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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Here it is.


 


That’s probably
all I have to say for most of you to know exactly what I mean.  This is the
sequel to the wildly popular Grounded In Heels.  Of all my books, Grounded
In Heels is the one that brings me the most emails and the most requests
for a sequel.  A week doesn’t pass without someone telling me how this book
spoke to them and asking me for the sequel.  So... here it is!


 


In this story,
Sam’s life continues as he is forced to attend school as Samantha.  Diane has
big plans for the helpless, feminized Sam, but her plans might not work out so
well this time as they did for her in Grounded.  In fact, Diane is about
to discover that maybe Sam has more friends than he thinks.  I’d tell you more,
but I’d rather not spoil it for you.


 


Anyways, I’ve
said enough.  I love that I was able to bring so many of you such happiness
with Grounded, and I genuinely hope you enjoy this book just as much.  I
hope it is a worthy sequel.  After all, you, my readers, are what make this
worth doing.  So read this book... enjoy... and hopefully, the continuing
adventures of Sam and Diane bring you happiness and maybe a little something
tingly beneath your skirt.


 


With love,


Ann :)

















Prologue


—o—


 


Sam put his hand
on the door handle.  He stared at his red-painted fingernails as his fingers
wrapped around the handle.  He cringed.  This was going to be difficult, much
more so than anything else he had done before.


“What if I’m
spotted?” he asked himself.  “I’ll die of humiliation!”


It wasn’t like
he had a choice, though.


He sighed.


Then he squeezed
his fingers tightly around the handle and pulled the door open.  Sam stepped
through into the light.  A moment later, he emerged into the main school
hallway.  He heard his high-heeled shoe click off the tile floor:  CLICK! 
He didn’t even need to look to know what that sound was, it was so familiar to
him.  It was the five-inch spike-heel on his strappy white sandal striking the
tile that lined the hallway.  That sound had become the soundtrack to his life
everywhere he went now.


He took another
step:  CLICK!


The door closed
behind Sam.  He was committed now.


Sam looked down
the hallway.  It was full of students all huddled together in small groups, but
it seemed strangely silent.  He couldn’t worry about that now, though.  Right
now, he needed to get to his locker, so he started down the hallway.  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  His heels echoed with each step.  Oddly,
that excited him and he felt tingly all over.


“Stay calm,” Sam
told himself.  The last thing he wanted was to get hard... not in this skirt.


He kept
walking:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


“Look who just walked
through the door,” whispered a nearby girl.


Sam saw the girl
out of the corner of his eyes.  She was cute, and that seemed to excite him,
but it would be hard to hit on a girl dressed as he was in a pink miniskirt,
white sandals and a white angora sweater with the name “Samantha” written
across the chest in large letters.  Besides, it didn’t sound like she was
saying this in a particularly positive way.


“It might be
best to move on... fast,” he told himself.


Sam put his head
down and ignored the girl.  He stepped up his pace hoping to get to his locker
before anyone else noticed him:  CLICK!CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!CLICK!


It was too late.


As Sam walked
down the hallway, more and more of the students saw him and began to whisper.  They
slowly left their groups and lined the hallway before him, creating a veritable
gauntlet of accusing eyes and whispers.  Sam hugged his books closely to his
chest and the white angora sweater he wore and he tried to walk even faster:  CLICK!CLICK!
CLICK!CLICK! CLICK!CLICK!


“Hi Sam,” said a
girl Sam knew.  “Cute skirt!” she added sarcastically.


Sam blushed and
kept moving.


“Skirts suit
you!” said another girl from the growing crowd.


He kept moving
even faster.


Without warning,
the gauntlet started to close as the two lines of students moved closer
together as more students came out of the shadows toward him.  The hallway was
filling fast and the rate of mocking comments grew with each step; Sam couldn’t
hear all of the comments, but he got the general intent... it wasn’t good. 
This was way worse than anything Sam had expected.  He felt terrified as they
closed in on him, and very small as they mocked him mercilessly.


Sam hugged his
books even tighter to his chest and he stepped up his pace even more:  CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK! 
He was now going as fast as he could without running


Suddenly, he
dropped a book!


THUD!!


“Oh no!  Should
I leave it?” he asked himself nervously.  He scanned the crowd which seemed to
be eyeing him with delight at this new problem he faced.  His heart raced.  He
wanted to flee, but he knew he needed to pick up this book and he needed to
reach his locker.


Sam took a deep
breath.  Then he made sure his knees and feet were together and he crouched
down to pick up the book.  Unfortunately, he wore nothing beneath his
miniskirt.  He recalled his stepmother warning him to wear panties, but he had
refused.  After all, panties are for sissies, right?  Because of this, he now
felt his testicles, which hung freely without support, drop between his thighs
and dangle below him like fruit hanging from a tree.  They swayed just above
his ankles.


He blushed.  He
also prayed no one noticed.


The giggling from
the crowd seemed to pick up, but no one said anything about seeing his balls. 
Sam hoped this meant that he had dodged a bullet.  He grabbed the book and shot
back up straight.  He smoothed his miniskirt, hugged his books tightly to his
chest and raced off to his locker.


CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!


Sam reached his
locker with an army of students following him.  His locker was easy to spot. 
All the others were red – red and white were the school colors – but his was
pink.


“Look at the
sissy’s pink locker,” said a voice behind Sam.


Sam cringed.  He
needed to get out of this hallway fast, so he worked the combination and flipped
open the door.  Inside, he saw five pairs of high heels on the shelves and
three purses hanging from the door.  The heels were sexy and the purses were
gorgeous.  He wanted so badly to try on the heels, but he didn’t have time. 
Instead, he pulled a lipstick from the top shelf and refreshed his own
lipstick.  His lips were soft and puffy.  He put the lipstick back and turned
to face the crowd.


“That’s a really
short skirt,” said a football player.  He smiled at Sam, looked him up and
down, and then whistled.


Sam felt a
shudder run down his spine at the attention this large, masculine boy paid
him.  Then his penis began to stir.


“Oh no!” thought
Sam.


He hadn’t
expected to become hard at school!  He wasn’t dressed right for it!  He wore
nothing beneath his miniskirt... nothing!  And with no panties or
anything else to hold his penis in place, his growing erection would have
nothing to contain it.  It would become visible to everyone!


Sam looked down
at his crotch in horror.  He could feel his penis growing, but he couldn’t see
it yet.


“What are you
looking at, Samantha?” asked a voice Sam knew all too well.  It was his
stepsister Diane.  Her tone was venomous.  Her words caused all the other
students to follow Sam’s eyes to his crotch.


A moment later, Sam’s
miniskirt started to rise.


“Please stop
growing!” he begged his penis, but it didn’t listen.  He was too turned on.


Sam tried again
to wish his penis away, but it didn’t disappear.  Instead, it kept growing
until it stood as large as it could.  It had gotten just large enough now that
it had escaped his miniskirt and the miniskirt lay on top of his erection.  The
head of his penis was visible to all.  What’s more, his swinging testicles were
now visible as well beneath his skirt.


“She’s got a
penis!” yelled a female student in the crowd.


“Penis! 
Penis!” the crowd began chanting.


All the students
began gathering around very closely.  They were pointing and laughing.  Sam
heard mocking comment after mocking comment.  Diane was doubled over laughing. 
This was so humiliating!


“That’s no
girl!  That’s Sam Williams!” exclaimed another student.


Sam looked
down.  His penis grew even larger.  It now stood several inches beyond his
skirt.  He had no idea it could get that big.  He felt so humiliated, and yet
so excited.  He would never forget this moment for as long as he lived.


“Is he a sissy?”
asked someone.


“Of course, he’s
a sissy.  Football players turn him on!” yelled someone from the crowd.  As
they did, the people in the crowd began reaching out to touch his erection. 
Dozens of hands lurched toward his erection.  There was nothing Sam could do to
stop them.  He was helpless!


That’s when Sam awoke.


He was covered
in sweat.  He also happened to be hard as a rock.


Sam caught his
breath.  His erection slowly subsided.  Then he leaned over and looked at his
alarm clock.  He had four more hours to sleep before he needed to get up. 
Tomorrow would be his first day in school as Samantha and he was understandably
nervous.  If his dreams were any indication, he was terrified.


“I need to
sleep,” Sam told himself, hoping to forget the nightmare he’d just had.


He rolled back
over and closed his eyes again.  He tried once more to fall asleep.  He
couldn’t sleep though; he was just too nervous about tomorrow.  After tossing
and turning for several minutes, he turned on the light on his nightstand and
he got up.  He slipped his feet into his high-heeled slippers, tugged his
teddie back into place and walked over to his mirror.  His stepmother made him
wear these things to bed to remind him that he was a girl full-time for now. 
He hated the idea.


“I’m not
a girl,” he said defiantly.  “I want to play football!”


He certainly
wasn’t in “football shape,” however.


Sam stood before
the full-length mirror cupping his breasts in his hands.  His breasts were huge
at this point... humiliatingly huge.  In fact, they were bigger than most of
the breasts of the women Sam knew.  This was because he continued taking female
hormones.  Indeed, his stepmother promised to take him off the hormones, but
the doctor told her they should step him down gradually to be cautious, so he
was still taking them, only at a lower dosage.  That meant that his breasts not
only would not shrink, but they would keep growing throughout the year, just at
a slower pace.  Even worse, Diane continued to force him to take hormones
without his stepmother knowing about it.


With his breasts
already so enormous now and with huge sensitive nipples that were always hard,
this was not a happy prospect for Sam that they might continue growing.  Still,
there was nothing he could do about it.  He would just need to bear the
humiliation of having breasts.  What’s worse, he knew it might take years to
shrink these again to where they looked normal for a male.


“I can’t play
football with these,” he said sadly.


He squeezed his
breasts, which made them tingle and made him grow hard.


“I can’t even be
a boy with these.”


This was true. 
His breasts were just too large to hide and they made any attempt by him to
dress like a male come across like he was a female cross-dresser.  That
realization made him feel emasculated, that he couldn’t pass as a boy anymore. 
A creeping sense of humiliation rose up Sam’s spine at this thought.  Then, for
some reason, he suddenly felt a masochistic twinge and he jiggled his chest
just to see his breasts wiggle and shake within his red teddie.  It actually
excited him in a strange way even as it stung his ego – he wasn’t sure which he
wanted to feel more, the sting or the thrill, and that scared him.  It made him
doubt his masculinity, which made him feel particularly weak compared to his
seemingly all-powerful stepsister.


Sam shuddered.


“I don’t want to
think about that anymore,” he said and he looked away from his breasts.


He scanned the
rest of his body for signs of masculinity and found few.


“At least I’m in
good shape,” he said, noting how thin his waist was.


His waist was
indeed quite thin.  Unfortunately, his hips and his rear weren’t.  The hormones
had caused a thick layer of fat to spread across his hips and rear.  Both were now
quite wide and they gave him something approaching a soft, highly feminine hourglass
shape.  Had he been a man looking at a woman with this shape, he would have
been hard as a rock.  That thought too shook him... though it too thrilled him.


Precum leaked
from his penis.


“There must be
something masculine left,” he thought.


Sam tried to
flex his arms to see his muscles, but they barely showed.  The hormones and
Diane’s refusal to let him exercise had done their work:  his arms were
definitely weak.  He was fairly certain he was a good deal weaker than both
Diane and Tracy at this point.  That thought made him shiver.  Any male of his
age should be stronger than any female, but he knew he wasn’t.  He was weaker
than most of the women he met and he knew it.  He was no man anymore.


He sighed.


“I don’t suppose
they let you play football if your stepsister is stronger than you,” he said
softly.


Sam brushed his fingers
with their red-painted fingernails back through his platinum blonde hair.  It
now ran to the middle of his back and it was more feminine than ever.  When his
stepmother ordered that he start attending school as a female, she had actually
sent him to a real salon to get his hair done for school.  The woman there
trimmed his split ends to give it more body and a stronger appearance.  She
gave it lots of flowing curls so it seemed to flow like a waterfall from the
top of his head down over his shoulders, around his breasts and down his back. 
It was sexy hair, there was no doubt about that.  Indeed, Sam admitted to
himself privately that if a girl had this hair, he would have been excited to
touch it and play with it, but that only made his shame worse.


“I doubt I could
fit that under a helmet either,” he said and he ran his fingers along his curls. 
“I’ll have to cut it to become a man again.”


As he said this,
Sam realized that he would actually feel sad about having to cut his beautiful
hair.  That bothered him, both that he might need to give up his hair and the
idea that he didn’t want to give it up.  The idea made him shudder and feel
weak.


“I do
want to be a male again,” he assured himself, but he kept eyeing his hair.


Sam then ran a
finger over his freshly waxed eyebrows.  There was nothing masculine about
those.  Nor was their anything masculine about the long, red, oval nails on his
fingers or the similarly painted nails on his toes.


“They are pretty
though, and they do make my hands and feet much prettier.  Too bad boys can’t
have pretty nails,” he thought wistfully.  The irony in this thought escaped
him.


Sam returned his
attention to the mirror.  The rest of his body was no better than his breasts
or his hair or his nails.  His legs were shapely in a feminine sort of way from
wearing high heels almost every hour of the summer.  Indeed, wearing heels
constantly had reshaped his muscles and made his legs strongly feminine in
appearance.  Unfortunately, the heels did more than just make them look pretty
too.  Because he wore heels so much, his leg muscles and tendons had gotten
used to them and he now found that he wasn’t able to walk very far in flats without
his tendons and muscles becoming sore and causing his feet to ache.  Basically,
he found himself forced to wear heels now by his body.


His thighs, like
his hips, had become a little flabby.  His butt was... well, like a soft pillow
and would draw the attention of any male.


All of this made
Sam feel emasculated.  But all of that paled in comparison to one change
brought on by the hormones.  Sam couldn’t see it right now because it was
carefully hidden beneath his teddie, but he knew that his penis was smaller and
softer than it had been before all of this began.  It could still get hard and
he could still make himself cum, but it was definitely smaller and softer.  Of
all the things that had happened to him, that was easily the most humiliating. 
This was the thing that worried him most too because it meant he was losing his
manhood.  Could he even go back to being a male if they stopped the hormones? 
Or would he forever have a tiny, soft penis?


He didn’t know.


In any event, it
was easy to see why his stepmother said he couldn’t just return to being a boy
for his senior year at school.  He tried to get her to let him, but she held
fast because it was obvious he just couldn’t pass himself off as a male.  Trying
to dress and act like a boy with his body in this shape would have been
impossible.  It would have been utterly humiliating too.  In fact, he and his
stepmother tried it with several outfits before she made her final decision and
each outfit looked more ridiculous than the last.  Few of his pants fit over his
larger rear and thighs, none of his shirts fit over his enormous chest, and
everywhere else, his clothes hung on him like a child wearing their parent’s
clothes.  The end result was that he looked like a little girl trying to wear
her father’s clothes.  It was humiliating.


So even though
he wanted to be a male again, his stepmother was right:  he needed to pretend
to be a young woman until they could reverse the hormones, change his features,
and turn his body back into a normal young man’s body.  He didn’t like this at
all, but he realized it was necessary.


Of course, the
physical changes weren’t the only problems either.  He also needed to change
his mannerisms back to those more fitting of a young man, but his stepmother
decided not to broach that topic at this point because his acting so femininely
would help the masquerade in which he needed to engage.  She figured she could
raise that issue in the summer when they were ready to de-feminize him again. 
In the meantime, she didn’t tell him how utterly feminine he acted now.


Sam looked in
the mirror and shook his head.


“I can’t do
this,” he thought.  “I can’t turn myself back into a man... not as long as
Diane has control over me.”


Unfortunately,
despite his stepmother now becoming involved and supposedly taking over his de-feminization,
his stepsister Diane still seemed to have unlimited power over him, and she made
it clear to Sam that she was determined to turn him into a girl forever.  He
wished there was something he could do about that, but he couldn’t.  As long as
she could expose him to his peers at the school, he had no choice but to do
whatever she commanded.


This was going
to be a hard year for Sam.  And tomorrow, tomorrow was going to be a hard day. 
School began again tomorrow, and this time Sam would be attending class dressed
as a girl.  He would be “Samantha.”  Even worse, to make it easier for him to
blend in, Sam’s stepmother and the Dean of Students at the junior college had
agreed that Sam would attend as a freshman, rather than a senior.  That way Sam
wouldn’t be with his old classmates who were more likely to spot him.  As a
result, Sam would now become Diane’s little sister.  The humiliation of
that was enough to make him cry.


Sam shuddered at
the thought.


“I need to get
some sleep,” he told himself.


He lay back down
and tried again.  He dreamed of shoe shopping.

















Chapter 1: “Getting
Ready For School”


—o—


 


“Sam!  Are you
ready?” called Sam’s stepmother Lynda up the stairs.


Sam sat on his
bed.  He was dressed, but he wasn’t ready to leave his room... not dressed like
this.  It was bad enough that he needed to go to school dressed as a girl, but
the way his stepmother wanted him dressed was positively humiliating.  Sam
stood before the mirror examining himself.  He looked down at the little plaid
romper his stepmother made him wear.  It was horrible, especially as she had
paired it with white tights and flat black Mary Janes.  This outfit made him
look like a little girl and that was humiliating.  He would be a laughing stock
at the college.  He cringed at the thought.


“I can’t go like
this,” he told himself.


“Sam!” called
his stepmother once more.


He still didn’t
move.  Instead, he stared at the flat Mary Janes on his feet.  These were a
problem.  He had worn heels so long and so constantly now that his feet
actually hurt whenever he wore flats for too long.  He knew that wearing these Mary
Janes would cause his feet and legs lots of pain and they would be unbearable
by third or fourth period.  He envisioned himself carrying his shoes as he walked
down the hallway in his bare feet on tiptoe.


“Why can’t she
make me wear mid-heeled pumps or something?  Something with a three-inch heel
would be ideal,” said Sam without grasping the irony that he now considered
three-inch heels to be “mid-heeled” shoes.  “Those would be comfortable.  Then
we could step them down too, to low-heeled pumps and eventually flatter shoes
as my feet got used to them.”


Unfortunately,
this issue was Sam’s own fault.  He had never mentioned his problem with flats
to his stepmother because asking his stepmother to let him wear high heels
would have been too awkward, so he hadn’t said anything about that even though
he knew he should have.  Hence, when she gave him flats to wear, thinking she
was helping him, he remained silent.  He was regretting that now as he wished
he’d spoke up.  Still, he wasn’t sure he could see himself telling his
stepmother that he wanted to wear higher heels, no matter what the reason.


“That would make
her think I do want to be a girl,” he reasoned.


Sam flexed his
feet within the Mary Janes.  They felt awkward.


“I guess I’ll
just have to suffer through it.”


“Sam, hurry up!”
called his stepmother.  Her tone had grown somewhat angry.


Sam knew he finally
needed to go.  He couldn’t delay it any longer.  So he grabbed his purse and he
reluctantly made his way downstairs.  Even without heels, nothing masculine
remained about his walk.  He took short, delicate steps and walked on his toes
and the balls of his feet.  He kept his knees together and swayed his hips. 
His arms stayed close to his body and his left wrist hung limp as he draped his
purse over it.  All of this came from dozens of hours of training by Diane.  It
was natural for him now... it had become a habit.


That said, he recognized
it for what it was and it humiliated him that this had become how he walked now
and that he needed to concentrate not to do it.  How could he be a man if he
needed to concentrate to walk like one and not to walk like a woman? 
Unfortunately, he didn’t know what to do about it.


Sam walked into
the kitchen a moment later.  When he stopped, he placed his right arm on his
hip with the wrist turned out.  This was also very feminine.  This too had become
a habit for him.


“I’m here,” said
Sam and he forced himself to lower his arm to his side.


Sam’s stepmother
Lynda was waiting in her light pink skirt suit and matching spike-heeled pumps. 
She was running late for work and she needed to get Sam and Diane out the door
as quickly as possible.  “Don’t you look darling!” said Lynda.


“I look
ridiculous!” said Sam and he blushed.


“No you don’t,
you look cute.”


“I look
ridiculous,” repeated Sam.


“We’ve been over
this, Sam,” said Lynda.  “There is no way I can let you go back to school as a
boy.  You turned yourself into a girl too well and, until we can undo that, you
are stuck—”


“It wasn’t my
decision,” protested Sam and he stamped his foot and slid his wrist back up to
his hip.


Lynda rolled her
eyes.  “As I said, we’ve been over this already.  It doesn’t matter
whose fault it is.  The fact of the matter is that it happened and that you
allowed it, and because you did, there is no way you can pass as a young
man at the moment.  Hence, you are going to school as Samantha, whether you
like it or not.  I’m sorry, but that’s just how it needs to be.”


“I know that,”
said Sam sourly.


“Don’t take that
tone with me, young lady!” growled Lynda.  Lynda immediately realized what she
had done by calling Sam a “young lady” and both she and Sam blushed.  “I’m
sorry, dear.  It’s hard to remember sometimes.  You do look very feminine.”


“It’s ok,” said
Sam though clearly it wasn’t.


“But that is why
we need to do this.  I’m sorry, but there’s just no way you can pass yourself
off as a young man at the moment.”


“I know that.  I
really do.  I need to pretend to be a girl until we can reverse this stuff,”
said Sam, and this was true.  Sam remembered his examination of his body in the
mirror the prior night as well as their failed attempts to dress him as a male;
he really did understand why he needed to hide himself as a young woman.  That
wasn’t what was bothering him right now, however.  “That’s not the problem.”


