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Hamburger Stand Hottie Part 1

Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

“Monster burger with no pickles, large fries, and a Coke,” said Randy Alford as he gave the car hop his order. Frank’s Monster Burger was a local institution since it opened in 1948. It was an upgrade from your typical fast food burger joint, but it was still fast and cheap enough to draw a big crowd of teens on any given Friday night.

Frank was a real person, not the invention of some ad agency. Frank Lackey came back from Leyte Gulf in 1967, and opened the drive in that year.  He managed it himself until his death in 1997.  It was now being run by his grandson and namesake who everybody called Little Frank. There were some things that Frank’s did really well. Nobody made better milkshakes or French fries than they did, however their salads and tacos left something to be desired.

In addition to the recipes, one thing that Frank’s had kept since it opened was the waitress uniforms. In the old days, they wore roller skates. That ended after a few unfortunate accidents, but otherwise nothing had changed. The uniforms were definitely sexy, but also very dated.Little Franktried to change them to keep his wait staff happy, but the customers raised hell. The middle aged men and college boys who kept them in business insisted on nubile young servers dressed in revealing but nostalgic costumes.

Randy stared at Melanie Torres as she walked away with his order. She was a couple of years old than him, but he definitely remembered her from high school. You never forgot a girl like Melanie.

He was awoken from his daydream by his friend Carl. “Dude, I don’t know where you put it.  You eat more than any of us and you’re still the skinniest guy I know.”

“That’s cause I work out a lot,” said Randy.

“No, if you worked out, you’d have muscle,” replied Joe from the back seat. “You know there’s a reason… well you know.”

Yeah, he knew. Randy was sensitive enough about what happened already. He didn’t want to be constantly reminded of what happened on that humiliating prom night. 

“Dude, come on!” exclaimed Carl as he turned around and glared at Joe in the backseat.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean anything,” apologized Joe.

“I know you didn’t,” said Randy. “I just wish it would die.”

“You’re moving onto college,” said Carl. “Soon you’ll be surrounded by new people and nobody will remember one stupid prom stunt.”

That wasn't quite true. Randy would always remember it.

***

A couple of months ago Olivia's friend Mia Torres had seemed to change almost overnight. Randy just couldn't understand it. The girl who used to mock him, roll her eyes whenever he made a comment in class, and make fun of him to everybody at her lunch table had suddenly found him the most interesting and amusing guy in the school.

Even as she laughed at all of his jokes and passed notes to him in class, he should have seen it coming, but instead he continued following her down the only path she had really allowed him.

Soon, he asked her out and when she accepted, his feet didn't touch the ground for the rest of the week. After a string of three successful dates, he asked Mia if she would go with him to the prom.Even with the encouraging lead up, Randy couldn't contain his surprise when she said she'd love to.

On the night of the prom, Mia asked if they could have the limo stop at her friend Olivia's house. Olivia had the perfect earrings for her dress, and although Randy was terrified of Olivia, Mia assured him that she was her friend and would treat Randy much differently now. Randy cautiously agreed. Anything for Mia!

He felt so strange sitting in Olivia's living room. He was now well behind enemy lines on a $3,000 couch underneath a vaulted ceiling. He was kind of surprised her family wasn't there, especially considering the big deal that his own family had made over prom. He was fidgeting anxiously as Mia and Olivia were discussing which couples were going to Prom, when he felt something snake around his wrist.

Olivia's friend Karina had crawled behind the couch and took him unaware. As he struggled, Mia grabbed his right arm and bent it behind his back until Karina could restrain it as well. Randy was just figuring out that Mia was working against him, and it was now three against one. In moments, he was bound hand and foot and held upright on the couch with Karina and Mia on either side of him.

"Mia, what's going on?" asked Randy.

She just laughed at him. "Sorry sport, but you got set up. I never intended to go with you to prom. This was all Olivia's idea."

"Wait, what was Olivia's idea?" asked Randy.

"Well, we got a more appropriate prom outfit for you and a date to match," said Mia.

"Take him into my bathroom," said Olivia. "I'm going to run a bubble bath so we can get rid of any nasty body hair."

"No! Untie me now you bitches!" demanded Randy.

"Now why would we want to do that?" asked Olivia. "Our fun is just getting started."

Mia turned her attention back to her former prom date. "I don't want to hurt you, but if you fight us, we definitely will. You're such a wimp and you're pretty helpless now too. For you own good, you really should do what we tell you."

"Or don't," laughed Karina. "Kicking your ass is fun too."

Randy was hurt by the betrayal he felt from finding out that Mia never really liked him. Having a real girlfriend who was cute, funny, and popular was everything he had ever hoped for. To find out that she was just setting him up by pretending that she liked him was tough to take.

He barely had the energy to get off the couch with Mia and Karina assisting him, and he allowed them to lead him meekly to the bathroom. It was humiliating to be seen naked by the three girls. With his hands tied behind him, he couldn't even cover himself up. Before long, they had bathed him, shaved him smooth, and softened his skin with sweetly scented lotion.

Olivia smiled running her right index finger the length of Randy's leg, "You're so smooth, just like a pretty girl should be."

"He really didn't have much hair to begin with," giggled Karina.

"The guys will be here soon enough," said Mia. "Let's get her dressed."

The girls led Randy into Olivia's bedroom.  On the bed, the clothes he would be wearing for the evening were already laid out. On the bed was a sapphire blue dress covered with rhinestones. It had a halter top that the girls assured him would conceal the fact that his bra was stuffed in a way that your typical strapless or spaghetti strapped dress wouldn't.  The dress came all the way down to Randy's ankles, but the slit in the dress showed plenty of leg as it went all the way up to his thighs.

The satin shoes accompanying the dress matched its deep blue color. The spiky five inch heels, likethe dress, had plenty of rhinestones.  Even the sapphire bra and panties and the sheer hose were the finest department store lingerie.

"I can't wear this," protested Randy.

"I don't really see how you have a choice," said Karina.

"She's right," said Olivia tossing Randy his panties. "You're doing it one way or another so put those on."

Soon, Randy was dressed to the girls' satisfaction and they sat him down at Olivia's vanity. His hair was fairly long for a guy's and with extensions Karina was able to give him an updo that any girl at the prom would be jealous of. 

Mia did Randy's nails while Olivia worked on his makeup. Staring in the mirror, Randy could hardly believe the transformation he was undergoing. Olivia first made him wear a dress six years ago and she had found many excuses and opportunities to trap him in feminine finery, but she'd never taken this kind of time nor paid this kind of attention to detail. He was beautiful.

"I think our princess just noticed how hot she is," said Olivia laughing as she caught Randy staring at himself.

"You should be proud," said Mia. "You're certainly better looking as a girl than you ever were as a boy."

"Stand up and look in the full length mirror," suggested Karina, but Randy knew it wasn't really a suggestion. Suggestions were voluntary. Randy walked clumsily over to the mirror and admired his reflection.

"That's going to be a problem," said Mia.

"I've had you in heels before. What's the problem?" asked Olivia.

"I haven't worn a pair this high or narrow."

"Well, you had better practice then. You better not embarrass me tonight," warned Olivia.

"Yeah, start walking around the room now," agreed Karina. "Our dates will be here in less than half an hour."

"Look, you've had your fun," said Randy. "I'm sure your dates don't want me here. I'll be an extra wheel."

"Aw honey," giggled Mia. "We have a date for you too."

"What?!" exclaimed Randy. "What girl would want to date me looking like this?"

"None that Iknow," said Olivia. "Your date is a boy and if I were you, I'd hope he doesn't find out you are too."

"And we're going to want to see a lot of kissing, romantic slow dancing, holding hands, flirting, making out and all the good stuff," added Mia.

"You'd have to be crazy to think I'd do any of that," said Randy.

"You'd have to be crazy not to," replied Olivia. "You know how many pictures and even video that I have of you."

"I don't care," said Randy. "This would be much worse. I'd be your bitch forever."

"You are my bitch forever," said Olivia. "The sooner you realize it the better off you'll be."

Randy was stopped in his tracks by a doorbell going off downstairs. "That would be our dates," said Mia. "I'll go show them in."

"So what's it going to be, bitch?" asked Olivia.

Of course Randy went along. He never could stand up to Olivia. When he tried, it would be the half-hearted kind of resistance that she knew she could easily overcome with cajoling, threats, blackmail, or if need be, punishment. Eventually, he would decide that it was in his best interest to just let Olivia have her fun, but it rarely was.  He just wound up digging himself a deeper and deeper hole in the end.

Randy shook with fear when he saw that his date was Corey Turner. Corey had been in several of his classes together and they were even in both the French and Dungeons and Dragons clubs together. Corey was shy around women and judging by the other girls' dates, he was pretty sure that he was being set up as a prank too. At one point, he was sure that they would tell Corey he had been kissing and dancing with another guy just to watch his humiliation.

The night began perfectly from Olivia's perspective. Corey had bought a wrist corsage for Randy who he was told was a girl named Sandy. After putting the corsage on Randy's wrist, the two shared their first kiss of the night caught on video by Karina and photographed by Mia. This would be very incriminating blackmail not only for Randy, but for Corey as well if the girls wanted to use it that way.

Things began to go sideways after the limo ride, when they all entered the prom.  One of the chaperones was Ms. Martin who had been both Olivia and Randy's French teacher. There were many occasions when Olivia had forced Randy to dress up for French skits and videos. Of course, Ms. Martin hadn't known that coercion was involved, but she did wonder why a boy kept dressing up as a girl at every opportunity. She spotted Randy the second he walked into prom, and wasn't sure what was going on. If he was coming out of the closet, she was proud of him and wanted him to know it.

"Hi Randy."

"He-hello Ms. Martin," stammered Randy. "How did you know?"

"You look very beautiful tonight, but I've seen you dressed up enough times to know who you are under that makeup and dress."

"Please don't tell."

"Who are you afraid I'd tell, Randy? Does Corey know?"

"No, he doesn't," said Randy tears flowing down his cheeks.

"I think maybe you had better come with me Randy. We don't want you to ruin your makeup."

As Ms. Martin helped Randy to clean up his makeup, Ms. Martin got the whole story. She was shocked to learn that she had been an unwitting part of Olivia's schemes to humiliate Randy during her French class.  She made up her mind to put a stop to it once and for all and to punish Olivia severely for what she had done to this poor boy. Soon she was on the phone to Olivia's father.

“You’ve really done it this time,” barked Oliver Brent his nostrils flaring and his voice cracking from his parched throat. “I had to call in every favor I had just to get you on that stage for graduation.”

“But daddy,” pouted Olivia with her pink painted lips, blinking her big brown puppy dog eyes at him, “it was really funny, and it’s not like anybody was hurt or anything.”

“That poor boy must have felt so humiliated. I don’t know where you get that sadistic streak from, but that mean girl behavior has got to stop now angel.”

“I know daddy,” agreed Olivia. “I promise to try harder to make you proud of me.”

“I’ve always been proud of you princess, but there are going to be some changes made for your own good. I’m going to have to be firm with you this time.”

“Sure daddy, whatever you say. I’ll accept any punishment you think is fair.  Do you mind if we continue talking about this later? Kimberly and Mia are picking me up.”

“Okay,” said Oliver with a mock sternness meant to convince himself he was a good parent, “but this isn’t over.”

As Olivia skipped off to meet her friends, she breathed a sigh of relief. Her plan to embarrass Randy Alford at prom had worked even better than she had expected, but she was totally unprepared for the blowback she received from the school administration when they found out about it. Any other girl at that school would probably have been expelled on the spot.

“Daddy, it was funny,” pleaded Olivia. “Besides, the little sissy had it coming to him for getting me in all that trouble at prom.”

“He didn’t get you in trouble, you did. He didn’t tell on you or anything. You just made it obvious and when he got humiliated, you got in trouble. That’s not the same thing.”

“It’s close enough.”

“Well, I told you I was going to have to get tough with you if you kept pushing me and I’ve decided I know just how to do it.”

“Oh daddy, please don’t,” pleaded Olivia. She may have been trying to seem sincere, but her father felt like he was detecting boredom more than anything.

“I’m sorry, but you’ve become too self-centered. I’ve tried to protect you from hard work and drudgery, but I think I may have done far too good a job.”

“I’ll work harder,” she promised.

“Yes, you will. I’m cutting you off this summer.”

“You’re throwing me out?”

“Of course not, but there is no more allowance. I’m going to expect you to earn your own spending money and to get a job.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Yes, it’s time you learned that the world doesn’t revolve around you.”

“Well, could I work for you?”

“I’m afraid not. I’m not going to help you with this one. You need to find a job of your own.”

“You are so unreasonable. You want me to fry hamburgers or sell tiny bathing suits to fat people. I won’t do it.  I won’t!” she exclaimed as she ran off to her bedroom and threw herself down on the bed. She was sure her father wouldn’t hold firm, he never did. Maybe she would talk to her mother.  In any event, she was sure that by Monday he would forget the whole thing.

When Monday came, Olivia was beside herself.  Before leaving for work at some ungodly hour her father had demanded that she get out of bed and that she look for a job that day. It was just all so unfair. After he left, she went back to bed and when she woke up again at 12:30 she gave her friend Mia a call.

“Hey bestie, do you want to get some lunch?” asked Olivia.

“I’m going to be working today,” replied Mia.

“You too?”

“Afraid so, my parents don’t want me to just lounge around the house all summer. I can’t really afford to not work anyway. We’re not rich like you.”

“You know I always pay your way.”

“Your dad does,” joked Mia. “Besides, it’s not too bad. My sister Melanie is a manager over at Frank’s Monster Burger. She can get me in and I can handle working for her.”

“Say, do you think she could get me in?”

“You?” Olivia heard laughter on the other end of the phone.

“I’m serious. My dad is after me to get a job and I like Melanie plus if I have to go through this Hell, I’d rather do it with you,” replied Olivia.

“I don’t know,” said Mia. “Some of it can be pretty disgusting. I can’t see you in one of those uniforms either.”

“Ugh, I forgot about the uniforms,” replied Olivia.

“Yeah, and you’ll smell like onions.”

“I know, but I have to do something. It’s not like they’ll just let me go into some sort of executive program wherever I apply.”

“Well, if you’re serious I’ll ask Melanie.”

“Thank you, Mia.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

***

Melanie was as perplexed as her sister when she found out that Olivia wanted to work at Frank’s, but what kind of big sister would she be if she couldn’t give Mia’s friend a job. The first hurdle Olivia had to come was when Mia brought over the uniforms that she was expected to wear.

The pink blouse didn’t look even remotely like it belonged with the short short skirt.  The dress code didn’t allow for bare legs, which must be a lot of fun when the temperature gets into the nineties thought Olivia. She made up her mind to just grin and get through it.  It never occurred to her that people she knew would see her wearing it.

Olivia’s first shift started at noon on Thursday, but she was expected to be there at eight in the morning for mandatory training.  She was barely awake as she ate breakfast with her parents that morning. Now that school was over with, she didn’t expect to be up before noon—ever.

“I’m proud of you, angel,” said Oliver Brent peering over the morning paper. “I think this job will be good for you and teach you a lot.”

“Great! I can’t wait to become an expert on French fries.”

Diana Brent tried hard to stifle a giggle. Olivia took after her and she knew the conniption that she would have had if her father had ever tried to strong arm her into working fast food.

“Promise me you’ll do your best,” insisted Oliver. “I promise that you’ll thank me for this someday.”

“I’m doing this stupid job because you insisted on it. Isn’t that enough for you?” asked Olivia. Her father cringed. He hated it when she was cross with him. He thought about calling off the job right then and there, but stuck to his guns. He decided he’d make it up to her by buying her something nice on her first payday as an extra bonus from him.

“Your dad is trying to teach you responsibility,” said Diana sipping her morning espresso. “I for one applaud his efforts.”

“But mom, you two worked so hard to be successful so that I wouldn’t have to do stuff like this.”

“I know dear,” replied Diana softly, “but humor him.  This means a lot to him.”

“Fine,” replied Olivia. That simple word became a two syllable curse when it left Olivia’s mouth. “I need to go to training anyway.”

Despite getting to work with Melanie and Mia, Olivia found the job to be unbearable. The first day they had her in the kitchen. As soon as she went home she took a forty-five minute shower, but decided that she still smelled like fried onions and soaked in a heavily scented bubble bath for another hour. When she complained to her father about her ordeal, he acted like it was teaching her character or something and told her he was proud of her.  This was so unfair.

As bad as her first day had been, the second day was even worse. She was required to wait on customers at the indoor counter. At least, she wouldn’t smell like old grease and onions, she decided. Her enthusiasm barely made it a half hour.

Just as she was wiping off the counter, they walked in.  She recognized them immediately.  There were Randy, Carl, and Joe—the same dweebs who annoyed her so much in high school—and they were coming to sit at her station.  Even worse was that she could see Little Frank sitting across the restaurant from her.  She couldn’t just throw them out in front of him.

