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Doubling Down

Amy and Alicia Hawthorne knew that they were very lucky. Their father was a very successful lawyer who numbered more stars as clients than one tabloid magazine could possibly hold. He was well compensated for his work, and his family enjoyed the benefits of his labor, living in a very posh house in an exclusive Los Angeles suburb.

The Hawthorne's next-door neighbors were the Martins. Randy Martin was a extremely successful record producer and along with his wife Gale, they were raising a pair of twin boys named Mike and Mark, who were both 18 and just graduated from a very prestigious high school.

The Martins and Hawthornes got along  so well, that they liked to vacation together and this year; they decided to treat themselves to a couple of months in Europe. Reluctantly, Arne Hawthorne cleared his schedule and the two couples left for eight weeks touring Europe. Not wanting to leave their home vacant, the Hawthornes arranged for Amy and Alicia to stay home for the summer and watch the place. Amy had only just graduated from high school herself and was in the same class as the Martin twins, while Alicia was a college sophomore.

The two girls were having a relaxing swim in their backyard pool, when they heard the sounds of drum and guitar coming from the Martin house.

"Oh Hell, they're at it again," complained Amy.

"You would think as much as those two practice, they'd actually be good at it," commiserated Alicia.

Amy pulled herself up the ladder. Her toned muscles from years of competitive swimming, and gymnastics glistened as the sun hit the water beading on her thighs. She grabbed a towel and began to towel off her luxurious auburn hair. "So much for a relaxing swim."

"Yeah, I guess I'll get out too. We're going to have those two losers spoiling our whole summer and without their parents to keep an eye on things, they're going to be making a racket all night and every night," said Alicia shaking her head and drying off her flaming red hair. Her eyes were as blue as the water in their swimming pool and when combined with all that scarlet hair, guys could simply get lost staring at her.

"Should we call the police?" asked Amy.

"You should go over there and kick their asses and make them quiet down," laughed Alicia.

"I totally could too." Amy smiled.

"I don't doubt it. They're so skinny."

"I know. How about it?  And what's with the long hair?  On one of them, it'd be fine, but do they have to even have the same hair style?"

"It makes them look more like girls than guys," laughed Alicia.

"Well, we are studying fashion design. Maybe, we could make them some outfits for when they finally come out of the closet," smiled Amy.

"Hey, that's not a bad idea," agreed Alicia. Her sister could tell she had some big idea that she wasn't sharing.

"You seriously want us to make dresses for them?"

"Why not. I have the big August Showcase Fashion Show coming up, and you did say you'd help anyway you could," reminded Alicia.

"So, what does that have to do with anything?" asked Amy confused.

"I bet if we worked on them for the next two months, we could have a great couple of models for my show."

"Yes!" shouted Amy unable to control her laughter at the suggestion of turning their two neighbors into their models.

"I bet when I get done with them nobody will be able to tell the difference," boasted Alicia.

"Hey Alicia, how about a bet," suggested Amy.

"You are so competitive, brat. It does sound fun though. Whoever can create the most convincing model wins."

"I'll take Mark. He got on my nerves in school a lot," added Amy.

"Suit yourself. Mike is fine with me. What about help?" asked Alicia.

"You can use one friend as an assistant. I'm going to use Kim," declared Amy.

"Fine, I'll use Cherilyn."

***

Mike Martin was up promptly at noon the next day. His parents weren't expecting much from either he or his brother that summer as they had just graduated high school and were now entering adulthood. He pulled shorts and a T-shirt on following a speedy shower and went outside to grab a quick cigarette. As he sat on the white whicker furniture on the patio next to his father's prized grill, he spied his next-door neighbor Alicia Hawthorne and her friend Cherilyn Yew sun bathing. They both were very attractive girls, and they weren't paying any attention to him, so he got a good look and quite enjoyed the view.

Mike was startled when Alicia suddenly sat up, lowered her sunglasses and looked right at him, "Well, are you just going to enjoy the view or are you coming on over?"

"Sure, I'll be right there," replied Mike hurrying out of his seat and racing over to his neighbor's backyard.

"Hey Mike, can you get my back for me?" asked Cherilyn staring up at the young man as he entered the yard. Mike happily complied, taking the suntan lotion and applying it to Cherilyn's back. He then repeated the process with Alicia. He'd had a crush on Alicia for a long time, but she never seemed to pay him much attention. She was older than him and developed long before he did. He spent a lot time looking at her out of his bedroom window.

"Hey, where's your swimsuit, Mike?" asked Alicia.

"I don't even own one. I figure my shorts will do just fine," said Mike removing his shirt to reveal a very skinny torso with a near hairless chest.

"Oh gross." Alicia appeared to be disgusted not at Mike as he first thought, but at the very notion of him going into the pool in his shorts.

