
        
            
                
            
        

    


 

Cassie and Cassandra: The Complete Domme and Her Mom 
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Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part One

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

 

David Marin looked at the move as risky. He wasn’t exactly popular back in Minnesota so it wasn’t like he had all that much to lose. Still, he saw moving across the country and uprooting the family in the hopes that she could find a better job as one of his mother’s dumber ideas. Money was tight, but it was just the two of them and he’d be done with high school after this year.  He’d be able to work full time and they’d have plenty of money. California seemed like such a crazy idea. 

David soon learned just how right he was. There was a difference between cool in Minnesota and cool in California. He soon decided that even the most popular kids in his old school would have had trouble fitting in on the west coast. For a total dud like him it was going to be truly impossible. 

It’s not like people beat him up or bullied him. He actually might have preferred that. What they did was completely ignore him. He’d hear about parties and other things the kids did, but they’d never notice him much less invite him. 

Nothing made him feel more like a loser than one particular Saturday night in October. He was home alone in his bedroom as usual. His mother was entertaining some of her new friends. It was such a blow to David’s self-esteem that his mother had a much more active social life than he did, and she was nearly forty. 

David begged his mom not to have them over. He didn’t want them seeing him looking like a total loser. What would happen if any of these women were the moms of his classmates? His mom refused and explained that she needed a life too. She made him feel even worse and by him that nobody would even notice him. 

The fateful evening came, and his mom told David to help out by cleaning up the place and getting it ready for company. He had

just finished dusting when the first woman arrived. David scurried away to hide in his bedroom, hoping to play video games until they left. Unfortunately, he would have no such luck. 

At around 9:30, his mother called up to his bedroom telling him to come down. As he trudged down the stairs, he knew that he would not only have to come down and talk to his mom’s guests, but also be the center of their most unwanted adult attention. 

“This is my son David,” his mom beamed as she saw him enter the living room. There were a half dozen other women there drinking wine and eating  hors d'oeuvres. Of course David didn’t recognize any of them. The women all greeted him amicably as his mom told him all their names. This was information that David knew he would not remember minutes after hearing it. 

“Hi David,” said a very attractive woman who couldn’t have been more than thirty-five years old, maybe as young as 29 he thought. She had long honey blonde hair and the stunning figure of a movie star or model. There was just something about her beyond her obvious beauty that instantly drew everybody’s attention to her. 

“I’m Cassandra King,” she smiled, “my daughter Cassie goes to your school.” 

“How does she like it?” replied David feeling lame as soon as the words left his mouth. Cassie King? Of course he knew who she was. If he was at the bottom of the social ladder, Cassie was at the top. She had the same silky blonde hair and stunning figure of as mother and she seemed to be involved in everything at school from cheerleading to volleyball to student council. On top of that, she had good grades and was beloved by everybody. 

“She loves it,” said Ms. King curiously. “I thought you might know who she was.” 

“I’m sorry, but it’s a big school and I’m still learning my way around it,” he lied. 

“I told Cassandra that you were still feeling a bit overwhelmed and she kindly offered to have Cassie take you under her wing and introduce you to some people,” explained David’s mom. 

“I-I don’t know,” hesitated David, daydreaming about spending time with such a gorgeous, popular girl, but mainly unsure of what he would even have to talk about with Cassie and her clique of high school luminaries. 

“Oh nonsense,” said one of the other women. David thought her name was Rebecca, but he couldn’t be sure. “Cassie is the most popular girl at that school. If anybody can help you fit in, it’s her. You should be jumping up and down for joy.” 

David’s mom shook her head. It was almost imperceptible, but David noticed. “David, I don’t want you sitting up in your room all alone playing video games and who knows what else every night, and I know you really don’t want to either.” 

“I promise you Cassie won’t bite,” said Ms. King. “I’ll tell you what, I’ll have her come over tomorrow and you can see how well you two hit it off. If things work out, she’ll take you under her wing. If not, you’re only out an afternoon and can do what you usually do on a Saturday night.” 

“That’d be great,” said David’s mom, eagerly answering for him. 

“You and I can do a spa day together while they get to know each other,” suggested Ms. King to David’s mother. 

“Oh that would be great,” replied David’s mom. “I haven’t had a pedicure in so long.” 

“Then it’s settled,” said Ms. King. “She’ll be over about one in the afternoon.” 

“Thank you,” said David still looking at the floor. “I am going to get back to what I was doing.” 

“Good luck with video games, David,” said Rebecca with a sly smirk. 




***

 

It was 12:55 early Saturday afternoon and David fidgeted in his living room. Even though he’d tried to brush off this arranged “play date” as an unimportant nuisance, he wore his best green polo shirt

and khaki pants. He sat on the couch in the living room furtively looking out the window without admitting that he was actually eagerly waiting for Cassie to arrive. 

“I know you’re nervous, David,” said his mom, “but don’t worry so. Cassie is exactly what you need. She’ll help your popularity a lot and when people know you, they’ll like you. You don’t have to be best friends with her, but let her help you out.” 

“Sure mom,” said David, trying not to get his hopes up despite his mother’s enthusiasm and his growing expectations. 

“I’m serious, David. I worry about you.” 

“I know mom. I’ll make an effort. I promise.” 

“That’s all I ask, you know,” she said hugging him. Only a brief moment later, they heard the doorbell ring and David’s mom motioned for him to answer the door. 

“Hi,” said Cassie with a sweet beguiling smile. Even though David already knew exactly what she looked like, seeing her on his own doorstep overwhelmed him and froze him in place. He could feel his mouth drooping open, but he couldn’t stop himself from gawking in place like a drooling statue. 

When he finally snapped out of his trance and closed his gaping mouth, he looked at her again. There she stood, wearing tight denim short shorts, a long black camisole top, and wedge heels that perfectly complemented her ensemble. Any greeting he could think of seemed entirely inadequate. 

“Come in,” said David’s mom rescuing him. “It’s nice to meet you, Cassie and it’s so good to see you again, Cassandra. It’s really nice of you both to do this for David.” 

“Hi Cassie,” said David finally. 

“I’m sure you two will get along famously,” said Ms. King. “Now, I believe Maggie and I have a spa date.” 

“Have fun mom,” said Cassie. “We’re just going to chill. This isn’t a play date.” 

David forced out some laughter before bidding his mom goodbye. He closed and locked the door behind her, watching his

mom walking down the front walk smiling and laughing with Cassandra. 

“Are you locking me in here with you, creep?” asked Cassie. 

“Huh? No, it’s just that I…Sorry, I always lock the door,” 

stumbled David. 

“Don’t worry; I’m just busting your balls. You do have a pair, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, of course,” replied David defensively. 

“So, I did a little research on you.” 

“On me, really?” asked David. 

“Yeah, I like to know what I am dealing with.” 

“What did you find out?” 

“Not a damn thing. Nobody I know, and I know everybody, has the slightest clue who you are.” 

“Well, I’ve only been at school a few months,” replied David. 

“I don’t know that four years would change anything. You’re kind of invisible.” 

“Is it that bad?” asked David anxiously. 

“For me it isn’t,” replied Cassie. “Where are the bedrooms?” 

“My mom’s bedroom is down here, but mine is upstairs if you want to see it.” 

“Why would I want to see it?” 

“I don’t know. It’s kind of a sweet set up,” said David. “I have the whole floor to myself, really.” 

Cassie turned and walked across the living room peeking around the corner. When she saw the open door of David’s mom’s bedroom, she walked right in with David close behind. “Nice,” she said. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” 

“Just taking a tour,” said Cassie. “Calm down.” 

“My mom doesn’t like me in here,” confessed David. 

“She must know you’re a pervert,” teased Cassie. 

“I’m not a pervert,” protested David. 

Cassie ignored him and began rifling through the drawers in David’s mom’s dresser. She found a bottle of perfume and sprayed herself with it inhaling its floral bouquet. Next she sprayed David with the bottle giggling as she took an exaggerated sniff in his direction. 

When he didn’t complain very much, she smiled devilishly. She knew she had him. She continued rummaging around until she found the underwear drawer. 

“Do you like magic?” asked Cassie. 

“Yeah, sure.” 

“Great, I just need to borrow a pair of your mom’s pantyhose.” 

“I don’t know,” said David. “She wouldn’t want me going through her things.” 

“You’re not,” replied Cassie. “I am. Now turn around and we’ll do a magic trick.” 

“I don’t know,” David repeated, but he cautiously turned around. 

“Don’t be such a chicken shit,” she admonished him. She grabbed his arms and began feeding them into a single leg of the pantyhose pulling them way up over his shoulders. 

“Now what are you doing?” he asked, his voice a high-pitched squeak. 

“You’re going to do your Houdini impression,” she said taking the other leg of the pantyhose and wrapping it twice around his torso pinning his arms tightly to his side. 

“Houdini?” he asked. “Like the escape artist?” 

“No, Whodini the oldies Hip Hop group. Yeah, the escape artist, duh! So now, let’s see you get loose,” she said pushing him over face first onto his mom’s bed. 

David flopped around like a fish out of water, but the pantyhose made for a very effective if surprisingly simple bondage. There was nothing to untie so there were no knots to reach. The big problem was that his arms were trapped tightly behind his back in one of the pantyhose legs, effectively trapping him. In frustration he finally declared, “I can’t get out of this.” 

“I’m really happy to hear that Davy,” she said grabbing an old fashioned hair brush off of his mom’s vanity. 

“You need to let me go,” demanded David. 

“I don’t need to do anything. I know you think I’m here to make you popular, but let’s be honest. That’s something nobody could ever do with you. I’m no miracle worker,” said Cassie. “I’m here because I want a pet and I’m here today to break you.” 

“Br-break me?” asked David redoubling his futile escape attempts. 

“Yeah, this part is going to hurt, but it’s necessary. You’re really not going to like me for awhile, but eventually you’re going to worship me and serve me. Don’t worry, though. As my little pet, nobody in the school is going to dare cause you any problems,” explained Cassie. 

“I don’t want to be your pet. Let me go!” bellowed David in his deepest most powerful voice. 

“I don’t think so,” said Cassie pulling David over her lap and locking him in place with her leg. David momentarily stopped his struggling. He wished he was wearing shorts so that he could feel Cassie’s bare leg on his. At the thought, he began to get excited. His erotic daydreams were interrupted by the satinwood of his mom’s vintage hairbrush connecting with his soft pink buttocks. He involuntarily yelped at the stinging blow. 

“You’re going to be crying very soon, David,” said Cassie. “That was just to soften up your butt cheeks. I’ll be spanking you much harder than that.” 

“But why? I haven’t done anything to you.” 

“I know, but I need to break you or you’re going to keep disobeying me.” 

“No, I won’t. I’ll do whatever you say,” pleaded David. 

“You say that like a true sissy, but if I don’t do this right, there’s no reason to do it at all,” explained Cassie. She reached back and gave him three sharp blows to his ass cheeks, each one more powerful than the one before it. Tears were now rolling down his face.” 

“David, I’m going to keep doing this until you count off twenty of them for me. After each blow I want you to count the spankings out loud and say,  Thank you Mistress Cassie for training and disciplining me.  I know you don’t want to, but until you count to twenty of them, this isn’t going to end.” 

Only two more spankings later, David began to try to count them off. “That’s six. Thank you Mistress Cassie for disciplining me.” 

“No, the phrase is ‘training and disciplining me.’ Secondly, you don’t get to start at six. Try again. This is number one,” she said before hitting him even harder than she had before. His whole body seemed to shudder and Cassie could see his tears hitting the floor. 

“That’s one. Thank you Mistress Cassie for training and disciplining me.” 

“Much better,” said Cassie. “You’re getting the hang of it.” 

Blow upon blow rained down upon David’s tender backside. 

The pain became utterly unbearable, but sometime around blow number twelve, he almost became numb to it. His tears were from humiliation at least as much as from pain. His head was spinning and he felt dizzy. His mouth was getting dry, but his main focus was on making sure that he never gave Cassie reason to spank him again. 

“That’s twenty. Thank you Mistress Cassie for training and disciplining me,” he repeated one last time. 

What Cassie did next surprised him. She put down the hairbrush and reached over to cuddle him. She gently stroked his arm and let him cry just like a mother would with her small child. Her soft hands began to knead and massage his tender cheeks. David blushed from the attention, but it was too soothing for him to raise any objections. 

“It’s okay little sissy,” cooed Cassie. “When you learn your place, I won’t have to do this nearly as much.” 

“Yes Cassie,” replied David between sniffles. 

“Lay on your stomach until your butt cools down,” instructed Cassie. “You can tell me about your mother.” 

“My mother?” asked David, more than a little disoriented by this complete change in topic by Cassie. 

“Yeah, what’s she like. I understand your dad left her. Does she date? How does she spend her time?” 

“Well, my dad left us shortly after I was born. I never really knew him so she raised me on her own.” 

“She’s a strong woman. Go on.” Cassie had gotten up dumping him on the bed, and was going through David’s mom’s drawers and closets. 

“She dates a bit or at least she did before we got out here. 

She’s been a bit busy since we moved in. Mostly she watches television, but she likes gardening and listening to music,” said David. “I mean she’s a mom. She works out, but she’s not one of those gym addicts or anything.” 

“You don’t work out, do you?” asked Cassie. 

“No, I’ve never had much luck putting on muscle and I’m certainly not fat so I’ve never really seen the point.” 

“You’re about the same size as your mother, aren’t you?” 

“Yeah, it’s kind of embarrassing,” admitted David. “We’re almost exactly the same size. When money was tight for the move, I even wore her gym shoes for a month.” 

“Did you ever wear her heels?” 

“No, of course not,” replied David defensively. Cassie wondered if it was just a bit too defensively. 

“Her first name is Maggie, right?” asked Cassie. 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“Your mother has some nice things,” said Cassie returning from the closet with a black leather belt belonging to David’s mom. She gathered his ankles together and used the belt to strap them together. David was taken by surprise, but he tried to suppress his alarm. 

“What are you doing?” asked David. 

“Don’t question me,” snapped Cassie slapping David’s still tender butt cheeks with her right hand. “I have a few things to do for the next fifteen or twenty minutes. I will be really upset if I come back and find that you’re not on the bed. Do you understand?” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie.” 

“You might not seem too bright, but you are a definitely a quick learner. That’s a big point in your favor. Now show me you can behave.” 

Cassie pulled out her phone and began texting even as she was walking out of the room. David wondered just what she was doing, but he had no way of knowing. Cassie had strapped his ankles tightly together, and his legs were as useless to him as his arms were right now. He asked himself, “Why did she go through my mom’s stuff? Why did she ask me all those questions about my mom?” 

Even if she hadn’t ordered him to stay on the bed, he was helpless to leave with his hands and feet bound. He could possibly flop unto the ground and then propel himself like a worm.  He knew that he probably wouldn’t even be out of the room before she got back and then there’d be Hell to pay. Maybe he was a quick learner like she’d said? 

David’s mind was in turmoil. Why had he let this strange girl tie him up, spank him, and demand he call her mistress? Why had he gone along with everything so docilely? He knew he should be fuming, but he didn’t hate her. He still didn’t really know how her felt about his beautiful tormentress when she finally returned. 

“Okay, everything is set,” she said. 

“What’s set?” 

“What did I tell you about questioning me?” she asked, again smacking his still tender ass cheeks. 

“I’m sorry Mistress Cassie. It won’t happen again.” 

“See that it doesn’t and we’ll get along much better. Now, I’m going to take off this belt, but you are such a little wimp that I am very sure I could kick your ass if you tried anything. I’m not trying to be mean, but you’re pretty scrawny.” 

Cassie took a scissors from David’s mom’s dresser and—

ignoring his alarm—cut his shirt off of his body. “Since you didn’t question me, I’ll answer the question I assume you’re thinking. I didn’t want to untie you just yet and the shirt needed to go. I’m sorry about that, but it was kind of a lame ugly polo shirt anyway.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David as Cassie lifted him up to his feet. He felt helpless as she stopped him and pulled down his pants and underwear, rendering him completely naked. 

“Relax, if I was going to do something kinky, I would have done it while you were still on the bed. We’re just going to the bathroom,” 

explained Cassie. 

David quietly complied, hopping along behind her as she led him into his mother’s bathroom. She carefully eased him down into the bathtub where a warm bubble bath was waiting for him. He wasn’t thrilled about the unmistakably feminine scent, which he could smell on his mother long after she took one of these scented baths. 

As the warm water touched his ass, it was quite soothing. It was weird to be in the bathtub with his arms tied behind him, but he tried to get as comfortable as he could. Cassie simply let him soak for ten minutes and enjoy the soothing sensation on his tender backside. As Cassie got up and approached him with one of his mom’s razors and a can of her shaving cream, David again got very nervous, but he dared not question her. 

“Lift up your right leg,” she ordered. 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” said David miserably, forcing each syllable out of his resistant lips. 

“Just relax,” said Cassie. “I have a lot of shaving to do.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David. “I know that I’m not supposed to question you, but I’d just like to know what you’re doing if I could.” 

“Since you asked nicely, I’ll tell you. Do you know what a sissy is?” 

“It’s a guy who acts like a girl,” replied David. 

“That’s a good definition,” said Cassie. “Now, do you know what a sissy slave is?” 

“I guess a guy who acts like a girl and has to obey somebody else.” 

“That’s pretty close, I guess. You are my sissy slave and sissy slaves don’t have body hair so it needs to go.” 

“But, my mom will notice.” 

“Calm down so I don’t cut you,” snapped Cassie. “I’m going to try and help you to hide things from your mom, but I can’t promise she won’t figure it out. You’re still going to be my sissy slave regardless.” 

“Yes, Mistress Cassie,” said David. 

Cassie finished shaving David’s legs and the sparse few hairs on his chest. He was docile even as she removed what little body hair he had accumulated in his short lifetime. She looked down on his penis and noted it was just about average sized—not that she had any interest in it. At least he wouldn’t have a big telltale bulge in his panties. 

“You’ve been very good, sissy. I’m going to have to untie your arms if I’m going to shave your pits, but if you aren’t a perfectly compliant little miss, I’m going to hurt you bad.” 

“Yes, Mistress Cassie. I’ll be good,” said David. 

“You’ll be a good what?” 

“I’ll be a good girl.” 

“Excellent,” said Cassie. She reached behind David and attempted to untie him, but the knots had shrunk in the bubble bath. 

She took the razor and used it to cut through one of the pantyhose legs that was tightly pinning his arms to his sides. It occurred to David that his mom was going to wonder where her pantyhose went. 

Cassie pulled the pantyhose off of David’s shoulders and pulled them down his arms. “Now lift up your left arm.” 

Cassie quickly and efficiently shaved David’s underarms. He had almost no hair on his arms so there was no need to shave there. 

She had him step out of the bubble bath and rubbed his mom’s lotion

on his now smooth skin before handing him a soft pink towel and telling him to pat himself dry. 

“This is so weird,” he commented. 

“Let’s go find you something appropriate to wear,” said Cassie. 

“Our guests will be here soon.” 

Cassie had David sit on the bed. His behind felt a lot better after the bubble bath, but he still had to sit gingerly. “Did you want to go up to my bedroom and see what clothes I have?” 

“Really?” asked Cassie. “You haven’t picked up on the theme yet? You’re my sissy, remember? I’m sure your mom has clothes much more appropriate for our purposes.” 

“But I can’t wear my mom’s clothes,” complained David. 

Cassie ignored David’s protests and went over to his mother’s underwear drawer looking for just the right things. “I know you’d rather have your own clothes. That will come in time, but in the meantime you and your mother are the same size. We already established that,” said Cassie tossing David a black lace bra and panty set. “Here, put these on.” 

“Please don’t make me, Cassie,” pleaded David. 

“First of all, that’s Mistress Cassie, sissy. Secondly, I am being very lenient because this is your first day, but refusing me like that should get you a very severe punishment so think very carefully about what you are going to say to me next.” 

“I’m sorry Mistress Cassie. I’d rather not do this, but if you insist, I will.” 

“I said you were a fast learner. Now put on that bra and panties like a good girl.” 

David stepped into the panties relieved to be covering up his nakedness even if it did mean the further humiliation of wearing panties. The bra was another matter. David fumbled around with it for a few minutes before Cassie sighed and put it on him herself. 

“Thank you, Mistress Cassie.” 

“You’re welcome, sissy. You are going to have to learn to do this for yourself very soon.” 

Cassie began stuffing panties into the cups of David’s bra. 

They weren’t especially large, but she gave him a set of B cup breasts like his mother had. David gasped when he saw his own reflection in the mirror. 

“I don’t like a lot of your mom’s dresses, but she has this old vintage black slip, I like quite a lot. You can put this on and these thigh highs,” instructed David. 

She watched as David lowered the silky black slip over his shoulders, but thought better of having him put on the stockings himself and instead helped to guide them up his legs. She sprayed him with more perfume, before finding a pair of his mother’s heels that didn’t look like he’d kill himself in as he learned to walk in them. 

The pair she chose was a rather sensible black pair of sandals. They had maybe a three-inch heel and the heel was a bit chunky, but even that height would be quite a challenge for a novice like David. 

“I’m sorry Mistress Cassie, but I have no clue how to walk in shoes like these,” said David as Cassie began putting the shoes on his feet. 

“Of course you don’t, sissy,” replied Cassie looking up from strapping his shoes on. “You just need some practice. You’ve never done this before, but this will definitely not be your last time. Now, let’s practice.” 

Cassie helped David to his feet and just had him stand in the awkward shoes. “Shouldn’t I be walking, Mistress Cassie?” 

“No, stand here and get used to the feeling,” said Cassie crossly at being questioned yet again. She moved his shoulders to get him to stick his chest out. “Your posture is really key here.” 

“These are impossible to walk in,” complained David. 

“Women do it everyday successfully. You will too,” said Cassie. 

“Now, pull in your abdominals and keep your head up. Focus on just that.” 

David tried to follow her instructions, but this was all so strange and new. “Okay, my head is up and I’m sucking in my gut.” 

“Good,” said Cassie. “Now, when you walk you’re going to walk heel to toe. If you put your toe down first, you’ll fall flat on your ass. 

Let’s see you give it a try. Remember to take it slow.” 

David tentatively took a step forward and then another. He was definitely not graceful, but he was still standing and he regarded that as a moral victory. “I think I’m getting the hang of it,” declared David. 

“You’re not horrible, but you’ve got a long way to go,” 

announced Cassie. “Keep walking around the house. It’s the only way you’ll improve.” 

For the next ten minutes or so David followed Cassie’s instructions and walked around. It seemed so strange to be walking in heels and it made his new home seem even more foreign to him. 

Cassie was shouting encouragement and he was soon learning some finer points that he hadn’t thought of before like swaying his hips back and forth as he walked. 

DING! DONG! 

The doorbell took David by complete surprise. He nearly stumbled and fell, but caught himself against an end table. 

“Those will be my friends,” said Cassie. “Open the door.” 

David just stood there motionless, neither fleeing nor obeying Cassie. 

“Open the door now, sissy,” once again commanded Cassie. “I won’t ask you again.” 

DING! DONG! 

Again the doorbell rang. David immediately raced up the stairs. 

Unfortunately, he was rather hopeless in heels and he tripped. He fell forward sprawled on the stairs. He picked himself up and hobbled to his bedroom slamming the door behind him. 

Cassie sighed at David’s little mutiny. He had been doing so well since the spanking, but this is the way she heard it usually went when it came to breaking in sissies. 

Rather than giving chase she walked over to the front door and opened it for her friends Madison and Ashley. They greeted each other with hugs and the girls looked around the house. Both of them were carrying several large bags which they gratefully laid down in the living room. They had never been there though both of their

mothers had been there the day before. In fact, Madison’s mother Rebecca had told her all about it. 

“So where’s the sissy?” asked Madison. Like her mother, Madison could be incredibly blunt. She was probably the prettiest of the three girls in a classical sense. She had very pale skin and red hair the color of autumn. She had very expressive almond shaped green eyes and could seemingly sunburn in the middle of the winter. 

“Things were going really well, but when he heard the doorbell he ran up to his bedroom unfortunately,” said Cassie. 

“Well, let’s go get him,” said Ashley. “I’m in the mood for playing dress up.” 

“Sissy, we’re coming up,” called Cassie. “Open the door now and don’t think of taking off any of your clothes or you will really regret it.” 

There was no reply from upstairs so the girls climbed the stairs. 

“He really has no idea just how bad he’s in for it now,” said Madison. 

The girls came to a closed door, which they assumed was probably David’s bedroom. “Open the door,” called out Cassie. “If you don’t, what I will do to you will make you wish I was spanking you with that hairbrush again.” 

“Do you want me to kick in the door?” asked Ashley. 

“It’s not as easy as it looks on television,” replied Madison. 

“We’d also have to explain the broken door,” agreed Cassie. 

“There has to be an easier way.” 

“We could take it off the hinges,” said Madison. 

“Not bad, but I don’t know where they have the power tools,” 

said Cassie. 

“I have an idea,” said Ashley. 

“Go for it,” said Cassie. Ashley was a very athletic girl with a toned body and long legs. She played volleyball, but her real love was gymnastics. Her cover girl face and long straight black hair would fool people, but even though she looked like a princess, she was a tomboy at heart. 

Ashley had noticed that there was a bathroom upstairs next to David’s room and hoped she might be able to get in through a door in the bathroom, but that door was locked as well. She stuck her head out the window and decided that if she was careful, she could make it from the bathroom window over to the window ledge outside of David’s bedroom. Assuming he had a screen though, she wouldn’t be able to come in through the window. Still, she might give him a scare and make him more likely to open the door for the others. 

She didn’t hesitate as she climbed out onto the window ledge. 

She steadied herself against the wall and stretched her left leg out until it was on David’s bedroom window. She then scooted her way along outside the wall until she was standing on the ledge of his bedroom window watching Danny struggle to take off his bra. Ashley immediately began snapping pictures with her phone and got over 20 of him all dressed pretty. She was sure that he would make a great sissy with a little makeup and a lot of practice. 

Ashley knocked on the window to get David’s attention. He turned ashen white as he saw the strange girl holding her camera in her hand. She simply blew him a kiss and waved. Then she motioned for him to open the window. He shook his head no, but she held up the cell phone for him again this time a bit more insistently. 

Madison and Cassie were still pounding on his bedroom door and David had no idea when his mom would get home. Finally, he walked over and opened his bedroom window. 

“Hi, I’m Ashley. You must be the little sissy.” 

“I’m not a sissy,” said David. 

“If the high heels fit, princess...” pointed out Ashley. “Move over. 

Let me in.” 

“No,” said David. “Not a chance.” 

“If they don’t, these humiliating pictures of you will make their way into the hands of every single student in our high school. If you think you’re friendless now, just wait until that happens,” warned Ashley. 

David sighed, but he could tell she wasn’t bluffing. He bent down and opened the screen window. No sooner was Ashley in his

room than she grabbed his right arm and twisted it up tightly behind his back. 

“Ow!” exclaimed David. 

“Heh, Cassie said you were a wimp,” said Ashley. “Now let’s go open that door.” 

There was absolutely no reason for Ashley to be manhandling David, but she wanted to show off for Madison and Cassie. When the door was opened, they found David helpless and docile with Ashley grinning from ear to ear. 

“You were a very naughty sissy, David. You just made things a whole lot rougher on yourself,” said Cassie. 

“You can’t do this,” said David. 

“Oh, we can and we will,” replied Madison. “Get used to it or this will be much tougher.” 

“You want us to hold him down so you can spank his candy ass?” asked Ashley. 

“No, I gave him a big spanking earlier. If I do it again, he won’t be able to sit down for a week, and I don’t know if it would even help his attitude. He will be punished differently,” said Cassie. “Let him go, Ash. He needs to put his slip back on so he looks presentable.” 

“Please,” pleaded David. 

“You heard me,” said Cassie. “The slip goes on now. You’ll have it off soon enough.” 

David meekly complied picking the humiliating garment off the floor and slipping it over his outstretched arms. He smoothed it down over his freshly hairless body and felt a fresh wave of embarrassment when he saw the humiliating smirks on Madison and Ashley’s faces. 

“Very nice,” mocked Madison. 

“Oh, she’s just so girly,” agreed Ashley. 

“Now, let’s give her a makeover,” said Cassie. “Her mom has some good stuff and should probably be closer to her complexion than we are.” 

All three girls took turns on his makeover. Cassie started things by smoothing a liquid foundation over his skin and then adding a loose powder over that and applying a rose colored blush to both of his cheeks. He hardly needed it. The humiliation was already giving him big blushing cheeks. 

Madison then took her turn. She lined his eyes with a cat eyes look just to make it extra noticeable. Rather than going for smoky eyes, she took a metallic shadow that gave him champagne colored eyelids that danced and sparkled in the light. Ashley then finished up by applying a set of his mom’s false eyelashes to David. He shuddered as he saw the transformation that the girls were creating. 

After Ashley was done gluing on the false eyelashes and applying a healthy coating of mascara, it was back to Cassie to line his lips and paint them with a dusty purple lipstick that looked more like a deep pink than a purple. “Did you bring everything?” asked Cassie. 

“Oh yes, I think with that makeup and coloring, she should be a blonde just like her mistress,” said Madison. 

“Aw, isn’t that sweet.” 

“Why are you doing this?” asked David. 

“Wow! That’s another question too. You have lost all your manners, haven’t you?” asked Cassie rhetorically. “You’re my bitch now and bitches wear makeup and pretty clothes. Don’t forget that,” 

snapped Cassie. 

While Madison fit a long straight blonde wig on his head, Ashley painted David’s fingers and after having him remove his stockings Cassie did the same to his toes. They had agreed on a shade of polish that matched his lips pretty closely. “This is a really pretty shade,” commented Ashley. 

“I always think pinks and purples look great with blonde hair,” 

agreed Madison. 

“Well, David won’t be wearing wigs forever. Maybe when his hair gets longer we can get it dyed this shade,” said Cassie. 

Madison grabbed her phone and took several pictures of David in just his bra and panties with his full makeup, wig, and painted

nails. “I think this is one for the scrapbook,” remarked Ashley before leaving the room to get the large bag that she had brought over. 

From that bag, which David could now see was full of trendy girls clothing, she pulled out a light purple asymmetrical bodycon dress. The girls eased David into the dress and Cassie zipped it up the back. The dress was short and didn’t even make it to the middle of David’s thighs. 

After replacing the stockings that David had been wearing with a nude pair, Ashley produced a pair of purple strappy sandals with a very narrow three-inch heel that perfectly matched the dress. Even with the practice he already had, David found them impossible to walk in. 

“Time for your big photo shoot, girlfriend,” teased Madison Cassie helped David to his feet and led him out to the living room. They not only took pictures of him, but they made sure to put him in the most ridiculously girlish poses they could find. He didn’t look bad at all, but the outfit and the poses were going to be very hard for him to ever explain. 

Cassie took a look at his crestfallen face and delighted in telling him, “Suck it up buttercup. Ashley brought at least 10 outfits for you and we have all of your mom’s clothes too. You are going to feel like a princess before this is over. That’s for sure.” 

“I have a jade minidress I want to see her in next,” said Ashley. 

A telltale chime informed Cassie that she had a next text message. She looked down at the phone and audibly sighed. “Aw, this sucks.” 

“What is it, Cassie?” asked Madison. 

“Our moms are about to leave. They’ll be here in an hour.” 

“Do you want us to leave?” asked Ashley. 

“That’s not necessary,” said Cassie. “Our little sissy’s mom will be happy we introduced her little princess to some of my friends.” 

“Oh, I think we’re going to be great friends,” said Madison. 

“Okay sissy, get us some drinks,” said Cassie. “Then you can clean up this place so your mom doesn’t bust you. After that, you

may wash off the makeup and change your clothes.” 

David didn’t have a lot of time. He didn’t want to explain this afternoon to his mom. Even though he could hear Cassie and her friends laughing as they watched the television in the family room, David tried to put it out of his mind. Cleaning up in those narrow heels was not easy, but he did it the best he could. He was just walking out of the bathroom after wiping the makeup off his face when his mother entered the house with Cassie’s mom at her side. 

“Hey honey, we’re home,” called out his mom. 

“Oh hi mom,” said David emerging from the bathroom. 

“How did it go?” asked Ms. King. 

“Oh, David’s a prince,” replied Cassie in her cheerful perky way as she stepped out of the family room with Madison and Ashley in tow. David breathed a sigh of relief that she didn’t say princess. “I think we’re going to be great friends.” 

“I’m so happy,” said David’s mom. “I had hoped he’d meet some nice friends.” 

“We’re going to take him under our wings,” said Madison. 

“I’m going to have David come by after school tomorrow mom, if that’s okay?” asked Cassie. 

“Of course, honey. If that’s alright with you, Maggie,” agreed Ms. King. 

“Oh definitely,” said David’s mom thrilled with how things progressed. David felt like he had been punched in the gut. He had never been told about this little play date, but he knew that Cassie had made it so that he could never refuse. 



EPILOGUE



Finally, everybody had left. It had been so very difficult for David to put on a brave face and act like he was excited to have new friends. He was about to plop on his bed, when he realized he had left Ashley’s dress and heels out on the bed where anybody could see them. 