“What’s the
problem then, Sam?” asked Lynda more kindly.


“It’s these
clothes.  They’re way too young.  I look like a child.  I’m not a child.  I’m
old enough to drive.  I’m older than Diane!”


“Not anymore
you’re not,” said Lynda.


Sam shuddered
when she said this and felt a sense of weakness radiate from his spine which
made him want to fall to his knees and crawl away.  He shook it off and opened
his mouth to speak, but Lynda cut him off.


“Until this is
over, you’re Diane’s little sister,” said Lynda.  “Too many students in
your own class know you.  If I sent you to school in your regular class only
dressed like a girl, someone would figure it out right away and that would make
it impossible for you to continue.  The only way to keep you from being spotted
as ‘Sam’ is to put you into a different class.  That’s why you’re a freshman
again instead of a senior.  You’ll just have to accept that, Sam.  There’s no
other way.  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.”


Sam cringed. 
Being made to act as his stepsister’s younger sister was perhaps the most embarrassing
aspect of all of this.  Diane understood that too and she had mocked him
mercilessly about it ever since his stepmother announced it.  Still, that
wasn’t his complaint at the moment.


“I’m not talking
about that either,” said Sam.


Lynda looked the
feminized young man up and down.  “What are you talking about then?”


“These
clothes.  This romper.”  Sam tugged on the plaid romper’s hem for
emphasis; it hung to the middle of his thighs.  “I look like a little girl!  No
one at school dresses this young!” he exclaimed.


Lynda stepped
back and examined the romper.  He looked fine for being Diane’s younger
sister.  Yes, perhaps he did look a little young for a college freshman, but
she didn’t want there to be any mistake about him being the young woman he
claimed to be.  Indeed, the last thing she wanted was for him to be spotted as
a man in a dress.  Hence, she had moved him to a lower class, and she wanted
him to dress younger than he was so that the older students would overlook
him.  She may have overdone it a tad, she now realized, but there was
nothing she could do to change it in the little time they had before Sam and
Diane needed to leave for class.


She shook her
head.  “It’s fine, Sam.”


“But—”  Sam
started to protest, but Lynda held up her hand stopping him.


“You’ll be
fine.  We can look into getting you something else to wear tonight when I get
home, but for now, you’ll be fine.”  With that, Lynda picked up a pink backpack
and handed it to Sam.  “Here’s your bag.”


Sam grimaced when
he saw the bag.  It was even worse than the romper.


Before Sam could
respond, Diane came bounding into the kitchen.  She wore a white minidress,
white platform pumps and lots of silver bracelets.  She looked very stylish.  Her
fingernails were painted pink, except for an accent nail which was white.  Her
makeup was perfectly done, and her long, blonde hair cascaded down her back;
she was very proud of her hair.  She looked a lot more mature in her outfit
than Sam did in his.


“Hey little
sis!” said Diane gleefully.  She went to the refrigerator and grabbed an apple.


Sam’s face
turned bright red.


Meanwhile, Lynda
picked up her purse and searched through it.  She pulled out some money and
gave it to Diane.  “This is for lunch.  Share it with your sis— with Sam.”


“No problem,”
said Diane and she took the money.  She then pulled the keys to Sam’s former
Mustang from her purse.


Sam glared at
her.  “I want my car back!” he said.


“You lost it to
me fair and square,” said Diane.


“I did not!  You
cheated.”


“How did I
cheat?” asked Diane, daring Sam to say something about their tennis match
before his stepmother.  Diane knew it humiliated him deeply that he had lost,
but it humiliated him a good deal more that he had lost while playing in high heels. 
There was no way he would ever want to let his stepmother know what had
happened.


Lynda looked
up.  There was a serious expression on her face.  “How did Diane cheat?”


Sam’s face
burned red hot.  He clearly wanted to say something, but didn’t want to say
what he needed to say to answer the question.  Hence, he remained silent.  This
made Lynda shake her head.


“All right, well
never mind,” said Lynda and she dismissed Sam’s claim.


“I want to drive
at least,” grumbled Sam.


Lynda
immediately shook her head.  “Forget it, Sam.  You’re the younger sister
now.  You don’t drive anymore... not until you’re older.  From now on, your
stepsister drives exclusively.”  As Lynda said this, Sam felt himself shrink. 
He felt only an inch high.  “And as I think we’ve established that your stepsister
did nothing wrong when you voluntarily gave her your car, I don’t want to hear
any more about it.  I understand that you may be regretting your decision now,
just as you are no doubt regretting many of your recent decisions, but I won’t
have you disturbing the peace around here trying to undo your own mistakes by
blaming them on your stepsister.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Sam reluctantly, and he cast his eyes downward.  There was so much he
wanted to tell Lynda about what Diane had done, but he either lacked the
courage or lacked the evidence to back him up.  Because of this, his stepmother
was entirely convinced that Diane was blameless and that Sam had done all of
this to himself for some reason he had yet to explain.  And Sam knew that
nothing he could say anymore would change that perception.  He felt even
smaller if that was at all possible.


Diane visibly chuckled
at Sam behind his stepmother’s back.  “All right, little sis,” said Diane
mockingly.  “It’s time to go.”  She kissed her mother on the cheek, grabbed her
own purse, and proudly walked out of the kitchen to the driveway.


Sam watched her
go.  He did not want to leave the kitchen.


“Go Sam,” said
Lynda when he didn’t move.


Reluctantly, Sam
started walking.
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Diane raced down
the backstreets.  She revved the Mustang much higher than Sam had liked when
the car belong to him.  Sam could say nothing, however.  It wasn’t his car
anymore.  Indeed, Sam felt emasculated sitting in the passenger seat of what
had been his own car, dressed in his little sissy romper, as his stepsister
drove them to school.  He dreaded going to school.


“I’ll bet you
can’t wait to get to school,” said Diane.


Sam bit his lip.


“Yeah, I’m sure
you’re excited.  Can’t wait for all of your old friends to see you.  Can’t wait
to just throw up your arms and tell them, ‘Guess what happened to me this
summer!  Do you like the new me?’”  She laughed.


Sam shuddered at
the idea.  He hoped to avoid seeing any of his old friends or classmates.  In
that regard, he agreed with his stepmother that it was better that he was in a
different class now... even if it was humiliating to be set back two years.  At
least that way, he wouldn’t be mixing with his old friends and classmates all
day long.


“I’m going to
have such a good time with my little stepsister,” added Diane.


Sam raised an
eyebrow.  “What do you mean?”


“I mean that I
can’t wait to guide you through school and to give you all the advice a big
sister normally gives her baby sister.”


“I didn’t think
you would mix with younger students.”


“I’ll make an
exception in your case, Samantha.”


Sam shuddered.  He
didn’t like the sound of that at all, especially as Diane’s threats were never
idle threats.  What’s more, she had the power to do it.  Indeed, while his stepmother
had ostensibly put an end to Diane’s scheme to feminize him, the reality was
that, somehow, Diane still seemed to have total control over Sam and a
seemingly omnipotent ability to humiliate him.


“Can this get
any worse?” Sam asked himself.


It could.


“I love how mom
dressed you,” said Diane.


“I hate it,” let
out Sam reflexively.  He knew it was a mistake to tell Diane anything she could
use against him, but the way he was dressed was so upsetting and so humiliating
that he let this slip.


Diane smirked. 
“Then I have good news for you.”


Sam warily
raised a highly-arched eyebrow.  “What good news?”


“Look in the bag
in the back seat.”


“What’s in it?”


“I said to
look.”


Sam grabbed the
bag and pulled it to the front seat.  He opened it.  Inside, he saw a package
of white stockings, some tiny white panties, and a pair of black high-heeled
Mary Jane sandals with an open toe, a thick strap across the instep, and
five-inch stiletto heels.


“Why did you
bring all this?” asked Sam nervously.


At this point,
Diane pulled the car up into her friend Tracy’s driveway.  Tracy came racing
out to meet them a moment later.  She wore a short, loose mint-colored skirt, a
short-sleeved white sweater, and mint-colored high-heeled wedge sandals.  She
looked very pretty.


“Get in the
backseat,” said Diane.


Sam climbed out
of the car.  As he did, Tracy came up to him.  She twisted her lips.  “Wow, you
look, uh.  You look a little young,” said Tracy.  “Are you sure you want to
dress like that?”


“My mother
picked it out for him.  Isn’t that hilarious?  But don’t worry, he won’t be
dressed like that,” said Diane.


Sam raised his
eyebrow.  “I won’t what?”


“Get in the car,
Samantha,” said Diane, ignoring his question.


“But—”


“Now, girly!”


With Tracy
holding the door, Sam climbed into the backseat as Diane ordered.  Tracy then
climbed into the front seat.  When Sam settled himself into the backseat, Diane
ordered him to take the bag.  Tracy handed it to him.


“What do you
want me to do with it?” asked Sam.


“Change into the
things in the bag.”


Sam furrowed his
brow.  “Do what?”


“You heard me. 
Take off the things mom gave you and slip into those instead,” said Diane.


Sam pulled the
high-heeled Mary Janes from the bag.  “You want me to wear these?” he asked. 
He sounded shocked.


On the one hand,
these shoes would feel better on his feet than the flat Mary Janes his
stepmother had given him because they had heels and they would support his feet
better.  Also, they were definitely more “adult” and would be less humiliating
in that regard as they would make him feel less childish.  But on the other
hand, these shoes combined with the romper he wore would look positively
slutty.  That was an even bigger problem than looking like a child.


“I can’t wear
these!” protested Sam.


“You can and you
will,” replied Diane.


“I can’t!  I’ll
look like a slut!  Besides, your mother wanted me to wear the flats!”


“Yes, she did. 
But what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her.  So you’re going to wear what I tell
you and you aren’t going to say a word about it.”


Sam looked
stunned.


Diane
continued:  “Don’t think for a moment that you’ve escaped my control, Samantha. 
I’m still in charge.  I own you, and you will do what I tell you.  Now
take off the things my mother gave you and replace them with the ones in the
bag.”


Sam swallowed
hard.  He had no choice really, and he knew it.  His stepmother was in charge
when she was around, but Diane could expose him and otherwise make his life
very difficult and humiliating, and that gave her power whenever his stepmother
wasn’t there.  So Sam emptied the contents of the bag onto the seat next to him
and he started stripping off his clothes.


First, he
unbuckled the flat Mary Janes and he slipped his feet out of those.  Then he
reached beneath his romper and he pulled the tights down his legs.  Next, he
pulled off the panties his stepmother had given him.  These were actually more
of a girdle than just panties and they helped hold his penis tightly to his
body so that an erection wouldn’t show beneath his skirt.  The panties Diane
had chosen to replace those with were thin and tiny and offered no support.


“This could be a
problem,” he told himself as he slipped those up his legs.  He would need to be
careful to avoid erections because an erection could not only stand up beneath
the panties, but it could pop out at any point.


“Hurry up,
Samantha.  We’re almost there,” said Diane.


Sam moved
faster.  He pulled the stockings up his legs.  Like the tights, these were
white, though they were thinner.  Also unlike the tights, these had lace tops
that showed just below the hem of his short romper.  That would be embarrassing.


Finally, he
slipped his feet into the high-heeled Mary Janes.  They felt very comfortable
on his feet.  In a way, Sam hated that.  He wanted them to feel strange and
foreign and like something he should never be wearing, but honestly, they were
more comfortable and more “normal” to him than the flat Mary Janes had been. 
This did not make him happy because it made him feel like he had been
feminized, which of course, he had.  Making him even less happy, was the realization
that wearing five-inch heels with the tiny romper would take him from looking
childish to looking really slutty.  This is what “sexy schoolgirl” costumes
looked like.  He would draw a lot of unwanted attention from his
classmates because of the combination of this romper and these shoes.


Still, he had no
choice, so he buckled the shoes to his feet.  As he did, he saw his red-painted
toenails stick out the small open toe at the front of the shoes.  That sent a
shiver down his spine.  Similarly, he saw the small red rose tattoo Diane had
made him get on his left ankle, which was plainly visibly through the stockings
as well.  Seeing that always made him feel emasculated.


Diane watched him
in the rearview mirror and laughed.  “Much better!”


Sam put his head
down and watched the road as they drew closer to the school.


All in all, he
felt physically more comfortable now in the clothes Diane had made him change
into, but he also felt a good deal more humiliated and he felt a great deal of
trepidation.  This was going to be a terrifying experience... and it wasn’t
going to end in just one day.


“This is going
to be a horrible day,” he told himself nervously.
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Sam put his hand
on the door.  He stared at his red-painted nails and cringed.  This was going
to be difficult for him.  He was terrified.  Behind this door were people who
knew him as “Sam”... lots of people.  All the people he knew from the last
several years of school were there.  Some had known him since he was young. 
There were girls he had asked out.  Males he had played sports with were there
too.  Any one of those people could identify him if they saw anything
suspicious about him.  And now, between his stepmother’s dressing him like a
small girl and his stepsister modifying what he wore to make him look like a
slut, everyone would be examining him very closely.


His knees shook.


He wrapped his
fingers tightly around the handle and pulled.  The door opened.  He stepped
through into the hallway.  As he crossed the threshold, he heard his high-heeled
shoe click off the tile floor:  CLICK!  He didn’t even need to look to
know what that sound was.  It was the five-inch spike heel on the black Mary
Jane pump as it struck the vinyl tile that lined the school hallways.  Hearing
that sound reminded him of his nightmare from the night before and added to his
tension.


“Here goes,” he
told himself.


Sam let go of
the door and walked swiftly down the hallway to his assigned locker:  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  His walk was very, very feminine at this
point.  In fact, it was seductively feminine, especially in the high heels.


As Sam tottered
down the main hallway, he noticed a girl to his left whisper to her friend. 
The question of what she might be whispering sent a shiver down Sam’s spine. 
Did she spot him?  He didn’t know, so he put his head down, hugged his bag, and
stepped up his pace:  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!CLICK! CLICK!CLICK! CLICK!


That didn’t help
though.


All along the
way he walked down the hallway, Sam could see boys staring at him in amazement,
typically while drinking in his image from head to toe and back again, and he
saw girls glaring at him in jealousy or possibly disgust.  This was the effect
of the clothes Diane and his stepmother had made him wear; he was undeniably
the most attractive girl at school by a long shot, and everyone noticed
him.


“Hey, who’s the
new girl?” asked a nearby male as Sam walked past.


“Must be an
underclassman,” said his friend.  “I’ve never seen her before, and I would
remember her!”


“She’s hot,”
said another.


“I hope she’s in
my class.”


“Look at her
shoes!  Who can wear those?!  Honestly!” whined a girl behind Sam.


“I don’t know
what she’s thinking dressing like that.  Guys don’t like girls who dress like
that,” groused another girl.


“I don’t think
she’s attractive at all,” whispered a third rather loudly.


All of this was
giving Sam major deja vu from his nightmare of the prior night and he tried
to walk even faster to avoid the fate he suffered in the nightmare:  CLICK!CLICK!
CLICK!CLICK! CLICK!CLICK!  It wasn’t easy to walk any faster in these
heels.


“What’s the
hurry, Samantha?” asked Diane, who walked behind Sam.


Sam didn’t
respond.  He just kept going.


“Slow down,”
growled Diane.


“Why?”


“Because I said
so, Sam.”


The threat of
exposure in Diane’s use of his real name made Sam shudder and he reluctantly
slowed down.  He wanted to get to his locker and then get to his class so he
could vanish, but Diane clearly wasn’t going to let him.  And as he kept making
his way down the hallway to his locker, the looks and sometimes comments kept
coming.  No one spoke to him directly or addressed their comments to the crowd
– indeed, there was no crowd – but most spoke just loudly enough that Sam could
hear them as he passed.


“You’re making
quite an impression,” said Diane mockingly.


Sam shrugged his
shoulders, trying to seem indifferent even though he was dying of terror and
humiliation on the inside.  Images were coming back to him from his nightmare
and he saw himself standing in the middle of all these people with his erection
sticking out for all to see and his testicles swinging away beneath him.


“Stay calm,” he
told himself.


Finally, he came
to his locker.  He worked the combination he had been given and opened it.  With
everything paralleling his dream, he almost expected to find the locker full of
high-heel shoes and purses, but it wasn’t.  It was empty.


“That’s a relief,”
he told himself.


Sam set down his
school supplies and his bag.  He then took his main binder and his purse and he
started to close the locker.  As he did, one of his binders fell out of the
locker to the floor.  It was his nightmare all over again.  Sam stared at it
for several seconds before he could will himself to move.  When he did, he
brought his legs together tightly and he crouched down until he could reach the
binder and grab it.  He kept his knees and thighs together, which kept the hem
of his romper in place, providing coverage for his panties.  What’s more, the
panties proved to have just enough support to keep his testicles from hanging
freely.  He was lucky:  he looked liked a girl when he bent down and he looked
like a girl until he came back up.


He breathed a
major sigh of relief with that crisis averted.


Or was it?


As Sam rose to
his full height again, images from his nightmare flashed before his eyes. 
Specifically, he recalled the image of his testicles flapping back and forth
beneath him like some sort of bell.  The idea of a set of testicles hanging in
the air beneath a skirt and hovering just above a pair of sexy high heels turned
Sam on.  He didn’t know why, but it did.  And when it turned him on, he
suddenly found himself getting hard.


The panties did
not have the support he needed to contain that.


Sam’s face
turned white as a sheet as his penis grew erect beneath the short skirt of the
romper.  He looked down and saw where it pushed the romper away from his
crotch, making it obvious that he had a penis.  This could be a disaster.


“What do I do?”
asked Sam.


His mouth was
dry.


Diane saw this
and snickered.  “It looks like someone has a problem.”


Thinking fast,
Sam grabbed his binder and held it hard against his crotch, pushing his
erection flat against his belly.  Fortunately, if that is the right word,
his penis was soft enough because of the hormones that he could manipulate it easily,
which meant he could easily use the binder to shove it against his crotch
unnoticed.  He would look a little odd holding the binder down at the level of his
crotch, but it was better than waltzing down the hallway with a noticeable
erection waving before him.


“Don’t let
anyone peek beneath your skirt,” said Diane with a laugh.


Sam stared
daggers at his stepsister.  Then he took a deep breath and closed his locker. 
He needed to get out of the hallway.  He needed to get to class, where he could
disappear into the classroom and hide his erection.


He started off down
the hallway.


“Good luck in
class,” said Tracy.  It wasn’t clear to Sam if she was being genuine or not,
but Sam didn’t care.  He was too terrified right now to notice much of anything
except his fear that everyone was watching him and staring at his erection.


“Thank you,” he
said reflexively.


Sam trembled as
he walked off down the hall thinking about someone peeking beneath his skirt or
seeing his erection tenting it out.  One wrong move could prove disastrous. 
Even though no one had spoken to him yet, it was clear that everyone was watching
him, taking in every inch of his body, and it would be hard to miss an erection
on a girl dressed like he was.  That made him intensely nervous.  Fortunately
for him, his first class was nearby and he was able to leave the hallway after
only a few seconds.


“Safety,”
thought Sam as he walked into the classroom.
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Sam walked into
his first classroom.  It was relatively empty with only a few students spread
out across the room.  Sam took a desk near the front of the room, which he
figured would offer him the most protection as the teacher would be right there
to keep the other students in line should anything happen.  He sat down, folded
his arms beneath his breasts, crossed his legs smoothly by sliding his right
leg over his left leg, which helped hide his erection between his thighs, and
wiggled his foot as he waited for the teacher.  Had he worn pumps, his pump
would have dangled from his toes.  Since he wasn’t wearing pumps, his strappy
sandal just shook with his foot.  As he shook his leg, he found the feeling to
be quite pleasurable on his erection.


Soon enough,
more students began to drift in.


“Is this seat
taken?” asked a young man in a leather jacket.


Sam didn’t know
what to say, so he shook his head.  The young man sat down and introduced
himself.  He tried very hard to strike up a conversation that would interest
Sam, but it was obvious to Sam that conservation wasn’t what the young man was
really after.  This made Sam feel a sense of panic and he squeezed his arms
even tighter around his chest and shook his leg even faster.


As Sam shook his
leg faster, he felt moisture between his thighs and he realized that the way his
penis was trapped between his thighs, he was essentially masturbating.  He also
realized that if he didn’t stop shaking his leg, he might squirt a good deal of
cum into the weak panties at any moment.  That would soak the romper for sure.


“Hi there,” said
another young man who sat down on Sam’s other side.


“Hello,” replied
Sam.  He suddenly felt embarrassed that had been masturbating.


The young man
introduced himself and also tried to strike up a conversation.  This drew the
attention of the first young man and, soon, the two young men were competing to
get Sam into a conversation with them exclusively.  Sam didn’t really want to
speak to either, but he didn’t know how to rid himself of them either.


Sam reflexively
began shaking his leg again.


Once more, he
stopped when he realized what he was doing.  Again, he felt humiliated.


Just when Sam
thought it couldn’t get worse, a third young man sat down behind Sam to the
right and introduced himself.  Almost before he finished saying his name,
another young man sat down behind Sam to the left and introduced himself.


Sam wanted to
scream.  He just wanted to get through this day unnoticed and now he was
surrounded by suitors.  Sam wasn’t prepared for that in any way.


