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Chapter 1: “High-Heeled Cage”


 


Sam was innocent
of throwing the water balloon which soaked Dean of Students Burgess, but after
getting caught in a similar prank earlier in the year, Sam was marked as a
troublemaker at the junior college he attended.  Thus, when the Dean saw him
standing there, he became the only suspect.


“I’m innocent!”
protested Sam.


“I don’t want to
hear it, Sam!” Lynda Williams growled at her stepson, as she paced angrily back
and forth.  She still wore her suit from work and her heels clicked against the
kitchen’s wooden floor.  “Dean Burgess said you were the only person who could
have thrown that balloon, and this isn’t the first time!”


“But—”


“Not another
word, Sam!”


Sam had never
seen his stepmother so upset, but then he’d never been threatened with
expulsion before either.


Lynda continued: 
“This isn’t the only trouble you’ve been in lately either!  I grounded you last
week, but Mrs. Norris still saw you throwing rocks at her garden gnomes.  Two
weeks ago, it was the same thing.  Every time I ground you, you ignore me.”


“I explained
that!” Sam protested.  In fact, he had been tricked out of the house by his stepsister
Diane who reveled in causing him trouble.


“I don’t want to
hear it!” Lynda countered.  “You lied to me then, just as you’re lying to me
now.”


“But—”


“I’m at my wits
end with you!” Lynda snarled.  “You won’t listen to me.  You won’t take me
seriously.  So I’m grounding you for the summer, Sam.”


Sam rolled his
eyes.


“Don’t give me
that look young man, because there’s more.  Obviously, I can’t trust you to
stay in the house as you’re told, so I’ve come up with a new way to make sure
you stay grounded.”


Sam started to
protest, but Lynda’s angry glare stopped him cold.


“Come with me,”
she said and she walked off toward her bedroom.


Sam followed
her, looking pathetic in his old jeans and worn tee shirt, with his head hung
low as his stepmother strode confidently before him in her professional black
pin-striped pantsuit and her sharp high heels.


“Apparently, I
can’t ground you because you won’t respect my wishes,” she said as they reached
her bedroom, “but I can’t watch you all day because I need to work and I can’t
take you to work with me either because the office won’t allow that.  So what
am I left with?”


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.


“Well, I have a
solution, Sam.”


She retrieved a
shoebox from a shopping bag she had brought home from work.  She flipped open
the box.  Inside were a pair of pink sandals with a three-inch wedge heel made
of cork.  They had a one-inch platform.  Each shoe had four straps, which crisscrossed
over the instep and formed a bow just above the toes, and an ankle strap
connected by a tiny silver buckle.  These were the most girlish shoes Sam had ever
seen.  They were so girlish, in fact, that Sam doubted that even his very-girly
stepsister Diane would wear them.  His stepmother certainly never wore anything
this girlish.  To the contrary, her clothes were professional and rather
elegant.


Lynda held up
the shoes.  “A woman in my office had a similar problem with her son.  She came
up with a unique and effective solution.”  She turned the shoes around in her
hands so Sam could see them from all angles.  “I bought these this afternoon,
and you’re going to wear them when I’m not home.”


“What?!  No way!”
Sam exclaimed.  In his wildest dreams, he’d never expected this.


“You will, Sam,”
she said firmly.  “This is not open for debate.”


“I won’t!”


“You will,” she insisted. 
“I’ll make sure you’re wearing them each morning when I leave for work.  You
can take them off when I get home again.”


“You can’t make
me,” he said, still somewhat stunned.


“Of course, I
can.  As long as you live here, you’ll obey my rules.  And don’t think you can
just take them off the minute I leave, because I’m going to lock them onto your
feet.”  In the bag were two tiny padlocks which normally fit a dufflebag.


“You can’t do
this!” Sam whined.


“I can and I
will.  You brought this on yourself.  I’m not changing my mind.”


“People will see
me!”


Lynda shook her
head.  “No one will see you, unless you try to leave the house without
permission. . . that’s the point.”


“But what about
Diane?”


“What about
her?” Lynda asked matter-of-factly.


“She’ll see me wearing
these!  I’ll never live it down.  I’ll die of humiliation!”


“Humiliation
stings, it doesn’t kill.  And let me repeat that you brought this on yourself.”


“I won’t do it!”
Sam swore.


“I can make this
worse, Sam.”


“I won’t wear
them!” he repeated petulantly.


Lynda exhaled
loudly.  “Fine.  If you won’t wear them, then I have no choice but to send you
to the military academy in Rockdale.”


Sam’s jaw
dropped.  “What?!”  He couldn’t believe his ears.


“The choice is
yours:  either you wear the shoes as I say, without complaint and without
fighting me, or I’ll send you to the academy.  I won’t have you in my house and
I won’t pay for your college if you continue to disobey me.”


“I can’t go to the
academy.  I don’t want to go to the academy.”


“Then you know
what you have to do.  I’ve given you the choice.  Either you wear the shoes in
the privacy and safety of our home when I’m at work or it’s off to the
academy.  I’ve already spoken with the academy and they can take you on a
single day’s notice.”


Sam looked
stunned.


Lynda swung the
sandals by their ankle straps from the ends of her fingers.  “What’s it going
to be, Sam?”


Sam stared at
the pink atrocities in her hands.  How could he wear girl’s shoes in front of
her?  But what choice did he have?  He’d heard horror stories about the academy. 
Plus, he was finally becoming popular at school and next year he wanted to play
football.  There were even a couple girls who liked him.  He couldn’t give that
up by going to the academy.  Not to mention, he told himself, this could just
be an idle threat and Lynda might give up this shoe idea in a couple days, but that
wouldn’t be true of the academy.  If she sent him to the academy, then she
would need to pay tuition and she would definitely not let him come home after
a couple days.  Clearly, the shoes were the safest option, even though they
would be intensely humiliating.


“I want an
answer, young man,” Lynda demanded, before adding, “And let me be clear:  if
you ever refuse to put these shoes on when I tell you – even for a second, or
if you cut them off your feet or damage the locks in any way, I’ll send you to the
academy the next day.”  She paused.  “So what’s it going to be?”


Sam bit his
lip.  “How long do I have to do this?”


“Until the end
of the summer.”  Summer vacation began in a week.


“What about
Diane?”


“I’ll tell her
to leave you alone so long as you behave.  Do that and your secret will be
safe.”


Sam shuddered.  His
choices were either a summer of Diane’s dirty looks and taunts or the academy. 
The choice was obvious, though not a happy one.  Silently, he nodded his head. 
Lynda smiled to herself when he did.  Karen from the office said this would
work and it seems she was right.


“Good choice,
Sam.  This is for your own good.  Who knows, it might even make you a more
considerate person.  Now put these on so I can make sure they fit.”  She
motioned Sam to sit down.


“Now?!”


Lynda put her
hands on her hips.  “What did I tell you, Sam?!  Any resistance and I’ll
send you to the academy.  Do you understand me?!”


He hung his
head.  “Yes.”


“Now sit down
and try on these shoes.”


Sam mechanically
removed his sneakers and Lynda handed him the first sandal.  He paused to stare
at the shoe.


“It won’t bite,”
said Lynda.


He kept staring
at it.


She folded her
arms and glared at Sam.  “Now, young man!” she commanded.  “I will not give
another order twice.  Next time there is even the slightest hint of resistance,
I’m walking over to the phone and calling the academy.  You need to make up
your mind right now if you’re going to do this or not.”


Sam looked into
Lynda’s eyes, searching for some hope that she was bluffing.  She wasn’t.  There
was no way out.  Slowly, Sam slid his foot into the shoe.  It was too small! 
He had escaped his fate!


“Take off your
socks,” Lynda said coldly, deflating his hopes.


Sam removed his
socks.  He took a deep breath and slid his foot into the shoe.  It fit perfectly,
and like Cinderella before him, his life changed forever, only he had no idea
how much yet.


 


—o—


 


As Sam slid his
foot into its pink prison, another set of eyes watched the scene with
incredible glee.  Diane was slightly younger than Sam, but was easily smarter. 
She was more popular too.  Yet, she despised Sam.  In her eyes, she had to earn
everything she got in life, while things just got handed to him.  She had to
get straight A’s to be rewarded, he only needed C’s.  He got a car for his
birthday, an awesome classic Mustang, whereas she got only promises that she
could borrow her mother’s car. . . sometimes.  His allowance was bigger, his
curfew was later, and his mistakes were overlooked.  At least, that’s how Diane
saw it.  But now, through the crack in the door, she saw a chance to change
everything and to right the score.


With Sam firmly
strapped into both shoes, Lynda made him walk around the room so she could show
him how to walk in heels.  Not surprisingly, he moved awkwardly, like an
embarrassed boy who wants to make it clear he’s never worn heels before and is
doing this only under protest.  But even beyond the embarrassment factor, he
lacked balance and it was strange to feel unsteady on his feet.  He knew right
away this would take some getting used to.  Still, it wasn’t as bad as he’d
expected from all the fuss Diane and her friends made about wearing heels.  To
the contrary, the shoes were surprisingly comfortable.  This was in part
because they had wedge heels, which gave a lot of support.  It was also because
they had a one-inch platform, which meant the intimidating three-inch heel really
only felt like a two-inch heel.  Indeed, Lynda had chosen these shoes specifically
because she knew they wouldn’t present too much of a challenge for Sam.  Her
goal was to keep him grounded, not to make him an expert in wearing high heels,
and she certainly didn’t want him falling and breaking something.  Thus, she
chose these shoes because they would not pose much of a challenge for Sam and because
she knew he wouldn’t want to be caught dead in anything this feminine.


“Do I really
have to do this?” he whined.  His face burned red with shame.


“What did I tell
you?”


“Please don’t
make me do this?!  It’s too humiliating.”


“Wearing women’s
shoes isn’t going to turn you into a girl,” she said snidely.  “You’ll still
have a penis.  You’ll still like girls.  The world won’t end, and when the
summer is over, you can take them off and go back to being just like every
other boy at the college.  Nobody ever has to know. . . as long as you
behave.”


Sam looked down
at the pink straps and cork heels sticking out from beneath his jeans.  Maybe
if he got longer pants, he thought, then he could hide them. . . maybe.  But
with his current jeans, there was no way.  Unless he could find a way to take them
off, he would be trapped at home.


“Keep walking,
Sam.  I want to be sure you get the hang of it.”


He took a few
more awkward steps and then huffed.


Lynda shook her
head.  “If you think you’re getting out of this by pretending you can’t do it, forget
it.  If you don’t show me you can walk in these shoes in the next few minutes,
I’ll buy you even higher heels and I’ll make you wear them all the time until
you walk like the world’s most prissy debutant.  Got it?!”


Sam swallowed
hard and took off again across the room.  He lacked feminine grace, but neither
Sam nor Lynda worried about that.  What mattered to them was that he was able
to walk in the shoes easily and almost normally.  Any sort of grace would come
with practice.  Indeed, as they would soon discover, as a result of spending
his days balancing in the heels, Sam would slowly develop a graceful feminine
gate, though neither Sam nor Lynda realized that yet.


Just as Sam was
about to beg Lynda again not to do this to him, the door flew open and Diane
burst into the room.  Sam froze.


“Oh my God!” squealed
Diane at the top of her lungs.


Lynda glared at
her.  She had hoped to speak with Diane before Diane discovered this.  For one
thing, this would all go a lot easier if Diane didn’t add more tension to the
situation.  For another, she hoped Diane would take this in stride and would help
her make this a more constructive experience for Sam, with the both of them
teaching Sam some responsibility.  What she did not need was Diane turning this
into a joke and adding fuel to the fire.


“Di, leave your stepbrother
alone!” growled Lynda with great annoyance.


“Why is she
wearing girl’s shoes?”  Diane’s use of the feminine pronoun sent a shiver down
Sam’s spine.  He suddenly felt weak and exposed.  Helplessness was a new
feeling for him and he hated it.


“Sam won’t stay
grounded, so I’m making him wear these shoes so he won’t leave the house when
I’m at work—”


“You mean she’ll
be wearing heels all the time?!” Diane squealed in delight.


“Yes, but—”
Lynda said.


“Oh my God! 
Tracy’s going to love this!”  Tracy was Diane’s best friend.


Sam started to
panic, but Lynda jumped in immediately.  “Hold it young lady!  As long as Sam behaves,
then no one else can know about this.  That’s my rule.  This is not meant to embarrass
Sam, this is meant to keep him out of trouble.  If he stays out of trouble,
then this ends at the end of the summer and no one ever finds out about it.  That
means you don’t tell anyone.  Got it?!”


Diane looked at
her mother and then smirked at Sam.  “Yes, I understand. . . her secret
is safe with me.”


Lynda waved her
finger at Diane.  “And that stops right now!  You will not make fun of Sam or
call him names or refer to him in feminine terms.  Do you hear me?!”


“Yes,” she said,
without sincerity yet with a venomous smile.  The enormity of this situation was
becoming clear to Sam:  he had been handed over to his worst enemy and there
was nothing he could do about it.


“Now go to your
room.  I need to speak to Sam, then I’ll come talk to you.”


Diane walked
off, craning her neck to stare at Sam as she left.  Despite Lynda’s order,
Diane didn’t go to her room, she stopped in the hallway where she could overhear
everything else that was said.  Her eavesdropping revealed that Sam would be
required to wear the shoes whenever Lynda was away from home.  Lynda planned to
ask Diane each day how he behaved.  If Diane reported any misbehavior, he would
be punished further, though she told Sam she wouldn’t tell this to Diane so
Diane couldn’t abuse the power.  Diane smiled.  Finally, Lynda repeated the
threat about the academy.  Diane laughed to herself.  “Gotcha.”

















Chapter 2: “On A Silver Platter”


 


Morning finally
came.  Sam hadn’t slept well.  He had nightmares of what his summer would be
like.  Lynda, however, did sleep well, secure in the peace of mind that she
finally found a way to keep Sam out of trouble.  Sam pulled on his jeans and a
black tee shirt.  He combed back his shoulder-length brown hair and slipped
into his sneakers before heading downstairs where Lynda was packing her
briefcase.  She wore a navy blue skirt suit and matching pumps.  The hated pink
sandals sat next to her briefcase on the table.  Diane was nowhere to be seen.


“Good morning,” said
Lynda and she kissed Sam on the forehead before moving to the counter to pour
some coffee.  The sound of her heels echoed off the hardwood floor as she moved
about.


Sam sat down at
the table.  He stared at the shoes.  He felt sick.


Lynda picked up
her coffee and turned to face him.  She pointed at the shoes and then his feet. 
“Go on.”


Sam reluctantly
reached for the shoes as Lynda watched him over the top of her cup.  He dreaded
this, but he had no choice.  He would need to bear this humiliation until she changed
her mind or until he could find a way out of it.  At least, he told himself, no
one but Diane would see him and even she would lose interest once the novelty
wore off.  He kicked off his sneakers and pulled off his socks.  Then he slid
his right foot into the first shoe.  He pulled the strap tight and buckled the
buckle.  He felt ridiculous.  As he repeated this humiliating task with the
second shoe, he heard Lynda move toward the front stairs.


“Di, I want to
see you in the kitchen,” Lynda yelled up the stairs.


“Oh man, why is
she calling Di?” Sam asked under his breath.


Lynda returned
to the kitchen just as Sam finished buckling the second shoe.


Diane followed a
few seconds after that.  She wore a yellow and white, sleeveless summer dress, which
hung to mid-thigh and was cinched at the waist with a narrow white belt.  On
her feet were white slides with a wide open toe, which showed each of her toes,
and a two-inch block heel.  On her wrists were plastic bracelets which matched
her earrings.  Diane took one look at Sam and his scared, sad, nervous face and
she burst out laughing.  Sam felt two inches tall.


Lynda shot Diane
a dirty look.  “I warned you, young lady!”


“Sorry, it won’t
happen again,” she said cheerfully.


“It better
not.”  Lynda moved over to Sam and crouched down to adjust the straps on the
sandals to make them tighter.  Then she clicked the tiny locks through the
leather straps and the metal buckles.  She stepped back to admire her work. 
“I’m warning you, Sam.  If I find out you took these off or if you cut through
these, you know what will happen.”


“What if I need
to take them off?”


“You won’t.”


“But what if I
do?  What if there’s an emergency?”


“What kind of
emergency?”


“Any kind?  Like
a fire or something.”


Lynda folded his
arms.  She ran her tongue over her teeth.  “I’ll give a spare key to Di,” she finally
said.


Sam couldn’t
believe his ears.  Was she really going to hand the keys that would free him of
these cursed shoes to Diane?!  Indeed she was, as a moment later, she handed
the keys to Diane, whose evil grin grew.  This was getting worse all the time.


Lynda
continued:  “If there’s an emergency, Di can unlock you, but only in a genuine emergency.” 
She turned to Diane.  “If I find out they were unlocked without an absolute
emergency, then you’ll be punished as well, do you understand me?”


Diane nodded her
head innocently.


Lynda pointed
her finger at Sam:  “Now you behave,” she said.  She looked over her shoulder
at Diane, “I mean both of you.”


“We will,” they
said.


Lynda lifted
Sam’s chin with her hand.  “It’s only for the summer.”


 


—o—


 


As Lynda’s car
left the driveway, Diane stood by the window looking out between the curtains. 
She turned to face Sam.  She grinned from ear to ear.


“This is going
to be so much fun!” she said out loud to herself.  Her eyes had both a maniacal
look and a distant look all at once as if she was watching a vision of the
future unfolding.  Sam, her nemesis, had been delivered into her hands, and she
wasn’t going to miss this chance to settle the score.  Diane walked toward
Sam.  “I guess the shoe’s on the other foot now, isn’t it?”  She
laughed.  “You are going to do everything. . . anything, I say.”


“Leave me alone,”
Sam said defiantly, though part of him was very nervous.


She held up the
key to taunt him.


“Give me that key!”


Diane backed
away as he approached.  “That’s the wrong tone to take to please your new
owner,” Diane said mockingly.


Sam grabbed her
arm.


“Don’t touch me!”
she yelled, pulling her arm away.  She pointed her finger in his face.  “You
better wise up fast, Samantha!  You’re mine and there’s nothing you can
do about it.  If you take those shoes off, then you’re off to the academy.”


“How do you know
that?!” Sam demanded as he pushed her finger out of his face and reached for
the hand which held the key.  She stood a few inches shorter than Sam,
especially with him wearing heels, and weighed a good twenty pounds less, so
she was no match for him physically, but sometimes, physical strength means
nothing.


“Keep pushing
your luck and you’ll find out!” she said.  “One word from me and you’ll be
Cadet Samantha.”


“You wouldn’t
dare!” 


“Of course, I
would!” she said, pulling her hand away before he could reach it.


Sam stopped.  It
suddenly struck him that she would happily turn him in.  In fact, she would
turn him in even if he didn’t do anything wrong.  He instantly realized just
how precarious his situation was.


“And that’s not
all,” she continued, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.  “I’ll tell everyone.”


“What do you
mean?”


“I’ll tell
everyone about my Sissy Sam, who loves prancing around in high-heeled sandals.”


“No one will
believe you!”


“They will when
they see the photos,” she said smugly.


Sam gasped and
his face lost all color.  “What photos?!”


“The ones I took
with my camera phone while you were putting on your sexy little shoes.  They’re
safely on my phone right now.  All I have to do is upload them to my website
and everyone will see you putting on your sissy shoes.  It was very touching.”


His stunned
silence told her she had scored a direct hit.  “You wouldn’t,” he finally responded,
but he knew better.  His mouth was dry.


“Wouldn’t I?  I
would have done it already, except I can have so much more fun if we keep this
secret just between us girls.”


Sam’s anger and
panic gave way to fear and helplessness.  Despite the obviousness of her actions,
he somehow never thought about Diane taking pictures and then blackmailing
him.  He knew she would ridicule him, but the idea that she could hold this
over him never occurred to him.  Now it hit him like a ton of bricks.


“I expect to
have a lot of fun with this,” she purred.  “And do you know what’s going to
make this the most fun?”  Her smile turned into a snarl.  “Watching you do everything
I tell you, without question, from now on and knowing you hate every last
second of it.”


“If you tell
anyone, you’ll be punished,” said Sam, though it felt like an empty threat the
moment he said it.


“Oooo, I’m
scared,” she said mockingly.  “So she grounds me for a week.  It’s worth it to
see you become ‘Sandal Boy.’  Think you’ll enjoy your senior year as Sandal
Boy?  I doubt the football team will welcome you after that.”


“You’re
bluffing,” Sam said, though they both knew she wasn’t.


“Am I?  Let’s
run a test,” she said gleefully.  “I’ll go send my new pictures to Tracy, then
when she calls you to tell you how much she likes your sissy pictures, we’ll
see if you’re finally in the right mindset.”  Diane turned and started toward the
stairs.  “And if that doesn’t convince you, we could send them to Dawn next or
maybe just post them on the web.”


“Wait!” Sam
squealed.


Diane stopped. 
She smiled.  She had him right were she wanted him and they both knew it.  She
folded her arms and tapped her foot against the floor, trying to look both annoyed
and yet indifferent.


“Don’t post
them!” he said, trying to force himself to be humble, though this was much
harder than he expected and he came across as quite angry.


“I don’t like
your tone,” she said and she furrowed her brow.


“Please
don’t post them,” he said through gritted teeth.


“Nope, not good
enough.”  She started for the stairs again.


“Wait!” Sam
said, but she didn’t stop.  “Please, wait!” he said with a bit more
desperation, but she still didn’t stop.  She put her first foot on the bottom
stair.  “Wait!  Please, I. . . I’ll,” he swallowed hard, “I’ll do what you
say.”  He almost whispered this last sentence.


Diane stopped.  “Everything?”


He nodded. 
“Everything,” he said in a broken voice.


She walked over
to Sam and stopped inches from his face.  She put her hands on her hips.  “You
get one chance, Samantha.  If you refuse to do anything I say, anything,
I’ll release the photos without a second thought.  And unlike my mother, I mean
it.  I don’t care about your reputation.  I’m going to have my fun either way,
either with you as my personal slave or seeing you as an object of ridicule
around the college.  Do you understand me?”


He nodded.


“Get this
straight, if you ever disobey me or if I even feel you aren’t suitably submissive,
then I’ll post these pictures on the web and everyone will see them.  Now tell
me you understand and you agree.”


Sam felt every
word like a punch to his gut.  He felt such anger for Diane at that moment, but
he also felt helpless.  She could do whatever she wanted to him, and he could
do nothing about it.  Defeated, he meekly nodded his head.


“I said tell
me.  Tell me that you, Samantha, agree to be my slave.”


He struggled to
speak, but finally said:  “I agree to be your slave.”


“Who is I?”


“I am.”


“And who are
you?”


He bit his tongue. 
“I’m Samantha.”  He felt a shiver run down his spine and strangely felt his
penis stirring.  He had no idea why, but this suddenly excited him and that
made his shame all the worse.


Diane smirked. 
“Ok, now show me you mean it.”  She pointed to the floor.  “Drop to your knees,
crawl over here, and kiss my toes.”


“What?!” Sam asked
shocked, unable to imagine what could possibly make him kiss Diane’s toes.


“Fine,” she said
and turned to leave.


“Wait,” Sam
blurted out, but she didn’t stop.  “Please wait!  I’ll do it.  Please!”  He
dropped to his knees.


Diane turned
around and watched him crawl over to her.  The prospect that he might actually
do this excited her incredibly.  She watched as Sam crawled right over to her
foot and then bent his head down to the ground.  Each of her toes stuck out the
open end of her slides.  Her toenails were painted red.  She wore no socks or
stockings.  He bent his head close and pursed his lips.  He could not believe
what he was about to do.  He gave her big toe a quick peck.  Waves of humiliation
washed over him.  He’d never felt as weak, as helpless or as shamed.


“Keep going.”


He did it again.
. . and again.  It never got any easier.  Indeed, each subsequent kiss was like
another blast of shame.


Diane felt an
incredible sense of power.  She was going to enjoy this!  When she was ready,
she bent down and patted him on the head.  “We’re going to have such fun. . .
come with me Samantha.”  She turned and walked off, leaving him on the
floor.

















Chapter 3: “Samantha Is Born”


 


While Sam
changed his clothes as Diane instructed, Diane dug out her camcorder and placed
it between some books in the family room.  From that angle, it could record
most of what happened in the room.  She turned it on and covered it with
knitting to be sure Sam wouldn’t see it.  She probably didn’t need to hide it,
but she wasn’t sure yet that she really had enough to control Sam, so she decided
to play it safe.  Diane went to the bottom of the stairs and called up to Sam.


“Are you coming Samantha
or do I need to come get you?” she asked.


He didn’t
respond.


Diane pursed her
lips and went to see where he was.  He was in his room trying to button the
blouse she had given him; the skirt she gave him with the blouse was wrapped
around his thighs.  Since he was bigger than she was, her clothes were too
tight to fit him.  Nevertheless, she thought this blouse and skirt might fit
because they were always too large on her and because they could be adjusted. 
One look told her Sam hadn’t figured out they could be adjusted.  She loosened
the skirt and pulled it over his hips to his waist.  It was still very tight,
but she got it zipped.  The blouse, however, still didn’t fit, so she made him
wear one of his own white oxford dress shirts instead and then had him tie his
shirt in the front rather than button it.


She stepped back
to admire her new sissy.  On his feet, he wore the pink heels.  Above that, he
wore an extremely tight pink tube skirt which only reached to the middle of his
thighs.  His midriff was bare as Diane had tied off the oxford in such a way to
expose his bellybutton.  A pink bra was stretched across his chest beneath the
shirt.  Visible beneath the skirt were pantylines from his small pink panties. 
Also visible beneath the panties and the thin skirt was the outline of his
erection – a point of great shame to him, both having Diane see that he was erect
and having her know that he was excited by this.