"Yeah dude, that's not cool." Cherilyn shook her head and rolled her eyes.

"Well, I'm sorry. It's never been an issue," Mike stammered.

"Well it is here. Look, my dad has a swimsuit in the shed. With a drawstring, they'll fit you alright," instructed Alicia.

"What's wrong with my shorts?" asked Mike.

"Look, just go change," Cherilyn pointed to the white metal shed.

"It'll be on the big black shelf. The quicker you get changed, the quicker we can have some fun," added Alicia.

"Yeah, why not?" he smiled.

"Hey Mike, do you still have that clown game on your phone?" asked Alicia smiling up at him.

"Yeah, I haven't played it in forever, though."

"Well, give it here. I love that game. I was telling Cherilyn all about it," she smiled.

"Take it. I'll be right back," he grinned before practically sprinting to the shed.

Mike decided not to push the issue. He made his way over to the shed, which was about the size of a walk-in closet. There were all sorts of pool supplies stored in there, and he found the black shelf and sure enough there was one of Alicia's father's swimsuits on it. He closed the door for privacy and immediately noticed that the shed was quite hot and stuffy in the sweltering sun. He thought he heard a metallic noise behind him, but didn't pay much attention to it. Soon, he changed into a pair of black and red swim trunks and found that the door wouldn't budge.

Mike tried to force the shed open, but without any luck. He soon began to pound on the shed hoping to attract the attention of the girls. He could hear them splashing around in the pool, so surely they could hear him. A steady trickle of sweat was already forming on his brown from the heat of the locked shed, and he was beginning to wish that he had used the washroom before coming over. He pounded for all he was worth for the next half-hour and was soon drenched in sweat before he decided to take a break.

"The water is great, Mike," called Alicia through the locked door.

"What the fuck?  Why did you do this Alicia?" asked Mike.

"There's been a change of plans. You need to strip out of the swim trunks," replied Alicia ignoring his question.

"What?" asked Mike incredulously.

"It's not that hard. Take off the trunks and let me know when you're ready to pass them and the rest of your clothes out to us," replied Cherilyn.

"I'm not playing along with your sick game, Alicia," warned Mike.

"Suit yourself...Get it, suit yourself?" He heard the girls laugh and then the pool splashing started up again.

After another hour, Mike was completely miserable. He was so sweaty and he really had to go the bathroom now. He made up his mind that if the girls ever did come back, as soon as they opened the door, he'd charge them and overpower them. They were real bitches to do this to him.

"Are you ready yet?" asked Alicia.

"Just get me out of here," answered Mike.

Mike was ready to charge out the door, but his hopes were soon dashed when he heard a power screwdriver and looked up to see Cherilyn removing a vent in the shed about 8 feet off the ground.

Cherilyn's face smiled down at him. "OK, pass us your clothes. I won't peek."

Cherilyn laughed and turned her head. Reluctantly, Mike removed all the trunks and handed his clothes up to her waiting hand. He was totally stunned by what happened next.

"Put these clothes on instead," ordered Cherilyn, lowering a red lace bra and panties set, suntan panythose, and a pair of red shoes with an ankle strap and a three-inch heel.

"I'm not doing that," he replied as much as a statement as any kind of threat.

"Well, you're not getting out until you do," warned Alicia.

Reluctantly, Mike complied. He was able to put on the panties easy enough and figured that by putting on the bra backwards and then rotating it around he could get the bra on, the pantyhose however were more difficult and required some coaching by Cherilyn to avoid any runs. He finally strapped the shoes on his feet and pronounced himself ready.

This time both Alicia and Cherilyn looked down at him giggling at their feminized captive. Alicia began to snap pictures of Mike with her phone. He was now livid. "Can I please get out of her now?"

"Almost," Cherilyn lowered a piece of white clothesline with a slipknot at the end of it. "Put your wrists through the loop."

Reluctantly, Mike complied. As soon as his wrists were in place, Cherilyn pulled tight on the rope, securing Mike in place. She pulled hard on the rope bringing his wrists straight up in the air and hoisting him onto the heels of his shoes. Alicia walked into the shed with a predatory gleam in her eye. She ran a finger over Mike's chest and stated, "Not too hairy, I like that."

Alicia dropped to her knees and quickly and efficiently tied a hobble connecting Mike's two ankles together. She placed a small pair of padlocks through the heels of his shoes and shoved an extra pair of bikini bottoms from one of the shelves into his mouth, securing it in place with the top of the bikini. Finally, Cherilyn lowered the rope holding his hands up and Alicia pulled the lead down behind into his bathing suit and attached it to his balls. She then fed the rope back up and used it to cinch and secure the bindings on his wrists, forcing their prisoner to stand with his hands tied behind his head and his elbows pointing forward.