He picked up the offending clothes and shoved them in the back of his closet. It was only when he returned to his bed that he saw a note on his nightstand. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Two

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Following a very restless night, David found himself walking through the halls of his high school with a bra and panties on underneath his normal clothing. He had some baggy sweatshirts and sweaters that he was sure would effectively camouflage his bra. That wasn’t the problem. 

The problem was that October temperatures in southern California were about ten or fifteen degrees warmer than they were back home. Concentrating on schoolwork knowing that he had on reputation destroying lingerie was nearly impossible, and he was grateful for the reprieve that was lunch. He toyed with the idea of removing the bra and panties in the bathroom, but he had been warned by Cassie that the girls would be checking to make sure he didn’t do that. 

“There you are,” said Cassie. “We missed you at your locker this morning.” 

“I didn’t know you were looking for me,” replied David trying his best to remain calm. 

“She told you we’d do bra and panties checks, didn’t she?” 

asked Madison snapping David’s bra strap and making him yelp just as Ashley was digging into his pants to make sure that he was wearing the panties. 

“I only have one bra and one pair of panties,” said David. “I can’t keep doing this every day.” 

“You’ll just have to borrow from your mommy, then” teased Ashley. 

Cassie reached under David’s pants leg and ran her left hand up and down the smooth skin she felt there. “Don’t neglect your shaving, sissy. You’re nice and hairless now, and I don’t want that changing.” 

“Okay,” mumbled David. 

“That’s yes mistress not ‘okay,’” chastised Cassie. 

“Yes mistress,” replied David. 

“I want you at my place as soon as school lets out. Don’t you dare be late,” ordered Cassie. 

“No mistress, I won’t be late, I promise” croaked David, his mouth dry despite his having just finished drinking a carton of milk. 

“We’re going to have so much fun with you, princess,” said Ashley. 

“We have big plans,” agreed Matilda. 

Just like that, the girls left. It was like the aftermath of a hurricane or monsoon and David was left to pick up the pieces as best he could. Yesterday had been so embarrassing and today after school promised to be even worse. 

David spent the next three hours pretending to focus on his studies, but it was impossible. He couldn’t stop imagining and dreading what the afternoon held in store for him. He didn’t even dare show up late, so he raced out of class and headed for Cassie’s house right after school. She had left the directions in his locker, again reminding him—warning him—not to dawdle. “Or else!” 




***

 

David’s entire house could have fit inside half of Cassie’s. His home was a nice step up thanks to his single mom being recruited to a highly desirable and well-compensated job in California. But Cassie’s home was a mansion pure and simple. When David rang the doorbell, he half expected a butler to open the door. 

“It took you long enough,” said Cassie crossly when she answered the door before her terrified classmate. 

“I’m sorry; I got here as fast as I could.” 

“Incompetence is less annoying than disobedience, but it will be punished just the same,” warned Cassie. “Now strip to your bra

and panties. You can leave your ugly boy clothes on the porch swing.” 

“What?! I can’t strip here,” said David. 

“I don’t want you thinking you’re a male in my presence. You are not allowed to wear your boy clothes in my house. Period. Now strip immediately or I’ll leave you tied up on the lawn in just your pretty underwear.” 

The lawn was very private, but David was not about to risk exposure in lingerie. He’d die of embarrassment. He quickly tore off his sweat shirt, pants, and shoes and left all of them on the white porch swing. Shivering more from humiliation than chill, he obediently followed Cassie inside. 

He was immediately impressed with the home, which was luxuriously decorated as well as huge. The living room was three times the size of his own. He could hear laughter and loud music coming from down the hallway, and began to about worry who else was in the house. 

As if reading his mind, Cassie spoke. “That’s just Ashley and Matilda. They’re in my bedroom. Put on the black heels that I left for you by the doorway and then go to the kitchen. Once you’re there, you will take the grapes from the fridge and put them in a silver bowl. 

You’ll also find some sparkling water. Pour glasses for all of us and bring all of that to us in my room.” 

“Yes, Mistress Cassie,” said David reflexively, but the blank look on his face told his mistress that he was confused by all the orders. 

“Everything is in the kitchen, sissy. Try not to mess it up,” said Cassie sternly before turning on her heel and walking back to her friends in her bedroom. 

David slipped into the heels and began walking to the enormous kitchen in the back of the house. He still was awkward and uncomfortable walking in these shoes, and he hoped that the girls wouldn’t fault him for not practicing the night before. If they asked, he’d tell them his mom was keeping a close eye on him, and

he just didn’t have a chance to walk in the heels without her hearing the tell-tale click-clack sounds they made. 

The last thing he needed was to get on Cassie’s bad side. He realized his precarious position. The girls had countless humiliating and compromising pictures of him. The thought sent chills down his spine, because he knew that they wouldn’t hesitate to use them to punish him if he crossed them. 

He poured the sparkling water into fine crystal glasses, and put the grapes in a bowl he found the kitchen. The stainless steel refrigerator reflected David’s image and it was unsettling to see his hairless body clad in only a bra, panties, and those damn heels. He decided that taking too long would just get him punished, so he quickly gathered the drinks and the grapes, and placed them on a silver tray for the girls—his mistresses. 

David had expected to search for Cassie’s bedroom, so he was surprised to see them waiting for him when he entered the family room carrying the refreshments for the girls. The room was massive, and he was envious of the sixty-inch flat screen affixed to one of the walls. He also noticed dresses and lingerie piled on the leather sofa and love seats in the room. 

“Hey Princess,” said Madison taking a glass. “I’m glad you could finally make it.” 

“Hi Mistress Madison,” replied David weakly. 

“I’m sure she wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Ashley also taking a drink. “We’re going to have so much fun today.” 

“You’re embarrassing me,” said Cassie. “How is it that you don’t know how to curtsy?” 

“I don’t know,” said David. “I’ve just never had to do it before.” 

“Well my sissy is going to damn well know how to curtsy,” said Cassie getting to her feet. “Follow along because I’m not going to be doing this all afternoon.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David. 

Cassie demonstrated as she explained, “Put one foot behind the other and use your hands to hold your skirt out from your body. 

In the unlikely event you’re not wearing a skirt, just pretend that you are. Point both your knees and feet outward so your body lowers straight down. Make sure your head is bowed submissively. Give it a try.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David. He was blushing bright red with shock and embarrassment as he repeated the humiliating movements for their entertainment. He was awkward at first, but it wasn’t long until the girls were actually impressed at how well he took to it. 

“Bravo sissy!” cheered Madison. 

“Now, you’ll be doing that when you serve me,” said Cassie. 

“May I ask a question, Mistress Cassie?” asked David, hesitantly dropping a curtsy to her. 

“You just did,” said Cassie. “Go ahead though.” 

“How many times do I actually have to...you know...curtsy?” 

“You will do it whenever you enter or leave a room,” said Cassie. “You will also do it whenever I give you an instruction.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” simpered David, dropping another curtsy to her. 

“OMG that’s so adorable! Let’s get her face on. I want to do her makeup,” suggested Ashley. 

“Sure,” said Cassie. “Do you want to do it here?” 

“Let’s do it in the bathroom. I’d like to have a vanity if I’m doing her hair,” said Madison. 

“Sure, that will work for me,” said Cassie. “Let’s go sissy.” 

“This is always so much fun,” said Ashley. 

The girls took turns making over David yet again. This time they did it differently, but again made him feel like an emasculated dress up doll. Rather than a full wig, a small piece matching his hair color was placed on his head creating a stylish and sophisticated updo. His makeup was likewise done in a more sophisticated way. 

His nails were painted a bright fire engine red as were his lips. 

Cassie had given him huge false eye lashes with thick eyeliner and deep smoky eyes. 

“Do you know why we’re giving you a different look, sissy?” 

asked Cassie. 

“No, I don’t have a clue,” admitted David. 

“You look really cute all dressed up,” replied Cassie. 

“Thank you, Mistress Cassie.” 

“You’re welcome sissy, but I didn’t mean it as a compliment. I was just stating a fact.” 

“You’re going to be smoking hot with a bit of practice,” added Ashley. 

“I’m sure your date is going to just want to eat you up,” said Madison. 

“Wait! A date? No way! I told you I’m 100% straight. I can’t date a guy!” protested David. He stood up in the middle of his makeover and was about to bolt from these crazy women when Ashley pushed him right back down into the chair. A slap to his right cheek from Cassie caused tears to well up in his eyes and refocused his attention. 

“Sit down bitch!” barked Cassie. “If we say you’re going on a date, the only thing you have to worry about is what dress you’re going to wear. If you listen to us carefully, you might even get through it without anybody knowing who you really are.” 

“But—” started David, but another slap quickly shut him up. The hitting hurt him physically and emotionally, making him really feel like the girls owned him, and that just confirmed his status as their bitch. 

It was all he could do not to bawl his eyes out right there. 

“Let us finish up,” said Ashley. “It’ll be easier on your face.” 

David sulked, but took Ashley’s advice. There was no point in arguing so he just saw quietly and let the girls do their worst. 

“Now let’s find you a dress,” said Cassie. It wasn’t lost on David that once again she had been taking pictures throughout his entire makeover, and those pictures dug the hole he was trapped in just that much deeper. 

They led him back into the family room and Cassie told him to get dressed. “Which one should I wear?” asked David. 

“Whichever one you like best, princess,” said Cassie. 

David stood in the middle of the room frozen. There were at least a dozen different dresses on hangers or hung over chairs scattered around the room. A bright purple dress caught his eye and he walked over to it. It was only when he picked it up that he realized his mistake. The dress had long sleeves, but it was a bodycon minidress that would tightly hug his body and accentuate the fake breasts created by his stuffed bra. The dress was also ridiculously short and he wondered if it would even cover his entire ass. 

“Well,” said Ashley. “If that’s the one you want to wear, put it on.” 

“But I don’t want to—” he started. 

“You not only want to wear each and every dress in this room, but before you put it on you had better tell us exactly what you love about each and every outfit,” demanded Cassie. 

“But—” 

“Now sissy!” barked Ashley. “Hold the dress up to you when you tell us why you love it too.” 

“Good idea,” agreed Madison. 

“I like this purple dress because,” replied David pausing as he tried to come up with any reason at all. “I really think a dress like this will show off my legs and my butt.” 

“And?” asked Cassie. 

“And I bet my date will really like that,” said David, dying inside even as he said these humiliating words. 

“Okay, put it on and we’ll see how it looks,” said Cassie. 

David unzipped the dress and pulled it on over his head. It went on easily enough, but he had no luck in reaching the zipper himself. 

Smirking, Ashley came over and zipped it for him. “Oh sissy, you are such a bimbo,” she taunted. 

“Well, what do we think?” asked Cassie as she snapped picture after picture of David. 

“I love it,” said Madison. “That’s a very sexy dress.” 

“It is,” agreed Ashley, “but is it right for David?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Cassie. 

“I mean, it would look amazing on a girl with curves, but I don’t think I have the type of body to carry it off and I’m sure she’s got less curves than I do.” 

“Good point,” agreed Cassie. 

“Couldn’t we pad him out?” asked Madison. 

“I think the more of the original parts we use, the harder it’ll be for his date to figure things out,” said Cassie. “Okay, pick out another dress that you love and tell us all about it.” 

The next dress that David tried on was a black lace sleeveless dress with a round neckline. It again would be very short on him. 

“Our little sissy has good taste,” beamed Madison. “I got that at H&M last year, but I never really wore it that much.” 

“I like this dress because I think the lace will make me feel extra feminine,” said David, almost shaking with humiliation as he donned the sexy garment. 

“What’s going on here?” asked Cassie’s mother Cassandra. 

The loud music playing on the  Alexa had drowned out the sound of her approach. David had just slipped on the dress, but hadn’t had a chance to zip it up yet. 

“Mom, I didn’t expect you home,” said Cassie. 

“I think that’s pretty obvious,” said Cassandra. “My client got stuck in Denver.” 

“I should be going,” said David sheepishly fumbling to remove the dress. 

“Hello Ashley. Hello Madison,” said Cassandra amiably. “I think it’s time for you to go.” 

“Is Cassie in trouble?” asked Ashley. 

“Don’t worry about that right now,” said Cassandra. “We’ll talk later.” 

Madison and Ashley sympathetically hugged their friend Cassie and beat a hasty retreat, even as David was still fumbling with the

dress. Cassandra walked over to him and zipped the dress up—

shocking him. He’d expected her to order him out of it, not trap him in it! 

“I was trying to take the dress off,” complained David. 

“Did I ask you?” 

“Well, no but—“

“Sissies should be seen and not heard. Straighten that dress and pull yourself together,” ordered Cassandra. 

“Mom? You’re okay with this?” asked Cassie, her surprise evident on her beautiful face. 

“We should talk. Let’s have a seat and discuss things,” 

suggested Cassandra. 

David was very confused. He had thought that Cassie’s mom returning home would at least give him his freedom from the girls’

scheme to turn him into a girl. 

“Sissy, you may kneel at your mistress’s feet,” ordered Cassandra. 

“I can’t say I’m not thrilled mom, but I don’t understand. You don’t have a problem with me doing this to David?” 

“David? Oh come now, you haven’t given him a proper sissy name yet?” 

“It honestly hadn’t occurred to me, mom.” 

“When you were a little girl, you had a doll you absolutely loved. You called her Lacey Twinkle. I never knew where you got that name.” 

“I loved that doll!” exclaimed Cassie. “I can’t call him Twinkle, but Lacey is a great name. Especially, as he’s wearing that lace dress.” 

“Introduce yourself Lacey,” ordered Cassandra. 

“Hi, I’m Lacey and I’m a good girl,” replied David, feeling his spirit deflate like a punctured balloon. He was very intimidated by Cassandra’s presence and the words just came out. Both Cassandra and Cassie laughed at his admission that he was a good girl. 

“Oh, I see why you decided to feminize her. She has a lot of potential as a fine sissy maid,” said Cassandra. 

“So I can keep her?” asked Cassie excitedly. 

“Yes, but there are some rules,” said Cassandra. David hated the way they talked about him as if he wasn’t even there. 

“There’s always rules,” said Cassie. “Okay, go ahead.” 

“You made a promise. You promised me and you promised Lacey’s mother that you would take her under your wing so she won’t be a social outcast. This doesn’t get you out of that responsibility.” 

“You’re right,” said Cassie. “I will work on that and I’m sure Madison and Ashley will help too.” 

“Great,” said Cassandra. “That’s the first thing.” 

“People at my school are really open minded. They won’t care that he’s a sissy,” said Cassie. 

“I want you to be careful with who you tell also. So what did I walk in on?” asked Cassandra. 

“Well, we were thinking of what we wanted to do with David—I mean Lacey. A date sounded like a lot of fun,” explained Cassie. 

“We were looking for an outfit.” 

“That’s a bit premature, don’t you think?” asked Cassandra. 

“What do you mean, mom?” 

“Lacey looks like a very cute girl. There is no argument there, but she doesn’t sound like a girl, she doesn’t act like a girl, and she doesn’t move like a girl…. At least not yet, anyway. Would you really want to send her out alone with a guy who thinks he’s dating a girl? 

That could really work out poorly for him. It could even turn violent. 

Anyway, Lacey’s not ready for that.” 

“You don’t think so?” 

“No, not at all,” said Cassandra. “I’m not going to let you do this if you can’t be sane and sensible.” 

“So no dating,” said Cassie looking a bit disappointed. “I get it.” 

David looked up from his position kneeling on the floor and tried very hard not to celebrate out loud. This was the first good news he’d received all day and he couldn’t keep a wide smile from crossing his face. 

“I never said no dating, Cassie,” replied Cassandra peering down at David. “I just said that she wasn’t ready…yet. It’s going to take a lot of work to properly train a sissy and you can’t just throw a dress on a boy and expect her to fool everybody—if that’s even what you want. Why do you want him to go on a date?” 

“I don’t know mom,” said Cassie Thoughtfully. “I just love the idea of having that kind of a power over a boy. Can you imagine how embarrassed he’ll be to have to kiss or dance with another guy? The thought that he’ll have to do it because I have that kind of power over him is so exciting—I can’t really explain it.” 

“I understand it Cassie. I was your age once too. I’m not all surprised you’re doing this, you know?” 

“Yeah, I thought you’d be freaking out,” said Cassie. “Why aren’t you freaking out?” 

“I did this to boys too,” said Cassandra. “I’ll show you my scrapbook sometime. I used to really love the Madonna look?” 

“Like a Virgin or  Vogue?”  asked Cassie. 

“Like a Virgin for sure, but  Britney Spears was a great sissy role model too,” said Cassandra. 

“That’s awesome mom,” said Cassie. “I suddenly feel like less of a freak for liking this stuff.” 

“There’s nothing freaky about it,” said Cassandra. “Well it is freaky, but in a good way. A lot of women were just born to rule over men. You and I are both like that. If we’re labeled freaks, it’s usually by pathetic men who are threatened by that. I know you’re going to dominate a lot of men in your lifetime, I want you to learn to do it safely for yourself and for them.” 

“Thanks mom. You’re the best,” said Cassie. 

“When is your homecoming?” 

“Homecoming for us is October 25th this year. It’s really late,” 

said Cassie. 

“Excellent, I bet by then you could have Lacey much more prepared for a date and at homecoming, it’s more of a group thing, isn’t it?” asked Cassandra. 

“Yeah!” cheered Cassie. “Mom, you’re a genius! We could be there to make sure nothing went wrong and it’s really dressy so we can put him into an awesome dress and really make him look cute.” 

“N-no,” gasped David involuntarily. 

“What did I tell you about sissies being seen and not heard?” 

asked Cassandra. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“That’s  I’m sorry, Mistress Cassandra,”  she snapped. “Now, I believe we have some outfits for our little homecoming queen to try on.” 

For the rest of the afternoon, Cassandra and Cassie dressed David in all sorts of outfits and took hundreds of pictures. Cassie was impressed with Cassandra’s ability to take the pictures from an angle that made it look like it was something that David was doing voluntarily without any force or even help from the two dominant women. Cassandra also had all sorts of great ideas for humiliating poses to put Lacey into. 

Cassandra announced she would drive David home after they had packed him a duffle bag full of bras and panties that David would be required to wear under his male clothing, as well as a babydoll nightie for him to sleep in. 

They also provided him with several good books on makeup application that Cassandra explained were always good for teaching boys. “The styles may be outdated, but the techniques aren’t.” 

David could hardly wait until they got to his house and he could get away from these crazy women. You can only imagine just how surprised and devastated he felt when Cassandra’s  Miata pulled into a drugstore parking lot. 

“It’s time to get out Lacey,” said Cassandra. “We have to pick up a few things for you before going home.” 

“What? I can’t go in there,” said David. 

“Don’t be such a bimbo,” taunted Cassandra. “We let you change back into your male clothes. Nobody will even know you’re a sissy.” 

“Okay,” said David stepping out of the car cautiously. “What do we have to get?” 

“You’ll see,” said Cassandra as she led David right to the cosmetics section. David sheepishly stayed as far away as he could, standing by the end cap and pretending to be studying hairbrushes. 

“Get over here, Lacey,” said Cassandra a little too loudly for David’s comfort. “We need to get you your own makeup.” 

A couple of girls who were in the aisle laughed out loud when they heard Cassandra and saw a frightened boy blushing in response. David quickly learned that there was nothing more dangerous than a woman like Cassandra with an audience. He froze, whispering to Cassandra, “I know those two girls! They’re Hannah and Jessica,” he hissed. 

They were cute girls known for being fun and they had two of the biggest mouths in school. David prayed that his newest mistress would pick up on the potential danger and protect his reputation from exposure by these two gossip girls. 

“Hi girls,” said Cassandra. “Don’t mind us, we’re just makeup shopping.” 

“Hi,” said Hannah, a bubbly blonde with large breasts that—

even now—David had to struggle not to stare at. “Aren’t you Cassie King’s mom?” 

“Guilty as charged, girls,” replied Cassandra. 

“Is he Cassie’s brother?” asked Hannah. 

“Oh no,” said Cassandra giggling at the suggestion. “He’s just a sissy I’m helping out.” 

“A sissy?!” exclaimed Jessica. “No way!” She was on the cheerleading team and had the lithe, supple body of a graceful

gymnast. She almost always kept her long silky brown hair in a high ponytail. 

Besides her obvious physical attributes, she radiated a confident energy from her bright white smile all the way down to her shapely legs. She exuded a kind of wholesome beauty that made her the subject of nonstop attention from guys. That included David, who found her stunning and irresistible. Of course he never had the courage to talk to her. 

“No Jess, look at him,” said Hannah. “He’s got like the perfect build for dresses.” 

Cassandra walked over and grabbed David’s hand in case he started to get cold feet from all the humiliation. 

“I have to admit, I’m more of a  Sephora girl,” said Cassandra. 

“We just need some basic makeup that he can practice with that won’t make Lacey here look like a clown.” 

“Lacey?!” asked Jessica. 

“I love it!” exclaimed Hannah. “We would be more than happy to help with this.” 

“Thanks girls,” said Cassandra. “Lacey, don’t you have something to say?” 

“Thank you Jessica. Thank you Hannah,” replied David. 

“That was pathetic. Has Cassie not taught you how to curtsy yet?” asked Cassandra. 

“Yes Mistress Cassandra,” replied David. 

“Do it again,” commanded Cassandra. “This time curtsy and tell the girls what you’re thankful for.” 

David executed a perfect curtsy for the girls and thanked them for, “helping me look cute by showing me what makeup to buy.” 

When they finally stopped laughing, Hannah and Jessica went right to work. “For foundation I love the  Cover Girl Clean Oil Control,” 

said Hannah. 

“Yeah, that stuff is great,” agreed Jessica. “Maybelline Blushed Nudes is a great palette to start with. The colors are great and they’re really sheer.” 

“Perfect,” said Cassandra. 

“I like some of the  Maybelline mascara too,” said Jessica. “Try the  Lash Sensational.” 

“Oh, he should get some of the  Wet n Wild lipstick in  Hot Paris Pink,” suggested Hannah. 

“Why don’t we see how it looks on him?” asked Cassandra. 

“Here, in the store?” asked Hannah. 

“Why not?” replied Cassandra. 

Cassandra pushed David forward and stood behind him to make sure he didn’t run away. Hannah pulled the lipstick from the display and unscrewed the cap so that she could apply it to his lips. 

The lipstick was about halfway between hot pink and bright red and was very noticeable on David. Hannah screwed the cap back on and turned David to face Cassandra. 

“I definitely approve,” said Cassandra. 

Soon they had a whole array of makeup for David to practice with and the group moved to the front of the store. David had hoped they were leaving, but his hopes were dashed when Cassandra pulled him over to an end cap where the drugstore’s pantyhose were displayed. 

“Oh pantyhose,” cheered Hannah with glee. 

“These aren’t the best quality, but I have a feeling our little sissy here is going to run a lot at first. They always do,” said Cassandra. 

“What are they for?” asked David. 

“They go on your pretty little legs,” teased Jessica. 

“I think you should be wearing them under your boy clothes with your bra and panties. I’ve found nothing reminds a sissy of his place like the tug of pantyhose as he moves about,” said Cassandra. 

“They’re kind of outdated, but they were kind of outdated when I was a girl and that didn’t stop me from putting them on boys then either.” 

“So this isn’t your first sissy?” asked Hannah. 

“Well, Lacey isn’t really my sissy. She belongs to my daughter, but I used to do this all the time. It’s a lot of fun and I think it’s good

for them too.” 

“I wish I had a sissy of my own,” said Jessica. 

“Talk to Cassie. My daughter has always been very good about sharing her toys.” 

Cassandra gave David $50 and made him bring the purchases up to the checkout himself, while Cassandra and the girls stood back and giggled. 

“Wow! I sure am glad we ran into you,” said Jessica. “It made this trip much more fun.” 

“I’m glad you were here too girls,” said Cassandra. “You made it a lot easier to find the right products for David.” 

“He’s really humiliated by this, isn’t he?” asked Hannah. 

“More than you can imagine,” said Cassandra watching David fumble with the makeup as he placed it on the counter. His new lipstick rolled to the floor. The more he tried to be inconspicuous, the more attention he seemed to attract. 

Finally all the items were running through check out, as the amused cashier scanned and called out the name of each item. 

David’s bad luck streak continued as he recognized the perky blonde young woman as Alyssa, another member of his school’s cheerleader squad. 

“Hi, Aly, I see you’ve met Cassie’s sissy?” asked Jessica. 

“Yeah, her name is Lacey,” giggled Hannah. 

Cassandra laughed saying, “Pay the nice girl, and then thank her. Properly.” 

By this point, everyone in the store was gathered to watch the curious spectacle. All of the men and boys were appalled. The females, from older women to little girls, were all smiling, pointing, and laughing. David, mortified, looked down in shame. He couldn’t imagine this getting any worse. 


***

The next morning was tough for David. It had been a nearly sleepless night. He’d been tossing and sweating, lying in bed trying to process everything that had happened to him. It began with

images from the forced feminization at his home. Then, memories of the ordeal at Cassie’s house, followed by a horrifying nightmare about homecoming. 

In his dream he was there with Ken Morrison and they were dancing around together surrounded by all the other students laughing at him. Then Ken kissed him and he felt Ken’s tongue enter his mouth. His tongue was so long and he felt it going down his throat. 

The nightmare only ended when David woke up in a cold sweat with his heart beating faster and-in his mind—louder than a jackhammer. He had to look down to make sure he wasn’t still wearing the watermelon pink princess dress that he was wearing in his dream. 

After waking with a start, David began the humiliating and time consuming morning ritual that Cassandra had prescribed for him. As he sat putting on the pantyhose that she had insisted in adding to his school attire, he could only assume that she would have more demands to place on him on top of Cassie’s. “And by now who knows how many other girls will get involved,” he moaned. 

When David arrived at his locker that morning, he found Cassie waiting for him. 

“So I heard you had some fun with my mom after you left my house,” she smiled. 

“Yeah, she took me to the drugstore for makeup and pantyhose,” replied David. “I ran into some of our classmates. It was so humiliating.” 

“I heard,” replied Cassie laughing at the thought. “Do I have the best mom or what?” 

“Yeah, she’s great,” said David robotically, but Cassie just laughed at his obvious lie. 

“I love that she’s got you wearing pantyhose too now,” said Cassie. “I never wear them, but they’re perfect for a sissy girl like you.” 

“Mistress Cassie, can I please get to my locker?” begged David. “I don’t want to be late for class.” 

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch, Lacey,” said Cassie. “I just need to check out your underwear.” 

“Is that really necessary?” 

“No, you could strip right here and let me see it all for myself, but that could be very embarrassing for you.” 

“Mistress Cassie, could you please inspect my underwear?” 

pleaded David. 

“If you wish, Lacey,” said Cassie. She began by snapping his bra strap in the most humiliating way possible. Next, she reached into his pants and fingered his panties. David shuddered at her touch. Next, she crouched down and used her left hand to lift up his pants leg, while her right hand brushed up and down his hairless stocking covered leg sending electric energy throughout his whole body. 

Cassie could see the effect she was having on the boy, so she kept it up for longer than she normally would have. As she traced her delicate index finger up David’s calf, he thought he might cum right there. “Excellent Lacey, you’re such a good girl.” 

“Thank you Mistress Cassie,” said David still trying to pull himself together. 

“You had better get to class. Maybe you can find a nice boy to carry your books for you,” she teased. 

David wordlessly grabbed his books and attempted to leave to get to class, but as soon as his back was turned, he felt Cassie slap his butt. He turned around glaring at her, but thought better of saying anything. She just smiled and laughed to herself as he continued on down the hallway. 

Concentrating in class was nearly impossible for David. Was his bra making his chest stick out too much? Was it visible through his shirt? Did he have visible panty lines? Was the waist band of his colorfully flowered panties visible when he sat? What about the pantyhose? As he sat down, his pants rode up exposing more of his ankle. He couldn’t help but notice. 

“Oh no! So that’s why they told me not to wear socks? I should’ve known!” he lamented. This made him wonder if his

pantyhose visible when shifted in his seat. All of these humiliating doubts and questions raced through David’s head. 

With the probability of discovery and embarrassing exposure hanging over him like the proverbial sword, David struggled. He had to tell himself to remember to breathe, and then not to hyperventilate. Somehow class ended without anyone pointing at him and laughing as David had feared would happen at any second. 

Maybe people were so used to ignoring him that they just didn’t notice anything unusual. David had never been so grateful for anonymity. 

He ate his lunch at the same table as a nice kid in his advanced biology class named Gary. Their whole conversation consisted of a very short exchange of pleasantries lasting less than thirty seconds. The lunch period was an hour and consisted of 30

minutes eating lunch in the cafeteria and then—depending on the weather—spending the last half hour in the auditorium or the grass lot where the football team practiced. 

David found himself a comfortable spot in the bleachers underneath a shady tree. He sat down and started playing on his cellphone. It was early afternoon, his favorite time of the day. Finally, he was alone and free. For the next ten minutes, he checked his social media and enjoyed the soft breeze on his face. 

He sighed in relief as he forgot about his feminine underwear. 

He chose not to think about the horrors inflicted on him by Cassie and her mother, Cassandra. He wondered why their names were so much alike, and remarked at how much alike they were as people.... 

Girls giggling woke him from his reverie. 

“Hi Lacey,” said Hannah. “How cool is it to see you here?” 

“Yeah, we just looked up and there you were,” said Jessica. 

“Hi girls,” replied David nervously as Hannah and Jessica took seats on each side of him. 

“Why aren’t you wearing your makeup or a pretty dress?” 

asked Hannah. 

“I don’t wear makeup to school,” said David. 

“What about your clothes? Couldn’t you have come up with something sexier?” asked Jessica. 

“I’m wearing my sexy clothes underneath,” said David hoping that by being agreeable the girls might take pity on him and wouldn’t humiliate him further. 

“Oh, what are you wearing underneath?” asked Jessica clearly excited by this news. 

“Well,” stalled David. “I have on a bra, panties, and pantyhose.” 

“Now I have to see that,” said Jessica. 

“Yeah, we want to see your pretties,” said Hannah. 

“I can’t show you my underwear,” said David. “I don’t want anybody seeing.” 

“Now you’re acting like you have a choice,” said Jessica, “that’s absolutely adorable, isn’t it, Han?” 

David attempted to get up and flee from the bleachers, but the girls were flanking him and pushed him back down quickly and easily. Cassie had overpowered him all by herself. He was no match for either of these girls one-on-one either, and now there were two of them ganging up on him.. 

“Come on girls,” said David. “I’ve been really nice.” 

“Nice?” asked Hannah. “Considering what we know about you, I think you can do a lot better than nice.” 

“Nobody is watching,” said Jessica. “We’ll give you a choice, you can either cooperate and show us your pretty underwear, or we can rip your pants and shirt off you and throw them up in a tree where you can’t reach them.” 

“No way! You’re bluffing!” 

“You really want to risk your clothes on that chance? Nobody’s watching you yet, but they will be if you’re in girls’ underwear trying to get your clothes down from where we leave them,” warned Hannah. 

“Besides, you’re kind of a wimp,” said Jessica. “I don’t think we’ll have any trouble taking your clothes from you.” 

“Okay,” agreed David nervously. “I’ll show you my underwear, but it has to be a quick look.” 

“That’s all we’re asking for,” replied Hannah. “If you give us a quick glimpse, we’ll leave you alone.” 

David got up from the bleachers under the watchful eyes of the girls. He put the rows of long wooden seats between him and any prying eyes. He then pulled up his shirt to show the girls the lacy floral-patterned push-up bra he was wearing. 

“Pull your shirt up further. I want to see it,” said Jessica. David complied and the girls oohed and aahed, teasing him mercilessly about his pretty ultra feminine bra. Next David dropped his pants to his knees so that the girls could see the matching panties that completed the set. 

“I swear you have prettier underwear than I do,” gushed Hannah, “is that Victoria’s Secret?” 

“Well we know one thing. It’s Lacey’s secret...at least for now,” 

said Jessica. 

“Now let’s see the pantyhose,” said Hannah, still laughing at her friend’s comments as well as their toy’s reactions. Flushed with humiliation, David pulled his pants back up. He zipped his fly and buckled his belt before lifting his pants legs up as far as they would go. Both girls moved over to David and began strumming their hands up and down his legs. “Oh they’re so smooth,” both remarked simultaneously and began giggling. 

“Can I go now?” asked David. 

“What do you think, Hannah?” asked Jessica. “Do you think we should let sissy here go?” 

“I want to see a pirouette first,” said Hannah. 

“A what?” asked David. 

“I want to see a pirouette,” Said Hannah. “Get up on your toes and twirl for us like a graceful little ballerina. If you give us a seriously good spin, you can leave.” 

“Fine,” sighed David as he struggled to comply. 

“No, your hands have to be up, high over your head, fingers barely touching like in a dainty arc,” said Hannah. “Try again.” 

David kept trying, even closing his eyes and imagining he was a ballerina wearing the skin tight outfit and a frou-frou tutu. The image mortified him so he opened his eyes again. That may have been a mistake as then he could see that he was starting to attract unwanted attention. Still, he had no choice but to do his best, twirling again and again, hoping to please Hannah and Jessica. 