Diane whistled. 
“Damn, girl!  I always knew you were a sissy.”


He blushed.


“Now come with
me.”  She took Sam’s hand and humiliatingly pulled him down the hallway toward
her bedroom.  Once there, she sat him down at her vanity table and applied red
lipstick, blush and dark blue eye shadow.  When she finished with that, she
combed his hair straight, parting it in the middle.  Then she braided each side
into identical pigtails.  She tied pink ribbons at the end of both pigtails and
added long silver clip-on earrings to his ears.  “Nice.  Now let’s go
downstairs.”


 


—o—


 


Diane sat down
in the large leather recliner right before the television.  She motioned Sam to
kneel at her feet.


“What do you
want?” he asked cautiously.


“Kneel.”


“I don’t want to
kneel.”  He knew he couldn’t fight her because of what she had over him, but
his dignity required that he put up some resistance at least.


“Watch your tone,”
she warned him.


“This is
ridiculous,” Sam said.


Diane snapped
her fingers at him.  “Get over here and kneel at my feet.  Now!”


Sam hesitated.


Diane glared at
him.  “You better accept right now that you’re my slave and that you need to
obey me, or you’re going to be punished a lot.”


Sam bit his lip
and walked over to her.  He dropped to his knees.


“Good boy,”
Diane said.  She leaned back, folded her arms, and crossed her legs.  She shook
her leg excitedly.  “Let’s lay down some rules for my new little slave.  That’s
what you are, right?”


Anger was
building in Sam’s eyes.  He didn’t respond.


“Say it,” she
commanded.


“Say what?” he
asked defiantly, intent on making this as difficult as possible.


“Tell me you’re
my slave and you’ll do whatever I want.”  She paused.  “If you don’t, you’re
going to be licking my toes all afternoon.  And then I still might send the
photos to your friends.”


Sam didn’t move.


“Do you want
to be punished?!  Is that what this is?  Is that how you get off?  Because I’ll
be happy to punish you.”  Diane wiggled her toes in his face.  “I can think of
lots of nasty things to do to you, slave.”


Sam’s mouth went
dry.  His ego needed him to put up a fight, he knew that, but was he only
making things worse for himself?  He knew he was beat before this even began,
so resistance only gave Diane an excuse to get nastier in her punishments,
something she would no doubt relish.  Hence, he shouldn’t resist.  But he just couldn’t
bring himself to say what she wanted.  He tried, but nothing came out. 
Finally, he closed his eyes and forced himself to speak:  “I’m your slave.” 
This sent shivers down his spine.


Diane felt
intense excitement when Sam said those words.  Nothing in her life had ever been
as sweet as this moment, and this was made all the sweeter by the obvious
discomfort it caused him.  Indeed, she realized, her sense of triumph wouldn’t
have been nearly as intense if Sam hadn’t put up a fight.  She was going to
enjoy this.


“Good boy,” she
cooed.  “But I don’t think that’s enough.  Tell me I’m so superior to you that
you want to be my slave.  Then beg me to make you my slave.”


Sam cringed.  “You’re
so superior.  I want to be your slave.  Make me your slave,” he said quickly,
quietly, and without any conviction.


“Now say it like
you mean it,” she said coldly.


“You are
superior.  I want to be your slave.  Make me your slave,” he repeated in a
slightly more believable tone, without making eye contact.


“If you’re
trying to upset me, then you’re doing a good job.  And let me tell you, you
won’t like me when I’m upset.”


Sam didn’t speak.


“Maybe I should
just write you off as worthless as a slave and go post the pictures?  That
might be more fun.”  This caused Sam to flinch, which Diane saw.  She had found
his weakness.  She smirked at Sam down on his knees before her.  “Maybe you
need to spend the afternoon licking my feet to learn who’s in charge here?”


Sam shook his
head.


“Then show me you
get it, show me you understand I’m your master now.  Say it again and say it
like you mean it.  Look deeply into my eyes and surrender to my power.”


Sam took a deep
breath.  He looked into her eyes.  He saw her evil grin.  “You are superior to
me,” he said in a defeated tone.  “I want to be your slave, please make me your
slave,” he all but begged.  A tear formed at the side of his eye from all the anguish
and humiliation.


Diane put her
hand on his chin.  “See how easy it is to submit to me?”  She rose and walked
past him.  He started to rise, but she stopped him.  “No, don’t move unless I
tell you.  When I place you somewhere, you wait for me to give you permission
to move.  Is that understood?”


“Yes.”


“Yes, ‘Miss
Diane’,” she corrected him.


“Yes, Miss
Diane,” he repeated.  He felt another shock shoot up his spine at having to
call her “Miss Diane.”  Could this get any worse?


Diane looked at Sam
on his knees, wearing girl’s shoes and a skirt, with his hair in pigtails and
makeup all over his face, calling her “Miss Diane” and she almost burst out
laughing.  But she didn’t because she was overwhelmed by an incredible sense of
power.  In that moment, she knew what it felt like to rule the world, and she
decided she would never give this up.  Diane took a deep breath to
collect herself.  “From now on, I expect you to follow my instructions to the
letter, do you understand?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”  Sam again felt the humiliating shock.


“From now on,
you will not speak unless spoken to.  But if I address you, by whatever name,
you will respond immediately.  Got that, Sandal Boy?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


“You will do
anything I say, without question or objection.  Do you understand?”


Sam cringed.  “Yes,
Miss Diane.”


“You’re going to
wear what I tell you, do what I tell you, and say what I tell you.  If I want
to dress you up like a little dolly and make you recite poetry while I
videotape you, you’ll do it with a smile, got it?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


“If I tell you
to clean my room, you’ll make it spotless, understand?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


“If I tell you
to stand outside by the mailbox and play with yourself, you will do that too.”


Sam cringed
again.  “Yes, Miss Diane.”


“And you don’t
say a word of this to my mother.”


“No problem
there,” he thought.  “Yes, Miss Diane,” he said.


“As far as she’s
concerned, you’ve been a good boy, and you and I are busy doing our separate
things.”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


“But that
doesn’t mean you don’t have to follow my orders when she’s around.  If I say
something, even when she’s around, you do what I tell you, no matter what it
is.”  She lifted his chin with her finger.  “Don’t worry, Sam dear, by the
time we’re done, you’ll be the perfect slave.”


Sam bit his lip.


Diane returned
to the recliner.  She crossed her leg and leaned forward.  “Let’s make it
official.  Kiss my toes.”


He leaned over
and gave her toes a quick kiss.


“Good.  Now
let’s talk about the chores.”

















Chapter 4: “Lynda’s Home”


 


Diane made Sam
change back into his regular clothes in plenty of time before Lynda returned
from work.  She even double-checked to make sure all the traces of makeup were
removed.  She didn’t want her mother realizing anything suspicious had
happened.  She did, however, insist that he continue to wear the panties.  Even
worse, she took a garbage bag to his room and removed all of his underwear.  When
Sam was returned to the way Lynda left him, they went to the family room to
wait for her.  Diane reminded Sam not to say a word about what had happened
during the day.


Lynda entered the
kitchen from the garage, the clicking of her high heels marked her journey from
the concrete in the garage to the wooden floor in the kitchen.  She set down
her purse on the kitchen table and walked to the family room, where she found
Diane sitting on the couch knitting and Sam sitting in the leather recliner
watching television.  He wore the same jeans and black shirt he wore earlier
and he still wore the sandals.


“How was work?”
Diane asked.


“It was fine,
honey.  How were things here?” she asked suspiciously.  She had no idea what to
expect when she came home as she wasn’t sure this had been a good idea.  So far
at least, everything seemed fine.


“Ok,” Diane
said.  “We spent the day watching television.”


Diane looked at
Sam.  “Is that it?”


He shrugged his
shoulders as if to say that was it and he wasn’t sure what else she wanted to
know.


“No problems?”
Lynda asked.


“Other than
having to wear these shoes?” Sam asked snidely.


“Yes, other than
that.”


“No, no
problems.”


“You didn’t
hassle your stepsister?” Lynda asked.


“Me?!” he asked
defensively, causing Diane to grit her teeth.


“And you didn’t
take off the shoes?”


“No.”


Lynda looked at
Diane who nodded her head to confirm Sam’s version of events.  Lynda smiled.  “Good. 
Now come help me unload the car.”


Sam stood up. 
“Can I take these shoes off first?”


“In a minute,
dear.  This won’t take more than a second,” Lynda called over her shoulder as
she made her way back toward the garage.


Sam and Diane
followed her.  When they reached the door to the garage, Sam realized Lynda had
left the garage door open so she could get into her trunk.  He froze.  “I can’t
go out there.  The neighbors can see me.”


Lynda looked at Sam. 
“Come on, Sam.  No one will notice.”


“But—”


“The longer you
take, the greater the chances that someone will happen by,” she said calmly as
she opened her truck and pulled out a leather bag and some binders.  She worked
as a production manager at the local news station and she had been developing a
new segment for the show.  In the trunk, she had various presentation boards
and several boxes of research she needed to look through.


“Can’t Diane
help you?” Sam asked.


“You’re the only
one strong enough to lift the boxes.”


“But the shoe—”


Lynda glared at Sam. 
“Sam, get out here right now and get these boxes or so help me, you’ll wear
those shoes all night.”


Sam reluctantly
stepped onto the concrete.  His shoes didn’t echo like Lynda’s because they had
a softer heel, but they did still sound a good deal more like heels than his
sneakers ever did.  He looked out the garage door and saw no one, but he did
notice that several neighbors could look directly into their garage if they
looked out their front windows.  He rushed to the back of Lynda’s car and grabbed
a box.


Behind him, he
heard Diane chuckling.  “Better hurry up, Sandal Boy.  The neighbors are
watching,” she whispered.


After two trips,
Sam brought the two boxes into the house.  Diane and Lynda brought the rest. 
Sam’s heart was beating fast, not from the exertion, but from the fear of being
seen.  Lynda sat down at the kitchen table and flipped through the mail.


“So you didn’t
have any problems wearing the shoes?” asked Lynda.


“No,” Sam said. 
He cringed inwardly, knowing that by denying any problems, he was only
encouraging her to continue this.


“Good, I’m glad
we found something which works.”


“Can I please
take them off now?”


Lynda reached
into her purse and pulled out the key to the locks.  She handed the key to
Sam.  Sam bent down and unlocked the shoes.  He stepped out of the hated shoes
and stretched his toes and arches.  That felt really good after having his feet
locked in the heels all day.  Sam left the shoes next to the table and started
to walk away.


“Whoa!  Where do
you think you’re going?” Lynda asked.


“To my room.”


“Oh no you
don’t.  You’re not leaving your clothes strewn about the house.  You either
wear your shoes or take them to your room.”


Sam furrowed his
brow, but picked up the shoes.  As he did, Lynda reached down and slipped out
of her own pumps.


“While you’re
going that way, please take these to my bedroom.”


She handed him her
pumps.  Normally, Sam would have recoiled at the idea of holding a pair of
women’s high-heeled shoes, especially ones that were still warm and slightly
damp with sweat.  But this time, he meekly accepted them because he knew he was
on dangerous ground at the moment and he would need Lynda’s help to save him
from Diane.  Unfortunately for Sam, Lynda noticed the difference in his attitude
and saw it as a good thing.


“I’m glad to see
you’re already a little more humble,” she said.  “You could use more humility. 
It will serve you well in the future.  Who knows, you could be a totally
changed man before the summer ends?”


Diane, who was
standing behind Lynda, laughed silently and smirked at Sam.


The rest of the
evening went quietly.  Diane was distracted by the telephone.  Lynda was
distracted by her new project.  Sam sat in his room rubbing his feet and
sulking.  He was humiliated and he knew this was only the beginning.  Diane was
smart and creative and had a vengeful streak a mile wide, and he knew she was
happily planning new humiliations for him.  He had to think of some way to
escape this trap.

















Chapter 5: “Mall Council”


 


Diane and Tracy
walked through the mall sipping ice drinks.  Diane wore a tight blue-denim back-button
skirt which stopped at her ankles, a silver top with a rainbow and sparkles on
her chest, and mid-heeled black slides.  Tracy wore a brown and tan striped blouse,
white slacks and high-heeled white sandals.  Tracy had wavy auburn hair
compared to Diane’s curly blondish-brown hair, otherwise they could have been twins.


“Oh my God!  Are
you kidding?!” Tracy exclaimed.  She and Diane were friends since grade school
and they had no secrets between them.  Thus, Diane had already filled her in on
everything that happened the prior day.


“Seriously, I
don’t know what to do next,” Diane confessed.


Tracy laughed.  “I’d
totally know what to do!”


“It’s not as
easy as it sounds,” Diane said with a hint of annoyance.  “When it started, I
mean, I thought I was sure what I was going to do—”


“Which was?”


“Like I said, I
dragged him upstairs and dressed him up like a girl.  Then I made fun of him
for a while and I made him do my chores like cleaning the kitchen and vacuuming
the living room.”


“Ok, good
start.”


“But then, I ran
out of ideas.  I didn’t know what else to do.”


Tracy ran her
long white nails through her hair.  “Hmm.”


“Yeah, ‘hmm’.  I
kept thinking, ‘this is going to be so much fun’ and ‘this is going to be so
easy,’ but when it came time to actually come up with something to do to him, I
just drew a blank.”


Tracy smiled. 
“I know what I’d do with him,” she said coyly.  Tracy had a crush on Sam for
years now, but never let him know it.


Diane rolled her
eyes.  “I’m not doing that with my stepbrother!”


“Did you at
least see his thing?”


“Ew!  No.”


“Well, he’s not
my stepbrother and I would have checked it out.”


“Good for you, but
that doesn’t help me.”


“You never even
peeked?”


“No!”  Diane blushed. 
She giggled.  “Ok, well, I could see it through the tiny panties and it really
stood out under his skirt.”


“Was it big or
small?”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “Kinda big I guess.”


Tracy squealed. 
“You SO have to let me come over!  I could totally help out!”


Diane shook her
head.  “Not yet.  I don’t want to do anything that’ll make my mother freak
out.”


“Why?  You’ve
got photos of him all dressed up and, from the sound of it, video of him
licking your feet.  It’s not like he’s not at your mercy now no matter what
your mom does.”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “I don’t know, my mom can be pretty resourceful and if she said
the whole thing was stopping and we weren’t ever going to mention it again,
then it would be pretty hard to get away with still blackmailing him.”


“Then we need to
find a way around that.”


“How do we do
that?”


“Good question.”


The two girls walked
into a shoe store.  Diane picked up a pair of mules and examined them as Tracy
looked at a pair of sandals.  Suddenly an evil grin crossed Tracy’s lips.


“Ya know, we’re
looking at this all wrong,” Tracy said.


“What do you
mean?” Diane asked.


“I mean, we’re
looking at this like ‘what fun can we have today or tomorrow.’  We need to
think long term.”


Diane looked
confused.


“We need to keep
this game going forever.  And the only way to keep this game going forever, is
to convince your mom that Sam wants to become a girl!” Tracy said slyly.  “We
need to Samanthasize him!”


“What?!”


“Think about
it.  If your mom thinks he wants to be a girl, then she won’t object if he
starts dressing like a girl.  And here’s the cool part:  if he keeps dressing
like a girl, then you keep your power over him because he won’t want anyone to
see him.”


Diane stared at
her friend with her mouth agape.  This was preposterous, but it also made a
certain kind of sense.  But there was a problem:  “But he doesn’t want to be a
girl?”


Tracy stomped
her foot and rolled her eyes.  “Of course he doesn’t want to be a girl! 
That’s what makes this so awesome, because you’re going to force it on him.”


“How do I force
him to want to be a girl?”


Tracy shook her
head.  “Girlfriend, for being so smart, sometimes you truly are blind.  He
won’t want to do it, but he doesn’t have any choice.  You need to use
the power you have now to make him act like he wants to be a girl so
your mom thinks he wants to be a girl.  Then she’ll let us blackmail him
while we turn him into a girl.  Then you’ve got him trapped.  And when you’re
done with him, you can give him to me as a gift.”


Diane cocked her
head to one side.  “You’d still want to date him if we turned him into a girl?”


“Sure, why not? 
Think about the benefits.  We could share a wardrobe, ‘honey, I need to borrow
your little black dress tonight.’  No other woman is going to try to take him
away.  And if I get bored, I can always date some other guy while he stays home
and does the domestic thing – seriously, what’s he going to say about it at
that point?”


Diane stared at
Tracy in silence for several seconds.  “Can we do this?”


“I don’t see why
not.  If we plan it right, then your mom will actually help us.”


“I have to
admit, I love having him be my helpless slave!” Diane giggled.


“Ours!” Tracy
countered.


“But of course, our
helpless slave.”


The girls
laughed and hugged each other.  When they let go, Diane tossed the mule she was
holding to the ground and slid her foot into it.


“So how do we start?”
Diane asked.


“Maybe we could
tell your mom he secretly wants to be a girl?”


Diane shook her
head.  “No, that’s too obvious.  She’ll know right away we’re behind it.  We
need to find a way to make him tell her.”


“How do we do
that?” Tracy asked as she sat down to remove her sandals.


“How about we
start at the beginning?”


“Which is?”


“Which is, we
need to get him to start wearing girl’s clothes in front of my mother, a few at
first and then more all the time.  At the same time, I need to find a way to
tell her that this was his idea, not mine.  The real challenge will be making
sure he doesn’t blow the whistle.  We need to find a way to keep him from ever
saying anything.”


Tracy giggled.


“What?” Diane
asked.


“I’m just
thinking how he has no idea what we’re planning.  When do we start?”


“No time like
the present.”

















Chapter 6: “Operation Samanthasize Begins”


 


Diane sat on the
sofa with her legs crossed.  Her black platform clog dangled from the ends of
her toes as her leg swayed gently back and forth.  She was busy writing in a
journal.  Specifically, she was outlining her plan of attack.  In the meantime,
she had Sam doing a few household chores for which she intended to take the
credit.  Right now, he was dusting the family room while wearing the pink
sandals and a white bikini top and bottom.


As she watched
Sam stand on tiptoes to reach an upper shelf with the duster she felt a sudden
rush of excitement at the power she held over him.  She had never felt this way
before all of this began and she loved it.  She smiled and began twisting her
foot around vigorously, which caused her clog to fall off the ends of her toes
and hit the ground.  As she leaned forward to slide her foot back into the shoe,
it suddenly dawned on her that this was a good opportunity to humiliate Sam
further.


“Like, oh my
God, what do I have a slave for anyway?!” she said to herself.  “Samantha,
dear,” she called to Sam.


Sam cringed
before turning to face her.  Being called “Samantha” made him feel weak and
helpless.  “Yes, Miss Diane,” he said as he’d been instructed to reply to all
requests.


“My shoe seems
to have slipped off my foot.  Be a dear and put it back.”  She pointed toward
her foot which hung in the air.


“Are you
serious?” he asked snidely.


She snapped her
fingers.  “Hey!  Unless you prefer the academy.”


Sam bit his
lip.  “Yes, Miss Diane,” he said grudgingly.  He walked over, picked up the
shoe and placed it back on her foot.


She closed her
journal.  “Come with me.”


Diane walked up
the stairs toward her room with Sam trailing behind.  His room was at the
opposite end of the twenty-foot hallway from hers.  In between the two rooms
was the bathroom and Lynda’s home-office.  Diane stopped right before the
bathroom door.


“I want you to
take a shower and, while you’re in there, I want you to wash your hair with my
shampoo and rinse with my conditioner.  It’s time we started taking care of
your hair.  Then I want you to shave your chest and your legs.”


“What?!”


“You heard me. 
I want you to shave off all the hair from your chest and your legs,” she said
as she bent down to unlock the shoes.


“But—”


“Don’t talk back
to me, Samantha, or I’ll make you shave everything else down there too,”
she said pointing at his crotch.  “Now get to it.  I’ll lay out your clothes.”


Sam didn’t move.


Diane folded her
arms and tapped her foot against the floor.  “Move it, Cadet Samantha.”


 


—o—


 


Sam emerged from
the shower.  He noticed right away that he smelled flowery from the shampoo and
conditioner and his hair felt fuller and thicker.  He also felt very strange seeing
his hairless legs and hairless chest in the mirror.  He wrapped himself in a
thick white towel and walked to his bedroom.  On his bed were the pink sandals,
with the padlocks sitting beside them, and a pair of really small pink
panties.  That was it.  Sam didn’t know what to make of this.


Sam pulled the
panties up his freshly shaved legs.  He’d never worn anything quite like
these.  They were really smooth and really small.  They barely held his penis
in place and he wondered what would happen once he got hard, which happened far
too often the day before.  With the panties in place, he went to grab his jeans,
figuring he could wear whatever else he wanted.  As he did, Diane barged into
his room.  She wore tight white shorts with a yellow belt, a white cami, and
her black platform clogs.


“Don’t you
knock?!  This is my room!” Sam squealed as he rushed to cover his growing penis
with his hands.  He blushed furiously.


“You’re my
slave, Samantha, you don’t have privacy or property anymore.  This is my room
now and everything you have is mine, including you,” she said, walking over to
his desk.


Sam felt his
penis pop out the top of the panties.  “What do you want?” he asked snidely as
he jammed his penis back into the panties and tugged the jeans into place.


“First, I want
you to remember who you’re talking to.  Secondly, I want to know why you’re
putting on jeans.”


“Are you
kidding?  I’m not just wearing panties!”


“That’s it!” she
growled.  “I will not have you challenging me!  Bend over!”


“Why?!”


“Because you
need to be punished and I’m going to spank you,” she said as she pulled her
clog from her foot.


“No way!”


Diane threw up
her hands.  “Fine!  You had your chance.  I’ll be in my room posting pictures
of you.”  She replaced her shoe and headed for the door at full speed.


Terror gripped
Sam.  When he first resisted her, he felt all of his confidence returning.  For
a brief moment, he felt like he was in control again.  But she shattered that
with her threat to expose him and her apparent willingness to go through with
it.  His resistance had only made things worse.  This instantly destroyed his
confidence and made him wish he’d never stood up to her in the first place.


“Please Miss
Diane, please don’t do that!  I’ll behave, I swear.”  Sam could barely believe
these words came out of his mouth.  He dropped to his knees and held his hands
together to beg.


Diane stopped at
his door.  She exhaled loudly.  “I’m not playing this game anymore, Samantha. 
You’re my slave to do with as I please and you better get that through your
head or there will be consequences.  Do you understand me?”


Sam felt
incredibly relieved but also shamefully helpless.  “Yes Miss Diane, I
understand.  It won’t happen again.  I’ll be a good slave.”


She looked at Sam
as if trying to decide if she could believe him.  “There won’t be a warning
next time.  Now bend over.  You earned a punishment and you’re not getting out
of it.”


Sam cringed, but
bent over, exposing his partially-covered rear.  Diane walked up behind him. 
She removed her left clog and smacked his rear five times.  It stung.


“Now get up,”
she said.  As he stood up and turned to face her, Diane saw his erection
jutting straight out toward her where it had again popped out of the panties.  “Cover
that up, perv.”


“I’m sorry, Miss
Diane,” he said and he tried to shove it back into the panties to no avail. 
His face burned red, as did his rear.  When he couldn’t get it back into the
panties, he tried to cover it with his hands.


Diane shook her
head.  “I knew you were enjoying this, freak.”


“No.”


“Your thing says
otherwise.  It says you get off on letting me dress you like a girl and order
you around,” she said mockingly.


“No, I really
don’t,” he insisted.


She laughed.  “Your
thing says you’re lying!”


Sam blushed.


“So which is it?”
she asked.  “Do you like being ordered around?  Does that turn you on?  Or do
you just like girl’s clothes?”


“Neither.”


“Really?!  So I’m
supposed to believe it’s just a coincidence that it grows every time I give you
an order?” she asked sarcastically.  “I don’t think so, sissy.”  Diane sat down
at his desk and motioned Sam to come to her on his knees.  His penis bounced as
he walked.  When he reached her, Diane crossed her legs and jiggled her black
clog on the end of her toes, inches away from his erection.  “So tell me, Samantha,
which is it?  Does it turn you on more to wear girl’s clothes or to have me
humiliate you?”


Sam remained
quiet.


She stared at him,
but he still didn’t speak.  “Maybe it’s both?”


Sam looked at
the ceiling, trying to stay calm.


Diane shook her
head and laughed derisively.  She uncrossed her legs, placing her feet on the
floor and both knees together.  She rested her hands on her knees.  She looked
into his eyes.  “There are going to be some changes around here.”  She paused
for effect.  “From now on, you’ll keep your legs and chest free of hair and
you’re going to start using girl’s shampoo.  In fact, when my mother comes home
tonight, I want you to tell her you want to start using the same shampoo I
use.”


“You want me to
tell your mother?” he asked cautiously.


Diane glared at Sam. 
“Was I unclear?  You’re going to tell her you like how it makes your hair feel
and you’re going to make sure she agrees.  And whatever you do, you’re not
going to tell her this was my idea or that I even know about it.  Do you
understand me?”


Sam bit his
lip.  “Yes, Miss Diane.”


“Another thing, I
want you to ask her if you can wear pantyhose.”


“No way!” Sam
blurted out.


Diane shot
daggers at him with her eyes but didn’t speak.


Sam felt himself
shrink under he gaze.  “I mean, she’ll never go for it,” he said sheepishly.


“Convince her.”


“I have no idea
how to convince her?!” he said.


“You’re going to
tell her the shoes would be more comfortable with socks, but you tried to wear
socks this morning and the shoes didn’t fit, but you think pantyhose will.”


“What if she
says no?”


“Then you better
convince her.  Tell her whatever you need to tell her, except leave me out of it. 
You are not to tell her that I know anything about this.  Got it?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


Diane looked Sam
up and down, the look on his face was priceless.  “Good.  Now let’s get you
dressed, there’s a lot of work to be done around the house.”
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Lynda cocked her
head to one side and raised an eyebrow.  She wasn’t sure she’d heard Sam
correctly, and if she had, then she suspected foul play.  Sam, however, gave no
hint that his request was anything out of the ordinary.  She put one hand on
her hip and waved the other toward Sam.