“Waitress, I would like your finest cola,” clowned Carl without even looking up at the girl taking his order.

“My God, who even talks like that?” asked Olivia.

“O-Olivia,” stammered Randy.

“Relax freak, I’m not going to do anything to you with the owner over there,” she said motioning to Little Frank. “Now what do you want?”

“A Monster Burger, fries, and a chocolate shake,” said Randy.

“You’re going to eat like 2,000 calories and then sit around all afternoon playing video games. Great way to stay in shape,” spat Olivia.

“He couldn’t gain weight even if he tried,” said Joe. “I don’t understand it either. I’ll have the same thing he’s having,” said Joe.

After Olivia finished taking their orders, the guys sat at the booth in stone silence. Their joviality had been replaced with a dread that anything that they said to each other could be overheard by Olivia and used against them.

When she threw their orders down in front of them, only Joe seemed to have the right order. Carl had ordered a chicken sandwich and onion rings, but received a cheeseburger and fries. Randy’s order was completely off. She gave him a green salad with a light vinaigrette and a diet soda.

“My order is all messed up,” complained Carl. “I ordered a chicken sandwich and onion rings.”

“Well,” said Olivia as she got in real close and loomed over him. “We can make this easy or hard. You can either eat what I brought you or I can return it and get you what you asked for.  Now, what’s it going to be?”

Carl croaked out a dry throated, “I’ll eat what you brought me.”

“Great, another happy customer,” said Olivia. “Anybody else got a problem?”

Randy just shook his head. He knew that the substitution that she made to his food was just further feminization for him. She was going to make him eat like a girl. Joe didn’t say anything at first, but taking a bite out of his sandwich noticed it was really dry.

“Olivia, there’s no Monster Sauce on my sandwich,” said Joe meekly. “Could I get some on the sauce on the side if it isn’t too much trouble?”

"Really?" asked Olivia.

"Yes please, if it isn't too much trouble," replied Joe.

"You want some fucking sauce," she repeated turning around and getting a small paper cup about the size of a shot glass. She took it over and plopped it in front of him.

"It's empty," said Joe looking down at the paper cup.

"That's right, so you're going to go into that bathroom and pull down your pants and jerk yourself off until it's not empty anymore."

"Oh God, please no," pleaded Joe.

"Then you're going to dump that paper cup on your burger and we're all going to watch you eat it," demanded Olivia.

"I c-can't," sputtered Joe. "Please."

"Oh you c-can and if you d-don't, I'm going to make you wish you had. You think I'll stop at one load? You think I'll stop with your own loads? You'll be swallowing more cum than a Tijuana prostitute if you try and tell me no."

Tears welled in Joe's eyes as he took the cup and went to the bathroom. A big smile spread over Olivia's face as she watched him walk off.

"You're lucky we don't complain to your boss," said Randy.

"You're lucky I don't get you two more cups," replied Olivia.

Randy and Joe sat at the counter picking at their food.  It was hard to eat knowing what Olivia was making Joe do at that very moment.  They wanted to get her back with every fiber of their being, but they just couldn't bring themselves to stand up to her. Randy had tried several times in the past and she always made him regret it.

Finally, Joe returned and holding back tears dumped the contents of his cup right on his burger. Olivia snickered before commenting, "Not a bad size load for a guy with such a tiny dick. Now, I want you to savor it. Remember; chew your food 30 times before swallowing.”

Joe did as he was told, trying hard not to gag on his food even as tears welled up in his eyes. Randy and Carl were torn between supporting their friend and not wanting to draw Olivia's wrath.

After they finished their food, the boys looked at each other glumly as they divided up the bill. Randy noticed that he had been overcharged by almost $10 as the salad and diet soda were much less than the burger and shake he had ordered. He wasn't about to point that out to Olivia.

"I expect a big tip too for putting up with you losers," barked Olivia. The bill was $32.18, but the boys left $75 and sheepishly ran off from the restaurant without saying another word. As Olivia counted the money, she took little satisfaction.

It was degrading to have to be a servant for the geeks, losers, and sissies that she humiliated and picked on all throughout high school. There was a natural order of things and being seen by them as their waitress was just too humiliating to bear. She had made up her mind that as soon as she found another job, she would be quitting.

***

Saturday was a day off for Mia and Olivia. Even Melanie was off as she switched shifts with the manager on the night shift. They were sitting on the bed in Mia's room and showing Melanie the pictures they had taken of Randy at the prom.

"Wow!" exclaimed Melanie. "He is really...."

"Hot," interjected Mia. "He's hot."

"Well, yeah it's weird to say, but he kind of is," agreed Melanie.

"He's always been a pretty boy. That's one of the reasons I have so much fun making him over."

"That and it's so funny when he pouts," added Mia.

"Well, he was doing more than pouting that night," said Olivia.

"I bet he was totally freaking out to be trapped in his own prom wearing a dress and makeup. He couldn't have enjoyed that," conjectured Melanie.

"We've talked about that," said Mia. "I think there's actually a part of him that likes what Olivia does to him."

"A very small part if you know what I mean," joked Olivia.

"Do you think so?" asked Melanie.

"It's really hard to say," replied Olivia. "He does seem to bring it on himself."

"I'll say," said Mia.

"Well, it sounds like you're saying he brings it on himself by standing up to Olivia. I think a lot of guys would do that," said Melanie.

"Then you don't know Olivia very well," giggled Mia.

"I've worked long and hard for my reputation," acknowledged Olivia. "Of course now that rep is going to be ruined by waiting on all these losers."

"I'm sorry that it's so difficult for you," said Melanie. "It really isn't a bad job if you give it a chance."

"It's not for me, Mel. I don't want to sound like I'm looking down on you or Mia for doing it, but I just feel so embarrassed when the guys see me in my uniform. It's really humiliating for me," complained Olivia.

"Well, look at the bright side," said Mia. "You can always make Randy model it for you."

"Yeah, you know he'd look better than most of our waitresses in it," agreed Melanie.

"Hmm," pondered Olivia. "I might have an idea."

"Oh, I like watching your wheels turn. I can tell you have something wicked in mind," said Mia.

"I do, but it's going to require Melanie's help," said Olivia.

"You know I'll do whatever I can, but if it'd cost me my job I'm going to have to back out. I need it to pay for college," replied Melanie.

"Okay good, I don't think you can get fired for this.  Let me explain," said Olivia.

***

Getting a call to come over to Olivia Brent's house was something most any other guy in town would consider the greatest day of his life. For Randy it was something different altogether. It was Saturday and Olivia knew her parents would be gone until the wee small hours of the morning, but she needed to get an early start.

"I-I don't know, Olivia," stammered Randy. "I need to help my parents around the house."

"I don't care about that," laughed Olivia. "Your mommy and daddy aren't going to save you."

"I wish I could," said Randy.

"You can and I know you are planning to attend DuPont College in the fall. I have acquired the contact information for Jerry Greenwood who I believe is your freshman year roommate. I bet he'll be so excited to learn he's rooming with a prom queen."

"You wouldn't!"

"Really? You know me better than that. Be here in twenty minutes," said Olivia hanging up the phone while Randy was still protesting why he couldn't go.

When Randy walked through the door at 2 pm, the first thing Olivia did was to check his tan lines.  She couldn't help laughing at how distinct they still were even though it had been almost a month since she had made him tan in a bikini. 

She ordered him up to her room and followed him up the steps.  She could tell he knew that something was up.  When Randy got there laid out on Olivia's bed was her Frank's Monster Burger uniform.  He gasped as you began to wonder just how evil she could be.

"Strip sissy," ordered Olivia, "and put on the padded panties.  I think they'll work better with the short skirt, don't you?"

"Wh-why am I trying this on?" he stuttered, terrified, but still obediently stripping.

"You'll see," she replied cryptically.  She helped him get dressed in the uniform--pink blouse, miniskirt, pantyhose, and heels.  Olivia found them all way too hot for the summer, but somehow they just seemed right for Randy.  After she did his makeup and fixed his hair, she led him down the stairs where he came face to face with Mia and her older sister Melanie already in their Frank's uniforms.

"Yeah, he'll definitely pass if he can do the voice," said Melanie.

"Introduce yourself sissy, and ask Melanie if you can take her order," commanded Olivia.

"What, why am I doing this?"

"Don't question me, just do it," barked Olivia.

"Hi," said Randy with a welcoming smile. "I'm Randi, can I take your order?"

"Yes, I think you have a replacement," agreed Melanie giggling. "I can't believe it, but I think he'll do fine."

"Great," said Olivia. "Well, you better get going. Your shift starts in a half hour."

"My shift?" asked Randy terrified. "I can't work at Frank's."

"No, you probably couldn't," said Melanie. "We'd have to run your social security number and everything, but Little Frank hasn't met Olivia yet and so you're just working as her."

"I'll still keep the salary and the tips," beamed Olivia.

"I'll make sure you get every dime," agreed Melanie.

"But I have my own job," complained Randy.

"Not any more, sissy," said Olivia. "You'll be too busy taking every shift you can at Frank’s. Now get going. I'll pop over with some friends later to see how you're doing."

"The key is flirting with the customers," said Mia. "I'll show you how."

"No, I won't," said Randy refusing.

"Are you really telling me no, sissy?" asked Olivia advancing on the frightened boy.

"I can't do this," pleaded Randy.

"You can and you will," said Mia firmly. "Now let's go."

Melanie and Mia led the feminized waitress out to Melanie's car. He couldn't believe what had just happened to him. Ninety minutes ago, he was minding his own business, but now he was only moments away from waiting on customers. Olivia stuck her head out the window and called out to him, "and you better flirt with the customers. If your tips suck, I will deal with you, and you won't like it."

"This is going to be so much fun," clapped Mia. "I can't wait to see you with a table full of drunk frat boys tonight, Sissy. I bet you get some big tips...and shafts too."

"I admit, she's going to make work interesting, but ease off her," ordered Melanie. "Flirting for tips is fine, but I don't want to get fired over this little stunt."

Randy reluctantly got into the backseat of Melanie's car.  As they backed out of the driveway, he felt like his whole world was beginning to change. He was right.
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Walking into Frank's, Randy felt like every eye in the place was watching him. He tried to feel some confidence, but that wasn’t easy, even though the plan that Olivia had concocted anticipated some of the problems Randy could encounter. He was well aware that there were so many things that could lead to his exposure and complete humiliation.

First, Randy couldn't simply take Olivia's place. Too many other people had seen Olivia and would wonder why she was now a totally different person. They knew that couldn’t work. Instead, he'd be introduced to all the other employees as Sandy.

On the books, he'd still be listed as Olivia and continue working under Olivia's social security number. If Little Frank or any of the other managers were confused, Randy would simply tell them that his real name was Olivia and Sandy was his nickname. Hopefully, that wouldn't be anytime soon and people would have forgotten the two days that the real Olivia had worked at Frank's.

Mia and Melanie filled Randy in on the way over. He listened intently, knowing that any slip would expose him as an apparently willing crossdresser—not to mention the hideous wrath of Olivia—but he had no idea how he felt about the scheme. On one hand, the idea sounded like it could work if he could fool everybody, which was hardly a sure thing. On the other hand, if they did get away with us, he would still be resigned to a summer of hard labor in virtual slavery. Every penny he earned would go to Olivia and not him. She was even demanding that he flirt with customers to bring her substantial tip money. This made her his pimp.

Despite the desire for tips, Melanie decided that it was best to start Randy out slow, especially as he hadn't been able to attend any of the new employee trainings and would be expected to pick up a lot of this job on his own. On his first night, she kept him in the kitchen where he could get used to the uniform and being seen in it. His first job was slicing tomatoes. Standing over the cutting board was one of the better tasks as far as Randy was concerned. It didn't require talking to other people, and it didn't involve hot grease or tough manual labor.

Soon, Randy had developed both a system and a rhythm and was lost in the task at hand. The plan was working, although his calves were already starting to burn with the strain from the shoes that Olivia made him wear.

His mind was a million miles away thinking about how he would handle his own job and working at Frank's for Olivia when a cheerful girl with auburn hair approached.

She stood by the cutting board across from him, shredding lettuce.She immediately greeted what she considered the new girl. "Hi I'm Giana," she said, looking up from the green pile in front of her.

"Hi Giana, I'm Sandy," replied Randy, thankful now for the many times in the past few years when Olivia had insisted he talk like a girl. He was probably the only thirteen year old boy listening to voice changing audio files designed for transsexuals.

"I'm new here too," said Giana. "I only started two days ago."

"How do you like working here?"

"I've had worse jobs, but they're still taking it easy on me. I haven't done any waitressing or any of the tough kitchen jobs. I will say, there are quite a few cute boys here, but I'm calling dibs on Jason Terrell."

"Well, I'll leave him for you then," assured Randy.

"We'll find you a guy too. What's your type?"

"It'd surprise you," said Randy.

"I don't think anything can surprise me about boys."

"Boys will always find a way to surprise you," replied Randy, laughing to himself.

"I think we're going to get along just fine, Sandy," said Giana. "So tell me about your type."

"Well," replied Randy. "I like a guy that treats me right and is a gentleman. He doesn't just come up to me and start pawing me."

"Go on," said Giana wrinkling her nose.

"I'd like him to have a nice body."

"I bet you like a guy with a great ass too, don't you?" asked Giana.

"Yeah, of course," replied Randy. "Eyes that sparkle too."

"I know just the guy for you," clapped Giana.

"Wait, what?"

"I know the perfect guy for you and I'm great at playing matchmaker."

"Oh, I wouldn't want you to go to any trouble," said Randy, frowning.

"No trouble at all. This is going to be my summer project."

“Great,” thought Randy sarcastically, “I've had to dress like this for a couple of hours and I've already got a coworker intent on setting me up with some guy.” There were just so many issues with dressing this way and letting other people see him as a girl and react to him as one.

Giana saw Mia enter the kitchen to place one of her tables' orders. She was about to return to her customers when Giana stopped her. "Don't you think I'm a good matchmaker?"

"Pretty good, I'd say. Why?"

"I want to set Sandy up, but I don't think she trusts me," explained Giana.

"That's not it," lied Randy. "It's just that I have never had any luck with blind dates."

"I'd trust Giana, Sandy. She has really good taste and a real knack for this," said Mia, smiling as Randy squirmed visibly. "Did you have somebody in mind, Giana?"

"I sure do," she beamed. "What do you think about Curt?"

"I haven't really thought about Curt in awhile to be honest, but were you thinking of Curt for Sandy? I think he'd be perfect for her."

"I don't know," replied Randy shaking his head.

"Oh, I do," replied Mia. "I guarantee you two would hit it off."

Mia went back out to the dining area, leaving Randy and Giana to get back to work. It was nice for Randy to have a friendly face, but he had a growing feeling of danger too. Giana had a wild side and he was going to have to work hard to avoid getting caught up in it. The last thing he wanted was to have this girl looking for boys for him to date.

Despite his concerns about a pending blind date with whoever this Curt was, the first part of the evening was relatively easy. He almost enjoyed spending time with Giana in the kitchen doing prep work. He could, lmost forget that he was a guy dressed as a sexy waitress. That changed shortly after ten when Melissa approached him.

"Sandy, you've done a great job back here today. I'd like you to fill in for Mia for awhile. She'll show you her section.”

"You mean wait on customers?" asked Randy. "I don't think I'm ready for that."

"It's not so bad, Sandy," offered Giana. "I've done it already and it went smoothly."

"Exactly," agreed Melanie. "It's not that crowded tonight. You'll be fine."

"I don't know. Maybe Giana would...."

"Well, fortunately as your boss, I do know," replied Melanie. "Now get out there."

Reluctantly, Randy did as he was told. He exited the kitchen, and saw Mia standing out in the restaurant talking to a table of patrons. As he got closer, he realized that Olivia was seated at that table. She was accompanied by her friends Karina and Sherry. They were sitting in a booth laughing with Mia, and he knew that he didn't want to know what they found so funny. Actually, he had a sneaking suspicion that they were laughing about him.

"Melanie told me to take over your section," said Randy quietly, approaching Mia. "I really don't know how to waitress."

"You'll be a natural at it," called out Sherry. "You already look so cute in your little uniform. Why don't you give us a twirl."

"I don't think that would be appropriate," replied Randy.

"You really need to loosen up," said Karina. "Besides, you want big tips don't you?"

"She had better," smirked Olivia.

Nervously, Randy did a twirl for the girls. Their laughter drew attention from most of the diners nearby, and Randy began to blush.

"We're pretty quiet right now and I'm sure Angela won't stick anybody in your section while you're working here tonight. Just take care of these two tables," said Mia motioning to Olivia's table and another nearby booth with a half-dozen drunken fraternity brothers in it. "Just take their orders and bring them what they want."

"I have a feeling I know what they want," joked Olivia. "I better see at least a $20 tip from them."