Cherilyn saw a big pink dog collar on one of the shelves that belonged to the collie the girls had had growing up. It fit perfectly around Mike's neck and with the collar clipped on the front; he had no choice, but to follow along. As the girls led him into the house he couldn't keep up in the unfamiliar heels and every stumble caused his hands to reflexively move, which pulled up on the rope connecting to his balls. Miserably, he entered the house behind his two giggling tormentors.

***

Mark Martin was both surprised and thrilled to see Amy Hawthorne when he went to open the doorbell at 4 pm that afternoon. She was as beautiful as always in her light blue top and red short shorts. She carried a rather large duffle bag in her right arm. He had lusted after her through his bedroom window and through his high school years, but despite being neighbors, she barely acknowledged his presence. "What are you doing here, Amy?"

"Hi Mark. It's good to see you too," she replied sarcastically.

"I'm sorry, I was just surprised to see you, that's all. Come on in."

"Well, that sister of mine is with your brother and I had to give them some privacy, so I thought I'd see what you were up to."

"Wait?  Mike with Alicia?  My brother Mike," he asked in stunned disbelief.

"Well, I think so. I can't tell you two apart anyway, but since you're here, it's got to be him over there," she responded.

"So, do you want to watch television or something?"

"Eh, I guess," she responded without any enthusiasm.

Twenty minutes later Amy let out a yawn. She was fidgeting in her seat and taking glances over at her house. Mike knew that she was contemplating leaving and he hadn't even had a chance to really talk to her much.

"You know, we've got an awfully big house. I bet if I stayed in my room, Alicia wouldn't even know I was there." Amy rose from her seat.

"Oh, you don't want to do that. Why get your sister all mad?"

"To tell you the truth, I was working on a project for my fashion design class and I'd like to get back to it."

"Wait, why don't you work on it here?" he asked insistently 

"Well," she paused, "maybe if you were willing to help me."

"Sure, anything," he promised.

"Ok," she responded, "you did say anything."

Amy reached into the large duffle bag and pulled out a black bra and matching satin panties, black pantyhose, a black lace sheath dress and finally a pair of black pumps. "Here, put these things on."

"Are you crazy?  That's a dress."

"Oh thanks, we hadn't gotten that far in my fashion design class."

"No, I mean I can't wear that."

"Well, if you're scared, I'll just go home. No hard feelings."

"You can't let anybody know," he instructed nervously.

"Nobody will see. I'm going to go in the other room to protect your modesty. Why don't you get changed and call me when you're done."

As Mark stripped and put on the dress and underwear, he didn't realize that outside Amy's friend Kim was watching and snapping dozens of pictures with her camera. "OK, I'm ready."

Amy reentered the room and was quite impressed with what she saw. With a new hairstyle and makeup, he'd be quite an attractive girl. "Aw, pretty as a picture."

Mark froze when he heard the doorbell.

"Oh my God", he said trying to hurriedly remove the dress he was wearing.

"Come in. I left the door open for you," called out Amy as she grabbed Mark to stop him from removing anything.

"What are you doing?"

"You'll see," smiled Amy.

"Oh, hi Marcie," laughed Kim.

Mark pulled away from Amy and almost toppled over in the unfamiliar heels that he was wearing. "Wait, I can explain."

"Oh a picture tells a thousand words, babe," laughed Kim as she showed him the pictures she had taken surreptitiously on her phone.

"I did it for Amy," he insisted.

"Funny thing is I'm not in any of the pictures, Marcie," laughed Amy.

"You bitches," cried Mark as he lunged at Kim in a mad dash to get her phone away from her. Unfortunately for him, Amy was too quick for him and as he started forward, she threw her hip out, sending him sprawling to the ground. She immediately climbed on top of his back pinning both of his arms up behind him.

"I think you're the little bitch, Marcie and you need a time out," taunted Amy.

"Fuck you, Amy," he spat.

"You wish," laughed Kim.

"Now, where do you have something that I can tie you up with?" asked Amy.

"Hell no!" replied Mark forcefully.

"Hell yes," she increased the pressure on his arms. It was getting quite painful. "Rope, stockings, duct tape, even belts, I don't care."

"Grrr, there's duct tape in the...mmph...kitchen drawer," he moaned.

"Excellent!  Go grab us a roll of duct tape, Kim."

With Amy holding his limbs steady, Kim had no trouble securing their sissy hostage with the duct tape. When they thought he was secure, more duct tape was used to gag him with a dish towel. As he lay on the floor, all Mark could think about was what his brother would say if he saw him in this humiliating position.

***

It had been three hours since Mike had been captured by Alicia and Cherilyn. His arms were getting very uncomfortable in their awkward position. He was laying upright in Amy's bed with the dog leash attached to the headboard where he couldn't reach it. He had long since given up struggling with his bonds and he couldn't scream above a soft whisper so he laid back and contemplated his fate.

