to school. She's got dad prancing round in heels and a skirt. He's even worn those to work-"

	Brenda laughed. "Your father?! Wearing high heels to work?!"

	"Yes!"

	"This I have to see."

	"Mom, this isn't a joke! Please help!"

	Brenda took a deep breath and shook her head. "What do you want me to do about it?" she asked skeptically.

	Jess looked around before pulling a CD from his purse. "Have somebody look at this. See if they can find an antidote or something. And hurry. There isn't much time."

	Brenda took the CD. "You're serious?" "Yes!"

	Brenda looked at the CD, looked at her son, and then nodded her head. "Fine. I'll look into this. But if this is some sort of joke-"

	"I swear!" he said, holding up his hand as if taking an oath. His nails were pink.
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	Later that evening, Jess was in for the biggest shock of his life. Dinner was over and Jess was just about to go change into his yoga outfit, when his father informed him that they would not be doing yoga that night. Cynthia had other duties for which she needed Tom. He seemed deeply disturbed by this, but wouldn’t say more.

	"What's up, dad?" asked Jess. "Don’t worry about it, Jess." "Is it anything I can help with?"

	Tom shook his head. "No. Just go study for school."

	Jess frowned. This meant sitting in his room reading, which was considerably more boring now that the conditioning wasn’t controlling him. Also, he was worried what these "duties" might be. Jess knew that Cynthia would make her move at some point and that his father was powerless to stop her from taking his business when she did. He feared that whatever this was tonight might involve her finally snatching everything.

	But that wasn’t the case.

	As Jess lay on his bed hying to read about biology, he heard strange noises coming from his father's bedroom. He slid off his bed and tiptoed down the hallway to see what was going on. Fortunately, Andrea was out visiting friends and the bedroom door was open, so Jess could look inside. What he saw was incredible.

	Cynthia lay on the bed with her back propped up and her legs crossed. She wore a black negligee with matching lace panties. The black high-heeled mule on her left foot dangled in the air. It was identical to the ones worn by Jess's father.

	Jess's father stood in the middle of the room. He wore one of his black satin teddies and black high-heeled mules. He had an obvious erection. He looked either confused or upset, Jess couldn’t tell which because he could only see part of his face. Standing next to Jess's father was Warren. He wore the same blue and white-striped dress shirt and tan slacks that he wore to dinner. He looked amused.

	"Stop fussing and just do it," Cynthia commanded. Jess could tell from her tone that she was annoyed.

	"Really, this isn't necessary. I can dress myself," Warren insisted.

	Cynthia scowled at him. "That's not the point."

	"I know"

	"I'm making a point, Warren," Cynthia said, cutting him off, "so shut up and do as you're told."

	Warren rolled his eyes.

	"Don't you dare roll your eyes at me!" she growled.

	"Yes, dear·," he said in a tone which mimicked Tom's submissive tone.

	Cynthia glared at him. Apparently, his sarcasm was not well received. She pointed her finger at him and jabbed it in the air to tell him to stop misbehaving. Then she pointed her finger at Jess's father. "Now do as I say, Tom!"

	Tom hung his head. "Yes, dear·."

	"Now!"

	Tom moved around in front of Warren and reached for his belt. Despite his long red nails, Tom unbuckled the belt quite dexterously and pulled it apart. Then he unbuttoned Warren's slacks and held the top as he pulled down the zipper. When the zipper was down, he crouched down on his heels and pulled the pants to the ground. Warren then stepped out of each leg to allow Tom to pull the pants away. Tom then stood up and folded the pants. He laid them over a nearby chair, before returning and unbuttoning Warren's dress shirt.

	"Your buttons are on the wrong side," said Tom with a nervous giggle. Warren let out a cynical laugh. "No, your buttons are on the wrong side." Tom blushed.

	"Get on with it," Cynthia said.

	Tom finished unbuttoning Warren's shirt. Then he moved around behind Warren and pulled the shirt from his body. He grabbed a hanger from the closet and hung up the shirt.

	"Now the rest," Cynthia said.

	Tom swallowed hard. He returned to Warren and crouched down again so he would be eye-level with Tom's penis. He reached out, hooked his red nails inside the waistband of Warren's briefs and pulled them down. Warren's penis sprang to attention right in Tom's face. It ·was several times larger than Tom's.

	"Now that's a real penis, Tom," said Cynthia, who began to shake her leg excitedly.

	Tom tried not to look at it, even though it was poking right in his face. He leaned over and pulled Warren's briefs from his legs. He then stood up again, with his face passing mere millimeters from Warren's penis, and placed the briefs on the chair with the pants.

	Warren sat down on the bed and ran his hand up Cynthia's leg. "Wait in the hallway in case we need you," Cynthia told Tom.

	Tom's face burned bright red, but he said, "Yes, Miss." He started to leave, but Cynthia stopped him.

	"Didn’t you forget something?"

	"Miss?"

	"You forgot to curtsey."

	Tom bit his tongue and curtsied.

	Cynthia smirked at him. "You may leave now."

	With Tom now headed for the hallway, Jess rushed to his room so as not to be seen. He didn’t want anyone knowing what he had witnessed. Because of this, however, he had no idea what happened next.
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	Saturday morning started out with yet another shock. Jess had to drop off his class request for the next semester at school. He wore a white skater dress, white wedge sandals with a four inch heel and a pink lace wrap. Andrea had picked this outfit for him. Part of him felt quite natural as he waited in line staring down at his red toenails and fingering the necklace Andrea had put round his neck, but his mind also knew this was wrong. He knew he didn’t want to wear these clothes, but that he had no choice. He also knew he hadn’t selected the classes on his request sheet, but there was nothing he could do about that. Andrea had chosen those for him as well. If he got what he requested, he would be dropping basketball, shop and biology, and he would instead be taking home economics, dance, and netball.

	Waiting in line was humiliating. Everyone stared at him and giggled. He knew why now, but there was nothing he could do about it. He could only accept it. Unfortunately, his erection returned with the humiliation, and he couldn’t hide it in this dress.

	When he got to the front of the line, he turned in his slip. The Dean of Students looked him up and down and shook her head. She looked over his selections.

	"So you've decided to drop shop and take up home economics?" she asked loudly enough for most of the others in line to hear. "Yes, ma’am," Jess answered.

	"Good, it's nice to see... uh, boys, take an interest in cooking and sewing." Jess blushed.

	"I wish you well. Hopefully, one day you'll be able to sew dresses like the one you're wearing," she said, meaning this as a compliment, but realizing too late what she'd said.

	Jess now turned bright red. "Thank you."

	"Yeah, good luck sewing dresses, Heelboy," someone called out behind him.

	Jess hung his head and walked past the other students to the curb, where he was to wait for Andrea, who had already submitted her schedule earlier. It humiliated him to wait for her because it made him feel like he was on display. Plus, he didn’t like the fact the other students would know that he wasn't allowed to drive himself. In fact, it was worse than that.

	Not only was he no longer allowed to drive, but Cynthia had actually made him turn in his driver's license. If he ever wanted a new one, he would need to retake the test and go through the probationary period. This was humiliating.

	Andrea finally showed up after half an hour and picked him up. He "knew" that she always drove, but it still felt strange to sit in the passenger seat.

	"Have we got a surprise for you when we get home!" Andrea gushed. "What surprise?"

	"If I told you, then it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?" Jess shuddered. He knew this wasn't going to be good.