"Bitch better have your money," replied Sherry causing everybody to laugh.

"You better hustle, Sandy. It sounds like you've got a fast food pimp now," teased Mia.

"Damn right she does," said Olivia playfully slapping Randy on the butt and causing him to jump. "Now go over there to those frat bros and start earning my money."

"Wh-what am I supposed to do?"

"You'll figure it out," replied Olivia.

"Now Sissy!" demanded Sherry.

Randy sighed and walked over to the rowdy table. "Hi boys, I'm Sandy and I'll be your waitress tonight."

"That's great," slurred a tall ginger-haired guy wearing a red Chicago Blackhawks cap backwards. "We'll be your customers."

"Can I take your order? Maybe start you off with some onion rings or nachos?"

"No, I don't think so," said a tall black haired boy who peered over a pair of very stylish Armani framed glasses. "Get us a round of Lite and then we'll be ready to order."

"Sure thing," said Randy turning to leave the table. On his way to get their beers, he was stopped by Olivia and her friends. "You call that flirting?" criticized Olivia. "If my tip sucks because of your frigid behavior, I'm going to take it out on your ass tonight."

"I'm sorry," responded Randy. "I was polite."

"Polite don't pay the bills girl," said Karina.

"Do you want anything?" asked Randy, trying to change the subject.

"Three Diet Cokes and an onion ring," replied Olivia, "and be quick about it."

Randy was terrified of the table of bros, but even more terrified of Olivia. Even though he had no waitressing experience, he was sure that a poor tip would lead to a rough night; something he desperately wanted to avoid.

He went back to the kitchen and posted the order for the onion rings. Then he brought the Diet Cokes out for the girls.

"You had better hurry up," spat Karina. "They ordered first and it sounds like not keeping them happy could be very bad for your health later tonight."

"Very bad," nodded Olivia.

"I know," replied Randy. "I brought you your drinks first, so I'd have more time to take their order."

"That's actually pretty smart," admitted Sherry who had several years of experience waitressing at a seafood restaurant under her belt.

"Well then you better get your ass in gear, Sissy," ordered Olivia. She was normally very demanding, but it was even worse when she was showing off for her friends.

Randy went back to the kitchen and pulled the bottles of beer out of the cooler. He steeled himself and—with his most enthusiastically feminine gait—he stepped back to their table with the beer.

Randy had sized up the tall boy with the Armani frames as the leader of the group, and decided that he was the key to getting a good tip from that table. He sat on an empty chair next to him and put his arm around him like a comfortable girlfriend and cooed, "Now, what can we do about getting you hungry boys some burgers?"

"I wondered how long we'd have to wait on that beer," said the redhead, obviously unhappy with the delay.

"I'm sorry guys," chirped Randy cheerfully, "but I see three girls who look kind of bored and all you guys obviously coming here from some sort of party all rowdy and fun. I figured you guys wouldn't even miss me."

"Oh we missed you," said a guy wearing a blue DuPont College shirt. He desperately needed a shave and a clean shirt.

"Well, let me take your order and then I'll try to make it up to you," smiled Randy. "I'm not supposed to do this, but I'll see if I can grab you guys a free appetizer, maybe some onion rings."

"That would be great!" exclaimed the red head a little too excited for onion rings.

"Oh, I'll take good care of my boys," said Randy taking the Blackhawks hat and putting it on his own head.

"I think I like it better on you," said the red head.

"Alright, give me those orders and then I'll see about those rings," said Randy, winking.

Randy took the orders, which was actually pretty easy; just write down whatever toppings each burger required and move to the next one. He hurried back to the kitchen and asked Melanie, "Do we still have those onion rings that got sent back?"

"Yeah, they were a bit overdone," said Melanie. "I was just about to pitch them."

"Perfect," said Randy. "Give them to me."

"What for? They're definitely overdone," replied Melanie.

"Look, my ass is literally on the line here. I think I can use them to help me get a better tip from that one table of frat boys. You at least have to let me give it a shot."

"Sure, go for it," said Melanie.

"Wow! Somebody is a real go getter if she gets the right kind of encouragement," said Mia.

Randy placed the boys' order and rushed back out with the onion rings. "Here you go boys. Hopefully, this will tide you over until the burgers get here."

"Kind of well done, don't you think?" said the Armani glasses guy.

"Yeah," replied Randy. "That's how I always order them. I want them crispy not soggy. That's okay, isn't it?"

"Sure," said Armani, "I guess you like hard things in your mouth, babe?”

The boys all laughed as Randy blushed.

“I’m just teasing you,” smiled the Armani guy, “I like them crispy too."

"Yeah, these are great," said the red head, shoving a ring into his mouth.

"Perfect," said Randy, who was more embarrassed than ever but trying to hide it. "Your burgers will be up in about ten minutes, but I have a feeling you'll want more beer before then."

"It's like she knows us," marveled the guy in the blue shirt.

"Okay, I'll be back in a few minutes. Don't miss me too much."

Melanie stared at Randy from the kitchen. It was dangerous having him work as a crossdressed waitress, especially because he was raw as heck. He had a lot of extra motivation knowing that he had to face Olivia if he didn't get good tips, but this might just work out to her advantage she thought.

Olivia hated waiting on people and was cold if not outright rude, but Randy was a hustler. He had just made a table full of customers happy with food that was headed for the garbage can. Melanie resigned herself to giving him a bit more training, but decided she could keep him waiting on the customers instead back of in the kitchen where he couldn't put his talents to use.

For the next hour, Randy did everything he could to keep the frat brothers happy. As he brought them the final bill, he even sat on Armani's lap. He had given them personal and personable service with a smile. Unfortunately, they were college students who didn't have a lot of extra money for extra niceties like generous tips.

Randy's jaw dropped and a he felt a knot form in his stomach as he did the math. The guys had run up and $86 bill and left a paltry $10 tip. Randy was sure they had just decided to make it $16 a piece, but $10 wasn't even fifteen-percent and it certainly wouldn't make Olivia happy.

As soon as Randy was finished wiping up the table the guys had sat at, Sherry was on him calling out, "Hey, how much did you make?"

Randy was on the spot and replied quickly, "just $10."  Had he thought of it, he would have just given a bigger number. He could have told Olivia that he had made the $20 tip that she had wanted. Now, it was too late.

"Uh oh," said Karina. "Somebody is in for it tonight."

"Oh yeah," replied Olivia. "Your shift lasts another hour or so. You had better enjoy it."

He didn’t enjoy it at all as he didn’t get any more chances to earn tips for Olivia, and felt growing dread over what she’d do to him when she got her hands on him.

The first couple of minutes of the ride home in Melanie's car were quiet, but soon Melanie herself broke the silence. Turning back to Randy at a stop light, she said, "You did good tonight, Randy. The free onion rings were inspired, and you did everything else I tell my trainees to do if they want to maximize tips. You have the makings of a very good waitress."

"I have the makings of a very dead waitress when Olivia gets hold of me," groaned Randy.

"Yeah, I doubt she's going to be really appreciative of a twelve-percent tip," giggled Mia.

"Well maybe she should be," said Melanie. "She didn't do nearly as good when she was working at Frank's. The only big tip she got was from Randy and his friends. I assume she bullied it out of you."

"Yeah," admitted Randy, she gave us terrible service and demanded a huge tip anyway. It was horrible.”

"It's kind of funny that one girl can bully you and your friends at the same time. You are such wimps," commented Mia.

"I know she's your friend, but that girl better get her act together or karma is going to get her bad," said Melanie.

"I wish it would happen sooner rather than later because I'm about to get it," sighed Randy as the car pulled into Olivia's driveway.

"Tell her not to be too hard on you, you have to work tomorrow," said Melanie.

"Tomorrow? I have to work my other job," complained Randy.

"Are you going to be the one to tell Olivia that?" asked Mia.

“No....”sighed Randy.

“O.K. then, plan to be there in uniform and ready to flirt by noon, Sandra,” said Mia.

Randy reluctantly crawled out of the back seat, and grimaced as Mia blew him a kiss. He looked up and down the street, but there wasn’t anyone else outside in this haughty suburban neighborhood.

At least Melanie gave Randy a concerned look as they pulled away, leaving him alone to face Olivia. The manager seemed supportive and even somewhat nice, but he bitterly realized that she wasn’t doing anything to rescue him from this humiliating situation either.

He began moving toward his doom, feeling fearful and also queasy as he pictured himself punished by Olivia after flirting with college boys for nothing. He had even sat on one of their laps, and all for a measly ten bucks. He hoped the guy had a roll of quarters in his pocket, but knew that was just wishful thinking. “How had this happened?” he wondered, but he knew the answer. Olivia happened.

With increasing trepidation, Randy walked up to his tormentor’s front door and rang the door bell. It was only after the loud chimes went off that he realized her parents could be there. He was actually relieved when Olivia opened the door.

"Come in," she said turning on her heels.

"I was worried your parents might answer," confessed Randy.

"And what if they had? I still work at Frank's as far as they're concerned. You're simply my coworker. No problems," scoffed Olivia. "Now where you do have a problem is tips. I assume the $10 is all that you made for me?"

"You were my only other customers and you didn't tip me," complained Randy.

"Watch it Sissy," warned Olivia as she raised her eyebrow, "it sounds like you're trying to blame me."

"N-no," stammered Randy. "I wasn't."

“Alright, go up to my room and strip down to your underwear."

Randy put his head down and climbed the stairs up to her bedroom. It was only now that he was climbing that he remembered just how much his legs were killing him.

Standing in the middle of Olivia's room, he felt so exposed as he stripped off his uniform down to just his bra, panties, and stockings. He decided that he had better keep his heels on, but he wasn't sure if he'd get in trouble for removing them or not.

When Olivia entered the room, she looked different. She actually looked amazing. She was wearing a black corset and a black leather skirt. She had put her hair up and her makeup was much heavier than it had been. On her feet were a pair of black leather boots that went up to her knees and had four inch spiked heels.

"Get on your knees bitch and present me with my money," commanded Olivia. Randy dropped to the floor and attempted to hand it to her.

"No, hold both of your hands in front of you and place the money in your outstretched palms as an offering to your Goddess."

Randy felt silly, but he attempted to obey. Olivia picked up the ten dollar bill and sneered at Alexander Hamilton with a contempt worthy of Aaron Burr—the man who shot Hamilton in a duel.

"You saw what I was doing. I gave them great service and I flirted more than ninety-nine percent of the waitresses I've ever had," whined Randy.

"Silence! I don't want your excuses, I want my money. You will have to be punished for disappointing me."

"I'm sorry," pleaded Randy.

"If you’re not sorry now, you're certainly going to be. Now, lay your disgusting body down on your stomach," demanded Olivia.

As soon as Randy complied, she made him stretch his arms towards the headboard, where she had already attached leather restraints. She deftly secured his wrists in the bands she quickly tightened, leaving him helpless. Then, she pulled Randy's panties down to his knees and secured his ankles to the foot of the bed. This was something new and it frightened him.

"Feeling kind of vulnerable?" she asked in a mocking tone, as she kneaded his soft hairless ass with her hands. They were surprisingly strong for a girl of her size, but they were still delicate and porcelain. These hands were the veterans of many manicures and spa treatments, but nary a minute of manual labor of any kind.

"Extremely," replied Randy nervously looking over his shoulder at the beautiful young woman who would soon begin punishing him.

"Good," replied Olivia holding up a black leather belt. "You should. I made my mother get this belt for me at Neiman Marcus. It's Prada and it cost over $400. I really like it, but I never really seem to find the right opportunity to wear it. Prada leather is amazing though. I love it because it's so soft and soothing on the skin. I don't think you're going to find it very soothing, however."

"I'll do better next time," begged Randy.

"Yes you will," replied Olivia as her belt cut through the air and left a cerise stripe on Randy's naked buttocks.

"Ow! That hurt," cried out Randy.

"Damn, how did I forget to gag you?" Olivia giggled at her own forgetfulness as she reached into her nightstand. "I've got just the thing for you Sissy."

"I don't need a gag," protested Randy.

"Oh, but you do," said Olivia forcing a black rubber cock into his startled mouth. "Believe it or not, this was only $13, but perfect for silencing you and humiliating you at the same time."

"Mpph!" grunted Randy in pure frustration, but Olivia was already locking the gag into place by the time he started screaming ineffectually and almost silently with the long thick phallus firmly inside his mouth.

"I definitely would have preferred to have you count out each spanking, but I'm afraid you're not used to it and it won't be long until you would be screaming your little sissy head off. The last thing I need is the neighbors asking my folks about your girlish screams," explained Olivia. "I think we'll start with twenty since that was how much your tip was supposed to be."

The belt cut through the air and smacked his defenseless ass once more. Olivia let out a small excited yelp when she saw that she had managed to crisscross the two blows she had struck. Tears were already welling up in Randy's eyes and he was thrashing wildly trying to get away, but he was not going to escape from the leather restraints that Olivia had used on that easily.

She put her knee on the small of his back to him to the bed and informed him, "The more you struggle like this, the longer it's going to take and the worse it's going to be for you. I'd tell you to act like a man, but we both know that's never going to happen, so try to act like a big girl and it'll all be over before you know it."

When she had him calmed down a little, she unleashed two more stinging blows—each landing within a couple of inches from the reddening cross made by the first two strikes. Before she got to ten strikes with her belt, Randy was a blubbering mess. She was not going to take it easy on him, however, and the next ten strikes were just as ferocious as the first ones were.

By this point, Randy had withdrawn within himself, and had stopped thrashing. His butt was on fire and his body was in severe pain, but his mind was millions of miles away from here.

As the last slap of the belt on tender butt cheek was still reverberating through her bedroom, Olivia sat on the bed next to her quivering sissy.

"You know, if you do a better job tomorrow, I won't have to punish you like this. You're working an eight hour shift and instead of making twenty dollars an hour, I'm going to be nice and just say you need to earn a nice round $120. I'm sure if you're your sexy and flirtatious self, you'll have no trouble earning that much.”

Randy trembled in fear and frustration at this, but Olivia didn’t care. She calmly continued, “Now, I'm going to ungag you and take off the cuffs, but I don't want to hear your crying or complaining, and I certainly don't want to hear you telling me that you can't do this again tomorrow. I just want you to quietly put on your clothes. When you're done, I'm going to help you clean off your makeup so that it's all gone before your parents see you. Do you understand me, Sissy?"

Randy wearily nodded his head and that was enough for Olivia who quickly took out the gag and undid the cuffs. As Randy sat up on the bed, a burning pain shot through his ass cheeks, and he somehow managed to suppress his desire to scream out. Instead, he whimpered a soft and barely audible "ow."

"Yeah, it's probably not a good idea for you to sit down for awhile," said Olivia. "I mean I guess you don't have much of a choice when you're driving home, but otherwise I'd avoid it."

Olivia was true to her word and after Randy had changed his clothes, she led him into her bathroom and used makeup remover, cold cream, and good old fashioned soap and water to remove any trace of makeup from his face.

"Thank you for helping," said Randy.

"I don't mind, but having to put on and take off your makeup all the time is going to get really tired. You're going to have to learn to do that for yourself as soon as possible," said Olivia. "There are a few things we need to work on as far as making you a more passable girl in general. I guess this all takes time."

"I'll do my best," replied Randy.

"I know you will. You'd be pretty foolish not too, right? Anyway, your shift tomorrow is from four to midnight, so I'll want you here by three to get you ready."

"But Mia said I had to be there by noon."

"Then be here by eleven. The only problem with this plan is that it's going to be really time consuming. Even when you're able to do your own makeup, you're still going to need a place to change, right?"

"Yeah I will," replied Randy almost apologetically, even as he asked himself, “That’s the only problem?”

"Princess! We're home," called a male voice from downstairs.

"Hi dad, I just got home from work and I'm exhausted," yelled Olivia. "I'll be down in a moment. One of my coworkers came home with me."

"Oh nuts," said Randy.

"No big deal," said Olivia studying Randy's face for any trace of remaining makeup. "You'll get to meet my parents. There are plenty of guys who work at Frank's. We'll just tell them you're a coworker.

They walked down the stairs together looking like two friends. Olivia's parents looked so glamorous compared to his own who were the same age, but certainly not in the same social circles.

"Hey princess," said Mr. Brent. "Who is your friend?"

"This is Sa--Randy," tripped Olivia. "We worked together tonight and he gave me a ride home." Olivia could see that her father didn't notice her verbal slip, but she thought she noticed her mother raise an eyebrow.

"Why didn't you take your car?" asked Mrs. Brent.

"We carpooled," said Olivia. "You know, to save gas."

"Well look at you," said Mr. Brent. "You're getting frugal too now that you're earning your own money. I'm so proud of you. How does it feel?"

"I can't say I like the work," sighed Olivia, "I put a lot of work into one table and they gave me a crummy $10 tip on a $90 check. The people there are nice though."