He was clumsy and awkward, and the girls couldn’t stop laughing at him. After he nearly started to cry, they finally agreed he had met the requirement. 

“You did O.K. for a beginner,” said Hannah. 

Jessica added, “Yeah, but you need to practice—a lot.” 

He prayed they were just messing with him and wouldn’t force him to dance like a girl again, but feared they were all too serious. 

When David was done pleasing the demanding Hannah and Jessica, he had to practically sprint to his calculus class to get there on time. 

Maybe that was better. It didn’t give him enough time to dwell on the growing number of girls with power over him and a desire to feminize and humiliate him. 

Afternoon classes went a bit easier for David. Ms. Edwards’

calculus class was so challenging that it was all anybody could do to keep up with the work. There was no time for checking out the underwear other students might have had on, or noticing the smooth pantyhose covered leg of a male student whose pants may have creeped up a little too far. 

The day hadn’t gone as badly as he’d feared, but it wasn’t over yet. When David returned to his locker, he was full of dread. He knew that Cassie and her friends would probably be waiting for him with new indignations and embarrassments to inflict on him. 

He was actually surprised to find no such welcoming party. He did notice a note waiting for him in his locker. The completely feminine stationary envelope and the Cosmo Girl magazine underneath it left no doubt in David’s mind who left it for him. 







TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Three

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



David sat down to practice his make up. It would be some time before his mom was home from work, and he knew that Cassie and her friends would punish him if he didn't show improvement in his skills with cosmetics. 

He began with the liquid foundation. First he spread out several of his fashion magazines and make up guides in front of him, then he tried to follow the instructions. They all showed how to spread the cool liquid foundation onto his smooth face. It was almost like the finger painting he did as a kid. 

David thought he did a decent enough job of evening out the make up—or at least a decent job for a novice. Once he was done with the foundation, the guides said it was time to apply blush. That was a little trickier, and enhancing his cheek bones was tougher than he’d first thought. It sure seemed easier when the girls had made him up. The results from his initial efforts were mediocre at best: basically two clownish looking pink circles on his cheeks. 

David moved on to his eye makeup, also with less than stellar results. He was so nervous about poking himself in the eye that his eyeliner went on in a very crooked line, looking more like lightning than the “on fleek” precision shown in the magazine photos. 

The mascara was a bit easier to use, but not much easier. In the end, his eyelashes were all clumped together with little chunks of black interspersed in them like pebbles on a beach. It wasn’t a good look. Rather than blending a light color and a dark color on his eyelids, he more or less created Dark gray smudges on each lid. It was more a punk rock or goth style than the smokey eye he was trying to create. 

David was not at all satisfied with the results of his first foray into make up, but he knew he had to step up his game—or suffer the

consequences. He read through more guides and articles with makeup tips before wiping away his failed first effort so he could start over with a fresh face. 

Attempt number two went a little bit easier. This time, he was just attempting to properly blend his eye shadow when his Mom unexpectedly entered his bedroom without even knocking. 

"Oh my God, mom what are you doing here?" asked David as he tried to turn away and hide his face from his mother. 

"David! What are you doing?" 

"Mom it's not what it looks like," said David in an absolute panic, "I can explain." 

"Really? I would love to hear what's going on. I always worried about how it must so difficult for you growing up without a male role model,” she said, sounding surprisingly calm. David knew it was never good when his mom was so stoic. 

David frantically tried to scrub the make up off of his face, but it was no use. He needed a bathroom with running water and some kind of soap to have any hope of getting all of that makeup off. 

"Mom I am so sorry! I promise it will never happen again," said David. 

"David, I'm not mad at you. I just need to know what’s going on.” 

"Mom, I swear this isn't what it looks like,” pleaded David. 

"David, I don't want to fight about it right now. Wash up and I’ll fix dinner,” she suggested and then hurriedly left his room. 

David’s mom had always preferred to have long and difficult conversations with him only after having a cooling off period. Seeing her son applying makeup was not something she wanted to jump to conclusions about. As confusing as that was, she told herself not to be overly emotional about it. 

Throughout dinner and the rest of the evening, David’s mom was pleasant to him. Even so, she resisted all of his attempts to explain away what she had seen. Instead she said, “Oh David, 

please not now! We can talk about it tomorrow evening when I get home from work.” 

The next morning, David got up as he usually did, gulped down a bowl of Cheerios and two-percent milk, and rushed out the door. 

He only lived a shirt five minute walk from the school, but his foot speed slowed dramatically the closer he go to his locker and his inevitable run in with Cassie. 

“Hey girlfriend,” she called out as he approached. Nobody else was around to hear it, but he still blushed and stuttered as he tried to come up with an appropriate response. Cassie just ignored his feeble attempts at a comeback and continued. “Are you ready to shop until you drop?” 

“Do we have to go shopping?” he whined. 

“Of course we do,” she replied. “You can’t keep borrowing my hand-me-downs, and besides my mom is letting us use her credit card. You’re such a lucky girl! Today you’re going to get some really fabulous clothes. Your grumpy reaction surprises me. I would think you’d be thrilled.” 

“I am Mistress Cassie, but do we have to do it today?” 

“And what’s wrong with today, sissy?” asked Cassie. 

“My mom walked in on me doing my makeup yesterday,” 

explained David sheepishly. 

“That’s awesome!” exclaimed Cassie between laughing. “She walked right in on you?” 

“Yeah, she did and I sure didn’t find it ‘awesome. ‘How am I going to explain it to her?” asked David. 

“Tell her you have no clue how to do your own makeup and you had to practice. Tell her a superior female has taken an interest in you and ordered you to do it. Tell her sometimes you just like feeling extra pretty.” 

David tried to object, but she waved off his objections saying, “I really don’t care what you tell her. It doesn’t matter. I’m going to keep training you and she’s bound to notice a lot of the girlish things you’ll

be doing. In any event, we’re going to the mall right after school so meet me back here. We’ll be taking Madison’s car.” 

“Oh man, this su--,” said David before he was cut off. 

“What was that Lacey?” 

“I mean: Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David quickly backing down. 

“Try that again,” replied Cassie sternly. “I thought we taught you how to curtsey.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” replied David affecting his most graceful curtsey. “Of course Mistress Cassie.” 



Making it through the day without incident was little consolation to David. This especially when he went outside after lunch and saw Hannah and Jessica waiting for him. They had taken positions by the doors in order to make sure that they didn’t miss him when he stepped through the side door. 

As soon as he walked past them, they caught up and walked on either side of him. They let him lead the way back to the bleachers, the same place where the two girls had humiliated him the previous day. 

“So, what did Cassie and her friends have you do yesterday, Lacey?” asked Hannah. 

“Nothing, I swear,” replied David. “I just stayed home and practiced my makeup.” 

Both girls giggled at his confession. “Do you have any idea how pathetic that sounds?” asked Jessica. 

“Very sissyish,” added Hannah. 

“Look, I just want to relax,” said David. 

“Great, we do too,” said Jessie. “Did you bring your makeup?” 

“No, of course not,” replied David. 

“That’s no problem,” said Hannah producing a large clear plastic makeup bag from her purse. “We brought some for you.” 

“No, I can’t do that,” croaked David barely above a whisper. 

“Do you want to put it on or do you want us to do it for you?” 

asked Jessica. 

“One way or another, you’re going to be soooo pretty,” 

promised Hannah. 

Jessica moved behind David and grabbed both his arms in hers pulling them behind his back. She wasn’t holding David as much as blocking his potential escape route. She could feel that he wasn’t really resisting her that much. It was as if he was resigned to his fate, but not particularly happy about it. 

Hannah was pretty skilled with makeup, but she did a quick rush job on David. Rather than skillfully blending the cosmetics to make him passable as Cassie and her friends had done, Hannah was more than content to put the makeup on heavily and leave David looking a bit ridiculous. 

“Do we really have to do this?” asked David as Hannah applied a thick coat of mascara to his lashes. 

“Do we have to?” asked Jessica rhetorically, “I guess we don’t have to. On the other hand, it’s a lot of fun. Bat your lashes, Lacey.” 

Hannah was satisfied with David’s eyes and gave him a predatory smile. “Okay, pucker up,” she commanded. 

With his face completely covered with makeup the two girls walked David back to the bleachers and sat him down between them. Even as he took his seat, the girls did not let go of his hand. It looked like a friendly gesture, but it kept him from leaving or wiping off his makeup. 

“Can I go now?” asked David. 

“Lunch isn’t over yet,” said Jessica. “Let’s just sit and chill. I’m not in a hurry to go back in there, that’s for sure.” 

“Please let me take the makeup off,” begged David. 

“I just did your makeup and now you want to take it off? First of all that’s so ungrateful. Not only that, but nobody has even seen your pretty face yet,” said Hannah. 

“But somebody will if I keep sitting here,” complained David. 

There was a large group of seven or eight students who were very

slowly walking across the field in the direction of the bleachers. 

David could feel the girls grip his hands even tighter. They weren’t about to let him go even as this group of students approached. 

“Hey! Nice makeup,” called out a cute Asian girl. The other people with her began laughing as they saw the makeup on David’s face. 

“Looking good, Sunshine,” called out a leggy blonde girl. 

“Isn’t she pretty? Her name is Lacey” called back Hannah. 

“Oh, she’s a knockout,” replied the Asian girl.  The whole group of students was laughing at him as they walked back into the school, 

“see you around, Lacey!” the blonde shouted as she shook her head and shared a huge smile among their group. 

“Having fun yet?” asked Jessica. 

“No, I’m definitely not,” said David. 

“Well, we are,” replied Hannah. 

“Good for you. Well you’ve humiliated me in front of those girls. 

Can I please just go now?” asked David. 

“What do you think, Hannah?” asked Jessica. “Do you think we can let Lacey go?” 

“He’s just going to undo all my hard work,” replied Hannah. 

“Yeah, but the bell is going to go off any second,” said Jessica. 

“Please,” pleaded David. 

“Oh my gosh what a whiny baby you are! Sure, go ahead,” said Hannah. 

They released their grip on his hands and laughed hysterically as he took off running. As they’d predicted he was trying to get to the bathroom to wash off his makeup before the big onslaught of students returned to the building. He ran into the building and right past three jocks who were hanging out in the hallway. He heard one of them give a sarcastic wolf whistle as he raced past them. 

David heard the bell ring and he knew that in moments the hallway would be full of people. He raced into the first open

bathroom and began to splash water on his face, but there was no soap anywhere to be found.  All the liquid soap dispensers seemed to be empty and all the water did was to smear the makeup. 

He looked ridiculous with all the colors mixed together and streaked down his face, and he knew he needed to find soap quickly. 

He tried to use his hand to shield his face as he raced down the length of the hall to the next boys’ bathroom where he hoped there would be soap. 

As he ran past the student body, a lot of people didn’t even notice anything was wrong, but he could still hear people laughing and he just assumed that every single giggle he heard was aimed at him. He reached the second bathroom and found it mercifully empty of people, but with full soap dispensers. Breathing deeply he cleaned off his face as best he could. Next was a race back down the same hall to his locker for the books he needed for his afternoon classes. 

David arrived at his Spanish class nearly fifteen minutes late, and quietly crept in the door at the back of the classroom. He found an empty seat and prayed that Señor Schneider would not notice him entering. 

As he opened his Spanish book he felt the girl sitting next to him tugging on his sleeve. “Nice mascara,” she said.  She was smiling at the feminized boy, but he no idea what to say back to her and turned his attention to his Spanish text. 



Following the school day, David was in no mood to spend the afternoon trying on dresses and who knows what else at the shopping mall. He was dreading enduring such a humiliating ordeal inflicted on him by three girls determined to emasculate and embarrass him. He decided not to return to his locker, opting instead to sneak away from school through a side door.  He might have made it home too, if Ashley hadn’t just happened to be looking at the window just at the right time to see him leave. 

David knew the girls would be coming after him. They weren’t dumb, and it wouldn’t take them long to figure out he wasn’t showing up. The direct route to his house would take him fifteen minutes

walking normally, but if he ran he figured he could make it home in seven.  He was not a great athlete, but he could run especially as afraid as he was. He had barely taken two steps out the door when he bumped right into Señor Schneider. 

“Ah, Señor Marin,” said Schneider. “I am surprised that somebody who rushes as quickly as you do can’t be on time for my Spanish class.” 

“I’m sorry Señor Schneider, but I had an emergency after lunch. 

I got there as quickly as I could.” 

“Does the reason you were late have anything to do with the guyliner you were wearing?” 

“Huh?” 

“I’m 44 years old David, not 84. Like everybody else I knew, I was way too into hair metal in the early 90s. I think I scared my parents a little,” the teacher laughed. 

“That’s great Señor Marin, but I really do need to get going,” 

said David, peering around nervously. 

“I know you are new to our school, so I’m trying to cut you some slack, but this is your future. I don’t want to see you wasting it.” 

“I understand,” said David. “If you want to know the truth, I nodded off under a tree at lunch and a couple of girls put makeup on me.  I couldn’t show up in class with makeup on, but the first boy’s bathroom I went to was out of soap, so I had to go to another bathroom….” 

“Say no more. I’ve been after them to keep the soap and toilet paper filled in the faculty bathrooms too.  Just don’t make this a habit, David.” 

“I won’t Señor Marin, I promise, but I really do need to get going.  I told my mom I’d be right home after school,” said David as he looked around again anxiously, hoping to avoid Cassie and her friends. 

“Alright David, I’ll see you in class tomorrow.” 

The conversation with his Spanish teacher had cost David valuable time.  Even as he rushed home, he imagined he saw the

girls behind every tree, around every corner, and in every passing car. If he could somehow get home before they caught him, he could lock the door and take his chances with them later.  He almost wished he had gone to meet them at his locker like he was supposed to, but he was committed to his escape plan. Now, it was much too late to change course. 

Running as fast as he could with a heavy backpack on his shoulders, David had cleared Redwood Drive. He was only a little more than a block from his house when the girls finally caught sight of him. 

“There he is!” called out Madison. 

“The little chicken shit is running like a bitch,” said Ashley. 

“Oh, he is going to regret this,” vowed Cassie. 

Madison’s  Equinox sped down the street pulling into a driveway in front of David. Like cops in an old fashioned detective show, Ashley and Cassie came flying out and raced after the frightened boy. 

“Oh shit!” cursed David sprinting like a terrified deer chased by wolves. He had given up hope of making it home. At this point, he was in full panic mode, dashing madly and just hoping to survive for another moment. 

In a flat out sprint, David might have been able to beat Cassie, but not Ashley. She was just too fast. Anyway, weighed down as he was by his heavy books, he wasn’t a match for either of them. 

Ashley got to him first and tackled him, sending him sprawling onto the soft grass of a nearby lawn. 

As Ashley pinned him down, Cassie began to chew out David. 

“You missed our meeting, you bitch, and then you actually tired to run away?” 

“I’ve had a rough day and I don’t want to go to the mall. Deal with it!” raged David. He was fed up and lashing out at Cassie. “I’m not your slave.” 

“You want to bet, little girl?” spat Cassie. 

“I’m not a girl,” protested David trying to push Ashley off of him. 

“Let me go!” 

“You’re not going anywhere,” said Madison who had removed a coil of rope from her trunk and was looming over David next to Cassie. She handed her friend the rope and Cassie quickly crouched down. 

Meanwhile, Ashley pulled off David’s backpack and held his wrists together behind his back.  Soon, the girls had their prey securely restrained. Madison’s sweat socks and a red bandana effectively gagged him, and the girls triumphantly walked him back to the car. 

“At least we caught him before he got away,” said Ashley as she pushed David into the back seat and crawled in after him. 

“Yeah, he’s not going to be running anywhere soon,” said Madison stowing his backpack in the trunk. 

“Maybe not, but he’s going to have to be punished for this,” 

said Cassie. “He’s going to have to get a punishment he’s never going to forget, so that the next time he feels like being a bad girl he’ll remembers just what that will get him.” 

“Are you going to spank him again?” asked Ashley. 

“Maybe, but I think we might find something more fun to do to him at the mall,” said Cassie. 



 Golden Beach Shopping Center was always pretty empty in the afternoon.  The seniors who mall walked were gone by then, and the teens usually didn’t arrive until after seven.  Golden Beach was not hit as hard by the turn to online shopping as a lot of malls, because it was always a place to see and be seen as much as it was a place to buy things. There were all sorts of places catering to teens and college kids so when the adult traffic dried up, they survived. 

“We’re going inside to buy you all sorts of pretty things,” said Cassie. “The only chance you have of getting out of those ropes and that gag is if you agree that you’ll be a good girl. Otherwise, we’re going to strip you down to your underwear and tie you to the back of this SUV and start honking the horn. It’ll be a lot more embarrassing

than trying on some clothes.  When we’re done, we’re still going to buy stuff for you no matter what. That doesn’t change.” 

“She means it,” warned Madison. 

“So do you promise to be a good girl?” asked Cassie.  David nodded his head glumly. 

“Aw cheer up, princess. You’re going to be so hot at Homecoming,” teased Ashley. 

“My mom will be here after work,” said Cassie as she untied David. “She gave me permission to buy Lacey everything we think she needs.” 

“And we’re going to get you the works, Lacey,” said Madison. 

The girls arranged themselves so that David was in the center of their little group with Ashley on his right, Madison on his left, and Cassie in front. They weren’t going to risk letting him run away again if they could help it. The four of them entered through one of the side mall entrances by the food court and movie theatre. 

“Where should we stop first?” asked Madison. 

“We have already plenty of underwear for Lacey, although we might want to upgrade.  Also, depending on what we buy, we might need a strapless or halter bra. It doesn’t make sense to get shoes or accessories or even underwear before we know what Lacey will be doing for her Homecoming dress,” said Cassie. 

“Are we just getting her an outfit for Homecoming?” asked Ashley. 

“No,” replied Cassie. “That’s the most important thing, but we can get anything we see that we like.” 

The girls watched David as he cringed at the comments about everything that they would be buying for him. They enjoyed making him squirm with embarrassment, and he didn’t disappoint. The idea of spending Homecoming in a dress on a guy’s arm was the worst thing David could imagine. Just thinking about them making him do anything like that completely unraveled him. 

“Why is that place still open?” asked Ashley pointing to a small shop with the words  Be a Star  in cheesy blue and red neon letters. 

“I’ve been coming to this mall all my life and the only people I’ve ever seen on the video screen are people who work there. How are they making any money?” 

“I don’t know, but I think it could be fun,” said Madison. 

“You just love to sing,” replied Ashley. “Besides, you can do everything they do on your cell phone without being on display for everybody in the mall.” 

“Hmm, do they have current songs?” asked Cassie. 

“Yeah, I saw an employee singing Ed Sheeran last time I was here,” said Madison. 

“Perfect, let’s go in there first,” said Cassie. 

“Really?” asked Ashley. 

“Yeah, I think I just found the perfect punishment for our disobedient little sissy,” replied Cassie as she walked through the glass door of the studio. 

The employees of the studio were thrilled to have an actual paying customer. There was a black haired guy named Danny in a Weezer t-shirt and a cute girl with purple hair named Colleen who the girls recognized from school, even though they really didn’t know her very well. 

They saw a number of packages people could get ranging from just getting up and singing in front of a camera, to making a video full of cheesy special effects that must have looked great in the nineties. 

As Cassie had hoped, their deluxe package included a full makeover that would make the customer look like the star whose song you were singing. She happily plopped down her mom’s platinum card and asked for their most expensive package deal. She told Colleen and Danny that it wasn’t one of the girls who would be performing, but David. The look of fear on his face made Ashley laugh out loud right in the store. 

“How long will the makeover take?” asked Cassie. 

“About forty minutes usually,” said David. 

“She’s wearing appropriate underwear and her body is shaved,” commented Ashley. 

“Great, that’ll help,” said Colleen. 

“She can text us when you’re done with the makeover.  We’ll get some of our shopping done while we’re waiting,” said Cassie. 

“I promise you it’ll be worth the wait,” assured Colleen. 



The girls spent the next half hour looking at jewelry, handbags, and various other things that they didn’t think would be particularly embarrassing for David to have to buy. They didn’t want to miss his facial expression when he had to come out of the dressing room wearing homecoming dresses. They especially looked forward to making him sit in a shoe store while a salesperson buckled high-heeled sandals on his pantyhose-covered feet. 

Meanwhile, Colleen was busy doing David’s makeup. The makeovers weren’t meant to make the person look identical to the star they were performing as.  Instead, they would come out with Elvis sideburns or a heavily padded bra for Dolly Parton. This wasn’t a professional makeup studio. 

“Maybe it’s just me,” said Colleen blending foundation into David’s face, “but I get the impression you’re not thrilled about this makeover. 

“No, it’s alright,” said David. 

“Most people don’t spend this kind of money for just ‘alright.’” 

“Most people don’t spend any kind of money here, do they?” 

“No, it’s pretty dead. I mean it’s a great job if you don’t want to do anything, but it can’t last forever,” replied Colleen. 

“You’d be surprised how long some things can last.” 

“So is this like a bet or something?” 

“It’s something like that,” lied David. 

“Well, just get into the character for the song and it won’t be nearly as embarrassing,” assured Colleen. 

“Thanks, I’ll try.” 

“You really do have the looks to pull off this crossdressing thing you know?” 

“Unfortunately, I know.” 



The girls hurried back to the shop as soon as they got their text from David. There was a place for friends of the singers to watch the live performance and a large television monitor in the window of the shop, which broadcast the singing live. 

The girls clapped and cheered with glee as David walked out dressed as Taylor Swift. He was wearing the white and blue cheerleading outfit from the  Shake it Off  video with the bare midriff and very short skirt. Fortunately, his blond wig and makeup concealed his identity somewhat. 

As soon as he began to sing, Madison jumped out of her seat and exclaimed, “That boy can sing.” 

“He sounds just like a girl though,” replied Ashley. 

“I know and I love it!” agreed Cassie. 

In fact, David did sound like a very talented female singer. His voice was already a bit highly pitched, but especially as embarrassed as he was, his singing voice went even higher. In fact, the curious crowd that began to gather just outside the storefront had no idea that the “girl” they were cheering for was really a guy. 

“I can’t believe it,” said Madison. “Go Lacey!” 

“We can use this to our advantage,” said Cassie. 

“We sure can,” replied Ashley. “You know there’s that big talent show at Homecoming?” 

“That’s true,” said Cassie. “How would you feel about singing with Lacey this year.” 

“I would love it!” exclaimed Madison. 

David finished his performance totally oblivious to how it had been received. Even when he heard a round of applause from outside the studio, he had no idea that they was cheering for him. It wasn’t until he saw the smiling faces on the girls that he realized his performance had been very well received. 

At any rate, David didn’t care about any of that. He just couldn’t wait to change out of the sassy blue and white cheer uniform they’d

forced him to perform in. He was unbearably humiliated by how he was dressed, with the tiny skirt bouncing around his thighs. Even worse, the short tight shell exposed his midriff and showed off his apparent boobs. He knew he looked like a pretty teenaged cheerleader, and that was eroding his sense of self. 

“You’ve been holding out on us,” gushed Madison. “You’ve got real talent.” 

“Yeah! Where did you learn to sing like that?” asked Cassie. 

“I don’t know,” said David. “I’ve never really sung publicly before.” 

“No way!” exclaimed Madison. “Why not? You’ve got a great voice.” 

“The performing arts weren’t really big in my old high school. I never wanted all that attention,” said David. 

“Thanks Dave,” said Danny. “You killed it and we can use all the attention we can get.” 

“Was he a big help to you?” asked Cassie. 

“He was huge,” said Danny. “Hopefully this will bring in some business.” 

“Do you think we could keep the wig and the stuffed bra?” 

asked Cassie. 

“I don’t know,” said Danny. 

“It’s not a real expensive wig and we have plenty of bras,” 

assured Colleen. 

“It just seems a shame to mess up the awesome makeup job that Colleen did and he can’t wear his makeup with boy hair and a flat chest,” explained Cassie. 

“You know I was talking to him and I got the distinct impression that he doesn’t want to do this,” said Colleen. 

“Of course he does,” said Ashley. “Isn’t that right, Lacey?” 

“Yes,” said David in a hushed, inhibited voice. “It’s what I want to do.” 

“Bullshit,” said Colleen. 

“Colleen, do not talk to a customer that way,” admonished Danny. 

“Maybe it is a little forced,” said Cassie. “So what?” 

“Why are you doing it to him?” asked Colleen. 

“Why do you care?” asked Ashley. 

“Don’t worry, Ash, we can tell her. I love the power. I love making him act all girly and I love the feeling of humiliating him. 

Yeah, I guess it’s all a big power trip,” confessed Cassie. 

“If we give you what you want, will you agree to have him come back here a few hours a week?” asked Danny. 

“What? No!” refused David. 

“Be quiet sissy, we’re talking,” said Colleen causing Cassie and her friends to smile and Danny to get strangely quiet himself. 

“What for?” asked Madison. 

“If you haven’t noticed, this place is dying,” said Colleen. 

“More like already dead,” contradicted Ashley. 

“Well, he will attract a crowd and maybe more business,” 

replied Colleen. 

“Hmm, so he’d get dolled up and sing a couple of times a week and in exchange we’d get the stuff I asked for?” asked Cassie. 

“You got it,” replied Colleen

“How about videos of all his performances?” asked Madison. 

“Sure, that’s easy enough,” agreed Colleen. 

“This sounds like a win-win proposition to me,” said Cassie. “I may need a few things from your wardrobe later. Will that be an issue?” 

“Do you mean borrow or take?” asked Danny. 

“We could return them,” assured Cassie. 

“I think we have a deal,” said Colleen. 

Even as she helped him get changed, David had a hard time meeting Colleen’s gaze. The sympathy she had clearly felt for him earlier was long gone, giving way to her own self-interest. 

With David now looking just like any other high school girl despite wearing androgynous shirt and pants, he exited the studio accompanied by his three handlers. They walked right into Cassie’s mom. 

“Hi mom,” called out Cassie. 

“Hello girls,” said Cassandra. “I quite enjoyed the performance. 

I think Lacey here could try out for the cheerleading team, don’t you? 

Anyway, how was the shopping?” 

“Honestly, we got a little distracted by his singing. We haven’t really gotten started,” said Cassie. 

“Well, there’s no time like the present,” said Cassandra. “Let’s begin, shall we?” 

The first “shop til you drop” stop they made was at  Pretty Young Thing. This was one of Cassie’s favorite boutiques, and because it was geared to the trendy high school to college crowd, there were sure to be a lot of homecoming and prom type dresses. 

Almost as soon as the girls entered the store they rushed over to a rack where they saw a fashion forward dress in a red metallic fabric with ruched detailing and a daring plunge neckline. Although it was basically a floor length gown, it had a daring slit up the middle that extended all the way to mid-thigh. 

“Wow! Can you imagine this with some strappy heels and some statement earrings?” asked Madison. 

“This will make a statement alright,” agreed Ashley. 

Cassandra walked over to the rack and fingered the metallic fabric. “This a great dress girls, but look at how plunging that neckline is?” 

“Yeah, it’s a great dress, but he couldn’t pull it off,” said Cassie reluctantly. “Not unless she gets breast implants.” 

David gasped then breathed a sigh of relief when he realized Cassie was teasing him. This earned him the attention of Cassandra. 

“You know, you’re going to hate the dress they pick out for you just as much as you hate this one.” 

David bowed his head and nodded slightly in agreement, thinking, “True, but not as much as I’d hate getting breast implants.” 

Sure enough, the girls scoured the store looking at dress after dress, and none of them were any better than the first dress in David’s mind. He was daydreaming and trying to come up with an escape plan when Cassandra held something up to his body. 

He looked down to see a berry colored lace panel dress with a very high neckline and an overlay of intricate lace fabric. It had a sleeveless design, and a flirty tiered bell-shaped skirt that only came to mid-thigh. 

“Mom! That’s  awesome!” exclaimed Cassie. 

“I do like it, Mrs. King,” agreed Ashley. 

“It doesn’t show any cleavage so you can pad his chest, but it’s still very sexy,” said Cassandra. “We’ll get him some killer heels and he’ll be the ultimate homecoming queen.” 

David just shuddered at the thought. 

“Let’s have him try it on,” suggested Ashley. 

Cassie waved down a salesgirl and had her open up a dressing room for David. As he stepped inside, Cassie went in with him. 

“Don’t worry about me,” she said, “it’s just us girls. Anyway? It’s not like you’ll be getting naked. I’ve seen you in your bra and panties a lot already, and I have plenty of pictures of you like that.” 

“This is crazy, Cassie,” pleased David. “Please don’t do this.” 

“You know what’s crazy?  You thinking you’re getting out of this, Lacey,” replied Cassie. 

“This is so humiliating,” said David as Cassie pulled his shirt over his head. 

“You know if you loosened up, you might even enjoy yourself,” 

replied Cassie. 

When David emerged from the dressing room, Madison and Ashley cheered. They had found the perfect dress in just the first one that he had tried on. The high neck of the sleeveless dress drew attention to just how feminine David’s face really was, and the flowing tiers of fabric made his body look amazing. 

“I think we have a winner,” said Cassie. 

“Can we go then?” asked David, feeling humiliated and somewhat petulant. 

“You really need to watch your manners,” said Cassandra. “We will take you to the food court and take turns putting you over all our knees if you don’t shape up.” 

“I’m sorry Mistress Cassandra,” said David, dropping a humiliating curtsey. 

“Is it okay if we get him some things for every day?” asked Ashley. 

“Go ahead,” said Cassandra. “She sure needs a lot of new feminine clothes. Her wardrobe is pathetic.” 

They found another 2 dresses for David before they left.  One was a short lemon yellow dress with spaghetti straps and the other was a black and white polka dot swing dress. Each new purchase felt like another nail in his masculinity’s coffin. Their next stop was to buy David shoes. 

“This is great,” said Ashley. “We can finally get Cinderella some glass slippers that fit her properly.” 

“I was thinking some cute black heels would go well with her new berry party dress,” said Cassie. 

“Black isn’t bad, but let’s try gold maybe.  They will really pop,” 

suggested Madison. 

“Knock yourselves out girls,” said Cassandra. “Lacey and I will take a seat and you can bring us any shoes you think will work, and then we’ll get a sales associate to help us.” 

Cassandra led David over to a couple of chairs and had him remove his shoes. “How are you enjoying serving my daughter?” 

“Mistress Cassie treats me very well,” replied David, chagrined. 

“That’s a pretty good answer,” acknowledged Cassandra. “Now, what’s the real answer?” 

“I’m not a girl,” said David. “You may try and make me dress like one and even act like one, but I’m not a girl.” 

“You make a very cute one, you know.” 

“Sure, I get that you and the girls can make me pass for a girl, but I’m not happy about having to wear heels and dresses,” moaned David, “I hate that but you’re making it even worse! Now, I’m supposed to go to Homecoming with a boy?” 

“I know it’s scary, but is your life really any worse for it?” asked Cassandra. 

“Yes! My life is already much much worse!  Didn’t Cassie tell you? My mom walked in on me practicing my makeup after school yesterday. I have no idea how I’m going to explain that to her, and how can I hide all the rest of this from her?” asked David, trying not to sound whiny. 

“It was good that you were practicing anyway.  Do you know why this is so tough for you?” 

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” pouted David. 

“It’s difficult because you’re afraid you’ll like it and you’re afraid of what that says about you.” 

David could not believe her comment. She completely missed the point. He was so frustrated that he was barely able to keep himself from yelling at her. He took a deep breath try to control his temper, but before he got a chance to respond, Madison raced over with an elegant and feminine silver shoe. “How about these? They are to die for!” 

Cassandra took the offered shoe and examined it closely. 

Madison had selected a silver  Steve Madden sandal with rhinestone covered ankle straps. 

Cassandra nodded saying, “I like them. They’ll  definitely draw plenty of attention to Lacey’s sexy legs. Let’s ask a sales associate get us a few pairs so we can have Lacey try them on.” 

Seeing Cassandra brandishing her platinum card made the pretty red headed sales girl extremely enthusiastic to help. She introduced herself as Lisa, flashing a brilliant smile. She was working on commission, and couldn’t care less if David was a guy, a girl, or a ficus tree. Her emerald green eyes sparkled as if dollar signs were dancing inside her retinas. 

Lisa strapped the silver sandals onto David’s feet, and the girls made him walk around the store. He still wasn’t graceful, but between practicing on his own and the times that the girls had made him wear heels, he was at least steady in them. 

“Those are absolutely you, Lacey,” said Cassie. 

“If we go to Homecoming with her, we’re going to have to make sure she doesn’t steal all our dates,” added Ashley mockingly. 

‘You know, I really need to get home. I told you that my mom saw me practicing putting on makeup, and I’m in enough trouble already,” said David. 

“If you want I can call your mother and let her know exactly what we’re doing?” offered Cassandra as David’s face froze into a horrified mask of astonishment. “No? OK then stop your whining. 

We’ll just be one more hour,” she said, “and we expect to see you enthusiastic for the hour.” 