“What do I do?!”
he asked himself and he shook his leg wildly.  As he did, his penis rubbed back
and forth between his thighs and it slowly began to build a rhythm toward an
explosion.


Then a young
woman sat down right to the front right of Sam and introduced herself.  At
first, Sam thought this young woman wanted to be his friend.  That would be
interesting as he had no female friends.  But it only took a few seconds before
Sam realized that she was looking for more than friendship as well.


At that point,
Sam felt hot fluid shoot out of his penis and squirt out between his thighs. 
It filled his tiny panties.  He felt intensely embarrassed and, worst of all,
he had done it to himself.  He suddenly felt a strong urge to flee the room,
but it was too late:  the teacher walked into the room.


“Settle down class,”
said the teacher.


Sam was stuck.


 


—o—


 


Sam was more
than happy to leave class the moment the bell rang.  In fact, the moment they
were dismissed, Sam shot to his feet and tottered off as fast as he could on
his heels before any of the suitors could follow him.  He didn’t want to deal
with them hitting on him as he went to his next class.  Fortunately for him, he
was fast enough that none of them managed to leave with him and he was free.


Unfortunately, Diane
and Tracy were waiting for him.


“There she is,”
said Diane as Sam emerged from the classroom.


“What do you
want?” asked Sam.


Diane faked a shocked
expression and turned to face Tracy.  “Can you believe that?  Talk about
disrespect!  Did this little freshman just address me with ‘What do you want’?”
asked Diane.  “They certainly don’t have the same level of respect we did.  And
here I am, trying to do something nice for our little freshman!”


Other students
were now streaming out of the class and wondering what was going on.


“Hi Sam,” said
Tracy and she blushed.


Sam smiled at
her.  “Hi,” he said.  Then he returned his attention to his stepsister.  “What
do you want?”


“To do you a
favor, girlfriend,” said Diane and she wrapped her arm around Sam’s shoulders.


“What kind of
favor?” asked Sam suspiciously.


A wicked grin
appeared on Diane’s face.  “I’m glad you asked.”  Diane slipped her hand down
to Sam’s back and pushed him forward into the hallway.  She and Tracy then
walked next to him as they essentially marched him down the hallway.


“Where are we
going?” asked Sam.


“It’s a
surprise!  You’ll see when we get there,” replied Diane.


They kept
walking.


“Ok, stop!” said
Diane finally.  They stood before a bulletin board.


“Now what?”
asked Sam.


“Now you sign
up.”


“Sign up for
what?” he asked.


Diane pointed her
finger at the sign-up sheet right before Sam on the bulletin board.  It was a
sign-up sheet for the pom pom squad.


“You’re
kidding?!” gasped Sam.


“Absolutely,
not.  Do you know how much convincing it took to get the squad to agree to let
a freshman sign up for the group?  They didn’t want to make an exception for
you at all.  Normally, freshmen girls need to join the first year program so
they can get a year of dance training before they can join the squad, but I
pulled some strings and convinced them that you could do it.”


“I am not
joining the pom pom squad!” exclaimed Sam.


“Oh, yes you are
Samantha.  And do you know why?”


“Why?” asked Sam
nervously.


“Because if you
don’t do what I tell you, then I’ll make your life at school a living hell of
humiliation like you can’t even imagine.  You’ll be the biggest laughing stock
ever.”


“You wouldn’t
dare,” said Sam, though he knew she would.


Diane held out a
pink pen.  “Try me.”


Sam knew she was
serious.  She would ruin him just for fun, much less for provocation.  So if he
wanted to avoid whatever evil punishments she had dreamed up, then he would
need to do this.  He sighed.  “Some day, the tables are going to turn on you,”
said Sam and he took the pen.


“Not today,
sissy,” said Diane.


Sam signed his
name to the form.  He reasoned that it was better to risk embarrassment as a
pom pom girl than it was to guarantee years of humiliation at the hands of
Diane.


Diane
snickered.  “Congratulations.  You’re now on the squad.  I’ll see you at the
first meeting,” said Diane.  She then turned and walked off.


Sam watched her
walk away.  He felt sick to his stomach.


“What has she
gotten me into now?” he asked himself.
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After school,
Diane drove Sam home again.


It was time to
do chores.


It was time for
Sam to do chores.


Lynda had
divided their chores fairly and given them a list of what each was supposed to
do, but Diane didn’t intend to do any of it.  Instead, she made Sam do it all. 
She could do this because she retained all of her power.


Indeed, even
though Sam’s stepmother had stepped in to stop Sam’s feminization, the reality
was that little had changed.  His stepmother never understood Diane’s role in
what had happened to Sam because Sam had lied at Diane’s behest for so long
that Lynda simply didn’t believe him when he suddenly tried to blame everything
he had previously blamed on himself on Diane.  Hence, his stepmother believed
that Sam was at fault for his own feminization and she dismissed his claims of
Diane’s involvement as Sam’s attempt to shift blame for his own remorse at his
own choices.  Consequently, she never considered the need to put any controls
on Diane.  Ergo, Diane retained all of her power, including the power to
blackmail Sam.  Thus, Sam remained firmly under her control.


In fact, it
could be argued that Lynda’s involvement had actually strengthened Diane’s
power over Sam.  For example, now that Lynda knew about Sam’s breasts and the
hormones and the such, Diane no longer needed to worry about Lynda discovering
Sam’s growing breasts.  This meant she could keep giving him hormones without
having to worry about Lynda seeing Sam’s breasts.  All she needed to be worried
about now was Lynda catching her giving the pills to Sam, something she was too
careful to allow.


Also, with his stepmother
having rejected Sam’s attempts to blame Diane, Diane now had a sort of halo of
exoneration floating over her head which caused Lynda to dismiss any complaints
Sam made about Diane.  This, added to the blackmail power Diane had, gave Diane
tremendous power because Sam was unable to report her behavior to his
stepmother.


That meant,
among other things, that Diane could make Sam do her chores.


Diane lounged in
the recliner.  She sat deep in the chair with her left foot on the very edge of
the cushion and her right leg balancing on her left knee with her foot and calf
dangling in the air in front of her.  She wore the white minidress she had worn
to school, but she had swapped out her high-heeled sandals for a pair of
mid-heeled slides.  These had wide open toes and a sort of patterned lattice
material done in white leather over the instep which looked very stylish if not
a little artistic.  Her slide hung from the ends of her toes and swung back and
forth as she flexed them.


“Get me another
drink,” said Diane and she held out her glass for Sam to take it.


“Yes, Miss
Diane,” said Sam, as Diane required.  She liked having him address her as a
superior when they were home alone.  Not only did she think it helped establish
their proper positions and remind Sam of his place, but truth be told, it
turned her on to have her stepbrother forced to show her respect.


“Less ice this
time.”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


Sam took the
glass and tottered off to the kitchen.  The five-and-a-half-inch heels he wore
were particularly difficult to walk in despite having wedge heels... very
narrow wedge heels.  His tight white pencil dress made walking even
harder.  Still, he made it to the kitchen as he was quite accustomed to pencil
dresses and skirts and tall heels.  He refreshed Diane’s drink and brought it
back out to her.  He stood before her holding out the drink.


She didn’t
immediately take it.  Instead, she let the slide fall from her toes to the
ground.  THUNK!  Then she raised her foot until her toes were
right at the center of his breasts.


Sam didn’t dare
move away.


Diane flexed her
toes and moved her foot toward Sam slightly, causing her toes to touch his
cleavage.  Her toes were warm and they made his sensitive breasts tingle.  His
nipples got hard.  She then dragged her big toe up his breasts to his throat. 
She slid her foot over and up the side of his throat until it reached his ear. 
Then she slowly pulled it down his chin to the edge of his lips.


“Kiss my toes,
slave,” she said.


Sam cringed.  It
didn’t matter how many times he had to do this, and it seemed he had done this
a lot by now, it was still humiliating.  The idea that his stepsister could
make him kiss her toes just shattered his sense of control and made him feel
completely powerless, even more so than what she made him wear or her threats
of exposure.  There was just something servile and “lowly” about this which
made him feel like he was less than her, and that feeling always made him go
weak.


“Come on, sissy
boy,” said Diane.


Sam summoned his
will power.  He closed his eyes, pursed his lips, and planted a long, wet kiss
on her lips; he had learned from experience that she would reject any lesser
kiss and would make him do something even more humiliating.


Diane laughed. 
Her laugh cut through him.  Ironically, it also made him hard, which
fortunately did not show in this dress.


“Now get down on
your knees and put my shoe back on,” said Diane.


Sam looked down
and saw her slide where it had fallen on the floor.  He carefully crouched
down, which wasn’t easy in this tight skirt or these super high heels.  As he
did that, Diane lowered her foot again so that it hung in the air before her at
about chair-level.  Meanwhile, Sam worked his way to his knees.  He then
grabbed the shoe, held it up for her to see, and then slipped it over her
toes.  He knew what he needed to do next, so he kissed her toes without waiting
for her to demand it.


Sam’s penis
became erect.  He blushed.


Diane smiled. 
“Good slave, you remembered!”


Sam blushed even
deeper.  “Thank you, Miss Diane.  May I rise now?” asked Sam.


“Yes.  Rise and get
back to work, sissy boy.  This house doesn’t clean itself.”


Sam carefully
returned to his feet.  It wasn’t easy in the heels and the tight skirt and he
needed to use the chair to make the transition from his knees to his feet. 
When he was finally up, he returned to the broom.  His erection visibly tented
up his skirt as he worked.


“Make sure you
do a good job,” said Diane.  “I don’t want my mother being upset.”


“Yes, Miss
Diane.”


“I wonder what
Tracy is doing,” said Diane.  She looked at her phone and sent Tracy a text
asking her if she was busy.  She then glanced over at Sam to make sure he was
working.


He was.  Diane
always made him do her chores first just in case he didn’t finish.  That way,
he would be the one in trouble, not her.  Consequently, he found himself
working hard to get the chores finished.


When Diane got a
response from Tracy, she dialed her number.  “Hey girl, how’s life?” asked
Diane.  She waited for a response, then she said, “Same here.  What are you
doing?”  There was another pause.  Then she said, “Just watching sissy boy do
his chores.  You should come over and watch him work.”


Sam cringed.  He
didn’t need an audience.


“Oh, that’s too
bad,” said Diane.  “Ok, maybe next time.”


She clicked off
the phone.  Then Diane picked up the remote control and turned on the
television.  She would spend the afternoon leisurely watching sitcoms.  Sam, on
the other hand, ignored the television.  He needed to finish his chores... and
hers.
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Lynda came home an
hour or so later to find Sam dressed in the pencil skirt and five-inch heels
while working in the kitchen.  She watched him quietly from the hall as he put
the final touches on dinner before sliding it into the oven.  She set down her
purse and she shook her head.


“Every chance he
gets, he gets all dressed up in tight skirts and super high heels.  Yet, he
claims he doesn’t want to be a girl.  I don’t get it,” she told herself.  Then
she sighed.  “Maybe I should just let him turn himself into a girl finally. 
That’s obviously what he wants to be.”


She watched him
move around the kitchen and couldn’t believe how femininely he moved. 
Everything about the way he moved was feminine.


“He moves more
like a woman than half the women in my office!”


“Hi mom,” said
Diane as she came down the hallway to where Lynda was watching Sam.


“I see your stepbrother
is dressed up again,” said Lynda.


Diane glanced at
her stepbrother indifferently, though inwardly she was smirking to herself. 
“Yeah, he changed right after school.  He said he liked it better than the
romper he wore to school.”


“Honestly, I
don’t know what to do with him anymore.”


“What do you
mean?”


Lynda sighed.  “I
mean, he tells me he doesn’t want to be a girl.  He tells me that you made him
do this.  But then every chance he gets to take off the girl clothes, not only
does he not do it, he seems to swap them out for racier and more feminine
clothes.  So does he want to be a girl or not?”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “Don’t know.”


“I don’t
understand why he protests so hard that he doesn’t want to be a girl, but then
he acts like he does.  And not just any girl, but a very feminine, sexy girl to
boot.  Why is he trying to stand on both sides of this?”


Diane shrugged
her shoulder again.  “He’s weird that way,” said Diane with a practiced
indifference.


Lynda nodded her
head.  She had no reason to doubt her daughter, especially as Sam had had such
a hard time trying to implicate Diane as the cause of his current condition, so
she took what Diane said at face value.  Diane’s indifference helped with the
sales job as well.


“Well, enough
about Samantha,” said Lynda deliberately.  “How was school?”


“It was good. 
It’s going to be a fun year.”


“Did you make
any new friends?”


Diane
snickered.  “I don’t need more friends, mom.”  This was likely true as Diane
had quite a little army of followers at school.  She was considered one of the
most popular girls in school and that gave her friends everywhere.  She even
had a sort of “girl posse” that followed her around and saw her as a
trendsetter.  Then, in addition to that, she had her best friend Tracy and she
always had a boyfriend... always.


“How about your
stepbrother?  How did he do today?”


“I don’t know. 
I didn’t see him all day,” lied Diane.


Lynda nodded her
head and went to see her stepson as he worked in the kitchen.  He wore the
tight white pencil dress and five-and-a-half-inch narrow wedge heels Diane had
made him wear to do chores.  Lynda still wore her light pink skirt suit and
matching spike-heeled pumps from work.  As Lynda approached, she realized that
her heels were actually lower than those worn by her stepson.  This realization
sent a strange tingle down her spine.  It also made her giggle in an odd way.


“What would his
father think of him if he could see him now?” she wondered.


As she
approached Sam, her heels echoed off the hard kitchen floor:  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  This alerted Sam to her presence finally.  He
turned around to face her.


“Hi Sam, how’s
dinner coming?” asked Lynda.


“It’s going well. 
It should be ready soon,” said Sam to his stepmother.


Lynda peeked
over his shoulder and saw a pot of penne noodles.  The sauce for these was in
the other pot.  It looked amazing.  “Yum,” she said.  Then she stepped back and
leaned her hip against the counter as she raised her left foot in the air
behind her and removed her high-heeled shoe.  She set that on the counter. 
Then she raised her right foot and removed her high-heeled shoe from that foot
as well.  She placed that shoe next to the other shoe on the counter.


“I’m done with
my chores,” said Sam.


“Great.  How was
school?” asked Lynda.  She braced for a tirade.


It didn’t come,
however.


Instead, Sam
blushed, thinking about the humiliations he endured.  It had not been a happy
day for him.  Between all the other students staring at him and his being
demoted to freshmen, today had been one giant humiliation after another.  He
specifically recalled on incident that really bothered him where two senior
girls, girls he’d been in class with since grade school, stood near him as he
got his books out of his locker and loudly proclaimed to no one in particular
that “freshmen girls better learn their place and stop trying to attract senior
boys.”  This was clearly aimed at him, and that bothered him.  Not that he
wanted to attract a senior boy, or any boy for that matter, but the implication
that he was now inferior to the other students he had gone to school with for
years because he had fallen behind them and could be warned away from acting as
he pleased stung him hard.  He didn’t want to discuss any of that with his
stepmother, however.  So all he said was, “It was fine.”


“Good.  Did you
make any friends?” asked Lynda.


Sam stared at
his stepmother like she was crazy.  Did she not see the way he had been dressed. 
What kind of friends could he possibly have made dressed that way?  “Friends?”
he asked doubtfully.


“Friends, Sam. 
It’s not a trick question.”


“How can I make
friends dressed like this?” he asked sourly.


Lynda placed her
hands on her hips.  “This is your second warning, young lady.  Don’t you
take that tone with me or you will regret it.”  This time she called him “young
lady” intentionally and she made no apologies.  Knowing she did this
intentionally made Sam feel very small.


“I’m sorry,” he
said softly.


“It’s not
impossible to make friends, Sam.  Now that you’re a girl, you can make friends
with other girls just as easily as you could make friends with boys before. 
You just need to be friendly and introduce yourself,” said Lynda.


Sam blushed.  He
did not need his stepmother instructing him on how to make friends.  If he
wanted friends, he could have them by the truckload at this point, especially
boyfriends.  Everywhere he turned at school, there was some boy or group of
boys drinking in his image.  Half a dozen introduced themselves today in the
hopes of asking him out and another half dozen wanted to introduce themselves, but
their courage failed.  Every one of these moments shook Sam and stripped him of
a little more of his masculinity.


As for the
girls, well half of them saw him as a slut because of the way Diane and his
stepmother had managed to dress him.  Another large group looked down on him as
an underclassman.  And the few who might want to be his friend couldn’t fight
their way through the throngs of boys who hovered around him like sharks
circling a tuna.


Still, he didn’t
want to talk to his stepmother about any of this, so he said what he needed to
say to change the topic.  “I’ll do that.”


Lynda smiled. 
“Good.  How are your classes?”


“Fine,” said
Sam.  Actually, they were boring and very easy as he’d already taken these
classes two years prior.  Getting good grades would not be a problem for him at
all this year.


“And your
teachers?”


Sam bit his
lip.  There was no way he wanted to mention the erection he caused his math
teacher or the hard nipples on Ms. Robinson, who was rumored to be a lesbian. 
Interestingly, when he saw his math teacher’s erection, a cold tingle raced
down his spine and his own penis grew hard in response.  That bothered him.  Then,
when he first saw Ms. Robinson’s nipples rise, his own nipples rose in
sympathy.  That made his chest tingle and he involuntarily crossed his arms
over his chest to hide them at the time.


“My teachers
were fine,” he said.


“Did anyone give
you any trouble today?” asked Lynda.


Sam shook his
head.  “No.”


Lynda smiled. 
“See Sam, I told you that you could pull this off.  You just need to do what
you did today every day and you’ll be accepted as a girl by everyone.  Then, as
the year passes and we move into the summer, we can work on turning you back
into a boy before next year begins.”


Sam knew this
already, but hearing it said out loud always made him feel helpless.  It reminded
him that he was a prisoner now in this feminized body with no chance of escape
except the passage of time.  And even that would not work so long as Diane
could keep making him more feminine.  Not to mention, part of what kept him
from returning to being a boy was that his mannerisms had become distinctly
feminine.  He wondered how living as a girl for the school year would affect
that.  Wouldn’t that just make the problem worse?  Wouldn’t they become more of
a habit?  This worried him.  It felt like he was still headed full speed in the
wrong direction.


“What else did
you do at school?” asked Lynda.


“Nothing.”


When Sam said
this, Diane finally spoke.  She had been waiting in the hallway to pounce.  “He
signed up for the pom pom squad!” she exclaimed happily.


Lynda smiled
broadly.  “Great!  That’s even better, Sam.  I’m so proud of you.  Why didn’t
you tell me?  I’m sure you’ll have a gang of friend from the squad in no time. 
You’ll be fantastic!”


Diane smirked at
Sam behind her stepmother’s back.


Sam blushed.


“You can tell me
about it tonight, when you do your knitting,” added Lynda.  She grabbed her
high heels from the counter and made her way to her bedroom to change before
dinner.


When Lynda left,
Diane let out a withering laugh.  “I can’t wait to see you with your little pom
poms, sissy boy!”  Diane pretended to clap her hands together and then raised
her leg behind her to mimic a pom pom move.  “Imagine a sissy boy like you in
the little skirt, with the cute pom poms, dancing for everyone to see...
everyone at school!  That must really be a terrifying prospect.”


Sam shuddered as
she said this.  He hadn’t thought about that.  He knew that wearing the uniform
would be humiliating, but it never occurred to him that he might end up dancing
in front of the entire school.  The prospect did terrify him.
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The next couple
days in school were similar to the first day, though Sam felt slightly more
comfortable as time passed without anyone realizing that he had once been Sam
Williams, senior and prospective football player.  Of course, that didn’t mean
he wouldn’t be spotted tomorrow or the next day or the day after that.  Indeed,
that was the real problem with masquerading as Samantha:  he had to be perfect
all the time.  All it took was one slip up... one errant comment... one tiny
glimpse of something hidden... one little bump where it shouldn’t be... or something
unexpected to trigger a memory and Sam would find himself standing there
utterly humiliated as someone looked at him in shock and screamed, “THIS
GIRL IS A BOY!!”


That danger is
what kept Sam so tense all the time.  He could never relax and just be “one of
the girls” because he wasn’t one of the girls and he didn’t dare let anyone discover
that.


Still, for the
moment at least, he seemed to have passed the test and his classmates
apparently accepted him as a woman.  This gave him some degree of comfort.  But
that didn’t mean his problems were over.  Far from it, in fact.  He was still
being all-but-stalked by nearly every boy in school.  This scared him and it
wounded his ego.  He didn’t want to be a girl and nothing made him feel more
emasculated and feminine than being the object of other males’ sexual
attentions.


At the same
time, half the girls still hated him for no clear reason.  Most were just
jealous or felt that he offered unfair competition for the boys because of the
sexy way he dressed, but that didn’t make it easier for him to face the icy
stares from these young women.


His biggest
problem, however, remained Diane.  She was determined to make his life as
difficult as possible, and she excelled at that.  Her efforts began each
morning when she swapped out the clothes her stepmother had chosen for Sam to change
his look from childish to slutty, and they continued throughout the day as she
dropped surprise after surprise on him.


In terms of
clothing, by the way, she was relentless.  On Monday, Sam’s stepmother picked
out the childish romper for Sam.  Diane added the heels and replaced the tights
to make him look slutty.  Tuesday, Lynda chose an “Alice in Wonderland” style dress. 
Again, Diane swapped out the flats for very tall heels.  She also replaced the
undershirt Sam was to wear which gave the dress its collar and sleeves with a
low-cut blouse which showed off his cleavage and way more of his gorgeous
breasts than he wanted.