"How do you like it, Randy?" asked Mrs. Brent.

"It's a job, you know?"

"Is Olivia a good worker?" asked Mr. Brent beaming with pride.

There was a part of Randy that wanted to scream out and tell him just what his little princess had done to him, but instead he meekly replied. "She's the best. She's just great."

"See, I knew you'd be good at this if you put your mind to it," said Mr. Brent.

"Yeah dad."

"I had better leave," said Randy. "I don't want my parents to worry about me."

"Well Randy, it's nice to meet you," said Mr. Brent extending a firm handshake. After shaking his hand, Randy turned to Mrs. Brent who reluctantly extended a dead fish to the clueless boy.

It was almost one in the morning when Randy stepped through the door of his own home. His dad was up watching television in the dark, but everybody else had long since gone to sleep. Randy was exhausted and only wanted the comfort of his own bed.

"Jack Riley called me today," said Randy's father without even looking up at his son. "You kind of left him in a lurch when you didn't show up at work this afternoon."

"I'm sorry dad. I totally forgot."

"I thought you wanted this job, Randy. That's not only totally irresponsible, but both Jack and I called your phone several times today and there was no answer."

"I got distracted dad," said Randy knowing he sounded lame, but not wanting to admit that he was mincing around in a dress while his cell phone was tucked safely in his pants pocket in Olivia's bedroom.

"That's not like you, Randy. At least it never has been. I've always tried to cut you some slack and stay out of your business and you've never given me reason to snoop around. Now, you're failing your responsibilities though and I have to wonder if it's drugs or something else."

"Dad, I missed one day of work."

"Missing a day of work was very irresponsible and you're very lucky that Jack and I are old friends, but an even bigger concern to me is that I couldn't reach you for over eight hours. I lied to your mother and told her I talked to you because if I hadn't we'd be at the police station filing a missing persons report right now."

"I'm sorry dad."

"You need to call Jack and make it right with him. One of the other employees had to cover your shift today, so I promised Jack that you'd take his shift tomorrow to make it up to him."

"Dad, I can't work tomorrow," said Randy. He knew that there was no way Olivia would let him out of his shift at Frank's, but even as the words escaped his lips he could feel just how disappointed his dad would be in him.

"Why not Randy?  What's so important?"

"Tomorrow's Sunday dad. I don't work on Sunday."

"Are you serious? You need priorities son and fast. You're on summer break so every day is Sunday for you."

"I'll call Mr. Riley in the morning and try and get things straightened out," promised Randy. "I'm sorry about today too."

"I love you son, though I'm really disappointed in you right now. You know if you're having any problems, you can talk to me, right?"

"Sure dad, I'm alright though."

"I hope so son. I really do."

Climbing up the stairs to his room, Randy felt about two inches tall. He wasn't used to being a disappointment to his father. He compared how he felt to the intense pride that Mr. Brent seemed to have for Olivia.

He was so lost in his thoughts that he sat on his bed to take off his shoes and socks. He immediately regretted his lack of attention. His behind was still throbbing from the punishment that Olivia had inflicted on him. It was such a kick in the gut that Olivia's father was so proud of her for his effort while she did absolutely nothing. Then to come home and have his own father dismiss him as lazy and possibly on drugs because he had to ignore his own responsibilities.




EPILOGUE

Diana Brent stood in front of the mirror in the master bathroom scrubbing off the cosmetics that helped conceal the unfortunate effects of forty-one years of living. She'd always been the type of girl who looked put together even without makeup, but she knew that the right shadowing, blending, and enhancing could help any woman maintain a youthful appearance.

A strange thought occurred to her as she stared at her own reflection. The proper makeup could help anybody maintain a feminine image, even if that person wasn't even a woman to start with.

The school had sent her and Oliver pictures of the poor boy who their daughter had made go to prom in a dress and she had a curious hunch that she just to check out. Opening up the pictures, she stared at the boy; well he was hardly a boy after Olivia was done with him. She studied his face closely and decided that boy was definitely the boy that Olivia had over tonight. She wished she had paid attention when the principal told her the boy's name. Was it Randy? It could have been.

She wondered just what game her daughter was playing. Was this Randy a willing participant?  She figured he probably was not, and she also decided not to tell her husband Oliver what she suspected. He'd never understand that girls need their toys too.

When he was busy playing with his Nintendo, Diana had been playing with the neighborhood boys. That was the nature of things after all. Learning how to control and manipulate boys was just part of growing up. She smiled to herself as she contemplated her next move.
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""I'm really sorry about missing work yesterday, Mr. Riley," apologized Randy, speaking into hisiPhone.

"You really let us down, Randy. You didn't just let me down, but you let down your coworkers. Somebody had to cover for you, you know."

"I know. I know I screwed up and I promise that it won't happen again."

"I like you Randy and your father is one of my oldest friends. Honestly, if you were anybody else, you'd be fired right now."

"I understand, Mr. Riley."

"Well, it's water under the bridge now. Just make sure it doesn't happen again. I'll see you when you come in today."

"Actually, I can't come in today," replied Randy apologetically.

"Your father swore that you'd be able to."

"I know, but my dad wasn't in contact with me at that time, and he didn't know my schedule. I never would have agreed to come in."

"Is your conflict more important than your job?"

Randy thought about it. He contemplated just what Olivia had on him. Could she ruin his life at college with it? Yes, everybody would think of him as a degenerate and a freak. Would she use it on him? In a heartbeat. "I'm afraid it is, sir," replied Randy.

"Very well, Randy. I'm afraid I'm going to need somebody more dependable, however. I'm sorry it didn't work out for you with us."

"Me too, Mr. Riley," replied Randy. He had let his father down and Mr. Riley as well. He was actually one of the most dependable people he knew. Unfortunately, he was also totally under Olivia's thumb.

"Since you'll be waitressing all day today, I'm doing your makeup a bit differently," explained Olivia.

"Differently or just more heavily," complained Randy. "I look trashy."

"You don't look trashy," assured Olivia, "but you do look a bit flirtier. This can only help you get bigger tips. Getting more tips will save wear and tear on your precious little behind. How does your bubble butt feel anyway?"

"Even sitting on this chair, it still hurts like a mother," replied Randy. The chair at Olivia's vanity was a very heavily padded pink Thomas Chippendale style chair. It should have been like sitting on a cloud.

"Well I'd hate to make it any worse this evening," said Olivia coldly. "I suggest you do much better. Since you're working an eight hour shift, I don't think $100 is out of the question."

Randy did the calculations in his head. If the average table had a tab of around $30, that would be a tip of around $4.50. He'd need twenty-three tips of that size, which would be about three per hour. It was reasonable to expect that he could make that much during the busy times, but it would be very tough to make enough during the dead periods to come up with $100.

"That's too much," complained Randy.

"You think so?" asked Olivia. "You’d really better hope it's not."

"Fine. I'll do my best to make that much, I promise.”

"Good, because I plan on giving you one swat on your oh so tender behind for every dollar under you are. Now, let's go downstairs. I think I heard Melanie pull up."

Olivia led her feminized substitute down the stairs and threw open the door, only to find that it was her mother —and not Melanie—who had arrived.

"Mom?" announced the startled Olivia.

"That's right," replied Diana, “hey, aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

"No, I was just visiting with Sa-Sandra from work."

"Well you've certainly made friends quickly," replied Diane. "Who was that boy from yesterday."

"That was Randy."

"Wait a second, you two look alike. Sandy and Randy? Are you two related?"

Randy froze like a deer in headlights not knowing what to say before Olivia intervened, "They're twins mom."

"Not identical," added Randy.

"Well, I would hope not. The resemblance is uncanny though, but of course you can't be identical because Randy is a boy and you are a girl, right?"

"Right," stumbled Randy.

"Oh there's Melanie now," observed Olivia. "She's giving Sandy a ride."

"Well, I won't keep you. It was nice meeting with you, Randy."

"It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Brent," said Randy before practically wiping out on the front porch as he tried to race in his heels. He hurried to the sanctuary of Melanie's waiting car and climbed in past a startled Oliver Brent.

"Who was that?" called out Oliver.

"Just a friend of Olivia’s...from work," replied Diana with knowing smirk.

"She sure makes a lot of them," beamed Oliver.

***

Randy knew that he had no time to waste. He had to be out there waiting tables from start to end if he was going to hit his quota from Olivia. He would be entitled to both a thirty and a fifteen minute break, but he wouldn't take either if it meant that he could use that time to earn more tip money.

He had twenty dollars of his own money with him, but Melanie kept track of tips and even if he got away with padded the tips with the $20, he didn't have a job anymore, so definitely had no money to spare pretending it was tip money. 

Randy checked his reflection and licked his lips. He then strode up to Melanie with all the confidence he could muster, "I know that you don't have any reason to help me or anything, but I'd be extremely grateful if you could make sure I get a lot ofgood tables tonight."

"What do you mean by good tables?" asked Melanie.

"I need to do $100 in tips tonight or Olivia's going to take it out on my ass and I already can't sit down. If I don't make $100, I won't survive tonight."

"I'm sympathetic, but how are we supposed to know the good tables the second people walk in? $100 is huge to make selling double cheeseburgers and milkshakes."

"You know who the regulars are, right? Plus, you can tell who is a professional with some cash and who is a down on his luck student. Give me some single guys I can flirt with."

"My, you want to flirt? I never thought I'd hear that from you."

"Yeah, I want to flirt," admitted Randy. "I'll do anything to avoid another beating."

"I'll see what I can do," said Melanie. "I have to look out for my little sister too. Why don't you take care of the guy in the corner? He looks single and professional."

Randy looked over and saw a young professional man still wearing his suit coat from work as he looked nervously at his cell phone. He looked agitated, but he also looked like he did something important. "Ok, he's mine then."

"Go get him."

Randy hiked up his skirt a bit and approached the man's table. He sat down in the empty chair across from the businessman to bring himself down to the man's level.

"Hi there," said Randy in his most perky and outgoing voice,"I'm Sandy and I'll be your server tonight."

"Hi Sandy, I'm Paul," said the man without really looking up to make eye contact.  This wasn't starting out well.

"What can I get you to drink, Paul?"

"Just a diet cola," replied the fidgety businessman.

"We have amazing onion rings and cheese sticks, can I get you anything to start?"

"No, just the drink." He looked at Randy like it was the dumbest suggestion that he had ever heard.

"Okay, just the drink," said Randy. He went to get the drink order after seeing a family of four sit down in his section. Mia smirked as she got a closer look at Randy and noticed the hiked up skirt and overly made over face.

"Somebody must have had quite a talk with Olivia last night," said Mia. "You're trying to sexy your way into bigger tips?"

"She did more than talk to me," confessed Randy. "She beat the tar out of me."

"Delicious, I would have liked to have seen that."

Randy was so frustrated with Paul. Every customer and every tip had become so important if he wanted to avoid another punishment.

Randy brought Paul his entree. He had just ordered a cheeseburger and fries. Originality was not this guy's strong point. "Can I get you anything else?"

"No, thanks, just the check, I guess," replied the man.

"Sure thing," replied Randy. "Are you alright?"

"Why do you ask?"

"Well, you keep checking for messages and you seem really agitated."

"I'm negotiating a deal, you wouldn't understand," said Paul. "This guy is jerking me around and I'm going to lose a six figure deal if I don't cave into his blackmail."

"I don't know much about finance, but I do know a bit about blackmail."

"You're an expert on blackmail?"

"No, not on extortion, but I'm being blackmailed by this girl."

"Oh, emotional blackmail, I get you."

"Well, the one thing I know about blackmail is the more you give in, the more they'll ask for the next time, and there will always be a next time.  Enjoy your dinner, Paul."

When Randy returned with the check, Paul was less fidgety. He seemed to be much more relax and even smiling.

"I wanted to tell you, I took your advice and didn't give in. The guy threatened to walk out on the deal, but he knows it's good for both of us. When I held my ground, he finally caved."

"Well that's great, Paul," said Randy. "I can see you've got a weight off of your shoulders already."

"I do," replied Paul. "Here's $40. Please keep the change, I owe you one."

"Wow! Thanks a lot. You have no idea how much this means to me."

After only one customer, Randy was already almost twenty-five-percent of the way to his goal. If he thought it would be easy though, he had another thing coming.

Throughout his shift, Melanie noticed just how different the feminized waitress was from yesterday. He was bubbly, vivacious, and flirty. He was the best waitress she'd ever managed. Her sister Mia was a good waitress, but Randy made every single customer feel important. Unfortunatelyfor Randy, Melanie wasn't the only one who noticed him.

Mia had been excited to have him working at the restaurant with her, but now that he was proving to be better at the job than she was, she was beginning to get very jealous of him.

The person she really would have preferred not notice was Jordan, a tall athletic looking busboy who was a couple of years older than them. He hadn't paid much attention to Randy yesterday, but that was plain and nervous Randy. With the sexier look and more outgoing personality, Jordan was definitely smitten.

Mia noticed Jordan watching Sandy work from the kitchen and approached him,"You like her, don't you?"

"It shows, huh?" he asked.

"You're looking at her like a starving man looks at a steak," said Mia.

"Do you blame me? She's hot and I can tell she's fun too. She's got a great smile."

"Sure you were looking at her smile," giggled Mia.

"Hey, don't tell her I was checking her out."

"Afraidshe'll think you're a stalker?"

"It'd just make things really awkward."

"I can find out if she likes you, you know?" offered Mia.

"Really? That'd be great."

"I'm happy to do that. I happen to know she's not seeing anybody," said Mia.

Things were going to get a lot more interesting at work she decided.  She got her phone out and began to text Olivia.

Mia: Olivia, we have an opportunity. I need your opinion.

Olivia: What???

Mia: Jordan is crushing on our little Sandy big time. I can get

him to ask her out.

Olivia: No way!! That'd be awesome, but can you get her to

accept?

Mia: If she thinks you'll be upset if she doesn't, I can probably

get her to do quite a bit.

Olivia: Do it! Tell her I'll beat her ass if she doesn't show him

she's just as smitten with him.

***

"How are you doing with tips, Sandy?" asked Mia as Randy walked back to the kitchen with another order. "I've seen you hustling up a store out there."

"I'm at just over eighty dollars with two hours to go to hit my goal," explained Randy.

"Well, you have a new goal," said Mia slyly.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, you know Jordan?"

"The busboy," replied Randy. "Sure I know him."

"He's got a crush on you."

"No way!"

"Oh yes, and your new goal is to make him think you like him too," said Mia her face twisted into a broad smile.

"No, that's not just a mean thing to do to me," said Randy, "but we're going to break his heart."

"You had better be sure that you don't break his heart," replied Mia. "I've already talked to Olivia and she's insisting on it."

"Oh God," cursed Randy.

Randy was very upset at this new command. He had no interest in boys and the girls knew it, they just found it really fun to make him act like a girl with a boy. It not only humiliated Randy, but it also seemed terribly unfair to Jordan who would think the girl he had a crush on liked him too.

Jordan's job at Frank's was very important to him. The short order cooks were all men and some of the managers were male too, but all the servers were young women. They usually were able to bus their own tables as a tray with two burgers and a milkshake or two wasn't particularly cumbersome. However, every now and then there would be a big order that would require a bus boy. He also made himself helpful by doing odd jobs and little things that otherwise the servers would have to take care of.

It was about ten minutes after Mia dropped the news about Jordan on Randy like a ton of bricks when he found himself in need of Jordan's help bussing a large order. He knew that talking to Jordan would give him an opening for future conversations and this was only going to get him in trouble, but he didn't see a lot of choices.

Swallowing nervously, Randy said,“Jordan, I need your help with table fourteen."

"Sure thing," said Jordan accompanying Randy to the kitchen where he began loading plates on a large tray that he was quite skilled at handling.  Together they returned to the table and Randy proceeded to serve the large family celebrating a child's birthday. 

Randy had made sure to make a big deal about the child as this seemed to have all the makings of a big tip if he played his cards right. He was playful, bubbly, and funny, all of it as Jordan was looking on appreciatively.

As they walked back from the table, Jordan took the opportunity to start a conversation. "Sandy, I know you know my name, but I don't think we've ever been formally introduced.  I'm Jordan Graves."

"Hi Jordan, I'm Sandy...Brent," replied Randy suddenly remembered that he was supposed to be working with the same last name as Olivia had.

"You're a great waitress. I'm sure you're going to be happy here."

"Thanks," said Sandy. "I guess I'm just good with people."

"Definitely," said Jordan. "We're much better off having you here...financially I mean."

"I know what you meant," lied Sandy. "I appreciate it."

"Would you like to go out sometime? I mean, we'd just go as friends of course."

"I think I'd like to go out with you, but do we have to be just friends?" asked Randy. "I mean maybe that's all we'll be, but limiting ourselves before we even get to know each other seems really restrictive."