Cassandra paid for the sexy silver sandals they’d selected for David as well as for a pair of basic black pumps and a pair of open toed heels in a neutral khaki color.  For the next half hour, they hit all the shops they could.  They got David a few more cute outfits, a stylish clutch for Homecoming, and they even got his ears double pierced. 

Just when David was seeing the end in sight, Cassandra steered him over to the large  Nordstrom  department store and right to the  Lancome  makeup counter. There she had him take a seat. “I made an appointment for Lacey,” said Cassandra. 

“That’s awesome, mom!” exclaimed Cassie. 

“Hi, can I help you?” said a very attractive blonde woman in her late twenties. She had her hair in a messy bun with flirty tendrils framing her beautiful face. Her flawless makeup was evidence of her skill and taste.  She wore a smock that concealed the contours of her body, but a very shapely pair of legs was very visible underneath her short black skirt. Her name tag identified her as Lauren. 

“Yes, you can. I’m Cassandra King and I called for an appointment for Lacey.” 

“Great! I’ve been expecting you,” said the makeup artist. “My name is Lauren,” she smiled, pointing to her name tag, “and I’ll be happy to assist you. What kind of makeup did you have in mind?” 

“Well, he needs a total new look so we’re looking for everything

—daytime and evening, and something glamorous for Homecoming really,” explained Cassandra. 

“He?” asked Lauren. 

“Yes, he’s a sissy,” said Cassandra. “Will that be a problem?” 

“Heavens no! I got my start as a makeup artist by doing makeup on my little brother. He didn’t like it too much,” giggled Lauren, “but I didn’t really care.” 

All the girls and Cassandra joined Laura laughing at this. David just sat helplessly fuming. First of all, he was humiliated that the beautiful young makeup artist had taken him for a girl. Worse, he’d hoped that Laura would refuse to participate with this charade, and he was sorely disappointed to hear she actually enjoyed feminizing guys. 

“Why don’t we start with her  day time look?” smiled Laura, with a mischievous glint in her eyes, 

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Cassie. 

David was inwardly whimpering as he sat on the stool. Lauren appraised his face like an artist preparing to sculpt a lump of clay. 

She spoke to David, but more to the girls in a way that made him feel insignificant, like his opinion didn’t matter at all. Sadly he realized that it didn’t. 

The makeup artist asked, “What’s this pretty little girl’s name?” 

When Cassandra explained, “she goes by Lacey,” Laura clapped her hands and laughed. She quickly went into her well-practiced presentation about the importance of a good foundation to cover up any flaws. She added that with his lack of a manly beard, a sheer foundation would easily erase all traces of facial hair and help make Lacey’s skin look perfect, giving her a peaches and cream complexion. 

Laura covered David’s face with a high quality matte liquid foundation and the girls all expressed their amazement at the

results. Smiling at their praise, Laura said, “That is just the beginning. Now, for the real fun part! With the right makeup her eyes will totally pop for all the couple photographs with her date. This is for her Homecoming dance after all!” 

"That's exactly what I want, Laura.” said Cassie. Turning to David she said, “Your pretty eyes are huge to begin with, Lacey. You are sure to get all the guys’ attention with them all glammed up," she mocked. 

"Oh yes, your little sissy is not going to have any trouble getting male attention," replied Lauren, “now let’s try a spectacular Homecoming look on her that the boys will love.” 

"Boys notice all those little things," agreed Cassie. 

"Oh, does she have a date yet?" asked Lauren. 

"Not yet, but I’m working on it," sighed Cassie with a little disappointment in her voice. 

Lauren went behind the counter and began to lay out a large assortment of product on the counter in front of David. She applied a dusting of loose finishing powder. "Did you want to keep the eye brows?" 

"Uh yeah, please," pleaded David. 

"Can you just neaten them up without making them too narrow and arched?" asked Cassandra mercifully. 

"Yeah, that's easy," she replied grabbing a pair of tweezers and pulling out stray hairs from David's brows. It did make him look more feminine, but his eyebrows wouldn't cause him to get too many odd looks when he returned to school as a male. 

Next came a rather detailed discussion about various eye colors and blending techniques that David could scarcely keep up with. Unlike the liquid eye liner that Ashley had used before, Lauren used a pencil and David couldn't help flinching away as the sharp object was tracing along his inner eyelids. The mascara and eyelash curler were only slightly less worrisome

Lauren skillfully managed to really bring out his eyes in a way that Cassie agreed was perfect for the talent competition. Ashley

studied everything Lauren did intently, hoping that she would be able to successfully duplicate it on David when the time came. 

For David’s part, he felt like he’d already been sitting there for an eternity as Lauren applied one product after another, only to decide it wasn't quite perfect. Kept trying something, cleaning it off, and trying something else. 

A funny thing happened though. David became so absorbed in what Lauren was doing to his face that he forgot all about the people streaming past entering and exiting the mall. David's rear end was actually numb by the time Lauren finally turned him towards a magnifying mirror and asked, "So Lacey? What do you think?" 

"Uhmmmm," David mumbled. He really tried to respond, but he was speechless. The face looking back at him was a totally feminine face, a beautiful face, but he knew it was really his face. He instinctively went to touch it, but Cassandra chided him, "Don't you dare mess up your makeup, sissy." 

When David looked closely at his reflection it almost felt like somebody else was staring back at him. The makeup was bold, far too bright and way too noticeable even for evening, but for Homecoming he would look like a princess. 

So many mixed emotions swirled around David's head that he found he couldn't express any of it. He was horrified and ashamed to look so feminine, but a part of him was actually proud. He just sat there in a fog before Cassandra asked him again, "How do you like your new look?" 

David hated it, he truly did. They’d taken every ounce of masculinity he’d had away from him. At the same time, he was stunned to find out that he could be made into an attractive even desirable girl. There was something oddly fascinating about that. "It's different," he replied, his voice soft and breathy. 

"David, you are such a dorks sometimes," laughed Ashley, 

“you’re a gorgeous princess, and you know it.” 

David tried to glare at her, but with his face full of makeup he looked like a fluffy little kitten trying to act fierce. 

"Thanks Lauren, this was better than we could have even hoped for," said Cassie. 

"This is the most fun I have had doing a makeover in a very long time," replied Lauren, maybe since I made my little brother into Cinderella for Halloween. The girls all laughed about that. 

"Bag up everything you used on him and we'll buy it all. Also, if you can give us some things for more everyday looks, you know his coloring better than we do now," instructed Cassandra. 

With David’s makeup purchases in hand, they all exited from the  Nordstrom right out into the parking lot. 

“Well you finally get to go home, Lacey,” said Cassie. 

“Wait, I can’t go home like this,” protested David. 

“Why not?” asked Cassandra. 

“I’ve makeup on my face and I need to take some of these clothes off,” said a panicked David. 

“That’s not our problem,” said Ashley. 

“No, David is right.  Have him change into the lemon sundress and the neutral heels.  He can’t exactly change in my tiny car,” 

instructed Cassandra. “Don’t let him mess his make up either.” 

“Don’t worry Mrs. King,” said Madison. “We have plenty of rope if he tries.” 

“Excellent,” said Cassandra. “Cassie, why don’t you come with me? Madison and Ashley can drop him off at his place.” 

“But my mom will see!” complained David. 

“Come along sissy,” said Madison putting her arm around David’s shoulders. “Let’s get you changed.” 





TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Four

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

For David, the ride to his house was like that part in a horror movie where the scary music starts playing in the background and you know that the killer or monster is about to strike, but you haven’t seen them yet.  His anxiety was building the entire way home. 

First the girls made him change into his very sexy lemon yellow sundress and khaki colored pumps. He did so seething with frustration under the watchful eyes of Madison and Ashley. Then, the girls had tied his hands behind his back.  His binds weren’t very intricate or complicated, but the girls made them tight enough to hold. They weren’t going to take any chances of him trying to run off. 

With his blonde Taylor Swift wig and full  Lancome makeover on full display, he could only cringe in hopeless fear of what his mom would think when she saw him. She had caught her son practicing his makeup the day before, and though she was acting sort of OK

about it, a tension had hung over their heads the night afterward like the mythical Sword of Damocles.  They were supposed to talk about it tonight, but he hadn’t planned to be wearing a short little number that exposed most of his pantyhose covered thighs when they did. 

Madison was driving her car, and Ashley was keeping a close eye on David as they stopped at a stop light. Tied as he was, he could never even open the car door to make an escape attempt. It wasn’t as if he could outrun an athlete like Ashley anyway, especially not when he was wearing heels. He searched Ashley’s face for any hint of sympathy, but finding none he sighed and closed his eyes. 

As Madison pulled her  Equinox in front of David’s house, Ashley was busy untying David’s wrists from behind his back. He could see that Cassandra’s  Miata was already parked in the driveway and he realized that his mom probably already knew everything. 

“Free as a bird,” said Ashley as she removed David’s bindings and threw them in the back of the SUV. “We wouldn’t want your mom to think her little man was being held prisoner.” 

“Please let me change,” begged David. “My mom is going to flip if she sees me like this.  I can even pay you.  I’ve got some money saved up.” 

“Oh I’m sure the look on her face will be payment enough,” said Madison. 

Madison got out of the driver’s seat and helped Ashley drag David from the car. The feminized sissy wasn’t really struggling so much as too paralyzed with fear; his humiliation rendered him unable to take the final steps to face his own certain doom. He still wasn’t really graceful in his heels and, while he could walk, he knew he certainly couldn’t fight off two determined young women. 

He could see Cassandra and Cassie laughing with his mom as he walked up the front walk flanked by the two girls.  “My keys were in my pants,” said David, obviously playing for time and trying to forestall the inevitable. 

“Then just ring the doorbell, silly girl,” ordered Madison. 

When Maggie Marin opened the door, she could scarcely believe it.  She had been expecting her son to be dressed and made up. 

Cassandra and her daughter had prepared her well, but she was not expecting him to look like that. He was pretty, no he was beautiful! 

“Oh wow! David, you’re so pretty!” exclaimed his mom. 

“Is she like the daughter you never had?” asked Cassie. 

“I’ll say,” said Maggie. “I had no idea.” 

“Th…thanks mom,” stumbled David. 

“I am so proud of you,” said Maggie hugging her son. 

“Mom, please…” 

“I’m sorry, honey. Of course, I don’t want to mess up your makeup,” said Maggie. 

“I told your mom that you were participating in the Homecoming Talent Show,” said Cassandra. “She said that she walked in on you practicing your makeup and I just had to explain to her what was

going on. I’m sorry because I know you had your heart set on surprising her,” said Cassandra. 

“The Homecoming Talent Show?” asked David completely puzzled by this turn of events. 

“Yeah silly,” said Madison. “We’re going to win it too.” 

“He’s always had such a great voice,” admired Maggie. 

“I’ll say,” agreed Ashley enthusiastically. “I can’t wait to see them perform.” 

“Yeah, we’re going to be great,” agreed David with all the mock sincerity that he could muster, even as he tried to beg the girls to back off with a pleading look in his eyes. 

“For sure,” said Cassie, before delivering a subtle dig, “Not too many guys would be gutsy enough to dress up and sing imitating a sexy pop princess like Ariana Grande in front of all their classmates.” 

“It’s not all his classmates,” assured Madison. “Ten of fifteen percent won’t be there.” 

“Yeah, but you know there will be videos,” said Ashley. 

“You know I’ll be recording it,” said Maggie. “I am so proud of you David for getting involved and giving your new school a chance. 

You are a miracle worker, Cassie.” 

“Believe me,” said Cassie. “I’m probably getting more out of this than David is.” 

“I can believe that,” smirked Cassandra. 

“The only thing I don’t understand is Homecoming is a ways off, why does he have to be doing all this now?” asked Maggie. 

“We want to win this thing,” said Madison. “Right Dave?” 

“Definitely,” David agreed, forcing a smile on his face, while squirming inside. 

“He has a lot to learn if he’s going to pull off Ariana Grande,” said Cassie. “He’s going to have to learn her singing, her dancing, her feminine movements, and her sassy attitude. He can’t pick that up over night or even the week before. He’s going to have to practice it all hours every day to win. Remember, everybody is way over the top

competing for this thing, but that’s why winning it will be so good for his popularity.” 

“Well, if I can do anything to help, I definitely will,” offered Maggie. 

“Girls, is there anything she can do to help?” asked Cassandra. 

“Just let him practice at home,” said Madison. “That’ll be the biggest help.” 

“If you can help him learn how to do his makeup and walk in his heels that would help a lot too,” said Cassie. 

“I still don’t understand why he’d have to do his own makeup. 

Can’t one of you do it for him?” asked Maggie. 

“Unfortunately, they have a male dressing room and a female dressing room. I’m really going to try to do it for him, but it probably won’t work out” said Madison. “I have to do my own hair and makeup. Unfortunately, we may not see each other until we’re going up on stage.” 

“That’s really too bad,” said Maggie. 

“It shouldn’t be that hard for him to learn to do his makeup for a show,” said Cassandra. “We all learned to do it.” 

“That’s true,” said Maggie. “It might actually do him some good to see how the other half lives for a change.” 

“That’s a very good point,” agreed Ashley, “David will know more about girls than he ever imagined. It’ll do him good to be one of us so he can to learn more about us.” 

His mother nodded, then regarded David, looking so feminine and even quite pretty and she wondered just how much more he really needed to learn about being feminine. He caught his mother’s gaze and blushed deeply, wondered what she must think of him. 

David wished he could have that planned talk with his mom right now, before his imagination ran too wildly out of control. He wondered, “Does mom even believe this competition story? And if she does, will my supposed willingness to put on a dress and prance around on stage as a sexy girl make her think that I want to be a

girl?” Before he could try to send his unwanted feminizers away, the situation turned against him again. 

“Do you want to go help David take off his makeup, girls?” asked Cassandra.  “I’m sure he’d love to get back into his normal clothing.” 

“Sure mom,” said Cassie and with that the three girls each grabbed hold of their little dress up doll and led David up to his room. 

As soon as they got there and closed the door, David spun on them, even more angry and frustrated than he’d been at the mall. 

“What the Hell was that about a talent show?” asked the feminized boy. 

“That was my mom getting you out of trouble,” said Cassie. “You can thank her later, but she wouldn’t have had to do it if you hadn’t been so careless when you were practicing your makeup,” she snapped. 

“I think Lacey here wanted her mom to catch her,” said Ashley, 

“it’s been a burden hiding her true girlish nature.” 

“What? What ‘girlish nature?’” said David. 

“Have you seen yourself in the mirror, girlfriend?” asked Madison, “You’re one hot little vixen,” she added, “Anyway it’s no big deal. Don’t sweat the talent show. You are going to knock them dead.” 

“I don’t care about winning,” said David. “I don’t want to dress up like Ariana Grande in front of all of those people.” 

“That’s a bad attitude,” warned Ashley. 

“It sure is,” agreed Cassie. “I’m going to be blunt. You’re going to win that contest. If you don’t, I will make you regret that loss for the rest of your life. You know full well that I can do it too.” 

“This is so unfair,” complained David. “I don’t want to do this.” 

“Unfortunately for you, now that your mom knows about it, you kind of have to,” said Ashley. 

“The good news for you is that we’re busy the rest of the week, but on Saturday morning you’re going to be going for a new haircut,” 

said Cassie. 

“I don’t need a haircut,” protested David. 

“Oh you’ll love it. My stylist is a miracle worker,” said Cassie. 

“Your stylist?” asked David. 

“Yeah, my mom already cleared it with your mom,” said Cassie. 

“You’re going to get some extensions so that you can really bring out your inner Ariana.” 

“No,” said David, panic-stricken at the thought of himself dancing and singing in front of his school,. 

“Yes,” said the girls in unison. 

“You’re going to look fabulous,” said Madison, and smiled at David’s reaction. 

He was gasping as he pictured himself wearing a tight miniskirt and girlish top with a trademark Ariana-style high pony tail swinging and bouncing as he moved around the stage. The image made him want to cry, scream, and throw up all at once! “This can’t be happened to me!” he moaned. 

“Oh it’s just getting started, Princess. Tonight, and every night, you’re going to wear your new baby doll or other skimpy nighty to bed,” said Cassie. “We wouldn’t want you feeling too masculine when you sleep.” 

“No way! What if my mom sees me?” complained David. 

“You mean when she tucks her little man in goodnight?” asked Ashley. 

“She better not,” replied Cassie. “If she does though, you may tell her whatever you want.” 

“That would be so embarrassing,” agreed Madison. 

“Hang up all the dresses and put the underwear in your drawers,” said Cassie. “Your mom knows you’re practicing so she might not get too upset.” 

It was only now that David realized that the girls had brought all his new purchases up to his room. There were shoe boxes, jewelry cases, makeup cases, dresses, and bags full of flimsy frothy feminine underwear. 

“Have a good night, Lacey,” said Cassie giving him a peck on the cheek. 

“I can’t wait for Saturday,” said Madison. 



After all the girls left, David’s mother called him down the stairs and into the kitchen where she had made hot cocoa for them both. 

“Mom, you know I appreciate the cocoa, but it was seventy degrees out today,” said David. 

“I like chocolate, so shoot me,” said Maggie. 

“Fair enough,” said David reaching into a plastic bag and grabbing a handful of miniature marshmallows. “I’m not complaining.” 

“I’m really proud of you David.  Putting yourself out there at the talent show takes a lot of guts.” 

“Thanks mom, but I don’t know. I’m thinking of not doing it.” 

“Oh yeah? But you have to, David. Everybody is counting on you.” 

“It’ll be so embarrassing though, mom.” 

“No it won’t,” replied Maggie. “It’ll let everybody know that you’re confident in your masculinity. I promise you, girls like that…a lot.” 

“I don’t think that’s true, mom.” 

“Have you ever heard of  The Cure?” 

“The cure for what?” 

“It was a band, David. I think most of my boyfriends in high school and college wore more makeup than I did. Trust me on this, I’m your mother, but I’m also a girl.” 

“Ew yuck,” replied David with a fake shudder. 

“I’m very happy right now David. I was trying to figure out how to talk to you about your wearing makeup.” 

“I imagine you were pretty pissed.” 

“No,” replied Maggie arching her eyebrow. “Why would I be pissed? That’s insane.” 

“I don’t know,” said David. “Most moms don’t want to come home to find their son experimenting with makeup.” 

“I told you, all my boyfriends wore it. I actually had rehearsed a speech, you know.” 

“A speech? For what?” 

“I was trying to find a way to tell you that I loved you no matter what. If you’re gay or straight or transgendered or just really kinky….” 

“What?? Mom! Oh gross.” 

“I’m just saying, I love you regardless of your sexuality, and if you ever do need to tell me about anything like that just tell me! After all, I’m a pretty cool mom.” 

“There’s no such thing,” joked David. 

“It’s actually going to be fun for me to work with you on your makeup and walking in your heels—even dancing.” 

“Oh God mom, no,” said David, “I don’t want to do my makeup with you.” 

“Oh don’t be so stubborn. Mrs. King thought it would be a good idea. I can give you tips and pointers and better feedback than reading magazine articles and checking your look in the mirror can. 

It’ll be fun.” 

“It’s just really awkward, mom. I’m thinking of quitting. It’s all just too girly.” 

“I know it is honey, but you’re making amazing progress! Anyway I’ve been getting such a kick out of it,” admitted Maggie. 




***

 

The next few days were a blur to David. His life at school had only gotten more difficult. Hannah and Jessica were threatening to bring an extra dress and heels for him to model at lunch, and Cassie and her friends were ever present during the school day. 

After school he came home and practiced just like he was supposed to. He even reluctantly allowed his mom to coach him

when she got home from work in the evening. She seemed to revel in helping him transform himself into a feminine young woman. 

Fortunately for David, his mom had to run out Saturday morning so she didn’t see the girls arrive. They made a beeline right for David’s room and grabbed several of his outfits as well as his makeup, packed them all into a red plaid duffel bag, and then dragged him off to meet Renee for his 11 am beauty appointment. 

From the outside, David could see that the salon would be a challenge.  It was a chic spot that wouldn’t have looked out of place on  Rodeo Drive. Worse, on Saturday afternoon it was packed. As soon as Cassie entered, the woman at the front desk lit up. 

“Well hello Cassie, I didn’t expect you back so soon,” said the receptionist. 

“Hi Isabelle, it’s not for me, but my little friend here wants some of that Renee magic to make him fabulous,” replied Cassie. 

“Oh she does love working on the pretty boys and he’s one of the prettiest that I’ve ever seen. It shouldn’t be very long if you want to take a seat.  Help yourself to an espresso if you’d like.” 

As the girls took their seats in a row of plush leather chairs, David looked around the salon. It seemed to be a mix of blonde and pink.  In fact, the feminine vibe this place was giving off was overwhelming.  As if reading his mind Ashley spoke, “Are you excited about your new hairstyle, princess?” 

“That’s not the word I’d use,” said David. 

“You know Lacey, you’re getting really lackadaisical in your manners. Is that the way I taught you to speak to one of your mistresses?” asked Cassie. 

“No, Mistress Cassie,” replied David, “sorry Mistress Ashley, sorry Mistress Cassie.” 

“Just so you know,” said Cassie, “my mom told Renee you might not be real enthusiastic about getting your hair done. We’re going to tie you to that chair if you make us. Renee won’t mind.” 

“I’ll be good,” swore David. 

“You’ll be a good what?” asked Madison. 

“I’ll be a good...girl, Mistress Madison,” replied David robotically. 

David counted himself lucky that at least nobody seemed to be staring at him. He would have thought that a guy in a beauty shop like this one would draw a lot more attention than he had, but then he looked a little closer and realized some men came there to get their hair styled as well. 

After a few minutes, Isabelle led David and his handlers through the crowded salon and back to Renee’s station. The stylist could have been a model. She had long raven black hair with a burgundy streak, and perfect although very fashion forward makeup. She must have stood five-foot-ten inches tall and towered over David. Both her aggressive fashion sense and bossy manner instantly intimidated him. 

Renee looked stunning in her leather minidress, blood red lipstick, and extravagant eye makeup, giving off a fierce dominatrix vibe as she greeted her friend, “Hello Cassie, it’s always good to see my favorite customer.” 

“Hello Renee,” said Cassie hugging her stylist. “I take it my mom has filled you in on everything.” 

“Yes,” said Renee. “Is this your reluctant sissy project?” 

“That’s her,” said Cassie, smiling with pride. 

“Excellent, she’s got real potential.” 

“Thank you, obviously I totally agree! These are my friends, Ashley and Madison,” she said, “Girls, meet Renee, the best stylist in the city!” 

“Don’t you mean the best in the state?” Renee asked, with mock severity before giggling and smiling widely at them. “Hi girls, Cassie has told me a lot about both of you. I hope you’ll enjoy the show,” 

she smirked, winking at David who felt his knees knocking together. 

“What new Hell do they have planned for me?” he wondered. 

After these pleasantries were exchanged, Renee motioned David into the chair and he reluctantly complied, his breath feeling like cotton balls in his lungs. He almost choked from fear and frustration as he slowly walked over and sat down where they’d indicated, feeling like a condemned man sitting in an electric chair. 

“Now, I understand you want him to look like Ariana Grande. Is that correct?” asked Renee. 

Yes, he’s going to perform as her at the talent show for our Homecoming,” said Cassie. 

Renee had a huge smile, “keep in mind she’s had different looks. 

Which Ariana style are you looking for?” she asked. 

“I brought some pictures I printed out showing the look we want,” 

nodded Cassie, “we’re going for her look from 2014  American Music Awards.” 

“Her hair is actually really easy to do with extensions. That’s basically just a half-up ponytail with side swept bangs. Now, how mean do you want to be?” asked Renee. 

“Very mean, why?” asked Cassie. 

“I know you were planning on something more permanent, but you could get the look you’re looking for with clip-in hair extensions that could be put in and taken out.  We can still do a weave and that could last up to two months, but I don’t know that it would be necessary.” 

“Yeah, but it would be fun,” said Ashley. 

“I don’t know. I really didn’t think I’d have to make this choice,” 

said Cassie. 

“Please, can’t we just do the clip-ins,” pleaded David. 

“It’s up to you,” said Renee watching David begging for any bit of his remaining manhood to stay intact. 

“I’ll tell you what, Lacey,” said Cassie. “If you promise to be a sweet little sissy and a good girl, and if you remember your manners and do everything we say, I’ll have Renee use just the clip-ins instead of something more permanent.” 

“That includes learning your makeup and heels and practicing your part for the talent show. I don’t intend to come in second place,” 

added Madison. 

“Yes Mistress Cassie and Mistress Madison, I will be the best sissy girl you’ve ever seen if you will just not put in a weave,” 

promised David, internally kicking himself for caving in again so easily. 

“Okay,” said Cassie. “You can give him the clip-ins, but can you do something about his normal hair?” 

“You want me to femme it up a little?” asked Renee. 

“Exactly,” said Cassie. 

“Well, he doesn’t have much to work with yet,” said Renee. “It’s kind of long for a boy and its thick and healthy, but he’ll need more length and volume to really do something fun with it.” 

“We’ll take whatever we can get,” said Ashley. 

“I think I can do a pretty decent tomboyish kind of pixie cut that might be what you’re looking for,” said Renee. “I’ll have to keep it a little longer in the back though because I don’t like using extensions on hair shorter than six or seven inches.” 

“We leave it in your capable hands,” replied Cassie. 

The girls took nearby seats where they could watch every step of the transformation.  They could see that David was so nervous he was shaking in the salon chair and the sheet that was over him was bouncing up and down. Renee was probably not used to clients being this opposed to getting their hair styled, but she handled it like the pro she was. 

She started by giving David the pixie cut that she promised. 

David gripped the armrests on the chair as if to hold himself in place as each snip of the scissors made him more and more girlish. The girls watched her work, whispering and giggling amongst themselves the entire time. With just a bit of styling product, a pair of scissors, and a comb, she had created a very feminine hairstyle.  David would have a very tough time passing it off as a guy’s haircut.. 

“Okay, for the Ariana Grande look, here’s what we are doing,” 

said Renee. “I already used volumizing mousse on the pixie cut, but when she’s doing it for the performance you’re going to want to use something stronger to make her hair look fuller. Use a teasing brush or flat oval brush to push her hair back and up, again creating more volume.” 

“So far, that’s not too bad,” said Madison. 

“Her hair is short for a girl’s so pull it all into a ponytail and hold it in place with a strong elastic band first. Then wrap the longer extensions around the outside of the ponytail,” demonstrated Renee.  As she was speaking, she began to attach the extensions to his head. Soon, David could barely tell where his own hair ended and where the long, flowing hair extensions began. He brought his hand up to his hair to feel the extensions. 

“That’s real human hair,” said Cassie. “We did not want anything but the best for our little Ariana.” 

Renee was clearly enjoying herself as she worked her magic. 

“You can use some of his own hair to hide the extensions. In this look, it’s not like the real high ponytail Ariana sometimes wears, this is more of an in-between high-low hair style.” 

“That looks great,” commented Ashley. 

‘Then we just need to give her the side swept bags,” said Renee spinning the chair towards Cassie and her friends, 

“annnnnnnnnnnnd, Voila!” she announced theatrically. 

“Oh Renee! that is amazing!” gushed Cassie. 

“She really has a great face for this sort of thing,” replied Renee. 

“I think you can really see it now that her hair is done.” 

“I love it!” exclaimed Madison. 

“OMG yaaaassss, great job!” agreed Ashley. 

“Would you like me to do her makeup too?” asked Renee. “I won’t charge you just because I want to see how much I can make our little Lacey look like her idol Ariana.” 

“That would be great,” said Cassie. “We have some big plans for this afternoon.” 

“How do you like your new hair style, sissy?” asked Renee. 

“I think it’s very lovely, Mistress Renee,” said David, shell-shocked by the dramatic change in his appearance, and barely holding back tears. 

“You do have Lacey well-trained,” said Renee. 

The difference between having your makeup done by a talented high school senior as opposed to a truly professional makeover by an experienced makeup artist is huge.  Additionally, the difference between having your makeup done by a cosmetologist who contours and shades to make their client look good versus one determined to use every trick in her arsenal to create a very specific look is every bit as huge. 

Ashley took note of the shade of mauve lipstick that Renee used on David and every other product she employed and how. The girls all listened attentively as the talented image artist described the techniques she was using in minute detail, explaining and mimicking the way that Ariana Grande overdraws her upper lip and the way she defines her brow line. 

When Renee was done, the girls were shrieking and bouncing up and down in amazed excitement. David felt like he was going to disappear in a puff of emasculated embarrassment. He’d thought the makeovers before were bad, but they were nowhere near this humiliating. Maybe David didn’t look exactly like Ariana Grande, but he definitely could have been her sister. He realized that any guy who saw him like this would immediately lust after him, and probably want to have sex with him. It was mortifying! 

“Thank you, Renee,” said Cassie handing her friend a fifty dollar bill. “I know my mom paid for it, but this is from me.” 

“Thank you, Cassie,” said Renee hugging her client. “I’m sure you’ll have a lot of fun with your new toy. Bring her in from time to time so I can check out her progress.” 

“You’ve got it,” promised Cassie. David shuddered at the thought. 

Soon the girls were out of the shop and back in Madison’s car. 

David hoped that now that his makeover and hairdo had been completed he might be allowed to remove the makeup and extensions and go home. Then, he thought about the duffel bag full of his most feminine items that the girls had packed for him. He realized that they wouldn’t do all that and then just head home. Also he remembered they told Renee that they had big plans for him. 

David’s worst fears were realized when Ashley reached into the bag and pulled out his black lace padded bra. She tossed it to him, instructing him to “put it on and use some panties to stuff the cups.” 

David was embarrassed enough just taking off his shirt in front of the girls and revealing his hairless body to them, but he complied after fumbling with the clasp on his bra for much longer than the girls liked. 

“This will be your first test with a boy,” began Cassie. 

“What?! Where are we going?” demanded David. 

“You know I don’t like questions, especially when they’re asked by rude little interrupting sissy bitches,” barked Cassie. 

“I’m sorry Mistress Cassie, but—” 

“Quit while you’re ahead, sissy,” interrupted Ashley. 

“As I was saying, we’re going to go see my friend Justin. He’s the head photographer on the yearbook and he has all sorts of photography equipment of his own,” explained Cassie. 

“Why do we need pictures?” asked David. 

“Are you kidding? What’s the point of having a sissy if you can’t take pictures,” replied Ashley. 

“Just don’t let him know you’re a boy or there will be all sorts of awkward questions,” said Madison. 

“We wouldn’t want that,” agreed Cassie, ringing the door bell. A few minutes later a rather tall boy in a soiled gray shirt and eating an apple opened the door. “Yeah?” 

“We’re here for Justin,” said Cassie. 

“Basement,” and just like that he turned and walked away leaving the door wide open behind him. 

“Well, he was friendly,” said David. 

“Yeah, but he didn’t read you,” said Madison. “Be grateful for that.” 

“Here’s the stairs,” said Ashley motioning to an open door in the back of the house. The four girls crept down the stairs into the basement that Justin had turned into an old school dark room and

digital photography studio. David looked around taking in lights and reflectors and a whole wall of cameras. The girls, he was learning, didn’t take half measures. 

Justin stepped out of a back room. He didn’t have the height of his older brother, but he still had the gangly awkwardness. “Hi Cassie.” 

“Justin! Thank you so much for helping us with this,” said Cassie. 

“You know Ashley and Madison. This is our friend Lacey.” 

“Hi girls,” said Justin. 

“Do you have a place where Lacey can go change?” asked Cassie. 

“Sure, she can go in the back room back there,” said Justin. 

“Great,” said Madison. “I’ll go help her.” 

With Madison’s help, David went in the back room and changed into the black and white polka dot swing dress that they had picked up at  Pretty Young Thing earlier in the week. 

“I love this dress,” said Madison as she zipped David up. 

“Then why don’t you wear it?” complained David. 

“Didn’t we say you had better watch your attitude and didn’t you agree to be a good girl? If you’re backing out already, I don’t think it’ll take a lot of convincing to get Renee to make those pretty hair extensions of yours a lot more permanent. Are you sure you want to push your luck?” 

“No Mistress Madison. I’m just on edge is all.  I’m sorry.” 

“Look, I’m not like Cassie. I’m not forceful the way she is.  I’m not tough like Ashley…. I don’t even know what you call her, but she is one of my best friends and we are all having a blast with this.” 

“Having a blast humiliating me?” 

“Well yeah, but if you’d loosen up I think you’d like it too, you know.” 

“I’d like being humiliated and treated like a girl? I don’t think you honestly believe any of that for one second.” 

“Embarrassing you is fun, I won’t deny it, but almost all of that is just in your head. People don’t even know it’s you, so it’s pretty amazing that you can be so bothered by it. I do think you’d enjoy having three hot girls giving you so much attention, even if it’s not the kind of attention you’d normally want.” 

“It’s not what I’d normally want at all.” 

“You know, we weren’t lying about making you more popular. 

We’ve been talking you up to everybody at school about what a cool guy you are.” 

“What good is that going to do me? I can’t go to parties as David if I’m already being dragged there as Lacey.” 

“Hey, is she ready yet?” called Ashley from the outer room. 