Alicia and Cherilyn walked into the bedroom carrying a number of shopping bags and laughing merrily. Alicia sat on the foot of the bed and looked up at her prisoner, "I imagine you are probably really uncomfortable by now."

Mike nodded his head furiously.

"Not so fast," said Alicia motioning for him to settle down. "We got you lunch. We'll take the gag off, but if you don't cooperate, it's going to go back in there for the next couple of days. Do you understand me?"

Again Mike nodded his head. This time he was more restrained as Alicia's words sunk in. She was actually talking about keeping him like this for days.

"If you behave, Cherilyn will feed you while I give you an explanation for what you are going through." Alicia nimbly untied the gag and pulled the bikini bottoms out from Mike's cheek. He began to stretch his jaw, which was sore from the gag.

"Remember, not a sound, Mike," added Cherilyn holding up a cheeseburger for him to bite into.

"As you know, I'm studying fashion design in college and there's a showcase at the end of summer. I want you to be one of my models," Alicia saw the puzzled expression on Mike's face. "Actually, I want you to be one of my female models."

"I can't do that. I'm not a female," replied Mike hoarsely.

"Oh, I think you can. You're not any bigger than the other girls and your hair and cheekbones are amazing. With some makeup and the right outfits, I think you will be a star," she smiled.

"No, I can't do that. I'd die of embarrassment," he declared.

"See, that's a problem. You are going to do it. I'm not going to have any trouble making you, but you will find it a lot more pleasant if you cooperate." she said menacingly causing Mike to choke slightly on his burger.

"Cooperate Mike, I bet you'd love to get your hands untied," suggested Cherilyn offering him a drink of the soda they had brought him.

"What do I have to do?" he asked sullenly.

"Do you remember how sexy Cherilyn's prom dress was?" asked Alicia. "Don't deny it because she said you were staring out the window at her all night." 

"Ok, sure it was sexy, so?" asked Mike.

"You're going to put it on and then you're going to make a little video for us," insisted Alicia.

"What kind of video?" he asked nervously.

"You'll see. You won't like it, but it's the only way we can make sure that you won't try and run away and if we can't be sure of that, we can't untie you, so you see, we're doing it for you," explained Alicia.

***

Amy ran her hand over the fabric of a lacy red dress, took it off the rack and held it up to herself for Kim to see. With Mark securely duct taped, the girls had gone shopping for the essentials they would need for this outlandish summer project.

"I like it, but your coloring is a lot different than his is," offered Kim.

"I know. Alicia is lucky. She and Cherilyn are both taller than me and their stuff will fit Mike no problem. We're going to have to do a lot of shopping for Mark."

"Yeah, but wouldn't it be more fun to make him shop for his own dresses with us?" asked Kim.

"You're right," said Amy putting back the dress. "Let's just get the basics. When he's a bit more comfortable, we'll take him on a shopping spree. Maybe, we can even make him use his own credit card for some of this stuff."

"We also might want to check his mother's closets. I know his parents have gone to some real red carpet events. I bet she has some designer outfits that would be great," suggested Kim.

"Hmm, that's another good idea Kimberly. I don't pay you enough," joked Amy.

"What about these shoes?" asked Kim holding up a pair of black and pink open toed sandals with five-inch heels.

"Those are awesome, but he'd break his ankles. Let's start smaller and work up to something like that,"

"You're the boss," acknowledged Kim.

"I really can't wait to dress him up in some of this stuff. He's been bothering me forever and I could tell that he was pretty unhappy to have you seeing him in the dress. I think he'll do about anything to stop us from sending his friends those pictures."

***

Alicia and Cherilyn had dressed Mike in a Cherilyn's fuchsia prom dress. It only came to mid-thigh and had bateau beading at the waist and neck, which made it even more feminine looking. Cherilyn's shoes wouldn't fit so they had found Mike a pair of shiny silver sandals. Mike kept on his panties and hose from before and they put a black corset on him underneath the dress that gave him the necessary curves, but made it really hard for him to breathe. Cherilyn did Mike's nails to match his dress and worked on his hair, putting it into a simple updo, while Alicia did his makeup.

"This is so uncomfortable," complained Mike. "Why do you have to dress me up like this?"

"Get used to it, sweetheart. You'll be spending a lot of time dressed up," explained Cheriln.

"We need you dressed for the film, Mike," added Alicia.

"What is the film you keep talking about?" asked Mike looking down in embarrassment at his wet fingernails that now matched his dress.

"Well, we needed something to hold over your head and since you're going away to college, posting pictures at the high school, wouldn't have quite the impact. So, since you're going to be rooming with Danny Egers at college, we're going to give you a chance to pledge your undying love for him."  Alicia handed Mike a script that she had written.