"Of course you're right," replied Jordan hardly believing his own ears. He had hoped that maybe when they got better aquatinted she might be open to dating him, but she actually wanted a date before she even got to know him. This was a few steps passed what Randy had planned for himself. He needed to choose a place to go and a time. "I better get back to the kitchen. We'll talk later tonight."

"Sounds good," said Randy gently.

Randy tried not to think aboutthis latest humiliation too much. He was busy enough taking orders and doing his job. He still hated the thought that he would get further spankings tonight. He didn't even think about Jordan for another hour before Mia told him that she had heard all about their conversation from Jordan. He was definitely smitten with her.

"I'm only doing what you told me to," said Randy. "That doesn't mean I have to like it."

"How are you going to feel when he's kissing you?" asked Mia. She then started laughing right in his face when she saw him blushing at the suggestion. 

Thanks to the large party, Randy had successfully met his quota. Olivia would be getting her money and hopefully she would be staying off his back and even more importantly off his butt. Unfortunately, this thing with Jordan was a new obstacle and a new burden he'd have to deal with. The restaurant was closed and Randy just wanted to get home now.

"I will do what I have to do, but I just think trying to make us boyfriend and girlfriend is so wrong."

"Maybe, but you'll do what Olivia tells you to do, right?"

"Yeah, I guess so," replied Randy.

"Then before you go, you need to go talk to Jordan. I gave him a few suggestions for possible dates."

"You didn't."

"I kind of did," smirked Mia.

"Aw Hell," moaned Randy.

"Hey girls," said Jordan.

"Well there he is now," replied Mia.

"Excuse me?" asked Jordan.

"Oh, we were just talking about you," replied Mia.

"I hope you don't mind," said Randy.

"No, not at all. Just so you were saying good things."

"Oh, she was saying some very good things," replied Mia. "Have you two decided where you're going to go for the big date?"

"Well, I liked your suggestion about Caprice and then maybe dancing," replied Jordan. "I mean if that's alright with Sandy."

"Oh what girl wouldn't want to go to a fancy French restaurant like Caprice.  I'd even go with you if she turned you down."

"I sure would," said Giana stepping out of the kitchen.

"That would be fine, thank you," replied Randy before noticing he was getting a stink eye from Mia. "I mean, I'm just happy to get to spend some time with you.  He stepped forward and kissed his coworker on the lips. Jordan blushed profusely wondering who else saw this hot girl kissing him. Mia smiled to herself. Things were going better than even she imagined.

"Aw, that was so romantic," said Giana. "I told you that you'd meet somebody, Sandy."

"Frank's is not paying you all to stand around," said Melanie. "Let's close so that we can all go home."

"Sure Melanie," said Randy. He didn't much want to be done because that meant facing Olivia, but at least he had made the money she demanded.

***

"Come on in," said Olivia greeting Randy at the door and leading him up to her bedroom, away from the prying eyes of her parents.

"I made $108 dollars in tips tonight," replied Randy as soon as they were out of earshot. "You told me I had to make $100."

"See, you're learning," beamed Olivia. "I appreciate the extra $8 too. You just bought me my morning coffee."

"So uhm, no punishment tonight, right?" asked Randy.

"Do you think you deserve a punishment?" asked Olivia raising an eyebrow.

"No ma'am, I did everything you asked of me," answered Randy.

"And did you do everything Melanie and Mia told you to do as well?" asked Olivia.

"Yes, everything," replied Randy nervously.

"I agree, you did.  I'm very proud of you," praised Olivia as she opened the door to her bedroom.  Randy could see that on her bed she had every sexy outfit he'd ever seen her in laid out on her bed and even some things that he'd never seen before. "That's why there won't be a punishment tonight, but we do have other things to discuss."

"Like what?" asked Randy

"Well, like your big date for one thing. Mia told me all about your big date."

"I wouldn't call it a date."

"Why not? A boy who is obviously very attracted to you just asked you to go out with him, and you happily agreed.You even kissed him.  That sure sounds like a date to me."

"I don't like boys, Olivia."

"Really? Cause those seem to be the only people you ever spend any time with romantically.  Besides, with all the hours that you're working, I definitely think a social life will be good for you."

"This isn't a social life," complained Randy. "I'm only doing this because you'll punish me if I don't."

"That might be a good thing to remember," suggested Olivia. "However, remember I'll also punish you if you don't do a good job of it or if you don't seem excited and enthusiastic about doing it.  Actually, that goes for anything.  So what were you saying about going out with...what's his name again?"

"I can't wait to go out with Jordan," gushed Randy with all the mock enthusiasm he could muster. "He's so dreamy."

"Excellent! clapped Olivia. "Now, take off that disgusting uniform.  Let's find you a dress to wear for your big date."

"Does it have to be a dress? I bet I'd look prettier in a pair of jeans."

"Sweetie, I wish you could, but you just don't have the ass for it. I'm afraid it's going to be dresses and skirts for my girl. Now, stop stalling."

Over the next twenty-five minutes, Olivia had Randy try on all her best dresses; the tight purple dress with the transparent lace over the arms and shoulders, the scarlet dress with the halter top and the great slit up the front, the pink ribbed mini-dress that seemed to say virginal and slut at the exact same time. She would have Randy model and pose and look in the mirror. 

Randy couldn't believe how good he looked in each of her outfits, but still she kept rejecting them.  Finally, he put on the magenta wrap dress that seemed as if it was designed for him.  The dress was tight and sexy.  It seemed to hug Randy's body creating curves where there weren't any and concealing what masculine shape the slim boy had. All that Olivia could say after she zipped him up and made Randy turn around was, "oh my, that's it."

"It's not too tight?"

"Honey, boys like tight and this is going to absolutely drive that boyfriend of yours insane!"

"He's not my boyfriend," protested Randy.

"Not yet," replied Olivia.

A knock on the door interrupted the reverie briefly. "Oh shit," muttered Randy.

"Hello," called out Olivia.

"Hi," said Diana Brent opening the door and immediately turning her attentions towards Randy.

"Mom, this is Sandra from work," explained Olivia.

"Of course, I remember meeting her as she was leaving yesterday."

"Well, she has a date with a guy from work and I told her we could find her something to wear in my closet," explained Olivia.

"How lucky you are that you're both the same size," said Diana. "You have a lot of nice things that you never get to wear; I think it's a great idea."

"Thanks mom," replied Olivia breathing a sigh of relief.

"I think that halter dress would look amazing on her," offered Diana.

"Yeah, uhm we'll keep that in mind, mom."

"Try it on, Sandra. I'd like to see it on you," suggested Diana.

"Right now?" asked Randy.

"Why not?" said Diana. "I'm happy to give a second opinion."

"Mom, I think Sandy feels a bit self-conscious about her body."

"Well, it doesn't look like she's got anything to be self-conscious about," said Diana. "I think Randy would look good in most of your outfits."

"That's Sandy," corrected Randy. The ashen hue that he had just turned belied the idea that this was anything but the most desperate of Hail Mary passes.

"Really? Because the first time I met you, I was introduced to you as Randy.  What name did you use for the prom?"

"Mom, I can explain," stumbled Olivia fearing just what her dad might do if he found out what she had done.

"It's not what you think it is," said Randy.

"Sissy, are you in the habit of interrupting two women when they are talking in your presence?Because if you are, my daughter has been very lax in your training," snapped Diana leaving no doubt as to who was in control. "Go into the corner facing the wall and clasp your hands behind your back. If we wish to her from you, we will address you."

Randy just stood there shocked that Olivia's mother would speak to him in such a manner. "Mrs. Brent, aren’t you going to make Olivia stop...?"

"Sissy!The correct response is ‘Yes Ms. Brent,’ followed by a proper curtsey and then doing what the fuck you were told."

"Yes Ms. Brent," said Randy giving a clumsy attempt at curtseying.

"I am so confused now mom," said Olivia. "Am I in trouble or not?"

"I'm sure you've heard about boys and their toys," said Diana. "Girls have their toys too and it's only natural for you to have a sissy to play with. I knew at a very early age you took after me and would have no trouble wrapping the weaker sex around your finger. It's time we have a bit of a talk though."

"Honestly, I think I actually want to have this talk with you," replied Olivia.

"Okay," said Diana beginning to sound like a mom again. "I guess the first thing I'd want to tell you is that what you've been doing is pretty normal, but you are really invested in it in a way I never was."

"I don't think I understand," replied Olivia. "What's normal?"

"Keeping boys as pets is extremely normal, seeing what you can make them do is very normal, and feeling your own power is—you guessed it—a normal part of growing up."

"I really hadn't thought about it before, but I have kind of wondered if I was like a pervert or something."

"Not at all," said Diana. "If there's a pervert it's probably Randy over there."

Randy looked back at Diana as if he wanted to defend himself, but a wave of her hand told him that he had better turn back around.

"Did you have pets when you were my age?"

"Oh yes, I had so many and I had them in college and when I was in my twenties too.  It's such an amazing feeling to totally dominate a man, once you taste it you want more."

"That's how I feel," confessed Olivia. "I always want to push him further and further."

"And that's where problems can arise."

"How so?"

"Well, you saw what happened at prom, right?"

"Yeah, but I would have gotten away with it if I hadn't had bad luck."

"Bad luck is just part of the game," cautioned Diana. "What you need to do is protect yourself against bad luck and if you can't avoid it completely, you have to set things up so it doesn't get traced back to you."

"I guess that makes sense."

"Take Randy, for example. You keep having him come over as both a guy and a girl and you have him come over dressed as a guy to get ready for work."

"Yeah, so?"

"So? So that's how I busted you.  I noticed how similar Randy and Sandy looked to each other, not to mention their names."

"I guess that was kind of obvious," admitted Olivia sheepishly.

"It was, but there's more. What happens if your father puts two and two together?"

"Then I'm really in trouble."

"Exactly! He's pompous sometimes and he thinks you’re his little princess, but he's not a stupid man," warned Diana. "Randy can't come here any more if you're going to have Sandy come here. He needs to be dressed before he comes here.  He can change into the uniform here, but he had better be Sandy already when he walks in the door."

"I want him to learn to do his own makeup."

"Great, then there's no time like the present."

"Ms. Brent, I don't mean to interrupt, but I can't get dressed at home.  My parents would find out," interjected Diana.

"And why should Olivia or I care?" asked Diana rhetorically. "I can assure you if you told them that anybody put you up to this, then I'm sure your friends would love pictures of you working at Frank's? Is that what you want?"

"No ma'am."

"Since your manners are improving, I will offer a suggestion. Maybe you need to change in your car, or a public restroom, or maybe you could rent a storage space.  None of that makes any difference to Olivia. All she cares about is that you're here and dressed appropriately to serve."

"Yes ma'am."

"Now turn back around, sissy. Women are talking," ordered Olivia. Diana chuckled seeing her daughter's dominant side.

"You know, I bet I could get you an appointment for him at the spa I go to," suggested Diana. "They're very discreet and they could make him look much more feminine. He's already quite fetching."

"Oh mom, that would be great!" exclaimed Olivia giving her mother a hug.

"I'll call today."

"Mom, there is one thing I've been wondering about.  Was dad one of your pets?"

"Your father? Oh Heavens no.  There are the boys you play with and the boys you marry," replied Diana. "However, all those skills I developed training and commanding my little pets helped make sure that our marriage was on a firm footing. Honestly, most men your father's age and with his money would have a twenty-one year old fake-breasted trophy wife by now."

"Oh gross!"

"I know, right? Your father wouldn't dare even think of another woman. In fact, he's scared to death I'll get a start sleeping around on him. He knows he'd never find another woman like me."

"He's not really in your league looks wise, though. Don't you ever get tempted?"

"Not really, Olivia. I've had plenty of sex with hot young studs, but your dad and I have a different kind of bond.  Not just because of you, but because of everything we've been through together. It works for us. Now, what's this about a date?"

"Well, I heard from Mia that there's a boy at work that was smitten with our little Sandy. I told her to encourage him to ask her out and to make sure she said yes when she did."

"That's not good."

"Why not? I think it'll be hysterical."

"Do you remember when I gave you those porcelain dolls of mine when you were nine."

"You took them back from me when I chipped one."

"Exactly, I realized that you weren't mature enough for them. I didn't want you breaking your toys before you could appreciate them fully.  It's the same thing with Sandy. So much could happen if he's out on a date alone with a boy.  Have you thought about the repercussions at all?"

"No, I guess I hadn't," replied Olivia. Randy breathed a sigh of relief.

"Is Mia dating anybody?" asked Diana

"Not seriously."

"But she could get a date if she needed one?"

"Tsk, of course," replied Olivia. "She's a goddess mom. Guys would line up for a chance to go out with her."

"Then there's the answer. It needs to be a group date. Then if this guy finds out about Sandy's little secret, you guys can make sure everybody stays safe.

"That's a great idea mom! This way I can watch the little sissy squirm too and take lots of pictures.  It'll be so much more fun."

"Exactly," replied Diana. "Were you going to have him wear that dress? I like what it does to his figure."

"Yeah, I think it looks the best on him of any of my dresses."

"You may step out of the corner now," said Diana. "Twirl for us slowly." Randy did as he was ordered. Diana nodded her approval to her daughter.

"Now, we just need to accessorize."

"What size shoe do you wear?" asked Diana.

"Men's or women's," ma'am?"

"We're trying to match that dress. What do you think?"

"I wear a size nine," replied Randy.

"We'll have to buy him a pair," said Olivia. "That's too big for me."

"That's not too big for me, though," replied Diana and I think I have just the pair.

"You are honestly the best mom ever," gushed Olivia as she hugged her mom.

"Just wait until you see the riding crop I'm going to give you," replied Diana beaming with pride. "For now though, we better let him get back into his boy clothes and send him home. I think I have an old makeup book and some extra unused makeup I can give him to practice with.  Why don't you give him a care package of some things you don't wear that your father won't recognize?  I'll also get him some shoes to wear that aren't quite as dressy as I have in mind for the date. He needs some women's clothes at home for getting changed before he comes here."

***

It was after one when Randy tiptoed in the front door. He had two large suit cases full of the dresses, lingerie, heels, and makeup with him.  He was startled when his father stood up from the couch and turned on a lamp. He had been hoping to avoid any confrontations. "Hi Randy, I talked to Mr. Riley today. Is there something that you'd like to tell me, son?"

"I quit my job," replied Randy. "I'll find another one, I promise."

"We need to have a long talk in the morning. You have really disappointed me and yeah, I'm angry, but I'm more confused. I just need to know what's going on.  Go to bed now, I have expected you to be stoned or drunk. At least I can be thankful that you're not."

"I'm sorry dad."

"Tomorrow morning at seven o'clock before I leave for work we're going to hash things out."

Randy stumbled up the stairs exhausted and scared.  Instead of going right into his bedroom, he stopped at the bathroom to brush his teeth and wash up before bed. Somehow, when he was changing clothes to leave Olivia's home he accidentally left his panties sticking out over the top of his jeans. He wondered just what his father had seen.  This was just going to make an already awkward meeting unbearable.
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Randy awoke with a start to see his father entering his bedroom.  His dad always stayed out of his private space, but today he didn't. He cursed himself out for not putting away the old clothes that Olivia had given him.

His father reached down with his calloused right hand and shook Randy. "I'm already awake dad. I heard you come in."

"Good, I just got off the phone with Mrs. Brent."

Randy turned ashen white at the mention of that woman's name.  This could not be good and he hated to think just what she told his dad.

"It seems that I may have misjudged you and I'm sorry.  I still don't like you quitting on Jack Riley, but now that I talked to Mrs. Brent I understand why you did it."

"Good," replied Randy, more confused than ever.

"The problem with working for the Brents is your not getting social security quarters or building up a documentable work history."

"I know dad," said Randy. "I'll work on that."

"Mrs. Brent wants to see you today as soon as you're up, so get your butt out or bed and get over there."

"Yeah dad sure," replied Randy still tentative.

***

"What the Hell is wrong with you," asked Diana Brent coldly as she stared daggers right through Randy as he stood nervously on her front porch.

"My uh, my dad said you wanted to see me right away," replied Randy scarcely able to my eye contact with the imposing woman interrogating him.

"I did, but I told you last night that it was going to be increasingly difficult to explain your presence here as both a boy and a girl," replied Diana. "That is why you are only to come here dressed as Sandra."

"I'm sorry."

"You will be, I'm sure, when Olivia finds out.  In the meantime come on in and I'll find you something of hers to wear."

"Yes Ms. Brent," replied Randy.

A few minutes later, Randy found himself in Olivia's bathroom.  He had on a white lace bra and bikini panties.  He slid on a designer white t-shirt with an ALX logo on the font, he then stepped into a black floral miniskirt and some white sandals. As he exited the bathroom, Diana critically looked him over. "Does everything fit alright?"

"I guess, but..."

"Speak up," replied Diana impatiently.

"I just hoping I could wear pants."