“Saved by the bell,” said Madison pushing David back into the main room. “We’ll continue this conversation later.  I’m not out to make you miserable.” 

“You look very pretty, Lacey,” said Justin bashfully. 

“Th-thanks,” stuttered David. Ashley and Cassie gave each other a knowing look. 

“If you could come over to the chair, I think we’ll start with some shots of you sitting down,” declared Justin. 

As David went to sit where Justin indicated, Ashley quickly moved between him and Justin realizing that David had not yet learned how to sit down in a dress. She didn’t want Justin seeing anything that might give away David’s actual identity. She helped position David in a feminine way and helped him to cross his legs at his ankles. When she walked away, Cassie and Ashley nodded their approval.  Justin went over to his camera and began taking pictures. 

After Justin snapped about a dozen pictures of Lacey seated and posing like a girl, he declared it was time to move on to some full body pictures. David was surprised that the girls weren’t putting him in the sexy pinup type poses they usually favored and instead were having him strike the sort of classic cheesy poses you might find in a yearbook or wedding album. 

Justin photographed David in five different outfits and in a bunch of pretty standard poses. He even put a green screen behind him for some of the shots. David knew enough to realize that he was going to be Photoshopped into some other backgrounds. He only hoped the final images wouldn’t be too humiliating. 

“Are we almost done, Justin? Madison and Lacey have another appointment soon,” said Cassie. 

“Oh yeah,” said Justin, “this session is going just great. The camera loves Lacey.  I have plenty to work with.” 

“Is the camera the only thing that loves her?” asked Ashley. 

“She’s cute,” said Justin blushing. This caused David to turn beet red. He was even more embarrassed by this attraction than Justin was, even though he’d already realized the effect his new look would have on guys. 

“Relax Justin,” said Ashley. “I’m just busting your balls.” 

“You’re not the first guy to find Lacey hot,” said Cassie. “Send me the files when you’re done with them, please?” 

“Files?” wondered David, “what were they going to do to me now?” 




***

 

Maggie Marin walked into the cute little coffee shop.  It was sort of a hidden gem and she hadn’t been there or even known about it. 

She wondered how she could have missed it in the months since moving to California, despite it being just a short walk away from her home.  Cassandra King was already sitting at a table.  They smiled as their eyes met, and Maggie joined her friend sitting at the small window table across from Cassandra. 

“I’m so glad you invited me,” said Maggie. 

“I can’t do without my caffeine,” said Cassandra. “I kind of wanted to check in with you too.” 

“Check in with me?” asked Maggie. “What about?” 

“Well, mostly about David. I know seeing him all dressed and made up must have been kind of a shock.” 

“Maybe a bit, but you had prepared me. Besides, I always wondered what he’d look like as a girl.” 

“Really?” 

“Oh yeah, he’s got such delicate features and I don’t know where those long, feminine eye lashes came from.  I sure don’t have them.” 

“I know what you mean,” said Cassandra. “It drives me insane when I see a guy who I know would make a prettier woman than me.” 

“I highly doubt there are any guys that would. You’re a stone cold beauty, and you look like you’re still in your mid-twenties.” 

“Thank you, but I just wanted to make sure you were alright with David doing the talent show.” 

“Alright with it?!” exclaimed Maggie. “I can’t believe that Cassie was able to get him out of his shell like that.  He never puts himself out there and I think that’s why he has so much trouble making new friends.” 

“Well I think Cassie is really good for him. Her friends all like him, and I think he’ll be the talk of the school after the talent show.” 

“You don’t think people will think he’s strange?” 

“When we were in school they might have, but times have changed.  Most of the girls and half the boys in the audience probably watch  Ru Paul’s Drag Race. I think David will be making one Hell of a statement.” 

“I just can’t imagine him dancing up there in heels,” said Maggie. 

“I know that’ll be weird to see, but Cassie is an excellent teacher. 


He’ll be fine.” 

“I’ve already seen a big difference in him since Cassie came along. I can’t thank you enough for putting her up to it.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t keep her away from David if I tried. They’re inseparable it seems.  She loves her projects and David is such a nice boy.” 

“Is there anything I can do to repay her for all this? I really appreciate everything she’s done.” 

“Honestly, I can’t think of much. She might want to update David’s wardrobe and this talent show means so much to her best friend Madison.  Please encourage David to practice walking and dancing his heels, and basically performing the whole act.” 

Maggie giggled at the suggestion. “I was tutoring him about makeup. It was so much fun. I will make sure he’s ready for the big night.” 

“Great! Cassie will be so pleased.” 

The server came over to take their order. Cassandra smiled to herself with satisfaction. Everything was going perfectly. 




***

 

“Good, nobody’s home,” said Madison as the car pulled into the driveway of her home. “I was worried my brothers might still be around.” 

“Brothers?” asked David. 

“If you like, I can put in a good word for you with them,” teased Madison. 

“That’s not funny,” replied David. 

“Yeah, it is,” contradicted Cassie. “She’s just teasing though. I don’t think she wants you for a sister-in-law.” 

Madison opened the door with her key and let everyone inside. 

She led the girls to her bedroom, which was decorated with posters, photos, and playbills.  David had known she liked to act and sing, but this was one serious drama nerd. 

Madison immediately walked over to her computer and booted it up. She opened up her browser and went to  YouTube where she found the video from the 2014  American Music Awards where Jessie J, Ariana Grande, and Nicki Minaj performed  Bang Bang.  The performance was amazing with all three artists trying to out-diva each other. 

“Watch the video, Lacey. You’re going to have to be able to do it,” said Madison. 

The video started with Jessie J strutting down the center aisle of the theatre. She began belting some intense vocals, dancing with other celebrities, and giving plenty of attitude that the audience just ate up. When she danced with Taylor Swift, David couldn’t help blushing. 

“Hey Lacey, it’s your twin!” teased Ashley. 

Suddenly, Jessie called Ariana’s name and now the petite songstress was on.  David watched intently. She began sitting with her legs crossed, and then lifted her left leg high in the air in a very seductive manner. It was such a sexy and feminine moment that he audibly gasped.  The girls heard it and laughed. 

“I’m sure you’ll be up to it when the talent show comes around,” 

assured Cassie. 

“I’ll never be able to do that,” replied David. 

“We’ll get you there, I promise,” said Madison. 

“We’ll get you a cute little gold outfit just like that and everything,” 

said Ashley. 

Watching the way that Ariana moved in her heels, David knew he had a lot of work to do just to avoid falling on his face. The video was barely over when the doorbell rang.  Madison raced down to get it saying, “It’s our Nicki.” 

When she returned, Madison was joined by a beautiful bi-racial girl in a pair of short shorts and a maroon sweater. She must have been five-foot-ten and most of that height appeared to be in her shapely legs. “So this is Lacey?” she asked. 

“Yeah, Stacey this is Lacey,” said Madison. 

“I thought I’m the one who is going to do the rapping?” joked Stacey. “It’s nice to meet you Lacey. If you’re half as good as Madison says you are, we’re going to kill it at the talent show.” 

“I’m sure we will,” said David with mock enthusiasm. 

For the rest of the day, the girls practiced. Even after Cassie and Ashley got bored enough to leave, David went over the song with

Madison and Stacey for another two hours. He knew every minute of that video, but performing it was another matter. He was exhausted at nine, when they finally called it a night and Madison drove him back home. 

In all the excitement, he almost forgot how he was dressed. 

When his key slid into the lock, he jolted back to reality. He turned the door knob as quietly as he could, and tip toes past the family room where his mom was watching T.V. 

David was breathing more easily, thinking he’d made it by her when he heard her voice. “Good night, Lacey!” she said. He froze and then shuddered. “Night mom!” he croaked in response, and quickly scurried up the stairs, slipped into his nighty, and dove underneath the covers. 




***

 

On Monday morning, David walked down the halls of his high school with his eyes scanning all around him. He was well aware that in addition to Cassie and her friends, Hannah and Jessica were also out there. The latter two girls seemed to up their humiliation plans every time they saw him. They’d probably try putting him in a prom dress at lunch by the end of the week. 

Alert or not, nothing could prepare David for what he saw when he walked past the cafeteria. There, large as life, hanging on the wall was a poster, but not just any poster.  He practically screamed.  He wanted to rip it down, but had no idea how he’d explain himself. He suddenly realized he wasn’t alone. 

“Isn’t it great?” asked Hannah. “I can’t wait to vote for you.” 

“I am going to make sure you’re elected,” said Jessica. 





TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Five

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

David stood dumbfounded.  On the wall in front of him was a giant poster of himself in a sexy black dress urging people to vote for him for Homecoming Queen. Behind him were Jessica and Hannah who had absolutely nothing to do with it, but both of them thought it was the greatest thing they had ever seen. 

“You are going to be so hot when you walk out on the fifty yard line at halftime of the Homecoming game,” said Hannah. 

“No, I won’t. Just no,” stammered David. 

“The best part is you know that’s not the only poster,” said Jessica. 

“Oh yeah, I’ve got to see them all,” agreed Hannah. 

David walked up to the poster with the intention of pulling it down, but then heard a group of jocks coming down the hall. “Out of the way loser, I want to admire the babe,” said a booming voice behind him. 

“Yeah, like you’d know what to do with a woman like that dweeb,” said another football player. 

“I’d know what to do,” said the first guy. “I’d jackhammer a fine woman like that all night long.” 

When David turned around he was blushing profusely.  Both Hannah and Jessica saw his expression and just laughed at him. 

“You might not want to tear that poster down.  If the football team finds out you did it, your days are numbered,” said Hannah. 

“Yeah, sounds like those guys really want your number,” mocked Hannah. 

“Just leave me alone,” said David. 

“Aw, don’t be so glum,” said Jessica. “If it’ll cheer you up, maybe we should let them know they were talking to a school celebrity.” 

“Don’t do that,” pleaded David. 

“Make sure the posters stay up and we won’t have to,” said Jessica. 

David had wasted a lot of time at the poster, and he didn’t want to be late for first period. so he simply nodded and walked further into the school in the direction of his locker. Along the way he passed two more large pictures of him looking like a sexy model in two different outfits as well as a bunch of smaller copy paper sized posters campaigning for Homecoming Queen. 

As he approached his locker, he could see that not only was Cassie there waiting for him, but she was joined by Madison and Ashley.  They all had big goofy smiles on their faces as David approached. 

“Hey sissy, how’s your day going?” asked Ashley. 

“Lousy,” snapped David. 

“Uh oh, that attitude’s going to get you in trouble,” said Cassie. 

“You put my picture up everywhere,” replied David. 

“We had to,” said Hannah. “How else could you campaign for homecoming queen?” 

“Are you serious? I don’t want to be homecoming queen?” 

“Aw, our princess doesn’t want to be a queen,” teased Ashley. 

“It’s not funny,” complained David. “I’ll be a total joke.” 

“No you won’t,” said Cassie. “Like it or not, you’re hot.  We could add a great photographer and a little Photoshop and you could be in a Victoria’s Secret catalog. You’re only a joke if people figure out you’re a guy.” 

“They’ll figure it out,” said David. 

“Not if you work at it.  If you practice and do what we say nobody will be the wiser,” said Madison. 

“If you don’t want to be found out, you had better start acting, talking, and even thinking like a girl because that’s what you are—or at least that’s what you have to be if you don’t want to be found out,” 

warned Cassie. 

“But homecoming queen?  How am I even supposed to run a campaign for homecoming queen?” asked David. 

“Fortunately, we have a big school and not everybody knows everybody.  The student council handles the election and it just so happens that I’m the one who is handling the vote so you’re going to be allowed to do it just like any other candidate,” said Cassie. 

“You have so many fabulous outfits, you’re going to sparkle when you meet your public and when they get a look at you, they’re going to vote for you,” assured Madison. 

“Plus you do have three of the most popular girls in the school pushing you for homecoming queen. That’s going to help,” said Ashley. 

“Even if I could do it and nobody found out, it’ll be so embarrassing. I don’t want to be homecoming queen,” pleaded David. 

“Well you had better change that attitude because if you don’t put your all into it, I will get you elected homecoming queen at another school. You’re going to be a going to a lot of homecoming dances if you don’t put a good effort it,” threatened Cassie. 

“Fine, I’ll do my best,” promised David. 

“Excellent, so you have a study hall right before lunch period, right?” asked Cassie

“Yeah, I don’t always go though. Sometimes, I just take a double lunch. Coach Oberkfell doesn’t care.” 

“That’s perfect!” exclaimed Madison. 

“What? Why?” asked David. 

“Because you’re going to meet Ashley and Madison backstage at the auditorium that period,” explained Cassie. 

“What’s going on?” asked David. 

“You’re going be campaigning at lunch,” said Cassie. “They’re going to get you ready.” 

“Oh God! I can’t.…” David trailed off when Cassie gave him a dirty look. 

“It’ll be fine,” said Madison. 

“I can’t be late for German. I’ll be a dead man,” said David. 

“A dead something anyway,” said Ashley. 

“It’ll be tight, but we can do it,” promised Madison. 

“Now get to class, princess,” said Cassie. “You’re not a queen yet.” 

David could barely make it through the morning. It wasn’t the tug of his pantyhose or his bra strap digging into his shoulders. It was the thought of walking around the cafeteria at lunch flirting with his classmates and trying to get them to vote for him for homecoming queen. There were three classes between the beginning of the day and study hall, but heck if David could remember anything about them. 

At the appointed hour he stood tentatively outside the auditorium and looked around nervously. Suddenly the door behind him opened and Madison motioned for him to come inside. A Duchenne smile spread across her entire face as she dragged him into the dressing room. “You are going to be a smash, Lacey. You’ve got nothing to worry about.” 

“I’ve got nothing to worry about except being exposed, being humiliated, making a fool out of myself, and let’s just throw out flunking German class.” 

“Look at it this way,” said Ashley. “If you get found out, we’re not going to stop feminizing you, we’re just not going to have to be as sneaky about it.” 

“What? You can’t be serious,” said David. 

“That’s right, Lacey. If you do get discovered it’s dresses and heels every day to school so if you don’t want that, you better cooperate,” replied Madison. 

“Let’s get started,” said Ashley. 

Ashley and Madison were used to doing David’s makeup and they had both picked up some recent pointers. Ashley had paid very close attention to the makeup artist in the mall, while Madison saw exactly how to apply David’s extensions by watching Renee do it. 

Between the two of them, they created a look that David had never seen before. 

The makeup made his face look feminine and even pretty with his now girly hair, but it was subtle and understated. He didn’t look like a sultry and seductive siren, instead he looked like a cute high school girl. He stared at his reflection in a sort of awe before Madison’s voice brought him back to the present. “Do you like what you see?” 

“I just look different. With the hair and the makeup, I look like a high school girl.” 

“A hot high school girl,” corrected Ashley. 

“I wish we could do your nails, but you’d never get them clean in time for Spanish,” sighed Madison. 

“Let’s get our princess dressed,” said Ashley. “Her public awaits.” 

Madison went to the back of the dressing room and pulled out a plum colored suit and feminine white blouse. “Compliments of Cassie.” 

“It’s designer so be careful with it,” advised Ashley. 

“We bought me all those clothes though, why is she giving me hers?” asked David. 

“Aw, princess wants to wear her own dresses,” teased Ashley. 

“Listen carefully, Lacey. There’s a fine line here when deciding what to wear when you’re campaigning. If you’re not sexy enough the guys won’t pay any attention to you, but if you’re too sexy the girls will hate you and actively work against you. You’ll have plenty of chances to wear sexy clothes while you’re campaigning, but drumming up votes in the cafeteria isn’t the place to do it.” 

“You want to be cute and charming,” said Ashley. “Make sure you smile.” 

“I don’t think I can do this,” said David. 

“Relax, Cassie is a pro at this kind of thing and she’ll be with you,” assured Madison. 

As soon as Madison and Ashley led David out into the hallway, a group of four boys walked past. “Go up to them,” urged Ashley. “Tell

them to vote for you.” 

The boys appeared to be younger possibly sophomores possibly coming from gym. David finally tried to catch up to them calling out after them, “Hey guys, do you have a minute?” 

“Why? What do you want?” asked a short blonde boy with wire framed glasses. 

“Sure, we’ve always got time for you,” said his friend who was a taller kid with brown curly hair. He obviously thought he was smooth. 

“Great,” said David. “My name is Lacey and I’m running for Homecoming queen. I’d really appreciate your vote.” 

“You got it,” said the curly haired boy. 

“Why should we vote for you?” asked a tall redheaded boy. 

“Well, I want to be a queen for everybody. I don’t belong to any of the cliques and I want to make Homecoming home for everybody,” 

promised Lacey. 

“What’s your last name?” asked the blonde kid. 

David looked like a dear in the headlights. He had never thought of that and didn’t have a quick retort. As the boys stood waiting for a response, Ashley stuck her head in and said, “Fox—Her name is Lacey Fox.” 

“We need to get going, Lacey,” said Madison. 

As they got out of earshot from the boys David turned to Ashley, 

“Lacey Fox? You made me sound like a porn star.” 

“That’s not a bad idea,” joked Ashley. “I bet we could get some good money for Lacey Fox Exposed.” 

“Not funny,” complained David. 

Cassie met David just outside the cafeteria and nodded in approval of his look. “You look better in that suit than I do.” 

“I don’t think I can do this,” said David. 

“Relax, I’ve done this before. You just have to smile and nod and act like you’re happy to see everybody. I’ll tell you what to say to them and I’ll be there if you get stuck.” 

“Okay, that would help,” replied David. 

“See, nothing to it,” said Ashley as the foursome entered the cafeteria. 

Just to the left of the front door of the cafeteria was a table full of popular girls.  Cassie smiled and waved at them, but kept walking. 

“Those are barracudas, you’re not ready for them,” said Cassie. 

“I’m going to take you over to the gamers.  They’ll just be happy to have a couple of pretty girls paying attention to them.” 

“What do I say?” asked David. 

“Just follow my lead and be sure to smile and act interested in whatever they say,” said Cassie. 

At a corner table of the cafeteria were six guys and one girl. 

They were not used to having Cassie come over to talk to them and that was enough to get them to end their discussion of  Fortnite. 

“Hi girls, is it election time already?” asked one of the boys. 

“Well…yeah,” replied Cassie, “but it doesn’t have to be an election for me to come talk to you.” 

“It doesn’t?” asked the girl sitting with the other gamers. “It seems to be the only time you bother to do it.” 

“Well, you don’t have to be snippy about it,” said Cassie. “I just think my friend Lacey here would be a great queen.” 

“Sure you do,” said an Asian boy sitting at the table. David actually knew him from class, but not well enough to be recognized. 

“I don’t see what’s in it for us though? Why should we care what popular girl has the awesome responsibility of representing our needs at a dance and football game?” 

“What about school pride?” asked Cassie. 

“Look, I don’t know if you ever played  Warcraft, but when you put together a raid, you can’t have everybody from the same class.  A rogue isn’t better than a hunter, they’re just different.  School’s the same way. We don’t run in the same circles, but I want us all to be happy and this is something that would make me very happy,” said David. 

“Wait, you played  Warcraft?” asked the blonde boy. “Do you play Fortnight?” 

“Yeah, I’m a runner,” said David. 

“Being a runner takes balls,” said the Asian kid. 

“Ask the other candidates about your favorite games,” said Cassie. “See what they say.” 

“Yeah, we might do that,” said the curly headed brunette. “It was nice talking to you…I’m sorry, I don’t remember your name.” 

“It’s Lacey, Lacey Fox.” 

The girl at the table snickered, but the guys seemed enamored. 

As Cassie and David walked away from the table Cassie turned to David and asked, “Lacey Fox?” 

“Ashley added it,” replied David. 

“You sound like a stripper, but I like it,” replied Cassie. “You did real good back there. I was losing them fast. I think you might be ready to swim with the sharks or the barracudas anyway.” 

Cassie took David over to the popular girls’ table. David could feel his heart racing even as his throat ran dry. He stayed in the background and let Cassie take the lead. “Hi girls, my friend Lacey here is running for homecoming queen.” 

“We know,” said Bridget Robbins the head cheerleader. “We’ve seen the posters all over school.  She’s photogenic, I’ll give her that.” 

“She’d be such an amazing queen,” said Cassie. 

“She probably would be,” agreed Kimberly Chase who made or broke parties just by her attendance. “A lot of our friends will probably be running, so why should we vote for somebody we don’t really know…no offense, Lacey.” 

“Well, haven’t the cliques done enough damage at this school?” 

asked Cassie

“What do you mean?” asked Bridget. 

“I mean whoever wins will be from one of the cliques and there will be all sorts of hard feelings and they’ll hang over our entire senior year like a dark cloud,” explained Cassie. 

“Okay, I get where you’re going,” said Kayla Taylor the student council’s vice-president. “What makes Lacey any different?” 

“Lacey’s new here and she’s still making friends. She’s not in any cliques and that means nobody is upset when she wins,” 

explained Cassie. 

“That’s stupid,” replied Kimberly. 

“No, it makes sense,” replied Linda Kwan who was a good friend of Madison and usually the lead in school plays.” 

“We’ll think about it,” said Kayla. 

“I’d be very grateful,” said David. “I’m not here to ruffle any feathers.” 

“Those posters are something else,” said Linda. “I like that you’re going for it.” 

“Thanks, but that was all Cassie’s idea,” said David. 

“I know a winner when I see her,” said Cassie. 

“I hope you’re right,” said Kayla. 

The pair stopped at a couple of other tables and with Cassie’s help, David was fairly well-received. After twenty-five minutes, Cassie announced, “We better get you changed so you don’t get in any trouble in Spanish class.” 

“Thank you, Cassie. I appreciate it,” said David. 

“We’re going to get along fine if you learn to obey me.  I saw what you did with those geeks at the first table. I had no way to talk to them and you stepped up. After you did that, I’m not about to give you a reward or anything, but I’m not going to make your life any more difficult,” explained Cassie. 

“I guess that makes sense, but you know with all you want me to do, I can’t go along with everything,” replied David. 

“I’ll respect that as long as your respect that I’m going to punish the Hell out of you if you don’t,” said Cassie. 

“Do I have to go with you after school today?” asked David. 

“I have a meeting, but you’re to be over at my house straight after school,” explained Cassie. 

“You’re not going to be there?” 

“No, I’m busy, but my mom will be,” said Cassie. “She wants to see you.” 

“Oh no, what does she want with me?” asked David. 

“Is that really how you want to talk to me about my mother?” 

“No, but she scares me,” admitted David. “It’s like she can look right through you.” 

“She won’t bite, but you had better realize that I’m her daughter and I can be just as mean as she can,” warned Cassie. 

“Yes Mistress Cassie,” said David realizing he was on thin ice here. 

David and the girls went to the dressing room again and they all worked together to scrub the makeup off of his face and to help him get changed back in his boy clothes. He was cutting it close, but he sprinted to Spanish class and made it there before Señor Schneider. 

He had almost survived his school day when he saw Hannah and Jessica walking towards him. Their locker was in a different wing of the school so they had no reason to be coming this way except to see David. He steeled himself and prepared to face them. 

“We missed you at lunch today,” said Jessica. “Where were you?” 

“Didn’t you see me?” asked David. 

“No, I don’t feel like playing games either,” said Hannah. 

“I was campaigning for homecoming queen with Cassie,” replied David. 

“Really?” asked Hannah. 

“Yeah, I was wearing a purple suit and going table to table,” said David. 

“I would have liked to have seen this,” said Jessica. 

“You will if Cassie has anything to say about it,” replied David. 

“Cassie’s going to have me out there campaigning hard.” 

“This is going to be so much fun,” said Hannah. 

“Can I go now, I have to go see Cassie’s mom,” said David. 

“Don’t you mean Mistress Cassandra?” asked Jessica. 

“Yes, of course,” replied David. “I need to go see Mistress Cassandra.” 

“We want pictures,” said Jessica. 

“What?” 

“You’ve got a cell phone,” said Hannah. “I want some pictures of you.  When we call you, we’ll tell you what to do.” 

“Girls, this is ridiculous,” I said. “I already have Cassie and her mom feminizing and humiliating me.” 

“Great, so you should be used to it,” said Hannah. 

“Now run along,” said Jessica. “We’ll be in touch.” 




***

 

It was strange for David to be going to Cassandra’s house alone.  His mom had promised him a car soon, but for now he was on foot and he felt like he was entering the lion’s den. He had no idea what she even wanted, but he doubted it was good. As he rang her doorbell, he wanted to take off running, but he knew that wasn’t a real option. 

Cassandra opened the door with a predatory smile. “Hello Lacey,” she said in a foreboding tone. 

“Hello Mistress Cassandra,” said David. 

“I know my daughter doesn’t allow you to wear male clothing in our house, but I’m going to suspend that rule just for today.” 

“Thank you, Mistress Cassandra.” 

“Follow me into my bedroom, David and don’t get any ideas,” 

said Cassandra. “This isn’t a Mrs. Robinson thing.” 

Inside the master bedroom, on top of a blue and white plaid comforter were a dozen different outfits laid out. David audibly gasped when he saw what she had planned for him. “Am I supposed to wear all this?” he asked. 

“Cassie explained to me that you needed professional looking clothing to campaign for homecoming queen and I have a lot of that

sort of thing. This is not all for you, but I figured we could find you a handful of outfits that would work for you,” explained Cassandra. 

“I don’t like wearing this stuff, but I know I need this stuff,” said David. 

“Take off your shirt, sissy,” instructed Cassandra. 

Cassandra opened a black case and pulled out a bottle that David couldn’t read.  She took a wet washcloth and wiped David’s chest before applying adhesive from the bottle to his chest.  From the black case, she pulled out two silicone breast forms and pressed them into the adhesive before letting go. Then she instructed David to hold them in place. When she told David to let go, he had a pair of 36C breast forms adhering to his chest. 

“You’ve got boobies,” smirked Cassandra. 

“I can’t let my mom see them,” pleaded David. 

“Relax sissy, I’m not going to make you wear them home, but I think they’ll be very useful when Cassie has you dressing up, especially at school. Fortunately, Cassie’s suit would have made it hard to guess your breast size.” 

“Let’s see how secure those are,” said Cassandra. “Try swaying back and forth. Rotate your hips.” 

The adhesive held though David felt totally ridiculous as the fake breasts swayed back and forth. “They’re fine,” he said. 

“I think they’re spectacular,” smirked Cassandra. “Now let’s see some jumping jacks.” 

David felt even sillier as he obeyed. The jumping jacks caused his breasts to jiggle up and down. It was almost mesmerizing to see them doing that on his own chest. “I think they’re set,” said David. 

“Excellent, now let’s find you some clothes to wear. Try on the black and white dress,” instructed Cassandra. 

David picked up the outfit and slid it on allowing Cassandra to zip it up the back. It was a black short sleeved dress with a white ruffled front that looked almost like a frilly blouse. There was a black design on the front the resembled buttons while a white bow was placed just over the waist. The dress was a bit odd, but quite pretty

and David was surprised that it only came to mid-thigh. “Isn’t this kind of short?” 

“I know Cassie probably told you that you couldn’t appear too sexy or you risked alienating the girls, but that doesn’t mean you have to appear dead. If you’ve got, it flaunt it and believe it or not, you’ve got it. I think that’s a keeper. Now try on the blue blouse with the black skirt. 

David tried on every outfit on the bed. The blouses were the weirdest thing for him because the forms made his bra stick way out and changed his whole perspective when buttoning up the front. 

“I think we have a half dozen outfits that will be perfect for your purposes,” said Cassandra. 

“Do you want me to take them home?” asked David. 

“No, Cassie will have a much easier time bringing them to you in school than you will have getting them past your mom in the morning,” replied Cassandra. 

“Yes Mistress Cassandra,” answered David. 

“I hope you’ve been practicing your makeup and your heels,” 

said Cassandra. 

“When I’ve had a chance, I have,” swore David. 

“You don’t have to hide it from your mom, you know. She loves helping you.” 

“I know, but I’m very uncomfortable doing it in front of her.” 

“Are you as uncomfortable as my daughter will make you if you don’t master this?  Are you as uncomfortable as you will be if you nose dive in front of the whole homecoming pep rally because you never learned how to walk properly?” 

“No, I guess not.” 

“Good,” replied Cassandra. “Get your mother to help you.” 

“Mistress Cassandra, how long do I have to keep doing this?” 

“Is that an appropriate question to be asking me?” 

“I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but if I ask Cassie she gets really mad,” explained David. 

“Of course she does,” replied Cassandra. “No mistress wants to have her actions questioned by her sissy.” 

“I understand that,” replied David. “It’s just that I’d like to know how long she intends to keep dressing me like this. Is homecoming the end?” 

“I doubt it is,” said Cassandra. “Cassie is a strong willed girl. 

However, I do expect she’ll tire of you before too long. I never kept a sissy more than two or three months when I was her age.” 

“You had your own sissies?” asked David. 

“Of course I did.” 

“Why did you do it?” 

“It was fun. It let me explore some of my dominant desires as I experimented with controlling others. Now run along home, little sissy. We don’t want your mother worrying.” 




*****

 

David saw his mom’s car parked in his driveway when he got home. It wasn’t unexpected. This new job of hers was definitely high pressure, but she also didn’t have horrible hours. 

She worked less than she did in Minnesota and she got comp time for the late nights she did put in. David and his mom were close and in some ways she was still his best friend, but the whole dressing thing was so awkward. He almost wished she was mad at him about it. 

“Hey David,” called his mom from the kitchen. “I thought I’d actually cook tonight.” 

“Awesome,” replied David. “I like this new job of yours.” 

“It’ll be about an hour,” said Maggie. “I’m making your favorite.” 

“Lasagna! Now I really like this new job of yours.” 

David plopped down on the bed and opened the black case. 

Cassandra had kept the outfits that he had tried on, but she had given him the breast forms. He held one of the silicone mounds in

his hand. It felt so strange, like he imagined a real girl’s breasts felt like. 

He was still distractedly playing with them when his phone rang. 

He didn’t recognize the number, but it was local so he answered it, 

“Hello.” 

“Hey sissy! It’s your two favorite girlfriends Hannah and Jessica,” 

said Hannah’s familiar voice on the other end of the call. 

“What do you want?” 

“Everything—but I’ll settle for some video of you getting dressed,” said Jessica. 

“Oh come on,” said David. “There’s no way I’m giving you that.” 

“Sissy, how do you think your classmates would react if they knew the homecoming queen candidate with the sexy posters all around school was actually you?” asked Hannah. 

“Oh my God, you wouldn’t dare,” replied David. 

“Do you really think we wouldn’t? Because I can’t think of anything we have done to make you think that we’d be merciful in this situation,” said Jessica. 

“Now, get dressed,” said Hannah. “Set the phone up so we can watch you, and put on something sexy.” 

“You want to watch me get dressed?” asked David. 

“Why not? You’re wearing women’s underwear, aren’t you?” 

asked Hannah. 

“Well, yeah but---,” 

“Great, then you don’t even have to worry about showing us that little thing between your legs. Let’s go sissy,” Ordered Jessica. 

David was humiliated. Somehow, them watching him dressing seemed even worse than just being seen dressed. David set his phone up on his nightstand so that it had a good view of his bed, and then stripped down to the soft pink bra and panties and the pantyhose he was wearing for the day. 

Hannah and Jessica were laughing loudly enough for David to hear them. He shook with humiliation when he heard them saying, 

“Look how sexy the nude hose is covering his hairless legs, Han!” 

and “I know, Jess! And his toes nails are painted too!” 

Their laughter increased as he pulled out the berry party dress with multiple tiers that Cassandra had purchased for him at Pretty Young Thing. 

“Good choice,” yelled out Hannah. “Be sure to smile for the camera.” 

Grudgingly, David put a big smile on his face as he unzipped the dress and pulled it off the hangar. 

“Do it slow,” ordered Jessica. “Tease us with it.” 

David started by wiggling into the dress, doing his best approximation of sexy. The girls roared their approval. Then, he strapped the matching heels around his ankles. Hannah and Jessica insisted he put on his makeup in the same flirty teasing way. They went as far as making him blow kisses to the camera after he put on his lipstick. 

“Now dance for us,” ordered Tracey. 

“Girls, this has gone too far,” complained David. “I’m getting changed.” 

“I don’t think you want to do that,” threatened Hannah. “In addition to the homecoming posters, now we also have this video.” 

“Please, don’t show this to anybody,” begged David. 

“Then get dancing,” snapped Jessica. 

“I can’t dance without music.” 

“Then put something on---something girly,” said Hannah. 

David had no music that could be considered even slightly girly. 

He didn’t listen to a lot of music, and when he did it was either metal or progressive rock from the 1970s. Even his musical choices weren’t popular. 

He went over to his computer and opened up  YouTube in his browser.  He found a play list called Girly Music and pressed play. 

The first song that came on was  Hips Don’t Lie. As soon as he realized what song was playing he regretted his choice. 

“That is perfect!” exclaimed Jessica. 

“Try and dance like Shakira,” advised Hannah. 

The dancing she was doing was pretty impossible for David to keep up with, but it was hysterical to the girls and that was exactly what they wanted.  The fact that it made for some amazingly humiliating video was an added bonus. 