	"You're going to love it too. It's something you always wanted," she said with a laugh and then she snapped her fingers.

	Jess knew by now that this finger snapping was meant to trigger the conditioning. In fact, he felt it because of the conditioning he had already undergone. This did not make him happy, that he could feel the pull of the conditioning, but at least it let him know what they were trying to do to him, like how he knew that he needed to pretend he always wanted this... whatever it was that he would discover at home.

	As they walked through the door, Jess felt both great trepidation and great happiness. Part of him was thrilled that he was about to get a surprise he'd always wanted. But the rational part of him knew this was going to be a nightmare.

	And nightmare it was.

	There in the living room stood Jess's father. He was wearing a black and white French maid costume and five-inch black high-heeled sandals. His curly brown hair was up in a bun. His waist was shrunken by a corset. His legs were encased in black fishnet stockings, with the garter belt just visible beneath the crinoline bottom of the skirt. In his hand, was a pink duster.

	His nails were bright red and about an inch long. His face was fully made-up. "Isn't this great?" gushed his father.

	Jess's jaw dropped. He wanted to scream. This was absolutely horrible. Everything about this was wrong. It was wrong that his father wore this. It was wrong that he wanted to wear this. It was wrong that he looked so feminine in it. But Jess knew what he needed to say and he saw Andrea and Cynthia watching him closely to catch his reaction to make sure the programming was still working.

	"Oh, wow! You look incredible, dad!" Jess squealed. "Do you really think so?" his father asked.

	"It looks fantastic, dad!" Jess squealed. He hated playing along because he felt dirty saying this, plus he knew that it was only a matter of time before he really did believe this was fantastic.

	"Address your father as 'Tammy when he's dressed this way," Cynthia said. "Right, I'm 'Tammy the Maid'," said his father and he curtsied. Yes, he actually curtsied.

	Andrea came up behind Jess at this point and whipped a pink satin version of the same uniform before Jess's chest and held it against his body. "And you will be 'Jessica the Maid'!"

	Jess bit his tongue. It was all he could do not to run for his life, but he knew that wouldn't help. "Oh goodie! I've always wanted a uniform like this!"

	Cynthia and Andrea both laughed. "Well, now you have it," said Andrea.

	"Yes, and you and Tammy will wear your uniforms whenever you're home! Won't that wonderful?"

	"Absolutely," Jess said through gritted teeth.

	Tom came over and hugged his son. "This is going to be such fun! Isn't it, Jessica?"

	Jess wanted to scream, but held it in. “Sure thing, Tammy."

	Tom turned to his wife and curtsied. "Thank you so much, Miss!" Cynthia smiled. "Don't forget Andrea, she's your mistress now too." Tom turned to his stepdaughter. "Thank you so much, Miss Andrea!" Andrea laughed. "Good girl, Tammy."

	They all looked at Jess.

	He knew what he needed to do. He mimicked his father's curtsey to both women.

	"Thank you, Miss Cynthia. Thank you, Miss Andrea." Both women smirked.

	-0-

	 

	With their latest victory complete, Cynthia took Andrea to dinner, leaving the boys at home to clean the house and do their yoga. Jess decided he needed to try again to reach his father.

	"Dad, can we speak?" Jess asked.

	"Tammy. I'm Tammy when I'm dressed like this." "Cynthia's not here-"

	"That doesn't matter, Jessica. If we’re ever going to be good maids, then we need to be good maids even when Miss Cynthia isn't here."

	Jess bit his lip. "But isn't that the problem? Why do you want to be a maid?" "It’s what Miss Cynthia and Miss Andrea want."

	"Dad-"

	"Tammy."

	"Tammy, think back to a year ago. Would Tom ever have agreed to this? Would he want to be a maid?" Jess asked in a tone which sharply displayed his frustration.

	"I've always wanted to be a maid, Jessica," said his father.

	"No, you haven't! You're being brainwashed!" Jess blurted out.

	"Jessica! Stop it now! I told you before, I won’t hear anything bad against Miss Cynthia!"

	Jess shivered. This was not going to work, and he knew he needed to put his father at ease before he reported Jess's comments to his stepmother. "You're right, Tammy. I was just joking, and it was a bad joke. Forgive me."

	Tom smiled. "I forgive you, Jessica." He hugged his son.

	"So what are we going to do while they're gone?" Jess asked, trying to change the

	topic.

	"Miss Cynthia left a list," he said, and he pulled a piece of paper out of his apron. Jess grimaced.

	Tom continued. "Why don't you start by vacuuming while I polish Miss Andrea's shoes.

	"Why don't you vacuum and I'll polish Miss Andrea's shoes," Jess said. He wanted to be able to use the phone upstairs.

	Tom smiled. "Sounds good, Jessica."

	As Tom went to collect the vacuum, Jess went upstairs to use the phone in Cynthia's bedroom. When he heard the vacuum start, he dialed his mother's number.

	"Hello," said his mother.

	"Mom, I need help," he said. "What's wrong?"

	"You're not going to believe this. Can we meet tomorrow-?" "Yes. Meet me at my office."

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess closed the door and sat down in the small cloth chair that stood before his mother's desk She sat behind the desk in a large leather chair. She wore a maroon suit with a single button. Jess couldn’t see her legs, but he could hear her heels clicking against the plastic mat beneath her chair. For his part, Jess wore a ruffled white blouse, pink slacks and five-inch high-heeled pink sandals. His hair was a good deal more curly than the last time Brenda had seen him and he very much looked like a girl now rather than a boy. The only thing missing were breasts.

	"Before you say anything," Jess said, "I've brought proof" He pulled a digital memory stick from his pink purse and handed that to his mother. She popped it into her computer. "I took some photos with Andrea's camera when Tammy wasn’t looking."

	"Tammy?" asked his mother.

	"Sorry, dad. He cans himself Tammy now."

	Brenda raised an eyebrow. If her son hadn’t been sitting before her in high heels and a woman’s blouse, she never would have believed any of this. But the evidence was there, it had also been on the CD he gave her last time they met. And now she had even more evidence when she Finally saw the photos on the memory stick "Oh my God!"

	"I told you."

	"Oh my God!" she repeated.

	"He calls himself 'Tammy' now. I'm supposed to be 'Jessica'."

	Brenda kept staring at the pictures of her ex-husband cleaning the house in a maid's uniform. "Oh my God!"

	"I need your help, mom! I don't want to be turned into a girl."

	Brenda took a deep breath. "Ok Before we talk about what to do, I had the CD you gave me analyzed. It's packed with subliminal messages. I don't know what they are as we can’t isolate the tracks... that's the bad news. But we should be able to reverse it bit by bit"

	"How do we do that?"

	"That's the other bad news. You can’t do it yourself because you can’t know what the messages are. So you and I would need to sit down and try to figure out what commands have been given to you. Then I would need to create new CDs to take out those commands one at a time."

	Jess furrowed his narrow, feminine brow. "How long would that take?"

	"It could take up to a year. And during that period, you would still need to act like a girl because most of the commands would still be there."

	"What do you mean?"

	"I mean, I could take away your desire to wear skirts, for example. But you would still want to wear high heels and panties. And after I take those away, you might still want to wear makeup. And it might take a week or two for each command to take hold. So you will either need to stay a girl or you will be a half-girl until we get near the end." She didn't mention that they might never be able to reverse some of the commands.

	Jess bit his lip. He didn't like what he heard, but it was better than being stuck "What about Tammy?"