“Let me get this
straight.  First, you ask to start using the same shampoo and conditioner Diane
uses because you ‘like the way it makes your hair feel’.  I heard that
correctly, right?”


Sam nodded.


“And now you’re
seriously asking me for permission to wear pantyhose?”


“Right,” Sam
said hopefully, though he didn’t feel that way.


“Did my daughter
put you up to this?”


Sam shook his
head.  “No, I just read that they would make the shoes more comfortable and I
know my socks won’t fit.”


Lynda folded her
arms and balanced her right foot on the heel of her shoe.  “You’re a male,
Sam.  Males don’t ask to wear pantyhose.”


“Males don’t
normally wear high heels either.”


“What are you up
to, Sam?”


“Nothing!” he
protested.  “I just think they would be more comfortable.”


Lynda scowled. 
“Frankly, I’m surprised you aren’t begging to be rid of the shoes.  I never
expected you to ask to add more feminine clothing to them.”


Sam shrugged. 
“I got used to ’em.”


“I don’t know. 
Something sounds wrong here.  Where’s Diane?”


“Honest, I just
think they’ll make the shoes more comfortable, that’s it.  I don’t want to wear
them or the shoes.  You’re the one who wants me to wear the shoes, I didn’t ask
to wear them.  I’m just trying to make them more comfortable.”  He waited for
her response.


Lynda shook her
head and let out a small laugh.  “I guess if you live long enough, you’ll hear
everything.  Fine, I’ll get you some nylons and you can start wearing them.  I
may even have some I haven’t worn before in my bedroom.  You can have those.”


A few minutes
later, Lynda stood in Diane’s doorway.  Diane lay on her bed with headphones
on.  She took them off when her mother entered her room.


“Any problems
with Sam today?”


“Nope.”


“Did he try to
take off the shoes?”


Diane shook her
head.  “No, as weird as it sounds, he seems to like them.”


“I’m sure you
had nothing to do with that,” Lynda said skeptically.


“Me?” Diane
asked, faking surprise.


“Are you giving Sam
problems?” Lynda asked.


“No!  Why?  What
did the liar say?!” Diane asked defensively.


“You’re not
messing with him or mistreating him?  You’re not taking advantage of this
situation?”


Diane shook her
head.  “Jeez.  He does his thing, I do mine.  That’s it.”


“What do you
know about him wanting to wear pantyhose?”


Diane’s face
contorted and she giggled.  ‘You’re kidding?!  Does he really?”


Lynda frowned. 
“You’re going to tell me you know nothing about that?”


“He hasn’t said
anything about it to me.”


Lynda folded her
arms and stared at Diane, trying to determine if she was telling the truth. 
After several seconds, she exhaled.  “All right young lady, but you leave Sam
alone.  If I get even a hint that you’re giving him problems, I’ll be very
upset and you will regret it.”


Diane rolled her
eyes and put her headphones back on her head.

















Chapter 7: “Sam’s New Nails”


 


For the next few
days, Diane taught Sam what his future would be like.  She had him do all the
chores, including hers.  He cleaned the house, did the laundry and did the
dishes.  He also acted as her personal servant.  She had him bring her drinks,
bring her food, cook her meals and fetch whatever item she wanted from anywhere
in the house.  She even enjoyed humiliating him with totally arbitrary abuses
of her power like making him stand in some humiliating pose while she snapped
photos with his prized camera or making him hand her the remote when it was
within her reach.  She also taught him to curtsey and required him to do that
whenever she gave an order.  The whole time, he was femininely dressed.


While she
enjoyed having this power over Sam, she still hadn’t come up with a good plan
to make this permanent.  For one thing, she needed to find some money because
he would need an entirely new feminine wardrobe as neither her clothes nor her
mother’s clothes fit him very well.  She hoped to find a way to get her mother
to pay for it.  Another problem was that she needed to find a way to feminize
him slowly.  It had to be slowly so her mother wouldn’t realize what was
happening and put an end to it; she was already suspicious about the pantyhose. 
How slowly, however, was something Diane didn’t know.  All she could do was
play it by ear and hope she didn’t move too quickly.  To that end, she began by
plucking a handful of eyebrow hairs each morning while she did his hair.  She
also changed his hair style little by little.  It was already shoulder length
and he usually just combed it back.  She now fluffed it up and let it hang around
his head.  The following day she gave it a slight curl, and then every few days
thereafter, she gave it a little more curl.  His nails were another area where
she sought to make progress.  At first, she forbade him trimming his nails
because she wanted them to grow.  And grow they did.  Now she planned to take
the next step.
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“Samantha, come
to my room,” Diane called down the stairs.


Sam put down the
broom and made his way up the stairs.  Stairs had been a problem for Sam when
he first started wearing the heels, but all the practice wearing the sandals
was helping.  In fact, he’d noticed just this morning that he was all-around walking
much more easily in the sandals.  In many ways, they had begun to feel quite
natural to him.  What he didn’t notice was that he was walking more femininely
too.


“You rang?” he
asked sarcastically and then he curtsied as he’d been taught.


Diane tossed him
the key to the padlocks.  “Take off the shoes and the hose.”


“Why?” he asked
suspiciously.


“Because I said
so.”


He bent down and
unlocked the shoes.  Then he stripped off the tight pink skirt, the only skirt
in the house which somewhat fit him, and he pulled down the hose.  It had been
five days since Sam began wearing the pantyhose.  On the one hand, he hated the
pantyhose because he hated wearing women’s clothes of any sort.  He also hated
how uncomfortable they were.  They weren’t quite his size, so they fit too
tightly and they tugged when he walked, which made him feel like his panties
were about to be pulled down at all times.  On the other hand, they kept his
penis in place, which was something the panties Diane gave him couldn’t do.  He
was thankful for that because he felt unbelievable shame every time his
erection popped out of the panties into Diane’s view.  Diane naturally missed
no opportunity to point this out.


When he pulled
down the hose, his erection burst out of the panties.


“Still turned on
by this, I see,” Diane said snidely.


Sam’s face
turned red as he struggled to stuff his erection back into the panties.


“Ok, come over
here,” she said, patting the bed next to her.


“Can I put the skirt
back on first?”


“No, just get
over here.”


He walked over
to the bed and sat down.  His penis stood up in his lap.


Diane handed him
a small clear vial.  “This is clear nail polish.  I’m going to show you how to
do your nails.”


“I don’t—”


Diane put her
finger in his face.  “Don’t talk back to me.”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


For the next
twenty minutes, Diane showed Sam how to paint his fingernails and toenails. 
When they were done and everything had dried, she made him get dressed again. 
“If my mother asks about the nails, you tell her you caught your pantyhose on
your toenail and ripped them.  Then you tell her you decided to paint your
nails because you thought that would prevent runs by making your toenails more
smooth.  Again, you won’t mention that I told you to do this or that I unlocked
you to let you paint your nails.  You painted them last night, understand?”
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Sure enough,
Lynda noticed immediately when she handed him the key to unlock the shoes.  Once
he removed the shoes, but while he was still in his pantyhose, she called him
into her bedroom.  She was still dressed for work in a beige skirt suit with
tan slingback pumps.  Sam wore jeans, pantyhose and a button-down shirt.


“Sam, why are
you wearing nail polish?” Lynda asked Sam.


“It’s clear.”


“That wasn’t my
question.  Why have you painted your nails?” she asked.


“My toenail
ripped my pantyhose yesterday—”


“They’re called
‘runs.’”


“Ok, ‘runs.’  My
toenail put a run in my pantyhose and I thought I could stop that happening
again if I painted my toenails.”


“Who told you
that?  Was it Diane?”


Part of him
wanted to scream out the truth, but he thought better of it.  Diane wouldn’t
think twice about publishing the pictures she had of him and the only way to
stop that would be to get Lynda to step in right away.  That meant he needed Lynda
to catch Diane red-handed so she would be angry enough at Diane that she would
put an end to everything and punish Diane.  Then he could mention the blackmail
photos and Lynda would take care of those.  But if she wasn’t angry at Diane,
then he couldn’t be sure she would believe Diane had those photos.  That meant
Diane might escape scot-free with all of her blackmail material.  He couldn’t
risk that since she only needed a couple minutes to publish them.  Thus, he realized
he needed to wait until he was sure he could convince Lynda to act.


“No, I came up
with it myself,” he lied.


“How did you
paint your nails through the pantyhose?”


“I painted them
last night.”


Lynda folded her
arms and ran her tongue over her teeth.  Something wasn’t right with this
explanation.  “You thought of this all on your own?”


“Yes.”


“Ok, let’s
suppose I believe that.  Why did you paint your fingernails?”


Sam looked down
at his hands.  “It, uh. . .”  He began to sweat.  Somehow he hadn’t thought to
come up with an explanation for this and he was drawing a blank right now.  “I,
uh, thought they looked nice that way?” he asked more than said.


Lynda shook her
head as if she couldn’t believe her ears.  “You thought they look nice?!”


He nodded.


“With nail
polish?”


He nodded again.


She stared at Sam
for several seconds.  “All right.  Go watch television.”
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“I don’t know,
Karen.  It’s really strange.”  Lynda swirled the coffee in her cup as she sat
on the edge of her friend and co-worker’s desk.  Her right leg stood on the
floor with her left leg folded behind the right leg.  She wore gray slacks and
mid-heeled black pumps.


“I wouldn’t be
too worried about it,” Karen responded.  She wore a dark green fitted dress
with a wide black belt and black pumps.


“How can I not
worry about it?  He asked me if he could wear pantyhose. . . pantyhose!  And
now he’s painting his nails!”


“What color?”


“No color, just
clear.”


“See, nothing to
worry about.”


“I don’t
follow.”


“He’s trying to
scare you into giving up your control.  Making him wear the sandals trapped him
at home.  He can’t escape, so he needs to get you to give him a reprieve.  What
better way than to make you worry that you’re turning him into a sissy.”


“But maybe I
am?”


Karen laughed.  “Hardly. 
Look at what he’s wearing:  pantyhose, which no one can see under his pants
except when he’s wearing the sandals, and then clear nail polish. 
Again, no one can see it unless they get really close and look at it.  This is
a bluff.  He wants you to worry, but he’s still worried about being seen
himself, so he’s choosing things that will make you react with a panic, but
which won’t get spotted should somebody see him.”


Lynda rolled her
head back and forth.  “You might be onto something.”


“Of course, I
am.  Ted tried the same thing.  He started acting like a sissy at one point.  I
ignored it.  He tried harder.  I kept ignoring it.  Finally, he threw a tantrum
and that was the end of it.”


“He doesn’t
dress like a girl today, does he?”


“No.  He’s
perfectly normal, except that he’s a lot easier to control.”


Lynda set down
her coffee and folded her arms.  “I have to admit this is working.  Sam’s
stayed out of trouble for a whole week already and he and Diane seem to be
getting along much better than they ever have.”


“Honestly Lynda,
this isn’t something to be worried about.  Just call his bluff.  If he says he
wants to wear lipstick next, tell him fine.  If he asks to start wearing
dresses, tell him fine.  In fact, tell him he has to wear them all day, not
just while you’re at work.  Call his bluff.”
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When Lynda came
home that night, Sam was ready for her.  He’d reached the end of his rope when
Diane ordered him to paint his toenails pink that morning and told him to leave
them so Lynda could see them.  He was going to put an end to this.  His plan
was simple.  He assumed Lynda would notice the new color and she would freak
out at this latest feminine addition.  Then he would tell her about everything
that had happened.  She would get very angry at Diane.  Then he would demand that
she put a stop to his torture and that she make Diane destroy the photos.


Only, it didn’t
turn out that way.


Lynda noticed
the pink polish right away, but she didn’t freak out.  She remembered what
Karen had told her and she decided to call his bluff.  “You changed your
toenail color, Sam.  Why didn’t you change your fingernails too?”


Sam wasn’t
expecting this.  “I. . . what?!”


“Sam, women
don’t wear different color polish on their toes and their fingers.  If you’re
going to make your toenails pink, then you need to make your fingernails pink
too.”


With that, she
walked out of the room, leaving Sam stunned.

















Chapter 8:  “A Night Out For Dinner”


 


The following
day, when Lynda came home from work, she noticed right away that Sam’s fingernails
now matched the pink on his toenails.  She bit her tongue.  She’d hoped her
dismissive treatment the prior day would have shocked him and made him give up
his plan to scare her.  It didn’t.  Clearly it would take more than pink nail
polish to make him give up.  Nevertheless, she decided she was going to make
this as hard on him as possible.


“I feel like
going out for dinner,” she announced to Diane and Sam before she even set down
her purse.  “And I figure you could both get out of the house, so let’s go.”


“Wait!” Sam
said, looking at the pink sandals he still wore.  “I need to change.”


Lynda looked in
her purse but couldn’t find the key.  “Di, go get the other key, I left mine at
work.”


As Diane left
the room, Sam held up his hands showing Lynda his nails.


“Very nice,
dear,” she said indifferently.


“No, that’s not
what I mean.  I need to take this off too.”


“Don’t worry
about it, no one will notice.”


“But—”


“No Sam, I want
to go now.  And since you’re the one who wanted to paint his nails, I’m not
going to accommodate you by waiting while you remove the polish just so we can
go to dinner.”


“But it wasn’t
me—”


“Not another
word, Sam,” she said as Diane returned with the key.


“Slide on your
sneakers and let’s go,” Lynda said pointing to the sneakers he had left in the
corner of the family room.


“I need to find
some socks,” he said with horror.  Even though he had changed back into his
jeans as he always did before Lynda came home, people could still see the
pantyhose at his ankles if he didn’t find some socks.


“Sam, now!”
Lynda commanded.


“But—”


“Military
school,” she whispered threateningly at him.


Sam hung his
head.  He slid his feet into his sneakers.  There would be no way to hide the
pantyhose when he sat down. . . or his pink fingernails.  He saw Diane giggling
out of the corner of his eye.
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When they
reached the restaurant, the waitress gave him a strange look after she noticed
his slightly feminine hair, his pinkish nails and the pantyhose when he crossed
his ankles.  She decided to call Sam, Diane and Lynda “ladies,” though it was
clear she was mocking Sam.  Both Diane and Lynda watched to see how Sam would
react.  To their surprise, he decided it was better to pretend he was a girl
than to expose himself, so he played along.


“Mom, can Tracy
come over?” Diane asked after the drinks arrived.


“No way!  She’ll
see me!” Sam objected.


“I’m bored by
myself and we can’t go to Tracy’s house because her father works the nightshift
and he doesn’t want people over during the day,” Diane whined.


Lynda shook her
head.  “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”


“But mom!” Diane
protested.  “Sam’s out in public right now basically dressed like a girl and
there aren’t any problems.  What difference would it make if Tracy sees him?”


Lynda raised her
hand to reject Diane’s appeal, but then she realized this might be exactly what
she needed to call her stepson’s bluff.  If he wanted to feminize himself to
scare her, then let him do it in front of an audience, and Tracy was the best
audience for it because Sam always seemed a bit taken by her, so she would be
the last person in the world he would want to be seen by.  Plus, Tracy was
generally a good girl who always managed to stay out of trouble.  She could be
trusted.  Also, Diane was right, Sam was taking the restaurant well and there
seemed to be no problems at home, so what would it hurt?  Lynda lowered her
hand.


“As long as
Tracy follows the same rules you do and she agrees not to tell anyone or embarrass
Sam, then I’m ok with it.”


“What?!” Sam squealed.


“Sam, you’re the
one who decided to start painting his nails.  You’re the one who decided he
wants to wear pantyhose.  It sounds to me like you’re enjoying yourself
thoroughly.  So don’t give me this ‘I can’t be seen’ crap.”


“But I didn’t
want to—” he started before Lynda cut him off.


“I don’t want to
hear it.  The matter is closed.”


Diane looked
relieved.  She was sure Sam was about to rat her out, and her mother would not
have taken it well.  But Lynda cut off the conversation and Diane was saved.  Her
plan remained intact.
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Later that
evening, Sam sat on his bed.  He wore his jeans, a pair of tiny pink panties,
the pantyhose and a white button-down shirt.  His sneakers sat next to the
bed.  He would have taken off the panties, except he had no other underwear. 
He would have taken off the pantyhose except Diane now ordered him to wear them
constantly.  Also, he apparently no longer had socks – Diane had removed those
from his drawers without telling him, just as she had removed all of his
underwear a few days prior.


He looked at his
growing pink nails and grimaced.  They were already longer than his nails had
ever been, though they barely extended to the ends of his fingers.  He also
examined his face and hair in a small mirror.  His eyebrows were shrinking and
taking on an effeminate arch.  His hair was getting curly and puffy too.  This
was not the hair of someone yearning to play football in the fall.  “Football,”
he sighed.  He couldn’t wait for the summer to end so he could go back to being
a boy.


Without warning,
Diane walked into the room.  Sam didn’t complain as he’d gotten use to her
abusing his privacy.  She still wore the black and white babydoll dress and
high-heeled black pumps she wore to dinner.  She folded her arms and glared at
him.


Sam felt a
moment of terror.  How the world had changed for him.  A week before, Diane was
nothing to him.  Now she could strike terror in him with just a hint that she
was displeased.


“Let me quote,”
she said angrily, “‘It wasn’t me’. . . ‘I didn’t want to.’  Any of that sound
familiar, Samantha?!”


Sam didn’t
speak.


“If you ever
try to rat me out again, I will ruin your entire life forever.  Do you
understand me?”


“Yes, Miss
Diane,” he said nervously.


“You better,
because I’m serious!” she growled.  “I will have you sent to the academy and
then I’ll send them copies of all the pictures I’ve been taking.  Think about
what all those macho boys will do to you, sissy.”


Sam cringed. 
“I’m sorry, Miss Diane.  It won’t happen again.”


She took several
deep breaths.  “You will, of course, need to be punished, and I have just the
thing.  In five minutes, I want you to walk downstairs and tell me that what
I’m doing looks interesting.  Then I want you to say you’d like to learn how to
do it.  If my mother asks any questions, then you tell her you’ve decided that
since you’re stuck at home you want to learn to improve your skills.  Got it?!”


“What is it?” he
asked.


“I didn’t give
you permission to ask!  Now do you understand my command?”


Sam closed his
eyes and nodded his head.  “Yes, Miss Diane.”


She turned to
leave.  “And you better be convincing!”


Sam spent the
next five minutes dreading what Diane could be doing.  He came downstairs exactly
five minutes later as ordered.  Diane was sitting on the couch doing
needlepoint.  She had changed into a nightgown and mid-heeled satin mules.


“That looks like
an interesting hobby, Di.  Wanna teach me how to do it?” Sam asked in as happy
a tone as he could muster.  This was possibly the last thing he ever wanted to
do.


Lynda, who sat
in the leather recliner wearing a kimono and wedge-heeled slippers, couldn’t
believe her ears.  “You want to learn to do needlepoint?”


Sam’s face
burned bright red with humiliation.  “Yeah, I figure if I’m going to be stuck
in the house, I might as well learn a few new skills.  You never know when this
might come in handy.”


Lynda raised an
eyebrow.  She couldn’t disagree with his logic, but the request seemed odd. 
He’s a boy and boys don’t do needlepoint.  Then it hit her, this was another
safe attempt to make her panic about the effect all this was having on him.  It
was safe because no one would ever know about it except Diane and Lynda.  Well,
she told herself, he wasn’t going to win that easily.


She smiled.  “Good
thinking, Sam.  Di, why don’t you show Sam other things too over the summer,
like how to knit and teach him to cook.  He could become quite the domestic goddess
by the end of the summer.”


Now it was Sam who
couldn’t believe his ears.  Why was Lynda helping Diane?


Every night
thereafter, Diane made Sam do needlepoint or knit as the three of them sat in
the family room watching television.  He soon became quite adept at it, despite
his ever lengthening nails.

















Chapter 9:  “Tracy Joins The Party”


 


Sam dreaded the
next morning because he knew Tracy was coming over at some point.  He always
had a thing for Tracy.  She excited him and he often entertained the idea of
asking her out.  But any chance she would agree to date him would probably be
finished after today, as she was about to see him all dressed up and acting
like Diane’s slave.  Sam felt like crying.


Making this
worse, Diane chose especially humiliating clothing today.  As always, he wore
the pink sandals.  Rather than the usual pantyhose, however, Diane made him
wear stockings.  This was a problem because his panties were so tiny they
couldn’t hold his penis in place by themselves.  That’s where the pantyhose had
come in useful, in keeping his erection from sticking out and bobbing around. 
Making him wear the stockings guaranteed that his penis would constantly free
itself from the panties.  What’s worse, she made him wear a bouncy pink skirt
which fit her to her knees, but which looked more like a miniskirt on him.  It
was so short that his stocking tops were visible the whole time, as were his
panties when he wasn’t careful about how he sat down.  And more importantly,
when his penis popped out, the skirt was too short to hide it and it would
spring into the open causing the skirt to bunch up above his erection.


In addition to
this, she made him paint his nails a darker pink, she applied lipstick and eye
shadow, and she added more curl to his hair.  She also made him wear an old
padded bra, which didn’t really make him look like he had breasts, but she
enjoyed seeing him in it nonetheless.  Over this bra, she made him wear one of
her mother’s white blouses, which was too tight to button, so she made him tie
it off.  This left his bellybutton and bra exposed.


Sam went about
his chores terrified that Tracy would arrive at any moment.  Diane noticed this
terror and had fun with it by constantly pretending she saw Tracy walking up
the driveway.  Each time, Sam felt his stomach drop and his erection grow. 
Then, when the danger passed, he just felt weak.  Finally, as Sam finished
cleaning the kitchen, he suddenly heard the sound of heels behind him, and it
was more than one pair.  He turned to see who it was just as Tracy wrapped her
arms around him and gave him a big kiss, smearing their lipsticks everywhere.


“You have no
idea how long I wanted to do that!” she said with a laugh.


Sam blushed.


Tracy backed
away from him.  “Let’s get a look at you, girl!”


Sam didn’t know
how to respond.  Part of him was thrilled that Tracy had kissed him and part
was horrified she could see him like this.  As she looked him up and down, he
returned the favor.  She wore a purple sundress and matching sandals with
three-inch heels.  Her fingernails and toenails were painted a matching purple
as well.


“Sexy!” she
purred and she reached out to touch his blouse.


“Tracy. . . uh,
I. . . explain—”


Tracy put her
hands on her hips and laughed.  “There is nothing you can say to explain
this, girlfriend!  So don’t even try,” she said dismissively.


“This wasn’t my
idea!” Sam protested.


Tracy shrugged
her shoulders.  “It doesn’t really matter does it, since the fact is you’re
dressed like this now.”  She circled him to get a better look.  “Very, very
nice.”  She pulled the top of one of his stockings in the back and then rubbed
her fingers along his rear.  He jumped.


“Don’t do that!”
he exclaimed.


She laughed and
grabbed his skirt in the rear.  “Just because Diane’s been soft on you, don’t
expect me to be soft on you.  I can do anything I want to you now,” she said as
she leaned in and kissed his ear, “and there’s nothing you can do about it.”


As Sam was about
to respond, Diane stepped forward.  She wore shorts and mules today.  “That’s
right, Samantha, and don’t you forget it.  What Tracy says goes, just like
anything I say.”


Sam bit his tongue.


Tracy continued
her tour around his body.  When she came to the front she stopped and smiled. 
She bent down to eye-level with his erection, which had pushed out of the
panties and stood at attention.  “I’ve always wondered what this looked this,”
she said as she pulled back the panties and let them snap against his testicles. 
He winced.  Then she moved his erection around with two fingers so she could
see it from all angles.  “This is gonna be fun!”


Sam’s face burned
bright red.  He couldn’t believe how much shame he suddenly felt at being
inspected.  “Please don’t do that,” he said in a pleading tone which surprised
him as much as the girls.


Tracy and Diane
looked at each other and giggled.


Tracy stood up
to face him.  As she did, she placed her hand under his penis and stroked its
underside with the tips of her fingers.  “Don’t do what?” she asked innocently.


Sam didn’t
speak.


“Come on, girl. 
You have something on your mind, so tell me,” Tracy said, but he still didn’t
speak.  Then she grabbed his penis and squeezed it.  “You don’t like girls
touching your thing, is that it?”  She began stroking him back and forth. 
“That would explain the way you’re dressed, I guess.”  Then, while still
stroking him, she moved in closer and gave him a huge kiss right on the lips. 
“Too bad, boy toy, ’cause you better get used to it.”
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Later that night
after Lynda came home from work, Diane and Tracy went to the mall while Sam
spent the evening knitting, just as Diane ordered.  Diane, Tracy and Sam had
each denied that anything abnormal happened during the day.  They all
maintained that after Tracy greeted Sam, she and Diane went to Diane’s room to
chat, leaving Sam alone.  In reality, they spent the afternoon trying to find
ways to embarrass Sam.


“He looks really
cute,” Tracy said as she and Diane slowly made their way through the mall. 
This was their favorite place to pass time.  “I really like the hair.  It’s
almost femme, but not quite.  It’s on that border.”


“Yeah, I need to
get him to a salon to get more out of it.  I keep thinking we should dye it
blonde.”


Tracy giggled
and put her hand on Diane’s arm.  “Oh my God, when I saw his thing burst out of
the panties, I almost lost it.”


Diane rolled her
eyes.


“Oh, come on, it
was funny,” Tracy prodded her.


Diane gave a
little smile.  “It was kind of funny.”


“Look, I know
he’s your stepbrother and you don’t want to touch it, but I can play with it,
right?  You don’t care, right?”


Diane made a
sour face.  “Just don’t do it in front of me.”