"You don't have the ass for pants," replied Diana. "Now, I'll help you with your makeup, but I expect you to pay attention because somebody won't always be there to do it for you. Go sit at the vanity."

"Yes, Ms. Brent," replied Randy.

It was almost gentle, maybe even motherly, the way that Diana painted Randy's face while demonstrating to him how each cosmetic was properly applied. They even giggled together a few times.  When Diana was done with him, however, Randy was no longer there.  It was Sandy staring back at him from the mirror.

"Olivia is with her father at tennis, but I wanted a chance to talk to you alone.  Let's go to the solarium and we can discuss things."  She led him to a room he hadn't been in before.  The walls were mostly glass and it let in quite a bit of sunlight even on a cloudy day like today.

"This is a very nice room, Ms. Brent."

"Yes it is," replied Diana. "Now, I wanted to explain some things to you.  Some of what I am going to tell you, I am sure will give some relief. Other things I tell you, you will not like, but it doesn't change your new reality, so you had better learn to accept them."

"Yes, Ms. Brent."

"I am sure your father told you we talked today. When I found out you were going to have to quit your own job in order to fill in for Olivia, I thought it best if I told your father you were working for us; under the table of course."

"Thanks, but my father is still going to be suspicious when I don't earn any money."

"I never said that I would not pay you," scowled Diana. "The reason Olivia is working is because her father is insisting on it. We hardly need the money. I will compensate you for your work for Olivia."

"That's actually a big relief. I need it for when I got to school in September."

"Some of the money you earn will be used to upgrade your wardrobe and basics and the rest will be given to you at the end of summer before I start school."

"What about spending money?"

"Boys waste spending money. I'll tell you what; I'll put you on an allowance of fifty dollars a week, to cover gas and other necessities. The rest you'll get at the end of summer so you can't waste it."

"Yes, Ms. Brent."

"Now, I would like to know a bit about your relationship with my daughter."

"I don't understand."

"Well," continued Diana, "Tell me about when she first started training you."

"It was a couple of days ago, I came over, and she put me in her uniform," said Randy.

Diana gave him a look like he had three heads. "No, she's been training you a lot longer than that. When did she start picking on you if that's easier for you to understand?"

"Oh, I guess it was back in middle school then."

"Continue," instructed Diana.

"Well, she was cheating on a science test back in seventh grade.  The teacher found the cheat sheet that she was using by my desk and accused me.  I told on her."

"I remember that. I got called in to talk to the principal."

"Right, she was angry at me for getting her in trouble. The next week at recess, she told me to meet her at the soccer field.  I didn't know her very well and I had a crush on Olivia at the time. I didn't know how mad she was and I thought she might be coming out to apologize for getting me in trouble, but instead her friends helped her grab me and forced me into this pink princess costume."

"Ah yeah, I remember that costume. She got it for Halloween in third grade. I am shocked you could wear it when you were that old," smirked Diana.

"I had a growth spurt my freshman year. I used to be the smallest boy in the class."

"You're still not very tall," noted Diana. "Continue."

"Well, they stole my clothes and put me into this dress.  They even dragged the tights up my legs and put the shoes and long gloves on me.  They then used a collection of jump ropes to tie me to the swing set. Then came the makeup." Randy was interrupted from his reverie by the sound of Diana laughing.

"I'm sorry, but I'm just imagining this. She really did a number on you."

"She did.  The final touch was a long blonde wig and a tiara."

"You can't be a princess without a crown," smirked Diana, "but why have I never heard about this before."

"Well, I never told."

"Really? Now this is interesting," beamed Diana. "Go on."

"The last thing they did before leaving me like that was to warn me not to tell anybody or they'd do stuff like that to me every week."

"How did you get loose?"

"The next period of recess, some kids went over to use the swing set and they saw me.  By the time the teachers found out, almost the entire eighth grade recess saw me and were laughing at me."

"And you still wouldn't tell on Olivia?"

"No, I knew I wouldn't get in trouble at school and I knew she'd get me much worse."

"You sealed your fate, you know."

"What do you mean?" asked Randy.

"Well, you told on her about the test, but then you were too scared to tell on her after she threatened you.  She knew you were much weaker than her."

"She's a very athletic girl and I was the smallest boy in the class."

Diana laughed at Randy's unintentional joke before gazing at him more sympathetically. "I don't mean physically, though I would doubt she'd have much trouble taking you in a fight either, but I mean emotionally.  You backed down and she knew it was because you were scared of her. She knew that she would always be able to intimidate you."

"I know she did that time, but how could she know she'd always be able to do it."

"Oh honey, my daughter has a very dominant personality.  She takes after me that way. She's a tigress and you're...well don't take this personally, but you're a rabbit. Tigresses don't mate with rabbits, they eat them. This relationship between you two could only ever go one way."

"I guess," replied Randy sullenly.

"If it makes you feel better, a dominant woman will always have a place in her heart for her first sissy.  In her own way, she cherishes you.  She loved that dress and she knew by putting in on you, that she'd be giving it up. You're not without meaning to her."

"So she likes me?"

"In a way," replied Diana. "She doesn't dislike you though; this isn't what it's about.  It's like the old story of the frog and the scorpion."

"So why do you let her do this?"

"Let her? I found out she was doing this only after prom, but would I have let her otherwise? Yes, I would," admitted Diana. "Does that shock you?"

"Yeah, my mom would kill me if I did have the things she does."

"Perhaps, but like I told you, she is very different from you. I know that she's going to be manipulating and controlling men for the rest of her life.  It's just part of her makeup. I think sharpening her claws on you is probably for the best and I will supervise to make sure that she doesn't take things too far."

"And me?"

"Well, I won't tell you to do, but I think by now you'd realize that not keeping Olivia happy doesn't go very well for you."

The front door opened and in came Olivia and her father wearing tennis whites and carrying rackets. Olivia was surprised to see Randy sitting on the couch, although she was quite impressed with the job that her mother had done on his makeup.

"Hey dear, your friend Sandra stopped over.  I told her you'd be right back so that she should just wait."

"Thanks mom, hey Sandra," waved Olivia.

"Hi Sandra," said Oliver. "I think we met the other day."

"That's right, we did sir," confirmed Randy.

"Let's go to my room," said Olivia. "I need to get changed and then we can talk."

Randy followed his mistress to her room and sat on the bed while she showered and changed in the bathroom. Olivia gave her guest a pile of women's magazines to look through to get ideas of how he would like to dress. He shuddered at the very thought.

When Olivia stepped out of the bathroom, Randy was disappointed that she had changed her clothes.  The hope of seeing her soaking wet wrapped only in a towel was probably too much to ask for.

"So what are you doing here?" asked Olivia. "Were you wanting me to refresh the welts on your ass?"

"No Ms. Olivia, your mother told me to come over."

"I don't remember giving you that skirt or that top. I still wear both of those."

"Your mother picked them out for me. I forgot to get dressed before coming over here."

"I remember her telling you that last night," said Olivia. "Make sure you clean and iron those before returning. If you ruin them, it'll be coming out of your hide. You can keep the underwear."

"Yes Ms. Olivia."

"Ms. Olivia, I do like the sound of that," smiled Olivia. "So, have you given any thought to your big date?"

"I haven't been able to think about anything else," replied Randy.

"Wow, some girls get so excited about boys," mocked Olivia.

"You know that's not what I meant," glared Randy.

"Watch the tone and consider your next words very carefully," warned Olivia raising one eyebrow and meeting his stare.

"He's very cute," said Randy trying to fake enthusiasm.

"You'd better keep that excitement up around Jordan when you're at work," threatened Olivia.

"Hey girls!" called Diana from the hallway. "Would you like to go the mall?"

"Yeah!" exclaimed Olivia. "This is going to be a fun afternoon."

"I'm going to have to go too?"

"Yeah, but first you need to powder your nose and freshen up your lipstick."

They rode to the mall in Diana Brent's Lexus ES with Olivia sitting next to her mother in the front seat and Randy in the back.

"After we talked last night," said Diana addressing her daughter. "I began thinking about you and your little sissy slave. I don't want him wearing all your old hand-me-downs. For one thing your dad might get suspicious and for another, I want to support you."

"Oh wow! Thanks mom," clapped Olivia. "Did you hear that Randy?  You'll be getting all your own clothes."

"I heard, Ms. Olivia," replied Randy.

"Then why didn't you thank my mother?" snarled Olivia.

"Thank you, Ms. Brent," croaked Randy his voice cracking with nerves.

"We need to get her all the basics starting with foundation and of course we need to get her a dress for the dance, but let's try to keep the price tag under $2,000."

"Okay mom, we can do that," Promised Olivia.

Randy could scarcely believe the amount of money they were talking about spending to put him in panties and make him date a boy that he didn't want to date.  $2,000 is what Randy would make working half the summer at Frank's Monster Burger. It seemed to defeat the purpose of making him dress up in the first place.

Olivia clapped with excitement as they entered the trendy Eastlake Mall, "This is going to be so much fun. Where should we take her first?"

"This is your show honey," said Diana. "I'm just here to provide support and credit cards."

"Jordan likes tits, legs and ass, not necessarily in that order, so we’d better find the perfect dress for his date here!" exclaimed Olivia.

"How original," laughed Diana. "He wants a slut."

"Well we won't disappoint him," assured Ashley.

"Well if he likes tits, maybe you should start with a bra fitting," suggested Diana.

The mall could still get pretty crowded at peak hours, but it was slowly dying.  Even though people would it would be safe because of its elite's clientele, but it was being strangled by online shopping just like most brick and mortar stores. It was relatively empty as Olivia led her nervous sissy through the cavernous concourse surrounded by brightly lit clothing stores. She pulled him into a large lingerie shop called Embraceable You and made a beeline for the bra section. A myriad of thoughts went through Randy's mind and most weren't good for him. He said a silent prayer that nobody would realize his actual gender or harass them the way only pushy salespeople can, but his worst fears were confirmed when a saleswoman approached them from behind, asking "May I help you?"

Her name tag said Laura and she was a tall brunette who strangely reminded Ryan of a young Katy Perry before she went blonde.  She had long black curly hair that looked good on her even if the style may have been a few years out of date. She wore a dark blue sweater and black stretch pants that looked professional but still showed off her lithe figure.

"Hi, yes I believe you can," smiled Olivia. "He needs to be fitted for a bra."

"He? Oh my," said the woman taken aback.

"Is that going to be a problem?" asked Diana.

"No, it's just...look, he wouldn't be the first guy I ever measured, but you are here because you intend buying something, right? I mean you're not just doing this as a joke or something."

"Do I look like the type of person who spends their time pranking sales staff?" asked Diana rhetorically.

"He needs a lot of things, everything in fact. This could be a very big sale; from bras, to panties, to stockings, but he is very new to this," assured the still perky Olivia.

"In that case, as the store is dead anyway, I'll be happy to give you my full attention. We've got some great things that I think might be just perfect for you. If you could go over to the mirrors next to the counter, we can get started," directed Laura suddenly brightening up.

Returning to them with her tape measure in hand, Laura instructed Oliver to take off his shirt. Reluctantly he slid off his top revealing a slender, but well toned torso without an inch of fat on it.

"I like the bra he's wearing now," said Laura. "It's not one of ours, but it's cute."

"It's one of my old ones," replied Olivia, "but we want one that fits him properly."

Laura took the tape measure and encircled his chest with it a couple of times before coming to the conclusion, "he's a 36A, maybe a 36B."

"I'd like to see him at least a 36B, and I'd prefer a C actually," said Olivia much to Randy's chagrin.

"Why a C cup?" asked Diana.

"Well, I'd like them to be very noticeable."

"I get that, but wouldn't you rather have them look realistic? Besides, haven't all his coworkers seen him with the smaller cups?"

"You have a point," said Olivia. 

"We have some great padded pushup bras that will add at least a cup size. I’ll bet we can get him up to a 36B without needing the chicken cutlets, if we have the right bra. I'll bring some over for him to try on," offered Laura.

"That would be great," replied Olivia.

Randy looked down glumly and feeling very exposed. While they were in an isolated corner of the store on a quiet afternoon, they were still inside a store, in plain view of anybody who happened by and Randy looked like a male other than the fact he was now standing bare-chested and obviously lacking two important pieces of female anatomy.  Over Randy's shoulder, Olivia noticed two girls who appeared to be college age walk into the store.  They were cute girls giggling and laughing to themselves and Olivia immediately got a wicked idea.

"Wow! They really have such a lot of pretty things here. I'm sure we will find you some very sexy lingerie. I bet you can't wait to get into your own bra and feel like a real girl" boomed Kayla, a bit too loud.

"What?" asked Randy furrowing his brow in confusion. "What are you talking about?"

"Oh, I was just saying, I am sure you'll find yourself some great lingerie here and not just bras. They seem to have some really sexy stuff and a girl never forgets her first lingerie." She bellowed.

"Here, I’ve brought a few different styles, so we can see what you like best," beamed Laura as she returned to her reluctant customer. The college girls who had been surreptitiously watching no longer made any pretense of shopping and were now just staring, fully taking it all in and obviously enjoying the show.

Laura held out a white satiny bra and Ryan put his arms through. When she adjusted the straps, he couldn't believe it. He really did appear to have a very full set of 36B breasts. While Olivia's bras were prettier, they didn't enhance the bust like this one did.

"Wow!" exclaimed Olivia, "He's got a rack."

The giggling of the nearby girls didn't go unnoticed by Diana. She called them over to get a closer look. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see that Randy was shaking from fear and humiliation.

"How does that feel?" asked Olivia.

"Fine I guess," asked Randy fumbling behind his back to try and unsnap the strange bra. "I don't know how these things should feel."

"I wouldn't know why not, you've been wearing them every day for the last four days," snapped Diana.

"Like a cloud is hugging you," smiled one of the two college girls. "My mom always said a good bra should feel like a cloud hugging you.  I'm sorry for interrupting, my name is Heidi and this is my friend Robyn. We couldn't help noticing that you're a guy."

"Yeah, why are you trying on bras," giggled her friend.

"Uhm...," Randy had no idea what to say.

"She's my sissy and we're taking him out shopping because he has a date coming up and nothing to wear," interjected Olivia.

"Well we've all been there," joked Robyn, "but what do you mean your sissy?"

"She does what I say and in the rare event she refuses or forgets her place, she's disciplined. Basically, she's my bitch," replied Olivia.

"Does he like it?" asked Heidi.  Laura was as interested in this conversation as the college girls.

"That really isn't my concern," said Olivia.

"Deep down inside I believe he does," added Diana.

"And who are you in this whole drama?" asked Heidi.

"I'm her mother," replied Diana motioning to her daughter.

"This is so cool," said Robyn. "I would love to have my own sissy.  I'd make her go on dates with all the guys who ask me out and review them so I'd know ahead of time if I was just wasting my time."

"I'd have her doing all my housework so that I wouldn't have to," said Heidi.

"Well," suggested Diana, "he needs a lot of things. While we work on a bra, could you find him some panties, stockings, and anything else you think he could use. I've got a platinum card and I'll be happy to use it to help my daughter out."

"This sounds like fun," agreed Robyn.

Heidi brought over a pair of white satin panties that matched the white bra he was wearing. Laura unlocked a dressing room so that he could have a little privacy when he changed, but only minutes later he was forced to reluctantly return to the shop floor clad in just the bra and matching panties. The nightmare only got worse for Randy. While he was putting on the panties, another couple of customers entered the store. This time it was a teen girl and her mother.

"What is going on here?" asked the woman a bit alarmed at the man wearing only a white bra and panties while two women were placing a garter belt around his waist and attaching sheer white stockings to them.

"Oh sorry," replied Heidi. "We are helping this girl find some pretty things for her sissy."

"That doesn't seem appropriate for a public shop like this."

"Oh relax mother," said the girl. "I think it's awesome."

Diana was beaming with pride as she saw the looks of admiration and jealousy on the looks of these other young women who would give anything to have this opportunity to develop their leadership qualities through training their own sissy; something her daughter had been doing for years already.

By the time that they had left the lingerie shop, Randy was the proud owner of a half dozen pairs of panties, three bras, two pairs of pantyhose, a pair of stockings with garter belt, and a baby doll for sleeping purposes. He wondered how Olivia would check on him to make sure he was sleeping on it, but somehow he assumed she'd find a way.  Olivia had done her best to keep the total under $100, but her mom barely seemed to notice the price tags on the lingerie, which she did gladly accept for the chance to watch Olivia dominating Randy so thoroughly.

"Okay, I cooperated through that whole humiliating ordeal," complained Randy. "Can we go now?"

"Not be a long shot, Randy. This is going to be a very long day for you. It's barely even noon," said Diana.

Randy walked through the mall looking like any other girl out for a day shopping. She carried a plethora of shopping bags and was dressed stylishly. She even had gotten pretty good at walking properly by mimicking Olivia. Of course, the low heeled shoes she was wearing made it easier.