Wednesday had
been a plaid skirt and thick white sweater.  Diane again replaced the tights
and the flats and this time she replaced the thick sweater with a thin sweater
that showed off Sam’s bellybutton.  That outfit proved to be very popular with the
male students.


Thursday was
another romper.  This one was hot pink with a rainbow on the chest rather than
the plaid material of the first romper.  It was truly embarrassing.  This time,
Diane replaced the flats with heels, the tights with stockings, and she added a
belt which pulled the hem of the romper up about two inches to make it a very
mini miniskirt.


This happened
every day.  Sam’s stepmother would pick out clothes for him that made Sam look childish
and prudish.  Then once Lynda left for work, Diane gave Sam new items to add to
his outfit or to replace the parts his stepmother had given him.  Every day, he
wore at least five-inch heels.  His stepsister always replaced his pantyhose
and tights with stockings, the tops of which were often visible beneath his
short skirts.  She replaced the strong panty girdles Sam’s stepmother gave him
to hide his erections with delicate panties which did nothing to help him; she
liked seeing Sam struggle to hide his erections with his hands or his books or
by standing against the wall or his locker hoping against hope that his
erections would fade.  Sometimes, she shortened the hem of his dresses with a
belt.  Sometimes she lowered his collar with a low-cut blouse.  Sometimes, she
found tighter or shorter blouses or sweaters.  And there was nothing Sam could
do about it.
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Today, Sam wore
a red plaid miniskirt, white high-heeled sandals with a wooden platform base,
and a white low-cut blouse which showed off a good deal of his cleavage and
came very close to showing the edges of his areolas.  This was not how Lynda
dressed him in the morning.  And as Sam walked through the hallway to his
locker, drawing the attention of every eye even more so than usual, he felt his
penis grow as long and hard as it could these days.  This made him blush and he
instinctively dropped his hands before him, holding his white designer purse
awkwardly before his crotch so no one could see the telltale bulge.


“This is so
humiliating!” said Sam.


As he kept
walking, he felt his erection slide around inside his panties.  This was not a
good thing and he debated stopping, though he realized that would look
suspicious.  Why would he suddenly stop walking in the middle of the hallway
after all?  What’s more, what good would it do?  It wasn’t like he could stop
and adjust his erection.  Nor would stopping keep it from moving again the
moment he started moving again.


“No, I just need
to keep it hidden and hope it goes away fast,” he told himself.


Sam kept
walking.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  He couldn’t even pick up the
pace for fear of causing his erection to escape his skirt or panties.


“Just get to the
locker,” he told himself.


CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


Just then, a
large young man with muscles stepped into Sam’s path.  He recognized the boy as
a football player.  His name was Wilson Blount and Sam had gone to school with
him for years.  As late as last year, Sam saw himself catching passing from
Blount.  There was no chance of that now.  At least, not football passes.


“Hey there,” said
Wilson.


Sam froze and
stopped walking.  “Uh, hi.”


“You’re a
freshman, right?”


Sam bit his
lip.  That point continued to burn his pride.  He wanted to scream:  “No, I’m a
senior like you!  I’ve been in classes with you my whole life!  I was going to
play football this year, just like you!”  But he knew better than to say any of
this.  So, instead, he cast his eyes down demurely as his face burned red with
shame.


“Yeah,” said Sam
reluctantly.


“Are you doing
anything this weekend?” asked Wilson.


Sam looked around
nervously.  Lots of people were watching them.  Fortunately, he didn’t see
Diane anywhere, so he could handle this however he wanted and that meant
rejecting Wilson’s offer.  The one thing Sam definitely did not want was to go
on any sort of date with Wilson!  Sam shook his head.  “I’m sorry, Wilson—”


“You know my
name?”  Wilson smiled.


“Who wouldn’t
know the captain of the football team?” asked Sam.  Sam meant this as a
statement of the obvious, but he didn’t realize that the way he said it came across
to Wilson quite a bit like the statement of a female fan who followed the game
and might have had a crush on said team captain.


“I’m flattered,”
said Wilson and his smile broadened.


Sam now realized
what he’d said, or at least how it had been interpreted.  As he realized this,
and images of himself in Wilson’s arms flooded his mind, Sam’s penis seemed to
jump or throb or something.  As a result of this, his penis lurched inside his
panties, which caused it to slide upward first where it pressed against the
short skirt of his plaid miniskirt, and then it slipped back down, sliding the
length of his skirt.  As it slipped down, it went further than before and it
suddenly popped out beneath his skirt.  It was now free.


Sam panicked!


“Oh my God!”
exclaimed Sam to himself.


Sam pushed his
purse hard against his crotch to hide his penis.  In his mind, his penis stuck
out several inches and everyone could see it between the purse and his crotch. 
In reality, however, it wasn’t that large and it was still restrained to a
degree by the panties.  Make no mistake, however, if anyone could see his
crotch right now, they would see something that shouldn’t be there sticking out
beneath his miniskirt, covered in pink cotton panties, but at least it wasn’t
as bad as Sam imagined and the purse had it well hidden... small comfort though
that may be to Sam.


“So what do you
think?” asked Wilson.  “Wanna go out?”


Sam didn’t hear
him.  His mind was spinning.  He had no idea what to do other than stand here
with his purse jammed against his crotch and pray that his penis shrank away
and disappeared again beneath his skirt.  He couldn’t even focus on what Wilson
was saying even though he knew it was important.


His penis
throbbed and felt like it grew.


“Uh, I’m, uh—”
said Sam.  He felt sweat drip down his sides.  He imagined his penis now
pushing the purse several inches from his crotch, even though it hadn’t pushed
it at all.


Wilson looked
perplexed by Sam’s non-answer.  He decided to try again.


“Why don’t we go
get something to eat after Saturday’s game?” asked Wilson.


BOOM BOOM
BOOM!  Sam’s heart raced and he could hear his heartbeat pounding in his
brain.  His penis throbbed with his heartbeat now.


“I uh, I— uh—  I
can—”


“She’d love to,”
said Diane suddenly as she seemed to magically appear right behind Sam.  Sam
felt a shock race through him and he nearly swooned.  He did NOT
want to date another boy!  And not only was Diane now going to make him date a
boy, but she was going to make him date the highest profile boy in the entire
school!  Sam wanted to throw up.


“Great!” said
Wilson and he smiled.  “I’ll meet you at Victor Vicks at eight!”


“She’ll be
there,” said Diane.


Wilson walked
away.


Sam felt
overwhelmed as he watched Wilson go and he thought he might collapse.  He
didn’t though.  Instead, he took a moment to catch his breath.  Make no
mistake, he wanted to scream at Diane, but he knew he couldn’t.  All he could
do was take it.  He was Diane’s puppet unless he could find a means of escape,
and that meant he would do as she commanded, and that meant he would go on this
date.


“You two look so
sweet together.  I’m sure you’ll have a great date,” said Diane with a laugh. 
She then turned and walked off again.


Sam stood there
watching her.  He felt sick.


At least his
erection had subsided.
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Sam’s morning
had been rough, but his afternoon wasn’t any better.  Everyone knew about the
date.  Indeed, word spread like wildfire throughout the school and, within an
hour of agreeing to the date, word had spread all over campus that Wilson was
dating the “hot freshman chick.”  Sam immediately noticed that the looks now
changed.  The boys now looked at him with an increased degree of desire.  The
jealous girls who hated him before really hated him now.  The other
girls almost seemed sympathetic that he was in way over his head.  Life just
kept getting more and more complicated for the feminized boy.


And his day
wasn’t over yet.


It was time for
his first meeting with the pom pom squad.


School had ended
half an hour ago.  Sam now found himself standing in a field behind the school,
wearing the red and white uniform of the pom pom squad.  This consisted of a
white sweater with red and white-striped sleeves, red trim around the collar
and a large red “S” on the chest.  The sweater was just short enough that
whenever Sam raised his arms, his bellybutton would show.


Below the
sweater, Sam wore a red miniskirt with wide panel pleats.  The skirt was short
and designed to bounce up whenever he kicked his legs in the air, showing the
panties he wore beneath.  These were red as well.  Fortunately, they were quite
firm and thick and they kept his penis hidden.


On his legs, he
wore thick tan tights, white ankle socks, and white sneakers.


Sam hugged his
growing chest tightly and looked longingly at the football team as they
practiced on the adjacent field.  He wanted to be out there playing with them,
not here, pretending to be a girl.  He imagined himself racing through the line
of scrimmage with the football on his way to the endzone.  Then he saw himself
tackled.  As he looked down, he saw that he was wearing a miniskirt and heels
and he had an erection that stood up tall beneath the skirt.  The other players
stared at it.


Sam shuddered
and shook off this image.


“Ok girls,
gather ’round,” said the pom pom squad leader Marissa Mueller.  As she did,
Diane and Tracy appeared on the field and took seats in the nearby bleachers so
they could watch Sam’s humiliation.


Sam reluctantly
joined the other girls on the squad.


“We have a new
member today,” said Marissa.  She pointed at Sam.  “Everybody welcome
Samantha.”


The other girls
looked at Sam and applauded politely.  Sam could tell right away that he wasn’t
particularly popular with these girls and he wasn’t wanted here.  He supposed
that being the only freshman made him a little bit of an outcast, as did the
slinky way he dressed around school.  He had noticed that this seemed to bother
many of the other girls as well.  Most of all though, they probably didn’t like
“Samantha” using “her” influence to get onto the squad.


“Let’s show
Samantha our routines,” said Marissa.


Diane smirked in
the stands.  “This is going to be fun,” she said.


“Why is that?”
asked Tracy.


“Sam’s going to
look like a fool.  He can’t do this.  He’s going to try.  He’ll make a fool of
himself.  He’ll get drummed off the team.  And then become a laughingstock,”
said Diane almost gleefully.


Tracy didn’t
respond.  She wasn’t sure why her friend seemed so obsessed with humiliating
her stepbrother, and she didn’t like it.


Meanwhile, the pom
pom squad began to put Sam through his paces.  They taught him various moves
and steps and made him repeat those.  It seemed clear to Sam that most of the
girls expected him to fail in performing these steps, but he didn’t.  To the
contrary, because of all the training Diane had given him in walking and
dancing in heels, she had inadvertently taught Sam the very skills he needed to
know.  What’s more, Sam had been so thoroughly humiliated by his feminization
that he no longer felt intimidated or a need to hold back.  That meant that he
could attempt these moves with reckless abandon.  The end result was that he
proved to be quite excellent.  And by the end of practice, he was actually well
on his way to winning the respect of the other girls.


No one was more
surprised by this than Diane, and she wasn’t happy.


“How does he do
that?” growled Diane.


“Do what?” asked
Tracy.


“How the heck
does he keep ruining my plans?!”


“What plan?”


“He was supposed
to make a fool of himself out there!  He wasn’t supposed to be any good!  Marissa
promised me that the routines would be too hard for him.  How the heck did he
not fail?!” exclaimed Diane.


Tracy just shook
her head... and she smiled that Sam seemed so happy.
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Sam stood before
Diane and Tracy.  They were in Diane’s room.  Tracy sat on Diane’s bed wearing short
shorts, a t-shirt with a designer’s name on the chest and reddish snakeskin high-heeled
sandals.  Diane stood nearby, wearing white capri pants and tan high-heeled
sandals.  Sam stood before both young women wearing a pink babydoll dress and
open-toed white slingbacks.


“Don’t you think
these are super cute?” asked Tracy and she wiggled her feet to draw attention
to her snakeskin heels.


“They are
pretty,” said Diane.


“What do you
think, Sam?” asked Tracy.


Sam looked at
Tracy’s shoes.  They were gorgeous.  They had thick ankle straps which showed
the snakeskin pattern perfectly.  The platform soles were made of dark wood. 
The shape of the heel was very classic, though a little thicker to give the
shoes more substance.  “I’d love to wear those,” thought Sam to himself.  “Wait
a minute, what am I thinking?!”  He cringed.  Then he told Tracy, “Yeah,
they’re nice.”


Tracy smiled at
Sam and wiggled her toes playfully.  This made Sam smile.  She had cute feet,
that was for sure, and she had been very nice to him lately.  He was beginning
to like Tracy a good deal.


He did not like
Diane, however.


“It’s the end of
the week,” said Diane.  “You know what that means.”


Sam shuddered. 
He did indeed know what that meant.  Ever since Diane started Sam on hormones,
she had engaged in a humiliating ritual where every week she called Sam to his
room, made him strip and then measured every part of his body so she could
revel in his feminization.  This ritual was continuing despite Lynda supposedly
putting an end to Sam’s feminization.


“What she
doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” said Diane to Tracy when Tracy asked if Diane’s
mother intended to stop the ritual.  Tracy had asked both out of curiosity and
because the ritual turned her on.  She liked touching Sam and seeing his
increasingly feminized body.  It excited her.


Diane held up a
tape measure.  She looked at Tracy.  “Would you do the honors?”


Tracy smiled. 
“Certainly.”


Diane tossed
Tracy the tape measure and Tracy rose off the bed.


“If you don’t
mind, Sam,” said Tracy and she pointed to the middle of the room.  She felt her
pussy tingle.


Sam knew he had
no choice.  He also knew that resisting would only add to his misery, so he
decided to let the two girls do what they wanted to him.  Besides, he kind of
liked it when Tracy touched him.  So he moved to the middle of the room.


“Strip please,”
said Tracy.  She felt her pussy tingle.


Sam felt his
erection grow.  That happened every time Tracy touched him.  This wasn’t new
for any of them.  He pulled the babydoll dress off over his head.  A moment
later, he stood in the center of the room wearing a pink bra, pink panties, a
garter belt, tan stockings, and the open-toed white slingbacks.  His erection,
which was admittedly smaller than it had been and rather soft compared to what
it once was, stood up beneath the delicate cotton panties.  It formed a small
triangle of cloth where it pushed Sam’s panties out away from his body.


“Do you want me
to remove more?” asked Sam.


“Yes, the
panties,” said Tracy, before adding, “so we can get accurate measurements.” 
She blushed and flashed a little smile at Sam.  This smile actually gave Sam a
warm feeling and made him blush now too.


“Yes, Miss
Tracy,” said Sam softly.


Sam jammed his
fingers with their red-painted nails inside the waistband of his panties and
pushed them down to his ankles.  He then carefully stepped out of them so that
they didn’t tangle in his high-heeled shoes.  Tracy then crouched down and
picked them up.  Again, she smiled at Sam.


“Take off the
bra too,” said Diane, who could not see her friend smile at her stepbrother. 
“I want her boobs hanging freely.”


Tracy shrugged
her shoulders and nodded at Sam.  Sam nodded his head in return and reached
around behind himself and unbuckled his bra.  A moment later, he pulled the
pink bra from his chest.  As he did, his enormous feminine breasts popped out
for all to see.  They were gorgeous and very large.  They looked like two soft,
tanned melons standing firmly side by side.  His half-dollar-sized areolas
seemed to glow and his dime-sized nipples stood out erect... begging to be
touched and squeezed.


“Wow,” said
Tracy.  She reached out and stroked one of his nipples without even thinking
about what she was doing.  This sent an intense tingle down Sam’s breast to his
spine and made him shudder.  That actually caused a tiny bit of wetness to seep
from the end of his penis.


After stroking
his nipple, Tracy 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; her hand lingered
over his penis much longer than needed to achieve the measurement.  Diane
didn’t share the change in size with Sam, but her smirk told Sam all he needed
to know.  His penis was indeed smaller.  He knew that.  That was no surprise.


He sighed.


Tracy then moved
to his breasts.  Again, she stroked him much more than was required to take the
measurements, but neither she nor Sam complained.


“They’re really
firm and pretty,” said Tracy who was tingling all over.


“Thank you,”
replied Sam.


Diane rolled her
eyes at the soft tones Tracy and Sam were using with each other.  “Oh please,”
she said sourly, “just give me the numbers.”


As Tracy called
out the numbers she measured for his breasts, Diane snickered.  This time, she
shared the changes with him.  In the past month, his breasts had gone up one
entire cup size.  His nipples and his areolas were both slightly larger as well. 
They were definitely more sensitive too; he could tell that from Tracy’s touch.


“So much for my
mother stopping you from getting more feminine,” said Diane with a snicker.


Sam cringed.


“Oh, that
reminds me,” continued Diane and she pulled two large pills from her pocket. 
“It’s hormone time.”


Sam’s shoulders
slumped.  He needed his breasts to shrink again so he could return to being male,
but they were still going in the wrong direction.  And with Diane constantly
giving him more hormones, that wouldn’t change.  The best he could hope for was
that they finally reached their maximum size.  Until they did, however, his
breasts would continue to grow, and there was nothing he could do about it
because he couldn’t tell his stepmother what Diane was doing.


“At least, they
can’t get much bigger,” he told himself, though this was small comfort.


“That’s
everything,” said Diane as she double-checked her list of measurements.


Tracy pulled the
tape measure back into her hand.  She then wrapped her hands around Sam’s small
waist, pulled him close, and pressed her lips against his.  She kissed him
hard.


“What was that
for?” asked Sam.


Tracy blushed. 
Then she shrugged her shoulders.  “I just felt like doing it.”


Suddenly, there
was a noise at the front door.


“Girls, I’m
home!” called Lynda as she entered the house.


“Quick, put his dress
back on!” exclaimed Diane.


Tracy grabbed
Sam’s pink babydoll dress and handed it to Sam, who slipped it over his head
and pulled it down into place.  He wore no panties, unfortunately, so his
erection stood up beneath the dress.  Moreover, he wore no bra, so his erect
nipples showed prominently through the dress.  Tracy saw this and grabbed Sam’s
panties and held them out for him to step into them.  She pulled them up his
legs just as Sam’s stepmother appeared at the door to Diane’s room.


“What are you
girls doing?” asked Lynda.


“Just talking,”
said Diane.


Lynda scanned
the room.  Tracy had moved over to Diane’s desk and sat down.  Sam stood in the
middle of the room in a pink babydoll dress and overly-high high-heeled
sandals.  This made her shake her head.  “What is it with Sam and super high
heels?”  She then noticed his enormous nipples poking out through his dress. 
She blushed when she saw this.  “Oh my.”


“What are you
doing, Sam?” asked Lynda.


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.  “Nothing.”


“It’s a
beautiful day.  Why don’t you girls go swimming?” asked Lynda.


Sam cringed at
being included in “you girls.”


“That’s a great
idea,” said Diane.  Tracy nodded her head as well.  Sam, however, mentioned
that he needed to do homework.  He didn’t really need to do homework, but the
idea of putting on a bikini and sitting by the pool with Diane mocking him was
not something he looked forward to.


It was then
agreed that Diane and Tracy would go and Sam would stay here and work.  Lynda
would run to the store.
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A few moments
later, Diane and Tracy had changed into sexy bikinis and they left the house. 
Diane’s bikini was black and white and looked like two separate veils woven
together to form the cups.  Tracy’s was yellow with red polka dots.


“What was that
about?” asked Diane to Tracy as they walked to the pool.


“What do you
mean?” asked Tracy innocently.


Diane saw Tracy
blush, so she knew that Tracy knew what Diane meant.  “Why did you kiss him?” asked
Diane more clearly.  Her tone suggested a hint of anger at Tracy’s actions.


“I don’t know. 
I just felt like doing it.”


Diane glared at
her friend.  “Don’t lose track of our goal.”


“What is our
goal?”


“Our goal is to
pay Sam back for all the crap I’ve had to put up with over the years,” said
Diane.


Tracy bit her
lip and kicked at a piece of imagined dirt with her bare foot.  “Sam was always
kind of nice to me.”


“Well, he wasn’t
nice to me,” countered Diane.


“He wasn’t ever
really that bad.”


Diane glared at
her friend.  “What are you saying?”


Tracy shrugged
her shoulders.  “I’m just saying that maybe you’ve done enough and maybe it’s
time to move on.  I mean, heck, you turned him into a girl!  That’s pretty
extreme.”


“He’s not a girl
yet.”


Tracy chuckled. 
“Have you seen him lately?”


“Yes, I have,”
said Diane without any humor.  “And if my mother has her way, he’ll be back to
being a boy in a year.”


“But that means
you’ll have made him live like a girl for a whole year.  You’ve got his car. 
You yourself said that no matter what she does, his dick is always going to be
smaller than it was and he’ll always have small breasts no matter what.  Those
seem like pretty significant punishments to inflict on a male.”


Diane shook her
head slowly.  “It’s not enough.”


Tracy bit her
lip.


“Don’t go soft
on me, girlfriend.  This is all well deserved,” added Diane.


“I think we’ve
done enough.”  Tracy paused.  “If it were up to me, I would let him go at this
point.”


“Well,
fortunately, I’m in charge here, not you, and I will say when it’s enough,”
said Diane coldly.


This did not sit
well with Tracy, but she said nothing.  The truth was that she was beginning to
see that what they had done had been very unfair to Sam.  What’s more, she was
really starting to like Sam, both as a person, and oddly in a sexual sort of
way, and she was beginning to feel protective of him.  Things would need to
change soon as far as Tracy was concerned, or she would need to reconsider her
loyalty to Diane.
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Meanwhile, Lynda
changed into jeans, a sweater and heels.  She then told Sam she was going to
the store and she left.  Sam returned to his room.  He stripped off the
babydoll dress and crashed down on the bed.  His nipples pointed toward the
ceiling, as did his erection, which was buried in his panties.  He was still
excited from feeling Tracy’s touch.  He wished she were holding his erection
right now, only he doubted that she would be interested.