"I'm not gay. I'm can't say this. If anybody found out, it would be so awkward."

"We know," said Cherilyn, "so just cooperate."

Despite his refusals, the girls didn't really give Mike any choice. He was soon rehearsing his lines and sitting pretty and smiling for the camera to admit his undying love for his new roommate and how he dreamed of someday going to a dance with him and holding him in his arms. They had just wrapped up shooting when Mike's cell phone began to ring. Alicia glanced down and saw it was Mike's mom calling.

"It's your mom. Answer it and tell her everything's great. I don't have to tell you that you don't want us to distribute that video," warned Alicia.

"I know," sighed Mike.

"Then do as you're told," warned Cherilyn.

"Hi mom," said Mike picking up his phone.

"Hey, we're having a wonderful town. You'd love it here. Italy is so much fun," replied his mom excitedly.

"That's great mom...we're having a lot of fun here too."

"So everything's good. No problems?"

Mike glanced over at his two captors looking at him sternly with their arms crossed before responding, "No mom. Everything's fine."

"No parties while we're going, Mike. I don't care if you have a few people over, but I don't want you trashing the place."

"I won't mom."

"Good, I'll see you when I get home. Your dad sends his love."

"I love you too mom," he replied hanging up the phone.

"That means I'll be getting a call from my parents soon. You'll be staying in Amy's room for awhile, so make yourself comfortable. Your training begins in an hour." Alicia laid out a pink top and a white skirt for Mike and the two girls left the room.

***

When Amy and Kim returned from shopping, they found Mark resting exactly where they had left him. He was screaming through his gag and thrashing in his bonds, but the tape held and his screams barely elevated to the level of a low moaning. The girls had left a chick flick on the television for him to watch, but he didn't appear to appreciate it much.

"We're home. Did you miss us?" asked Amy soliciting moans from their captive.

"I bet he's hungry and ready to be released," suggested Kim.

"Him? I see no him," said Amy, "From now on you're looking at a girl named Marcie and that is the name she will answer to if she knows what's good for her."

"I like it," agreed Kim.

"I'm going to untie you, but if you try anything stupid I'll kick your ass, and you know I can. Then Kim will be sending out all those pictures, so don't cross us." Amy ripped off the tape gag and helped Marcie remove the towel from her mouth.

"I just don't know why. Why are you doing this?" asked Marcie stung by betrayal and frustrated by her confusion at the situation.

"You are going to help me finally beat my sister in a bet," smiled Amy cutting the tape binding Marcie's hands behind her back. "If you cooperate, it won't be that bad."

"Mike won't stay at your place forever. What am I going to say when he sees me?"

"You just let us worry about Mike. Now get up, Kim is going to show you how to walk in your new shoes while I make us some lunch," ordered Amy removing the last of the tape.

"Come on, Princess. Up you go." Kim offered Marcie a hand and helped him up. He stood unsteadily and waited to see what he had to do.

“When you walk, you should take very short steps, and put one foot in front of the other, as if you’re stepping on an imaginary line. Like this," demonstrated Kim who moved with the grace of the practiced model that she was.

Marcie noticed that her hips naturally swayed seductively from side to side when she walked. “Okay, now you try it,” directed Amy from the kitchen.

Kim took Marcie's hand and put him through his paces. “That’s it, girlfriend,” she praised him. “Nice, short, mincing steps, just like that. Can you feel your hips swaying back and forth?”

"Yeah, I think so," replied Marcie unsteadily.

"Don't worry," called out Amy. "Well have you walking like a model on a catwalk in no time."

Marcie blushed a deep crimson wondering how he had gotten himself into this humiliating position, but Kim insistently brought him from his daydreaming with more instruction. "OK, walk across the room and back and remember to sway those hips. You can put your hand on your side if that helps you to remember."

"OK let's eat," announced Amy, "Then you get to learn all about sashay and shante."

***

It was getting late and Mike was starting to get very frustrated. The girls had discussed their plans for him throughout the evening allowing him no input and it seemed pretty intense to him. An hour ago, Cherilyn had plucked his eyebrows and then Alicia had made him spend an hour walking around the house in those ridiculously painful high heels. Now they were telling him how to walk, how to have good posture, how to sit, and a whole lot of other insignificant things that he seemed to get wrong no matter what he did.

"You have to keep your legs together and keep your back straight," instructed Alicia.

"Thinking of a piece of string pulling your head straight up," added Cherilyn.

"Am I even going to be sitting on the runway?  This is stupid," insisted Mike.

"It's what you're going to learn to do and do well," ordered Alicia.

"I sit great. I've been doing it all my life," shouted Mike.

"You really don't want to get an attitude with me young lady," warned Alicia.

"Or what? You'll kidnap me?" barked Mike.