“Deal.  I think
it could make a huge difference in his training,” Tracy said authoritatively.


“Plus, you want
to get your hands on it.”


Tracy’s face
turned red and she giggled.  “That too.”  She stopped and pointed to a pair of
shoes behind a display window.  “Oooo!  Look at those.  We should make him wear
those!”


Diane stopped
and looked at the high-heeled platform sandals.  “I’d love to, but how do we
make that happen?  I don’t have any money.”


“Why don’t you
ask your mom?”


“Ask her what? 
Gee, mom, we’re feminizing Sam, can I borrow some money to buy him new shoes?”


“You’re not
thinking hard enough, girlfriend.  Have him ask.”


“How?”


“I don’t know,
have him complain that the sandals he’s wearing aren’t comfortable or are
starting to stink.  He does wear them all the time, right?  And that can wear
shoes out pretty quickly.”


Diane looked at
her friend and smiled.  “That’s brilliant.”


“And while
you’re at it, get him to ask for some new clothes too.  I wanted to play dress
up with him today, but nothing fits him.”
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Lynda set down
her purse and stared at Sam.  “Let me get this straight.  Now you want me to
buy you more shoes?”


“Yeah, and some
new clothes,” Sam said.


“Why?”


“Because I keep
wearing these all the time and they’re starting to stink and wear out.  I’d
like to get some other shoes to rotate them.”


Lynda bit her
tongue.  This had to be another attempt to convince her to drop the punishment,
so despite her better judgment, she decided to grant his request.  However, she
didn’t have the time right now to go shopping because she was very busy at
work.  “I don’t have time right now to go pick anything out for you.”


Now it was Sam’s
turn to bite his tongue.  “I want to pick them out myself,” he said, just as he
had been ordered.


“You?!”


“Yeah.  I should
be there anyway to try them on.”


Lynda’s jaw
dropped.  “You want to try them on?!  In the store?!  You, Sam, want to go into
a women’s shoe store and pick out women’s shoes and try them on?!  What
happened to ‘I don’t want to be seen’?”


“I’m just
thinking about comfort.”


“And how many
pair are you looking for?”


“Three or four.”


“Three or
four?!  You were fine for years with one pair of sneakers, but suddenly you
want three or four pair of high heels?”


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.  “Yeah, I guess.”


Lynda was about
to demand to know what was really going on but she heard Karen’s words echoing
in her head.  This had to be a bluff and she wasn’t going to let him win on a
bluff.  “Fine,” she said.  “We can go in a couple weeks and you can try on high
heels to your heart’s content.”


“I can go by
myself.”


“No, someone
needs to be with you to make sure you pick out the right shoes,” she said,
sensing that if she agreed to let him go himself he would find some way to
trick her.  Then it hit her:  she could involve Diane in this.  He would never
humiliate himself like this before Diane!  “If you don’t want to wait a couple
weeks, then you and Diane can go tomorrow.  I’ll tell her to make sure you buy
something suitable.”


Sam cringed. 
Diane’s plan had worked.

















Chapter 10: “Sam’s First Trip To The Mall”


 


Diane held out
the pink sandals.  Sam refused to take them.


“You’re
seriously refusing to wear these to the mall?” Diane asked.  She was amused by
his defiance.  She had the power to make him wear anything she wanted, but she
also thought there might be a valuable lesson to be learned here.


“I’m not wearing
those,” Sam repeated.


“What do you
think you’re wearing instead?”


“I’m wearing my
normal clothes.”


“These are your
normal clothes now.”


“I mean men’s
clothes.”


Diane giggled. 
“So you’re planning to walk into a women’s shoe store in the mall, dressed like
a man, and just start trying on shoes?  That’ll be a hoot!”


Sam bit his
tongue.  It somehow hadn’t occurred to him that dressing like a man would be a
problem.  But how else could he dress?


Diane started to
leave his room.  “Whatever.  If you want to entertain the mall staff then so be
it, sissy boy.”


“Wait!”


“Too late,” she
said over her shoulder and she walked out into the hallway.


“Wait!  Please! 
I want to dress like a girl.”


Diane laughed
derisively.  “I knew that much already.”  She kept walking.


“Please!  I’m
begging you.  I can’t go out dressed like this!”


Diane stopped.  She
smiled.  Again, she got her way.
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Sam’s knees
shook.  He stood in their driveway terrified that his neighbors would see him. 
Since none of Diane’s or Lynda’s clothes fit him well enough to wear in public,
Diane faked up an outfit using a mix of his male clothes and a few additions. 
This consisted of the pink sandals, tan pantyhose which kept his penis in
place, tiny red panties, his own khaki walking shorts, and his own white
button-down shirt.  She made him leave the shirt open to show hints of the
slightly-padded white bra he wore.  His nails were painted dark pink and his
hair was extra curly.  He wore pink plastic clip-on earrings, a pink plastic necklace
and two white bracelets.  Diane also added a good amount of makeup, including
foundation, red lipstick, blush, and smoky eyes.  Diane even made him carry a small
brown purse over his shoulder.


He was passable,
unless someone looked too closely at his shape.  Nevertheless, it terrified him
to be standing exposed in his driveway where people might recognize him.  The
driveway did have a hedge which blocked the view from the south, but from the
north, there was no protection.  And everyone in the neighborhood knew who he
was.


“Where is Diane?”
he asked himself angrily.  When she sent him to the driveway, he assumed Tracy
had arrived, but there was no sign of Tracy, and Diane had stayed in the house
to get her purse.  Was this just a trick he wondered?  Just as Sam was about to
return to the house, he heard the garage door open.


There was
Diane.  She wore an off-the-shoulder pink blouse, white shorts and mid-heeled
white sandals with a wedge heel made of cork.  In her hand, she held the keys
to Sam’s Mustang.


“I can’t drive
my car dressed like this,” he said.


“You’re not. 
I’m driving.  And it’s my car now, Samantha.”


“Like hell!”


“Don’t push your
luck, Samantha.  One word from me and mom’ll send your sissy ass off to the
academy, and they’re gonna get a real kick out of you!”


Sam took a deep
breath.  He hated her so much right now.  He hated dressing like a girl.  He
hated being humiliated by her and Tracy.  He hated feeling weak.  He hated the
idea of going to the mall.  And he hated that she had the power to simply tell
him she was driving his car and there was absolutely nothing he could do about
it.  “Fine,” he said.  “I’ll let you drive it, but you don’t own it no matter
what you think.”


“I can make you
sign it over to me,” she countered.


“No, you can’t. 
You’ll need your mother to witnesses it and she’ll never agree, especially when
I tell her exactly what you’ve been up to!”


Diane glared at
her femininely dressed stepbrother.  “You better watch yourself, Samantha. 
If you keep making threats, I may just have to teach you a lesson.”


Once again, Sam’s
will to fight vanished and he felt sick.  Diane’s tone told him he had made a
mistake.  He’d pushed too far.  Now he needed to backtrack before she made him
regret his words.


“I’m sorry, Miss
Diane,” he said, choking on the words.


“Uh huh,” she
said indifferently.  She climbed into the driver’s seat of the Mustang and
pulled it out of the garage.  “Get in the car, sissy.  We’re going to the
mall.”
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Diane tore
through the neighborhood.  She revved the Mustang much higher than Sam liked and
she took the turns a lot faster, but he couldn’t say anything.  He had to grin
and bear it.  When they arrived at Tracy’s house, Tracy appeared wearing a white
sheath dress with a black and yellow abstract flower pattern and a scooped
neckline, black high-heeled platform sandals with a thick heel and a white bow
over the vamp, sunglasses, a black bracelet and a white bracelet on her right
arm, and a small black clutch purse.  Her nails were black with white tips.


“Hey,
girlfriend,” Tracy said as she kissed Diane on the cheek.  “Nice ride!”


“You like?”


“I do.”


“It’s a nice
car.  I’m not crazy about the color though, but I guess we can always paint it
pink or something.  It’s not like the former owner has anything to say about it,”
Diane said dismissively.  “And speaking of the former owner, I think you’ve met
Samantha?”  Diane nudged Sam to get out of the passenger seat and climb into
the back.


“Sexier than
ever, Samantha!” Tracy said before taking his place in the passenger
seat.  “So what are we buying your girly stepbrother today?”


“First, we need
to get her some shoes.  Then I think we should look for a couple wardrobe
staples.  I have a nice surprise planned for her too.  She’ll be thrilled.”


The girls
laughed, but Sam sunk lower in his seat.  This was going to be a nightmare.
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Sam walked silently
between the two girls as they strolled through the mall.  He was highly
conscious of people looking at him.  He was also scared someone would hear
Diane and Tracy, as they spoke rather loudly and they spoke openly about him
being a boy.


“Can you believe
he actually wanted to come dressed as a boy?” Diane asked.


Tracy laughed. 
“Ha!  You should have let him.  Think about how funny it would be to see a boy shopping
for women’s clothes.  Everyone would laugh at him.”


“Could you
imagine the reaction of the clerks?”


They approached Diane
and Tracy’s favorite shoe store.


“Here we are,”
Diane said to Sam.  “Look around and see what you like.  Don’t be afraid to try
anything on,” she said with a laugh.


Sam stood in the
entranceway, unsure what to do next.  He’d never actually been inside a women’s
shoe store before and this whole experience overwhelmed him.  The last thing he
wanted to do was look at shoes.  To the contrary, he wanted to run for the mall
entrance and home.  But he couldn’t do that.  The girls had him by the balls
and he had to play along.  He also knew he needed to act naturally or this trip
would become a disaster.  He already saw several people give him a double-take
as they walked along and he feared they suspected what he really was.  If he
panicked, everyone would know for sure, but how do you act naturally in a
women’s shoe store?


As Diane and
Tracy confidently walked around the store laughing and showing each other
shoes, Sam forced his legs to start moving.  Slowly he made his way toward
several displays of shoes.  He was terrified to touch anything.


“Can I help
you,” asked the voice of a young man behind Sam.  The man had short red hair
and wore white slacks and a blue sports coat.  Sam felt a sudden shock of
terror.  Here was his first test.  Would this man know what he really was?


“I. . . uh, I’m
just looking,” Sam squeaked.  His voice was barely a whisper.


“Don’t let him
fool you,” Diane said, suddenly appearing behind Sam.  “My stepbrother needs a
lot of shoes.”


Sam’s jaw
dropped.  He felt like he’d been punched in the gut.  Did she really just tell
the clerk that he was male?!  He wanted to scream, but nothing came out.


The clerk folded
his arms and raised an eyebrow.  “Stepbrother?!”


“Don’t you see
the family resemblance?” Tracy asked with a wink, pushing Sam and Diane
together.


The man smiled. 
“There do seem to be some similarities,” he said jokingly.


“Todd, this is
my stepbrother Sam.  Sam, this is Todd.  Todd is my style guru,” Diane said. 
“Todd, Sam’s going through a phase and he wants to spend the summer playing
girly.  What do you recommend?”


“I have just the
thing, sweetheart.”  Todd walked over to the wall and retrieved a pair of
five-inch high-heeled sparkly red pumps.


Diane laughed. 
“That’s probably too much to start.  Let’s start with something more basic.  We
can always come back when Samantha’s ready to be more adventurous.”


The next hour
was a blur for Sam.  Todd began by measuring Sam’s feet.  It horrified him to
have another man touch his feet knowing that behind the stockings he was male,
but he couldn’t do anything about it.  Once they knew his size, Todd brought out
an assortment of shoes.  Some were basic, some were wild and some were
outrageous.  Whatever Todd brought, the girls made Sam model and walk around
the store.  Even worse, they made him curtsey each time Todd brought a new
pair.  Sam felt so humiliated at times as the girls spoke openly about him that
he almost cried twice, but this only encouraged the girls to step up their
efforts.  Todd enjoyed the show and offered to take Sam dancing if they ever
wanted to give Sam a night on the town.  Fortunately, the girls refused.


By the time they
finished, they had acquired five pairs of shoes and they now debated what to
make him wear out of the store.  Todd thought he should wear the red open-toed
polka-dot wedge sandals.  These had a four-inch heel though an inch of that was
platform.  He thought the feminine polka dots were particularly apt for Sam. 
Tracy wanted to go all out and make Sam wear the only pair of five-inch heels
they bought.  These were strappy silver sandals with a half-inch platform. 
Diane, however, felt these were too much of a challenge especially give the
mall’s slick floors.


“I don’t want to
explain how Samantha ended up in the hospital,” she said.


Tracy agreed.


Ultimately, Diane
decided the best shoes for Sam to wear would be the four-inch open-toed tan
slingbacks, with a half-inch platform.  They matched his shorts and they were
also a typical height for the shoes they had bought and thus would give them a
better sense of fit when he tried on other clothes.  The others agreed, so the
tan slingbacks it was.
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With Sam now
wearing the four-inch open-toe tan slingbacks, the girls marched him halfway
across the mall to a clothing store they knew well.  It took him some time to
adjust to the new shoes, but he was starting to get the hang of them.  However,
Sam felt even more eyes on him suddenly as they went along.  He also feared his
erection would become visible beneath the shorts as it had pushed itself
straight out even beneath the pantyhose.  He had no idea if people could see
the bulge, but that added an intense terror to his journey.


“Jessie!” Diane
squealed as the young blonde girl emerged from behind the register.  They
kissed each other on the cheek.  Diane pointed to Sam.  “This is my cousin. 
She’s from out of town and needs a lot of clothes.  They had a fire at her
house and she lost almost everything.”


“Oh!  That’s so
sad,” Jessie said.  She was dressed stylishly, as the store required, in a
black fishtail skirt, a blue and white striped blouse, a black jacket and
high-heeled black pumps.  Sam thought he might have seen her at school, but he
couldn’t quite place her.  “Lucky for you, we have a good sale going right
now.  Why don’t you three look around and then feel free to try anything on!”


Sam heard Tracy
giggle behind him.  He turned around to see her holding up a strappy purple
swing dress which sent a chill down Sam’s spine.  He didn’t want to wear
anything so feminine, though it probably didn’t matter at this point because
everything else he wore was feminine.


Diane laughed. 
“Maybe for prom!”  She led Sam over to a selection of pants.  These came in a
variety of shapes and sizes and she picked out a pair of thick, wool cream-colored
slacks with a rear zipper and a pair of black slacks with a side zipper.  Then
she and Sam went into the dressing room.


“Strip out of
your pants and your shirt.”


“Why?”


“Because I said
so, Samantha,” Diane said through gritted teeth.


Sam did as he
was told.  He wasn’t going to put up a fight.  Not here, not now.  When he was
down to his underwear, Diane slipped a corset around his waist and pulled it
tight.  Sam gasped for air.


“What’s that?”


“It’s your new corset. 
It’s going to help keep you shaped like a girl.  You’ll be wearing it from now
on, even at night.”


“It’s too tight!”


“You’ll get used
to it.  Now try on the pants.”


Sam pulled up
the cream slacks.  They were made of a rich, wool fabric and had a high waist,
decorative buttons and no pockets.  They were even the right length to tease the
slingbacks he wore.  The black slacks came next and they fit as well.


“Good, those
will work great.”


“But they won’t
fit if I don’t wear the corset,” Sam observed, noting that the corset decreased
the size of his waist by several inches.


Diane rolled her
eyes.  “Am I speaking to myself here?!  I told you, from now on you will wear
the corset at all times.”


Before Sam could
respond, Tracy appeared at the door.  “You would not believe what I found!  And
it’s in Sam’s size!  Get a load of this!”  She held up a dress to her chest and
pretended to model it.  The dress could best be described as a retro housewife
dress.  It was a dark-red shirt dress with capped sleeves that were turned up
and held in place with buttons.  It was belted with a fitted bodice which
flowed into a wide skirt which almost gave the appearance of having a petticoat
underneath.  On Sam, it stopped just below his knees.  Nothing else he had worn
made him feel as helplessly feminine as this.


“Wow!  He looks
‘domestic’,” Diane said as she made Sam turn slowly.  “I love it!”


Tracy hugged her
friend.  “It’s a special moment when a boy buys his first dress.  It’s too bad
we don’t have a camera!”


Diane smiled. 
“But we do!”  She pulled out her phone and began taking pictures.  “Something Samantha
can tell her grandkids about.”  She giggled, causing Sam’s face to turn bright
red.


Sam was about to
respond, but he suddenly realized his erection was near bursting.  The last
thing he wanted to do was to have it explode in anything he was trying on, but
he also didn’t want to mention this problem to Diane and Tracy.  Who knows what
they would do with the information?


“So what else do
we need?” Tracy asked.


Sam thought
about suggesting it was time to go home, but he knew it was best to remain quiet
so they didn’t decide to make him stay longer just to go against his wishes.


Diane looked at
her phone, where she kept notes which she wrote to herself.  “It looks like we’ve
got everything on the list for today,” she said to Sam’s great relief.  “Let’s
go.”


“Should I take
off the dress?” Sam asked.


“No, leave it
on.”


With Sam still
wearing the dress, they went to the register to pay.  Diane asked if Sam could
wear it out of the store and Jessie agree.  In addition to the dress, they
bought two corsets, a black and white bikini, the cream slacks, the black
slacks, a couple blouses and a couple camis.  Samantha’s wardrobe was growing
fast.
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As they made
their way back through the mall, they were all getting a bit tired and they had
all the bags they could carry, but Diane still had one more surprise planned
for Sam, as he was about to find out.


“That’s what
I’ve been looking for,” Diane suddenly declared.  She pointed to a booth in the
center of the walkway.  “Samantha needs earrings!”


“No way!” Sam
protested.


“Oh, give it up,
Samantha.  You should know by now I’ll always win!”


“You can’t do
this!  I don’t want anything permanent done,” he whined.


Diane stopped
and glared at him.  “Listen up, sis!  You’re going to get your ears pierced and
you’re going to start wearing earrings or I swear I’ll have them pierce
something else and I’ll hang a leash from it and let Tracy lead you around by
it!”


Tracy burst out
laughing.  “Oh my God that would be great!”  She wrinkled her nose at Sam. 
“Could you imagine?!  Here boy!  Here boy!”


“I don’t—” Sam
started to say.


“I don’t care,”
Diane said, cutting off his objection.  “Unless you want to go to the academy
starting tomorrow and you want me passing out photos of Samantha to your new cadet
friends, then you better just swallow your pride and sit your butt down.”


Sam took a deep
breath.  “Fine.”


“That’s not how
you answer me!” Diane growled.  “Do you need to be punished?!”


Sam swallowed hard. 
“No, Miss Diane.  I’m sorry.”
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With their arms
packed with bags and two shiny new golden earrings dangling from Sam’s ears, Diane,
Tracy and Sam finally made their way to the exit, but not before stopping at
the department store which anchors the mall to buy more panties, bras, hose,
stockings, and a garterbelt.  These were all a little larger than what Sam was
wearing now and would provide him with a bit more comfort, though only a
little.


On the way home,
the girls laughed at Sam’s obvious discomfort throughout the day and repeated
each incident they could remember.  Tracy particularly noted his continuing
erections and Diane laughed at his attempts to convince people he was in fact a
girl.  Both enjoyed recounting how many people had given him strange or
confused looks during the day and suggesting that they all knew.


“Do you remember
that woman in the red cardigan?” Diane asked.


“Oh absolutely!”
Tracy squealed.  “She totally shot daggers at Samantha with her eyes.  She knew
exactly what Samantha was.  It had to be the lump in his shorts. . . that was
hard to miss.”


“Yeah, that was
a dead giveaway, but that’s the problem with being a sissy.  Frankly, I’m
shocked my ‘macho’ stepbrother gets such a kick out of this.  What a sissy!  It
makes me rethink everything about him.”


“I never did
this before!” he protested, but they ignored him.


“Whatever!  No
one will believe that after today.  Good luck showing your face around town
again!” Diane said with a laugh.


“Or at school!”
Tracy added.


“Why school?” he
asked.


“Jessie.  She’s
in your class.”


“But she didn’t
know!”  He looked at Diane.  “You told her I was your cousin!”


Diane smirked. 
“Oh, I’ll bet she knew.  But what else was she going to do?  If she admitted
you were a boy then she wouldn’t have been allowed to let you try on clothes. 
I guarantee she knew who you were.  She was just playing along so she could get
the commission.  You’ll see when school starts again.”


Sam slunk down
lower in his seat.  This nightmare seemed to have no end and now he needed to
spend his summer wondering what would await him when he returned to school. 
This had been a miserable day and he’d had a terrifying, miserable time.  Yet, despite
the humiliation and the terror, part of him had to admit that he found the
whole experience intensely thrilling.  He just couldn’t understand why he felt
so aroused.
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Later that
night, Lynda came home and wanted to see what they’d bought.  In fact, she was
dying of curiosity.  She wanted to see how Sam planned to shock her, especially
given the amount of money they’d spent, and she didn’t even know the full
extent of the purchases because Diane had been careful not to put everything on
her mother’s credit card.  She put some of it on her own account, which her
mother would pay off later thinking these items were for Diane, because she
didn’t want to explain why Sam would buy those items yet.  In particular, Diane
hid items like the dress, the corsets, and two of the shoes under her own
account.  Diane figured it was too soon for Lynda to see Sam in a dress.  She
wasn’t ready to explain the corset yet either.  And the two pair of shoes
couldn’t be locked onto his feet, so Diane had no way to explain why she “allowed”
Sam to buy those.  Yet, even with the most “controversial” clothes hidden, Lynda
was still shocked at what they bought, particularly the high-heeled shoes.  She
did not expect Sam to buy shoes with higher heels or narrower heels than the
pink sandals.  But he did.  Lynda took Diane aside.


“Di, I told you
to get appropriate shoes,” Lynda said with some frustration.


“I know, mom.”


“These really aren’t
appropriate.  These are. . . they’re. . . wow!  You shouldn’t have bought
those.  I’m not even sure I can make him wear these shoes.  They’ll kill his
feet.”


“But these are
the ones he picked out, mom!” Diane said defensively.


Lynda’s jaw
dropped.  “He picked these?!”


“Yeah, Tracy and
I kept telling him he should get something more plain or with a lower heel
because he was going to get tired wearing these, but he didn’t want to hear
it.  He kept saying you told him to get the higher heels.”


Lynda raised an
eyebrow and folded her arms.  “Did he really?” she asked skeptically.


“That’s what he
said,” Diane replied firmly.


“You’re not
lying to me?”


“I’m not.  He
picked them,” Diane insisted.


Lynda pursed her
lips.  “Give me your cell phone.”


“Why?”


“Give it to me,
young lady.”


Diane handed
over the phone.  Lynda flipped through the menu until she came to Tracy’s
name.  She hit dial.  Tracy answered.


“Tracy, hi, this
is Di’s mom.”


“Oh, hello Ms.
Williams.”


“Tracy, thanks
for taking Sam to the mall today.  I hope he wasn’t a problem?”


“No, he wasn’t
any problem.”


“I have to say,
I love the shoes you and Di picked out for him, they’re beautiful,” Lynda said
matter-of-factly.


A moment of silence
followed.  “Thanks, Ms. Williams, but Di and I didn’t really pick them.  Sam
picked them out himself,” Tracy said.  She and Diane expected something like
this so they had rehearsed their answers.


“He did?” Lynda
asked.


More silence. 
“Yeah, um.  We actually tried to talk him out of some of those.”  More
silence.  “I don’t want to be rude or anything, but he said you told him to
pick those.”


Lynda shook her
head.  “Unbelievable!” she said to herself at the realization that Sam wanted
to buy these very high-heeled and ultra-feminine shoes.  Into the phone she
said, “Oh, don’t worry about it, Tracy.  I’m just glad you two looked after him
today.  Please feel free to come over any time, I know how much Di misses you
when you’re not around.”  They hung up the phone.  Lynda looked at Diane.  “I
owe you an apology, Di.  I’m sorry.  I thought you might have pushed Sam into
buying the shoes he bought.”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “It’s ok, I understand.  It’s all kinds of weird, with him
telling us these were shoes you wanted him to buy.  I wonder why he wanted these
shoes.  I also don’t get why he wanted women’s pants and blouses?”


Lynda ignored
the question.  “Out of curiosity, what did he wear to the mall?”


“His shorts and
dress shirt.”


“Did anyone
object to a boy buying women’s clothes?”


Diane shrugged her
shoulders again.  “Not really.  I guess people don’t care anymore.”


“And the shoe
store clerk, what did Sam tell her?”


“It was a guy.”


“Ok, what did
Sam tell him?”


“Just something
about wanting some new shoes.”


“Did he say why
he wanted them?”


“Not really,
just that he liked these and he wanted to try them on.”


“He tried them
on in the store?!” Lynda asked with some surprise.


“Yeah.  He tried
them all on and walked around a bit.  He tried on a bunch more too, but these
are the ones he chose.”


Lynda bit her
lip.  Apparently, forcing Sam to surrender would be harder than she envisioned.

















Chapter 11: “Tennis Star Humbled”


 


Sam expected an
unpleasant day when he woke up, but he had no idea what was coming.  He assumed
Diane would make him put on the dress and the highest heels they’d purchased and
then prance around the house doing chores as she and Tracy ridiculed him.


Not quite.


Diane and Tracy
had agreed that despite their best efforts to humiliate Sam, he still remained too
proud and too combative.  They had to break his will to resist if they were
going to make their new arrangement permanent.  The best way to do that was to
strike at the things which fed his masculine pride and take those away.  In
Sam’s case, that meant his car and it meant his athletic superiority over the
girls, specifically in tennis.  If there was one sport where Sam excelled, it
was tennis, and he lorded this over Diane by making a fool of her every time
they played.  Indeed, he didn’t just beat her, he destroyed her and then rubbed
it in.  It was time to turn the tables.