Unfortunately, David was distracted by trying to dance along with Shakira and the music was loud enough to drown out the sound of his mom coming up the stairs to call him for dinner.  She smiled as she saw her son dancing. She was unaware that David’s cell phone was transmitting his whole humiliating performance to Hannah and Jessica.  They, however, saw her.  They decided it was a good idea to hang up the call before they were found out. 

It was only after she watched David dancing for half a minute that she thought about the fact that he was dancing to music that he wouldn’t need to know for the talent show. Looking around the room, she noticed his underwear drawer was open and it contained what appeared to be a baby doll nightie. 

Why would he need one of those to practice for the talent show?  His closet door was ajar and Maggie couldn’t resist looking inside.  She peeked her head in and saw that he had half a dozen dresses and several pairs of shoes.  She decided that this wasn’t just a talent show after all. 

David noticed the call from the girls had ended and he picked up the cell phone. He looked up from the phone to see his mom standing in the doorway. “Mom!  I was…I was just practicing.” 

“I know, honey.” said Maggie. “I just came up to let you know dinner was ready. You had the music on and didn’t hear me calling you, I guess.” 

“I’m sorry mom, I’ll get changed and come right down,” said David. 

“Don’t worry about changing. It’s just us for dinner and you can always put on something more comfortable afterwards.” 

“Sure mom,” said David. 

David turned off the computer and followed his mom downstairs. 

She noticed that going down the stairs in his heels was not all that daunting for him anymore. She didn’t know if she should be proud of him for practicing or if she should be worried about yet more proof that he was really getting into it. 

While doing the dishes, Maggie reflected: David was quite possibly a crossdresser, no wonder it was so hard for him to open up. The poor guy must feel so alone. 

She glanced over at David, who was drying their dinner plates. 

Maggie took the stopper from the drain and let the greasy marinara stained water exit the sink. “You’re practicing every day, David?” 

“Yeah mom, not just the heels and dancing. Madison and Stacey and I are always practicing the song,” David’s voice sounded chipper and enthusiastic. 

“Stacey is the girl who is doing Nicki Minaj, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“I notice you’re getting quite a large collection of women’s clothing,” said Maggie tired of tiptoeing around the obvious issue. 

David began drying harder as if he was trying to remove some invisible piece of stuck on spaghetti, but he’d been drying that plate for the last minute. It was completely free of debris. 

“I guess so,” said David. “They keep giving me stuff to practice with.” 

Maggie lifted an eyebrow tired of David’s evasiveness. “One dress is pretty much like another though, isn’t it?” 

“Pretty much, mom.” 

Maggie continued: “Are you sure that practice is the only reason that you have all those dresses?” 

“Of course mom. It’s not like I’m into wearing them or anything.” 

Maggie lowered her voice as she turned hard, knowing eyes on her son: “That was Shakira you were dancing to not Ariana Grande.” 

The flared nostrils, the dreaded mom voice—it all became clear to David that his mom was not only suspicious, but she was sure that she knew what was going on. “Mom, Cassandra told you what was

going on. I don’t want to wear women’s clothing or be a woman. 

After this show, it’ll all be over.” 

“Okay David, but you know it’s alright with me if it’s not over, right?” 

“Sheesh mom, I know, but I’m not like that.” 

Maggie looked her son over. He was her pride and joy—the one redeeming part of an otherwise dreadful marriage. She wanted to support him in this, but what if he was still fighting it himself? If he was fighting a war with himself it couldn’t end well. 

The dinner table was not much different than the dinner table at most monasteries. David and his mom were both polite and outwardly smiling, but neither one relished plunging headlong into an awkward conversation about what had happened upstairs. It was much easier to ignore it and pretend that it never happened, hope that it went away. 

After the dishes were done, David went back upstairs. When he checked his cell phone, he found a dozen messages from Jessica and Hannah as well as one from Cassie. He actually decided Cassie’s could wait. He was more concerned with Jessica and Hannah who seemed to take delight in his mom discovering him. A lot of the messages were teasing taunts, but the last message contained a video of his dancing. They positively owned him now. 




***

 

Maggie sipped a glass of smoky  Malbec as she sat down at her laptop. There was simply too much to text and her thoughts were far too jumbled for the telephone. The only person who could possibly understand what was going on was her new friend Cassandra so she poured her heart out to her. 





TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Six

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Six

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



Maggie Marin nervously scanned the room. She loved her son and whatever he was going through wasn’t going to change that, no matter what he was going through. She also wanted to be supportive of him, but unless he was honest about who he was, she had no idea how to help him. 

David Marin was always the shy bookish sort and that was fine with his mother, Maggie. He had a big heart and a sensitive disposition. He just wasn’t outgoing enough to make a lot of friends. 

She had been absolutely terrified that he would be lost in his new California home and his new high school with 2,000 students. 

Fortunately, when Maggie had made a new friend herself in Cassandra King, Cassandra  took an immediate interest in David. 

She even asked her popular daughter Cassie to take him under her wing and look out for him. 

At first she was thrilled when Cassandra told her that David was going to be in the homecoming talent show. Putting himself out there like that was something David never did. At first, learning that he was going to portray Ariana Grande was a bit surprising, but after Cassandra explained the situation, it didn’t bother Maggie. She actually found helping her son put on makeup and learn to walk in heels was a lot of fun. 

Lately though, Maggie had begun to wonder if there might be more than meets the eye. Perhaps David wasn’t just learning to look and act like a woman for a talent contest? Maybe he was moving into a much different lifestyle? 

“Hi Maggie,” said Cassandra King looking stunning as ever even if she was only wearing yoga pants, a blue top, and a black leather jacket. “I’m sorry I’m late. It took forever to get my car washed this morning.” 

“No worries,” said Maggie. “I’m actually running s bit early. I think I’m just trying to make sense of everything.” 

“Sure,” replied Cassandra sympathetically. “I can tell that all this is weighing on you.” 

“The thing is I don’t care what he feels his gender is. I just want him to be happy and be himself. You would think it would make things easier.” 

“It’s never easy when you’re talking about a child,” said Cassandra. I hope you don’t mind, but I asked Cassie about David. I was subtle of course.” 

“No not at all. I would really love to hear Cassie’s thoughts on this.” 

“Are you sure? Some of this might be tough to hear.” 

“Yes, I really want to know.” 

“Well, he definitely is experimenting. I don’t think that should come as a surprise.” 

“No, not at all. I think that’s pretty obvious.” 

“He doesn’t really know who he is or what gender feels appropriate.” 

“I feel bad for him searching without answers.” 

“He does feel tremendous guilt dressing up. Honestly, Cassie and her friends came up with the homecoming talent show so he’d have an excuse for getting all dressed up and being himself.” 

“Clever girls—it’s alright. I totally approve.” 

“There is a bit of a problem though,” explained Cassandra. “He does feel guilt and shame about being dressed as a woman. I don’t think that can be healthy.” 

“I don’t either, but I don’t see why. If he wants to wear dresses, I’ll take him dress shopping. It’s no big deal to me.” 

“In order to cover up this shame, he likes to pretend that Cassie, her friends, or really anybody is making him dress up.” 

“Making him?” 

“I know this may be unsettling, but he likes something called forced feminization.” 

“What is that?” 

“Some men who like to dress up cover up or deal with their guilty feelings by claiming or pretending a woman or even a group of women is making them do it.” 

“Could a woman really make a man do something he didn’t want to do like that?” asked Maggie. 

“Oh I guess maybe some could, but in this case obviously it’s coming from David himself. He’s clever enough to wipe his browser history, but according to Cassie he hides old forced feminization magazines between the box spring and the mattress of his bed.” 

“I wonder where he got those.” 

Cassandra smiled a subtle almost imperceptible smirk before responding to her friend, “I have no idea, but he loves them.  They’re all about women beating up and whipping men, tying them up, and forcing them to crossdress.” 

“That is really disturbing. What can I do?” 

“I’d suggest you let David take the lead. Once he realizes how accepting you are, I’m sure he won’t feel the need to pretend he’s being forced to do it.” 

“That makes sense.” 

“If you see him dressed as a girl, don’t make a big deal out of it. 

Be supportive as if he were your daughter. Make appropriate suggestions like, ‘I think a brighter pink lipstick would work well with that top,’ Stuff like that. Eventually, he’s going to find what’s right for him.” 

“Right, that’s what I’d do anyway. I caught him coming in late the other night all dressed up.” 

“Great,” said Cassandra. “You’ve got a great son and you want what’s best for him. Cassie and her friends are here for him, and I’m here to support you. It’s all going to turn out just fine.” 

“Thanks,” replied Maggie. “I sure hope so.” 



***



Walking through the halls in the morning was like walking through a minefield for David. Running into Cassie and her friends would be bad, but running into Hannah and Jessica would probably be worse. Cassie’s mother would be sure to keep her in check, but who would stop Hannah and Jessica from ruining his life? 

David was moving slowly, cautiously toward his locker when he became aware of Hannah and Jessica walking behind him.  “Hi Lacey,” said Jessica. “You’re just who we were looking for.” 

“Girls, I don’t want any trouble.” 

“Trouble?” asked Hannah. “There’s no trouble. We just wanted to give you a gift.” 

The girls walked David over to his locker. He knew they were up to no good, but he had no choice but to continue on his way.  When he got to his locker, the girls crowded him. Grinning, Hannah reached into her bag and pulled out a package wrapped in pink paper with a silver bow and ribbon. 

“What’s this for?” asked David. 

“You were such a good dancer, we thought you deserved a present,” replied Hannah. 

“Yeah, I think you’ll really like it,” added Jessica. “Go ahead and open it.” 

David tore the wrapping paper off the package and saw that inside was a  Doc Johnson 10” dildo with suction cup and realistic balls with synthetic hair. “What the Hell is this?” 

“Rude much? Is that anyway to talk to us?” asked Hannah. 

“Yeah, and after we gave you a present and everything,” chided Jessica. 

“The least you could do is thank us and tell us you like it,” said Hannah. 

“I like it,” grumbled David. 

“Sure you can say that,” replied Hannah, “but how will we know if you don’t use it.” 

“Yeah, he doesn’t seem to be in any hurry to use it,” noted Jessica. 

“I’ll use it as soon as I get home, I promise,” assured David. 

“Well if you really like it, why wait?” asked Hannah. 

“I can’t use it in school,” protested David. 

“I don’t see why not,” replied Jessica. 

“No, he’s got a point,” said Hannah. “It’s very public out here. We should go someplace a little more private.” 

“Wh-where?” stammered David. 

“Follow me,” said Hannah. “I know just the place.” 

Hannah led them down a small hallway to the left where there was an out of the way girls bathroom. 

“Wait, I can’t go in there!” protested David. 

“Of course we can,” replied Jessica. “I do it all the time.” 

Hannah opened the door and made sure it was empty before motioning for David and Jessica to enter. David froze in the doorway before a rough shove from Jessica sent him stumbling inside. She quickly stepped inside behind him cutting off any potential retreat. 

“This is the bathroom girls use to smoke in. It’s not used very often, and we probably won’t be disturbed if you hurry up and don’t stall,” said Hannah. 

“What do you want me to do?” asked David. 

Hannah walked right up to the privacy divider that separated the toilets and slapped the suction cup right on the side of the artificial wall just below her waist level. “We want to see you play with your new toy.” 

David stepped forward and looked down on the rubber penis. 

Flinching away as if frightened to even touch it. He felt Jessica behind him pushing down on his shoulders and knew what she wanted. He didn’t even resist as he dropped to his knees. 

“Before you do anything else, let’s see how much of that big boy you can fit in your mouth,” ordered Hannah. 

David did as he was told and managed to get pretty far down the shaft. He was about to pull his head off when Jessica held his head in place and used a black sharpie to mark where his lips were. 

“That’s going to be your homework,” said Jessica. “Now you have a mark to beat.” 

“How many cocks have you sucked, sissy?” asked Hannah. 

“None,” replied Jason. “I swear I’ve never had anything like that in my mouth.” 

“No way! A slut like you has never sucked cock before?” asked Jessica. “I find that so hard to believe.” 

“It’s true,” replied David. “I never have.” 

“Well, don’t worry your pretty little head about it,” said Hannah. 

“Lick up and down the shaft on the underside.” 

David stared up at her in disbelief and back to the terrifying rubber object. He knelt motionless before Jessica ordered him more forcefully, “Do it now, sissy!” 

Jessica and Hannah walked David through the basics of oral sex and he did his best to comply with their instructions. He felt so degraded to be on the bathroom floor sucking a fake cock while Jessica recorded it all on her phone. He couldn’t think of anything more humiliating than this, but he was so wrong. 

The door to the bathroom swung open and standing there were Naya Foster and Jordan Javelet. They were probably the two toughest students in the entire school boy or girl, and they weren’t about to pass up such a great opportunity to bully a boy who had the misfortune of being in their bathroom. 

Jordan was a tall black haired beauty who preferred denim jackets to designer clothes. She was nearly six-feet tall and had made a habit of beating up boys since kindergarten. Nayla was her partner in crime.  The black girl was every bit as beautiful as Jordan and every bit as mean. In sixth grade, she had a dozen different boys giving her their lunch money in the hopes that she would mercifully leave them alone. 

“What the Hell is that?” asked Jordan. 

“That looks like a sissy boy,” replied Nayla. 

“He is a sissy boy,” beamed Hannah. “In fact, he’s our sissy boy.” 

“Suppose we just take him from you?” asked Nayla. 

“Why would you do that?” asked Jessica. 

“Because we can,” scowled Jordan. 

“No,” said Hannah. “She means why would you when sissies are so much more fun to share. If you want to abuse him, we don’t have a problem with that, but let us continue to have our fun with him.” 

“She’s right,” said Nayla. “What do we care if other people have fun with him as long as we get to have our own fun?” 

“Yeah, yeah sure,” grumbled Jordan grudgingly. “It’s no skin off our nose.” 

David didn’t like the sound of this, but he couldn’t think of anything he could day to make it better, so he decided to just remain silent. He didn’t want Jordan or Nayla mad at him and he couldn’t even stand up to Hannah and Jessica anyway. He had no hope of resisting four female bullies at once. 

“Great,” said Hannah. “You’re going to love seeing him all dolled up.” 

“That does sound like fun,” agreed Nayla. 

“Something’s missing though,” said Jordan. 

“Really?” asked Jessica. “What is it?’

“Get up, bitch,” directed Jordan. 

When David got to his feet she approached him. Then, reaching into her pocket, she pulled out a lipstick and forcefully grabbed his cheeks forming his mouth into a pucker. Roughly she applied the bright red lipstick to his mouth in a strangely humiliating way and pushed him back down to his knees. “There,” said Jordan. “A proper sissy should have a pretty mouth. Now, get back to work.” 

The girls took turns advising him on what to do and took great delight in trying to make each command at least a little more humiliating than the previous one. 

“We better get to class,” said Hannah. “We’re already ten minutes late.” 

“Yeah, we better get going too,” said Nayla. 

David breathed a sigh of relief and began to get to his feet before Jordan pushed him right back down. “Not you sissy. Give me your phone.” 

David reached into his pocket and handed Jordan his phone. 

“Here, take it,” he said trembling. 

“What’s the password, genius?” asked Nayla. 

“It’s 5-9-4-6-8-3,” said David. 

Jordan spent the next few minutes typing into David’s phone before handing it back to him. “No need to take your mouth off of that cock. Just reach back and take the phone. I put Nayla’s number and mine in there. In fifteen minutes, I want a picture of you on that spot sucking that cock. If you leave early or don’t send the picture, Nayla and I will kick your ass.” 

“I might just ask my teacher if I can go to the bathroom and if I do, I better still find you there sucking your new toy,” warned Nayla. 

“You can send a picture to us too, sissy,” said Jessica. 

The girls turned and left David. He could hear Jordan and Nayla’s cruel laughter as they walked off down the hallway. He only paused a moment before getting back to sucking on the dildo. 

He was about halfway through the 15 minutes when the bathroom door swung open yet again. 

Amber Hyland, one of his classmates stepped through the door. 

She was cute enough with an auburn page boy hair cut. Although she had small breasts, she had a pretty face and an amazing ass that drew everybody’s attention when she wore tight jeans or shorts. 

“David, what are you doing?” she asked. “That’s a dildo!” 

“Yeah, it is,” he said pulling his mouth off of the phallus. He turned to face Amber with his lipstick smeared and said, “It’s a long story.” 

“Whatever floats your boat,” she said. “Could you not do it in the girl’s bathroom, though?” 

“It’s not something I want to do. Some girls made me do it.  I have to send them a picture in about five minutes before I can leave,” explained David. 

“How could girls possibly make you do this?” asked Amber stepping further into the bathroom and crouching down to meet David’s gaze. 

“Jordan Jav--,” began David. 

“Oh yeah,” said Amber. “I take that back.  I’m assuming Nayla was with her.  Those two are inseparable,” 

“I know this sounds insane, but they threatened me if I didn’t stay here and suck this dildo and then send them a picture,” 

explained David. 

“That’s terrible,” replied Amber. “I wouldn’t test those two if I were you.” 

“I don’t intend to,” said David. “Now, I better get back to sucking.” 

“Oh God,” said Amber. “That’s so pathetic.  What if somebody you know comes in.” 

“You mean, like you?” asked David. 

“I hadn’t thought of it that way,” said Amber. “I guess you’re right.” 

“Why do you have to keep sucking though? Can’t you just snap a picture and be done with it?” 

“I can snap a picture in three minutes.  In the meantime if she or Nayla walk back in I’m a dead man if I’m not still sucking on it.” 

“I don’t know what to tell you,” said Amber. “If you stand up to her, she will destroy you and if you don’t things are going to escalate.” 

“What do you mean escalate?” 

“You can figure that out, I’m sure.” 

“I don’t know what to do,” replied David. 

“I wish I could help.  Do you want me to at least take your picture?” 

“Actually, that would be great.” David handed the phone to Amber who got a closeup of his face and the lipstick smeared dildo sticking deep into his mouth.” 

“There you go,” said Amber. “This is going to be very humiliating for you, I know.” 

“Oh yeah.” 

David sent the picture to his tormentors and then walked over to the sink and with Amber’s help wiped the lipstick off of his mouth. 

“Can you tell I was wearing lipstick?” 

“I don’t think so,” replied Amber. “You can always say you were kissing a girl anyway.” 

“Yeah, if anybody would believe it,” said David. 

“You’re not ugly, David. You’re actually kind of a pretty boy.  If you had some confidence and approached girls, you’d do fine.” 

“I don’t know about that.” 

“David, you’re cute. You’ve got a lot you can work with, but girls won’t just ask you out. You’ll have to make the first move.” 

“Thanks Amber,” replied David.  Deciding the lipstick was gone as much as it was going to be gone, began to race to class dreading what Mr. Oglive would say when he saw him showing up halfway through class. 

“Wait!” called out Amber.  She motioned down to the rubber cock still stuck to the wall. “Don’t forget your dildo.” 

“Oh shit! I forgot.  How am I going to sneak this back into my locker?” 

“Yeah, you can’t exactly openly carry it. Why not wrap it up in toilet paper?” 

“Good idea,” said David.  He wrapped up the rubber penis and carried it with him as he walked out the door right into yet another girl walking into the bathroom.  She gave him a curious look, but he avoided commenting and continued on his way. 




****


Campaigning at lunch went very well.  He wore a fashionable a black dress that belonged to Cassandra and looked very professional. The girls had created a very upscale image for Lacey, and their own popularity helped her a great deal in connecting with his fellow students. 

“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were enjoying this,” said Cassie. 

“Enjoying this? Hell no,” protested David. 

“I don’t know. In any event, you’re a natural campaigner.  You should be proud of that.” 

One of the more strange and difficult parts of David’s day was going to class with the very same people who had seen him campaigning at lunch.  Of course none of them would ever suspect that the popular new girl campaigning in the cafeteria was the same lump of a boy who sat meekly in the back of their classes. 

Once David got over his initial fear of discovery, it was kind of funny to him that the guys who were flirting with him and asking him out when he campaigned wouldn’t even turn to look at him when they were passing back a paper.  They’d just grunt and toss it behind them. 

David had met so many people campaigning in the cafeteria that there was at least one in every class. It made David feel funny to know that all these boys were flirting with him and he wondered what that said about him. Just like earlier in the day, David peered cautiously around every corner.  Now he had two new girls to avoid in Jordan and Nayla. 

He noticed that a poster of him in a tight white sweater under an even tighter gray sweater had been the victim of graffiti. It wasn’t hatred, but lust that had made the perpetrator scrawl comments about David’s body. 

When he turned the corner and looked down the hallway to his locker, he saw that Cassie was waiting for him.  Taking a deep breath to compose himself, he approached her. 

“We have to make a few stops right after school, but meet us over at my house,” said Cassie. “You’re going to do a full

performance of your song for my mom.” 

“Yes, Mistress Cassie,” replied David. The song had really come together over the last few weeks, but he didn’t really like the idea of performing it for Cassandra. He got the idea that she was very demanding. 

“We’ll meet you there in thirty minutes,” said Cassie. 

After school, David walked carrying his Ariana Grande outfit in a black duffel bag. Unbeknownst to David, as he cut through the parking lot he walked right in front of Nayla’s car where she and Jordan were sharing a post school day flask of Southern Comfort. 

They started up the car and slowly followed David at a distance. 

He was so distracted by the thought of Cassandra seeing him perform that he failed to notice the old red  Firebird slowly tailing him until it pulled up alongside him and Jordan was shouting to him out the passenger side window, “Hey sissy, wait up!” 

“I’m sorry,” said David. “I can’t. I’m in a big hurry.” 

“Too big a hurry for us?” replied Jordan. 

“It’s really important,” said David stopping in his tracks and turning to face the girls. 

“Awww that’s just adorable.  Did you really think that we were giving you a choice?” asked Jordan as she climbed out of the car and advanced on him. 

“What do you want?” asked David. 

“You can start by telling us why you’re in such a hurry,” replied Nayla who had just turned off the engine and was walking up to the sidewalk on the other side of David. 

“I don’t want any trouble,” said David just as Nayla grabbed the duffel bag. 

“What do we have here?” asked Nayla unzipping the bag. 

“Hey, that’s mine. Give it back,” demanded David. 

Seeing David momentarily distracted, Jordan circled around behind him and twisted his arms up behind his back. He was helpless in her powerful grip. 

Nayla was delighted as she pulled out David’s Ariana Grande costume. “Oh my God! What a sissy!” 

“What is it?” asked Jordan. 

“It’s his sissy clothes and I have to say, it’s even girlier than I imagined,” said Nayla. 

“What a little miss,” teased Jordan. “Let’s make him put on his little sissy outfit.” 

“Here?” asked Nayla. 

“Yeah,” replied Jordan. “Why not?” 

Nayla threw the duffel bag at David’s feet and watching it spilling out a bra and one of his hair extensions. “You heard her, get stripping, bitch,” demanded Nayla. 

“This will be fun,” cackled Jordan as she released her grip. 

“I can’t strip here in the middle of the street,” protested David. 

“It’s a side street, genius,” barked Nayla. “There’s nobody around to see.” 

“I’d hurry up if I were you before a car passes by,” warned Jordan. 

Choking back tears, David slipped off his shirt and stepped out of his pants. He grabbed for the short little skirt from the bag when Nayla stopped him. “I know I saw some panties in that bag.” 

Now, the tears actually began to fall. David was ashamed as he saw a drop from his eye reach the sidewalk. He picked up his bra and reached around to put it on. 

“Holy fuck! He’s better at that than I am,” commented Jordan. 

Jordan reached into his duffle bag and pulled out the case containing the breast forms he had been wearing at lunch. When Nayla and Jordan saw him stick the silicone forms into the cups and what appeared to be a realistic pair of jiggling breasts under his bra, they couldn’t help but laugh at him. 

He could stand no more and seeing the car keys in Nayla’s hand, he took them and flung them into the street. He just threw them as far as he could, but his aim couldn’t have been more perfect

as the keys flew into a sewer grate. There was an awkward moment where everybody just froze before David took off running. 

Jordan quickly recovered from laughing and took off after him calling out, “You’re going to pay for that bitch.” 

“Leave him be,” said Nayla. “Help me fish out my keys. We’ll deal with that bitch tomorrow.” 

David would never have been able to outrun her carrying his bag with his fake boobs jiggling under his bra the entire way. Luckily for him, she had to break off pursuit to help her friend. David didn’t stop long enough to see that she wasn’t chasing him anymore. Instead he raced through the streets to Cassie’s house, his boobs swinging under his bra and his duffel bag held in a tight grip. 

After sprinting for five blocks, David was free of Jordan and Nayla for the time being. Unfortunately, he knew he’d have to deal with their wrath as soon as the next day, and it wouldn’t be pleasant. 

Also, by this time he was totally out of breath and looking completely disheveled.  He was also early. 

David barely even thought about what he was doing as he finished his transformation right there on Cassie’s enclosed front porch. It wasn’t until he was finished that he finally rang the doorbell and was greeted by Cassandra who had been watching the entire thing. 

“Wow! You really do look like Ariana Grande,” said Cassandra as she inspected David. “Your makeup is a bit off, but I don’t know if that’s because you’ve been lazy in your practice or because you got ready without a proper makeup mirror.” 

“I’ll practice harder, Mistress Cassandra,” swore David. 

“Come in, sissy. You know you are extremely lucky. You have a very supportive mother who loves you very much.” 

“I know. She’s always put my needs ahead of her own. I hope someday to repay her.” 

“That’s sweet, but there are two things you should already be aware of. First, you will never be able to repay her and secondly, you should always put the needs of all women above your own. That is the role of a sissy.” 

“Yes Mistress Cassandra.” 

“Now, let’s fix your makeup so it’s perfect before Cassie and her friends get here.” 

When Cassie, Madison, Ashley, and Stacey arrived, they found David busily cleaning the downstairs bathroom as Cassie’s mom lounged out on the couch reading an architectural magazine. 

“Hi girls! Lacey will be ready in a second, she’s cleaning the bathroom. When she’s finished you all can blow me away with this act I’m hearing so much about.” 

“Why is Lacey cleaning your bathroom?” asked Stacey who still was unaware that one of her partners in the talent show was in fact a boy. 

“She insists on it,” said Cassandra. “She’s such a dear girl. Her mother is a friend of a mine and she’s always been like another daughter to me.” 

“She’s sort of the sister I always wanted.  That’s why I call her sissy,” added Cassie. 

“Well, it’s great that she’s so close to you though you couldn’t pay me to clean my own bathroom, let alone somebody else’s,” 

replied Stacey. 

“Let’s set up while we wait for her,” said Madison. 

“I’ll go speed her up, since I’m not in the act,” said Ashley. 

“That’s a great idea,” said Cassandra. “I can’t wait to see this.” 

Ashley walked into the bathroom to find it spotless.  David had a rag and was scrubbing the faucet with all the force he could muster. 

“I think you’re done,” said Ashley. “Let’s get the show on.” 

“Do you think I’m a wimp?” asked David. 

“Honestly? Yeah, I guess I do,” replied Ashley. 

“I can’t stand up to anybody,” said David. 

“Well, Cassie and her mom—nobody could stand up to either of them,” replied Ashley. 

“It’s not just them. It’s…well…it’s you for one thing.” 

“Watch it, you don’t want to get yourself in trouble right now.” 

“No, I don’t, but I can’t tell you off either.” 

“I think that’s because you know what would happen if you tried.” 

“Yeah, you’re pretty tough for a girl,” admitted David. 

“I’m pretty tough for anybody and I can be very cruel.  Don’t forget that, Lacey.” 

“I wasn’t planning on it. I just—” began David. 

“Are you ready, yet?” called Cassie from the other room. 

“We’re coming,” yelled back Ashley.  “Okay Lacey, I’ll leave you to freshen up. You better make this a good show for Cassie’s mom.” 

Ashley went back to join the others leaving David to change his clothes and touch up his makeup.  Cassandra had insisted that he be fully made up in the house, but for the performance, he knew that he’d better glam himself up and make sure his eyes really popped. 

When he emerged from the bathroom he found Cassie sitting next to her mom on the couch, while Ashley was sitting in a recliner with her feet up. 

Madison and Stacey were gathered at the front of the room discussing the song.  He had been in the bathroom long enough to change back into his costume.  David could hardly believe how hot Madison looked in the form fitting Lycra jumpsuit that she was wearing. Stacey also looked great in a short gold metallic mini-dress. 

David knew that no matter how good they looked, he would be the one stealing the show. Not only did the metallic gold hue look oh-so-good against his complexion, but the get-up showed off his arms, legs, and other body parts in all the right places. The cropped top put a hint of his midriff on display and the high-waisted hot pants he wore showed off his legs, allowing him to dance around with ease. 

Gold platform pumps elongated his petite frame and added to the look, while a berry lip, shimmering copper shadow and those amazing long hair extensions rounded out his glam look. He knew it would definitely steal the spotlight! 

“Just do your best,” said Stacey. “It’s only one person who hasn’t seen us before. Let’s blow her away.” 

“You got it,” said David trying to fake enthusiasm. 

Stacey put on the music and as the beginning of  Bang Bang began pounding out of the speakers, Madison and David walked into the living room doing their best diva struts. David stopped and sat down on a folding chair using his most feline, feminine movements as Madison walked up to the very front of the room and belted out the beginning of the song in the style of Jessie J. 

It was amazing to David how she had the confidence to practically scream in the small room in front of Cassie’s mom. In fact, when Cassandra stood up to cheer, Madison moved over to dance with her.  This girl was seriously comfortable performing. All too soon, Madison motioned to David and called out “Ariana! Go!” 

signaling that it was his turn to show off his well-rehearsed moves. 

David began in a sitting position with his legs crossed demurely. 

As he sang his first line, he lifted his left leg straight up high above his head, showing off its smooth shapeliness. It was a leg that most women would kill to have. He jumped out of his seat with a bubbly sexiness and gave a seductive little wave copying the real Ariana Grande’s part on the original song as he moved into the next dance steps. 

The humiliating choreography had him squatting down on his heels and then bouncing up and down while wiggling his ass in the least masculine movements that he had ever made in his life. Cassie and Ashley couldn’t resist whistling and catcalling, but he didn’t have time to react. Instead he was popping up and waving his mic over his head, then dancing and skipping around in his heels kicking his legs up behind him in a display of balance that few girls in his high school could ever approach. 

Madison and David started on opposite sides of the room, and they pranced past each other switching sides as they shimmied. It was so feminine and so alluring that Cassandra couldn’t help being in a little bit of awe that her daughter had trained a boy to adopt such girlish behavior. She laughed and clapped her hands delighting in David’s complete feminization. 

As David and Madison danced around each other, Stacey came out of the kitchen spitting verses with a flow that only comes with a unique combination of talent and practice. With Stacey on the mic, 

Madison and David were left to pose.  They each imitated their singer’s moves with David dropping his hips and rotating them like Ariana. 

They finished the song with high energy bumping their hips and trying to out-diva each other. It couldn’t have gone any better.  As the song ended Cassie, her mom, and Ashley all enthusiastically applauded. 

“I know that as Cassie’s mom I’m expected to rave about this, but you were amazing,” said Cassandra. “You’ve put in a lot of work into your performance, and it shows.” 

“Yeah, I am impressed. Every time I see you, you’re better than the last time,” agreed Cassie. 

“I’m glad to hear the rave reviews,” said Stacey hugging her two co-stars. “I need to get home though.” 

“Sure,” said Cassie. “You can go get changed in my room and my mom will give you a ride home.” 

“Great,” replied Stacey as she turned and walked to Cassie’s room. “Thanks.” 

“I guess I’ll change in the bathroom then,” said David. 

“Not so fast,” said Cassie. 

“What?” snapped David with a little more anger in his voice than he intended. 

“I’ve been talking to your mother,” said Cassandra. “I don’t see any reason why you should have to keep up the charade that you’re not a sissy in front of her.” 

“I can’t,” said David. “Please, anything but that. It would break her heart.” 

“That’s the beautiful part, Lacey,” replied Cassie. “She already knows you’re a sissy and she’s cool with it.  As soon as Stacey leaves we’ll go into my closet and find you something more appropriate to wear. Your mom will totally support it.” 

“I-I...” David croaked. He had no idea what to say. 

“Great,” said Cassandra. “You two have fun and I’ll take Stacey home.” 

 

As he sat in the passenger seat next to Cassie, he felt so ridiculous. At least Ashley and Madison weren’t with them this time, but wearing only a black lace tie front crop top and a matching black miniskirt with a ridiculous pair of black boots with a narrow five inch heel he felt ridiculous. His makeup was overdone, as were the big hoop earrings in his ears that were touching the top of his shoulders. 

They peeked out under the black curly Halloween wig he was wearing.  He thought he looked like a prostitute, but Cassie was more than pleased with her efforts. 

“Oh, don’t look so glum. I think that look will let your mommy know that you’re an all grown up sissy,” said Cassie. 

“Isn’t there any way I can wear something more sensible.  I’m begging here.” 

“I’ll tell you what,” answered Cassie. “If you are a good girl and act like you totally love it in front of your mother, I will let you dress more modestly when you’re home.” 

“When I’m home?!” 