"I can't believe I'm punishing you on the first day. You asked for it, though."

"This whole thing is one big punishment."

"Cherilyn, get the corset and lace him into it tight. I'm going to show him his new boots."

Mike was stoic as Cherilyn laced him into a very sturdy corset reducing her waist at least four inches. He was alarmed though when she put a padlock through the top and bottom of the corset locking the garment tightly on his body.

"It's too tight, I can't breathe," complained Mike.

"You'll get used to it. Now, wait until you see what I got you," laughed Alicia menacingly.

From a large shoe box, Alicia pulled out the most amazing boots that Mike had ever seen. They were black PVC and went all the way above her knees. They had six inch spiked heels and the laces on the side had been replaced by two lengths of solid chain. The girls helped a reluctant Mike into the boots and then locked them firmly in place.

"Now what?" demanded Mike.

"Do whatever the Hell you want," replied Alicia angrily. "It's clear you're done cooperating for the night."

At first, Mike didn't quite understand what his punishment was meant to be. The boots were very uncomfortable and he couldn't remove them from his feet, but he could always sit down. However, when he sat, the corset became even tighter. Lying down was also quite difficult with the corset and at one point, he thought he would faint. The most comfortable position that he could get in was to kneel, but that hurt his knees before too long. After 90 minutes, Mike was very distressed, "How long do I have to wear these things for?"

"We'll let you go in the morning. I bet by then you'll be a whole lot more cooperative," smiled Alicia sadistically.

***

That evening, both sissies were put to bed by 10 pm. This was a huge change from their usual late to bed and late to rise schedule. Marcie was so exhausted from his training that he was asleep as soon as he hit the pillow. Mike, however, was in for a long night trying to get comfortable sleeping in the corset and heels. Alicia and Amy met in their own backyard to discuss progress.

"Those pictures that you sent me of Mark were awesome. He's stuck now if he doesn't want them getting out," complimented Alicia.

"Yeah, she was doing great," shared Amy.

"She?  I like that," smiled Alicia.

"I think it's really important that we refer to her as if she's a girl and make her answer to a feminine name too.

We need to change her image if she's going to pull it off," responded Amy. "So, otherwise things are good on your end?"

"Well, she did terrific today, but then she got cranky at the end and I had to teach her not to cross me. I think she'll have a much better attitude after tonight," concluded Alicia.

"Great!  I think I can get Marcie there too," nodded Amy. "Hey, Society Web is playing at Rankin Park next Saturday. Shall we see how they do?"

"Hmm, a progressive band with great looking guys and an audience that's two-thirds female. That sounds perfect. Outside in the dark with loud music playing is their best chance to pass anyway," agreed Alicia.

***

For the next ten days, the boys were really put through their paces. Alicia rechristened Mike as Melinda because she thought that Michelle was just too obvious. She found some videos online for transgendered women to sound more feminine and they made Melinda practice her speaking voice for four hours everyday. He found it incredibly tedious, but Alicia was convinced that he wouldn't be able to pull off what she wanted if he still sounded like a guy. Of course, further lessons in walking in heels, and general deportment continued while the girls had Cherilyn's stylist do Melinda's hair in a more flattering feminine style.

While Marcie behaved when her hair was done and highlights were put in and when Kim plucked and shaped her eyebrows, she absolutely went ballistic on the day of the concert when they took her for a manicure, pedicure, and to get her ears pierced.

"I don't like being embarrassed in public by your bad attitude," expressed Amy.

"You don't like being embarrassed? Try wearing women's clothing in public," bellowed Marcie.

"We do all the time," chimed in Kim.

"I'm not a woman."

"You are for now," smiled Kim.

"I think I've been way too easy on you."  Amy approached menacingly.

"No, don't do this," cried Marcie backing up right into Kim's grasp.

"Get us some of the clothesline and turn the big chair so it's facing the wall," instructed Amy as she grabbed Marcie from her friend. Marcie kicked and screamed, but Amy twisted Marcie's arm behind her back with her right hand and put her other arm around Marcie's neck, "It's time for a little attitude adjustment, bitch."

Kim gagged the helpless sissy with more duct tape and then as Amy bent her over the chair, Kim secured her wrists to the legs in front of the chair so that she was completely bent over it.

Taking off her leather belt and doubling it up in her hand, Amy smacked it against her open palm, while Kim lifted up Marcie's skirt. Marcie had been spanked a few times by her parents growing up, but never like this. As blow upon blow rained down upon the back of her sensitive thighs, she began to tear up and before Amy was done, she was weeping uncontrollably. The girls left Marcie in that vulnerable position for an hour to think about the consequences of disobedience.