Sam struggled to
close Lynda’s raincoat.  It was too small for him, but it was the only cover
Diane gave him.  Beneath it he wore the tiny black and white bikini they bought
at the mall.  It could barely contain his pulsating erection.  For reasons he
couldn’t understand, he found himself increasingly aroused by being dressed up
and humiliated by Diane and Tracy.  He couldn’t explain it and he didn’t like
it, but he couldn’t deny it was happening either.


When he finally managed
to pull the raincoat’s buttons together, he breathed a sigh of relief, though
he also realized the futility of this.  Sure, the raincoat hid the bikini, but
it was too tight to hide his erection, which bulged the coat out.  Also, the
coat itself stopped just above his knees, which meant his shaved legs and his new
open-toed red polka-dot wedge sandals were on full display.  This was the first
time Sam had worn these and he was still getting accustomed to their higher
heel – these had an extra inch on the pink sandals and that was enough of a
difference to make Sam less stable.


Sam finished
tying off the raincoat just as Diane came bounding down the stairs in a white
tennis dress.  She was jingling the keys to his Mustang.


“What are you
doing with those?” he demanded.


“We’re taking
the Mustang.”


“I didn’t say you
could take my car!”


Diane smirked at
him.  “I don’t need your permission.  Remember, I own everything you have now.”


“No you don’t,
and you don’t own my car,” he said angrily.


Diane laughed. 
“We’ll see.”


Sam stamped his
foot.  “And I’m not going anywhere dressed like this.”


“Yes, you are.”


He folded his
arms, nearly popping the buttons on the raincoat.  “I’m not.”


“Of course you
are, unless you want me to post my photos,” she said matter-of-factly.


Sam glared at Diane.


“Remember the
academy?” she added coldly.


“That isn’t
going to work forever you know, and when it fails, you’ll be sorry.”


She patted him
on the cheek.  “You’re so cute when you get all impotent-ragey.”


He exhaled
angrily.  “Where are we going?”


“You’ll find
out,” she sang out, as she walked to the kitchen to get her purse.


Diane returned
with her purse slung over her shoulder.  She also carried a dufflebag.  She
handed the bag to Sam and opened the front door and shoved him outside.


Sam swallowed
hard.  He knew his neighbors could see him if they happened to be looking and
that terrified him.  They could see the boy with the increasingly feminine
hair, with the painted lips and fingertips, with the short, tan woman’s
raincoat which barely covered his erection and his butt cheeks, with the shaved
legs and the red sandals.  He wanted to run back into the house, but he knew he
had no choice, so he climbed into the passenger seat of his Mustang and shrank
down as far as possible so no one could see him.


Several blocks
later, Diane pulled into Tracy’s driveway.  Tracy appeared at the door.  She
wore a white tennis outfit with light blue pinstripes and white sandals.  She
carried a small dufflebag and two rackets.  This confirmed what Sam already
suspected.  He felt sick.


“Hey
girlfriend,” Tracy said to Diane and kissed her friend on the cheek through the
car’s open window.  “Hey girl,” she said to Sam and blew him a kiss.


“You ready?” Diane
asked.


“Always.”  Tracy
went around the car to the passenger side.  She opened the door.  “Little girls
in the back,” she said to Sam.


Sam got out of
the car so he could climb into the backseat.  As he did, the raincoat ran up
over his rear and exposed his bikinied bottom.  Tracy patted his rear.


Soon they were
on their way again, with Diane and Tracy chatting away in the front and Sam
cowering in the back.  After what seemed like an eternity but was only a couple
minutes, Diane pulled the Mustang into one of the three spots at the tennis
court belonging to Tracy’s housing complex.  The girls got out of the car without
a second thought and walked up the short path to the court.  Sam, however,
struggled to force himself out of the car.  All of his instincts screamed at
him to stay in the car, but he ultimately knew he had no choice, so he took a
deep breath and he went.


Sam was so relieved
to find the court empty that he almost fell to his knees and kissed the
ground.  He was equally happy to discover the court was hidden from view by eight-foot
hedges.  As far as he could tell, no one could see them.


“Come on sissy,
take it off,” Tracy ordered.  She walked over to Sam with her hand
outstretched.  Sam reluctantly pulled off the raincoat, exposing the black and white
bikini beneath and his erection.  Tracy giggled.  “Is that a racket in your
panties or are you happy to see me?”  She kissed him on the lips and squeezed
the tip of his penis.  Then she returned to the wooden bench where they had set
down the dufflebags.


As the girls
unpacked, Sam stood self-consciously in the middle of the court, wearing only
the bikini and the high-heeled wedge sandals.  He instinctively covered his
crotch with his hands as he stood there, but that would do little good if
someone happened along.  He nervously watched the gate to the court.


Soon, Diane came
over holding a racket.


“Here are the
rules, Samantha.  We’re going to play two sets.  Tracy and I will alternate
games against you.  If you win, we’ll leave you alone for a week.  If we win,
then. . .?”  She looked at Tracy and shrugged.  “Huh?  It’s not like we can’t just
take anything we want already?  So what do we play for?”


Tracy grinned and
shrugged her shoulders before pulling a pair of pink tennis shoes from her
dufflebag.  “What do you get for the girl who has everything?” she asked as she
unbuckled her sandals and slid into the tennis shoes.


“I guess we’ll
work that out later?” Diane said.  “But if you win, then you get a week off,
that’s our offer.”


Sam looked
skeptically at Diane.


She furrowed her
brow at his expression.  “Of course, if you don’t like it, we could do
something else, like go walk around the college and watch you try to explain
why you’re dressed like that?  I’m sure the kids in the summer program would have
plenty to ask you!”


“No, fine, I
agree,” he said quickly.


“Good.  You
agree to the bet then?  One week off if you win versus something we’ll figure
out later if we win?”


“Yes, fine, I
agree.”  


Diane smiled. 
She got a real thrill when Sam surrendered to her power and right now she felt
electric.


Sam walked over
to Tracy and looked over the dufflebags.


“What are you
looking for, Samantha?” Tracy asked.


“I need some
tennis shoes.”


“We never said
you could change your shoes,” Tracy said as she finished tying the laces on her
tennis shoes.


“What?!”


“You’re going to
wear the heels.  Just be glad they’re wedges.  I wanted to make you wear mules,
but Diane wanted to give you a sporting chance.”


“But these have four-inch
heels!  I can barely walk in these.  I can’t play tennis in these?!”


“Oh pshaw!  They
have a one-inch platform, so they’re really only an inch higher than what you’re
used to wearing,” said Tracy.  “Don’t be such a sissy.”


“Plus, they’re
wedges,” Diane added.  “Those are like training wheels for high heels.  You’ll
have plenty of footing.”


“Seriously, I
can’t play in these!” he whined.


“Then you’re
going to have a hard time winning the bet, aren’t you?” Diane said coldly.


“We should make
him go on a date with Todd if he loses,” Tracy suggested.


“Or someone on
the football team.  You know some of those guys, don’t you, Tracy?” Diane
countered.


“I’m sure
something could be arranged,” she laughed.


Sam glared at Diane,
but he knew better than to speak.  They were going to make him play in the
heels and there was nothing he could do about it, and he realized that if he
kept fighting, he only risked them making things worse for him.


“Don’t forget
the other rules,” Tracy said to Diane.  She handed Sam a small women’s racket.


“What other
rules?” Sam asked nervously.  He knew there had to be more.


“Oh, yeah!  I
almost forgot,” Diane laughed.  She twirled her tennis racket in her hand. 
“Tracy thought you might have a problem with the bikini bottom, since your
thingy,” she pointed toward his crotch with the racket, “can’t seem to stay
soft, you perv.”


“I told you he
liked being girl,” Tracy sang, before pulling suntan lotion from her bag.


Diane
continued:  “If your thingy slips out of your bikini, then you have to freeze
where you are and say, ‘oopsie’ in a little girl voice.  Then Tracy will come
push it back in for you.”


“Tracy?!” Sam
blurted out, unhappy at the prospect that Tracy would be playing with his penis
throughout the match.


“Would you
rather I did it?” Diane asked snidely as Tracy covered him in lotion.


“No.”


“After Tracy
helps you, you will curtsey to her.  Do you understand?”


He bit his tongue. 
“Yes, Miss Diane.”


“Good girl.  And
after each point is scored, you will curtsey to whoever you’re playing.”  Diane
looked at Tracy.  “Did I forget anything?”


“Nope.  Of
course, if you did, we can always mention it when it comes up.  Samantha won’t
mind, will you girlfriend?” she asked and she smacked him on the rear.


Sam grimaced. 
“No, Miss Tracy.”


 


—o—


 


It took no time
for Diane to win the first game.  Sam didn’t score a single point.  Because of
the heels, Sam just wasn’t able to move like he needed to.  His balance was off
and he was completely incapable of cutting to pursue the ball.  He also wasn’t
very fast and it took him too long to stop once he got started.  It also didn’t
help that he was so conscious of the bouncing of his penis that he found
himself unwilling to reach too far for fear it would slide out of the bikini. 
Nor did it help that, during the match, Tracy pulled out her camera and began
recording his humiliation.


As the second
game began, the inevitable happened.  Sam reached too far and his penis jumped out
of the bikini.  It now pointed straight toward Diane.  Sam grimaced and then
froze.  “Oopsie,” he said, choking on the word.  His face turned bright red.


“What?  I didn’t
hear you,” Tracy said.


“Oopsie,” he
repeated louder.


“I don’t
understand you.  You should bite your fingernail when you say it.  Also, turn
your ankle like this.”  She pointed her toe at the ground and rotated her heel
back and forth as she put her finger to her lips.  It was the most
humiliatingly feminine pose Sam had ever seen, but he had no choice and he did
as instructed.


“Oopsie.”


“Oh dear, did
you have a problem with your little friend?” Tracy asked condescendingly.  She
pointed the camera at Sam as he nibbled at his finger and turned his foot.  He
felt like a fool.  “Diane, look what happened with your girly stepbrother.”


“Samantha!”
Diane scolded him.  “What’s happened to your panties?!”


Tracy handed
Diane the camera and walked over to Sam.  She put her hands on her hips as if
she were an engineer inspecting a machine.  “My, my, my, how are we going to
fix this?”  She reached out with two fingers and moved his penis back and forth
so she could inspect it from all angles.  Then she pulled out the panties with
her other hand and grabbed the penis to shove it into the panties.  When she
did, a small amount of white fluid squirted out onto her palm.  “Ew!  You gross
little sissy!”


Sam thought he
would die of shame.  He had no idea what to say at this point.


Tracy held up
her hand.  “Look what he did to my hand?” she said to Diane.  Then she smeared
her hand on his chest.


Sam didn’t move.


She then shoved
his penis back into the bikini bottoms and they returned to the match.


By the end of
the first set, Sam still hadn’t scored a single point.  He knew he was better
than either Tracy or Diane, but he couldn’t compete with the handicaps they had
given him.  His calves where killing him – he thought he had gotten used to wearing
heels over the past few weeks, but he hadn’t exerted himself like this in heels
before, and these were higher than what he normally wore.  His chest and arms
were sore too.  In fact, he was getting flabby as he hadn’t worked out in weeks
and this amount of tennis was more than he could handle right now.  Also, his
knees were getting tired from the curtseying.  Plus his mouth was incredibly
dry, made all the worse by their refusal to give him water.  Not to mention, as
the match wore on, he found it harder and harder to focus because he became
increasingly nervous that someone would arrive to use the court – he knew that
time was against him.  All of this made him tired, sick and ineffective.  He
was no match for them today.


Yet, by the
third game in the second set, something amazing began to happen.  Sam started
to get used to playing in the heels and it was getting harder for the girls to
beat him.  But his improvement came too late.  It was 3-0 by the time he
started winning points and 4-1 by the time he started winning games.  And by
the time it became 4-2, Diane noticed something about Sam:  he was spent.


Diane decided to
use this against him, so she stopped the match for “a clarification.”  They met
at the net, where the girls made him curtsey, as he had to do each time a point
was scored.


“I know what
we’re playing for now,” Diane said.


Sam and Tracy
both looked at her.  “You do?” they said in unison.


“We’re playing
for your dignity.”


“What dignity?”
Tracy interjected snidely.


Diane ignored
her.  “We’re playing to see how badly you want to be a boy.  You seem to have
gotten the hang of the game and you’ve won the last two games.  I’d say you can
beat us now. . . if you want to.”


Sam felt his
pride rising within him.


Diane
continued.  “Here’s the deal.  You against me from here on out.  If you win
this, then you get your week off.  In fact, I’ll make it two weeks.  You get
two whole weeks of being a boy and we’ll leave you alone the whole time.  I
won’t even make you wear the shoes except right before mom gets home.”


Sam smiled at
the thought of freedom.


“But if you
lose, then we get something much more valuable.  We get to know that you
want to be a girl.”


“I don’t want to
be a girl!” he protested.


“Prove it!  You won
the last two games.  Just win the match and prove to us that you want to be a
boy again. . . or throw the match and then all three of us will know
that you really like being my sissy.  Win for freedom, throw the match for
sissy slavery, the choice is yours.”


Tracy pulled
Diane aside.  “Are you sure?  He’s starting to win games.”


Diane spoke
loudly enough for Sam to hear.  “Of course I’m sure.  He wants to be a girl. 
You’ll see.  He’ll lose because he wants to be a sissy.”  Diane walked to the
baseline.  “So there it is, how hard does Samantha want to be a boy again?  Are
you up for the challenge or do you just want to quit now, Samantha?”


Sam growled. 
“You’re on!”  He was now more determined than ever.


A few minutes
later it was 4-3 and Tracy started to look concerned.  But then Diane made it
5-3, in a very hard-fought match.  Sam barely won the next game to get to 5-4. 
Evening out the match was within his sights.  But he was fading fast, even if
he didn’t realize it yet.  It was a warm day and he was becoming dehydrated,
which made him weaker and less coordinated.  Plus, he was simply too out of
shape to play two full sets right now, not to mention his calves were
positively burning by this point.  And even though he had improved a lot in the
heels, they simply didn’t give him what he needed in the way of support or
footing to be truly consistent.


Diane laughed. 
“One more game and I win.  Then we can all go home.”  She bounced the ball off
the court a couple times.  “How long have we been playing, Tracy?”


Tracy looked at
her watch.  “Almost two hours.”


“Wow, that’s a
long time for us to have this court alone in the summer.  You’re a lucky sissy
that no one has shown up yet.”  She bounced the ball again to give Sam a moment
for her words to sink in.  The implication was clear:  if he won, then they
needed to play another whole set.  That meant another hour.  So far he had
remained undiscovered, but how long would his luck last?


This realization
hit Sam like a smack in the face.  The longer this match continued, the greater
his chance of total humiliation.  Still, there was his pride.  Which would win
out, his fear or his pride?


Sam lost without
scoring another point.  Between the sheer exhaustion, the dehydration, and the sudden
psychological pressure both of the stakes and of his fear that winning would
increase the chances of being humiliatingly discovered, his ability to play
just fell apart.  Suddenly he couldn’t aim his serves, he missed easy
backhands, and when he did hit the ball it often landed in the net.  So when
Diane sent a simple lob over the net for match point, he came up short.  Could
he have gotten there and evened up the score?  Maybe.  So why didn’t he, he
asked himself.  Was he really that tired or had he thrown the match as Diane
insisted?  Sam didn’t know and his suspicion that he threw the match scared
him.  Did he secretly like this?  Was that why he kept getting the erections?


“I knew you
didn’t want to be a boy!” Diane laughed.


“Look at the happy
sissy!” screamed Tracy, pointing at his erection. “He’s all excited about being
a girl!”


“I’m just too
tired!” Sam retorted, but he feared they were right.


Tracy hugged
Diane and whispered:  “I am impressed, girlfriend.”


“He was worn
out, he just didn’t see it.  I thought it was a good time to break him.  He
thought he had caught up to us, so I upped the pressure by putting his dignity
on the line.  Now he’s more ashamed than ever and I’ll bet he’s passive all
week.  Next time, we start working on taking away his car.”


In the end, the
girls won a clean sweep.  They won the match 6-0, 6-4.  More importantly, they
won a strategic victory within Sam because Sam began to lose his confidence.  From
this point forward, he would always wonder if he threw the match and, if so,
why?  That would make him slightly more docile and a little less resistant.  He
wasn’t where the girls wanted him yet, that would take time, but he had taken
the first high-heeled step.

















Chapter 12:  “Hormones”


 


Diane and Tracy
were at the mall again.  Sam was home doing Diane’s chores.  Diane set her
cookie down on the table at the food court.  She wore a pink miniskirt, a puffy
white blouse and mid-heeled white slides.  Tracy wore dark blue shorts, a
flowery top and black sandals.


“I have an idea
for the next phase,” Tracy said.


“I’m all ears.”


“You won’t get
upset?” Tracy asked cautiously.


“Why would I get
upset?  Are you going to recommend we sell him or something?”


Tracy laughed. 
“No, but. . . listen.  Here’s the thing.  We’re making great progress, but at
the end of the day, he’s just one haircut and a shower away from being old Sam
again.”


“Right.”


“I think we need
to change that.”


“How?” Diane
asked.


“Hormones.”


“Hormones?”


“Yeah,
hormones.  We should start giving him hormones.”


Diane leaned
closer.  “What would that do to him?”


“A lot. 
According to my mom, the doctor, they would shrink his muscles, make his skin
softer, make his hips bigger and best of all, they’d give him boobs
eventually.”  She held the sides of her breasts.  “Boobs!’


“You asked your
mom?!” Diane asked with a great deal of alarm in her voice.


“Just in a
general sense.  I didn’t say, ‘mom how do we feminize Sam?’ or anything like
that.  I told her I saw some show about men getting sex changes and I asked how
they do that.  She told me about the hormones.”


“Hormones would
do all that?” Diane asked excitedly.


Tracy smiled and
nodded her head.


“Does it wear
off?”


“If he stops taking
them, then some of the changes would wear off, but some would be permanent.  Once
he got boobs, they wouldn’t go away.”  She paused.  “Boobs!  Think about
it!  Also, the hormones will shrink his you-know-what.”


Diane burst out
laughing.  “Can you imagine?!  How small would it get?”


“It depends.  It
could end up like a baby carrot, I guess.”


“Wow!” Diane
squealed.


“I take it you
like the idea?”


“Do you know how
incredible it would be to shrink his thing to nothing. . . to take away the one
thing everybody thinks makes him better than us?!”


“So we’re doing
it?”


“Hell yes, we’re
doing it!” she said with a laugh.  “What’s more, we’re going to let him know
we’re doing it.  I want to see his face every day as he takes the pills that
will take his thing away.  Can you get these pills?”


Tracy nodded.  “My
mom’s a doctor.  I’ve stolen her pad a couple times already when a friend
needed some pills to fight an infection she didn’t want anybody knowing about.”


“Do it!”


A few mornings
later, after their mother left for work, Diane approached Sam.  She wore jeans,
taupe flats and a brown shirt.  He wore the cream slacks Diane and Tracy bought
him at the boutique in the mall, a reddish-maroon blouse, and feminine red-burgundy
loafers with two-inch chunky heels.  The girls now dressed him exclusively in
feminine clothes during the day, though they were only beginning to slide the
more feminine clothes into his evening wardrobe.  For example, one night he
wore the cream slacks and a blue oxford dress shirt and male loafers.  The next
night, he wore the pink blouse with his male jeans.  Diane ordered him to
continue wearing the pantyhose in the evenings as well, along with small hoop
earrings which he wore all the time now.


“Samantha.
. . dear,” Diane said as she came up behind Sam, who was vacuuming the living
room.  “I’ve decided it’s time to make a few changes.”


“What kind of
changes?”


Diane sat down
on the couch and patted the seat next to her.  “Come, sit down, Samantha.”


Sam did as he
was told.


“Tracy and I
have decided to turn you into a girl.”


“Yeah, I figured
that,” he said holding up his dark pink half-inch nails.  His nails were always
painted now as well, even when Lynda was home.  Indeed, he would sometimes file
and paint them in the evenings while she watched.  Lynda cringed at this, but
said nothing.


“No, I mean for
real,” Diane said matter-of-factly.


“Ha ha,” Sam
said dismissively.


“No, really.”  Diane
pulled two pills from her pocket.  “I’m going to give you these pills—”


Sam furrowed his
brow.  “You’re joking?!”


“Hardly.”


Sam jumped up
off the couch.  “What if I don’t want to take them?!”


Diane leaned
back and casually crossed her legs.  “That’s not an option.”


“I’m not taking
any pills,” he insisted.


“Let me put it
this way.  Here’s your choice.  If you take them voluntarily, then we’ll let
you stop taking them at the end of the summer. . . provided you behave.  And of
course, that assumes you want to stop taking them.  Who knows, you might like
them!”


“And if I
refuse?”


“Then I’ll find
a way to force you to take them, and we won’t let you stop taking them at the
end of the summer.”


Sam knew this
was no idle threat.  So far, Diane managed to get everything she wanted and
frustrated his every attempt to free himself.  “What will they do?”


“Like I said,
they’ll turn you into a girl.  But if you stop taking them soon enough, say,
before the end of the summer, then the effects will go away again and you can
go right back to being Sam.”


“The effects go
away?” he asked cautiously.


“Depending on
how long you take them, yes.  But the longer you take them, the longer it will
take before the effects go away and the more likely they will be permanent.”


Sam stared at
her.  Was she serious?


Diane
continued.  “So the choice is yours, go with the program and you can save your manhood
at the end of the summer or fight me and you’ll become a girl forever.”


Sam swallowed
hard.  He didn’t know if this was real or not or how far she would really push
things, but he was learning to fear her.  “You swear I can stop at the end of
the summer if I agree?”


“If you behave,
then we’ll let you stop.”


“And who says if
I behaved?”


“For that, I’m
afraid, you’ll just have to trust us.”  She looked at her watch.  “You won’t
get a better offer.  I’ll give you ten seconds to decide.”


He felt
helpless.  What could he do?  He could tell her no, but he knew she would find
a way to make this happen even without his consent.  He had no choice and he
knew it.  He took a deep breath.  Then he took the pills and popped them into
his mouth.  Diane handed him her drink and he swallowed them.


“Smart move,”
Diane said.


 


—o—


 


Later that day,
when Sam finished sweeping the family room, Tracy called him to Diane’s
bedroom.  The two girls were sitting on Diane’s bed.  Both wore shorts and flat
sandals and tank tops.  Diane held a tape measure.  Tracy bounced her leg excitedly
back and forth.


“What?” he
asked.


“Is that any way
to greet us?” Diane growled.


Sam bit his tongue
and curtsied.  “How can I serve you, Miss?”


“That’s better.”


Tracy rose from
the bed and took the tape measure from Diane.  “Be a dear, Samantha, and strip
down.”


Sam did as he
was told and soon stood before them in just a bra, panties, pantyhose and the
corset he now wore all the time.  He even wore it at night, which brought a
handful of frozen looks from Lynda.


“Keep going, get
naked,” she said.


Sam groaned but
did as instructed.  “What are you doing?” he asked.


“We’re recording
your measurements to get a baseline,” Diane said.


“A baseline of
what?”


“A baseline of
what you looked like as a boy.”


Tracy then
unfurled the tape measure and set about measuring every part of his body as
Diane wrote down the numbers she called out.  This included his erection, which
she measured for length and circumference.  As she did, she couldn’t resist
letting her fingers linger upon it.  When she finished, she kissed him on the
lips.


This was to
become a weekly ritual.

















Chapter 13:  “Sam Changes”


 


A couple days
later, Sam found himself back on the tennis court.  Memories of his prior
defeat remained fresh in his mind.  Once again, the court was mercifully
empty.  The girls again made him wear the bikini and Lynda’s raincoat.  This
time, however, they swapped out basic pink pumps with two-and-a-half-inch heels
for the wedge-heeled sandals.  After the improvement he showed last time in the
wedge heels, Diane and Tracy decided they needed to make it more difficult for
him because they didn’t want him winning and regaining his confidence.  The
point to this exercise was to humiliate him and emasculate him, not to encourage
him.


Diane actually bought
the pink shoes specifically for today.  The heel itself wasn’t quite a stiletto
heel, but it wasn’t a chunky heel either.  It was instead about twice the width
of a stiletto.  This would afford him enough footing to let him play, but not
enough to let him play well.  They had debated buying him stiletto heels or
higher heels, but they wanted to be able to keep raising the difficulty each
time and they figured this heel was all they needed right now to cause him
problems.  They were right.  The shoes gave him tremendous problems.  He had no
ability to make cuts or sprint and he barely maintained his balance.  In fact, the
girls realized almost immediately that it would be ridiculously easy to beat
him today, so Diane began taunting him.


“What happened
to this great tennis player, Sam?  You did claim you were great, right?”


Sam didn’t
respond.


She continued.  “How
about we make the stakes more interesting today?  You think you own the
Mustang, but I know I own it now.  How about we play for the car’s title and
make it official?”


“I’m not playing
for my car,” he said.


“Why?  Afraid? 
Is big, tough Sam afraid he can’t beat two little girls at tennis?”


Tracy laughed. 
“Pathetic.”


“I’m not betting
my car,” he insisted.  He already sensed that these shoes could be too large of
a handicap.  Ironically, he had already mastered higher and thinner heels at
home, but he didn’t run in those shoes.  He would be running in these.  And not
only was that a challenge in and of itself, but Diane bought these shoes two
sizes too large and he had a hard time keeping them on his feet.  Thus, he realized
right away that he wasn’t likely to win today.  So instead, he planned to use
today as practice to get accustomed to these shoes and then next time, he told
himself, the girls would be in for a shock.  In the meantime, however, he
wasn’t going to risk anything serious like his car.


“Then what shall
we play for?” Diane asked rhetorically.


“Why play for
anything?” Tracy said.  “We don’t need anything from Samantha.  Let’s just let
her play for her dignity again. . . if she has any left.”  She turned toward
Sam.  “What do you say, Samantha?  How bad do you want to be a boy again?”