	Brenda raised an eyebrow. "You mean Tom?" "Yes."

	"Same thing," she said.

	"So would we need to live with you?"

	Brenda chuckled. "Yes. You would both need to put yourselves in my hands."

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. He knew his father would hate that, but anything's better than Cynthia. "How do we make this happen?"

	
 

	Chapter 9: "The Prom Dress"

	 

	 The next Sunday brought ominous news. Jess woke up earlier than normal and made his way downstairs. His father was already up. He was in the kitchen making breakfast. He wore a pink maid's uniform. Jess wore a blue teddie, the matching robe and the matching mules.

	"Good morning, Jessica," said Tom. His father now called Jess "Jessica:' all the time and wanted to be called "Tammy" all the time as well, whether either wore their uniform or not.

	"What are you doing up so early, Tammy?" Jess asked.

	"I'm making breakfast for Miss Cynthia and Miss Andrea. They wanted breakfast in bed today."

	Jess saw two trays on the table where his father had already placed juice and toast.

	He was still frying the eggs.

	"Can't they get their own breakfasts?" Jess asked. Tom smirked. "Somebody's in a bad mood today."

	"No, not really. Just, doesn't it strike you as strange that you're acting like a servant?"

	Tom laughed. "Hardly. This is my lifelong dream. I thought it was yours too?" Jess cringed. "Of course it is, Tammy. I was just joking."

	"I thought so. Why aren’t you in your uniform?" "I just got out of bed. I'll change soon."

	Just then, Andrea entered the room. She wore a heavy cotton robe and mid-heeled wedge sandals. "What's taking so long, Tammy?" she asked. "I'm almost finished, Miss," Tom said.

	"Good, because mother and I are hungry and we don't like waiting." She looked at Jess. "What are you doing out of uniform, Jessica?"

	"I just got out of bed, Miss. I haven't had time to change yet." Jess hated calling Andrea "Miss," but he knew it was expected. Unfortunately, he also knew it was only a matter of time before the programming caught up to this and he suddenly found himself desperately wanting to call her “Miss."

	"Well go change. I like seeing you in your uniform."

	Jess bit his tongue but didn't move.

	Andrea glared at him. "Do you want me to send Tammy to dress you?" Jess swallowed hard. He knew this was no idle threat. "No, Miss."

	"Because I'll do it." "I know, Miss."

	"I don't think you do, because you need to understand how much power I have," Andrea said. "I'm in charge here and you two sissies will do whatever I tell you, whether you like it or not."

	Jess wasn't sure what to say, so he stayed silent.

	Andrea moved over to the table and pulled out a chair. "Perhaps a demonstration of my power would be appropriate. Tammy," she called to Tom, "come here."

	"Yes, Miss," Tom said. He looked nervous.

	"You're a good and loyal maid, aren't you Tammy?" "Yes, Miss."

	"Good." She sat down. "Get down on your knees, Tammy." "Yes, Miss," Tom said. He kneeled down before her.

	Andrea crossed her legs and let her wedge-heeled sandal dangle from her toes. "Start licking my toes."

	Tom seemed to struggle.

	"Now!" she ordered and she snapped her fingers.

	Without another second's doubt, Tom leaned over and began licking her toes.

	"Do you see what happens when you disobey, Jessica? The punishment doesn't always fall on you."

	Jess felt sick watching his father lick Andrea's toes. "Yes, Miss, I understand." "Good. Now go change. Tammy will stay on her knees licking my toes until you get back"

	Jess cringed. "Yes, ma'am. May I go?"

	Andrea laughed. She waited and waited. She watched Tom lick her toes. Then she laughed again, and she finally said, "Go, Jessica. And hurry."

	As Jess changed into his maid's uniform as quickly as he could, he suddenly realized that escaping was going to be a lot harder than he expected because Andrea indeed had a cruel streak in her, and no doubt so did Cynthia. This meant his father was vulnerable to all sorts of punishments and reprisals unless Jess found a way they could both escape.

	The moment he got his uniform on, Jess raced downstairs. Sure enough, his father was on his knees. Only, by this point, she had him licking the insides of her sandals as she sat barefoot and skimmed through a magazine.

	"I'm back, Miss," said Jess.

	Andrea laughed. "I hope you've learned your lesson." "I have, Miss."

	"What lesson is that?" she asked, as Jess's father continued licking her shoes. "That disobedience gets punished, Miss."

	"Not just disobedience, but lack of prompt obedience." "Yes, Miss."

	Andrea looked at him skeptically. Then she looked at his father on her knees before him. "Next time, you both lick each other's shoes, got it?"

	Both males said, "Yes, ma’am."

	"All right, get up Tammy. Go start breakfast over, this one's cold." "Yes, Miss," said Tom.

	Andrea rose from her chair without putting her wet shoes back on and walked past Jess on her way to her bedroom. On the way through, she ran her hands over Jess's erection through his skirt and laughed. "Thought so," she said as she gave his erection a squeeze. "Fetch my shoes and bring them with breakfast," she said.

	"Yes, Miss."

	With Andrea gone, Jess went to his father. "I'm sorry about that, Tammy."

	Tom shrugged his shoulders. "It's ok, Jessica. Miss Andrea has the right to punish us as she sees fit."

	Jess couldn't believe this was his father.

	Tom continued. "Besides, I've done this before and I kind of enjoy licking women’s shoes."

	Jess's jaw dropped. "You do?!" Tom nodded.

	"When did you do this before?"

	"When my boss made me do it."

	Jess stared at his father. "What boss?!" "Miss Pamela."

	"She's your secretary!" Jess protested. "She's not your boss!" "No, I promoted her. She's my boss now."

	"You what?!"

	"I made her my boss," Tom said. "Why?"

	"She's so much better at running the business than I was. I didn't deserve to be boss. I'm much happier as her office girl." "Her office girl?!" Jess blurted out. "Yes."

	"And she made you lick her shoes?"

	Tom nodded his head. "Yes. When I promoted her, so that no one would doubt that she was in charge. She made me lick her shoes in front of the entire company." Tom suddenly giggled. "Do you want to know a secret? I know I was supposed to be upset, but I really liked it!"

	Jess had no idea how to respond.

	 

	-0-

	 

	That night brought yet another scene Jess never wanted to see. It started like the last time, with his father telling him that yoga was cancelled because Tom had specific duties Cynthia wanted him to perform. Tom told Jess to go to his room and study. Jess agreed. But as before, Jess crept down the hallway to see what was going on.

	This time, by the time Jess arrived at the partially open door, Warren was already naked. He stood in the middle of the room with his penis hanging limp and his arms folded. Jess didn't know if Warren had undressed himself or not, but his clothes were again perfectly folded on the chair. Cynthia stood before Warren wearing a red teddie and red open-toed slingbacks. She was holding a tape measure. To Warren's left stood Jess's father in lingerie. His penis too was exposed.

	Cynthia took the tape measure and ran it along Warren's penis. "Eight inches," she cooed. "Good boy!" Then she patted it and kissed him on the lips. It was a lingering kiss which lasted several seconds. She stroked his penis the entire time, which caused it to become erect. Then she stepped over to Jess's father and ran the tape measure along his erect penis. She stepped back, folded her arms and pursed her lips.

	"Well?" Warren asked.

	"It's hardly worth mentioning," Cynthia said. Warren laughed and Tom blushed.