“She won’t want
me... not now that Diane’s turned me into a girl,” thought Sam.


He sighed and he
stroked his erection absentmindedly as he thought of Tracy.  He imagined her
touching his breasts and he squeezed his sensitive nipples.  He fingered them
and flipped them back and forth.  This sent little tingles racing throughout
his breasts.  He imagined Tracy’s beautiful nails doing this instead.  That
made him very hard.


Suddenly, a
strange idea came to mind.  It was a very strange idea indeed, but somehow it
appealed to him.  When Diane and Tracy left for the pool, both were wearing
bikinis.  That meant that Tracy had left her clothes here.  Sam wanted to touch
them.  He wanted to touch something she owned and imagine her touching him.  He
wanted to smell her perfume.


“I am alone,” he
told himself.  “I could do it.”


Sam rose from
the bed.  He walked out into the hallway.


“Lynda?” he
called out to see if his stepmother was home.


Silence.


“Di?  Tracy?”


Silence.


“Is there
anybody there?”


Silence.  He was
alone.


Sam stepped out
into the hallway and started toward Diane’s room.  The high-heeled sandals he
still wore echoed loudly off the hardwood floors.  In fact, with the house so
silent, their sound was deafening:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


A moment later,
Sam reached Diane’s room.  He looked around once more to make sure he was
alone, then he walked inside.  On the bed, he saw Diane’s dress and her
underwear.  He ignored those as he had no interest in Diane.


Then, on the
chair, he saw Tracy’s shorts and her t-shirt.  He picked those up and smelled
her perfume.  He loved that smell.  It excited him.  It sent a tingle racing
down his spine.  Next to the chair, he saw her sandals standing at attention. 
These were the gorgeous red snakeskin sandals he had noticed earlier.  He
really did wish he owned a pair like this.


“I wonder if they
would fit?” he asked himself.


Sam reached out
a finger and ran his fingertip up and down the insole of the sandal.  Was he
really thinking about trying on Tracy’s shoe?  He was, but should he?  He
wasn’t sure.  Just thinking about slipping into Tracy’s sandals made him feel
weird.  It had a humiliating sting.  But it also made him tingle all over. 
There was something truly naughty about the idea that excited him.


“It is a
gorgeous shoe.”


Sam ran his
finger down the insole again to where her foot had left a tiny print.


“It is her
shoe too.”


Something about
sharing the experience of wearing this shoe with Tracy excited him.  He felt it
would bring him closer to her somehow.  He couldn’t fully understand it, but he
felt it.


He ran his
finger over the strap.  It had an interesting smooth texture with little bumps
at the ridges of the pattern.  He picked up both shoes and stood up.  He
weighed them in his hands.


“They’re light,
especially for wood.”


Sam held them in
his hands.  There was no doubt about it, these shoes were exciting.  And the
fact that they belonged to Tracy made them even more exciting.  Sam took a deep
breath.  His heart raced.  He felt the excitement build.  He sat down on the
bed.  He was breathing erratically now.  His penis was throbbing.  Then he
flipped the shoes over and saw that they were three sizes too small for him to
wear.  His shoulders slumped and he instantly felt disappointed.


“That’s too
bad,” he said.


Sam continued
stroking the shoes as he stared at the size mark.  He thought of Tracy wearing
the shoes.  He thought of her smile.  As he did, his erection began to throb
again.  A moment later, before he even realized he was doing it, he placed one
of the shoes against his erection and he rubbed it up and down his shaft.


“Oh my God,
Sam!  What are you doing?!” demanded Sam’s stepmother.


Sam’s heart
stopped.  Somehow, his stepmother had returned home and walked all the way to
Diane’s room without Sam hearing her.  Now she stood in Diane’s doorway,
staring at Sam as he held Tracy’s high-heeled shoe against his erection.  Sam’s
face turned bright red.  An overwhelming sense of shame raced over him and
filled his entire body.  He wished he could turn invisible.


“I can’t believe
this!” continued Lynda.  “What were you thinking?  First, you turn yourself into
a girl and now I catch you jerking yourself off with Tracy’s shoe?  What is
wrong with you, Sam?!”


“It’s not what
it looks like!” he exclaimed and he dropped the shoes.


“Of course it
is!”


“It’s not.  I
was just curious what size her shoe was,” said Sam.  He stumbled over his words
nervously.


“And you were
measuring it with your penis?  Is that what you want me to believe?” growled
Lynda.


Sam had no idea
what to say.


“This is
unacceptable,” growled Lynda.  “I can’t let this go unpunished.”


Lynda walked over
and picked up Tracy’s shoes.  She held them in one hand and then grabbed Sam’s
hand with her other hand.  She yanked him off the bed.  Then she pulled him out
of Diane’s room and down the hallway to the living room.  In the high-heeled
sandals, Sam had no traction that would let him resist her pull.  Besides, he
didn’t have the courage to resist in any event.


Sam felt like such
a fool as his stepmother dragged his half-naked, feminized form to the living
room with his erect penis bouncing along before him where it stood out of his
panties and his heavy breasts jiggling freely without his bra to restrain
them.  His nipples were positively enormous.


Lynda dragged
Sam to a padded chair in the living room.  She sat down, placed her legs
together, and yanked Sam down so that he lay across her skirt.  She then held
out one of Tracy’s shoes before Sam’s face.


“Hold this in
front of your face.  I want you to stare at it the entire time so that you are
reminded of what you’ve done,” said Sam’s stepmother angrily.


Sam took the
shoe and held it before him.  He blushed and felt his erection grow as it
pointed down toward the floor.  Apparently, the humiliation of all of this was
exciting to him.  That realization made his face burn red with shame.


Meanwhile,
behind Sam, his stepmother took the other shoe in her hand.  She held the shoe
by the raised portion of the sole between the heel and flat sole in the front. 
She raised it into the air.  Then she brought the shoe down hard against her
stepson’s rear, striking him with the front sole of the shoe:  CRACK!


Sam jumped. 
This hurt.  “Ouch!” he exclaimed.


“Be still, Sam. 
You’ve earned this.”


Sam tensed his
muscles and braced himself for the next blow.  It came a moment later.


Whoooosh! 
The shoe cut through the air.  CRACK!  It crashed against his
rear.  It stung when Tracy’s shoe struck his rear.


Sam clenched his
butt muscles tightly, preparing for the next blow.


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


The shoe came
down over and over.  Sam felt intense pain every time it struck, and that pain
began to grow as his rear became bruised with the number of powerful strikes. 
At the same time, he felt deeply humiliated that his stepmother was spanking
his rear with a high-heeled shoe.  In fact, it stung his ego even more than it
stung his rear that his stepmother had caught him doing what he did.  He felt
so much shame that he thought he might simply implode and disappear from this
universe.  He felt so much shame that he almost welcomed the paddling... almost.


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


Suddenly, Lynda
stopped.  Sam felt tremendous relief.  His ordeal was over.


Only, it wasn’t.


The reason Lynda
stopped was that Diane and Tracy appeared at the door to the living room at
that very moment.  Their jaws dropped as they saw what Lynda was doing to Sam. 
Tracy’s jaw dropped even farther when she realized that Lynda was doing this
with Tracy’s sandal.


“Oh my God!”
exclaimed Tracy.  “My shoe?!”


“What are you
doing?” asked Diane curiously.


“Sam was very
bad and needed to be punished,” said Lynda.


Sam thought he
couldn’t feel more humiliated than when his stepmother started paddling him
with the shoe, but he was wrong.  He now felt many times more humiliated than
before.  In fact, he felt so humiliated that tears actually forced their way
out of the corners of his eyes.


An
uncontrollable grin crossed Diane’s face.  “What was he doing?”


Whoooosh! 
CRACK!


“He was doing
something with Tracy’s shoe that he should not have been doing,” said Lynda.


Tracy twisted
her lips.  She wanted to be grossed out by this, but she found herself
fascinated by it instead.  She wished she had seen that.  That thought made her
blush.  Diane, on the other hand, had no problem acting horrified and
disgusted.


“Well, he
clearly deserves it,” said Diane.


Lynda nodded her
head and finished Sam’s punishment by giving him nine more smacks for a total
of twenty as the girls watched.  His rear was red and inflamed and bruised when
she was finished.  Sam’s penis was moist with precum.


Sam felt an inch
high as he watched Tracy’s face as she learned what he had done, and even
smaller as he watched her watching him get paddled with her high-heeled shoe. 
This was a moment that would haunt his nightmares for years to come.


“I hope you’ve
learned your lesson, Sam,” said Lynda finally.


“Yes Ma’am,”
said the tearful Sam.


“Now give the
shoes back to Tracy and apologize,” said Lynda.  She smacked his inflamed rear
once more with her hand.  SMACK!  This made Sam wince.


Sam rose to his
feet.  Lynda held out the high heels for her stepson to take.  Sam took them
and turned to face Diane and Tracy.  He felt like a fool in just the panties
and the heels with his breasts expose.  His erection stood up beneath the
panties, mocking him.  The gleeful and yet maniacal expression on Diane’s face
mocked him even more.  Only Tracy appeared sympathetic.


Sam slowly
tottered over to the two young women.  He presented the high heels to Tracy.


“I’m sorry,” he
said.


“Tell her why,”
said Lynda.


Sam’s face,
which was already red with shame became as red as a brick.  He hung his head. 
“I’m sorry that I used your shoes.”


“Used them in
what way?” asked Lynda.


“I’m sorry that
I used your shoes to masturbate.”


There.  He had
said it.


The room was
silent.


Then Diane began
giggling.  Tracy blushed.  Then she took the shoes from Sam.  “Thank you,” she
said softly.


“Now go to your
room,” said Lynda.


Sam gladly went.

















Chapter 7: “Samantha’s
Date With Wilson”


—o—


 


Diane and Tracy
were at the mall again, shopping for tops.  Diane picked up a light pink top
with the world “SILVER” written across it in large letters.  “This is cute,”
she said and she draped it across her arm.


“Do you really
think Sam was using my shoes to... uh, you know?” asked Tracy.


“Jerk himself
off,” said Diane with a smirk.


Tracy blushed at
Diane’s blunt description.  “Yeah, that.”


“Probably.”


“Why do you
think he did it?”


Diane shrugged
her shoulders.  “Who knows?  He’s just a weirdo.”


Tracy furrowed
her brow.  She didn’t see that as an answer at all.  What she really wondered
was whether or not Diane thought this had been some way for Sam to express his
interest in Tracy... misdirected though it was.  But she wasn’t going to ask
Diane that because, clearly, Diane was not being rational when it came to Sam
anymore.


Diane moved over
to a rack of purses.  “Don’t forget that tomorrow night is Sam’s date with
Wilson,” said Diane.


“Wilson?  What
happened to Brett?” asked Tracy.


“Oh, I forgot to
tell you.  We’re trading up.”


“Trading up?”


“Yeah, Wilson
asked him out the other day, and I was lucky enough to be standing nearby so I
made sure Samantha accepted,” said Diane.


Tracy furrowed
her brow.  “Who is Wilson?”


“You know
Wilson.  He’s the captain of the football team.”


Tracy’s jaw dropped. 
“That Wilson?!  Wow!  Every girl in school wants to date Wilson.  How in
the world did he end up asking out Sam?”


“He’s apparently
got a crush on our little Samantha, and frankly I’m not surprised.  The way
Sam’s been dressing, he’s been like a hard-on machine for every boy in school.”


Tracy blushed at
the bluntness of Diane’s description, but she couldn’t disagree.


“And unlike
Brett, who doesn’t go to our school, Wilson is like a superstar at school.  Sam
can’t possibly date him without everyone knowing about it and it
becoming a huge topic of discussion.”


“You mean you
only want Sam to date him so people know about it?”


“Of course.  Why
else would I care who Sam dates?”


Tracy felt
uneasy that Diane would do this to Sam, but she knew any complaint would fall
on deaf ears, so she looked through the tops instead until she found a top she
liked.  It was half black and half white.


“What if I
dated him?” asked Tracy suddenly.


“What do you
mean?”


“You said you
don’t care who else dates Sam, so what if I dated him?” asked Tracy.


“Why would you
want to?” asked Diane dismissively.


“Suppose I did.”


Diane shook her
head.  “I can’t see that happening.  Seriously, he dresses like a girl,
Tracy.  Why would you want to date someone like that?  I could never let you date
someone like that.  Think about your reputation.  Think about my reputation!”


Tracy bit her
lip, but didn’t respond.


“Anyways, right
now we need to get Samantha ready for his big date.  I want him to achieve
maximum potential,” said Diane.


“What do you mean?”


“Clothes, shoes,
makeup... we need to make sure all of it sends the right signal to Wilson.”


“And what signal
is that?”


Diane
snickered.  “That our little Samantha is in heat.”


 


—o—


 


Sam felt so
terribly nervous walking through the restaurant door that he was surprised he
didn’t just collapse into a pool of silk, satin, nylon and stress.  His knees
shook.  His breathing was erratic.  His stomach was in his throat.  He had been
on a date with a male already when he went on the date with Brett, but that
didn’t make this any easier.  The idea of being the object of another male’s
sexual interests emasculated Sam and made him cringe.  Even worse, the memory
of being kissed by another young man made Sam sick and it terrified him that
this date might end up the same.


“Table for one?”
asked the pretty young girl at the door.


Sam shook his
head.  “No, I’m meeting someone,” said Sam.  His mouth was dry and his voice
cracked.


He tugged on the
asymmetrical hem of his dress.  The dress was red satin with a front slit that
began high enough that the dress teased the potential for viewing Sam’s
panties.  It stopped at his ankles.  On his feet were black high-heeled sandals
with sharp heels and gems in a broach over the toes.  His toenails were painted
dark red.  The dress had a square cut collar in the front, but was carved out
at the breasts to show cleavage through the carve out.  In the back, it dipped
to his bra-line.  It hugged his curves perfectly.


Of course, his
hair, makeup and nails were perfectly done.


He was a little
overdressed for a first date, but he looked amazing.


Sam stepped back
from the counter and scanned the restaurant.  He saw Wilson sitting alone at a
table.  He pointed to Wilson and started in that direction.  As he did, Diane
and Tracy entered the restaurant behind him.  Diane wanted to watch his date,
so she asked for a table that put her near Sam and Wilson.  Sam, however, did
not know that they were here.  He believed they had gone home after dropping
him off.


As Sam walked
through the restaurant, all eyes were on his body.  Part of this was his
amazing shape in this tight dress, but he also realized that his walk had
become humiliatingly seductive, whether he wanted it to be or not.  It was
impossible not to look at his body as he passed by.  That felt like a further
indictment of his masculinity... as if he needed one.


Wilson rose and
pulled out Sam’s chair for him as Sam reached the table.


“I’m glad you
came,” said Wilson.


Sam thanked
Wilson politely and sat down.  For the next twenty minutes, they spoke about their
classes, football and Sam’s background, which Sam struggled to invent as they
went along.  Sam went with the story of being Diane’s cousin from another city
who had come here for school.  Wilson didn’t seem to remember Sam when he was a
boy, so that never came up.  Finally, the food came and they ate.


Dinner was fine.


Soon, the date
was over and Sam was surprised that it had gone so well.  He was surprised that
the evening had been largely tension free and rather easy to bear.  He was
surprised that Wilson had done nothing inappropriate.  Sam didn’t feel
pressured to do anything he didn’t want to do.  Sam didn’t even need to talk
much as Wilson liked talking about himself and kept himself entertained.  Sam basically
just sat there as if they were two strangers waiting for a bus.  Everything had
gone smoothly.


The trouble
began after Wilson paid the check.


As Sam gathered
his purse to leave, Wilson suddenly reached over and grabbed Sam’s hand.  “Wanna
go for a ride?” asked Wilson.


“No, thank you,”
said Sam politely.


“I know some
really pretty places.”


Sam looked out
the window.  It was dark.  “It’s a little dark for sightseeing,” said Sam.


Wilson squeezed
Sam’s hand.  “That depends on what sights you want to see.”


Sam tried to
pull his hand away, but Wilson didn’t let him; Wilson was just too strong for
Sam.  Wilson held his hand tightly and began to stroke Sam’s palm.


“It could be
fun,” said Wilson.


“No, thank you,”
said Sam firmly.


“Why not?”


“I’d really just
rather not.”


Wilson pulled
Sam’s hand closer.  “Come on, baby.”


Sam tried to
pull his hand back, but Wilson continued to hold it tightly.  Sam pulled even
harder, which made Wilson squeeze his hand even tighter.  Sam finally braced
his heels against the legs of the table and yanked as hard as he could.  His
hand came free.  Wilson lunged after his hand across the table, but Sam was too
quick and snapped it away.  Sam then grabbed his purse and jump up.  He quickly
tottered his way to the door.  Wilson jumped up and followed him.


Diane and Tracy
followed a moment later.


“Wait!”
exclaimed Wilson as he followed Sam out the door to the parking lot.  Wilson
easily caught up with Sam, who was slowed by his tight skirt and high heels. 
“Where are you going?” he asked.


“I’m going home,”
said Sam nervously.


“Are you going
to walk?”


“If I have to,”
said Sam, though he realized right away this was a bluff.  In these heels, he
would never make it more than a few thousand yards tops.  And in this feminine,
restrictive dress, he really didn’t want to try.


“Come on, don’t
be stupid.  I’ll give you a ride.”


Sam stopped.  He
did need a ride, or else he needed to wait for Diane to come get him; he still
didn’t know she was at the restaurant.


“You know, if
you keep acting like this, I might not ask you out on a second date,” said
Wilson.


Sam furrowed his
brow and turned to face Wilson.  He was just about to tell him that under no
circumstances would he ever go out with Wilson again, when Diane suddenly
stepped right up behind Wilson.  Sam’s jaw dropped.


“Diane?!  What
are you doing here?” asked Sam.


Diane ignored
him.  “Of course she’ll go out with you again,” said Diane to Wilson.


Sam stomped his
foot and glared at Diane, but one angry look from her shut him down and he
never opened his mouth.


“It doesn’t look
like she wants to go out again,” said Wilson.


“Ignore her. 
She’s wild about you.  She just has a hard time expressing it sometimes,
especially when she really likes someone,” said Diane.  As she said
this, she walked between Wilson and Sam and she looked Sam straight in the
eyes.  Her glare told Sam that if he didn’t go along with her that Diane would
do very bad things to him.


Sam felt sick,
especially after Diane told Wilson that he really likes Wilson.  But he had no
choice but to do as Diane commanded.  She had absolute power over him.  “Fine,”
he mouthed.


“So what do you
say, Samantha?” asked Diane.  “Do you want to go out with Wilson again?”


Sam cringed, but
answered as he was required.  “Yeah, sure.”


Wilson smiled. 
“Great.”


“Great.  Now why
don’t you give Wilson a kiss, dear, to thank him for the lovely evening?” said
Diane.


Sam knew this
was coming and didn’t even bother trying to fight it.  He stepped right up to
Wilson, grabbed him by the shoulders, dipped him backward and planted a firm, sloppy,
wet kiss on Wilson’s lips which left lipstick all over Wilson’s face.  He then
pulled Wilson back up straight, let go of him, and without another word, walked
over to Diane’s car, his former Mustang, and stood before the door waiting for
Diane to unlock the door.


“Wow!” said
Wilson.


“Yeah, she’s a
great kisser,” said Diane.


Diane and Wilson
then bid each other a good night and Diane told him that Sam would be in touch
about another date.  Diane added that Wilson should consider Sam to be very
interested in him and receptive to almost anything Wilson wanted to do, and she
told him not to take Sam’s attempts to say “no” very seriously as Sam struggled
with “her” true feelings.


And thus ended the
night... but not Sam’s problem.


As Sam would
quickly discover, Wilson essentially took Diane’s words to mean that Sam was
his girlfriend now.  Consequently, Wilson took Sam on several dates in the next
couple weeks, each of which ended in a kiss, each of which involved hand
holding, and each of which made Sam feel emasculated and uneasy.  Even worse, Wilson
took this to mean that he could get even more physical with Sam and that Sam’s
attempts to say “no” really were just an expression of Sam’s confusion.  This
meant that Wilson became all hands and lips where Sam was concerned and Sam
found himself repeatedly touched on the breasts, on the rear, and kissed on the
lips while at school.  He also started doing things like making Sam hold his
hand as they walked down the hallway together.


Of course, Diane
rubbed it in.


For example, in
one instance, Wilson appeared behind Sam and pushed him up against a locker. 
He then ran his fingers through Sam’s golden hair.


“You’re
beautiful,” said Wilson.


Sam felt his
erection rise beneath his skirt.  This made him blush and forced his hands down
to keep Wilson from discovering his secret.  Unfortunately, this left him wide
open for Wilson to plant his lips on Sam’s lips.  As he did, he wrapped his
arms around Sam’s shoulders and back and pulled him close.  At that point, Sam
felt Wilson’s erection push against his stomach.  This feeling sent a million
butterflies racing into Sam’s stomach.  He felt sick.  He felt helpless.  He
felt emasculated.  Even worse though, he felt turned on.  Indeed, his own
erection, though much smaller than Wilson’s pushed right back at Wilson as
Wilson’s pushed into Sam.