“He quit last
time because he liked being a girl so much,” Diane added.


“I did not!” he
insisted, though part of him doubted his own words.


“Prove it,” both
girls said simultaneously.


“You claim to be
some big tennis hotshot.  You should be able to beat us—” Diane said.


“But you’re
making me wear heels!” he protested.


“Wah wah wah!  You
wear heels all the time now, you should be used to them, and these have lower
heels than what you wear at home.  And you’ve already played two full
sets in heels and you showed you could beat us.  There’s no excuse if you
lose.  If you lose, it’s because you want to lose!  It’s because you like being
your stepsister’s sissy!”


“Face it,
Samantha,” Tracy said.  “You just like being a girl too much to win!”


He glared them. 
Then, against his better judgment, he said:  “Fine, I’ll show you.”


He never won a
single game.  But not only that, he still hadn’t mastered the shoes by the end
of the match.  Indeed, he barely improved at all throughout the match and he
lost 6-0 and 6-0, and the whole time they taunted him mercilessly.  By the time
it was over, his ego was crushed.


But Diane wasn’t
finished with him yet.


“Since you
clearly like being a girl, I think we should help you out.  I think from now
on, you’re only going to wear dresses, except when mom is home.  That should
make you very happy!” Diane said condescendingly.


Sam hung his
head in shame.  He knew this was coming one way or another.  At least, she
didn’t plan to make him wear a dress before his stepmother.


“One more thing,
Samantha.  Tonight, I want you to keep wearing the sandals after mom
unlocks you.”  Each night, before Lynda came home, they always made sure he
changed back into the shoes he had worn in the morning when Lynda locked him
in.  That way she wouldn’t suspect what was going on during the day.  But once
she unlocked him, he was free to return to men’s shoes, which he did
immediately.  This brief return to masculinity would now be taken from him.


“What?!” Sam
whined.


“You heard me,”
Diane said.


“But what if
she—”


“You’re already
wearing women’s pants and blouses at night, she won’t say anything if you
decide to add women’s shoes.”


“She absolutely will
say something,” he protested.  “What am I supposed to tell her?”


“Don’t tell her
anything until she asks.  And if she asks, just tell her you think they’re
comfortable so you never thought to go change.”


“And what if she
tells me to go change?”


“Then tell her
you don’t feel right without them.  Tell her it turns you on.  Tell her high
heels have become part of your very being.  I don’t care.  Tell her whatever
you need to tell her to convince her.”


Sam glared at Diane.
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Lynda was
shocked when she unlocked Sam and he didn’t immediately kick off the sandals as
he always did.  He didn’t even head to his room to take them off.  Instead, he
went to the kitchen and set the table.


“Sam, don’t you
want to take off your shoes?” she asked curiously.


“No, I’m ok.”


“Are you sure?”


Sam cringed
inwardly.  “Sure.  They’re really comfortable and—”


“It doesn’t
bother you to be seen in them?”


Sam bit his
lip.  “I’m seen in them all day.  You, Tracy and Diane have all seen them. 
It’s no big deal,” he said even as his mind screamed:  “This is a huge deal!”


Lynda twisted
her lip and watched her feminine stepson move around the kitchen.  She shook
her head, but said nothing else.  If he wanted to add heels, then so be it. 
She wasn’t going to give in and let him out of his punishment.  She didn’t like
it, but this was the way it had to be.


Sam ended up
wearing the heels all night that night.  And from that point forward, Diane
made him dress entirely, head to toe, in feminine clothes even when Lynda was
home.


Naturally, all
of this was having a significant effect on Sam, though he was oblivious to most
of it.  Diane noticed, however.  Yet even to her, it wasn’t readily apparent at
first how much he had changed because the changes came gradually.  But a few
nights after Sam started wearing heels in the evenings, it suddenly hit Diane
just how much he really had changed.


Dinner was
finished and Lynda sat in the leather recliner watching television.  She wore a
bathrobe and white slippers and was busy painting her fingernails a deep red.  Diane
sat cross-legged on the couch near her mother with her legs tucked up beneath
her.  Her black platform clogs sat before her on the floor.  She wore an
oversized white blouse and tight black shorts.  Next to her sat a sewing
basket.  She was working on her needlepoint.


Sam also sat on
the couch.  Like Diane, he was doing needlepoint.


Diane looked at Sam. 
He wore the cream slacks along with a maroon blouse.  His bushy, curly hair had
finally, clearly crossed the border into being a feminine cut.  His eyebrows
were now distinctly feminine, as were the dangly silver earrings he wore.  He
had removed his makeup before Lynda returned home, but he left the white polish
on his fingernails.  They stuck out more than half an inch from the ends of his
finger tips.  His toenails were also white, as could be seen beneath his
nylons.  Like Diane’s clogs, his feminine red-burgundy loafers with the
two-inch chunky heels sat on the floor before him – so far, Diane only made him
wear the pink sandals, the red polka-dot sandals or the loafers at night; she
feared the slingbacks or platform sandals would be the bridge too far which got
her mother to put an end to her fun.


But even beyond
the clothes, he was becoming all-around more feminine.  He sat with his legs
crossed, but not the way males cross their legs.  His legs were held tightly
together with one leg hanging down parallel to the other – this was something
they forced him to do during the days and now he was doing it unconsciously at
night.  His foot swayed gently as he worked.  His hand motions were becoming
delicate and feminine as well.  This was partly the result of having to work with
the long nails and it was partly the nights spent learning needlepoint and
knitting.  It was also due to the way he had learned to stroke his hair
carefully to avoid striking his earrings or smudging the makeup he normally
wore during the days.  The way he held his wrists and arms was increasingly
feminine as well.  Again, this was because the girls made him hold his arms
like a girl during the days and this was now bleeding through into the night.


But the real eye
opener occurred when he rose to get a drink from the kitchen.  Normally, he
would slide his feet into his shoes before leaving the couch, as Diane
instructed him.  But this time he apparently forgot.  Yet, despite not wearing
his heels, he minced his way across the room on the balls of his feet, taking
small steps, carefully planting his foot before taking the next step, and
swaying his hips.  Basically, he walked like he was wearing high heels even
though he wasn’t.  Diane giggled to herself.  Her plans were working better than
she could ever have dreamed.  Sam was turning into a girl.
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Lynda noticed lots
of changes in Sam as well, though she missed the subtleties Diane noticed. 
Instead, she saw the obvious, and it worried her.


“I’m worried,
Karen,” Lynda said.  “Sam’s getting really effeminate.”  She and Karen sat on a
bench outside their studio building eating lunch.


“How so?”


“You’re not
going to believe this!”


“Trust me, I’ll
believe it.  I did this myself, remember?”  She poked at her salad.  “Fill me
in.”


Lynda took a
deep breath.  “A couple weeks ago, he came to me and said he wanted to get some
new shoes.”


“I remember, you
told me.”


“Yeah, but I
didn’t tell you what happened next.  He said the sandals I’d bought him were
wearing out and starting to smell.  I figured that was possible since he wore
them all day, every day, so I agreed to let him buy more shoes.  No sooner did I
agree than he tells me he wants to go to the store himself to try on the
shoes.”


Karen scrunched
her nose.  “Really?  Now that’s weird.”


“That’s just the
beginning.  He went with Diane and her friend to the mall.  When I got home
that night, I asked to see what they’d bought.  He whips out a couple pair of
the most feminine high heels I’ve ever seen, and each of these are way higher
than the shoes I bought him!”


Karen giggled. 
“You’re kidding?”


“No!  Not at
all!  Four-inch heels, platforms, opened-toed slingbacks, stilettos, you name
it.  He only showed me a couple pair, the most tame ones, but I saw the rest in
his closet.”


“I don’t believe
it!” Karen laughed.


Lynda looked
around to make sure they were alone.  “I thought you might say that, so I took
a couple photos with my phone when he wasn’t looking.  Check these out.”  Lynda
pulled out her phone and flipped through the menu.  On the screen appeared
several images of what appeared to be a woman’s feet wearing high heels.  These
were Sam.  Then there were several pictures of individual shoes sitting in a
closet.  Finally, there was a shot of what appeared to be a shapely woman with
shoulder-length curly hair, wearing slacks, a blouse and red polka-dot
high-heeled sandals while working in the kitchen.


Karen whistled. 
“Oh my God!  You weren’t kidding when you said he looks effeminate!”


“Tell me about
it.”


“Maybe it was his
stepsister who—”


Lynda shook her
head.  “No.  That was my first thought too.  So I went to Diane and I demanded
to know why she bought these shoes.  She insisted Sam chose them himself.  What’s
more, she claims she tried to get him to change his mind but he kept insisting
that I made him pick these shoes!”


“She could be
lying.”


“I thought of
that too, so I immediately called her friend Tracy and tried to trick her into
admitting they’d bought the shoes by complimenting her on her choices.  She
confirmed the exact same story Diane told me.”  She paused.  “Then I realize he
also got his ears pierced and he bought other feminine clothes.”


“Like what?”


“Women’s slacks,
some blouses, a few accessories.  He really does have exquisite taste.”


“That’s pretty
wild.”


“There’s more
too.  For one thing, he’s becoming. . . I don’t know how to say it.”  She bit
her lip.  “Submissive,” she said carefully.  “That’s the word that leaps to
mind.  It’s only been a few weeks and he’s already starting to follow my orders
a lot quicker and he does it without fighting me.”


“That’s a good
thing.”


“It is, but it
seems too much.  I wanted him nicer, not a total wuss.”


“Has he become a
wuss?”


Lynda rolled her
eyes.  “Karen. . . he does needlepoint now.”


Karen raised an
eyebrow.  “Wow!”


“Did this ever
happen with your son?”


“A little, but
not nearly as much.  As I told you, he tried to make me think I was turning him
into a sissy by acting funny and asking for more feminine clothes.  I ignored
him for awhile so he kept stepping up his game.  Finally, I called his bluff
and told him that if he wanted to be a girl, then he needed to go all in and start
dressing like a girl all the time.  I tossed him a dress and said, ‘We’re going
to dinner’.  That’s when he broke and admitted he was trying to fake me out.”


“Maybe I should
do that?”


Karen leaned
over and looked at the image of Sam in the kitchen again.  “Let me ask you
this:  do you like the changes you’re seeing?”


Lynda took a
deep breath.  She nodded.  “If I’m being honest, I am a lot happier at home
right now.  He and Diane are getting along.  He’s staying out of trouble.  He
does his chores.  The house is spotless.  He’s becoming courteous and
helpful.”  She paused.  “Yeah, I do like this, especially since I’m so busy
with this new project and I don’t need the distractions he was causing.”


“Then let it go
for awhile.  His pretending to be a girl won’t do any permanent harm.  Enjoy it
while it lasts.  It all ends at the end of the summer anyway, right?”


“Yeah.”  Lynda
paused.  “But what if he doesn’t want it to end?”
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That night,
Lynda took Diane aside as Sam cleared the table after dinner.  He was learning
to cook at Lynda’s suggestion and had become quite good at it.


“Di, I need to
speak with you.”


“About what
mom?”


“Sam,” she said
sternly.


Diane’s heart skipped
a beat.  Had everything she’d done been discovered?  Did Sam rat her out? 
“What about him, mom?” she asked nervously, afraid of what her mother might say
next.


“I take it
you’ve noticed he’s begun wearing women’s clothes all the time?”


Diane gave a noncommittal
nod.


“Surely you’ve
noticed?!  He’s wearing women’s pants and blouses and high heels, and he’s been
curling his hair and painting his nails.  I suspect I’ve even seen traces of
makeup he hasn’t washed off.  Plus the jewelry,” Lynda said with a hint of
frustration.


“Yeah,” Diane agreed
cautiously.


Lynda took a
deep breath.  “This is just between us, Di, but this is all part of an act.”


“An act?”


“Your stepbrother
is trying to trick me.  I’ve found a great way to keep him out of trouble and
to make sure he stays grounded by making him wear the heels all day.  He wants
me to let him out of it.”


“He hasn’t said
anything to me about it.”


“No, he hasn’t said
anything.  What he’s doing is trying to make me think we’re turning him into a
sissy.”


Diane’s jaw
dropped.  “He is?!”  She absolutely didn’t expect this.


“Yes.  He wants
me to believe that by making him wear the sandals, I’m turning him into a
girl.  Then I’m supposed to panic and let him stop wearing the sandals.  But
I’m not going to give in!” she said with determination.


“What are you
going to do?” Diane asked.  She couldn’t believe her ears.


“If he wants to
feminize himself, I say let him.  I’m going to ignore everything he does no
matter how extreme.”


Diane almost
burst out laughing, but managed to hold it in at the last second.  “Really?!”


“Absolutely! 
I’ve thought this through and if I give in now, then I’ll never have any
control over him again, so it’s vital that I not surrender on this.”


“I think that’s
smart, mom.”


Lynda placed her
hand on her daughter’s shoulder.  “Here’s where I need your help.  I want you
to push him.  Start making it embarrassing for him.  Push him into makeup, brighter
nail colors, skirts, dresses, the whole nine years.  Use my credit card if you
have to.  Bring over another friend or two.  Start treating him like a sissy,
not just a girl.  Do whatever you can to make him feel as uncomfortable playing
a girl as possible.  We need to really challenge his masculinity.”


“If you insist,”
Diane said, trying hard not to sound ecstatic.


Lynda
continued.  “The more humiliating it is for him to play this game, the quicker
he’ll stop and the sooner this silliness can end.  Can you do that?”


Diane visibly bit
her lip.  “I think so.”

















Chapter 14: “The Photoshoot”


 


“You’re pulling
my leg?!” Tracy said into the phone.


“No, it’s true,”
Diane responded.  She sat in her room while Sam did needlepoint downstairs.


“Your mom wants
us to turn him into a girl?”


“No, not
really.  She thinks he’s faking it.  She thinks he’s trying to shock her.  She
wants us to push him, to make him more feminine, so he gets all uncomfortable
playing a girl and gives it up and goes back to being a boy.  She thinks us
pushing him to become more girly will do that.”


“Wow!  This is
like a green light for our plan!  She’s given us the power to go full speed
ahead!”


“Basically. 
She’s even letting us use her credit card as we need.”


“We’re going to
take advantage of this, right?” Tracy asked.


“Are you
kidding?!  Of course we are!”


“Hey Di, can I
ask you something?”


“Sure, what?”


“When this is
all over and he’s all girly. . . can I have him?”


“What?!” Diane
exclaimed with a laugh.  “Why do you want a sissy?”


Tracy bit her
lip and rocked her head back and forth.  “I dunno.  I. . . I kind of like him
this way.”


Diane stared at
her phone.  “You like him this way?  In dresses and heels?  As in ‘like
like’ or just as in ‘oh, I like it’?”


Tracy blushed. 
“Yeah, like, ‘like like’.”


Diane shook her
head.  “Whatever floats your boat, I guess.”


Tracy smiled. 
“Thanks, Di!”


“In the
meantime, wanna go shopping?”
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Sam felt
self-conscious standing at attention before Diane and Tracy as the two girls
sat on the couch.  He wore only his underwear, which these days meant a red
bra, red panties, a black corset, stockings and the four-inch black open-toed
pumps – his sissy tan lines, obtained from wearing the bikini during the tennis
matches, peeked out from behind the delicate fabrics.


“We’ve got a new
plan,” Diane said.  “From now on, you’re going to wear a dress and heels.”


“I have been
wearing dresses and heels,” Sam said snidely.


“Don’t talk back
to me, Samantha.”


“I’m sorry, Miss
Diane,” Sam said without Diane threatening him.


“I mean you’ll
be wearing them all the time from now on, even at night.”


Sam shook his
head.  “Your mother will never go for it.”


“You don’t
really think my mother is going to save you, do you?” Diana asked
condescendingly.


“She may have
put up with this up to now, but when she sees a dress and these,” he pointed to
the high-heeled shoes on his feet, “she’s going to freak out and call a halt to
this whole sick game.”


“Well I have
news for you, Samantha.  She thinks you’re a sissy and she’s perfectly
happy to let me turn you into a girl.”


Sam folded his
arms but didn’t respond.


Diane laughed. 
“You’ll see.  In the meantime, we have plans for the afternoon.  Tracy and I
went out and bought you some new dresses.  You’re going to model them for a
photoshoot.”


“I’m not doing a
photoshoot!” he exclaimed.


“Yes, you are, because
if you refuse, then I’ll call mom with such a story that you’ll be off to the
academy before I even hang up the phone.”


Sam’s will to
resist evaporated, as it always did these days.  This was good for Diane
because she was bluffing, because she knew it was unlikely her mother would
send him to the academy at this point.  To the contrary, if he simply demanded
to return to boy clothes, her mother would probably happily agree. . . but Sam
didn’t realize that.
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One of Tracy’s
many hobbies was amateur photography.  In that regard, she owned several
exceptional cameras, some lighting equipment and she had amassed considerable
photographic skill.  She had a good eye for images too.  The girls had decided
to make use of this by creating a pinup calendar.  Diane would handle the
makeup and clothes, Tracy would do the photography, and Sam would be the
model.  They planned to have him mimic numerous pinup photos Diane had found on
the web, sometimes as “Samantha” and sometimes as “Sam as Samantha.”


Tracy set up her
equipment in the living room while Diane told Sam what they were doing.


Over the next three
hours Sam changed into every feminine article of clothing he owned as well as
several new dresses the girls had bought.  He changed into half a dozen
dresses, the slacks, and sometimes just his underwear.  He wore blouses, camis,
the bikini and sometimes just his bra and corset.  He wore each of the shoes
they’d bought him and dozens of different earrings and necklaces.  The girls
particularly liked him in Tracy’s pearls.  His makeup was changed repeatedly as
was his hair.


All of this
bothered Sam, but it wasn’t the clothing which bothered him.  Truth be told, he
was getting used to being seen in women’s clothing and it didn’t bother him
nearly as much as it had in the past.  What bothered him was the humiliatingly
feminine poses.  “Put your hand on your hips and turn out the wrist,” was how
it started.  “Cross your legs tightly.  Now fold one leg behind the other.  Run
your nails through your hair.  Toss back your hair.  Blow me a kiss.  Touch
your breasts.  Now do it with just your fingertips.  Ok, now lean forward and
squeeze your breasts together.”  And so on for three solid hours.


Finally, they switched
to underwear shots, for which they made him strip down to his panties,
stockings, bra, corset and the platform sandals.  Then, as with each of the
other outfits, they made him repeat the poses.  By this point, Sam’s resistance
had long since worn down and he just did as he was told without a second
thought.


“Ok, just a
couple more special ones,” Tracy said when they’d gone through most of the
poses.  “Lie down and rest on your elbows.  But first, I want you to pull your
panties back and let the little guy out.”


Sam hesitated.


“Do as I say!”
Tracy ordered.


“But—”


“Do it!  And
just be glad I’m not asking you to play with yourself.”


Sam reluctantly
pulled back the red satin panties and let his erection spring forth.  Then he
assumed the pose Tracy wanted.


Tracy giggled.  “Now
that I think about it, it might be fun to get a couple of you playing with yourself. 
Grab your thing delicately with your fingertips so I can see your nails.”


Sam cringed, but
at this point, there was no reason to resist.  They had more than enough photos
to ruin his life already and resistance had proven to be futile, so he did as
instructed.


“Ok, now take
off the bra and let’s do this set again,” said Tracy.


Sam sat up and
unhooked the bra, exposing his sissy tan lines.  But there was something more than
just tan lines, as Diane and Tracy immediately noticed.  Not only were his
nipples larger, but he was growing small breasts.  Indeed, what had looked like
flab only a few days before now started to suggest small mounds.


The girls looked
at each other.


“Give us a
second,” Diane said to Sam.  She motioned Tracy to follow her into the other
room.  “Oh my God!!” she squealed.  “Did you see what I saw?”


“Hell yes!  The
boy’s got boobs!” Tracy squealed in return.


They laughed and
hugged each other.


“Should we tell
him?” Tracy asked.


“No way,” Diane
insisted.


“Why not?  It
could be fun to tease him with this?”


“This is a game
changer.  If he runs to my mother, and he will, she’ll absolutely freak out.  Then
she’ll put a total stop to everything.  We need to wait until he gets further
along, until it’s too late for her to be able to do anything about it.”


“You mean?”


“I mean, if we
can keep her from finding out until he’s got real boobs, then he’ll be stuck
with them even when she stops the hormones.  If she finds out now, he would
only have these little mounds, and while that’s cool and all, it’s not exactly
the male-shattering effect we want.”


Tracy laughed. 
“You devious woman!”


“Plus, if we can
wait long enough, then she’ll never believe him when he whines that we gave him
boobs because no man would let someone do that to him without saying something.”


Tracy took a
deep breath.  “Ok.  It won’t be easy keeping quiet on this, but I’ll do my best. 
Still, I’m going to get some photos now ‘for the record’.”  She winked at
Diane.


They returned to
Sam and took numerous photos, each of which showed his budding breasts.


“Ok, that’s
enough for today,” Diane said.  “I think we should get Sam’s hair dyed later
this week and then repeat the photoshoot.”


“What color?”
Tracy asked.


“I’ve always
wanted to see my sissy as a platinum blonde,” Diane said with a laugh.  “We can
try other colors in a month or so, maybe a nice auburn at that point.  Then we
can redo the photoshoot again.”


Sam listened
quietly as he lay on the floor in his corset and heels.  Football started in a
month and he had no intention of still being a girl at that point.  Indeed, he
fully expected Lynda to release him at that point and put an end to this.  Clearly,
someone was going to be disappointed.  But he thought better of mentioning it,
lest the girls start working on some way to thwart his escape.


As Tracy and
Diane packed up the camera gear, Diane told Sam to switch back into his
housewife dress and the silver five-inch platform sandals, his highest heels.


“Now?” he
asked.  “Your mother will be home in about an hour.”


Diane exhaled
and stomped her foot.  “Stop questioning me, Samantha!”


Sam hung his
head.  “I’m sorry, Miss Diane.”  He felt defeated.


“That’s better. 
Now do as you’re told.  Get dressed and go do your needlepoint until I tell you
differently.  I’ll check in on you soon.”


When Sam left,
Tracy and Diane hugged one more time.


“Boobs!” Diane
said with a laugh.


Tracy nodded her
head.  “Boobs.  I’ll start working on the photos tonight.  We can go
through them in a couple days and decide which ones we want to use.  Good luck
with your mom tonight.”


“Don’t worry,
she’s on our side, even if she doesn’t really know it yet.”
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Sam almost
dropped his needlepoint when he heard the garage door open.  He shot a
terrified look at Diane.  “Your mother is home!” he exclaimed.


“Sure sounds like
it,” Diane said calmly without looking up from the book she was reading.


“Uh. . . have
you forgotten how I’m dressed?!”


“I told you, my
mother will love you in dresses.  Just sit there and be a good girl.”


Sam bit his
lip.  He was sure a horrible scene was about to play out.  He figured Lynda
would walk into the room.  She would see him in the dress and the heels and
would freak out.  There would be yelling and tears and accusations thrown back
and forth.  He would tell Lynda about the blackmail.  Diane would deny it.  He
didn’t know how it would end, but no matter what, this was going to be ugly.  He
waited nervously to see which way things would go, ready to present his best
arguments.


When the garage
door closed, he heard Lynda enter the kitchen.  He could tell exactly where she
was in the kitchen by the sound of her heels.  He wrapped his arms tightly around
his chest.  He swung his leg nervously as the tension rose and twisted his foot
back and forth.


Lynda appeared in
the doorway to the family room.  She wore a dark blue pinstripe skirt suit with
a pencil skirt, a double-breasted jacket and a royal blue blouse.  A strand of
pearls hung between her open collar.  Her shoulder-length hair, a little
shorter than Sam’s actually, was swept back off her shoulders.  On her feet
were four-inch navy pumps with silver buckles over the vamp.


Sam stopped
breathing.


Lynda took one
look at Diane and then Sam.  For the briefest of moments, her face contorted. 
Then a smile appeared.  “Everyone is getting along fine today, I take it?”


“Sure mom, no
problems,” Diane said casually.


“Do you need to
be unlocked from the shoes?” she asked Sam and she reached into her purse.


Sam looked at
his feet.  Not only had Diane not bothered to lock these shoes onto his feet, but
there wasn’t even a way to lock them onto his feet.  “Uh, no, we didn’t put the
locks on them.”


“Ok, that’s
good,” said Lynda, pulling her hand from her purse.  “I have a project to work
on tonight, so I’ll skip dinner.  You two eat without me.”  She turned to leave.


“Uh,” Sam said
cautiously.


Lynda stopped
and looked at Sam.  “Yes?”


He ran his hands
up and down his dress as if to say, “See this?”


“Yes dear, you
look nice,” she said and she returned to the kitchen.


Sam was stunned.
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Later that
night, while Sam sat downstairs doing his nails, Diane went upstairs to speak
with her mother.  Lynda was working in her home-office and had asked Diane to
come see her when Sam settled in for the evening.


“Where’s your stepbrother?”
Lynda asked as she set down her drawing pencil.


“He’s doing his
nails.”


Lynda signaled
her daughter to close the door.  “I didn’t know if I wanted to cry or scream or
applaud when I walked through the door today.  How in the world did you get him
into the dress?”


Diane folded her
arms and ground her black platform clog into the carpet.  “It wasn’t really all
that hard.  He brought it up.  He said he thought you would freak out if he
wore a dress.  I said, ‘ok’ without really saying yes or no.  Then he said he
was going to test it.”


“Where did he
get the dress?”


“We went to the
mall.  He bought four or five dresses.”


“He went to the
mall to buy dresses?!”


“Yes.”


“What did he
wear to go there?” Lynda asked.


“The slacks he
bought the other day and some tan slingbacks.  I didn’t even know he had those,”
Diane lied.


“I noticed he’s
wearing shoes that can’t be locked on his feet.”