	Cynthia continued. "I guess that settles that, doesn't it?" Tom hung his head.

	Cynthia draped the tape measure round Tom's erection and then sat down on the

	bed. She patted the bed next to her. This caused Tom to move toward the bed. "Uh... no, not you Tammy. Warren."

	Warren smiled.

	"Sony Tammy, better luck next time," said Cynthia.

	Warren stepped round Tom and sat down on the bed next to Cynthia. He slid his hand between Cynthia's thighs and began kissing her neck

	Tom's face turned bright red. "Should I wait outside, Miss?" he asked sheepishly and he cast his eyes to the floor.

	"No, you have duties to perform," Cynthia said.

	Tom seemed genuinely surprised. "What duties, Miss?"

	Cynthia raised her legs and wiggled her feet. "For one thing, take off my shoes."

	Tom walked over to her outstretched legs and removed her shoes. He kissed each foot as he did, as he had been instructed. Then he set the shoes on the floor and curtsied, as he also had been instructed.

	"Now go to the bathroom and get a warm towel. I want you to stand by the bed and be prepared to clean us up when we are finished."

	"Clean you?"

	"Both of us."

	The look on Tom's face was indescribable and Jess thought he might pass out. But he didn't. Instead, he just stood there.

	"Why aren't you moving, Tammy?" Cynthia asked. "I don't like having to give commands twice."

	Tom Swallowed hard.

	"If you aren't moving by the count of one, Tammy, then you can forget the towel and you can use your tongue to clean us! Understand?!" she growled.

	"Yes, Miss," Tom said and he immediately retreated to the bathroom, where he took a hand towel and soaked it in warm water. Then he returned with the towel and he stood near the bed. The tape measure still hung from his erection.

	"That towel better still be warm too by the time we're finished, or I'll let Warren spank you with his belt!"

	Tom visibly cringed. "Yes, Miss."

	Warren and Cynthia both laughed. Then Warren rolled on top of Cynthia, taking her in his arms, and began to kiss her. Jess could not believe his eyes or ears and he decided he could not watch anymore, so he returned to his bedroom and buried his head in his pillow so he wouldn’t hear the unmistakable sounds coming from down the hallway.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The following morning, Jess ran into his father in the kitchen. He didn't know what to say. He still couldn't get the image out of his mind of his father standing there in his lingerie, holding that towel as Warren climbed on top of Cynthia.

	"Good morning, Jessica," said his father.

	"Good morning, Tammy," replied Jess, hying his best not to speak his mind.

	"It should be a lovely day today," said Tom. "I suppose."

	"Did you sleep well?"

	Jess shrugged his shoulders. He hadn’t. It took him many hours to get to sleep after what he'd seen.

	"Miss Cynthia and Mister Warren are expecting breakfast in bed."

	"Mister Warren?"

	"Yes, that's what he wants us to call him from now on."

	Jess bit his tongue, though he guessed there could have been worse things than calling Warren "Mister." As Jess contemplated this, he suddenly began to wonder where his father had slept. There were only three beds in the house and if Andrea had hers and Jess had his and Cynthia and Warren took the other one, where did his father sleep last night?

	"Tammy... out of curiosity... where did you sleep last night?"

	Tom blushed. "I slept on the floor next to Miss Cynthia's bed," he said without looking up to meet Jess's eyes.

	Jess shook his head. He didn’t want to know anymore. If his mother didn’t save them soon, this was going to be too much to bear·. He changed the topic. "Do you need help preparing breakfast?" Jess asked.

	"Yes. Miss Cynthia wants us both to make breakfast and then serve it in our uniforms."

	Jess gritted his teeth.

	Ten minutes later, Jess and Tom stood at attention in Cynthia's bedroom as Cynthia and Warren sat in the bed eating from meal trays. They ate their breakfasts in peace, ignoring Jess and Tom, as they chatted leisurely about the upcoming day and other events. When they were done, they pointed to their trays and Tom and Jess took them away. Soon both were finished.

	Cynthia turned to her husband. "Tammy, I want you to take the trays to the kitchen and then come back and help Warren get dressed."

	"I can dress myself," Warren said smugly. "Not in my house," Cynthia said coldly.

	Warren chuckled. "Fine. But only because Tammy has such soft, sissy hands. I've never felt hands that are so feminine in my entire life."

	Cynthia smirked. "It fits with everything else on her body... soft." Tom blushed.

	"Jessica," Cynthia said.

	"Yes, Miss?"

	"Why don't you go see if Andrea would like breakfast in bed as well."

	"Yes, Miss," Jess said. He was glad to leave the room before his father dressed Warren.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess was getting nervous. Things kept moving in the wrong direction and there didn’t seem to be anything he could do about it. His mother was doing something to help, but she wouldn’t tell him what. She said that she couldn’t trust him to keep a secret because they didn’t know what sort of commands he had been given. Jess reluctantly had to admit that was true. So he waited helplessly for his mother to do whatever she was doing. In the meantime, Andrea and Cynthia just kept pushing things along.

	Jess sat in the back seat of his car with his legs folded femininely. This was the latest push by Cynthia and Andrea, teaching Jess and his father to adopt feminine mannerism. Of those he had been taught so far, Jess found sitting like a woman to be the most unpleasant as it resulted in his testicles being crushed.

	"We're almost there," Andrea said, as they turned onto the final street before Tom's company. Andrea was dropping Jess's father off at work before she took herself and Jess to school. She did this each day now. Then she would pick Tom up from work when she was ready. As with Jess, Tom had surrendered his driver's license. Only unlike Jess, he didn’t mind.

	"What time will you be picking me up, Miss?" Tom asked.

	"Whenever I get here, Tammy. You'll just have to stand outside like yesterday."

	Tom frowned. He felt ridiculous standing outside in front of the building waiting to be picked up. The other employees laughed at him as they drove off. But he knew not to challenge "Miss Andrea" as that just wouldn’t be right so he said "Yes Miss"

	"Now remember, don't give Pamela any problems."

	"I won’t, Miss."

	"You do what she tells you. She's in charge."

	Tom frowned. "I know, Miss, but she can be so demanding."

	Andrea laughed. "I know, Tammy, but she's allowed. She's your boss." "Yes, Miss," Tom agreed.

	They pulled up before the front door and Tom climbed out, as did Jess. The two males hugged and kissed each other on the lips, wishing each other a good day. Jess then watched his father walk away from the car in his short white pleated skirt, which showed his black panties beneath, and his five-inch high-heeled open-toed slingbacks. His black bra was hidden beneath the white suit jacket he wore, though it would become obvious the moment he took off the jacket and revealed the sheer white organza blouse beneath. He carried a matching white purse over his shoulders.

	Jess climbed into the passenger seat of the car·, smoothing out his black miniskirt as he sat down. He immediately crossed his legs and let his black pump dangle from his toes.

	"Ready for school, Jessica?" Andrea asked as she pulled out into traffic.

	"Yes, Miss."

	"Would you like to drive today?" Andrea asked coyly.

	Jess wasn't sure why she asked the question. "She knows I can't drive," he told himself, "not in heels." He smiled politely. "No Miss, I wouldn't feel comfortable."

	Andrea chuckled. "You know prom is coming up in a couple weeks and we haven't bought you anything to wear yet?"

	Jess nodded his head. This was true, though he hoped she had forgotten about prom.

	He really didn't want to be seen as the date of another boy.