Fortunately,
Wilson never noticed.  Wilson finished his kiss and walked off.


A moment later,
Diane appeared out of nowhere as she always seemed to do.  She giggled.  “You
two make a beautiful couple,” she said.  “Too bad he couldn’t feel your tiny
surprise poking him.”


Sam felt deeply
humiliated, but he could do nothing about it.

















Chapter 8: “Diane’s Plan
Takes Shape”
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Sam had been
working with the pom pom squad now for four solid weeks.  As much as Diane
expected Sam would fail, he hadn’t.  To the contrary, he was becoming one of
the best girls on the squad.  Sam had mixed feelings about this.


On the one hand,
Sam he couldn’t escape the irony that he was excelling at something that was a
feminine pursuit.  Pom poms were simply not something boys did.  Hence, to him,
this was a bit like winning an ugly date contest.  Winning was nice, but the
reason he won took the joy out of it.  In many ways, this made Sam realize that
he sometimes wished he could just accept being a girl and enjoy the steady
accolades he was earning.  But he couldn’t.


On the other hand,
he was happy that he was excelling.  Compliments instead of criticism were
quite rare for him these days.  And his abilities were slowly changing things
for him for the better.  When he first tried out for the squad, the other girls
resented this slutty, overdressed little freshman girl forcing her way onto the
squad with her contacts.  They couldn’t wait for “Samantha” to fall flat on her
face; a view also shared by squad leader Marissa Mueller, who let her onto the
squad, but made it clear that she didn’t like having to do so.


But then Sam
blew them away with his audition and the girls decided to give “her” a chance. 
And with each passing practice session, they found themselves more and more
impressed both with Sam’s skill and with Sam as a person.  Indeed, they
unexpectedly found Sam to be humble and respectful.  Sam was never arrogant and
never showed an entitled attitude.  To the contrary, Sam worked harder than
anyone to learn the routines and help the squad in any way they asked.  This
changed their entire view of him.  Adding the fact that his skills demonstrated
not only that he belonged on the squad, but that he was one of the best girls
on the squad finally won them over.  Sam had gone from pariah to valued team
member.


As word of this
spread, attitudes began to change around the school too.  Sam’s reputation
slowly went from “prissy, stuck-up slut” to “pretty girl who was apparently
quite nice.”


The biggest
surprise, however, came totally unexpectedly for Sam.  Sam was in the locker
room when it happened, getting ready for practice.  He had just put on his
uniform, a difficult thing to do while still hiding his penis, and he grabbed
his pom poms.  He closed his locker and started toward the door to the practice
field.


“Samantha, we
have a surprise,” said Chloe from behind him.


Sam stopped and
turned around.  “What is it, Chloe?” asked Sam.


“Come here.”


Sam walked over
to Chloe, who walked behind a row of lockers.  Sam followed her.  As he turned
the corner, he saw that the entire squad had assembled.  They were holding up a
red letter “C”.


“Surprise!” they
all yelled together.


Sam raised an
eyebrow.  He had no idea what was going on.  “I don’t understand.”


The girls
laughed.  Then Marissa Mueller stepped forward with the “C”.  “The more we
thought about it, the more we realized that if anyone deserves to be elected
captain on the squad, it’s you.  We’ve been blown away by your dedication, your
heart and how hard you’ve worked.  We felt we had to make you a captain.  So we
voted and we decided to make you the third captain.  It was unanimous!”


Sam’s jaw
dropped.  This was an amazing honor.  “Are you serious?”


“Absolutely!”


“I don’t even
know what to say,” he said.  He was shocked.


“There’s nothing
to say, we said it!” said one of the girls.  Then the other girls hugged him.


Sam took the
letter from the girls.  A tear actually rolled down his eyes.  “Thank you so
much!” he said.  This made Sam incredibly happy.  For the more the girls on the
squad embraced him, the more confident Sam felt in his ability to pull off this
masquerade without anyone ever finding out that he was really a boy.
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Diane and Tracy sat
in a booth at the hamburger restaurant near the school.  Diane had brought a
boy named Thomas as well.  He ran the school’s newspaper The Gossiper.  He
was under the impression that Diane was interested in him.  That was an impression
Diane created because Thomas could help her with her plan to humiliate Sam; she
wouldn’t otherwise have dated him.  Diane was still seething that Sam had been
made a captain of the pom pom squad, and she intended to use Thomas to make Sam
pay for foiling her plan once more.


“That little
weasel somehow turned this to his advantage,” said Diane to Tracy while Thomas
was getting them milkshakes.  “Marissa must have helped him.  I shouldn’t have
trusted her.”


“I understand he
really did earn it all by himself,” said Tracy.


“I doubt that.”


Tracy rolled her
eyes.  “Don’t you think it’s time to let this go?” she asked.


“Let it go?  Let
what go?”


“You’ve done
enough to Sam.  Let him be.”


Diane glared at
her friend.  “You surprise me.  You really do.  Do you know how long I lived in
his shadow?  Do you know how long I was known as ‘Sam Williams’s little stepsister’? 
Do you know how humiliating it was that every teacher I ever had compared me to
my golden older stepbrother?”


“That’s in the
past though.  Seriously, you’ve humiliated him incredibly now for almost a
year, and it’s going to take him years to get back to being male.  Why not just
let him deal with that?  Move on with your life.”


“I’m really
stunned to hear you say that,” said Diane.


“Di, this is
becoming an obsession for you.  You need to let it go.”


“How do I let it
go when he keeps mocking me?  He was supposed to fail at being a pom pom girl. 
That’s all I wanted.  Yet, he had to go win over the whole damn squad and
become their leader.  Don’t you understand how humiliating that is for me?”


Tracy bit her
tongue.  This was perhaps the first time she truly understood what Diane was
thinking and she didn’t like it one bit.  What had started as a bit of fun with
Diane’s annoying stepbrother had gone so much further than Tracy ever expected
and now bordered on crazy.  Diane was obsessed and Sam was her white whale. 
Part of her wanted to tell Diane that they were finished as friends and then
storm out of the diner, but something still held her back.


“Here are the
shakes,” said Thomas, who reappeared at that very moment.


Diane glared at
Tracy for a moment as if she were sizing up a disloyal underling.  Then her
expression changed, as if a switch was flipped inside her head, and she turned
to Thomas and smiled.  “Why thank you, darling,” said Diane.


“Anything for
you, baby,” replied Thomas and he kissed Diane on the cheek.


“Honey.  Can I
ask you a question?” asked Diane.


“Sure, why not?”


“Suppose I
needed a big favor that you could help me with, being the editor of the school
paper.  Would you be willing to help me?” asked Diane.


As she asked,
she placed her hand on Thomas’s thigh and ran her fingers up his thigh until her
fingers came to the point where his jeans were being lifted away from his legs
by his erection.  He could feel the warmth of her fingers just inches away from
his penis and he shuddered.


“That depends on
what it is, I guess,” he said.


Diane could hear
his voice shake with excitement.  She inched her fingertips another inch up his
thigh.  Her finger was now mere millimeters away from his penis and Thomas
could actually feel the pressure as her fingers pressed the jeans down which
held his penis in place.


“What’s the
favor?” he asked.


“It’s an easy
one,” she said and she moved her fingers even closer to his penis.  He could
now feel her warmth pulsating through the jeans on the tip of his penis, though
she still hadn’t quite touched it.  She was so close that it almost felt like
she had, but she hadn’t actually.  This made Thomas intensely horny and he
began breathing hard.


“What’s the
favor?” he repeated.


Diane smiled.  “There’s
this girl.  She’s a relative of mine actually... a cousin.  She goes to the
school.  She would love it.  I mean, it would really help her a lot, if... you
know... if she won the prom queen title.”


Thomas raised an
eyebrow.  “I’m not on the committee,” he said apologetically.


Diane tapped her
fingers against his tight jeans.  This sent little waves of pleasure surging through
his penis as the jean material tapped against his penis, even as her fingers
remained just a smidgeon beyond the reach of it.


“I know you’re
not, but I’m sure the school paper could help her out—”


Thomas shook his
head even as he shuddered repeatedly.  “I— I can’t.  We’re required to remain
neutral.  We can’t endorse any—”


Diane’s pointer
finger slipped over the head of Thomas’s penis and traced a quick number eight
directly on it through the denim.  This made Thomas shudder and his eyes
partially closed.  Then she pulled her finger back.  “I’m sorry, you were
saying?”


“I uh— I don’t
know what I was saying,” admitted Thomas.


“Isn’t there
something you can do to help?” asked Diane innocently.  “I’m sure an editor
like you must have some ideas for how to help her even without doing anything
‘official,’ so to speak.”


“Well,” said
Thomas doubtfully.


Diane’s finger
repeated its journey, again tracing the number eight on the head of Thomas’s
penis.  His lip quivered.  She could see his body tremble.


“I mean,” he
said and he paused.


“Yes?”  She
started to pull her finger back again.


“I can’t endorse
her or anything like that, but maybe there’s something I can do,” said Thomas
quickly, almost desperately.  “We could run a profile or two and maybe play up
some of the activities she participates in.  Kind of make her popular and
well-known.  What does she do?”


Diane slipped
her hand further up his thigh.  This time her finger ran the length of his
shaft.  Thomas withered centimeter by centimeter.  “She’s a freshman.  She’s on
the pom squad.  They just made her one of their captains, in fact.  That’s the
first time that’s ever happened with a freshman.”


Thomas suddenly
bit his lip.  “I—  I don’t know how much we can do.  I need to be careful about
our charter with the school.”


“I would be very
disappointed if you couldn’t help me,” said Diane, and she slowly pulled back her
hand.  Thomas’s lips instantly curled down into a frown in response.  His eyes
screamed, “Wait!”


Thomas opened
his mouth, but nothing came out.


Diane pulled her
hand back all the way off his penis.  “Very disappointed.”


Thomas nodded
his head.  “I’ll do it,” he blurted out.


Diane smiled. 
Then she slowly pushed her hand back up his thigh and patted his erection. 
“Good boy.”


“What are you
doing?” asked Tracy suddenly.  She could take no more.


Diane shot her
friend an angry look.  “I’m just trying to help Samantha get what she
deserves.”


“He doesn’t want
this!” said Tracy firmly.


“He?” asked
Thomas.


Diane squeezed
his penis.  “Don’t worry about it, dear,” she told him.  Then she turned her
attention to Tracy.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into you lately, but you are
really starting to upset me, Tracy.  Just because you have the hots for my
sissy stepbrother doesn’t mean I’m going to let you interfere with my plans.  You
need to decide whose side you’re on.”


Tracy stood up
and tossed some money on the table for her meal.  “I’ve already decided,” she
said and she stormed out.


Diane glared at
her as she left.


“What was that
about?” asked Thomas who was still shivering from Diane’s manipulations.


“She’s just
jealous.  Forget about her,” said Diane angrily.


Thomas accepted
this and put Tracy’s outburst out of his mind.  He ignored the unexpected word
“he” as he had no context into which to put it.  He would agree to do as Diane
wanted.  He would help convince the student body that this new girl, this
Samantha, was deserving of being elected prom queen.  There was no harm in that
as far as he could see.


And like that,
Diane’s plan was set into motion in earnest.


“Sam will never
know what hit him,” said Diane and she smiled to herself.

















Chapter 9: “Tracy
Switches Sides”
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The following
day, Sam was given a message while he sat in class.  The message asked that he
leave the class immediately and come to Room 402.  He had no idea what this was
about, but the message was written on official school stationary, so he did as
the message asked.  As he approached Room 402, he noticed that the room was
empty and the light was out.


“Is this some
kind of trick?” he asked himself.


Just then, he
heard his name whispered loudly from the room.  “Sam!”  The voice belonged to
Tracy.  Tracy also worked part-time in the school office and could get her
hands on official stationary.


“What?” he
asked, assuming this was yet another attempt to humiliate him.


“Come here,” she
whispered without stepping out into the hallway.


“Why?”


“Because I need
to talk to you.  It’s really important.”


“Why are we
meeting here?  Why not just tell me in front of my locker?” asked Sam.


“Because I don’t
want Di knowing that we’re talking.”


Sam was
admittedly intrigued by this.  Why did Tracy want to speak to him?  And why did
she want to speak without his stepsister present?  He’d never spoken to her
without Diane present before.  He looked around and saw no sign of Diane.  Then
he decided to go find out what Tracy wanted.  As he stepped into the empty
classroom, Tracy closed the door behind him.


“What’s up?”
asked Sam cautiously.


“I need to warn
you,” said Tracy.


“About what?”


“Diane is up to
something.  She’s trying to convince the editor of the school paper to push
everyone to vote for you for prom queen,” said Tracy.


This confused
Sam.  Why would Diane want to make him prom queen?  Sure, he had no desire to
be prom queen.  To the contrary, he just wanted to ride out this year as
unnoticed as possible and then focus on de-feminizing himself in the summer. 
The last thing he wanted was to be voted to the very high profile position of
prom queen.  But truth be told, he was already pretty high profile as students
went.  What’s more, to make him prom queen, Diane would need to make him
popular.  The more popular he got, the less difficult and humiliating school
became for him.  This didn’t sound like something Diane would want at all.


He began to
shake his head doubtfully.  “Why would she do that?”


“There’s
something more too,” added Tracy.


“What?”


“I don’t know. 
She didn’t tell me.  She doesn’t trust me anymore.  But I can tell that she’s
up to something, and getting you elected prom queen is only part of her plan,”
said Tracy.


Sam cocked his
head to one side.  “Why doesn’t she trust you anymore?”


Tracy looked at
Sam, and then she looked down at the ground.  She blushed.  “I—well—”  Then she
suddenly lunged forward, wrapped her arms around Sam, pulled him as tightly to
her as she could, and kissed him firmly on the lips.  She kissed him deeply. 
She kissed him for what seemed like forever.


Sam melted in
her arms.


Finally, Tracy
pulled her lips away from Sam and opened her eyes, though she still held him in
her arms.  “That’s why she doesn’t trust me,” said Tracy and she giggled
nervously.


“Does this
mean—?”


“Of course it
does, silly,” said Tracy and she kissed him again.


“But I’m dressed
like a girl.”


Tracy blushed. 
“I know.”


“But I have... I
have boobs,” he said shyly.


Tracy smiled
broadly.  Her pussy was very wet at the moment.  “I know.”


“You don’t
mind?”


“Mind?  I kind
of like it.”


Sam didn’t know
what to say.  In truth, he’d always had a bit of a crush on Tracy and to hear
that she liked him despite how he was dressed was very exciting for him.  It
made him feel intensely happy.


They kissed
again.


“Now let me tell
you what I know,” said Tracy.
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The first
article to appear in The Gossiper as part of Diane’s plan to get Sam
elected prom queen was ostensibly an article introducing some of the new students. 
The article profiled four freshmen boys and two girls, none of whom had the
slightest chance to get elected prom queen.  Each was given about 100 words of
coverage explaining something special about them.  All told, none of them
appeared all that special.


Leading the
article, however, was a five hundred word section covering Samantha Williams. 
This part did make Sam seem special.  Indeed, this article, described Sam
as a hardworking, friendly and smart young lady who was near the top of her
class.  Sam’s activities, like being the only freshman on the pom pom squad,
were covered in detail.  A couple quotes were even given by other students who
supposedly knew Sam, though Sam had never heard of any of them, and these
quotes described Sam as one of the kindest people they knew.  Finally, one of
Sam’s more attractive pictures was used to accompany the article.  All of this
was done without Sam’s permission or knowledge.


“Did you see
this?” asked Tracy.  She set down a copy of The Gossiper.


Sam nodded his
head.  He had seen the article.  He’d also heard about it all day.  It seemed
to have created a group of admirers who whispered about him whenever he passed
by.  “Yeah, I’ve seen it,” he said.


They looked at
each other, each waiting for the other to speak first.  Neither had anything to
say, however, as both knew there was nothing they could do about this. 
Finally, Tracy spoke.


“It could be
worse, I guess,” said Tracy.


Sam nodded his
head.  “I suppose,” he agreed.


“At least it
wasn’t nasty.”


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.  “Unfortunately, it doesn’t have to be nasty to be a problem.  The
article itself is the problem.  For one thing, the article is making it
impossible for me to keep a low profile.  I think everyone in school knows me
now and they all seem to have opinions about me.  The other thing is that this
has Diane’s fingerprints all over it, and we can’t just wait for her to strike.”


“True,” said
Tracy.
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Over the next
few weeks, The Gossiper published more articles talking up Sam.  These
articles ranged from a profile article explaining that Sam was the first
freshman to be elected a captain by the pom pom squad to an article describing
Sam as a fashion leader and having him give wardrobe tips to the other girls at
the school to an article that simply used Sam as one of a dozen people
expressing an opinion on changing the school’s mascot.  The mascot article just
happened to mention that Sam was dating the captain of the football team and
the most popular boy on campus.  All told, Sam was getting a lot of coverage
but not enough to make anyone other than Sam and Tracy suspicious.


None of these
articles mentioned the prom either, but that didn’t matter.  The effect of all
of these articles was that Sam was quickly becoming a minor celebrity around
the school, and The Gossiper was packaging and selling him to the student
body as the most popular and nicest girl in school... just the kind of person
everyone should elect as prom queen.


Sam hated this.


“Why do they
keep doing this?” Sam asked himself as he headed down the hallway to an empty
classroom where Tracy was waiting.  He was thinking about the latest article
about him.  This one involved his participation in a charity drive, though the
article spent more time talking about what he wore to the event than what the
charity had been.


“Hi Samantha,”
said two girls Sam didn’t even know as they approached him.


He smiled
politely at them.  “Hello,” he said.  He couldn’t help but notice that both
were wearing plaid rompers along with high-heeled sandals.  They weren’t as
high as the ones Diane made him wear, but they were a good deal higher than
those most girls wore before The Gossiper made Sam into a fashion icon.


“Cute sweater,”
said the older girl.


“I love your
tips,” said the other.


Sam blushed. 
Today, he wore a pink miniskirt, a black sweater with a diagonal stripe, and
black open-toed pumps.  “Thank you,” he said.


The girls smiled
and walked off.  They giggled as they left.  In the past, this would have made
Sam shudder as he would have assumed they were mocking him.  Now it seemed that
meeting him brought out the same effect.


“I’ve become a
rock star,” he said incredulously.  “A rock star in heels.”


Sam turned down
the hallway and slipped into the empty classroom where Tracy was waiting.  He
closed the door.  Then he kissed Tracy on the lips.  “I got your message. 
What’s up?” asked Sam.


“I think I know
what Diane is planning,” said Tracy.


Sam furrowed his
brow nervously.  “Really?  What?”


“I think she’s
planning to expose you at the prom,” said Tracy.  “I’m not sure how yet, but I
think she’s waiting for you to win the prom queen election and then she’s going
to tell everyone that you’re really a boy... right at the moment of your big
victory.  If she does that, then you’ll be a laughingstock.  Even worse, you’ll
be hated because people will think you tried to fool everyone.”


Sam felt sick to
his stomach.  Diane exposing him would be bad enough, but Tracy was right:  if
Diane exposed him right after the winner was announced, then everyone would see
that as Sam having tried to make fools of them all and they would turn on him
with a vengeance.  Sam felt dizzy and crashed down in an empty chair.


“What do we do?”
asked Sam.


Tracy frowned
and exhaled her frustration.  “I’m not sure.”


Sam rested his
head in his hands.  “What am I going to do?” he asked himself aloud.  He felt
even more dizzy.  “I’ll be a laughingstock.  She’s going to ruin me!”  He
sighed.  “I’ll never be able to show my face at the school again.”


Tracy walked
over behind him and rubbed his shoulder sympathetically.  “I’m sorry, Sam.  I
wish there was something I could do.  I really do.”


Sam shook his
head.  “There’s nothing anyone can do.  Diane’s going to do whatever she
wants.”


“Do you think
your stepmother can help?”


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.  “No... not really.  She means well, but she doesn’t believe that
Diane is the one doing all of this.  She thinks it’s me doing it to myself. 
And if I know Diane, she’s going to expose me in a way that makes it impossible
to trace it back to her.”


Tracy nodded her
head.  “Probably true.”


They remained in
the room in silence for the next couple minutes.  This seemed like a problem
without a solution.  There was no way to get anyone to stop Diane and once
Diane struck it was too late; Sam would be ruined at the school.  You just
can’t un-ring a bell.  Sam was just about to say that there was nothing they
could do, when Tracy suddenly snapped her fingers.


“I think I’ve
got it!” she declared excitedly.


“You do?”


Tracy nodded her
head.  “Yes.  There’s one way we can foil her plan.”


“How is that?”


Tracy tensed her
muscles as if she was delivering bad news, which of course she was:  “The only
way to stop her is for you to expose yourself,” said Tracy.


Sam looked
shocked.  “Are you kidding?!” he blurted out.


Tracy bit her
lip and shook her head.


Sam couldn’t
believe what he was hearing.  How in the world would exposing himself help
him?  After all, that was exactly what Diane was trying to do:  expose him. 
How would it help him to expose himself and do Diane’s dirty work for her?  He
shook his head.  “That doesn’t make any sense.”


“Think about it,
Sam.”


“How does this
help me?”