“Yeah sweetie, you’ll be dressed as a girl at home from now on. 

You’ve got a nice little collection already, you know,” assured Cassie. 

“How can I dress at home? I live with my mom,” protested David. 

“How many times do we have to tell you? She already knows you’re a total sissy. She’s not thrilled about it, but she accepts you for the feminine little princess you are. She won’t give you any trouble.” 

“I won’t do it,” said David resolutely. 

“You will,” replied Cassie. “If you don’t, you know what we could do to you. It will start by putting you in ballet class—as a girl of course. Then maybe getting you a job as a hostess at a sports bar? 

You’ve had it easy so far, sissy! Now put on a happy face. It won’t even be that embarrassing; it’s just your mom seeing you dressed—

again.” 

Cassie’s car pulled up in front of David’s house.  She could see he was shaking with nerves as he saw the light on in the front room and could see the back of his mother’s head.  She gently stroked his

thigh for a moment before opening her car door and stepping out into the street. David did the exact same thing. 

They walked up the front steps and David used his key to open the front door. He somehow managed to unlock the door, despite the nervous tremors in his hand. Maggie saw her son and took in his outfit. “Oh my,” she gasped, her hand covering her mouth. 

When he saw the look of shock on his mother’s face, David’s knees went weak and he sank to the floor. His motion reminded him of his opening dance moves as Ariana and his head started spinning, imagining what his mom would think of him prancing around in the metallic gold midriff and miniskirt. 

Cassie stood behind her pet sissy barely holding back her excited laughter. She’d picked up on his growing embarrassment the entire drive over, but seeing his reaction supercharged her emotionally far more than she could have ever imagined. Her pupils dilated and she nearly swooned, overcome by the sense of power she felt. 

The beautiful teen’s whole body was actually quivering in near-ecstasy. She smiled widely as her mind began working on overdrive imagining ever more extreme ways to humiliate David. She thought about the Homecoming flyer in her pocket and felt extremely fortunate that David hadn’t come across it already. If he’d thought her domination so far was emasculating, he hadn’t seen anything yet. 



Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Seven

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



“Thanks for bringing him home, Cassie,” said Maggie. “Would you like a soda or something else to drink?” 

“Water would be great, thanks,” replied Cassie. 

“Go get your friend a water,” said Maggie. “I’ll take one too.” 

David didn’t understand why he mom was being so relaxed about what he was wearing. Finally, he couldn’t take no more and flat out said it. “Mom, did you notice how I’m dressed.” 

“I sure did,” she replied. “You are becoming quite a fashion plate now, aren’t you?” 

Cassie smirked to herself in satisfaction at Maggie’s reaction. “I know, isn’t he? I can’t think of any girls at school half as into fashion as Lacey is.” 

“Lacey?!” 

“That’s what he likes to be called when he’s dressed up,” 

explained Cassie. 

“Well, I suppose we couldn’t keep calling him David, while he’s dressed up so pretty,” replied Maggie. “Lacey, go get us those drinks.” 

David hurried off to the kitchen. He wanted to stay and defend his honor, but contented himself by eavesdropping on the conversation. 

“I’ve been trying to get Lacey to open up to you a little more, Mrs. Marin,” said Cassie. “I think you probably need to start with baby steps. If she’s confident enough to dress up around you, that’s a big show of trust.” 

“Yes, I imagine it would be. I hope…she knows that there’s no judgment here.” 

“I think she does,” said Cassie. 

David returned with the water and sat the glasses down in front of everybody. He took a seat on an overstuffed chair across from the couch Cassie and his mother were sitting in. 

“Well, now that Lacey has been able to join us, I needed to tell you something,” said Cassie. 

“Anything,” replied Maggie. 

“Lacey asked me to come home with him because he didn’t know how else to ask you,” lied Cassie. 

“Uh, yeah right,” agreed David as both women turned their attention to him. 

“Anyway, as David is exploring his feminine side, he’d like to buy able to buy some more clothes of his own to experiment. Would that be a problem?” 

“Of course not,” replied Maggie. “With my new job, I can certainly help out.” 

“Thanks mom,” said David grudgingly. 

“That’s just great, Ms. Marin! Would you mind if we go up to David’s room and take an inventory of what he needs?” asked Cassie. 

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Maggie. “David, I’ll give you $1,000 tomorrow when I can get to the bank.” 

Cassie led David up to his room, where he immediately plopped down on his bed. “Very funny, Cassie. Now, I’m supposed to wear dresses around the house too?” 

“Won’t that be fun?” asked Cassie. “You know, we really should paint and redecorate this room to keep up with your new lifestyle.” 

“You wouldn’t dare.” 

Cassie just laughed and changed the subject. “We’re going to have so much fun tomorrow.” 

“I have to go into the karaoke store tomorrow, remember?” 

“Oh yeah, I can’t wait to see the video,” said Cassie. “We’ll just have to reschedule your fitting for Saturday though the boutique may

be a bit crowded on the weekend.” 

“Fitting? What are you talking about?” 

“We already found the perfect homecoming dress for you, but we need to make sure it fits perfectly,” replied Cassie. “Don’t go thinking tomorrow you’re off the hook though. I need you over at my house by five. I’ll let your mom know on the way out.” 

“You’ve thought of everything,” sighed David. 

“I have and the sooner you appreciate that, the happier you’ll be,” said Cassie. 

“I’m not a girl, Cassie,” said David. 

“I never said you were,” replied Cassie. “You’re a sissy. Just be at my house at five tomorrow. Come in costume. I’m curious who they’ll have you signing as. 



The next day was a difficult one for David. He spent the entire day dodging Jordan and Nayla. They knew where his locker was and they kept texting him, but he simply stayed away and didn’t reply. 

Monday would be even worse as they would probably figure out that they could stalk him a lot easier if they found out his schedule. When they knew his schedule, he’d be a dead man. 

David noticed things were very different at lunch. He was sitting outside when Hannah and Jessica approached him. 

“Girls, I don’t have time for your bullshit,” he said. 

“Watch your mouth, bitch,” snapped Jessica. 

“No, give him a break,” said Hannah sympathetically. “We kind of sicked Jordan and Nayla on him. He has a right to be a bit pissed.” 

“I’m more than a bit pissed,” said David. 

“Look, maybe we should have gotten a more secluded place to have you suck on the dildo,” said Jessica. “It wasn’t our fault though.” 

“The Hell it wasn’t,” replied David. “She’s going to catch me sooner or later and she’s going to beat the shit out of me.” 

“If that’s all that happens you’ll be lucky,” said Hannah. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked David. 

“Well you did send her the picture of you sucking the dildo. I’m surprised that hasn’t gone viral yet,” said Hannah. 

“Oh shit,” groaned David. “I hadn’t thought of that.” 

“We’ll tell her we haven’t seen you,” said Hannah. 

David carried all of his books around with him all day because he didn’t want to return to his locker. He was lucky he had been able to borrow the car that day or he would have had to carry them to the karaoke studio and to Cassie’s house as well. 

When he got to the Be a Star Studio, he was greeted by Colleen who was thrilled to see him. Sales were up twenty-five percent since the previous week after he’d performed a number of songs as Carrie Underwood. He wasn’t a country music fan, and had never heard any of the music that he was singing, but Colleen assured him he did a great job. Today, they were going to going to dress him up as Suzanna Hoffs from the Bangles and have him do some of their old hits from the 80s. 

The Susanna Hoffs costume consisted of a tight black sweater, a short black miniskirt with a wide rhinestone covered belt, big earrings, a black perm wig that could only be described as 80s chic, some big white plastic bracelets, black hose, and black high-heeled boots. 

“Do I look anything like her?” asked David. 

“What do you think?” replied Colleen. 

“I wouldn’t know, their big hits are like a decade older than I am,” 

replied David. 

“They’re older than me too, but I like them. They’ve got some edgier punk stuff that’s fun,” replied Colleen. 

“Any chance I could sing something from this decade next time?” 

“Look at you, all worried about your appearance,” teased Colleen. 

“No, actually I’d just rather sing a song that I’ve heard someplace other than when my mom drove me to school.” 

“Yeah, I’d love to do Tacocat or Bully, but how many people your age or mine actually want to record themselves singing karaoke? We have to move what sells so expect Belinda Carlisle, Dolly Parton, and Barbara Streisand coming up.” 

“Great,” sighed David. 

“And you do kind of look like her in our cheap Be a Star kind of way.” 

For the next hour David gave a mini-concert of The Bangles’

greatest hits from Manic Monday to Eternal Flame. David was actually surprised at how many of the songs he recognized, but what really amazed him was how many people stopped by to watch him perform. He got a great reception that he could hear in the studio at the end of a song when they would applaud. Colleen thanked him for his performance and he was off like a shot to Cassie’s place. 

Five O’clock was sort of a weird time for the girls to have ordered him over. As soon as he got there, Cassie sent him right into her bathroom for a scented bubble bath and a chance to touch up his shaving. She wasn’t taking any chances with his look, and that meant a feminine scent and smooth skin. 

Following Cassie’s orders, he left the bathroom and entered her bedroom with a towel wrapped around his chest. “Okay, I did what you told me to. Can you at least tell me why?” 

“You know I don’t like questions,” said Cassie. “If you must know, we’re going to the football game tonight.” 

“So I take it you didn’t have me take that bubble bath so that I could suit up for our beloved school?” 

“You? A football player? Maybe a cheerleader, but that’s as close as you’d ever get to a football field.” 

“Won’t I be overdressed for watching a game?” asked David noticing the dress and sexy underwear that Cassie had laid out for him on the bed. 

“You’re running for homecoming queen, remember?” 

“Oh, this is part of the campaign,” said David. “I get it.” 

“Something like that,” said Cassie vaguely. 

Soon David had exchanged his towel for a lilac colored bra and panties. With the addition of breast forms and a waist cincher, David soon had the appearance of feminine curves. 

Cassie stood back to admire her creation as David stepped into an off-the-shoulder lavender dress that seemed to hug his body, making him appear very curvy for a high school girl. Cassie doused him with her own perfume and then the two of them went to the living room to wait for Madison and Ashley to arrive. 

It was just before six when the other girls stepped through the front door and immediately went to work on prettying David up. 

Brilliant purple polish now adorned the fake nails that David was sporting, his hair was fluffed up and curled, and his makeup was a smoldering and sophisticated evening look that was sure to attract male attention whether David wanted it to or not. 

The girls sat on the couch checking out David from every possible angle as they made him preen and pose for them. They were trying to find any flaw or imperfection that would give him away, but they needn’t have bothered. When Cassandra arrived home, her reaction told them all they needed to know. “Wow! Does she clean up nice!” 

“Do you really think so?” asked Ashley. 

“Without a doubt,” replied Cassandra. “You should all be very proud of yourselves, including you Lacey.” 

“I’m really sad I’m going to miss this,” said Cassie. 

“Miss what?...I mean what will you miss, Mistress Cassie?” 

asked David. 

“All the fun,” replied Cassie non-committally. “Remember, I’m on the cheerleading team.” 

“Speaking of that, you better hurry over there,” said Cassandra. 

“Isn’t the freshman team playing at seven?” 

“Yeah, you’re right,” said Cassie. “Girls, I leave Lacey in your hands.” 

“Wonderful,” said Ashley. 

They weren’t far behind Cassie when David arrived at the school accompanied by Madison and Ashley. He knew he was overdressed, but still had no idea why. “What’s going on?” asked David. 

“I think showing you is better than telling you,” said Ashley. 

The girls led David to the concourse outside the football field. It was a beautiful night and David actually managed to relax for a moment before ahead in the distance he spotted a half dozen girls dressed just as nicely as he was. Behind them, he could make out kissing booths. His horrible feeling was soon confirmed. He was here to kiss boys. 

“No way!” insisted David. “No way am I doing that.” 

“You think you have a choice?” asked Jessica. “Do you really want to tell Cassie no?” 

“I wouldn’t recommend it,” said Madison. 

“I’m not going to kiss a bunch of guys,” replied David. 

“Well, Cassie has given you a goal to beat. Last year’s top money maker was $232 and she wants you to beat it by 10%,” 

explained Ashley. 

“That’s like $250!” exclaimed David. 

“$255,” corrected Madison. “At $5 per kiss, you need to kiss 51

guys.” 

“How am I supposed to do that?” asked David. 

“The guys will do most of the work. You just have to smile and touch up your lipstick from time to time,” said Ashley. 

“So what’s it going to be?” asked Madison. “If you don’t do this, it’ll make it impossible to win Homecoming Queen. Think how Cassie would take that.” 

“I can’t kiss 51 guys,” said David. 

“Just take it one kiss at a time,” said Ashley. 

“I hate you all,” said David walking over to take his place behind one of the kissing booths. 

“But we love you,” smirked Madison. 

Madison and Ashley stayed nearby. They wanted to see it all and to take humiliating pictures and videos. A crowd of guys had already gathered. This was their first chance to see the homecoming queen candidates up close and maybe even sample their lips for a mere $5. 

A senior from the student council walked over to David and introduced herself. “Hi, I’m Wanda Newhouse. I’m coordinating tonight’s fundraiser.” 

“Hi, I’m Lacey,” replied David. 

“Of course. Thank you for doing this. We want to raise a lot of money tonight.” 

“I’ll do my part,” assured David. 

“Great, I knew I could count on you. I just have a few rules to go over. First, you’re not to take any money. They buy tickets from us and we’ll credit the appropriate candidate.” 

“That makes sense.” 

“Also, the rule is only closed mouth kissing, but if you’re going to break it there isn’t much we can do about it. We will however kick you out for touching inappropriately. If somebody grabs you or feels you up please let us know. They will be dealt with. We want to raise money for a good cause, we don’t want to get you assaulted.” 

“Do you have all that?” asked Wanda. 

“Yeah, I think so,” replied David nodding uncertainly with wide eyes. He didn't even consider anyone might actually feel him up or assault him. 

It was funny to David that he had been shown more than he ever wanted to be about going down on a guy, but nobody had taught him how to give a sexy closed mouth kiss. He hadn’t kissed that many girls, certainly not enough to even know if he was a decent kisser. 

He shrugged to himself, realizing it was too late to do anything about that now, and trying to accept the inevitable. 

He stood in his booth and forced himself to smile. He looked all around him at the girls in the other booths. All lf them were beautiful, far outside his league, and he had trouble believing that anybody

would want to kiss him when they could kiss one of the other girls. 

He smiled at all the boys getting into lines and licked his lips after seeing some of the other girls doing it. 

The velvet rope was lifted and the guys were let through. There was a mad dash as people ran to their favorite girls. David was shocked to find that he had more guys at his booth than anybody else until he heard two of the other candidates who only had very small lines complaining, “Lacey put her damn picture all over the school like some kind of porn star. No wonder they all want to kiss her.” 

The first guy in line at the kissing booth was a shy senior who had not yet finished growing into his six foot frame. He was skinny with wavy blonde hair and glasses. Lacey recognized him from some of his classes. “I’m voting for you, Lacey,” he said. “You’re the only candidate who came to talk to me at lunch.” 

“Thank you,” said David. “I appreciate it.” 

“I figured this was my only chance to kiss a girl like you.” 

“I’m not that different from you, Tony,” said David remembering the guy’s name from English class. 

“Wow! I can’t believe you actually remember my name.” 

“Hey! Can you just kiss her? I got a ticket too,” said an angry senior standing second in line. 

When Tony went in for the kiss, David was repulsed by kissing another guy, but he didn’t want Tony to feel any more rejection. 

Instead he puckered up and kissed him tenderly on his lips leaving a lipstick trace that was hard for David to fathom. Here he was leaving his lipstick marks on another boy. 

That was the first time David ever kissed another boy, but the girls had made sure it wouldn’t be the last. He had a long line of guys to take care of. David almost felt like a celebrity. 

“Thank you,” said Tony as he left the line. “You’re a great kisser.” 

The line pushed forward, but at least David had a way to put himself in the right headspace to do this. He wasn’t thinking of the kissing as yet another challenge to his manhood. Instead, he was

just trying to make someone’s night. Guys liked that. Some of the other girls were much hotter than Lacey, but Lacey just seemed somehow kinder, somehow more approachable. 

David knew that he had kissed a lot of guys, but had no idea how many until with fifteen left to go the girls informed him that he had made only $205. Oddly, he knew he had to have made more money than any of the other girls except for maybe Juliette Simone. 

Any other candidate would be thrilled to be in her position, but David still feared Cassie’s reaction if he didn’t beat last year’s top earner. 

Just when it looked like David would fall short, a new guy stepped forward and handed him 10 tickets. That was fifty dollars worth of kissing and he immediately wondered just what this guy wanted. 

“You don’t recognize me?” he asked as he handed David the tickets. 

David looked at him closely. He was not particularly good looking, but it wasn’t like he was ugly. He was a nerd of some kind or another. He was awkward and stood out in a kind of unpleasant way because of it. “I’m afraid I don’t.” 

“I took your picture for all the posters around the school. I have to say you were some of my best work.” 

“Oh, yeah the photographer—I remember you.  I can’t remember your name though,” said David sheepishly. 

“Don’t feel bad about that,” replied Justin. “Your friend Cassie is the same way.  Sometimes I’m Justin, sometimes I’m Mike; I’ve also been Jason and Mark.  I guess I don’t blame her. She’s really popular and I’m kind of beneath her notice.” 

“That’s not true, but you still didn’t tell me your name.” 

“Call me Justin.” 

“Okay Justin, you’re paying for a lot of kissing, you know.” 

“I hope I’m not being too creepy or anything.” 

“No, I think it’s sweet,” replied David. 

Out of David’s earshot, Madison and Ashley were watching intently as David and Justin began their make out session. 

“That’s that photographer guy from the yearbook.  Mike isn’t it?” 

asked Madison. 

“That’s him alright,” replied Ashley. “Remember we noticed he had a big crush on Lacey when he was taking his picture.” 

“Yeah, that’s right,” remembered Madison. 

“Is it just me or has David done really well tonight?” asked Ashley. 

“I know what you mean.  I knew it’d humiliate him to kiss all these guys and I came here looking forward to watching the show, but he’s handled it better than most of the girls he’s competing with. 

Guys are leaving his booth with a smile on their faces.” 

“It’s still humiliating him I hope.” 

“I’m sure it is, but he’s still good at it.” 

David continued to earn Justin’s $50. Fortunately for David, Justin was too big a gentleman to try to push for open mouth or any kind of touching that violated the rules of the competition.  Instead, he simply enjoyed the feeling of David’s soft lips on his own. After ten sweet kisses, David thanked Justin for choosing him. 

“Are you kidding?” asked Justin. “I wouldn’t have gone to anybody else. I’ll see you around.” 

David caught a sideways glance from Juliette Simone when it was announced that he had raised the most money, but all the other girls were really supportive and even hugged David while they congratulated him. All that left him flustered, but he wasn’t complaining. 

When Cassie joined them, Ashley and Madison told her the whole story including how Justin spent $50 on kisses with Lacey. 

Cassie was beaming with pride. 

“There is no punishment of course, sissy. However, I think this deserves a reward. I’ll think of something,” promised Cassie. “How did the other girls take it?” 

“I think Juliette was giving me the evil eye,” complained David. 

“Do you blame her?” asked Ashley. 

“You mean, because I’m a guy.” 

“She doesn’t know that,” replied Ashley, “but you’re a new transfer student and she knows you’re beating her for the title she really wants—homecoming queen.” 

“Yeah, I hadn’t thought of it that way,” replied David. 

“So what’s next for our princess?” asked Madison. 

“The talent show isn’t until Monday,” replied Cassie. “I don’t have much planned until then.  It’s eleven now, I think we’ll have Lacey give Mike a call and let him know how grateful he is.” 

“His name is Justin,” corrected David. 

“Oh, that seems strangely important to you,” noted Madison. 

“What is that supposed to mean?” asked David crossly. 

“Watch that tone sissy,” said Cassie. “You’re really lucky that I’m happy with you right now about the fundraising.” 

“I’m sorry, Mistress Madison for losing it,” apologized David. 

“That’s okay,” replied Madison. “We all know how emotional sissies get.” 

The ride back to Cassie’s was what you’d expect after a hard fought win by the football team and not the 48-6 blowout loss that Cassie had tried to cheer on.  Losing was nothing new for the Ocean Point Breakers, but running a boy for homecoming queen and having him do so well at a kissing booth was definitely a novel experience. 

All that joy and elation came to a screeching halt when Cassie’s mom opened the door.  The look that Cassandra King gave them was a look that had made tough guys cry and captains of industry wilt. Cassie knew it all too well, but David and Cassie’s friends were completely unprepared. 

“Step into the living room everybody; we need to have a little talk,” said Cassandra with a cordial tone the belied the simmering fierceness that her daughter recognized. 

As everybody entered the living room, they were surprised to see Hannah and Jessica already sitting on the couch. David sat on a chair across from them with his leg shaking nervously the entire time. 

“Would you like me to get drinks, Mistress Cassandra?” asked David. 

“No, I think you need to hear this,” replied Cassandra. 

“Is something wrong mom?” asked Cassie. 

“I’ve just been having a very interesting conversation with Hannah and Jessica,” said Cassandra. “I’m very disappointed in you.” 

“I-I don’t know why.  I thought you were okay with me having a sissy,” replied Cassie. 

“I was,” said Cassandra.  “We made a deal.  You were going to help David fit in socially, look out for him, and in exchange you could make him your little sissy. That seemed very fair to me.” 

“We’ve done that,” said Cassie. 

“Is that so?  Lacey, who is your best friend at school?” asked Cassandra. “Don’t say Cassie either.” 

“I really don’t have any friends at school, Mistress Cassandra,” 

blushed David. 

“That’s what I thought,” replied Cassandra. 

“That’s not true, mom.  What about Mike?” asked Cassie. 

“Who is Mike?” asked Cassandra. 

“His name is Justin,” said Ashley. “He paid $50 just to kiss Lacey in the kissing booth.” 

Hannah and Jessica fought hard to stifle their laughter at that revelation. 

“You should know that there is a big difference between being friends with somebody and turning them on,” said Cassandra. “He has a boy who is attracted to him. That’s not the same as a friend, now is it?” 

“No mom, I guess not,” replied Cassie. 

“That’s not all though,” said Cassandra. “What about Jordan and Nayla?” 

“What do they have to do with Lacey?” asked Ashley. 

“If you had been paying more attention to helping her fit in at school and less on helping her fit into dresses, you’d know that they know David’s a sissy and they want to beat him up or worse for running away from them,” said Cassandra. 

“I don’t understand,” said Cassie. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I didn’t think you’d make it better. I thought you’d probably just turn me over to them,” admitted David. 

“No, I would never do that,” said Cassie. “How did this happen?” 

“We made him suck on a dildo at school and they walked in on us,” admitted Hannah. 

“And how do you even know about any of this?” asked Cassie angrily. 

“That’s my fault,” said Cassandra. “When I bought David his first makeup, I had them help me.” 

“So you’re not without blame here either,” said Ashley. 

Cassandra turned and looked at her, wordlessly shooting the impudent teen a glare that instantly made her regret opening her mouth.  Ashley felt about three feet tall as she sunk in her chair. 

“Cassie, your sissy has no friends and apparently two of the biggest bullies in school out to get him, so if anything he’s worse off than when you took ownership of him.  This is unacceptable.  You cannot be this self-centered. If you want a sissy then you had better start taking care of him.  If not, I will not let you keep him. His mother is a dear friend of mine and by all appearances; he’s a very kind and thoughtful person.  Do not abuse him and don’t let anyone else abuse him either.” 

“Fine,” said Cassie a little cross, but then softened her tone. “I don’t apologize very often, but Lacey I am going to apologize to you. 

I have been neglectful and I will fix things.” 

“That’s a good start,” said Cassandra. 

“We also are really sorry,” said Hannah. “We were having fun and we got carried away. We are responsible for Jordan and Nayla getting involved with all this, and we won’t let them hurt you.” 

“Thank you for all for apologizing.  I just want to have some friends at school and not get my face beaten in. I won’t even object to wearing dresses and doing what you want if you make sure I’m safe,” promised David. 

“You also got carried away,” said Cassandra addressing Hannah and Jessica. “I do appreciate you coming to me about these things when you saw Lacey was in trouble.” 

“I appreciate that too,” said Cassie. “You’re both welcome to join on our little fun. There is no way we’re letting Jordan or her little lackey get their hands on my sissy though.” 

“You have my word,” said Jessica. 

“Yeah, I’m in too,” agreed Hannah. 

“I think we’ll take those drinks now, Lacey,” said Cassie. “We have some planning to do.” 



David spent the rest of the weekend practicing for the talent show every spare hour he had. That meant singing and dancing while wearing dresses, heels, and makeup in front of his mother. She was determined to be supportive, no matter how humiliating it was for her son. After all the rehearsing, he knew  Bang Bang backwards and forward and could do either of the other girls parts just as well as he could do his own. 

Cassie, on the other hand, spent the rest of the weekend on the phone. She was a trend setter and she knew it. When she started working paisley into her wardrobe, suddenly every girl in school was hitting the vintage shops to find cool paisley pieces of their own. 

When she discovered K-Pop in junior high, it got huge at her school and then disappeared almost as quickly when she got bored of it freshman year. She certainly could do the same thing for David that she did for  BTS. 

There was a party Saturday night that she thought about bringing David to, but she soon decided that he wasn’t quite ready. 

Instead, she spent the evening talking about him non-stop and asking what he had to do that was more important than attending the party. The host feigned his own disappointment, not wishing to admit

that he didn’t know who David was so he never invited him. Her comments were echoed by Ashley and Jessica who also acted as if they were David’s groupies. Before long, other people were talking about him as if knowing David somehow reflected them in his coolness. 

By the time Monday came around, David immediately became aware of the change at school.  People were saying “hi” to him. He had no idea why people kept pointing him out and he worried that he was in for some kind of major humiliation, especially hen he got to his locker, he found Cassie waiting for him. 

He took a deep breath and waited to hear what humiliating task she had for him today, but she told him that she just wanted him to eat lunch at her table.  There was no reason to campaign at lunch today with the talent show that night. The girls had agreed to make sure one of them was always with him as he walked from class to class until the Jordan problem could be solved. 

No matter how athletic Ashley was, the girls would be no match for Jordan or Nayla in a physical fight, but they hoped that the two bullies would be less likely to start something if there were witnesses. It seemed to work actually as Cassie walked David to his first period class right past Jordan and Nayla who must have been camping out in the hallway waiting for him. Cassie was sure to smile at them as they walked right by, but David kept his head down and avoiding eye contact. 

David didn’t have much choice to enjoy his newly found celebrity because that night was the big talent show.  He was nervous. There were so many things that could go wrong, not least of which was him being recognized.  Now that so many more people knew him, the chances of that happening were much higher than before. 

The contest wasn’t part of the homecoming queen contest, but Cassie had told him if he did well, that he’d certainly get more votes for queen. David was surprised that Cassie and her friends expected him to go right into the girl’s dressing room. They had told his mother that he’d have to use the boy’s changing room and this certainly wasn’t it. 

“I need to go to the other dressing room, girls. Where do you want to meet?” asked David. 

“Don’t be silly,” replied Madison. “There’s no way we could do your makeup in time.” 

“Well, I sure can’t go in there dressed like this,” said David. 

“No, I guess not,” said Cassie. 

“I’ll take him in there,” said Ashley pointing to a nearby faculty washroom that nobody was using at this time of night. “I’ll do his hair and then he could put on his costume before heading into the dressing room.” 

“Good idea,” agreed Cassie. “I’ll stand guard.” 

David breathed a sigh of relief and after changing into his push up bra and inserting his breast forms he slid on his gold top and waited patiently while Ashley did his extensions. 

“You really are good at this,” admired Ashley. “If you go out there with confidence they’re going to love you.” 

“No threat?” 

“Do I really have to give you one? I’ve seen how your face lights up when you’re up there,” said Ashley. “You may still not be a fan of dressing up, but you’re the biggest diva I know. Now, go put on your sexy shorts and come on out when you’re done.” 

During school days, David wore Hanes Silk Reflections pantyhose, but for the performance, he gingerly slid on a pair of Donna Karen nude pantyhose that cost almost $20. His leg lift at the beginning of his part of the song was considered such a showstopper, that Cassandra suggested going with better hosiery. 

He could tell the difference as these hose felt much slinkier against his soft skin. 

David gave himself a once over in the mirror. Even without makeup, he looked more than just convincing. He knew that if he saw a girl who looked like him up on the stage, he’d be drooling all over himself. 

David walked out of the bathroom just as Señor Schneider was walking past. He was the kind of teacher who liked to show up at

night to support student plays and sporting events. 

“That’s a faculty bathroom,” said Schneider. “Even at night, you should be using the student restrooms.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Cassie. “We had a wardrobe malfunction. It was kind of an emergency.” 

“Well, as long as you don’t make a habit of it, go break a leg Ariana,” said Schneider giving David the once over trying to recognize him. 

“That was close,” said David as soon as Schneider left. He was already anxious and this close encounter with a teacher who knew him really shook him up. 

“Let’s get your makeup done,” said Cassie. “Nobody will recognize you then.” 

Backstage wasn’t much different for David, Madison, and Stacey than it was for any other act. There was a lot of nervous chatter as all the acts waited for their turn in the spotlights. At one point, David looked out from the wings and saw his mother sitting next to Cassie’s and Madison’s moms about four rows back stage right. 

“Don’t worry about them,” said Madison. “You do what you need to and that crowd is going to love you, but good or bad that woman will always love you.” 

When it was finally time to perform the three girls walked out on stage. David immediately found his chair and sat demurely, waiting for his cue. When Madison began to belt those notes as Jessie J. the audience was enraptured. The crowd was already wildly yelling, but when it was David’s turn and he lifted his leg straight up in the air, the whole auditorium just went wild. 

The guys in the audience were all falling for “her” hard. David was more than a little embarrassed for his mom to be witnessing this, but she was yelling as loud as anyone. As the song went on, a funny thing happened to David. He started to lose himself in his performance and he started to have fun. As he and Madison began to dance-walk from one side of the stage to the other, they made eye contact and they both smiled. 

The audience was eating it all up and when Stacey came out to do the Nicki Minaj part, the audience was so loud that David wondered how they could even hear the song. They ended by all going into the audience together and dancing and singing with them. 

David felt a high that he had never felt before. He had completely forgotten that he was dressed as a sexy girl. All he knew was that they were a hit. 

The voting was done by applause and it wasn’t even close. Poor Juliette Simone gave David a dirty look when her rendition of The Room Where it Happened from Hamilton came in a distant third. 

Cassie and all her friends were on cloud nine, but what took them by complete surprise was when Justin raced up to the stage to hand David a dozen roses. He smiled broadly as he took them and didn’t even think about the humiliation of a guy giving him flowers. 

About thirty seconds later he realized that his mom was seeing it all. 

It was only then that he began to come back down to Earth. 

“I think we have found princess’s homecoming date,” teased Ashley. 

“Definitely,” said Cassie. “I’ll talk to him and get him to ask right away.” 

David’s mom finally caught up with him and hugged him tight. “I am so proud of you honey.  Did you hear that audience? They loved you!” 

“I know mom. It felt amazing,” replied David moving his roses to make sure his mom wouldn’t crush them. 

“I can’t believe what a beautiful girl you make.  I would have made sure I had a daughter if I had known.  You know boy, girl, or something in between I’ll always love you.” 

David thanked his mom and they walked out to the parking lot together.  He caught sight of Cassie and her mom as they left. 

Cassandra gave him a thumbs up and he smiled back at her. He went home feeling good about himself, but little did he know what Cassie had planned for him. 





TO BE CONTINUED

Cassie and Cassandra: The Domme and Her Mom, Part Eight

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

On the final day before students voted for the homecoming court, David walked into school knowing that nobody would look at him twice as he walked down the hallway to his locker. Despite all the cheering adulation he had received at the talent show the previous night, he was a nobody in a school full of somebodies. That never really bothered him before, but now it made him sad. 

He was so lost in his own melancholy that he walked right up to his locker completely forgetting to carefully avoid Jordan and Nayla. 

By the time he noticed them camping out at his locker, they were just ten feet away from him and they had already seen him. At this point escape was a pipe dream. 

He clenched his jaw as Nayla rushed up to him, grabbed him roughly by the arm, and led him back to the locker where Jordan was waiting. 

“We’ve missed you,” said Nayla. 

“Yeah, have you been avoiding us?” asked Jordan. 

“Look, I don’t want any trouble,” said David adopting a fighting stance. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” said Jordan. 

“Yeah, that’s not a good idea,” said Nayla. 

“It seems like bad ideas are everywhere around here,” called out Cassie moving closer to the trio.  She was flanked by Ashley and Madison as they took up assertive poses. They had just come to David’s locker as they usually did in the morning only to find the confrontation starting. 

“This doesn’t concern you,” said Jordan turning around angrily to face Cassie. 

“Oh, but it does,” said Cassie. “David is my sissy.” 

Nayla laughed at this comment. “Your sissy? What does that even mean?” 

“David and I have an understanding. He does whatever I tell him to do.” 

“Well, I’m not David,” said Jordan. 

“He’s much smarter,” said Ashley. 