	"I'm going to take you shopping after school. Would you like that?" Jess cringed. "Yes, Miss." "Good."

	 

	-0-

	 

	As they pulled up in front of the school on their way to the parking lot, they happened to see Jess's prom date Eric walking toward the school. Andrea called him over and she stopped the car, so they could speak. He leaned into the window nearest Jess.

	"Hey, how it's goin'?" Eric asked.

	"Great," Andrea said. "Jess is all excited about his date with you." Jess bit his tongue and looked at Eric, who laughed.

	"Is that so?"

	Jess knew what he needed to say. "Oh yes," he gushed.

	Andrea giggled. "Why don't you give Eric a taste of what he'll get on prom night?

	“Pucker up and give him a nice, big, wet kiss. Slip him some tongue while you’re at it" Andrea said with a huge smirk

	Jess Swallowed hard. He absolutely did not want to kiss this boy, but he really had no choice. Andrea wanted him to do it, and he would need to do this or she would know the conditioning was wearing off. He took a deep breath and puckered his lips up to kiss Eric.

	Eric smiled but pushed back from the car·. "I never kiss before a first date," he said. Then he took Jess's hand and kissed it. Jess had never imagined in his life that he would be so happy to have another boy kiss his hand. He actually giggled in relief

	As Andrea drove to the parking lot, she laughed. "You got lucky, Jessica, but you won't get so lucky on prom night. You're going to do all kinds of things for prom night that you never imagined you would ever do to another boy. Only, you're going to love doing them." She did this to him a lot lately. The more she assumed he was under the conditioning, the more brazen she became in the things she shared because she knew he could do nothing about it. She particularly loved to taunt him with changes she intended to cause.

	"What do you mean, Miss?" Jess asked. He was pretty sure he knew what she had in mind, but he also knew he needed to play dumb to keep her convinced that the programming was working. At least, that's how his father reacted.

	She smiled at him. "Let’s just say you’re going to have to remember to bring some lube and a tampon.” “A tampon!” Jess’s eyes widened “What would I use a tampon for!”

	“Well you don’t want your pretty little panties getting stained afterwards. Anyway, forget it," she said and she snapped her fingers. "Anyway, after school, you and I are going shopping for your prom outfit."

	 

	-0-

	 

	"What are we doing here?" Jess asked. He and Andrea stood before a dress store.

	They were still dressed for school, with Jess wearing a pink miniskirt and matching pumps and Andrea wearing jeans and sandals.

	"We're getting you an outfit for prom," Andrea said. "Do they have tuxes?"

	Andrea laughed. "You're not wearing a tux." She placed her hand on Jess's shoulder and shoved him into the store. As they entered, two young women in their twenties came to the front of the store to greet them. "Hi, my friend here needs something special for prom, don't you Jessica?"

	Jess blushed. He did not like being here one bit, nor did he like the obvious threat that he would be going to prom in a dress. But he needed to do this, so he nodded.

	"You've come to the right place," said one of the women, who identified herself as Tiffany. "We just got in some new dresses since prom season is just beginning. What did you have in mind?"

	"Something sexy, maybe a tea dress... something eye catching," Andrea said. "It should show off a Iot of Ieg."

	"I know just the one!" said Tiffany.

	The two women walked toward the middle of the store with Jess and Andrea. Jess's mind was in overload as they went. Everywhere he looked he saw lace, taffeta, and silk in a dozen shapes and sizes. He saw short dresses, long dresses, elaborate dresses and simple, elegant dresses. This was not his world, it was a confusing, foreign world, and he didn't want to be there, but he had no choice.

	"Do you have a date yet?" asked Tiffany as she moved several dresses around to get to the one she wanted.

	Jess bit his lip. "A date?"

	"Yes, he's going with this dreamy boy named Eric," said Andrea. Tiffany missed that Andrea called Jess "he."

	"I'll bet you're excited," she said. Then she pulled the dress she was after from the rack It was a deep purple, almost a blue. She handed it to Jess and led him back to the fitting room. In the fitting room, he stripped down to his panties, bra, stockings, and heels, as Andrea commanded. Then she pulled the dress down over his head and zipped it up in the back She led him outside to the triple mirror where Tiffany was waiting.

	"Oh my God! That's gorgeous!" Tiffany squealed.

	Jess Finally saw himself in the mirror. The dress had a square collar which would show off the upper part of Jess's chest and a skirt which stopped mid-thigh. The skirt was tight around his legs, but a second skirt hung over it which danced around his thighs as he walked.

	This gave the illusion that his skirt was about to fly up and reveal Jess's underwear.

	Tiffany turned him around in the mirror several times to show him the dress from all angles. "It's a little loose in the chest area, but we can fix that," she said. She told the other women to get some padding. Then she ran her hands down the bodice. "It fits beautifully here. How does the skirt feel?"

	Jess tried to adjust his hips. "It feels a little tight."

	Tiffany ran her hands down the skirt and tried to adjust it. As she did, she ran her hand across the front of the skirt and her fingers found something unexpected. She yanked her hand away and stared into Jess's eyes with her jaw open.

	Jess blushed and his erection grew a few more millimeters.

	At this point, the other woman returned with some padding. She didn't know what Tiffany had found and she inserted the padding into the top of the dress while Tiffany continued to stare at Jess with one eyebrow raised. This made Jess feel incredibly humiliated.

	"Is something the matter?" asked Andrea when she noticed that Tiffany hadn't moved.

	"You said 'her' name is Jessica?" Tiffany asked.

	Andrea laughed. "Actually, his name is Jessica. Jessica wants to go to prom as a girl.”

	This caused the second woman to begin giggling. "Well, I'm sure you'll fool everyone," she said.

	Tiffany finally rolled her eyes. "You could have said something. That was quite a shock to find his... to have his... pushing out against the skirt."

	This caused the other woman to crane her neck around to see if she could see Jess's penis beneath his skirt.

	Jess now turned bright red.

	Andrea smiled politely. "Do you have any recommendation for how to hide his you know-what?"

	Tiffany raised her eyebrow again. "Uh... that's not really a request we get all that often. Maybe a girdle. We have some strong ones."

	"Oh, that's a good idea," Andrea said.

	Jess was actually relieved to hear this. Going to prom in a dress would be bad enough without having to worry about his penis poking out for everyone to see. At least that would be hidden.

	"There's one over here that she... um, he can try on," said Tiffany. She walked to a counter and pulled out a strong looking girdle. She handed it to Andrea, who handed it to Jess.

	"I don't know how to put this on," he said. "Don't look at me," Andrea said.

	Tiffany smirked. "Start by taking off the dress."

	Andrea stepped up behind Jess and unzipped the dress. Then she pulled it over his head. This allowed his erection to spring free, except for the thin panties he wore. Each of the women saw it. They all giggled.

	"I see he likes shopping for dresses," said Tiffany. She took the girdle from Jess

	and had him step into it. She pulled it up his legs. It was really tight. When she reached his waist, she grabbed his penis very tightly and forced it into the girdle. The shock of having this woman grab his penis sent an electric charge through Jess's body and he almost exploded in her hand. Then a moment later, he felt a crushing sensation as his penis and testicles were forced against his body. This got tighter as Tiffany reached round behind him and tied the girdle tightly. Finally, she patted him on the rear·. "All safe and secure."

	Sure enough, Jess's penis was nowhere to be seen. His entire front was smooth. Then they put him in the dress again and each of the women felt his skirt to see that there was no bump.