“I know, but he
never took them off, I swear!” Diane said defensively.


Lynda held up
her hand to stop Diane.  “Don’t worry, I’m not accusing you of anything, dear. 
I’m just saying, I think it’s amazing he’s wearing women’s shoes without them
being locked onto his feet.”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “He’s doing a lot of that now.  I think he has a lot more
clothes than he’s admitted too.”


“I know.”  Lynda
took a deep breath.  “This is going to be harder than expected.  He doesn’t
seem to be as easily shamed by this as I expected.”


Diane suddenly
realized she had an opportunity here.  “I have a couple ideas that might work,”
she said cautiously.


Lynda leaned
back in her chair.  “Go on.”


“The problem is
that right now he doesn’t have any reason to quit.  I mean, so long as he
fights, he has to keep dressing like a girl, right?  That’s embarrassing for
him and all, but nobody except a couple people will see him and it all ends at
the end of the summer.  Compare that to what happens if he gives up.  If he
gives up, then he has to wear the high heels, which is equally embarrassing,
and it also ends at the end of the summer.  See what I mean?  In his mind,
there’s no downside to fighting because either way he ends up dressed like a
girl until the end of summer.  So why should he quit fighting if the
consequence of fighting aren’t any worse than giving up?”


Lynda nodded her
head. “Excellent point.”


“We need to make
dressing up more of a threat.”


“What are you
suggesting?” Lynda asked.


“Tracy has this
job at the museum.  She’s an usher.  She stands around all day pointing people
to the gift shop and making sure nobody touches anything.  They always need
more people.  If we made Sam get a job with her, then he would need to face the
threat of being seen by thousands of people.”


Lynda shrugged
her shoulders.  “How does that change his incentives though?”


“Because that
would totally freak him out.  Instead of just being seen around the house, he
would be seen by thousands of people and some of them could be people he goes
to school with.”


“No, I get that
part.  I mean, how does that change his equation about the risks?”


“Because you can
only make him get the job if he keeps dressing up.  If he gives up and goes
back to just wearing the heels, then you can’t really make him leave the house
because he looks like a boy in heels, but—”


“Brilliant!”
Lynda exclaimed.  “That raises the stakes perfectly.  If he gives up and stops
resisting, then he only has to wear the heels.  And if all he’s wearing is the
heels, then I can’t possibly make him leave the house.  Thus, if he gives up, I
can’t make him take the job.  BUT if he keeps fighting, then he’s
passable as a girl and there’s no reason I can’t send him to work.”


“Right,” Diane
agreed.


“So he has a
choice:  give in and stay safely hidden in the house or keep fighting me and be
exposed in public!”  Lynda smirked.  She now realized why she had been unable
to win this war of wills with Sam and, more importantly, she was about to grab
the upper hand.  She had no idea she was being manipulated by Diane.


Diane pushed her
advantage.  “We also need to threaten his security blanket.”


“What do you
mean?”


“Just getting
him the job won’t be enough because he thinks that no matter what happens, his
punishment ends at the end of summer.  He’s even mentioned a couple times how
he expects to be playing football this year.  We need to throw doubt on that by
telling him that if he continues to dress like a girl, then he’ll have to stay
a girl or something like that.”


Lynda slowly
nodded her head.  “That’s a good idea too.  Let me think about how to do that. 
In the meantime, call Tracy and see if she can get him the job.”


“Will do, mom!”


“Thanks for the
help, Di.”


Sam’s life was
about to change for the worse.

















Chapter 15: “The New Job”


 


The next
morning, Sam found himself on the tennis court again.  As before, he wore the black
and white bikini and the basic pink pumps with the two-and-a-half-inch heels.  The
girls initially debated making him wear higher heels, but ultimately decided
that he hadn’t shown enough improvement last time that they needed to worry
about him beating them in these shoes.  Also, the heavy doses of the hormones
were starting to have an effect.  In particular, he seemed all-around weaker,
more tired and somehow smaller lately.  This was compounded by the girls
putting him on a diet, which sapped his strength, and by them starting him on a
morning “exercise regime” which was ostensibly intended to keep him in shape
but was really designed to weaken his muscle.  Basically, he did a lot of
stretching and absolutely no heavy lifting.  They even removed the chores from
his list which they thought might give his muscles a workout.  They wanted him
weak and they were getting their wish.


All of this
meant he would be no match for them.  This was good and bad.  It was good
because it meant they controlled what happened.  It was bad because they needed
him to have glimmers of hope which they could crush to maximize the blow to his
masculine ego.  Thus, the girls decided to give him false hope by sandbagging him
early on and making him think he had a chance to beat them.  Moreover, they planned
to use that false hope to trick him into agreeing to let them feminize him
further.


The girls let
Sam win the first game.  He really was playing a measure worse than he had the
last time, but because they were trying to let him win, he didn’t notice.  Hence,
they could see his confidence returning.  In fact, he almost seemed cocky as he
built up a big lead in the second game.


It was time to drop
the hammer.


“You’ve been
practicing, is that it, Samantha?” Diane asked.  She feigned being winded as
she bounced the ball off the court and into her hand several times.


“It’s called natural
talent,” Sam countered.


“You think so?  I
think it’s because we’re letting you win.’


“Ha!  I doubt
that.”


“You sure sound
cocky for a sissy.  Why don’t we make this interesting and bet something.”


“Like what?”


“You tell me,”
she said.


“I want my
freedom.”


Diane smiled.  “Ok,
big shot.  I’ll bet you three weeks of freedom, but if you lose then I get
something.”


“What?”


“If you lose,
then you get a tattoo.”


“What kind of
tattoo?” Sam asked suspiciously.


“That’s up to
me.”


“I don’t—”


“Chicken?!” Tracy
called form the sideline.


“Come on,
Samantha.  You’re the big talker.  You claim you can beat us.  Back it up or
admit you’re a scared, submissive little sissy with a big mouth and no balls,”
Diane said mockingly and she pretended to grab her crotch.


Sam looked at
them both and swept back his long hair.  He had won the first game fairly
easily and it reminded him much of how Diane never was able to beat him in the
past.  Maybe that had returned?  Maybe he’d overcome the handicaps they’d given
him?  Indeed, he was pretty sure he had gotten used to the heels.  After all,
he wore much higher and narrower heels all the time now and those were becoming
second nature to him.  If he could master those, then surely he could master
these “little” heels?  Plus, he’d had no problems with the shoes in the first
set, and that had to mean something, right?  


“Three weeks? 
No restrictions?” he asked.  Three weeks would basically be the end of the
summer for all practical purposes.  If he won, he could all but end this nightmare.


“No
restrictions.”


“And I don’t
have to take those stupid pills or stay on the diet or any of that stuff?”


“All gone,”
Diane said.  “All you have to do is be man enough to win.”


“I can take
you.”


“I doubt it. 
You like being my little sissy too much.  You’ll throw the match like you did
the first time.”


“No way.”


“Prove it. 
Prove to me you’re not a little sissy-wannabe.”


Sam’s lips
curled into a snarl.  “Fine!  You’re on.”


The girls won
the next seven games straight as Sam barely scored any points at all.  What’s
more, they did it without revealing the full extent to which they had been
sandbagging him.  Instead, they kept leading him to believe he was getting
close to winning games before they took the victory away from him time and
again.  This was incredibly disheartening for Sam and it almost brought him to
tears several times.


Around the
beginning of the ninth game, however, the girls realized that Sam was finally starting
to get the hang of playing in the pink heels.  It didn’t look pretty, but he
was getting better.  The girls still could have beaten him, but they decided to
play it safe and distract him.


“What’s that?”
Diane asked and she looked around nervously.


“What?!” Sam
asked.


“It sounds like
someone coming this way along the walkway,” Tracy said and she walked over
toward the gate.


Sam swallowed
hard.  He didn’t know Tracy reserved the court with a big enough time window to
let them finish long before the next users arrived – after all, they didn’t
want to be caught with “the guy in the heels with his dick hanging out” any
more than Sam did – but they weren’t going to tell that to Sam because the idea
of getting caught could be useful to scare him and disrupt his game.


Tracy stepped out
the gate and disappeared for several seconds.  Sam waited nervously for her to
return.  When she reappeared and rushed over to the net, where he and Diane
waited, Sam felt a total panic come over him.  There was only one gate, how
would they escape?


Tracy exhaled
dramatically.  “It was two kids.  I think they go to our school.  But they walked
off.  It looks like you got lucky again, Samantha.  But you better hurry,
there’s no telling when somebody else will show up to use the court.”


That was all it
took.  Sam became a nervous wreck and his play deteriorated immediately.  He
didn’t score another point.


Two days later,
Sam got a small red rose tattoo on his left ankle.  He also got his hair dyed
platinum-blonde on the same trip.


Later that
night, Lynda came home with big news for Sam.  Sam sat on the couch doing
needlepoint, as he often did in the evenings.  This particular evening, he wore
a knee-length plaid skirt, a white cami, and cherry-red high-heeled loafers – ever
since he first wore the housewife dress before Lynda, he had worn dresses or
skirts and heels every evening; it had become so normal it no longer bothered Lynda
in the slightest.  The platinum blonde hair, however, took her by surprise and
she found it difficult not to stare at it.


“I have good
news,” Lynda said as she set down her purse and slipped out of her pumps.  She
snuck another peek at his hair.


Sam’s heart
stopped.  Was he finally free?


Lynda
continued.  “I’ve gotten you a job.”


“What?!”


“A job.  I got
you a job as an usher at the museum.”  Tracy had put Lynda in contact with the
museum curator, who was happy to give “Samantha” a job, especially after Lynda
made vague promises of future television coverage of museum events.


“But mom,
football starts in three weeks and school starts the week after that.”


Lynda smirked. 
“Football?  Really?  You’re not playing football, dear.  Cheerleading
maybe, but not football.”


Sam collapsed on
the inside.  He felt two inches tall.


“As for school,”
Lynda said, “you can work for the next three weeks before school starts and
then you can work on the weekends and some evenings during school.”


It immediately occurred
to Sam this would mean he would need to remain a girl full-time because he
couldn’t cut his hair and nails for school and then grow them back for nights
and weekends.  His own mother was basically telling him that he would need to go
to school as a girl or admit to his new boss once school starts that he’d
always been a boy and had just decided to dress like a girl for summer. 
Neither alternative was acceptable.


“That means I
need to keep dressing like a girl when school starts!” he squealed.


Lynda placed her
hands on her hips and tapped her foot.  “Sam, if it doesn’t bother you to dress
like this now, it’s not going to bother you any more in three weeks.”


“But you don’t
understa—”


“Sam, enough! 
This will be a good chance for you to earn back some of the money you’ve spent
on dresses and shoes.  Your new wardrobe has cost me a bundle.”


“I can’t—”


“No more!  This
is how it’s going to be,” she insisted.  “You have only yourself to blame for
this.  I couldn’t let you out of the house so long as you were just wearing the
heels, but now that you’ve turned yourself into a girl, there’s no reason I
need to leave you cooped up in the house. . . you made this possible.”


“But—”


“This isn’t open
for debate, Sam.  Diane and Tracy will take you to work tomorrow.”  She
paused.  “And Sam, if you do anything to get yourself fired, there will be
severe consequences, do you understand me young lady?!”


Sam didn’t know
what to say.  Plus, he found it very difficult lately to even object to things
he didn’t like.  All these weeks of following any order, no matter how
humiliating, was having an effect on his will.  He hung his head.  “Yes,
ma’am.”
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Sam stood at the
threshold of Dana Simpson’s office.  His knees shook and he thought he might
throw up.  Dana ran the museum and was about to become Sam’s boss, a boss would
who show him off to the public.


“Come on in,
dear,” Dana said from behind a stack of books.


Sam entered the
office.  Tracy walked in behind him.


“Dana, this is
Samantha,” Tracy said.


“It’s nice to
meet you,” Dana said.


Sam nodded in
response, until Tracy poked him in the back:  “It’s nice to meet you too,
ma’am.”


“Call me Dana.” 
She rose from her seat and moved around to the other side of the desk.  She
wore an off-white tailored suit and spectator pumps.  “I understand you want to
be an usher.”


“Yes, ma’am. . .
sorry, yes Dana.”


“It’s a fun job,
I think you’ll like it.  I see you’ve got the dress code down already,” she
said noting the knee-length black sheath dress Sam wore.  The museum dress code
required ushers to wear black dresses if female and black suits if male.  Dana
looked at the four-inch stiletto heels on his feet.  “Although, Tracy should
have warned you that the job entails a lot of walking and standing, so you’ll
want to find some lower heels.”


Sam had been told
how to handle this.  “Oh, I would be lost in lower heels,” he said with a faked
laugh.  “I’ve worn heels since I first learned to walk.”


Dana smiled. 
“Well, they’re your feet.”  She looked at Tracy.  “Why don’t you show Samantha
what we do and I’ll check in with you later in the day.”  Then she looked at
Sam.  “Tracy will be your immediate supervisor.  Do what she tells you.”
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Sam’s first day
stank.  The job itself was easy, but being a boy in a dress and heels
performing the job was not.  For one thing, he was highly conscious of being
seen.  And not only did every man, woman and child who entered the museum look
at each of the ushers at one point, but he drew extra attention because he was
easily the most provocatively dressed in his tight dress and high heels,
especially when combined with his flowing platinum hair.  Indeed, one woman
actually told him:  “You’re so pretty and so feminine, I wish my daughter would
be more like you.  She’s such a tomboy.”


Moreover,
despite wearing heels all the time now at home, he wasn’t ready for six hours
of uninterrupted standing in four-inch heels, and before the day was over, his
feet were so sore he wanted to scream.


Sam whined about
all of this when he got home, but Lynda dismissed his concerns.  If he wanted
to dress like a girl, then he needed to learn to deal with being seen.  As for
the heels, she said, he had only himself to blame for buying such high heels. 
She didn’t realize Diane chose what he bought.


By the end of
the first week, Sam was getting used to both being seen by the public and
standing around in the high heels all the time.  Thus, the job no longer seemed
that bad to him.  What he didn’t realize however, was the effect the job was
having on his masculinity.  The problem was that he needed to act femininely so
no one would suspect he was a boy.  That meant he needed to adopt as many
feminine mannerism as possible.  And for six or seven hours a day, he had to
make a conscious effort to employ those mannerisms and to be feminine in all
things.  This effort began to make femininity a habit for him, and within a few
days, these behaviors were spilling over into the rest of his life as well.


Also, Sam found
himself befriending the other ushers.  This meant he had to learn to act the
part of the young woman and feign interest in girly things so he could fit in
with the other girls, and it meant he had to learn to flirt because of the
attention he received from the boys.  This led to “the date.”

















Chapter 16: “The Date”


 


“Are you kidding
me?!” Diane squealed.  She grinned from ear to ear.


“Not in the
least,” Tracy responded.  “He was flat out hitting on Samantha.  He even asked her
out to the movies this coming Friday!”


Diane burst out
laughing.  She looked at Sam.  “And what did you say, Samantha?”


“I. . . uh. . .,”
Sam said nervously.  His face burned bright red and his erection pushed hard
against the tight pantygirdle they had bought to hide it whenever he went out
in public.  He wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear, but he wasn’t going
to get his wish.


“You should have
seen it!” Tracy said, interrupting Sam’s struggle to answer.  “Sam turned into
the most coy, flirty little thing you’ll ever see.  He bit his nail and twisted
his foot around, just like he does on the tennis court.  I swear he almost said
‘oopsie’!”  This was true, but it wasn’t intentional – this was a reflex
action.  “Then he blushed redder than his panties.  Finally, he said he ‘would
have to think about it’.”


“I didn’t know
what else to say!  I’ve never been asked out by a boy before,” Sam protested.


The girls
laughed.


“Is that how he
left it?” Diane asked.


“Pretty much,
but he definitely didn’t say ‘no.’  I think Brett still expects an answer.”


An evil glint
appeared in Diane’s eye.  “You know. . . this could be fun.”


Sam froze.


“What are you
thinking?” Tracy asked.


“Maybe Samantha
should go out with Brett, at least once.  I wouldn’t want to rob her of a
social life,” Diane said coyly.  “We can go along to make sure nothing untoward
happens, but I love the idea of my sissy stepbrother going on a date with a
boy.  That would be the highlight of this entire summer!”
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An hour later, the
girls told Sam’s mother they were taking him to the movies on Friday night,
though they didn’t mention the circumstances or Brett.  She agreed.  Then they
called Brett, and he agreed they could accompany Samantha on the date, though
he wasn’t thrilled with the idea.  He did warm up to the idea, however, when
Tracy told him this was just because Samantha was shy and that the girls
planned to give them plenty of alone time once they became comfortable.  Then
they went to work on Sam.


Throughout the
week, the girls teased Sam mercilessly.  They began by telling him they expected
him to behave and that nothing more than kissing was allowed on the first
date.  Of course, Sam would never dream of doing even that, but the suggestion
planted the idea in his head and Sam began to worry about what he might need to
fend off on the date.  Then they told him that Brett had a reputation for being
“all hands” on dates and they suggested that Sam needed to learn to protect
himself, though they kept putting off that lesson.  They also openly toyed with
the idea of making him go without the pantygirdle because Tracy said it would
be hilarious to see Brett’s reaction when Sam’s erection caused his skirt to
bulge out, though this was just meant to scare Sam.


At mid-week, they
called him up to his room.


Diane stood
before Sam’s closet and ran her hand across his growing collection of skirts
and dresses.  “Which dress do you think would work best for your date?”


Sam folded his
arms.  “I don’t care,” he said defiantly.


“That’s the
wrong answer, Samantha.”


“It’s the
truth!”


“I think your
sissy stepbrother needs an attitude adjustment,” Tracy said.


“I agree,” Diane
said.  She sat down on his bed and motioned Tracy to join her.  “Why don’t you
go through your closet one dress at a time, Samantha, and with each dress, tell
us in the most gushing, sissy way you can why you think that dress would be
perfect for your date—”


“Are you
kidding?!” he asked sourly.


Diane exhaled loudly
to show her displeasure.  “No, Samantha, I’m not.  And to show you that I’m
not, Tracy and I will grade your performance.  Every time we think you’re not
doing a good enough job gushing over what you might wear, we’re going to add
one point to the score. . . and every point represents one kiss you owe Brett
on the date.”


Sam looked
terrified.  “What do you mean ‘kiss’?”


“Kiss. . . as in
‘kiss’. . . lip lock.  On your date.”


“I’m not kissing
a boy!” Sam squealed.


“Then you better
do a good job,” she said coldly.


Sam started to
sweat.  Could they be serious?  Did they really expect him to kiss another male?


“Get started,
Samantha!” Diane ordered.


Reluctantly, Sam
reached into his closet and pulled out his first dress.  This was his housewife
dress.  He took a deep breath and turned to face the girls.  But nothing came
out.  “I don’t know what to say?”


“Come on,
Samantha.  It’s not that hard.  Just dig down deep and think of the reasons you
like wearing it.  Think of how pretty it makes you feel and why you think a boy
would like you in it,” Tracy said.  She sat on the bed shaking her leg
excitedly.


Sam took another
deep breath.  Of everything they had done to him, this was perhaps the most
painfully humiliating task he had ever been given.  The girls literally were telling
him to expose his most shameful thoughts to them.  He struggled to bring those
to the surface.  “I. . .,” he started but couldn’t continue.  A tear formed at
the corner of his eye.


“If you don’t
start soon, you’ll be racking up points,” Diane said.


“It sounds like
Brett’s about to get the make-out session of the century!” Tracy added.


Sam took another
deep breath.  “I can do this,” he told himself.  He looked at the two girls. 
He thought about everything they had done to him and how helpless he had been
to stop them.  Strangely, this helped him swallow what was left of his pride. 
Tears began flowing, but he smiled.  Suddenly, the words just poured out:  “I
love this dress,” he said.  “This dress more than any other makes me feel
pretty.  It makes me feel feminine and happy.  It’s like a safety blanket.  I
love how the skirt dances around my legs and how the bodice wraps my body so
tightly.  If I had to give up all of this,” he said, waving his hand toward the
closet, “I would want to keep this dress.”  Sam felt so much pressure release
as he confessed this.


But a
millisecond later, he realized what he’d said.  He gasped and covered his mouth
with his hand, but it was too late.  Did he really mean it?  Sam felt
confused.  He no longer knew what to believe.  Was he becoming a sissy?  The
girls were even more stunned than Sam.  This went way beyond what they
expected.  Both girls began shaking their legs excitedly.  Tracy subconsciously
squeezed her own thigh.  


“Oh my God!”
Diane squealed.  “I knew it!”


“What a total
sissy!” Tracy added with a huge smile.  She rose from the bed, walked over to
him, and kissed him on the lips.  “You are so perfect, Samantha.”  She
hugged Sam.  “I want to keep you this way forever!”


Sam felt his
erection explode inside his girdle and coat everything in a warm sticky mess. 
He also noticed his nipples were standing up under his bra.  This was a strange,
new experience for him and it caught him off guard.  Before he could explore
his nipples, however, Diane burst out giggling.


“Ok love birds,
let’s get back to it,” Diane said.  She ordered him to proceed to the next
dress.  She wanted to see what else came out.


An hour later it
was over.  The girls told Sam they would let him know on Friday which dress
they thought would be best, as well as how many kisses he owed Brett.  Sam
returned downstairs to his cleaning and cried.
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Friday finally
came.  Sam was a nervous wreck.  He stood before his closet as Tracy and Diane
sat behind him on the bed.  Right now he wore only his underwear, which
consisted of a padded bra, the corset, the pantygirdle, a garter belt and
stockings.  On the chair before him, Diane had laid out a black and white
mosaic print dress.  The dress had a narrow skirt which hung to just below his
knees, capped sleeves and a rounded collar.  The girls had paired this with a
black plastic bracelet and a white plastic bracelet, a small black clutch
purse, and open-toed black high-heeled slingbacks with a three-quarter-inch
platform.  He also wore one black circular earring in his right ear and one
white circular earring in his left ear.  His nails were painted bright red, as
were his lips.  They sprayed him with perfume.


Sam dressed and
then went downstairs to wait for the girls to change.  He sat quietly in the living
room, as instructed.  As he sat there dreading the evening, Lynda came from her
home-office to see what he had chosen to wear.


“Oh, you look
lovely!” she said.  “Enjoy your night out, young lady.”


Sam didn’t know
what to say, so he nodded, causing his long, flowing hair to bounce.  Just
then, Diane and Tracy appeared.  Diane wore blue jeans, an oversized yellow
blouse and mid-heeled black slides.  Tracy wore white high-heeled sandals,
white pants, and a red cami.  Sam couldn’t believe how overdressed he suddenly
felt.


Lynda turned to
the two girls.  “Now Diane, you two be nice to your stepbrother.”


“We will, mom,”
Diane said.


Lynda turned to Sam. 
“And you stay out of trouble.  The way you look, you’ll have to beat the boys
off with a stick.  I expect you to be a proper young lady, do you understand
me?”


“Yes,” he said. 
His mouth was dry.


“Good.”  She
walked over and kissed Sam on the cheek.  “Have fun.”
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Brett’s jaw
dropped when Sam stepped out of the Mustang.  He hadn’t expected “Samantha” to
dress up this much at all.  In fact, he expected Samantha to come dressed more
like Diane.  And seeing Samantha’s legs precede her out of the car and then the
feminine way she walked and held herself, Brett got an intense erection.  Sam
too was erect, but the pantygirdle mercifully held him in place, though not
without significant discomfort – the girls had waited until the last second to
tell him he could wear it.


Brett walked
over to the girls and said hello.  He wore jeans, a leather jacket and a
checked black golf shirt.  They were in the mall parking lot, where they’d
agreed to meet.  “We should go inside,” he said.  “The movie starts soon.” 
Brett reached out to take Sam’s hand.


Sam looked at it
and felt sick.  The girls had instructed him that if Brett tried to touch him,
hold his hand or kiss him, he was to go along with it until and unless they
said otherwise.  The only thing Sam was allowed to resist were attempts to
touch his breasts or between his thighs.  Sam took a deep breath and forced
himself to give Brett his hand.  It hung limp in Brett’s hand.


With Brett
holding Sam’s hand, the four of them walked through the mall to the theater. 
Sam was the slowest because of the tight skirt and heels and he sometimes
struggled to keep up.  This, and the fact he was being led by the hand through
the mall by another boy, made him feel especially vulnerable.  And the smirks
from Tracy and Diane made him feel helpless.


When they
reached the theater, Brett paid for the tickets and they went inside.  Sam and
Brett sat in the middle, with Tracy on Sam’s left and Diane on Brett’s right. 
At first, nothing happened and Sam started to relax.  But once the previews
finished, Brett casually placed his arm around Sam’s shoulders.  They spent the
movie like that.  Fortunately, Brett didn’t try anything else.


After the movie,
they went to the food court for a bite to eat.  Then they walked around the
mall, again with Brett holding Sam’s hand.  Finally, they decided to call it a
night and they returned to the parking garage.  Up to that point, the worst
that had happened was Brett holding Sam’s hand.  As they neared their cars,
however, Diane whispered to Sam.  “If he tries to kiss you, you kiss back, and
you keep kissing until I tell you to stop.”


Sam looked at
her, his eyes pleading for her not to do this, but she stared back coldly.


“Well, here we
are,” Brett said when they reached the Mustang.  He now held both of Sam’s hands. 
“I had a great time.”


Sam bit his
lip.  “I did too.”


Without another
word, Brett leaned in to kiss Sam.  Sam pulled away.  Behind Brett, Diane
furiously pointed at Sam.


“I’m sorry, I
didn’t mean that,” Sam said.  He leaned in, closed his eyes and puckered his
lips.  He felt his breathing stop and his stomach drop.