Finally, the girls dressed Marcie in an extremely short baby blue and pink lace dress and a denim jacket with several Society Web buttons on it. He wore white wedge heels that had a 3 inch heel on them and chunky blue and pink bracelets as well as the starter hoop earrings that he had gotten earlier in the day. The girls looked nice, but Marcie couldn't help notice that she was the only one sporting a dress.

Amy drove to the park where the concert was held. They arrived early enough to get a good spot under some shade trees and spread out their picnic basket. Marcie had a difficult time sitting modestly on the ground with such a short dress, but with coaching from Kim managed to figure it out. A feeling of dread and embarrassment spread through Melinda as she saw Amy's sister Alicia walking their way flanked by two of her friends. He recognized one of the girls as being Cherilyn a Singaporean girl who was one of Alicia's best friends. He didn't recognize the other girl though who was equally attractive.

The other friend wore a pair of funky black boots with a low heel, denim short shorts with black tights underneath, a tight black top with lacy sleeves, dark sunglasses, and a black fedora. As she approached, Marcie felt a strange sinking feeling.

"Oh my God, Mike they got you too," cried out Marcie in a strangely feminine voice.

"That's Melinda. Don't forget it," warned Amy grabbing Marcie's arm.

"Mark?  Oh my God," said Melinda stuttering.

"Last warning girls; its Melinda and Marcie and she and her from here on out and you better not forget it," advised Alicia.

"I thought you were screwing Alicia," explained Marcie.

"As if," responded Alicia, deflating Melinda's ego just a little more.

"Dude...I mean girlfriend, you really look like a girl," exclaimed Melinda catching herself.

"So do you, your voice too. I never would have known if I didn't recognize you," confessed Marcie.

"Well ladies," announced Alicia, "You've shown you can fool each other. Now we're going to see how you do with some other guys."

"Yes, I know you're thrilled," laughed Amy pointing to a large group of a half dozen guys approaching them. "Here they come."

"Now girls, Jake is going to be watching the concert with you Melinda and Adam will be watching with you, Marcie," explained Alicia as the two boys looked at each other and back to their mistresses in horror.

"If they try to touch your breast forms or between your legs, you stop them. They're supposedly nice guys so that shouldn't be a problem," reassured Amy.

"However, if they want to hold hands or kiss you or just make out, you let them," warned Alicia. "If we're not happy with your performance, you will be going on a date with your guy and believe me, you'll be doing a lot more than kissing."

"They're going to be making out with guys?  This is going to be fun to see," laughed Cherilyn.

"Don't worry, I'll take plenty of pictures so you have something to show your grandchildren someday," taunted Kim.

The guys joined the group, just as the girls had said. Marcie was shivering with nerves while Melinda looked sullenly in the other direction trying to compose herself. Adam was a tall, good looking blonde boy who stood over 6 feet tall and didn't appear to have an ounce of fat on his body. Though he wasn't muscle bound, he was no soft body either. He approached Marcie and smiled greeting her, "Hi, I'm Adam. Your girlfriends thought we might hit it off. Do you mind if I sit here?"

Wordlessly Marcie nodded and gestured for Adam to sit down. She could feel Amy's eyes burning into the back of her head and smiled at Adam managing a weak, "Hi Adam."

Adam immediately noticed that Marcie was shivering and asked, "Are you cold?"

"Just a b-bit," nodded Marcie nervously, "I wasn't expecting the breeze tonight."

Adam, who was wearing a button down shirt over a t-shirt, quickly took off his dress shirt and put it around Marcie's shoulders causing Amy to smile at the humiliation she knew that Marcie must be feeling as Adam put his arm around her shoulder and held him tight explaining that it was good to conserve body heat.

Jake, who wore glasses, was a bit shorter than Adam and had dark hair, was dressed very stylishly when he took his spot next to Melinda. He barely even acknowledged Melinda before turning over to her and asking, "So are you a fan of the band?"

"They're alright," replied Melinda nervously, but not quite as petrified as Marcie.

"I'm really not a big fan either. I like live music, though. I'm Adam," he smiled offering his hand.

"My friends told me a lot about you," lied Melinda.

"All good, I hope."

The girls sat back and watched, not paying the other guys a whole lot of attention as they stared intently at their projects. Reluctantly, Marcie cooperated when Adam took advantage of his arm around her shoulder to pull her close and give her a kiss. That kiss let to a pretty intense kissing session that the girls couldn't help, but feel giddy about. Marcie burned with shame as she felt an erection beginning to grow under her panties. She hoped nobody else would notice.

Adam pulled a dollar bill out of his pocket and smiled at Melinda, "I bet you one dollar that I can kiss you on the lips without touching you."

Melinda looked at Adam strangely narrowing her eyes, "I call bullshit. There's no way you can kiss somebody without touching them, at least with your lips."

"No, I bet you I can do it. Get up on your knees," instructed Adam as he knelt upright and motioned for Melinda to do the same. "Now pucker up."