	"Perfect," said Andrea.

	In truth, it wasn't perfect. Jess was in an incredible amount of discomfort, but he wasn't going to tell that to Andrea because the last thing he wanted to do was to give her a new weapon to use against him.

	"So what do you think?" Tiffany asked.

	Andrea smiled. "I think well take the dress and the girdle. In fact, give me two girdles. Jess's father loves to wear dresses too, and he could use a girdle like this too. His you-know-what is much larger."

	Tiffany and the other woman stood there with their jaws wide open for a moment before they both laughed.

	
 

	Chapter 10: "Freedom?"

	 

	Brenda sat in her car, next to her son, who sat in the passenger seat, wearing a pink sweater dress and matching pumps. His legs were tightly crossed and one of the pumps dangled from his toes. She took a deep breath after looking him up and down. It still startled her that this was her son. If she didn’t know who he was, she would honestly believe this was a girl sitting next to her, a very, very girly girl.

	"All right," she said. "In this bag, are CDs." She tapped a shopping bag that sat between them. "They are identical to the ones you say that Andrea has in her collection. I need you to take these home and exchange these for the ones Andrea already has. Do you understand?"

	Jess nodded his head.

	"And whatever you do, don't get caught. Understand?"

	"Yes," Jess said and he brushed back his flowing hair. " Then what?" he asked softly.

	Brenda paused. His feminine mannerisms were new and she still could not get used to them. To the contrary, she found them amazingly fascinating to watch.  This was a boy, a boy she knew was crude, rough, and masculine, and yet his hands moved carefully and femininely, he spoke softly and passively, and everything about him was soft and delicate. She watched him uncross and re-cross his legs, now allowing the other pump to dangle from his other foot. "Can this really be my son?" she asked herself "And can he really be changed back, or has he gone too far·?"

	"Mom?" he asked when she didn’t respond.

	"Oh, sorry. I'd rather not say." She still feared telling Jess exactly what was going on for fear that he might be programmed to alert Cynthia to any danger.

	"I understand," he said, and he let his wrist hang limp from his lap. "You'll just need to trust me on this," Brenda said.

	If these CDs worked, they would put Andrea under Brenda's control. They would also compel Andrea to want to meet with Brenda, which would give Brenda a chance to program her face to face. Andrea would also play the CDs all the time to hopefully capture Cynthia as well. But Brenda didn’t know how quickly these would work, or if they would work at all. It was possible this would never work

	"I trust you, mom," Jess said. Then he giggled.

	Brenda smiled. "It will all be ok, dear," she said, and she hugged her son.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess slipped off his high heels and snuck down the hallway to Andrea’s room. He'd already taken off his taffeta uniform because it rustled too much. That left him in stockings, panties, a garter belt and a bra, which he didn’t need but Andrea liked to make him wear, nevertheless. He listened carefully down the stairs to make sure no one was coming. Andrea was downstairs making his father redo the living room because she was bored. Cynthia was out. Now was the time. Jess turned Andrea's doorknob and entered her room.

	His heart raced.

	Andrea's room was very neat, thanks to Jess cleaning it every other day, though her school clothes from today were lying on her chair. She had worn a brown leather miniskirt and matching platform sandals, which lay on the floor. They were waiting for Jess to put them away when he cleaned her room in the morning. She never put anything away herself anymore.

	Jess went to Andrea's closet. All of her clothes were hanging nicely, and her extensive collection of high heels were lined up on several shelves. She had a pair of tennis shoes and one pair of flat sandals, but other than that, all she owned where heels. He opened the door further until he could see the second set of shelves. These shelves contained her purses, some books, and her CD collection. He grabbed the entire CD collection and took it to her bed. As he kneeled on the floor before the bed, he removed each CD from its case as quickly and as quietly as he could before replacing each with the CDs his mother had given him. Then he returned the CDs to the shelf, and he put Andrea's CDs into the small bag his mother had given him.

	With the CDs swapped, Jess peeked out into the hallway. He heard nothing, so he stepped back out into the hallway and closed the door. Then he returned to his room and collapsed on the bed from the stress. He lay there several minutes, catching his breath and waiting for his heart to slow. Finally, he got up and put on his uniform again.

	Now he just needed to wait to see what happened.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Jess hoped that whatever his mother did would kick in right away, but it didn’t. So his humiliation continued. That meant another night with Warren in the house. Warren had very much begun to act like he owned the house and like Jess and his father were his slaves. He spoke down to them. He mocked them at times. He gave them orders, many of which were pointless, and he waved his relationship with Cynthia in Tom's face. This humiliated Jess to no end, especially as his father just accepted it.

	Jess knew things were going to be bad the moment Warren arrived that night. He was obnoxious all throughout dinner, patting Jess's father on the bottom, threatening to spank him twice, and constantly placing his hands on Cynthia's breasts or between her thighs. Even Andrea seemed embarrassed by this behavior.

	Once the main course was completed, Jess was told to reset the table, but only to set it for two. Apparently, only Cynthia and Warren would be having dessert. This disappointed Jess because his father had been preparing a special dessert which Jess wanted to taste. Nonetheless, Jess cleared the dinner plates and reset the table for two for dessert. He also added candles, as instructed. Then he went upstairs, where Andrea gave him a pile of shoes to polish.

	"I want those finished by the time I get back later tonight," she said, and she left to go to a friend's house.

	"Yes, Miss."

	Jess sat down on his floor and began polishing Andrea's shoes. As he worked, however, his curiosity got the better of him. He slid out of his heels and his noisy uniform and slipped into a robe. This would let him move silently and would let him claim, if he got caught, that he was on his way to the shower but needed to get a towel from the laundry room. He then tiptoed down the stairs and made his way toward the kitchen. He peeked round the corner.

	Cynthia and Warren sat at the table eating the dessert his father had prepared. They were holding hands across the table and kept leaning forward to kiss each other. Jess's father stood nearby in his pink uniform holding a bottle of wine. He looked very unhappy.

	"Oh come on, admit it," Cynthia said with a laugh. Warren laughed. "No, it's not true."

	"I'm sure it is." "It's not."

	Cynthia smirked. "Not even a tiny, teeny bit?" Warren actually blushed.

	Cynthia laughed. "I knew it!" she exclaimed. "You know you can if you want to. I won 't mind."

	"Can we please change the topic?" "No, I find this fascinating."

	"What do you find fascinating?" Warren asked.

	"Both that you want to do it and that you aren't willing to admit it." "I really don't want to," he protested.

	"Ah, but you do. You've admitted that."

	"I never admitted anything!"

	"Your eyes admitted it for you," she said. She turned to face Tom. "Tammy, come here.” Tom reluctantly walked over to the table. His heels echoed in the quiet, candlelit kitchen.

	"Lift up your skirt, Tammy."

	"What are you doing?" Warren asked. "Lift up your skirt," Cynthia repeated.

	Tom did as he was told. He took each side of the skirt in one hand and raised it up

	above his waist. Cynthia then reached out and pulled down his panties, letting his erection spring free.

	"Go on, touch it," Cynthia said to . Warren chuckled and shook his head.

	"I'm serious. If you want sex tonight, then you need to touch it. You want to know what it's like and I'm going to teach you," Cynthia said.

	Warren looked at Tom's erection. Then he looked at Cynthia. "I just need to touch it?"

	"Stroke it a couple times." She paused and then laughed. "Who knows, you might like it. Then maybe you two lovebird can go upstairs without me." Warren nibbed his lips, but otherwise didn’t move."