Brett saw this
and stepped close again.  He wrapped his arms around Sam’s shoulders and firmly
planted his lips on Sam’s lips.  Sam cringed.  A moment later, their lips were
locked and Sam even felt Brett trying to force his tongue into Sam’s mouth. 
Sam struggled against his instincts and opened his lips.  As he did, his penis
exploded all over the inside of the pantygirdle.


“Ok, show’s
over, lovebirds,” Diane said behind them as she put away her camera phone.


Brett released
his grip and stepped back.  He waved to the girls and Sam.  “See you later.”


When they got in
the car, the girls burst out laughing.  Sam turned bright red.

















Chapter 17: “The Big Tennis Match”


 


It was Saturday
morning.  The date with Brett had been the prior night.  Lynda went to work so
the girls were left home with Sam.  Tracy had slept over.  They decided to
follow up on the prior night’s humiliation and take Sam to play tennis.  Sam dressed
as he always did to play tennis, as did the girls.  They had not yet left the house,
as they were still packing their dufflebags.


“I have a
proposal, stepbrother dear,” Diane said as she put a bottle of water into her
bag.  “I think it’s time we upped the stakes.”


Sam looked
nervously at Diane.  He didn’t know what higher stakes there could be than
being forced to kiss a boy.  He still felt intense shame about the night
before.


Diane continued: 
“I want the Mustang.  I want you to sign it over in my mother’s presence.”


“Never.”


She smiled. 
“We’ll see about that.  I am prepared to put up something very significant.”


He folded his
arms, almost causing the raincoat to burst open.  “How significant?”


“I’ll grant you
your freedom.  You can go back to being a boy again.”


“What’s the
catch?”


“No catch.  It’s
the car versus your freedom.  You need to sign it over to me in my mother’s presence
and you need to tell her you’re giving it to me because I’ve been so good to
you this summer and you don’t feel it’s the right car for you.  You tell her
you’d rather have a ‘hot little Bug or something cute.’  You need to use those exact
words.”


“How am I
supposed to get around?  You know your mother will ask that.”


“Tell her you’ll
ask me for a ride.”


Sam’s lips
curled into a snarl.  Normally, he wouldn’t take this bet.  But things had gone
a little too far for him and he realized this could be his last chance to gain
his freedom.  Having to kiss a boy was just too much.  Plus, he was starting to
realize the hormones were working and he needed to stop taking those
immediately before they did real damage.  Also, Lynda was starting to worry
him.  Clearly, she was now thinking about making him stay a girl even after the
summer.  He needed to put an end to this right now before it became too late.


In fact, Sam had
thought several times of just putting his foot down and ending this whole
thing, even if Diane could release the photos she had.  Only, Diane had been a
master at adding more and more reasons why he couldn’t risk exposure.  First,
it was the academy.  Then it was exposure at school.  And those were just the start. 
Since that time, he’d been seen by everyone at the mall, including some kids
from school.  He’d gotten a job as a girl.  He’d posed for humiliating
photoshoots.  He’d even gone out on a date with a boy!  Exposure now would be a
million times worse than it would have been if he’d just stood his ground from
day one.  If he’d done that, he would have been known as the guy who got caught
wearing girl’s shoes by his stepsister.  That would be bad, but compare that to
now!  Now he would be known as God knows what. . . a total sissy?  And Diane
just kept making things worse every day.  He needed a way out right now before
escape literally became impossible.  This offer of a bet was his best shot and
could well be his last shot.


“Ok,” he said. 
“You want to bet my car, that’s fine.  But here are my terms.  First, I’m not
wearing the pink heels anymore, they don’t fit.  Secondly, I want total
freedom.  I want all the blackmail material you’ve collected and I want you to
tell mom this was all your doing.  I want you to tell her that I never wanted
to wear any women’s clothes, but you made me.”


Diane smirked.  “Those
are your terms, huh?”


“Yes.”


“And what are
you planning to wear if you can’t wear the pink heels?”


“Tennis shoes.”


“No.  It needs
to be heels. . . sissies always wear heels and until you win your freedom, you’re
a sissy.”


“Then I won’t
bet,” he said.


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “Fine by me, you’re the one who wants his freedom.  I’m happy
to keep this going forever.  I’ll get your car at some point anyway.”


Sam’s mouth went
dry.  He needed this chance at freedom, but could he beat the girls in heels? 
Then it hit him:  “Fine, I’ll wear wedge heels.”


Diane smiled. 
“Deal.”  They shook on it.  “And if you renege on signing over the car, then
the next time you see Brett, you’ll be doing a lot more than kissing him.”
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Twenty minutes
later, they stood on the empty court.  Sam wore the black and white bikini,
which the girls could see was slowly beginning to fill in, and he wore the pink
heels for the moment.  The girls unpacked their bags.  When they finished, they
walked over to Sam with a racket and a shoe box.


“You said ‘wedge
heels,’ these are wedge heels,” Diane said.


“We got them for
your birthday, but we figured you’d want them today,” Tracy added.


Sam opened the
box.  These shoes indeed had wedge heels, but they weren’t what Sam had in
mind.  These were a special order which Todd thought the girls might enjoy as a
means of torturing Sam.  Unlike the three-inch wedges he expected, these had
monster heels of about six inches.  One inch of that was platform, leaving
these with a genuine five-inch heel.  Sam actually had nothing this high in his
wardrobe.  Moreover, these were basically mules.  Indeed, the only real support
came from five thin pink straps which crossed over the toes – the shoes had no
ankle strap, no sides or back, and no other support except one little strap
which started beneath his ankles and wrapped around his heel like a slingback
but obviously wouldn’t stay in place if he started jerking his feet around to
go after tennis balls.


“No way!” Sam
shouted.


“You said,
‘wedges,’ these are wedges,” Diane said.


“This isn’t what
I had in mind!”


“Then you should
have been more specific,” Tracy said.


“I won’t do it.”


Diane stepped
right up to Sam and put her face in his.  “Listen here, sissy.  If you back out
of this, you’ll find yourself doing things to Brett you’ve only read about in
magazines.”


A terrified look
crossed Sam’s face.  Not only did he not doubt her power to make that happen,
but after the dress-description incident, part of him feared he might actually
enjoy it.  Plus, several months of following every order Diane had given him
and surrendering to her will in all things had taken their toll and he no
longer felt comfortable standing up to her.  Imagine that, he no longer had the
will power to stand up to his stepsister!


Diane
continued.  “And let me say, this is the last chance you’ll ever have to win
your freedom!  I won’t offer this again!  So what’s it going to be, sissy?!”


Sam’s shoulders
slumped.  Without even stepping into the heels, he knew he was doomed.  He’d
never worn heels this high and he certainly hadn’t run in them.  Also, this was
the first time he wore anything like mules and it was going to take him some
time to adjust to wearing shoes that didn’t move with his feet.  In fact, it would
be a whole new experience for him having to grip his shoes with his toes so he
wouldn’t just step out of them when he walked.  But he had no choice unless he
wanted to end up on his knees servicing Brett.  Maybe, he told himself, maybe
he could still pull out the win?


He couldn’t. 
His worst fears proved true.  Even walking in these shoes was hard and running and
cutting in them proved almost impossible.  He was down 2-0 before he even
figured out how to move quickly in these shoes, much less run.  And it was 4-0
before he managed to make his first cut, and even that was more of a “mince in
another direction” than a cut.  He knew it was hopeless and he began to cry.


Diane stopped
the match.  “Are you telling me the Great Sam Williams, who so enjoyed
humiliating me on the tennis court, knows he’s beaten by two girls?”


“I can’t play in
these shoes!” Sam whined.


Diane scowled at
her crying stepbrother.  She decided to take a risk, though it was a
well-calculated risk.  “Are you seriously blaming the shoes?” she asked
condescendingly.


“Of course, what
else could it be?”  He wiped away more tears.


“What else?!” 
She laughed.  “You’re just a sissy, that’s the real reason.  You can’t play
because you like losing.  You like being a helpless little girl.  It makes you
feel good to be a sissy slave and to let me order you around and make all your
decisions for you.”


“That’s not
true,” he whined.


“All right, then
I have a challenge for you.  Here are my terms, take them or leave them.  One
game.  Winner takes all.  You can wear the heels or you can play naked, the
choice is yours.”


“Naked?”


“Yes, naked.  I
don’t want to hear how your bra kept you from hitting your backhand or any of
that crap.”


Sam wiped away
more tears.


“Winner takes
all?”


“Winner takes
all.”


Sam wiped away
another tear.  “Ok.”


Sam stripped
himself naked, though he wasn’t happy about it.  Despite all the times the
girls had seen one part or another of him this summer, it still felt rather embarrassing
standing naked before them.  And it would have been worse if he could have seen
himself in a mirror.  Then he could have seen his perfect sissy tan lines, how
small and weak he appeared, and how flabby his chest and hips and rear had
become.  His nipples were huge too.  They had gone from dimes to nickels to now
quarters and the nipple itself had gone from the size of a pencil tip to the
size of a pencil eraser.  And his breasts were actually getting quite large. 
They were large enough, in fact, that he felt uncomfortable without the bra. 
At the other end, his hips and rear had grown flabby and his penis seemed
smaller despite being fully erect.  But he could see none of this at the
moment, though the girls could.


Sam also
couldn’t see something else Diane had noticed before she decided to let him
remove the impossible heels.  Sam could no longer stand flat-footed.  He’d been
wearing heels so constantly that his calf muscles had changed and his Achilles
tendon shrunk.  He now permanently walked on his toes as if he were wearing
heels and he minced more than he walked, even when he ran.  Also, with the
feminine mannerisms he adopted at work becoming his normal mannerisms, he no
longer held his racket correctly or tightly, he held his elbows too close to
his body to get a good swing, and his wrists were limp, which delayed his
reaction time and limited his power.


All of this came
together to make him ineffective, and Diane scored the first four points
without Sam coming anywhere near the ball.  She scored the fifth point when
Sam, despite getting a clean hit on the ball, lacked the arm strength to get it
over the net.  She was one point away from winning and Sam was having a
breakdown.  He couldn’t understand how he could play so poorly.  What was wrong
with him?  What had they done to him?  Tears filled his eyes.  And when Diane
lobbed her final serve right to Sam, he just stood there frozen.  It should
have been an easy serve to return, but he didn’t know if he should step to the
left or the right and he suddenly lacked the confidence to make a decision.  As
he stood there unable to move, the ball bounced harmlessly at his feet.  He
never even swung at it.
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“Are you sure
about this, Sam?” Lynda asked Sam.


“Yes.”


“Your stepsister
didn’t put you up to this somehow?” Lynda asked skeptically, looking again at
his pink babydoll dress and pink pumps.


“No.  I just
don’t feel the Mustang suits me.  I’d rather have something like a hot little Bug
or something cute,” he answered.  He smiled even though he was crying on the
inside.  This car was his pride and joy and now it would belong to his stepsister.


“I can’t afford
to buy you a new car.  How will you get to school?”


“Di will take
me.”


“You don’t mind
being driven around by your stepsister?”


“No, I’m fine
with it,” he said and he cringed inwardly.


Lynda looked at
Diane who stood nearby.  “You don’t mind driving your stepbrother around?”


“No problem.”


Lynda shook her
head.  “Ok.”  She signed the witness form.  The Mustang now belonged to Diane.
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Neither Sam nor
Tracy worked on Monday, so Diane decided they should all take a ride in Diane’s
Mustang.  She called it a victory lap around the neighborhood.  They could tell
it wounded Sam deeply to lose the car, so Diane and Tracy took turns driving
the car and they made it clear Sam would never sit in the driver’s seat of this
car again.


For the trip,
they made Sam wear a yellow minidress which barely covered his panties and the
new wedges.  Since his skirt was so short, he wore pantyhose rather than
stockings to keep from showing his stocking tops.


After about
thirty minutes of aimlessly driving around, they drove up next to a field
surrounded by a metal fence.  This was the practice field for their school and
the football team was practicing.


“Get out of the
car, Samantha,” Diane said.


Sam did as he
was told, but he was quite nervous.  He knew many of the boys on that field and
he prayed they didn’t recognize him, though the chances of that were remote –
he’d changed too much.  Tracy and Diane got out of the car as well and the
three of them stood by the fence watching the players practice not more than
thirty yards away.


“That could have
been you, if you didn’t keep ignoring my mother’s attempts to ground you,”
Diane said.


Tracy laughed. 
She grabbed Sam by the shoulders and hugged him.  “That’s ok, Samantha, who
needs to be a big strong man anyway.  We like you better as a soft little
sissy, even if you do suck at tennis.”  She giggled and kissed him on the
cheek.


“You know what
we should do?” Diane asked.  “We should make you come to each practice in a
cute little cheerleader skirt and you can cheer on those big, strong players!” 
Diane laughed.


“Maybe Samantha
can still get on the cheerleading team!” Tracy added.


“That’s about
the only way you’ll ever get on a football field now, Samantha, or in the arms
of a football player.”

















Chapter 18: “Back To School”


 


Sam stood before
the full-length mirror in Lynda’s bedroom cupping his breasts in his hands.  He
could not believe his eyes.  He’d suspected something was wrong for a while now,
but he didn’t want to admit it to himself.  He first noticed several weeks ago
that his chest was getting flabby.  At first he thought this was just lack of
exercise and bad diet.  But Diane had him on a low calorie diet and he had lost
15 pounds.  Then he started noticing that his chest jiggled sometimes when he
walked if he wore his highest heels.  Then he noticed the occasional tug and the
weight in his bra.  Now he knew.  He was growing breast.  Judging by how they
fit his bra, they were probably A-cup breasts, but they looked like double E’s
to his eyes.


A tear formed in
the corner of his eye.


He stripped off
the rest of his clothes until he stood there naked except for the open-toed
black platform slingbacks on his feet and the tan stockings on his shaved
legs.  He stared into the mirror.  His hips were wider, there was no doubt
about that.  His arms and legs looked smaller and his butt looked bigger.  Even
worse, his waist had narrowed, possibly from wearing the corset.  He had a
definite hourglass shape now.  Diane and Tracy could confirm all of this as
they had kept up their measurements, but they refused to share the numbers with
him.


He brushed back
his wavy platinum hair which now fell to the middle of his back.  He noticed
the double-pierced ears, the thin and highly arched eyebrows, and of course the
makeup.  He also noticed his deep red oval nails which stuck out half an inch
past his fingertips.


Then he looked
down with dread.  When this whole thing began, for reasons he couldn’t explain,
he was constantly erect.  He was so erect the panties and pantyhose could
barely contain him.  Now he rarely got fully hard and his penis seemed smaller
and softer.  Sam stroked his penis to see how hard he could get it.  He tried
to think of what excited him, but could only think of all the humiliations he’d
endured and his closet full of clothes.  Yet, that worked and his penis soon
stood at attention as best it could.  Still, it felt soft and it struggled to
stay up.  So he kept stroking himself to keep it hard.


As he stroked
himself, Lynda walked into the room behind him.  She’d come home early because
there was too much commotion at the office and she intended to work at home.  She
never expected to find this.  On her bed lay Sam’s housewife dress.  His
underwear were tossed on the floor behind him.  And to her great surprise, he
stood before her mirror jerking himself off, wearing only stockings and high heels.


“Sam!” she
screamed.  “What are you doing?!”


Absolute terror struck
Sam and he spun around with his hand firmly frozen in place on his erection. 
As he did, his breasts swung too and then bounced when he stopped.  They
continued to jiggle for several seconds.


Lynda’s jaw dropped. 
Sam had breasts!  That was undeniable.  “Oh my God!  What have you done to
yourself?!”  She stormed over to Sam and put her hands on his chest.  His
nipples sprung up and he tried to back away, but she placed her hand on his
shoulder, holding him in place.  She kept poking and prodding and squeezing,
which caused Sam to wince and try to back away.  Then she stepped back.  She
looked at Sam.  She noticed the hourglass shape, the enlarged hips and rear,
and all the rest.  She also noticed something Sam had missed the feminine
mannerisms.


“Oh Sam, what
have you done?”


“I’m sorry, I
don’t know what I was thinking,” Sam said nervously, still with his hand on his
penis.  When she glanced down, he let go of his erection and tried to cover it
with his hands, which only made his breasts more prominent.


“Come with me,
Sam,” she said and she turned to leave the room.


“Can I put my
dress back on?” he pleaded.


“No, come with
me.”


Sam froze.


“Now!” she
ordered.


A moment later,
she led the naked Sam upstairs to his room.  Diane and Tracy, who were in the
living room, could not believe their eyes.  They crept upstairs so they could
hear what transpired next.


Lynda threw open
Sam’s closet and pulled out a pair of jeans, a tee shirt and his sneakers. 
“Get dressed.”  She turned to his drawers to grab some underwear, but all he
had was panties and hose.  “Sam!  What happened to your underwear?”


“I. . . uh,” he
said, not sure what to say.


She shook her
head and grabbed a pair of yellow panties, which she tossed to him.


Sam slipped into
the panties and then pulled up the jeans.  Only, he couldn’t close them.  They
were too tight around his hips, yet they obviously were way too large around
his waist.  They were also way too short for the heels he was wearing, but that
was the least of what concerned Lynda.


“Put on the tee
shirt.”


Sam slipped into
the tee shirt.  It was tight around his chest, but it fit, although his breasts
showed prominently, especially his erect nipples.


“My God, Sam,
you need a bra.”  She folded her arms and shook her head.


“There’s one in
the drawer,” he said, missing her meaning.


“No, I mean you need
a bra!  Boys should not need a bra.”


Sam looked at
his erect nipples jutting out beneath his tee shirt.  He bit his lip and folded
his arms.


Lynda shook her
head.  “Take off the pants, they obviously don’t fit.”  He did as instructed. 
“Ok, come with me.”


Diane and Tracy
heard this and rushed downstairs as quickly and quietly as they could.  They
hid in the kitchen, where they could watch as Lynda dragged Sam into the family
room.  This was quite a site as Lynda, still in her work clothes, led the
half-naked Sam into the family room.  Both of their heels echoed off the wooden
floor.


“Walk back and
forth for me,” Lynda said, pointing to the open area before the television.


Sam started with
his normal feminine gate.


“Wait, take off
the heels, Sam,” she ordered.


He lifted his
legs one at a time behind him and removed the shoes.  Then he kneeled down and
set them on the floor.  He continued walking.


Lynda gasped. 
Even without the heels, there was nothing masculine about his walk.  He took
short, delicate steps and walked on his toes.  He kept his knees together,
planting one foot before another, and swayed his hips.  When he turned, he
pivoted on his toes.  His arms stayed close to his body.  Moreover, his left
arm was bent slightly inwardly, but his left wrist hung limp.  When he stopped,
he placed his right arm on his hip with the wrist turned out and his left arm
touched his waist with the wrist still hanging limp.


“Now sit down.”


Sam walked to
the recliner.  He turned, brought his feet together and sat down as if he were
wearing a short skirt and wanted to make sure no one could look up his skirt. 
Then he crossed his legs smoothly by sliding his right leg over his left leg
and pulling them close together.


Lynda bit her
lip.  “Sam, I want you to get up and walk back and forth for me again.  But
this time, pretend that you’re a boy.”


Sam scowled at Lynda. 
“What do you mean ‘pretend’?”


“Just do your
best to convince me you’re a tough guy,” she commanded.


Sam stood up,
again as if he were wearing a tight skirt and heels, and minced over to where
he had walked before.  He took a deep breath.  Then he started walking.  There
wasn’t much change from before except he tried to swing his shoulders, which made
him look like a girl mimicking a boy.


“Now sit down.”


This time Sam
sat down quicker, threw himself back into the chair, and folded his arms
beneath his breast.  A few seconds later he crossed his legs smoothly by
sliding his right leg over his left leg and began wiggling his foot.


Lynda shook her
head.  “Go put on some clothes.  I’ll talk to you later.”


 


—o—


 


Lynda spent the
afternoon in her office considering what she’d seen and making various phone
calls.  A few hours later, she came downstairs to find Sam wearing his
housewife dress and the same black platform slingbacks as earlier as he dusted
the living room.  Diane and Tracy were in Diane’s room.  Lynda called them all
into the living room.  She told them all to sit down on the couch.


“We have a
problem.”


Sam, Diane and
Tracy all looked concerned.


Lynda
continued.  “It’s obvious to me, Sam, that you’ve been taking hormones.”


“Di made me do
it!” Sam squealed.


“Don’t give me
that, Sam!” Lynda countered immediately as Diane tried to disappear into her
seat.  “All I wanted was a means to ground you, you’re the one who started
buying women’s clothes and curling your hair and letting your nails grow—”


“It was—”


“Enough Sam! 
I’ve watched you for months now, Sam.  You did all of this voluntarily.  If
Diane was doing something to you, then you had plenty of opportunities to stop
it.  The fact you let it go this far tells me either that you’re lying or you
happily played along.  And in either event, I won’t have you trying to blame
your stepsister for you becoming a sissy!”


She took a
breath and continued more calmly.  “I don’t know what happened around here and
I don’t care.  The issue now is where we go from here.”  She paused.  “When I
look at you, Sam, I don’t see a boy anymore.  I don’t even think you could be a
boy if you wanted to anymore, and I frankly don’t believe you want to.”


“But I—” Sam
started.


“Don’t!  You did
this to yourself, now you’re going to live with it.  I’m sorry, Sam, but I
can’t send you to school as ‘Sam.’  You would get beat up every day and I can’t
allow that.”


“I’m not going
back to school?”  He sounded confused.


“No dear, you
are going back to school. . . but you’re going as Samantha.”


“What?!” Sam
squealed.


“We have no
choice, Sam.  You simply can’t pass as a boy.  And I called the school and they
won’t let you dress as a girl unless you register as a girl.”


“I don’t want to
be a girl.”


“Obviously you
do, Sam.”  Lynda took a deep breath.  “Now maybe over the next summer we can
change you back, but for this year, you’re going back to school officially as
‘Samantha’.”


“But everyone
knows who I am!”


Lynda shook her
head.  “I have a plan for that, Sam.”


“What plan?”


“Everyone in
your class knows you.  But none of the freshmen know you.  And since
there’s little interaction between the seniors and the freshmen, I’m sending
you back to school as a freshman.”


Sam, Diane and
Tracy’s jaws all dropped.


“You’re going to
be Samantha Williams, freshman.  And the better you fit that role, the less
likely it will be that you get discovered by anyone.”


“You can’t—”


“I can, Sam. 
I’ve already called the school and changed your enrollment status.”


There was
silence.  Sam couldn’t believe how humiliating this was.  Images of himself
mincing through school in a short skirt as all the other students laughed at
him raced through his mind.  Though, once again, he noticed a solid erection,
which only added to his shame.  Diane, on the other hand, could barely contain
her glee.  She had to pinch herself to keep from shouting and laughing.  Not
only had she gotten her wish, that Sam would be turned into a girl forever, but
her mother had made it even worse by turning him into her little
sister.  Diane had never felt more power in her life.  Tracy had similar
feelings, though she felt a strong desire to comfort Sam, who she had come to
care for as Samantha.


Lynda waited a
few seconds before continuing.


“Sam, it won’t
be any worse than what you’ve done to yourself this summer between the job, the
shopping trips, and glamming it up at home.  Although, I do expect you to dress
more appropriately for school.  Lower heels, longer skirts, less makeup young
lady.  Also, I’m going to officially change your name to ‘Samantha Jane’
tomorrow.”  She looked at Diane.  “As for you, I don’t know what happened and I
really don’t care.  I expect you to look after your little sister Samantha from
now on and make sure that nothing bad happens to her.  Tell everyone at school
that she’s your cousin.”


Diane nodded her
head.


Lynda looked at
Sam again.  “And Samantha, you listen to your big sister.  She’s in
charge from now on.”


 


—o—


 


Later that
night, Sam sat quietly in the family room doing needlepoint.  Lynda was up in
her office.  Diane appeared in the doorway.  She laughed.


“Hey there, little
sister!”


“Leave me
alone,” Sam said.


“Is that any way
to talk to your big sister?”


Sam didn’t
respond.


“Don’t forget, I
still have all those photos of you.  If you want to stay ‘Samantha’ at school
and not be exposed as ‘Sam,’ then you better play ball.  As far as I’m
concerned, nothing changes. . . well, except you.  My mother wants you to stop
taking the hormones and plans to give you boy hormones next summer, but I don’t
think we’re going to do that.  I think it’s full speed ahead.”  She grabbed her
own breasts and held them out toward Sam.  “This is going to be you by next
summer.”


Sam felt a tear
forming.


Diane laughed
again.  “This is going to be a great year.  You’re going to sign up for
freshmen cheer.  You’re going to go on dates.  You’re going to be a very
popular girl.  But don’t worry, I’ll look out for my little sister.”


Sam listened
quietly.  What else could he do?  Diane had trapped him and now he would be
spending the year as Diane’s little sister Samantha.  He had no idea what that
would ultimately mean, but he knew it wouldn’t good.  There was no escape.


 


To Be Continued?
















Thanks for reading my book!


 


Please leave a review at Amazon!  Let me know what
you’d like to see in future books!


 


Also, please check out my other books:


 


 





Humiliation
At The Office:  Corporate hotshot
Andrew Boden is about to learn the price of treating the women of the office
like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary Katherine robs Andrew of his power,
his freedom, and his masculinity by drawing him further and further into an
inescapable web of femininity.


 





The
Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea
what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite
fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the
idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


 


 





Feminized
Cuckold:  When powerbroker Paul
Jackson loses his job, he must learn to submit to his vengeful wife.  Little by
little, she feminizes him and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life?


 


 





Feminized
By Hypnosis:  Jess and his stepmother
never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now Jess and his
father are changing fast and everyone seems to be noticing except them,
including his stepmother’s new boyfriend.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his
father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids. .
. or worse?


 


 





More
Than He Bargained For:  Jeff wanted
to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he
took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was
doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by
giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the
office will never be the same.  (This now includes the alternate cuckold ending
as a bonus.)
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