"Where do you wan to go next?" asked Diana.

"I'd like to see if my friend Angela is working at Topshop. I'm sure she'd love some business and they always have the trendiest things."

"Does she know about Randy?"

"Of course," replied Diana. "We've used her discount to help him get in touch with his girly side a few times in the past." Randy cringed thinking about the times they had ambushed, blackmailed, or tricked him into women's clothing. He was willing to bet that he had spent more time in dresses than quite a few of his female classmates.

They walked down one wing of the mall and finally came to an expansive store with a black glass entrance. An attractive Korean-American girl who must have stood 2 or 3 inches taller than Randy smiled and greeted them as they entered. She hugged Olivia the way that only really good girlfriends can. The store was also mostly empty at this time and that suited Randy just fine. He figured that the smiling girl was Olivia's friend, Angela.

"So what brings you here today?" asked Angela.

"Well, our friend here needs about everything," said Olivia.

"Oh wow, I didn't even recognize him." Angela suppressed a giggle. "Hi Randy.

"Sandy here is getting in touch with her feminine side," replied Diana. "We're just starting her training, but she has a date coming up this week."

"A date?! Well that's terrific, your timing is perfect. We were packed all morning," replied Angela. "I love that your mom is cool with this."

"I'm more than cool with it," said Diana. "I'm footing the bill."

"He's a size ten," said Olivia.

"Well then," smiled Angela, "I'm glad to help."

"Great," said Diana, "The more feminine, the better."

"Come on over this way...Sandy," smiled Angela, "I think we have some things that will be perfect for you."

Randy was mortified, but cooperated and didn't complain as Angela pulled out outfit after outfit for him. They made him try on dress after dress as they selected outfits that would be stylish while still concealing all evidence of his true gender. They left the store down more than $250 and it would have been worse without Angela pointing out bargains for them as only somebody who worked in the store could.

As they were ready to leave Angela hugged all the girls. As she got to Randy she whispered in his ear, "I can't wait to hear all about your date. You've made my year."

"Th-thanks," stammered Randy unsure what to say as the group left.

"Why did I have to buy so many dresses," asked Randy as they left the store. "It's not like I can wear any of them."

"You need to build up your everyday wardrobe," replied Diana..

"But, it's not like I wear dresses everyday," I responded. "Just the work uniform."

"For now perhaps, but don't count on that always being the case," laughed Diana.

"My mom's right," said Olivia. "We'll have to be careful, but you should be dressing up more outside of work so that you are better able to convince customers that you're a girl. If your parents aren't around, there's no reason you can't practice."

"I need a life," said Randy.

"Your life is serving me. Now let's get you some shoes."

The threesome entered McBride's Shoes.  The store was a small and exclusive little boutique shop where they had everything from a nice comfortable pair of pumps for $50 to a Christian Louboutin pair of patent leather stiletto heels.  "Hello Diana," called the woman behind the counter. "I'll be out to help you in just a moment."

"Take your time Betty," replied Diana. "We'll wait."

"What am I getting anyway?" whined Randy.

"They have very comfortable heels here," said Diana. "I think they might work out well for you for work.  We also should get you a killer pair of heels for your date."

"That sounds great," said Olivia. "I bet the right pair of shoes might just increase his tips."

"Well, it couldn't hurt," agreed Diana.

"Hi," said the tall bottle redhead emerging from behind the cash register. Randy remembered that Diana had called her Betty. He concluded that Diana must be a big customer at this shop and they were giving her their best service.

"Hello Betty, I'm hoping for some help," replied Diana.

"Excellent, so am I getting shoes for you or your daughter or both today?" asked Betty.

"This is my daughter's sissy, Sandra. We'd like to get some heels that are comfortable enough to stand on all day at work.  We also need some party type shoes for a date," replied Diana.

"She's a sissy? Like a sorority sister?" asked Betty.

"No, she's a sissy as in a guy who wears women's clothing," said Olivia.

"So he wants to be a girl?" asked Betty.

"No, but he doesn't want me upset so he dresses that way," replied Olivia her confidence seemingly growing with every shop they enter.

"I see," replied Betty pensively.

"It's alright Betty, I approve," insisted Diana.

"Very well, we have some great shoes that are like standing on a cloud and then we'll work on finding something pretty," said Betty before leaving for the stock room. She returned a couple of minutes later with four boxes. 

Olivia immediately dismissed two of them for not being young looking or sexy enough. "Maybe for a bank teller or something, but our Sandra deserves better."

"These other two are nice though," said Diana. "Start with the black ones, Sandra."

Randy picked up the pumps from the box and then stared at them. "Do you want me to put them on?"

"Don't be daft," said Diana. "That's why you're here."

"Hold on," said Betty. "You need to put on the footies for sanitary reasons."

"She's right, I forgot you weren't wearing hose today," said Olivia.

Randy complied with the request and soon was standing in the new shoes. He didn't want to admit it, but they did feel much better than any heels he had worn before.  If they were going to make him work as a waitress in heels, better these than some of the shoes Olivia had put him in before. It was embarrassing to walk around the store as the girls watched him, but nobody else was in the shop and that made it a little better.

Olivia agreed that these would be the ideal work shoes.  The other pair was simply ridiculous. They were a pair of rhinestone covered pumps made in Spain and had studded straps adorning the front, back, and top of the shoes. The heels were three-and-a-half inches and they were a bronze color.

They left the mall having spent nearly $600 on Randy.  He was ashamed to know own such nice women's clothing.  They piled the packages in the back of the car and then Randy climbed into the back seat being careful not to accidentally expose his panties as he slid.

"You know, now that Sandra has so many clothes, I think it would be an excellent idea if you would give her some guidelines and rules about when she's expected to dress.  You want to make sure she's getting enough practice," suggested Diana.

"That's a great idea mom," said Olivia. "I think you can certainly start wearing lingerie under your male clothes at all times now, Sandy."

"Yes, Ms. Olivia," replied Randy biting back on his anger.

"It'll be good for you," assured Diana.

"We'll talk about outerwear later," said Olivia.

"You know, why don't you have Sandra come over this afternoon.  I can keep your father from bothering you and maybe you can lay down the new rules then," said Diana.

"That sounds wonderful," said Olivia. "Would you like to stay over? I could call Mia."

"Yes, Ms. Olvia," replied Randy.

Things were not getting any easier anytime soon.
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"He is going to be in so much trouble when he gets here," complained Olivia Brent.

"What time did you tell him to arrive?" asked Diana, Olivia’s mother who was every bit as striking as her young daughter, even though she was in her late thirties.

"I told him five-thirty.  There's a lot that we need to do."

"Well, it's not even five-fifteen. You can't punish him for doing what you told him to do," replied Diana. "Relax, he'll be here."

"I'm anxious too," said Olivia's best friend Mia.

As an employee at Frank's Monster Burger, she saw Randy as Sandra almost every day,  and she was responsible for setting him up on a date with his coworker Jordan. That eventually grew into the group date that they were all going on tonight. A little dinner, a bit of dancing, and a whole lot of humiliation were all part of the plan.

"What's the point of having a sissy if he's going to make you anxious?  The whole purpose of having a sissy is to ease your stress," said Diana.  "Everything will happen in time."

***

Randy did his best to put the ruby red lipstick on.  It had been two weeks since he began working at Frank's Monster Burger. It had been over ten days since Jordan asked him out, and almost that long since Randy thought his father may have noticed his panties sticking out of his jeans.

Olivia had given him a crash course in being girly.  She had shown him how to do his makeup, walk in heels, speak like a girl, flirt, and move in a feminine way. In time, he believed he could be pretty good at all of these things, but for now he felt like a new born foal expected to run in the Kentucky Derby.

His makeup was far from perfect. It was good enough, he decided. He checked himself out in the mirror straightening the jade skater dress that they had picked out for him at the mall.  He grabbed the garment bag and the small duffel bag full of accessories from his bed and made a break for it.  This was incredibly dangerous not only because his parents were home, but because he'd be sprinting down the stairs in heels. One wrong step would send him crashing down the stairs; probably with a broken ankle.

He needed to find a better place to change, he knew that, but for now he made his run.  He charged down the stairs to the first floor and opened the front door.  He then took off running for he car, hopped in the driver's seat and hoped none of the neighbors saw him.  It was dusk so visibility was limited at least.  He looked at the clock on his dashboard and saw that it was five-thirty-five. He was a dead man.

***

"Punctuality is very important in a slave, sissy," said Diana. "I'm very disappointed in you."

"I'm sorry Ms. Brent," replied Randy curtseying. "I was just trying to look my best and I guess I lost track of time."

"Well don't compound your mistake by standing on our front porch.  It's Olivia you had better apologize to."

"Yes of course Ma'am," said Randy entering the house.  He saw that both Mia and Olivia were standing waiting for him with vicious scowls on their faces. Olivia had her hands on her hips while Mia stood with her arms crossed.

"I'm so sorry. I didn't...."

"Just stop," said Olivia. "I don't want to hear your bullshit. I'm going to take it out of your hide, but not now sissy. Right now, we have a date to get you ready for and the guys and Giana are going to be here soon."

"Giana?!"

"Yeah, do you have a problem with that?" asked Olivia.

"No Ma'am, it's just she doesn't know that I'm a guy."

"And I strongly suggest that you keep it that way, sissy," said Olivia.

"Yes Ma'am."

"We're going to take him to my bathroom and give him a bubble bath," said Olivia.

"Good idea," replied Diana. "If you need anything, just let me know."

Olivia's bathroom was like its own spa.  She was fortunate to not have to share her bathroom with anybody, so she had an extensive collection of luxurious bath and beauty products available. These were arrayed on the marble tub and inside the cedar cabinets. There was a purple bottle on the rim of the bathtub, and Olivia quickly opened up and poured a couple capfuls of the stuff into the tub as she starting the bath.

"Now strip, sissy," commanded Olivia.

Randy blushed, but offered no resistance. He meekly began to disrobe, and brushed aside a nagging question: why did he let this young woman dominate him this way? He had no answer.

Mia seemed to recognize the bubble bath and inhaled deeply.  The scent was quite a powerful mixture of cherry blossom, peach and white jasmine fragrance. Above all, it was unmistakably feminine.

Mia couldn't help chuckling at Randy's pale hairless body. "We need to get him to a tanning salon stat."

"Good idea," agreed Olivia, “we’ll do that soon, but for now? Hop into the tub sissy."

It was almost relaxing for Randy to just sit back in the warm tub. He felt caressed as he laid back covered in scented bubbles and closed his eyes.  The girls happily bathed him and looked for any spots that he may have missed shaving.

"It's funny how many guys from school would love to trade places with Sandy right now; just to have us rubbing them down in a hot bath."

"Well, I doubt many of those guys would make the trade if they knew that in a couple of hours they'd be grinding with Jordan on the dance floor," said Olivia.

"Or sneaking off to make out somewhere private," agreed Mia.

"Have a bit of a soak, sissy," instructed Olivia. "We'll lay out your outfit for you in my bedroom."

Randy did as instructed.  He knew this wasn't a merciful gesture.  The girls simply wanted him to soak in the fragrant bubble bath a bit longer to infuse his skin with the girlish scent.

Randy had been working long hours at the restaurant and working almost as much on his own trying to keep Olivia happy with his transformation.  As he lay back, he drifted off to sleep.  A dream of the future filled his head. 

He envisioned himself in a French Maid outfit scrubbing the kitchen floor on his hands and knees when Olivia came in from the afternoon.  She was cute, but definitely professional in a rose colored business suit with a skirt that fell just above her knees.  She had a huge stack of papers, which she deposited on a coffee table in the living room.

"I brought you some work home.  Complete these reports after you've made me dinner, sissy."

"Yes Ma'am," replied Randy as he hurriedly finished scrubbing the kitchen floor. 

Randy got the impression that the situation in his dream wasn't much different than his current one, but the thing that puzzled him was that he didn't feel abused or put upon by it. It didn't feel like a nightmare.  It felt like a good dream. He wondered, “What the hell is wrong with me?”

Mia's hand on his left shoulder shaking him woke Randy from his restful slumbers. "Hey, wake up. We didn't invite you over hereto sleep."

"I'm sorry," said Randy shaking his head to get rid of the cobwebs.

"Well here," said Mia patting him dry with a towel. "Let's get you into some clothes because that little thing of yours is just pitiful."

Randy frowned at her insult to his manhood, but what could he say? He was all too aware that he’d be dressed as a pretty girl and going on a date with a guy all too soon.

There was a big Cheshire cat grin on Olivia's face when Randy entered her bedroom.  She had laid out the clothes that she had made him bring over, so there wasn't much suspense about what he'd be wearing. Still, seeing it laid out like this made him realize just what a sexy outfit Olivia and her mother had picked out for him. 

Working together, the girls quickly dressed Randy in the sexy white thong and matching garter belt. They rolled sheer white stockings up his legs, and attached each garter in turn. Then, they positioned the push-up bra tightly around his chest so that the ample padding enhanced his shape and didn't make it look fake. 

"Oh my God, I have tits," Randy moaned.

"We girls call them boobs, not tits," Mia corrected, stepping back into Olivia’s room to check on their progress. She picked up the hot pink mini-dress and a sexy pair of strappy white sandals with five inch heels they’d chosen for his first date as a girl, as the three girls smiled.

Moving closer to Randy, Mia unzipped the dress, slipped it over his head, and pulled it down into place. She zipped it up, and smiled even more widely. The hem fell to his mid thigh. It wasn't so short that it looked trashy, but it definitely showed more leg than he was comfortable with. He stared at his own legs in the full length mirror on the front of Olivia's closet.

. Olivia dropped the sandals in front of Randy. Mia helped him step into them, and then wrapped the straps around his ankles and calves, buckling them into place. He took some halting steps and staggered trying to get used to the heels. They were higher than he was used to and he decided most real girls he knew would struggle with five-inch spiked heels like these. The girls smirked at the way the shoes forced his body—especially his butt and chest— into a pronounced feminine posture.

Mia wielded her tweezers in a blur of motion, plucking away stray hairs until Randy's eyes were framed by tight feminine arches. This brought tears to his eyes, and not just because of the pain. He didn't have bushy eyebrows to begin with and, up until now, Olivia had been satisfied with just plucking a stray hair from time to time.

He caught his reflection in the vanity mirror, and felt a deep, burning shame.  His brows weren't like the pencil thin kind that some women prefer, but they were decidedly girlish and not anything would want to be caught dead with.

"Time for your make up!" Olivia sang, pulling Randy to a seat in front of her vanity. She pulled his hair back into a high ponytail, and tied back with a pink scrunchi, then she began spreading foundation on his face. She brushed his lashes with dark black mascara, and carefully accentuated his eyes with black liquid liner.

Olivia watched Randy's reactions as she dabbed rose and metallic pink shadow over his eyelids, and emphasized his cheekbones with two shades of blush. She nodded knowingly as he swooned under her practiced esthetician’s magic. She drew a Cupid's bow around his lips, filled in the outline with shiny pink lipstick, and added a clear gloss. She whistled through her teeth at the end result: a very pretty little sissy.

"What do we do about her hair?" asked Melanie.

"I don't want to put in extensions in because if Jordan and Giana see it, they'll know it's not his real hair because they see him at work," said Olivia.

"Actual girls use extensions too and besides Jordan may be impressed that she went through all the effort for him," suggested Mia.

"Not tonight I don't think," replied Olivia. "I'm worried if he notices something isn't what it appears to be, he may be notice some other things. But I can femme up what he has. Watch!”

In a flurry of motion, Olivia teased and sprayed Randy’s hair into a decidedly feminine shag—almost a “Rachel” look—and pulled a few tendrils down to frame his face.

"Wow, yeah, her hair is kind of sassy looking now,” said Mia, “it definitely doesn't look like a boy's hairstyle."

"Right, and we'll improve it quite a bit before summer is all over."

Mia handed him a cute little pink purse and said, "OK, Cinderella, time to go to the ball."

The girls now had to pull themselves together.  Their dates were okay and all, but they weren't going to put nearly the effort into getting ready themselves that they had put into Randy's appearance for the evening.

After Mia and Olivia were ready, the girls descended the stairs into the living room where they found Olivia's parents waiting.

"Wow! You all look so beautiful," gushed Oliver. "Those boys better be careful tonight."

"You do all look sensational," said Diana her eyes locked on Randy's even as she said it.

"Thank you Mr. and Mrs. Brent," said Mia.

"Yes, thank you," added Randy, his face burning with shame. For a moment, he considered telling Oliver who he really was. After all, Olivia’s father had punished her for feminizing him at the prom, and maybe he’d free him from her humiliating clutches forever? But his momentary resolve evaporated suddenly.

"This feels like a prom or something," said Oliver causing his wife Diana to snort and spit out some of the Chablis that she was sipping. If only Oliver knew how close he was to being correct and who the third girl in the trio was.