	Cynthia laughed. "Would it be easier if l had Tammy touch you? Maybe you'd like Tammy to climb under the table and give you a blowjob, is that it? Would you prefer that?” Warren smiled.

	At that point, Jess thought he heard a car pull up in the driveway, so he raced as quickly and as quietly as he could back to his room. He had no idea what happened next.

	 

	-0-

	 

	For the next week, nothing seemed to happen, at least as far as Jess could tell. Andrea listened to her CDs all the time, even in the car, but he saw no changes in her behavior. To the contrary, she had become even nastier to Jess and his father. She now openly mocked them and showed a real love for treating them like servants, or worse. Plus, she had continued to move forward with her preparations for his prom-night humiliation, and she wasn't even hiding the fact anymore that she hoped to humiliate him. Apparently, she thought the programming was now too strong for him to resist. And judging from his father's behavior, it probably was.

	Tom and Jess stood at attention in the living room. Tom wore a chocolate-brown suit with a pencil skirt and five-inch open-toed brown heels. Jess wore a tan pencil skirt and tan platform sandals with five-inch heels. Andrea sat in a recliner wearing jeans and wedge heeled sandals. Cynthia sat on the couch, wearing grey slacks and black pumps.

	Andrea had decided to teach Jess to dance so he could dance at the prom. She wanted his date with Eric to be perfect, or at least her definition of it. To help her, she decided to use his father as his dance partner. Tom was happy to help.

	"Let's get back to slow dancing," Andrea said, and she hit the remote, causing the music to begin again.

	Tom took Jess by the hand and pulled him close. He began to move, first to the left, then to the right. Jess followed his lead.

	"This is so much fun isn't it Jessica?"

	Jess tried to smile. “Sure, Tammy."

	Cynthia giggled. "Who would have guessed that Tom would love dancing so much?

	You two sissies are wonderfully cute!"

	"So cute," Andrea added. "Jessica, why don't you rest your head against Tammy's shoulder."

	Jess gritted his teeth but complied. He placed his head against Tom's shoulder. "I think this deserves a photo, don't you?" Cynthia asked.

	"Absolutely!" Andrea agreed. "We need something to memorialize this moment." Cynthia rose and went to a nearby drawer, where she pulled out a camera. "Say cheese, sissies," she said.

	"Cheese," Tom said happily.

	Jess bit his tongue and then also said, "Cheese."

	Cynthia took a dozen photos. Then she zoomed in lower and took one of their skirts to highlight both of their erections. "It's too bad the old Tom and old Jess can't be here to see this," she said.

	"That is too bad," Andrea said with a laugh. "I'm sure they would have something to say about these two sissies, wouldn't they?"

	Cynthia smirked. "That they would. Maybe someday, we’ll let them return and see what they've become?"

	This caused both women to burst out laughing. Jess turned bright red with anger. Tom just smiled. He seemed oblivious to the conversation. Jess prayed that whatever his mother was planning would happen soon. He needed to escape before he became like his father.

	-0-

	 

	Prom was now only two days away and Jess was getting increasingly worried. Whatever his mother was doing didn’t seem to be working and it was starting to feel like he would be trapped. Making this worse, Andrea spent the week teasing him about his big date and making overt references to sexual things she expected to happen. “Bet you can’t wait to get your hands on Eric’s juicy cock, Tammy. Or should that be your lips? Do you think you’ll let him go straight to third base? I bet you will. All I have to do is say you’re going to do it, and snap my fingers. You’ll be coming home with his jizz dripping out of your sissy little hole, into your panties.” This made him feel sick

	Jess sat on the floor in Andrea's room polishing her shoes. He wore his black satin uniform. He'd finished all of her shoes by now except for a pair of black t-strap platform pumps which he really loved. Andrea, who had been watching him as she read a magazine, left briefly and then returned with a banana.

	"It's time for another lesson," she said. "Yes, Miss."

	She peeled the banana and handed it to him. "I want you to lick this, but don't bite it."

	Jess stuck out his tongue and licked the banana.

	Andrea laughed. "No. I mean 'lick it,' like you are teasing it." Jess raised an eyebrow. He'd never teased a banana before. "Do it slowly, sensually. Tickle it with your tongue."

	"Yes, Miss," Jess said and he tried again.

	"Better. Now slide the banana into your mouth." Jess did.

	"Good. Now take it deeper... and deeper. Slide it in and out."

	Jess realized what he was doing, and he blushed. This caused Andrea to laugh. "This is going to be you on prom night," she said, and she indicated that he should keep "practicing" this. Then she suddenly laughed. "You know what would be even better than a banana?" she asked.

	"No, Miss."

	"I'll give you a hint. It's large, it's in the house at the moment, and I'm sure its owner could be persuaded to Iet you have a go at it."

	Jess Swallowed hard. He didn’t know what she meant, but he didn’t like whatever it was she was suggesting. "I don't know, Miss," he said.

	"Give up?"

	"Yes, Miss."

	"Why don't we ask Warren to come in here and show you. You can practice on him," she said with a laugh.

	Jess went pale. "I'd rather not, Miss." Andrea raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure?" "Yes, Miss."

	She laughed. "That's a good thing, I suppose. After all, we wouldn’t want to make Tammy jealous, would we? Not to mention, you really should save yourself for Eric."

	Jess had never felt so relieved as he did that moment.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The big night finally arrived, and Andrea came into his room to help him get ready. That day, she had taken him to the salon and had his hair dyed platinum blond and styled in dozens of flowing curls. He received a professional manicure and pedicure, done in a very reflective silver to match with his prom dress, as well as a body wax. The two girls attending him had laughed openly when they realized that the attractively dressed young woman they thought was "Jessica'.' turned out to be a boy.

	"Are you excited?" Andrea asked.

	"Scared, Miss," Jess admitted. He didn’t want to tell her this, but he was losing the ability to keep secrets from her. So far, this only affected minor things, like his feelings, but he could tell it would only be a matter of time before he was an open book to her. That scared him.

	"Feeling scared is natural. This will be a big night for you with a lot of new things. You're going to have your first dance with a boy, your first kiss, and you're going to give your first blow job," she said with a laugh. Her eyes lit up then and she excitedly exclaimed “And you’re going to get your cherry popped!”

	Jess cringed. He hated this idea. It made him feel sick to his stomach. Still, that was a good thing. That meant she hadn’t told him that he wanted to give a blow job or to receive anal, so that wasn't part of his programming, at least not yet. And that gave him some comfort.

	"Let's get you dressed," she said.

	For the next hour·, Andrea helped Jess put on some elaborate silk and organza lingerie, stockings, the purple tea  dress, and his silver platform sandals. These had six-inch heels, with a one inch platform. He could barely walk in these. Then she applied his makeup and sprayed him with perfume.

	"The perfect sissy!" she declared with a laugh. "Yes, Miss," Jess said without enthusiasm.

	Andrea put her hands on her hips. "That's not the tone I want to hear·!" she said mockingly.

	Jess smiled. "Oh Miss, I look so lovely. Thankyou so much!"

	"You’re welcome, Jessica. I'm sure you'll be a hit tonight." "Yes, Miss."

	Andrea suddenly smiled wickedly. "Did I mention that I'm going to nominate you for prom queen?"