Melinda did as Adam had commanded. She knew that she really had no choice. Adam made a big show of trying to figure out how to proceed without touching her before simply grabbing her face in his hands and firmly and deeply planting a kiss on her lips. Melinda reluctantly parted her lips and let his stick his tongue inside her mouth. Their kiss lasted for nearly half a minute, with Kim immortalizing it on a half dozen pictures taken with the camera on her phone. As Melinda finally broke off for air, Adam smiling and sheepishly handing Melinda the dollar bill, "I guess I owe you a buck."

Everybody in the group laughed at Melinda's befuddled expression, but after the wall was broken by the kiss, a flood of affectionate pecks and open mouthed exploration soon followed. Both couples made out like only young lovers can do, even as Marcie began to leak precum onto her panties. Melinda realized that her face was flushed and her heart was beating quickly. At first she thought it was simple nerves, but she soon realized her own arousal.

***

The training continued. Hearing Melinda's voice had encouraged Amy and Kim to work harder on Marcie's vocal training. The girls had pedicures, manicures, extensions, and the girls had taken advantage of a two for one sale on breast forms to get them the best forms on the market. They had deep dark tans, except of course, for their bikini lines. As the girls sat backstage at the fashion showcase having their makeup expertly applied by Cherilyn, Amy and Alicia couldn't help but admire their handiwork.

Alicia had Amy, Kim, Melinda, and Marcie as her models, but took great delight in making sure that the sexiest outfits went to the two feminized models. As Melinda walked out on the stage in her sapphire halter dress to begin the show, she couldn't help but notice that the theatre was packed. There were a surprising number of young women, no older than Alicia who he had never seen before. The crowd was extremely enthusiastic as she did her hip-turn at the end of the stage before making her way slowly backstage for her first outfit change.

On the way back, she passed Marcie who barely seemed to see her as she was watching the two boys in the front row. Melinda hadn't noticed Adam and Jake before, but as she took a final turn, she saw them clearly now. Marcie was so graceful even in her stiletto heels. Her purple dress seemed to glide across the stage as her long legs peeked out the slit in front.

The two models were clearly a hit and the show received a standing ovation. The final outfit was worn by Melinda who modeled an amazing pearl white wedding dress, looking every bit the virginal bride.

As the boys retreated backstage, they were thrilled to change into their own dresses knowing that their long feminized nightmare was finally coming to an end. Somewhere, Alicia had gotten a bottle of champagne and poured everybody a glass.

"I am so thankful for all that you have done for us. This show really helped to put my fashion designing on the map. I think it'll be a real feather in my cap," announced Alicia raising her glass.

"I believe there is the small matter of a bet to be settled, sister dear," smiled Amy

"Indeed there is and I'm happy to concede victory to you."  Alicia turned and handed Amy a one dollar bill. The boys weren't surprised, but still disappointed to learn that their summers had only been worth a dollar to the two girls."

"Wait, how did you decide who won?" asked Kim

"Yeah, they both look great. It seems like a tie to me," added Cherilyn.

"I went by price," announced Alicia making her way to the door and letting in two attractive girls in their early twenties.

Cherilyn and Kim looked at each other confused, while Amy sat with a knowing smile. Pouring two more glasses of champagne, Alicia introduced her guests, "This is Alyssa and Emma."

"Hi, who are you?" asked Cherilyn.

"Well, with summer ending Alicia and I realized that we had put a lot of time and effort into transforming our two sissies. It seemed like a real waste to just throw that all away," explained Amy looking at the worried look that Melinda and Marcie now shared.

"Alyssa is the president of California State University Oceanside's chapter of Delta Theta. That is where Melinda is enrolled in the fall. Alyssa just bid $3,250 for Melinda's services. You see it's hard for sororities to get good help and with her purchase, Alyssa got a very motivated sissy maid."

"No way," laughed Kim. "I assume Emma is from Marcie's college."

"That's right. Emma's house bid $3,400 for Marcia, which makes Amy the winner."

Melissa and Marcie began to sob.

"Don't mess up your makeup girls," commanded Amy

"But, you can't do this," stammered Melinda.

"Well, they have the pictures and video now. I guess you can take it up with the sorority house when you get to college," added Alicia. "Now, no crying because you have a big night ahead of you."

Amy opened the door and in walked Jake and Adam each carrying a bouquet of flowers. The boys made their way over to Melinda and Marcie as the girls looked on in delight.

"You girls deserve a celebration after a show like that," teased Amy. "Stay out as late as you want."

KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

Rather than place an ad for the other stories I have written here, I would like to invite all my readers to check

out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.   You'll also find pictures from my college days, sissy themed captions, and even short stories.

  I also live for feedback.  You can email me or reach me on Twitter.   Thanks for reading.
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