“You want to have a go at me, bring it on,” said Jordan. 

“What are you? Seven?” asked Cassie. “You’re eighteen, so try to act like it. Only the dumbest boys are still trying to settle things with their fists. Why are you acting so immature?” 

“It’s something I’m good at and it’s something I like to do.  You want to try me?” asked Jordan, advancing on Cassie menacingly. 

“Okay, I tried to be nice about all this,” said Cassie through gritted teeth. “Now, you’re forcing my hand.” 

Jordan grabbed Cassie by the collar. She dwarfed Cassie, and clearly the smaller popular girl would be no match for the female bully in a physical fight, but that was not Cassie’s intention. Rather than throwing a punch, Cassie took a step forward and simply said, 

“let go.” 

“I don’t think so,” snapped Jordan. 

“I do,” said Cassie. “If you lay one had on me you will be completely and totally ostracized by everybody in this entire school and by almost everybody in the whole town as well. If you don’t know what ‘ostracized’ means, let me explain it to you. It means you’ll have no friends, and everyone will hate you.” 

Jordan looked somewhat taken aback, so Cassie continued, 

“Since I doubt you’re planning to go away for college, that means my telling everyone to shun you is going to follow you until you eventually leave town, or die here. Whatever comes first.” 

“Yeah right,” said Nayla. “Nice try.” 

“Think about it, Jordan. You know how popular I am. I can do this before lunch. If you think hitting me or bullying David is worth it, then go for it,” she smiled sweetly, “but it will ruin your life, so think about it hard.” 

“Kick her ass,” said Nayla. 

“I’ve seen my mom do this to people,” said Madison shaking her head. “It’s not pretty.” 

There was an awkward delay. It felt like everybody could see the wheels in Jordan’s head turning. “Fine,” said Jordan pushing away from Cassie. “You’re not worth it to me. I don’t need to spend my time dealing with you or your perverted faggot friend.” 

“Real classy,” said David. 

Jordan glared at David, but then laughed and turned around, walking down the hallway with Nayla following right behind her. 

“Okay, that went better than I thought it would,” said Ashley with a loud exhale. 

“Thank you,” said David. “I really owe you.” 

“No, if you’re my sissy I’m supposed to be taking care of you. My mom was right,” said Cassie. 

“At least you don’t have to walk me to class anymore,” said David. 

“I guess not,” replied Cassie, “but I will anyway. Get your books. 

We don’t want to be late waiting for you.” 


***

Homecoming voting was in full swing. Cassie and her friends had come up with a unique scheme to have David cut school so that he could spend the entire day there campaigning as Lacey. Not actually existing gave David a big advantage over the other girls as he could be in the cafeteria pressing the flesh when they were stuck going to their classes. 

David could not believe how popular “Lacey” had become. All the time spent during lunch hours campaigning and the stunning performance at the talent show made a huge difference. The girls were thrilled that everybody was still talking about how amazing

“Lacey” was as Ariana Grande. 

David was embarrassed but also strangely proud when kids wanted him to sing and dance like he did on stage. Considering Cassie’s threats to humiliate him much more if he didn’t win, he felt

relief when they’d tell him how much they loved the talent show and promised to vote for him. He knew it wouldn’t be easy with girls like Juliette Simone doing their best to campaign too, but he actually began to think he might win. 

It was during his own lunch period that things finally began to unnerve him.  He was eating at Cassie’s table where Hannah and Jessica had begun sitting too when Justin approached. He came from directly behind David so that he was the last person at the table to notice. He was totally unaware of Justin’s presence before an arm snuck around from behind and deposited a dozen roses on his cafeteria tray. 

“Oh my gosh! That is so sweet!” exclaimed Hannah. 

David turned around to face Justin who had dropped to one knee. He grabbed David’s hand and looked in right in the eyes to say, “Lacey, you are all I can think about lately. You are not only beautiful, but you’re funny, intelligent, and kind. And you’re also such a talented singer and dancer! Would you please do me the honor of going to the homecoming dance with me?” 

Madison turned to Cassie and whispered, “How do you suppose he knew that Lacey didn’t have a date for homecoming.” 

Cassie laughed to herself at the comment before replying, “I couldn’t tell you. Maybe a little birdie told him.” 

“Uhm, I don’t know what to say,” replied David, blushing with intense humiliation. Here he was a straight guy and his first date might be with another straight guy! 

“Just say yes. He’s all you’ve been able to talk about since he took your picture,” said Ashley. 

“Is that true?” asked Justin. 

“Yes,” said David, knowing he had no choice but to play along with the charade. 

“Well kiss him,” ordered Cassie. 

Justin put his arms around David and the two of them kissed to the applause and admiration of everybody at the nearby cafeteria

tables. Now David had a date for homecoming and Cassie mentally checked off another box from her mental checklist. 

One of the homecoming traditions was that the winner would be announced at the homecoming bonfire. Ms. Blackwell, the chair of the math department, took her job of counting the votes as seriously as  Price-Waterhouse ever took the  Academy Awards. Only the Queen and her court would be told before the announcement, and even then they would only know at the end of the school day on Thursday, the afternoon just before the bonfire. This left the girls a day with little to do other than focus on David and his big date with Justin. 

Just before school was over Lacey was paged to the office. This didn’t surprise anybody because with all the work they had done, they knew he’d at least be in the court. So last period David once again had to cut class to switch into his Lacey outfit so he’d be ready to report to the principal’s office. Once there, Ms. Blackwell announced that Lacey had won the vote for homecoming queen in a landslide. 

The other five members of the court seemed happy, although Juliette Simone’s forced smile was kind of unsettling to him. He walked out of the office into the arms of his cheering friends. 

“You did it,” said Madison hugging him. “I knew you could.” 

“I’m proud of you,” added Cassie. “Now we have to get you home and get you changed.” 

“It never ends,” sighed David, but even he couldn’t deny that he was in a good mood at that moment. He’d gone from a complete nonentity to one of the most popular kids in the entire school. Of course it was as a girl named Lacey, not as himself, but still he tried to look on the bright side. 

David’s mom was a bit overwhelmed by all the girls descending on the house. They were whooping and hollering in a way that she had never seen David or his friends do before, and that got her excited. She noticed that David was in woman’s clothing again and as usual he looked fantastic. She wanted to say a lot of things that were on her mind such as asking her son if he really wanted to be

her daughter, but she simply said, “Hey, don’t you look lovely! So, what’s going on today? Is there a party or something?” 

“It’s the homecoming bonfire tonight,” said Cassie. “We have a lot to do.” With that the girls began moving up to David’s room to start his date makeover. 

“I won’t bother you then,” said Maggie. “If you’d like soft drinks or something there’s plenty of stuff in the fridge.” 

“Thanks Mrs. Marin,” called out Madison from the top of the stairs. 

As soon as they entered the room, Cassie threw open David’s closet while Ashley threw open his underwear drawer. 

“I don’t think we can call her princess anymore now that she’s a queen,” said Ashley. 

“What do I even wear tonight?” asked David breathlessly. “I’m so confused.” 

“When we took that trip to the mall way back when, we were shopping for you with homecoming in mind,” said Cassie reaching for a hangar and pulling out the berry colored lace panel dress that they had purchased at Pretty Young Thing. “You’ve had the perfect dress for tonight in your closet this whole time.” 

“Oh yeah!” exclaimed Madison. “That dress looks great on you, a lacy dress for a girl named Lacey.” 

It was a weird experience having all of these girls helping him get ready. First, they helped him undress and then they dressed him from the skin out in his flirty, feminine outfit. David wondered if this was what a bride felt like as they adorned his hair in a sexy updo held up by a white satin ribbon with loose curly tendrils framing his exquisitely made up face. 

It only took a half hour from when they had first descended on his room like locusts until they were finished. If he looked like a pretty young high school girl when he had received the announcement that he won homecoming queen, now he looked like a teen fashion model. 

When they took him downstairs, his mom couldn’t help gushing. 

“You look absolutely amazing, sweetie!” 

“Thanks mom,” replied David bashfully, noting that she’d never called him that before and he didn’t exactly hate how it sounded. 

“We need to hurry up and get ready ourselves! As homecoming queen Lacey can’t be late, but don’t worry! We’ll have her back at a reasonable hour,” promised Cassie. 

David had to wait around until all the girls were ready before they could head over to the bonfire as a group. He sat watching television, bored as the other girls primped and preened. He nearly jumped out of the couch when the doorbell rang. 

“Can you get the door, Lacey? It’s just Justin,” called Cassie from her bedroom. 

“Justin?!” exclaimed David. 

“The homecoming queen needs her date,” replied Madison. 

David somehow managed to pull himself up to his feet and walked over to the door. He found Justin standing there in his best shirt and tie. 

“Hey, Cassie called and said you had been elected homecoming queen. I can’t say I’m surprised. I don’t know anybody who didn’t vote for you or at least anybody who would admit it to my face.” 

“Thanks, I still can’t believe it,” said David, embarrassed that he not only passed for a girl but that he made such a beautiful female. “I feel like the least likely girl in the whole school.” 

“Then you haven’t looked at yourself in the mirror. You are really rocking that sexy dress.” 

“Thank you,” David mumbled, blushing deeply knowing that this boy would be his first real date. 

“Anyway, Cassie suggested that I should take you to the bonfire and she didn’t have to ask me twice. If you have another date or something that’s cool too.” 

“I’d be honored,” said David, surprising himself. He began to worry, “What if Justin wants to kiss me??  What if he wants...more??” 

“Okay, I’m not going to lie. That is a relief,” said Justin as David wished he could say the same. The feminized boy merely smiled shyly, looking more alluring than ever. 

“It’s Justin here to pick me up! We’re going to the bonfire,” called out David so that his mom and the girls could hear him. 

“Have fun, you two,” called back Madison giggling, and with that they were out the door. Justin opened the passenger door of his Mazda MX-5, and let David slip inside. The sexy teen carefully placed his butt on the seat before sliding his legs inside. The demure, feminine movements seemed to come naturally after all of his intensive sissy training with Cassie and Cassandra. Justin missed it. He was rushing around to the driver’s side of the car. 

At the bonfire, David could hear people whispering about him. 

Nobody really knew much about “Lacey.” If they knew anything it, was from those big posters and that talent show competition or perhaps from when she had talked to them during lunch time campaigning. Something seemed just a little odd to some of the girls in the crowd. 

It wasn’t unheard of for homecoming queen candidates to come from other schools, though they rarely had a chance to win because the Ocean Point girls would all vote against outsiders as a block. 

Lacey, however was supposedly one of their own even though nobody seemed to be in even one class with her. The guys certainly liked her well enough. The girls saw her as very pretty but so unassuming and laid back that she came off as shy, not threatening at all. 

There was special reserved seating close by the bonfire for the queen and the five members of her court, as well as for the king and the members of his court. On one side of David, sat Juliette Simone. 

On the other side was Summer Thomas, a girl that he was in a few classes with. She had not done that well at the kissing booth and that was a surprise as she was the kind of California blonde beach bunny that everybody back home in Minnesota used to drool over. 

David had never had the courage to talk to her, but he always thought she was a rather kind girl. 

“Are you nervous?” asked Summer. 

“Not really,” replied David. “Everybody can see us up here, so it’s not like it is a big reveal when they announce who we are.” He did feel a bit embarrassed to be speaking with a beautiful girl who he’d easily beaten both at the kissing booth and the vote for homecoming queen. When he dreamed about this situation, he never pictured himself in a short, sexy dress with heels and makeup! 

“Honestly, I’m happy you won. I just wanted to be in the court. 

Being queen would be too much pressure for me,” Summer admitted. 

“I doubt anybody will remember this next week. I know that I’ll have moved onto that big Spanish project we have due.” 

“You’re in my Spanish class?” asked Summer. “I didn’t realize that.” 

David felt his face flush, as he scolded himself for letting his guard down! Thinking quickly he said, “Ummm.... Yeah, I sit in the back....” Then he added, “So, a lot of people are already here,” 

desperately trying to change the subject. 

“Yeah, you know how it is. This is the biggest event of homecoming outside of the talent show maybe. Having the football game right before the dance means a lot of people miss the game to change into their dance clothes.” 

“Is it like prom or something?” asked David. 

“It’s big but not that big! Now for prom they really overdo it,” 

laughed Summer. “Are you new here?” 

“Oh yeah, I transferred in this year,” explained David. 

“How do you like it?” 

“You know, it takes awhile to get used to anywhere new. I’ve started making a few friends though and I’m finally starting to enjoy things. It’s really different from Minnesota though.” 

“Oh I bet,” replied Summer. She looked at him strangely. 

They didn’t talk much further and soon the homecoming queen and queen were announced. The king was Stefan Clifford—a tall African-American kid who was the star of the basketball and debate

teams. His victory was no surprise, unlike David’s who nobody seemed to know a month ago. 

Together they both held the torch that lit the bonfire. David was embarrassed by all of the attention he was getting, but not in the way that a boy in a dress would usually be. He just couldn’t believe all the fuss about him. 

When the bonfire finally ended, there was Justin to take David home. As always, Justin was the perfect gentleman holding the door for David and walking him up to the door. David kissed Justin goodnight. It was soft and pleasant, but not that weird, just different. 

David had not kissed many girls—not romantically anyway—and this was definitely a novel experience for him. Of course Maggie watched all of this from her bedroom window, but she decided against saying anything. She would let her son—or her daughter, either way—confide in her when ready. 

Ocean Point had some homecoming traditions that seemed quite strange in comparison to what he had had known in Minnesota.  There was no homecoming parade, although there was a Winter Week Festival parade in December where the football and basketball homecoming queens both rode on a float together. 

The football game, which was supposed to be the reason for the entire homecoming celebration, was held at 4pm on Friday afternoon so that the football players would be able to participate in the dance. 

This meant that homecoming had the lowest attendance of any football game all season.  Students who wanted to perfect their look before the dance skipped the game. 

As it was, David knew he would be skipping the last half of the school day. There was hair and makeup and all sorts of things that needed to be prepared. Sure enough by 12:30 on Friday, he was meeting Cassie, Madison, and Ashley for a ride over to the salon for a 1 pm appointment with Renee who was going to give him a more sophisticated hairstyle for the dance. 

After the usual pleasantries with the receptionist, Renee walked to the front of the salon to greet everybody. It was a totally different vibe than on Saturday.  There just weren’t all that many people there

and it made David feel better even if he recognized some of the clients as his classmates here for the same reason that he was. 

“So do I need to get the restraints out this time?” asking Renee teasingly. 

“No, I’m a bit more accepting of everything, Ms. Renee,” replied David with his best sissy slave manners. “Being homecoming queen is an honor, and everybody’s going to be watching me, so please make me look good.” 

“Wow! You’ve worked miracles in only a few short weeks,” 

admired Renee. “I don’t know if I’d believe it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes.” 

“Lacey is getting to be quite charming as she’s getting to know herself a bit better,” said Madison. 

“I think tonight a lot of people are going to get to know her,” 

added Ashley. 

“Well, I’ll do my best,” said Renee. “Color is okay?” 

“Of course,” replied Cassie without waiting for David to reply. 

It took Renee over an hour to finish Cassie’s hairstyle, but when she was done everybody was pleased especially David. He kept staring at his reflection in disbelief. 

“I think Justin is going to be very happy tonight,” said Madison. 

“Who is Justin?” asked Renee. 

“That’s Lacey’s date tonight,” replied Cassie. 

“Oh, this is getting quite interesting,” cheered Renee. “You have all the fun.” 

David sat and waited while the other girls were also styled. 

When everybody was looking impeccable, it was off to a a little nail shop for manis and pedis before racing home to get changed at Cassie’s. 

The outfit David would be wearing to the dance would be another one he bought at  Pretty Young Thing.  It was a red metallic dress with ruched detailing, a daringly deep plunging neckline and—

though the dress was floor length—it had a huge slit in the middle that went all the way up to his mid-thigh. 

When Cassandra returned from work shortly after six, she could hear the giggling and raucous laughter coming from her daughter’s room. She grabbed the good camera and went to investigate.  When she got there, she found Madison and David on Cassie’s bed laughing their heads off, while Ashley was putting the final touches on Cassie’s makeup. 

“Wow! You all clean up good,” teased Cassandra. 

“Thank you, Ms. King,” said Madison. “It takes a lot of work to look this thrown together.” 

“I’m sure it does,” said Cassandra. “Lacey, has your mom seen you yet?” 

“No, she’s at work,” said David. “I’ll see her after the dance.” 

“I think it’ll mean a lot to her,” said Cassandra. “Let me get some pictures before anybody gets anything on their dress or smudges their makeup.” 

“Sure mom,” replied Cassie. 


****

Of course, Justin was amazed when he arrived at Cassie’s to pick up David for the dance. In fact, all four of the boys who showed up considered themselves very lucky to be go to homecoming with one of these beautiful and popular girls. Girls like Cassie and her friends had their pick of the guys at the school, and Justin assumed it was the same for Lacey. It probably was. Justin kissed David on the cheek when Cassandra warned him not to mess up her lipstick before they got to the dance. 

Ocean Point had a lot more money than David’s old school in Minnesota. Even though the dance was only being held in the high school gym, David could hardly believe the decorations they’d set up there. They had put some serious work into making the gymnasium look like a Paris street scene. It didn’t look anything like the same old gym underneath all of the streamers and balloons in the school colors hung up everywhere in sight. 

Cassie noticed David’s reaction and was very confused. She had prepared an entire set of instructions designed to completely humiliate David. She was going to insist that he pay constant

attention to his date, dance with him, kiss him, and make Cassie and her friends really believe they were in love. At this moment it didn’t seem necessary. It was clear that David was feeling and acting like a princess. When Justin asked him to dance, he happily accepted. 

“Are you going soft on our little homecoming queen?” asked Ashley. “I know you told me that you were going to see how far you could get him to take things with Justin.” 

“I might not have to,” replied Cassie. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Look at him? He’s way more into this than I ever thought he would be.” 

“Do you think he actually likes Justin?” asked Madison. 

“I couldn’t tell you, but I know he is really getting into having people who actually like him around. I think that has to count for something,” said Cassie. 

“Yeah, it totally does,” agreed Ashley. 

David and Justin moved gracefully on the dance floor. Cassie thought they looked like a couple that had been dancing together for a long time. David had a huge smile on his face that the girls noticed immediately. They giggled and smiled at each other, even as they snapped pictures of the happy couple with their phones. 

No sooner did David and Justin finish their dance together than the music stopped and the MC took the microphone. In addition to being a somewhat attractive younger teacher, Miles Bailey was a frustrated actor and comedian who relished his task every year of being master of ceremonies for the homecoming dance.  He flashed his winning smile for a couple of senior girls up front and proceeded to announce the first dance. 

It was almost like a wedding the way that everybody stood around Stefan and David as they danced to the homecoming theme, which this year was  In My Feelings by Drake.  David wondered how it could be that he wasn’t terrified to be dressed as a beautiful teenaged girl and dancing with the tall, powerful athlete. 

He wasn’t all that nervous even though he knew that all of his classmates’ eyes were on him, He expected to be afraid someone would point and shout that the homecoming queen was really a guy. 

After all, at least four girls outside their little group knew he wasn’t really what he seemed. Still, he felt so comfortable that he chuckled remembering a video he had seen of a cow dancing to this song. 

It wasn’t the type of music he would normally listen to, but then again Stefan wasn’t exactly his normal dance partner either. Even more so, this definitely wasn’t how he usually dressed—at least not until Cassie and Cassandra took over his life! He really didn’t know how to dance to this song and regretted not preparing, but he just followed Stefan’s lead and everybody seemed happy with that. 

Halfway through the song, Stefan’s girlfriend and Justin cut in and it became a couples’ dance.  Soon, the entire gym was filled by couples dancing to the song. Things didn’t seem like they could get any better for David, although he realized he didn’t really want to be dancing with or kissing Justin. There was someone else he was obsessing on. 

David looked longingly at Cassie, surprising himself that he felt so attracted to her. For all of her bossy and humiliating ways, it was her guidance that had taken him from an awkward teen to the homecoming queen. She was out of his league, but they were forever bound by their shared experiences. 

Unfortunately for David, things never seemed to be as easy as they first appeared. It was Hannah and Jessica who brought the bad news to Cassie less than a half hour after David’s big dance. 

“You outdid yourself,” said Hannah. “He looks breathtaking.” 

“Thank you, looking like that he probably should have been born a girl,” said Cassie. 

“We need to talk,” said Jessica. 

“Oh? Is there a problem?” asked Cassie instinctively glancing over at David flirting halfheartedly with Justin. 

“A big one,” nodded Hannah. “One of the other girls in the homecoming court figured out who Lacey really is!” 

“Oh my God! No, what happened? Did you say something?” 

demanded Cassie. 

“No, of course not,” replied Hannah. “I’d never do that to him.” 

“Yeah, we’d never hurt him like that,” added Jessica

“Then how did she find out?” asked Cassie. 

“At the bonfire they were talking. I guess she figured it out from what he said to her,” replied Hannah. “I’ll kill her.” 

“I’ll help you,” said Jessica. 

“Hold on, how many people know about this?” asked Cassie. 

“I don’t know, but you know how this spreads. Even if you could get her to shut up about it, you still have everybody that she already told telling everyone else,” replied Hannah. 

“Yeah, it could be dozens of people already,” said Jessica. 

“This is terrible,” said Cassie. She took a deep breath and wiped away a tear that was forming in the corner of her eye. Hannah and Jessica had never seen Cassie like this.  She was always so strong and so in control. Then just as quickly, her ice princess persona returned and she had a plan. “Thank you for telling me. I’ll take care of it.” 

Cassie immediately pulled David aside and told him that he needed to tell Justin he wasn’t feeling well and ask to be taken home. David looked so disappointed, but Cassie was firm and David knew that was an argument he’d never win, so within fifteen minutes Cassie and her date were leaving and only a few minutes after that Justin and David made their departure.  It was barely nine o’clock. 

Reluctantly, Justin drove his date to her home hoping that she was really sick and not mad at him. 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to come in?” asked Justin. 

“No, I just want to go to bed,” lied David. 

“Well, that’s fine I guess. I did enjoy going to the dance with you tonight,” said Justin. 

“Justin, you’re a great guy and I’m really sorry to do this to you,” 

swore David. 

“I’d love to go out with you again,” said Justin, “but I can kind of see where things are going.” 

“I really am sick, Justin. I wouldn’t—.” 

“It’s not about the dance. I can tell when we touch.  You kiss me like a sister. I can tell you like me.” 

“I do, Justin. I really do.” 

“I can tell you like me, but there’s no passion.  We’re not going to be lovers.” 

“Can we at least be friends?” asked David. 

“Friends works,” said Justin. “I have a lot of pretty friends like Cassie for instance, but there’s something special about you. You’re going to make some guy really happy.” 

“So will you,” said David before correcting himself. “I mean you’ll make some girl very happy.” 

“But not you,” sighed Doug as he hugged David tightly. 

“I’ll see you Monday,” said David before rushing up the path to his house. 

As he opened the door, he found his mom Maggie sitting casually on the couch trying to pretend that she hadn’t witnessed the scene that had just transpired outside. “Oh hi honey, you’re home very early. Is everything all right?” 

“Yeah mom,” said David. “I just got a bit tired.” 

“You look amazing,” said Maggie. “Cassandra sent me some pictures and I could hardly believe it.” 

“Thanks mom, it’s strange to me too.” 

“I wouldn’t say it’s strange,” said Maggie. “You know there’s some  Chubby Hubby ice cream in the freezer. Why don’t we finish it off?” 

“I don’t think I feel like eating right now, mom.” 

David saw a car pull up and the lights turn off.  Coming up the front walkway were Cassie and Cassandra. 

“Oh, it looks like we have company,” said Maggie as she became aware of the pair coming up the walkway and she opened the front

door to greet them. “Hi, it looks like the dance broke up early.” 

“Hey Maggie,” replied Cassandra. “We need to have a little talk and Cassie and David need to have one too.” 

“I’m confused,” replied Maggie. 

“I’ll explain,” said Cassandra. “It’s a long story.” 

Cassie led David up to his room, while Cassandra and Maggie sat down in the living room. 

“I know you don’t like questions, but can you please tell me what’s going on?” asked David. 

“Yeah, I can do that. It got out at the dance that you’re a boy,” 

confessed Cassie. 

“I don’t understand.” 

“When you were at the bonfire, you talked to a girl and supposedly she figured it out. I don’t have all the details. Hannah told me,” said Cassie. 

“Can’t we stop her? I’d pay her not to talk.” 

“No, it was spreading around the homecoming dance,” said Cassie. “That’s why I had to get you out of there.” 

“So everybody knows?” 

“Probably not yet, but soon. I’m sorry, I think it’s only a matter of time,” replied Cassie. 

David sat down on his bed and sighed. He buried his face in his hands. As he thought about the humiliation and shame of discovery, tears began to roll down his face. 

Cassie joined him on the bed, sitting next to him, and put her arm around his shoulders. “I’m sorry this is all my fault.” 

“No, it’s my fault. I know who it was. I was chatty and I shared way too much information with Summer Thomas. I told her I was from Minnesota and that I have Spanish class with her. She must have put it all together and figured it out. I was so stupid.” 

“No, I screwed up big time,” Cassie contradicted David. “My mom is pissed too. The idea of me keeping you as my sissy was supposed to be that I’d get a chance to play and experiment without

any lasting repercussions. She thought she could kind of supervise and mentor me. I feel bad about letting her down.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be sorry,” said Cassie. “I’m kind of new at all these things and I let it get out of hand. You have nothing to be sorry about.” 

“I just feel bad if this causes problems between you and your mom.” 

“On the bright side, I think you’re done having to wear dresses now,” said Cassie. 

“What? Why?” asked David, surprising himself with his disappointment. 

“I think I’ve made a pretty big mess of things,” said Cassie. “I didn’t intend to make things so difficult for you.” 

“You made me homecoming queen.” 

“Yeah, that was pretty awesome, but I think that was too reckless on my part.” 

“It was me who got us busted. I should have realized I was giving Summer too much information. I feel bad.” 

“You really do mean that, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, I didn’t mean to ruin things for you.” 

“Don’t be so concerned about me,” pleaded Cassie. “The whole school knows what happened.” 

“So what? It’s not like I was exactly popular before any of this.” 

“What about Justin?” 

“I need to have a talk with him, but I’m pretty sure he’ll understand. We’re more as friends than boyfriend and girlfriend. We actually broke up when he dropped me off. He didn’t know I was a guy, but somehow I think he knew there was something different about me.” 

“Good, I wouldn’t want to hurt him,” said Cassie. “You seem like you’re going to miss being my bitch.” 

“Yeah, maybe a little. Are you just going to give it up entirely?” 

“No, I don’t think I ever could, but maybe I’ll wait until college to try again.” 

“That’s good.” 

“You know, you’re acting like you wish you were still going to be my sissy. Is that true?” 

“It sort of is,” admitted David. “I don’t know, it just made things easier having you make decisions for me. I like belonging to you.” 

“That’s about the nicest thing you could have said to me,” said Cassie hugging David closer. “You’ve actually been a very good sissy and I don’t just mean looks.” 

“Thank you,” nodded David. 

“How much do you want to be my sissy?” asked Cassie solemnly. 

“More than anything, Mistress Cassie,” swore David. 

“That includes wearing whatever I tell you whenever I tell you?” 

“Yes, Mistress Cassie. You are my goddess.” 

“It might get tough for you. Do you trust me?” 

“Completely,” said David. 

“I think I can fix this,” said Cassie. “Consider yourself still my sissy. I won’t let you go until I go to Pacific State in the fall, so don’t you get any crazy ideas of trying to disobey me.” 

“I wouldn’t dare, Mistress Cassie.” 

“Go downstairs and talk to your mother,” said Cassie. “I’ll call you later because I’m going to need your help. My mom is laying a lot of information on your mom, so it might help if you’re there.” 

David and Cassie hugged goodbye and David pulled himself together. He felt so confused. Why was he so concerned about a girl who had just ruined his life? Come Monday his life would be in tatters and it would all be Cassie’s fault. Why did he just pledge to be her obedient sissy? Why did he call her his Goddess? 

For now, he just didn’t want her to feel bad about this horrendous situation. He fixed up his makeup and walked downstairs.  As soon as they heard him approaching, Cassandra

and Maggie stopped their conversation.  They had to have been talking about him. 

“Hi,” said David. “I guess Cassie had some work to do.” 

“Oh David,” said Maggie. “I am so sorry that you’re going through this.  Cassie was very irresponsible, but I think you two were just playing with something you didn’t understand and it got out of hand.  Cassandra was explaining everything to me.” 

“I think we understand it, mom. I was just really careless and I screwed up.” 

“It’s okay, David. Ms. King and I have talked it over and Cassie will do everything she can to help you with this at school. You don’t have to obey her anymore,” said Maggie. 

“Mom,” said David sliding in next to his mother on the couch. “I’m sure that Ms. King told you that Cassie is a very dominant girl.” 

“Yes, but I kind of saw that already. I just didn’t fully understand the ramifications of what I was seeing,” admitted Maggie. 

“Well, I’m a very submissive sissy,” said David. “I like to be her girl. I love obeying her, and I think I would be totally lost without her.” 

Cassandra sat back and smiled. She’d seen this reaction in other sissies who started out very reluctantly, but she’d never seen a guy change so quickly or so completely before. “David, are you sure?” she asked, barely suppressing a triumphant grin. 

“More than anything, Ms. King,” replied David. 

“So what does this mean?” asked Maggie. “I don’t understand.” 

“I think your son has found himself,” replied Cassandra. 

“I could handle this when I thought he might be a transsexual, but I don’t even know what this is,” confessed Maggie. “What happens when she goes away to college next year? She is going away, isn’t she?” 

“She’s going to Pacific State,” replied Cassandra. 

“I’ll follow her if she’ll let me,” said David. “Mom, I know things are about to get really tough for me, but please just understand one thing: I’m as sure about this as anything in my life. I’ve changed. I’m

not the shy recluse that I used to be. I have so much confidence when I’m with Cassie. I just need you to understand.” 

“I can’t promise I will understand David, but I’ll do everything I can to try,” replied Maggie. “If you want to go to college with Cassie, that’s fine. Only, you had better get really good grades if that’s what you want to do.” 

“I promise you that Cassie will see to that,” said Cassandra. 

“Then I have no real objections, just a lot of questions,” replied Maggie. 

“I’ll do whatever I can to answer them, mom,” promised David. 

“I think I can walk you through a lot of this, Maggie,” said Cassandra. 




***

 

The hallways were positively electric on Monday morning. The school newspaper’s website had a huge exclusive that was probably going to be picked up by every nearby local newspaper and possibly even the national news.  The byline read “Justin Benson,” and the story was called  Chick Like Me. 

The article was one male student’s account of going undercover in the homecoming queen pageant to expose outdated and sexist practices in the contest.  What made the story truly amazing was that the guy in question had actually won the vote and performed all the duties as the reigning homecoming queen. 

As David walked down the hall to his locker, it got strangely silent. Everyone was staring at him, and he knew it was only a matter of time before the intensive humiliation began.  This wasn’t the kind of humiliation play that he explored with Cassie, but severe ridicule and possibly even assault by the entire student body.  He clutched his books close as he continued on his way. 

Then he heard one girl clap on his left hand side.  It was slow and isolated, but another one soon followed and then another.  Soon every single girl in the hallway was applauding and a large number



of the guys were too.  David blushed deeply even as he smiled and recognized the adulation.  He felt like he finally belonged in the school not as Lacey, but as David. 

He wanted to say something profound, but he saw Cassie was already waiting for him by his locker so he thanked everyone and continued on his way. That way extended from his locker to better grades in all his classes, a lead role in the high school musical, and participation in the social life at Ocean Point. Those were just fringe benefits for him. What he cared about was the girl by his locker and how he could serve her. 







THE END
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OCEAN POINT HIGH SCHOOL PRESENTS
v,

OCTOBER 19th-26th
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PAMELA HARLOW

e

THE BASS PLAYER
WEARS PANTIES

A rock band finds themselves
short of a bass player, but he
may have just walked into the
music store that Chelsea works
at to try and shoplift a bass.
The only problem is, Chelsea’s
band FoxFire is exclusive
female.

Being an all girl band has some
advantages and they don’t
want to mess it up for a bass

= player, so they come up with a
| unique solution to their prob-
- lem, whether he likes it or not.

ON SALE JANUARY 16th
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December 15, 2018

> - Congratulations!

R

Pacific State

Office of Admuissions

Dear David,

Congratulations! On behalf of Pacific State University, it is with great pleasure that I offer you admission as a member of our
graduating class of 2022. Pacific State has chosen you from a truly outstanding group of accomplished and talented

applicants for admission this year. You and your future classmates are truly exceptional and it is our sincere hope that you will
choose to develop those talents at our university.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page

paireon

I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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EROMESTEP. BROTHER&TO

.KYLIE GABLE! MIND! HARF\’/S
AND_C_JLAUD]AACOSTA
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Ha.. s, and Claudta Amsta why nai‘ havs

and | think yau’[! find our rates more than

fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.