“If you expose
yourself, then you control when and how it happens.  It also keeps anyone from
thinking that you’re trying to trick them.  They might even think it was
courageous,” said Tracy.  This possibility admittedly seemed like a long shot,
but she wanted to encourage Sam, so she said it.


Sam bit his
lip.  He saw what she was saying, but this was a HUGE step.  There was
no guarantee that exposing himself wouldn’t just bring him the humiliation Diane
sought to inflict, and there would be no going back.  What if they had misread
Diane’s intent?  What if his admission outraged the student body?  Heck, he
wasn’t even sure he could do it even if he wanted to.


“I need to think
about this,” he said.


Tracy ran her
hand up and down his arm.  Then she kissed him gently on the cheek.  “I’ll
support you whatever you decide.”


Sam smiled. 
Tracy had really come to mean a lot to him.
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Lynda had taken
Sam to the store to buy more dresses.  She had finally agreed to let Sam wear
more mature clothing.  That left Diane home alone, so she invited her new
“boyfriend” Thomas over.  She didn’t really see Thomas as a boyfriend, but she could
pretend until she got everything she needed from The Gossiper.  And it
wasn’t like Thomas seemed to know the difference.  As best Diane could tell,
Thomas was enthralled by this beautiful girl who paid him more attention than
any other woman he had ever known.  He was wrapped around her finger.


Diane sat on the
bed in her room with her legs stretched out before her.  Thomas sat at her
feet.  Diane had slipped her right foot out of her mid-heeled slide and was
rubbing her toes along Thomas’s chest as she periodically snuck peeks at the
fashion magazine on the bed next to her.


“It must be
amazing to be the editor of the school paper,” said Diane.


“Oh, it is.  The
sense of responsibility is intense,” said Thomas.


Diane rolled her
eyes when Thomas wasn’t looking.  “How so?” she asked.


“In lots of
ways.  For one thing, I need to make sure that our newspaper is readable and
interesting to the student body.  Those are the people we serve, after all.  At
the same time though, I need to make sure that everything I print is true.”


“I can see where
that would be important.”  Thomas didn’t hear the sarcasm buried within Diane’s
tone.


“Oh, it’s
critical.  If we don’t tell the truth, then people can’t trust our paper.”


“Naturally.”


“But there’s
more too than just telling the truth.  We also need to be just.”


“Just what?”
joked Diane.


Thomas didn’t
get it.  “We need to do justice to the truth, but also the community.  We need
to make sure not to publish things that will harm people, unless there’s an
overriding need for the community to know.  We need to make sure to—”


“Would you like
a drink?” asked Diane, cutting him off.


Thomas paused. 
“Yeah, sure, I guess.”


Diane slipped
her foot into her slide and rose to her feet as Thomas continued with his last
sentence.  She smiled at him and walked out of her room before he finished. 
Thomas felt more than a little insulted.  Indeed, this was nowhere near the
first sign that Diane was faking her affections and just using him, and Thomas
was starting to get that.  He sat up and considered walking out right then and
there... but then he saw something rather interesting.


“Will you look
at that?” said Thomas.


Across the room,
on Diane’s desk sat a small book which apparently could be locked.  The little
silver key to lock it sat next to the book on a ribbon.  The book itself was
open and a pen lay on top of it.  Thomas recognized what this was immediately. 
It was a diary, and he guessed that the last few pages would tell him what
Diane really thought about him.


“I wonder what
she said about me,” he told himself.


Thomas rose and
walked over to the desk.


“Do I have the
right?  Normally, I would say ‘no,’ but seeing as how she’s using me for some
reason, it would be only fair for me to see what she says.”


Thomas looked
over his shoulder to make sure that Diane was nowhere in sight.  Then he bent
over the book and started reading.  Surprisingly, it had almost nothing to do
with him.  Instead, this book was all about her brother Sam... someone with an
amazing, shocking story.


“This is
incredible!”
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That night,
Lynda sat on the couch with her high-heeled shoes parked next to her.  She wore
slacks and a loose dark-blue blouse.  Sam sat before her on his knees.  He wore
a dark-red babydoll dress and tan high-heeled wedges.  He was painting his
stepmother’s toenails.  He had already finished her fingernails and they were
drying.  This was one advantage Lynda took of her feminized stepson.


“You do such an
amazing job, Sam,” said Lynda as she admired her perfectly manicured
fingernails.  Sam’s skills came from the hours upon hours Diane had made him
practice doing nails and the punishments she inflicted whenever he made the
slightest mistake.


Sam blushed.  He
didn’t know if he should take this as a compliment.


“Are you excited
for prom?” asked Lynda.


Sam grimaced. 
He was not excited, not at all.  For one thing, he didn’t want to go to a
dance.  A dance meant that he would be forced to dance with any number of
boys.  That would be humiliating and emasculating.  Moreover, the one person he
wanted to dance with, Tracy, was the one person he couldn’t dance with because
it would be too suspicious to be seen dancing with a girl.  Even worse, Wilson
was taking him to this prom.  That meant lots of hands on his sensitive
breasts, his ticklish rear and slobbery lips all over his face.  That would be
humiliating, disgusting, and terrifying.  He was particularly worried that
Diane might send him without any panties whatsoever, which would mean any
erection could easily lead to exposure.  Just the thought made him tremble. 
Worse yet, this was the night he and Tracy believed that Diane would finally
act to expose him... assuming that was indeed her plan.


Still, what
could he tell his stepmother?


“I guess so,”
said Sam indifferently and he focused on painting the nail on her big toe.  He
hoped his stepmother dropped the issue.


“I’m sure you’ll
have a great time and it will be full of magical memories,” said Lynda.  “Some
lucky boy is going to sweep you up into his arms and—”  Lynda stopped, having
realized what she said.  Her face turned red with embarrassment.  “I’m sure
you’ll have a good time.”


Sam focused even
harder on her nails.


As Sam worked,
Lynda picked up a magazine.  She liked to read fashion magazines as Sam painted
her nails.  It relaxed her.  She also liked to share what she found with Sam. 
In her mind, if he was going to turn himself into a woman, then she wanted him
to be a pretty and well-prepared woman.


Sam, on the
other hand, found himself deep in thought.  He was terrified about this prom. 
If Diane exposed him, then he was ruined.  He couldn’t let that happen.  But he
had no way to prevent it.  The only way to prevent it was to expose himself and
that seemed to defeat the purpose of stopping her.  Didn’t it?  Sam wasn’t
sure.  Tracy had made an interesting point that people might forgive his
masquerade if he admitted it, but would hold it against him if Diane exposed
him.  But she could be wrong.  And what if Diane wasn’t even planning to expose
him?  Sam considered this.


On the one hand,
if Diane exposed him, she would lose all of her power.  Her power depended on
him being terrified that she would expose him.  That was why he obeyed her
commands.  If she exposed him, then he had nothing to fear and he could stop
obeying her.  Of course, she could have some other way to maintain her power that
Sam hadn’t considered, but right now it seemed like she would lose her power. 
Also, Diane seemed crazy to Sam and she just might expose him for fun or out of
spite or whatever, even if that cost her all of her power over him.  Perhaps
the humiliation she would cause him would be more than enough in her mind to
make it worthwhile.


Sam didn’t know
and that made this all so very difficult to judge.


Just then, Diane
entered the room.  “Hi mom, getting your nails done?”


“Yes.  Your
stepbrother does such an excellent job that I just can’t resist.”


“I know, he’s
really good.”


“Why don’t you
join me?” suggested Lynda.


This made Sam
cringe.  He hated doing his stepsister’s nails.  At least his stepmother was
appreciative when he did it for her.  Diane wasn’t.  Doing Diane’s nails always
made him feel particularly servile.


Diane smiled. 
“Sure,” she said and she sat down next to her mother on the couch.  She placed
her feet before her, expecting Sam to unbuckle and remove her high-heeled
sandals for her.  This made Sam grind his teeth, but there was nothing he could
do about it, so he would remove her heels for her.  And she and his stepmother
would spend the evening reading fashion magazines and comparing what they saw. 
Sam would remain on his knees humiliatingly at their feet.
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The following
day was tense for Sam.  Prom was that evening.  If he and Tracy were right,
Diane would expose him that night.  Unfortunately, they had no way to be sure. 
All he could do was go about his day and wait to see what happened.  He was a
basket of nerves all day.


School went
relatively well, though Sam found himself too tense to pay any attention.  He
was thankful when classes ended early so everyone could attend an assembly.  The
assembly went well.  The football coach gave a speech about the will to win. 
The football team was called to the platform and was roundly cheered.  Sam did
wish he was up there with them, but he couldn’t imagine himself in a football
uniform anymore without also seeing himself in high heels and a skirt, so he
gave up that dream and he spent that portion of the assembly staring at his
nails.


Dean of Students
Burgess spoke next.  She said a few words about school spirit and how proud she
was of the year the students were having.  Sam chuckled at this.  “You have no
idea what kind of year I’m having!” he thought.  As if to confirm it, he
looked around and saw several boys staring at his breasts longingly.  This made
him cover his breasts with his arms as best he could, though his breasts were
way too large for that to work.


Finally, the
prom committee chairs, Ginny Thompson and Rachel Valdez, took the stage.  Both
were pretty seniors with a penchant for A-line dresses and closed wedge-heeled
shoes.  Sam thought that they could have done so much more with their beauty if
only they made a few slight changes to their wardrobe.


“I want to
remind everyone that tonight is the prom,” said Rachel.


“So make sure
you all come,” added Ginny.


“Make sure you
vote too,” said Rachel.


“That’s right!  The
ballots for prom king and prom queen are sitting on a table by the door,” said
Ginny and she pointed to the table.  “Make sure you take one with you.  And
speaking of voting, let’s have the candidates come up to the stage so you can
all see them!”


Sam sighed.  He
did not want to be on that stage for all to see.  He was getting too much
publicity already, but he had been nominated with enough votes and the other
students had found him in the crowd and were urging him to the stage.  Sam was
just about to go, reluctantly, when it occurred to him that this could be where
Diane strikes.  They had been assuming it would be at the prom, but there was
no reason it couldn’t be right now!


He swallowed
hard.


Sam’s heart
began to race.


“What if this is
it?” he asked himself.  His mind became a jumble of thoughts and fears.  He
became super-nervous, almost to the point of incapacitation.  He did not want
to get on that stage.


Nevertheless, he
had no choice as everyone around him started pushing him down out of the
bleachers and up to the stage.  Several of them were cheering his name.  This
did not make him happy because he realized that the happier they were with this
“Samantha” person they thought he was, the angrier they would be when Sam
stepped out from behind her skirts.


There was nothing
he could do, however.


A moment later,
Sam found himself standing on the stage with four other young women and five
men.  Wilson stood with the men in his football uniform.  Sam wasn’t wearing
his uniform today despite the assembly because the cheerleader squad had
priority over the pom pom squad for assemblies.  Hence, Sam wore a short yellow
belted dress with a Peter Pan collar.  His stockings were tan and he wore white
high-heeled sandals.  His toenails were pink.


As Sam stood
trembling on the stage with his arms wrapped tightly around his chest, Ginny
introduced each of the young ladies and each of the men.  Sam knew most of
them.  Some he knew as Sam, others he knew as Samantha.  Wilson, he was still
dating because Diane wouldn’t let him stop.  The other boys had all hit on him.


Ginny finally
finished the introductions.


“Let’s give them
all a big round of applause,” said Rachel.


Everyone started
clapping.  As they did, Sam looked out at the audience.  He found Diane.  She
was smirking evilly at him.  Suddenly, something deep inside him started
speaking to him.  It told him that he couldn’t let Diane expose him.  He needed
to do something.  An instant later, he noticed that he was walking across the
platform toward the microphone.


“Where am I
going?” he wondered.


Everything
seemed a blur to him.  It was like he was in a dream.  He saw the students
cheering.  He saw the Dean of Students speaking with the coach.  He saw Ginny
and Rachel step away from the microphone.  They had said something which made
everyone cheer wildly, but he didn’t know what.


Sam stepped up
to the microphone.  He wrapped his fingers around it and closed them tightly
until his long, red nails dug into his palm.


“I have
something I need to say,” said Sam.


The microphone
cracked with static.


What was he
going to say?  He had no idea.  His conscious mind seemed to have shut down and
something else had taken over.  All of this seemed to be happening
involuntarily.


The crowd grew
very silent.  They were surprised as everyone recognized right away that this
was not part of the program.  At the same time, the Dean of Students rose to
her feet again.  She wasn’t sure what was happening, but she wanted to be
prepared to stop it if it wasn’t appropriate.


Sam opened his
mouth and continued.  “I have a secret I need to share with all of you,” said
Sam.


Tracy’s jaw
dropped.


“I’m not a
girl.  I’m a boy,” said Sam.  “My name is Sam.”


The room went
dead silent... dead silent.  Wilson’s jaw dropped now and his face
turned bright red.


“I didn’t want
to fool anyone.  I just didn’t know how to tell anyone before.  I never meant
to—”


Dean Burgess
grabbed the microphone and turned it off.  She then put her hand on Sam’s
shoulder and dragged him down the stairs.  The last thing Sam remembered was
how utterly silent the room had become, how hundreds of students stared at him
in disbelief, and how angry Diane looked.  He felt woozy and lost consciousness.
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Sam had exposed
himself to the entire school and he had no idea what to expect now.  All he
knew was that everyone appeared shocked as the Dean ushered him out of the
assembly.  He supposed that was a bad sign, and if he had his choice, he would
now vanish from the school never to return.  Unfortunately, it wasn’t his
choice.  The choice belonged to his stepmother and she wasn’t going to let him
run away.  She saw this as a problem of his own making.


“But I can’t go
back to school!” exclaimed Sam.  He still wore the pink Peter Pan dress and
white spike-heeled sandals he had worn when the school called his mother to
pick him up.  This fact already bothered his mother before she even found out
what had happened.


Indeed, Lynda
had been called to come get Sam because he passed out.  When she got to the Dean’s
office, she found Sam sitting in a chair looking groggy.  That troubled her. 
But then she realized what he was wearing.


“Why are you
wearing spike heels?!” she demanded.


Sam shrugged his
shoulders.


“How long have
you been changing into high heels after I send you to school?”  She saw his thin
stockings at that point and she realized she could see the outline of a thong
beneath his skirt too.  “What happened to your tights and your girdle?  Why are
you dressing like this?  It’s so... so slutty!”


Sam tried to
speak, but the Dean of Students came out of her office right then and started
speaking to Lynda.  She mentioned their deal that Sam would be allowed to
attend as a young woman.  Then she detailed the events at the assembly and she told
Lynda about Sam’s confession and how he passed out in response.


Lynda took him
home, where Sam confessed to his confession at the assembly and told his
stepmother that he wanted to withdraw from school.  He said that he wanted to
withdraw, focus on turning himself back into a male, and would then return once
he was a male again.  Lynda, however, refused.  She would not let him drop out
of school.  She wouldn’t even let him miss a few days.


“No, Sam.  You
need to finish school,” she said.


“But I can’t go
back!” exclaimed Sam.


“Yes, you can,”
replied Lynda.


“But they know
who I am now!  I’ll be humiliated.”


“That may be,
but it’s your own fault, Sam.  You didn’t need to feminize yourself, but you
did—”


“I didn’t do
it!” he exclaimed.


“Stop it, Sam! 
I’m tired of you trying to blame this on Diane.  We’ve been over this time and
again.  She had nothing to do with it, and even if she did, you didn’t need to
go along with it.  This is your fault, Sam.  You feminized yourself, just like
you chose to expose yourself.”


Sam wanted to
object.  As he saw it, he had no choice but to expose himself.  Yet, he knew he
could never make that argument in any way that Lynda would believe and it would
upset her if he tried.  So he remained silent.


“And now you have
to bear the consequences of both decisions,” continued Lynda.  “I’m not
rewarding you for your mistakes.  I’m not pulling you out of school just
because you chose to humiliate yourself.”


“Can’t I go back
to dressing like a male then?” asked Sam.


“No.”


“Why not?”


“For one thing,
my deal with Dean of Students Burgess was that you would attend as a young
woman the entire year.  She thought it would be a distraction to let you attend
as a male, and she still wants you to continue as a young woman.  For another,
you don’t look or act like a young man yet and, until that changes, you are
better off looking like a girl,” said Lynda.


Diane snickered
at this.  She stood in hallway listening quietly at what was going on in the
living room.  She was loving every humiliating word.  “Ha ha,” she said to
herself.


Sam stamped his
high-heeled foot against the floor.  “But I don’t want to dress like a girl
anymore!”


“It doesn’t
matter what you want, Sam.  You brought this on yourself, and now you need to
face it.”


Sam’s shoulders
slumped.


“This is how it
needs to be, Sam,” said Lynda in a more conciliatory tone.


“But I really
want to be a boy again,” said Sam sadly.


Lynda hugged her
stepson.  “I know, Sam.  I am sorry.  But we can’t do that right now.  Right
now, you need to continue acting like a young woman until we can undo all the
changes you made to your body.”


“Everyone is
going to make fun of me.”


“Maybe they’ll
surprise you,” suggested his stepmother.


“I doubt it.”


“Have faith in
people, Sam.”


Sam sighed.  “At
least I get out of that stupid prom.”


Lynda shook her
head.  “Oh no you don’t.  Nothing changes.  I’m not letting you withdraw from
the world.  You were planning to go to that prom, so you are still going
to that prom!”


Sam’s jaw
dropped.  The prom was tonight.  He didn’t have any idea how the other students
were going to react to his admission and now she was sending him to a dance!  Sam
thought he might throw up.


The prom started
in four hours.
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Sam stood before
his closet.  His stepmother stood behind him.  Sam had hoped to get out of
going to the prom by telling his stepmother that he didn’t have a dress to
wear.  He hoped she would accept this, that she would conclude that it was too
late to buy him a dress, and that she would let him stay home.  Lynda, however,
saw right through this.  She reasoned that if he had been planning to go to the
prom, which she knew he had been, then he already had the dress he planned to
wear along with all the necessary accessories.  Hence, she marched Sam to his
room and made him show her the dress he had bought.


“Show me what
you were planning to wear to the prom,” said Lynda.


Sam bit his
lip.  His plan had failed.  He sighed and pulled the shimmery silver dress from
the closet.  “This is it,” said Sam, “but I can’t wear it.”


“Why not?”


“It doesn’t
fit.”  What Sam really meant was that it was too revealing.  In fact, the dress
fit his curves perfectly.  One might even say it fit more than perfectly, as
Lynda was about to discover.  Indeed, when Diane had picked out this dress for
Sam, she wanted to make a statement, and that statement was how feminine Sam’s
body was.  That way, when people learned the truth, they would be doubly
shocked because they could see his body and see how feminine it was.  Hence,
she wanted the dress to show Sam’s breasts, to show his feminine curves, and to
make people sure he had no penis.  The result was that Sam would look amazing
in the dress.


“Slip into the
dress, Sam.  Let me see,” said his stepmother.


Sam blushed. 
“Do I have to?”


“Yes.”


Sam cringed.  Then
he took the dress, grabbed the thong and pushup bra he needed to wear beneath
it, and went to the bathroom to change; he wasn’t going to change in front of
his stepmother.


In the bathroom,
Sam stripped himself down to his stockings.  He could wear those.  Then he
slipped on the skin-toned thong and he shoved his breasts into the tiny push-up
bra.  He made sure they sat correctly.  They were huge, and the push-up bra
made them appear even larger.  And as he looked at them in the mirror, his
penis did its best to become erect.  Fortunately, or unfortunately as the case
may be, his penis wasn’t able to become too large or too hard anymore because
of the hormones Diane was giving him to make sure his breasts kept growing. 
That meant the thong could hold it in place with relative ease.


It was time to
slip into the dress.  Sam picked it up.


“Here goes
nothing,” said Sam.


Sam unzipped the
dress and stepped into it.  He pulled it up his body.  It dragged over his
curves like melted chocolate poured over his body.  When it came to his breast,
however, Sam struggled to get it wrapped around his massive breasts.  He
managed though, and once it was in place he zipped it up.  Sam then examined
himself in the mirror.


“Oh my,” he
said.


This dress was
perfect.  In it, he had a voluptuous hourglass shape.  His hips seemed to sway and
shimmer as he moved.  His tight waist was an invitation to be held.  His
breasts were... well, amazing, and the dress highlighted them exquisitely.  The
dress was low cut to show a tremendous amount of cleavage.  One could lose
themselves following the curve of his exposed breasts.  Moreover, they seemed
to be suspended by magic as the push-up bra was invisible beneath the dress and
only tiny straps ran up to his bare shoulders allowing the sides of his breasts
to be seen too.


At the bottom, the
hem of the dress bunched around his ankles because it was meant to be worn with
rather high heels and he was still barefoot.  The dress appeared tight around
his thighs and calves, which gave the appearance of Sam being wrapped as if in
bondage.  However, the dress also had a hidden slit which gave Sam just enough
movement to be able to get around.


All told, the
dress was beautiful.  But at the same time, it was horrifying.  If Sam had worn
this without having first exposed himself, it would have been bad enough.  The
dress was meant to draw attention like a black hole absorbs light.  This dress
was meant to make Sam the only thing anyone noticed or remembered, and that
would have given Sam far more attention than he was comfortable with.  But now
there was a whole new problem to consider.  Now everyone knew he was a boy. 
That made this dress infinitely more humiliating.  How?  Well, it would afford
every one of the other students a chance to examine every feminized inch of his
body, every curve, every delicate feature, and marvel that this was truly a boy. 
It made him a curiosity on display.