	Jess Swallowed hard. As if this wasn’t humiliating enough, he would now need to go on stage as a nominee and face the catcalls of the other students. He really hated Andrea at the moment. "Thank you, Miss."

	"Well, let me get dressed and then we can go," she said.

	Andrea left Jess to stare into the mirror. He felt sick Whatever his mother had done obviously hadn’t worked and tonight was going to be the worst night of his life. He wanted to run, but there was nowhere to run to. Not to mention, how far would he get in these heels and this dress before Andrea and Cynthia tracked him down and brought him back, and then they would know his programming wasn’t working. Who knows what would happen then? He could become like his father at that point... his father, who was downstairs on his knees right now, sucking Warren’s cock

	"Let's go," Andrea said from her door. She had changed into a golden figure hugging dress that stopped just above her knees. It had a wide collar and a plunging back. On her feet were golden sandals with four·-inch heels.

	Jess reluctantly followed Andrea downstairs. His knees shook. At the door, they paused for photos as Cynthia and "Tammy" gushed about their  dresses and how the boys would love them.

	"Don't do anything I wouldn’t do, Jessica," said Tom with a girlish giggle. Jess bit his tongue. "Don't worry, I won't."

	"And don't let that boy put his hands beneath your skirt while you're on the dance floor," added Tom.

	"Yeah, no problem."

	"Afterwards, that might be a different story," giggled his father.

	It took all of Jess's concentration not to let his jaw drop at hearing this. "Come on, sissy," said Andrea and she dragged Jess out the door.

	They made their way to the car, with their heels clicking off the concrete as they went. Each click brought Jess closer to a fate he did not want. When they reached the car, Andrea actually opened the door for Jess and let him slide in. Then she went around the car and slid into the driver's seat.

	"This is going to be hilarious!" Andrea said with a laugh. She checked her purse to make sure she had the camera. "I want to be sure we catch all of your best moments tonight."

	Jess bit his tongue and folded his legs. His leg bounced nervously.

	Andrea started the car·. "How about a little music to warm you up for your big night?" Andrea pushed play on the CD. Then she backed the car out of the driveway and sped off.

	It took Jess about five minutes before he realized that they weren't headed toward the school. He thought about asking where they were going, but something told him not to try. So he sat silently and waited to see where they ended up.

	Ten minutes later, they pulled up in front of his mother's apartment. "Come on, let's go," Andrea said.

	Jess looked puzzled but said nothing. He and Andrea walked up the sidewalk to the front door of the apartment building, where Andrea hit the buzzer. A minute later, Jess's mother showed up.

	"Wow, don't you two look lovely!" she gushed. She was genuinely amazed that Jess made such an attractive girl. "Jessica, why don't you wait in the car while Andrea and I have a little chat."

	Jess did as he was told and returned to the car·. About an hour later, Brenda came out with Andrea in tow.

	"Jessica," said his mother, "I want you to go home now. You had a wonderful time at the prom. your date was the prefect gentleman and never tried to kiss you or do anything else to you. Sweet dreams, dear."

	"But-"

	"No, just go, dear·." She backed away from the car and waved. Jess had no idea what any of that meant.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The following morning began like any other recent Saturday morning. Jess put on his uniform and went downstairs to help "Tammy," who was already cleaning the house and preparing breakfast. Andrea had some appointments and left. Cynthia was watching television. She was waiting for breakfast.

	Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. Tom answered it. "Hello, dear·," said his ex-wife Brenda.

	Tom looked stunned.

	"Aren't you going to let me in?" she asked, and she walked past him.

	Cynthia, hearing the commotion, came to see what was going on. She immediately recognized Brenda. "What are you doing here?"

	"I'm here to put an end to this."

	"Put an end to what?" Cynthia asked.

	Brenda took the hem of Tom's pink uniform between her fingers and nibbed it. "What do you think?"

	Cynthia laughed cynically. "Good luck"

	Brenda shrugged her shoulders. "There's no luck about it. Right now, Andrea is at my apartment with an investigator I know. She's just finished giving a sworn statement about everything you've done here and what you've done to the other men you've done this too."

	Cynthia's jaw dropped. "What? How?"

	Brenda took some papers from her purse. "You're going to sign these papers and then you're going to leave. And if you ever try to brainwash another person, I will have you arrested and thrown in jail forever." Brenda paused, before adding, "And don't think I won't know, You can't keep secrets from me anymore."

	"Oh really," Cynthia said doubtfully.

	"No, you can't. See, for the past month, I've been using your own hypnosis tapes against you. Every time Andrea played a CD and you sat and listened to it, you fell further and further under my control. You now need to obey me. Would you like me to prove it?"

	Cynthia suddenly looked worried. Something inside her told her this was true. Brenda continued. "In fact, let's prove it. I think that would only be appropriate.

	Why don't you get on your knees and kiss Tammy’s feet."

	Without a second thought, Cynthia dropped to her knees and kissed Tom's feet.

	Brenda leaned down and spoke directly in Cynthia’s ear·. "If you ever break another law or do anything else rotten, you will have an overwhelming need to call me and tell me all about it and then you will turn yourself in to the police. Or maybe, I'll just send you to work at this club your friend Carla owns. Understand?"

	Cynthia stopped kissing Tom's feet and looked up at Brenda. She understood.

	A few minutes later, she signed the papers annulling her marriage and giving all of the assets back to Tom. She also signed a confession of what she had done. Five minutes after that, she found herself dropped off at a bus stop, where Andrea and Pamela were already waiting. None of them had more than the clothes on their backs and bus tickets to another state. And each knew that Brenda had indeed told the truth about their programming. Their criminal ways were over.

	A few minutes later, Brenda walked back through the front door to find Tom and Jess unsure of what to do next. In Brenda's absence, they decided to clean the house... in their uniforms. Jess immediate ran over and hugged his mother.

	"You saved us!" he squealed.

	"Yes, you're safe now, Jessica," she said.

	"I don't understand," Tom said. "What happened?"

	"Cynthia brainwashed you. She wanted to steal your business and then keep you as servants or sell you off to a sex club. She's done this before several times."

	"She has?" Tom asked. He still seemed genuinely confused. "I really don't understand."

	"You will with time, Tammy. We just need to reverse some of the programming," said Brenda.

	"Do you mean they won’t be back?" Tom asked. "No, Tammy."

	Tom frowned. "I don't know what we’re going to do without them. It's always been my lifelong dream to be a maid. Will you help us?"

	Brenda smirked. "Tammy, you made my life miserable as Tom. You were rude and aggressive. You tried to dominate me all the time. Then you tossed me out when you thought you had something better in Cynthia. Still, I've decided that for the sake of Jessica, I'm going to help. So don't worry, Tammy, I will help you. Until we can get you deprogrammed, I'll move back in and I'll take care of both of you."

	"And I can be your maid?" Brenda nodded.

	Tom suddenly smiled. He liked the idea of being a maid for his ex-wife. Jess smiled too because he knew everything was going to be all right. All three of them hugged. "What about dad's business?" Jess asked.

	"I'm going to let Helen run the business. Tammy can work for her," Brenda said. "That's good because I don't think I could run a business," Tom said.

	Brenda laughed. "Don't worry, Tammy, you don't have to worry your pretty little head about running anything for quite some time... if ever. Now, how about some lunch," Brenda said.

	Tom curtsied. "Yes Miss, coming right up."

	'"Miss'?" Brenda repeated as a huge smile crossed her face. "I like the sound of

	that."

	 

	The End
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