Sam sighed.  He
then returned to his bedroom.


“You look
amazing!” exclaimed Lynda when she saw Sam in the dress.


“I can’t wear
this,” he said to her.


“Oh nonsense,
you’re stunning!  We just need to fix your hair and makeup.  Oh, and you’ll
need these,” said his stepmother and she held up the silver sandals that went
with this dress.  These were shimmery as well and of the same bright silver
color as the dress.  They had only a pair of crisscrossing straps over his toes
and an ankle strap, and they had six-inch heels with a two-inch platform.  They
were incredibly sexy, but would be hard to wear.


Sam’s face
dropped.  “Please don’t make me go,” he said softly.


Lynda shook her
head.  “We’ve been over this.  Now come sit down and let me do your hair.”


Sam cringed.  Like
it or not... he was going to the prom.
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Sam was
terrified.  He was trembling as he made his way to the school’s gymnasium,
which had been converted into a dance hall for the night.  His knees felt weak
and he felt unstable in his heels... even more so than the sky-high six-inch heels
normally would have made him.


“You look very
girly, stepbrother dear,” said Diane with a chuckle, as she walked along next
to Sam.  Diane wore an amazing dress too as she did not want to be outdone by
her stepbrother.  Her dress was flaming red and hugged her body like a glove.


“Leave me alone,”
said Sam nervously.


“Oh Sam, it
won’t be that easy to escape me.”


“You lost your
power,” said Sam.


Diane
snickered.  “Did I really?”


“Yes, you lost
your power when I told everyone who I am.  You have nothing to threaten me with
anymore.”


“Is that so?”
asked Diane in a bemused tone.  “Then why are you still going to the prom when
I know you would rather be hiding in a cave somewhere?  Why are you wearing the
exact dress I picked out for you?  It doesn’t seem to me that I lost any power
at all.  In fact, it seems to me that I got everything I wanted.  You’re about
to walk into a room full of people who know that you’re a male.  They’re going to
ogle every feminine curve on your body and then they’re going to mock you. 
You’re going to be humiliated over and over and over tonight, and there’s not a
thing you can do about it.”


Sam said
nothing.  What Diane had said made him feel incredibly weak and he didn’t have
a response.  Besides, he needed to focus on keeping his feet moving and
balancing in his heels and the super-tight dress.


“And don’t think
my mother will save you,” continued Diane.  “You thought she would save you when
the summer ended and all it did was make it easier for me to do what I wanted
to do.  Your breasts are a whole cup size larger this year to prove it.”


They turned the
corner and came within twenty feet of the door.


Sam thought he
froze, but his feet kept moving apparently.


“I own you,
sissy boy.  You will never escape me,” said Diane.


Sam had stopped
listening.  They were so close to the dance now that Sam had begun to feel a
major sense of panic and that was all he could think about.  The shaking in his
legs was getting worse.  His legs were turning to jello.  His lips were
trembling.  He couldn’t speak if he wanted to, and he didn’t want to.  It took
all the courage he could muster not to turn around and run away.  He couldn’t though. 
His stepmother ordered him to go to the dance and there would be consequences
if he didn’t go.


They reached the
door.


Diane grabbed
the door handle and pulled the door open.  An evil smile appeared on her face. 
“After you, sissy boy,” she said in a sinister yet gleeful tone.


Sam shuddered. 
He did not want to walk through that door, but he had no choice.  Still, that
didn’t help him move his legs.  He was frozen.


“Move it, sissy
boy,” growled Diane.


Sam swallowed
hard.  He wasn’t sure how to force himself to move.  It didn’t seem possible to
him that he could make that happen.  It seemed like he would still be standing
here an hour from now.  But then suddenly, he found himself walking through the
door.  He was hit immediately by the vibration of the music and the sound of a
hundred other students talking and laughing.


Then the talking
stopped.  All eyes went to Sam.  Sam froze.  Then the talking started again.


“They’re all
talking about you, sissy boy,” said Diane gleefully.


Sam felt an inch
high.  He wanted to scream and flee.  Before he could, however, Tracy appeared
right in front of him.


“Hi Sam,” said
Tracy happily.  She then turned to Diane and coldly said, “Diane.”


“Tracy,” responded
Diane equally coldly and she walked off.


“How are you
doing?” asked Tracy and she rubbed Sam’s shoulder.


“I have no
idea,” said Sam with a nervous giggle.  He wasn’t fully in control of his
faculties at this point.


“Well, you look
amazing.”


Sam didn’t
reply.


“Let’s get
something to drink,” said Tracy.


Tracy then led
Sam over to the refreshments table and got him a drink.  She hoped that would
loosen him up.  As they went, they passed many of the people Sam knew.  Most of
them said “hello” or “great dress” or waved, but Sam barely noticed.  He was
terrified, waiting for someone to come up to him and mock him or worse.


“Everyone seems
to be taking your revelation well,” said Tracy.


Sam bit his
lip.  “Really?”


Tracy nodded her
head.  “Yeah, I think so.  I asked around and everyone’s been friendly.  No
one’s been nasty or anything.  Lots of people are smiling at you.  And I don’t
hear anybody whispering about you.”


Sam looked
around for the first time.  As he did, he started to realize that Tracy was
right.  Most of the people who looked at him seemed friendly enough.  No one
seemed to be angry or hostile.  Sam felt an enormous sense of relief begin to pass
over him.


A moment later,
a murmur began and raced through the crowd.  Ginny Thompson and Rachel Valdez,
the heads of the prom committee slowly walked up to the stage.  The music
stopped.  Ginny went to the microphone.


“Hello.  Could
everyone calm down please?” asked Ginny.


The room slowly
grew quiet.


“I know we
normally don’t do this until near the end of the prom, but given the
circumstances, we thought it made sense to do this now,” said Ginny.


Rachel nodded
her head.


Everyone looked
around.  No one was sure what she meant.


Ginny walked
over to a small table and picked up a stack of ballots.  “We’ve counted all the
ballots that came in and the votes are overwhelming.  So let me announce this
year’s prom king and prom queen.”


Another murmur
raced through the crowd and many of the students shot glances at Sam.  This
made him nervous.  Meanwhile, all the students slowly gathered around the
stage.  Sam and Tracy stayed toward the back, behind everyone.  Sam found
himself surprisingly curious who won the election.


Ginny held up
the ballot.  “Normally, we announce the prom king first, but I’m going to do
this backwards today.  The winner, by almost nine out of ten votes, and this
year’s prom queen is... Samantha Williams!”


There was an
instant of silence and then thunderous applause.


Sam’s jaw
dropped.


Diane’s jaw
dropped.  “No!” she exclaimed.


Tracy jumped up
and down for joy next to Sam.


“I don’t
understand,” said Sam.


“You won, Sam! 
You won!  They voted for you even after you told them who you really are! 
Isn’t that amazing?” exclaimed Tracy.


An intense smile
appeared on Sam’s lips.  He felt an amazing mix of emotions.  He felt relief
and happiness that he had been accepted.  He felt a sense of victory over
Diane.  He felt tremendous love for Tracy.  He felt so much more too, so much
he couldn’t even explain it.  It all overwhelmed him and tears began to stream
down his face.


A moment later,
Sam was being ushered to the stage as dozens of hands patted him on the back
and any number of girls hugged him.  He felt like none of this was real, like
it was a dream world.  He barely felt his feet touch the ground as dozens of
hands pushed him along to the stage and up next to Ginny.  Ginny smiled broadly
at him and slipped the tiara on his head.  Sam waved to everyone as the tears
continued running down his face.


“Thank you,” was
all Sam could say.


Toward the back
of the room, Diane had clenched her fists and was glaring at Sam, grinding her
teeth.  The few people who saw her actually felt they could see smoke coming
from her ears.


Ginny waited for
the applause to slow before she took the microphone again.  “Now we have
another surprise,” said Ginny.


The room grew
very silent and everyone looked around.


Sam suddenly
realized that Ginny was going to announce the prom king.  That meant, she was
about to give the name of a male Sam would need to have a spotlight dance
with.  This could be really awkward and very embarrassing.  Would this
still-unknown male dance with him?  Would he be rejected and humiliated?  Would
it be humiliating to be known to be a boy and to be made to dance with another
boy?  Sam’s knees began to shake.  This could get ugly.


Ginny held up
another stack of ballots.  “The vote is in for prom king and we have quite an
interesting surprise.  This year’s prom king, by a good margin, is Tracy
Murphy!”


Tracy’s jaw
dropped.


Diane ground her
teeth and stormed out of the dance hall.


Sam jumped up
and down for joy.  “How did they know about us?”


Tracy smiled. 
“I may have given a few speeches about you after you exposed yourself, and I
may have told people how much you mean to me.”


Sam smiled.


A moment later,
Sam and Tracy found themselves on the dance floor, surrounded by all the other
students in a large circle.  The room darkened and then a bright light hit
them.  The music began.  Tracy took Sam in her arms and they began to move. 
Sam felt a warm energy pass through him as Tracy swept him around the room.  He
looked deeply into her eyes... they kissed.  The room exploded in applause.


It was a magical
night.

















Chapter 12: “Just
Desserts... Just Beginning”


—o—


 


Tracy took Sam
home after the dance.  She walked him to the door, where they stopped.


“I had a great
night,” said Tracy.


“I did too,”
replied Sam.


“You dance
divinely.  I felt so warm and comfortable holding you in my arms.”


Sam smiled
demurely.  “Thank you.”


“I love your
dress too,” said Tracy and she ran her hands up his body until she touched the
sides of his breasts.  This sent a shudder down Sam’s spine and his penis grew
erect inside his thong.  He blushed.


“Thank you,” he
said softly.


Tracy took Sam’s
hands.  She leaned forward and planted her lips on his.  They kissed.  As they
kissed, Tracy pulled him close to her and pressed her lips harder against his. 
She slipped her tongue into his mouth and found his tongue.  Sam closed his
eyes and let her strong warm arms embrace him.


“I love you, Samantha,”
said Tracy tenderly.


“I love you
too,” replied Sam.


They both giggled. 
Then they kissed again.


“Well, I should
let you go inside.  I’ll call you tomorrow,” said Tracy.


Just then, the
door opened.  Sam’s stepmother stood on the other side.


“I thought I
heard you, Sam,” said Lynda.  There was something about her tone that struck
Sam as rather different.  He wasn’t entirely sure what it was yet, but it was
there and it was obvious.  Unfortunately, he didn’t know if this was a good
thing or a bad thing yet.  “Come inside, Sam.”


“Yes, ma’am,”
said Sam.


Lynda turned to
Tracy.  “I hear you’ve been helping Sam?  I also hear you two have been dating?”


Tracy puffed up
her chest defiantly.  “Yes, I have,” she said with conviction.


“Then you should
come inside too, Tracy.”


Tracy raised an
eyebrow.


A moment later,
Sam, Tracy and Sam’s stepmother entered the living room.  Diane was already
there.  She had left the prom and come home early, but she was still dressed in
her bright red prom dress.  It was made of satin and had a broad skirt that
stopped around her thighs.  On her feet were still the red satin pumps she had
worn.  She looked distinctly unhappy.


Sam saw her and
instantly became defensive.  He was prepared to defend himself against whatever
she accused him of doing.  At the same time, he reached out and took Tracy’s
hand.  He was happy that she was here to help him.


Lynda moved into
the middle of the room and stopped.  She wore tan slacks, brown high-heeled
clogs, and a white sweater.  She folded her arms tightly across her chest and
she sighed.


Everyone waited
nervously to see what she would say next.


“While the three
of you were at the prom, I had an interesting visitor,” said Lynda.


Sam furrowed his
brow trying to figure out who this could be.


“This person,
who is known to all three of you, told me quite a tale.  He told me how Diane
tried to get you elected prom queen and why she tried that.  Then he told me
more,” said Lynda.


As Lynda spoke,
Diane looked at the ground but didn’t speak.  Her diary book sat open on the
couch where Lynda left it when she finished reading it.


Lynda
continued.  “He told me how Diane had tricked you, Sam, into upsetting me at
the beginning of last summer.  He told me how Diane tricked you... tricked
me into putting you into women’s clothes.  How she took advantage of that
to control you, to feminize you, to make me think that you were doing it
yourself.”  Her face burned red with anger.  “I’m so, so sorry, Sam.”


Sam felt
shocked.  What was happening here?


“I know
everything now, Sam,” said Lynda.


“You do?”


“Yes.  And I’m
going to do whatever I can to help you fix this.  In fact, why don’t we sit
down tomorrow and talk about what you’d like to do.  If you want to go back to
being a boy right now, we can do that.  It won’t be easy, but we’ll do the best
we can,” promised his stepmother.


Sam looked down
at his gorgeous shape and his amazing dress.  He saw his painted toenails
sticking out just beneath the dress.  He felt surprisingly excited at these
sights.  Then he looked at Tracy.  She looked happy for him, but he could see
deep within her eyes that she was sad about the prospect of losing Samantha. 
In that moment, he doubted that he wanted to return to being plane old Sam.


“I’m not sure I
want to do that,” said Sam softly.


“Think about it
and we’ll talk,” said Lynda.


Sam nodded his
head.  He was glad for the time.


His stepmother then
turned to Diane, who hadn’t budged from the chair.  “As for you, young lady, I
can’t conceive of how this would end without you being punished.  And in that
regard, I think we need to do something rather severe to bring justice to Sam
for what you’ve done to him.”


Diane winced. 
She looked up.  “What are you going to do?” asked Diane.  She sounded scared.


Lynda folded her
arms tightly and balanced her right foot on the heel of her shoe.  “Sometimes,
the crime suggests the punishment.  You’re going to be held back in school.  In
fact, you’re going to be made a freshman all over again, while Sam will return
to school as a senior starting next year.”


Diane’s jaw
dropped.  “You can’t!” she gasped.


“Oh, I can young
lady.  In fact, I can do a lot more than that too.  I’ll be returning Sam’s car
to him.  You’ll be turning in your license.  You’re going to dress in the same
clothes you made Sam wear this year.  You will wear his hand-me-downs.  And the
school paper is going to run a story letting everyone know that you are being
held back,” said Lynda.


Diane shuddered
and began trembling.  She couldn’t imagine anything worse.  She would become a
laughingstock!  “You can’t do this to me, mom!”


Lynda glared at
her daughter.  “Oh yes, I can.”


Diane fell out
of the chair and landed at her mother’s feet.  She wrapped herself around her
mother’s ankles.  “Please don’t!” she whined and she hugged her mother’s legs
tightly.


“You showed Sam
no mercy, so you deserve none now,” said Lynda coldly.


Sam saw the
shame in his stepsister’s eyes and he knew his stepmother meant business this
time.  His tormentor had been vanquished.  He smiled.  For the first time in a
year, he was free.


 


—o—


 


The new school
year was only a week old.  Sam and Tracy were enjoying the popularity that came
with being school heroes of sorts.  They were also thrilled to be seniors. 
Interestingly, Sam remained a fashion icon around school as his own style, as
compared to what Diane made him wear, proved to be even more stylish.  The
school paper had even taken to having Sam do a weekly fashion column giving
tips to all the other girls in school... and maybe a boy or two.


Sam and Tracy
were very much in love.  Sam had decided to remain a woman and Tracy supported
this.  They had even begun to talk about marrying one day, when they were
ready.


Lynda had come
to like Tracy a great deal and was quite excited by the idea of adding her to
the family.  She was doing her best these days to support Sam as much as she
could.


Diane... well,
Diane was not having the best time.


Diane walked
through the hallway hugging her books tightly.  Her now-plain-brown hair was
tied tightly in two long pigtails; Diane’s cascading blonde curls had been a
point of pride for her, but now her mother had her hair dyed an average brown
and made her keep them in girlish pigtails.  She wore a plaid romper, white
knee socks and flat black Mary Janes.  She hadn’t worn heels since the night
her mother had spoken with Thomas.  In fact, her mother had donated all of her
most glamorous clothes and all of her heels to charity and had taken
away the rest until she felt Diane had earned the right to dress older again. 
In place of those clothes, Diane received Sam’s hand-me-downs.  These were the
clothes Sam thought were too young for him to wear.  Lynda now agreed that they
had been too young, but that made them a fitting punishment for Diane.  And a
punishment they were.  While Sam was tottering around the school in his sexy
high heels and stylish dresses being a fashion icon, Diane was sneaking around
the school trying not to get noticed in her humiliatingly childish clothes.


She hated the
way these clothes hung on her without shape.


She hated the
thick, uncomfortable underwear she was made to wear.


She hated being
so short and having her legs look so thick and without curves because of the
flat shoes.


She hated
feeling so un-sexy.


She hated the
mocking looks her clothes drew from everyone.


But it wasn’t
just the clothes that drew the mocking looks.  True to his word, Thomas ran an
expose on what had happened to Sam... well, he ran a cleaned up one that was a
little vague on details, but left the clear impression that Diane had forced
Sam into turning himself into a girl.  The article explained that Sam was happy
and Sam actually was quoted as forgiving his stepsister in it, but it left
little doubt as to the type of person Diane was.  It also explained that she
would be required to repeat her freshman year due to some failure which the
article never detailed.  All of this made Diane a target for mocking and
derision, and she found it impossible to find boyfriends or even friends.


Indeed, all of
her prior friends abandoned her, none of the upper-class students would talk to
her, and none of the cooler freshmen would be seen with her.  This was one of
the greatest humiliations Diane faced and it arose constantly, as she
discovered on the very first day back to school.


Diane walked up
to her “good friend” Karryn.  Karryn wore a gorgeous sheath dress and spike
heels.  She brushed back her long, curly blonde hair as Diane approached.  She
was several inches taller than Diane now in her heels and looked down at her. 
Diane felt intimidated looking up to her.  In the past, Diane was her friend
and, for lack of a better word, her leader in the clique in which they traveled.


Now that had
changed.


“Hi Karryn,”
said Diane.  She was clearly nervous how Karryn would act.  After all, Karryn hadn’t
responded to a single text Diane had sent her, nor had any of her other
friends, and that suggested some level of hostility.


Karryn looked
down at the now-shorter Diane.  “What do you want little girl?”


“Just saying
‘hi.’  Want to see how things are going,” said Diane cautiously.


“Well, I don’t
speak with freshmen,” said Karryn and she turned her back on Diane and
rolled her eyes so her other friends could see her do it.  These other girls
also had been part of Diane’s “girl posse,” but now they laughed at how Karryn
dismissed her.  “Can you imagine the nerve of a poorly-dressed little freshman
trying to talk to me?!” added Karryn.


The other girls
burst out laughing.


Diane felt like
she’d been stabbed right in her ego.  She scurried away humiliated, a feeling
she would experience over and over and over and over.


Just then Sam
and Tracy walked past Diane down the hallway.  As Diane watched, the other
students patted both on the back or addressed them affectionately.  Several of
the girls whistled at what Sam wore and asked him where he got his clothes. 
Sam’s popularity was evident.


Diane’s face
burned red with anger... and humiliation.  “That should be me!” she exclaimed
and she stormed off.  No one noticed her tantrum.  She was miserable.


Sam and Tracy,
on the other hand, were truly happy.


 


The End

















Thanks for reading my book!


I hope you enjoyed it!


 


Please leave a review at Amazon.


Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!
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Her
High-Heeled Solution:  John’s wife
Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help
of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will
never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This
simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit
each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in
the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a
grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.



















Emasculating
My Husband:  When I married Mike, I
thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident
and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I
soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the
submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I
could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change
everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little
housewife in the four-inch heels!



















Blackmailed
Sissy Maid:  Powerful men like
Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run
for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He
assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the
net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this
mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.



















Grounded
in Heels:  When Sam’s stepmother
discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she
unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister
Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way
to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?



















Feminized
Cuckold:  When powerbroker Paul
Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little
by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into
submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into
their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape
his fate?



















More
Than He Bargained For:  Jeff wanted
to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he
took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was
doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by
giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the
office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as
a bonus.)



















Feminized
By Hypnosis:  Jess and his stepmother
never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along
great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be
noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his
father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids...
or worse?



















Humiliation
At The Office:  For too long,
corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex
objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes
him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little
by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and
everyone at the office is noticing.



















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
Fiancé:  When Victoria Martin built
‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she
expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled
footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning
to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria
sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into
a woman.


 


This
is the first of two books.



















Serving
His Fiancée:  This is Part Two of Feminized
Fiancé.


 


Rick
is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must
win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s
sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to
masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he
really is.  But does she already know?


 


This
book concludes the series.



















Two
Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul
appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s
more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized,
submissive plaything... and he loves it.



















Satin
Falls (Part One):  Satin Falls
is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability
to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the
water supply.


 


Guiding
the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the
masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against malekind
by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately,
the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to
marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may
not want to stop her.


 


Part
One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave
new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink
into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured
fingertips of one young woman.



















Satin
Falls (Part Two):  With all the men
of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability
to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over. 
Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of
authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of
them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


 


Meanwhile,
the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s
sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely
tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own
lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.


 


This
book concludes the series.



















The
Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):  The long awaited sequel to The Writer’s Secret!


 


As
Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated
when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly
sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a
penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands
that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and
Stephanie get out of these messes?
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