"Careful mom," said Olivia.

"I'm sorry, I sneezed just as I was taking a drink," lied Diana.

"We need to get some pictures," said Oliver.

"Not yet dear," said Diana. "Let's wait until everybody is here."

What followed was a very awkward conversation that pained Randy to sit through. Olivia's dad was treating him like any of her other girlfriends, and her mom was purposely trying to engage her in feminine conversation that she knew would humiliate and embarrass the crossdressed boy.

The worst was when Diana asked the girls if they all had condoms “just in case?” After the emasculated Randy whispered, “No,” he nearly died inside when the older woman asked him how long he had been on birth control pills.

One by one the other guests arrived until a full contingent of all four couples had arrived for the date.  Ever the hostess, Diana had found space for Jordan and Randy on a love seat. Their bodies were dangerously close and Randy didn't like the feeling of close contact with another guy, especially with the way that Jordan was staring at his legs.

"Now can I take some pictures?" asked Oliver.

"Yes daddy," said Olivia.

"Let's have all eight of you stand together and get in close with your dates," instructed Diana. "Make this romantic. Sandra and Jordan get closer."

"We're going to have a great time tonight, Sandy," said Jordan as he pulled in close to his date. He could feel her shiver, and it was obvious to him that it was nerves.

"I'm sure we will," replied Randy as the first picture was snapped.

"Why don't we get the couples individually?” suggested Diana.

Oliver was happy to oblige.  Diana made sure to get extra pictures of Jordan with Randy for her daughter’s use later.  A domme could never have too much blackmail material to control her sissy, after all.  Oliver didn't really notice nor did he think it odd when his wife had Jordan kiss his date.  It was a chaste kiss on the cheek, but it brought a huge grin to both Mia’s and Diana's faces.

"They are such a cute couple," said Giana to her date George who seemed more interested in talking to Olivia's date Tony than in his own date. 

"We have dinner reservations for 7:30," said Olivia. "We probably should be going."

"Have fun princess," said Oliver. "If you run short on money, don't be worried about using the credit card."

"I'm sure she won't," smirked Diana. She knew her daughter would never hesitate to take whatever she felt she needed.

As they left the place and began walking out to the cars, Giana whispered to Randy, "Things seem to be going alright with Jordan.  Who knew he cleaned up so nice?"

"Uh yeah," agreed Randy. "He seems to be the perfect gentleman."

"Oh, I hope he's not too gentlemanly. Where's the fun in that?" winked Giana.

"It's a first date, Giana. Geez, it's not like we're going to be making out."

"Well, you have to at least kiss him," replied Giana. 

Mia couldn't help but overhear and butted into the conversation, "You're totally in love with Jordan aren't you, Sandy?"

"Yes, he's all I can think about," said Randy remembering that Olivia was insisting he acted like he was completely into Jordan. He knew that he had better convince Giana as well if he didn't want to make Mia or Olivia mad.

Randy and Jordan squeezed into the backseat of the Audi TTS with Olivia and her date Tony. It was a tight fit and hard for Randy to do with any modesty in his short dress.

Olivia giggled to herself as she observed his difficulties, but it was really just an oversight on her part. She would have had him practice getting into back seats if she had thought about it.

Once they were loaded in, Randy cuddled with his date. He had to keep Olivia happy and that meant keeping Jordan happy.  Mia, Giana, and their dates followed behind in a separate car driven by Giana's date George. 

Their first stop was Gilbert's, a romantic French bistro. It would have been too sophisticated for most eighteen year olds, but Olivia was not most eighteen year olds and the hostess recognized her as a regular as soon as she walked in with her party.  Air kisses followed and soon they were shown to one of the best tables in the house.

"I just love your dress, Sandy," said Giana. "Where did you get it?"

"Oh, you know it was just something I had in the closet," replied Randy.

"I find that hard to believe," said Jordan. "You look absolutely amazing. It's nice to have all the attention for a change because everybody sees the date I'm with."

The conversation made Randy uncomfortable and he wanted to tell Jordan to knock it off, but he knew that would anger his beautiful young mistresses.  Instead he put his arms around his date's neck and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. Mia nodded her approval.  This poor boy was wrapped around their fingers and she loved making him come on to another guy.

"It's just nice to be with you all at a restaurant that isn't Frank's Monster Burger," said Giana.

"Oh, I hear you," replied Jordan. "I'm so tired of that place."

"Well that is where you met Sandra, you know," said Mia.

"Yeah there is that," answered Randy smiling at his date.

"It's not the worst job in the world," said Giana, "I just wish I was better at it."

"What do you mean?" replied Mia, "You're one of the best they've got. You really saved us with the milkshakes last week."

"Oh, I'm pretty good at the kitchen stuff," replied Giana. "I just wish I was as good at flirting as Sandy. She gets those boys so into her that they can't help but drop a big tip."

"Is that right?" replied Olivia.

"Oh yeah, some people are just naturals at the whole waitressing thing. I wish I was, but I never know what to say to guys besides What'll you have tonight?"

"Just be yourself," said Randy. "You're cute and funny, and a lot of guys would be thrilled to have you as their server."

Olivia couldn't help, but raise an eyebrow at the conversation.  It was clear that Randy had some kid of crush on this girl. Mia subtly nodded back at her friend. This would be filed away for later when she really needed to punish and humiliate him.

The meal was basically uneventful. Randy and Jordan were definitely the most affectionate of the four couples there.  Both Mia and Olivia were paying more attention to them than to their own dates, and the boy with Giana was kind of a dud.

The best thing as far as the girls were concerned was that with every bit of affection that Randy was forced to show Jordan, his date happily reciprocated. They created a sort of feedback loop that had them kissing deeply at the table after romantically finishing a shared piece of strawberry shortcake.

"Well somebody is having a good date," smirked Olivia.

"Yeah, get a room you two," joked Giana.

"So are we going to go dancing or what?" asked Mia.

"We'll go," replied Tony. "Let's settle up the bill."

***

There was a rope line at Club Noire, but a little thing like a bouncer never stopped Olivia or her friends.  They walked right up to the door past a dozen people in a line who had been waiting as long as a half hour. A couple of people glared in resentment, but there was more envy in the crowd then anger.

The dance floor could have certainly been bigger for the number of people there. It was flat out crowded. Unfortunately, it was a little club without any kind of VIP room. For the first time since they kissed in the restaurant, Jordan let go of Randy's hand as they danced to the really upbeat music.

Randy was thankful that Diana insisted on him getting dancing practice. He felt comfortable enough dancing as a girl and even had a bunch of "moves," as Mia had called them. Randy slowly started working his way through his repertoire. He was a good dancer, but Olivia smirked as she realized that he was dancing better as a girl, at least when he avoided bumping into people.

Two songs later, the band started playing a slow ballad. Jordan immediately pulled Randy close and hugged him tightly as they swayed back and forth to the music. With Jordan's height, Randy had to reach up and put his arms around his neck. There was really no place else to put them. During the song, Jordan leaned down and kissed him on the mouth again. This time, it was a long slow kiss.

Randy would have tried to pull away from him, but he had just seen Mia and Olivia watching them out of the corner of my eye. When he finally ended the kiss, Randy smiled at his date and laid his head on his shoulder. Randy saw Olivia and Mia still watching them as they danced.

Aaron smiled and winked at him. Right behind them he saw Giana dancing with George. She looked happy. What he wouldn't have given to be in George's place, especially since George didn't realize how lucky he was to have a girl like Giana.

One more fast dance, then it was back to the table for a Cosmo and a brief rest. Randy was really glad that Tony had scored a table just as another group was leaving.  He was grateful to sit. His shoes were killing him.

His rest was short-lived however, as a few minutes later Olivia announced, "I need to go to the washroom." It was clear that she didn't mean alone, nor did she mean it as a request. Instead it was a field trip for all the girls.

As they all stood in line waiting to get into the ladies room, Randy said to Giana, "You looked good dancing with George. You looked like you enjoyed it."

She just smiled at him and said. "I did. I love to dance and I don't do it nearly enough. You looked like you enjoyed dancing with Jordan and kissing him too." A big smile crossed her face. "I mean you are really making every date I've ever had look so tame."

Randy just replied, "I-I like him."  Soon Giana's turn came and she walked into the washroom.

Olivia was standing right behind him. "Are you having fun yet?" she asked rhetorically.

"You know I'm not," answered Randy.

"Aw too bad," smirked Olivia without the least bit of sympathy.

"Are you at least satisfied with how I'm doing?"

"Honestly, you're doing really good, keep it up. Jordan seems really taken with you and you really want to keep it that way. I don't think you'd like the alternative. Would you?" Randy shivered without even turning around to look at her. It was his turn to enter the ladies room.

Naturally, like the rest of the club, the ladies room was packed.  All the stalls were full, which was fine with Randy as he was only in there because Olivia had insisted on it. He assumed Giana was in one of the stalls and he didn't want to raise suspicions by just leaving now that he had waited in line all this time so he walked over to the crowded mirror and did his best to touch up his makeup.

Randy made sure to give Jordan plenty of affection the rest of the night. The last thing he wanted was to go through all of this and then have Olivia still consider it unsatisfactory. He was afraid she’d  make him do another round if he disappointed her.  Fast dances, slow daces, making out, and kissing—he did everything he could to display affection and even passion for Jordan.

Near the end of the evening, he got a thumbs up from Mia and he knew he was home safe if he could just avoid any mistakes. Randy’s bladder was full so he returned to the ladies room, with Giana tagging along. They finished up, and headed back to their seats. He noticed the guys weren't there and breathed a sigh of relief that it was just Olivia and Mia waiting for them.

"Where are the guys?" he asked.

"We were getting thirsty so we sent them for drinks," said Olivia. "Tony is twenty-one you know."

"That's handy," he replied.

"You know, you and Jordan make such a cute couple," said Mia.

"I think they'll be seeing a lot of each other," replied Olivia.

"Hey come on now," he protested. "Our deal was one group date."

"Well you see, there's a little problem we didn't anticipate," said Olivia.

"What?" Randy asked exasperated.

"You have to go back to working with him," replied Mia. "Duh."

"So what?" he asked.

"Don't you think it's going to be just a bit awkward?" asked Olivia.

"I'll deal with it," he replied.

"Oh no you won't," said Mia. "He's our best bus boy and my sister will kill me if we lose him because you broke his heart."

"Hmm," said Olivia, "If only there was something else you could do to make this date better for him."

"If only," responded Mia.

"Hey, hold on there," Randy objected, "He's a guy.  I'm a guy.  There are some lines that even you will never get me to cross.  I'm not giving him a blow job or anything if that's what you're thinking."

"We never mentioned that," said Olivia.

"Funny that you did, though," said Mia.

"Oh well, I'm sure you'll think of something." said Olivia. "Otherwise, I see a lot of Jordan in your future."

"You know, it's better that he thinks you're a slut than that he thinks he did something and now you don't like him anymore," added Mia.

When the guys returned to the table, Randy took the frothy pink drink that Jordan handed to him.  It was pretty obvious that he had received a bit of a pep talk as well because he was more aggressive in his affections towards Randy.  His one hand returned to Randy's shoulder, while the other hand began to massage his knee and thigh. 

Randy was beginning to feel very uncomfortable.  He was both nervous that Jordan's hands might discover that he wasn't all he appeared to be and also feeling really awkward and embarrassed that this guy was trying to get him excited.  The girls loved his discomfort and Olivia even snapped a couple of pictures of them.

Randy looked up at both Olivia and Mia. The two girls had expectant looks. Clearly they knew they had him and there was no way he could resist doing everything they wanted him to do with Jordan, even without bothering to tell him just what it was.

"Oh! I love this song!" Randy exclaimed. "Jordan, let's dance."

"Sure," he replied.

Randy did his best to feign excitement, but his feet were killing him and he just wanted this night to end. "You know Jordan," he tried to yell over the music. "I don't really like this song. I just wanted us to get some privacy?"

"Really? You're a good actress," he shouted back. He had no idea.

"I want to go some place alone with you," I said. "Do you have any suggestions?"

"You mean now?"

Randy just gave him a look, "Yeah I mean now."

"Yeah, sure let's go," said Jordan nervously. "I'm sure we can find a quiet place."

Jordan led Randy into the alleyway behind the club.  There were several people gathered there to smoke. Jordan led him further down the dark alley though and managed to find a remote place. The setting made Randy feel like a cheap whore.  This was going to be hard enough to do and degrading enough without having to kneel down in the gravel of the alley.

"You know why I asked you to take me someplace quiet?" asked Randy.

"I have a pretty good idea," replied Jordan. Kissing Randy awkwardly.

"Okay, just let me do all the work," said Randy as he dropped to his knees.

"Ow," winced Jordan. "That looks painful. You can kneel on my jacket if you'd like."

"No, I'll be okay," said Randy as much to himself as to Jordan. "I can do this."

"Do you want me to put on a condom?"

"Yeah, please do that," said Randy. "We have to be safe."

Jordan fumbled in the darkness to get the condom on.  It was like an overly excited seven year old opening a Christmas present, but soon the condom was on and Randy went to work. Randy opened his mouth and took Jordan's cock inside it.

Jordan was well hung, probably about nine inches long, and Randy felt strange sucking him off through a condom. It was like eating a candy bar with the wrapper still on. Still, he was grateful for the rubber. Not only because it protected him from disease, but also because it made what he was doing less personal. It was almost like he was back sucking on a dildo rather than human to human contact.

"Oh God!  Oh God!"

"Fuck my face," said Randy. He didn't know quite where those words came from, but they seemed to excite Jordan that much more.

"Oh God! I'm cumming!" cried out Jordan.

Randy couldn't believe how easy it had all been. It had only taken a few minutes and Randy had come in his mouth.  Jordan looked down gratefully at his date, and Randy felt his face flush.  He tried to get the bitter taste of the condom out of his mouth as he climbed to his knees and straightened himself up.  He knew his lipstick was a mess so without a second thought he pulled out his compact and lipstick and touched himself up.

"You were amazing," said Jordan.

"Thank you, but we really should get back in there."

"Do you think they'll know what we're doing?"

"No, I think we were discreet," lied Randy.  They'd know. That was one thing he was sure of.

Inside Mia and Olivia were toasting their latest victory. They smiled as Jordan and Randy returned—Jordan with a huge grin on his face, Randy looking like something inside of him was broken forever. That was because he’d crossed a line he could never forget.

The rest of the evening passed quickly with the couples making small talk and Olivia smirking at her subjugated sissy.

At one point, Giana whispered into Randy’s ear, “OMG Sandy! I never knew you were so...wild!” From the look on her face, Randy knew that if she ever found out who he really was he’d never have a chance with this girl he found so enticing. She’d never see him as anything but a total feminized sissy.

*****

When Mia, Randy, and Olivia arrived back at the Brent’s home, the parents were asleep. The three tip toed down to the finished basement and sat together on a velvet covered sofa.

Olivia shocked Randy by slapping him hard across the face.

“That’s for lying to me!” she said, her eyes flashing with anger.

“Owww! I didn’t lie....” said Randy, his face burning from the strike, but Olivia interrupted.

“You never told me you were a gay transsexual!”

“What? I’m not....” Randy said.

“Oh please! You just gave a guy a blowjob after you swapped spit with him all night and you loved it.”

Randy started to answer, but cowered when Olivia pulled her arm back to slap him again.

“Didn’t she?” Olivia asked Mia, who was nodding with a huge smile on her face.

Now Randy’s face burned with shame. “I did not like it! You made me do it!” he said.

“Oh really?” asked Olivia, her arms folded, “I pushed you down to your knees, held you there, and forced your mouth open?”

“Well, no but....”

“Well, no I didn’t,” she snapped, “and did I force your mouth open and make you wrap your pink glossy lips around Jordan’s big cock?”

“OK, not exactly, but....”

“OK, not at all,” Olivia mocked, “but you took that manly hunk out into an alleyway and dropped to your knees willingly. You eagerly took his cock into your pretty little mouth. You gave him a bj like the cock-hungry come-slut you are. You sucked his dick until he came. Then you sashayed back into the club hand in hand with him, proud that you pleased your man like the trashy little whore you are.”

Randy’s head spun. He had to admit that it was true. Everything she said had happened, but not the way she said it. Somehow she was twisting everything around. He didn’t like any of it, did he? No! He felt humiliated and emasculated. He would never do anything like that willingly. Never! She made him do it. All of it. Maybe not by physical force, but by bullying him. Right?

Olivia turned to Mia and said, “I thought we were punishing this sissy by having him date a guy and make out with him, but it seems we were wrong. It was more of a reward than a punishment.”

Mia and Olivia shook their heads almost in unison, and Mia said, “Well I guess this changes everything.”

“It most certainly does, Mia,” Olivia agreed, “Oh just wait til I tell my mom about this!”

Olivia glared at Randy who hung his head in abject shame. How had this happened? He expected his mistresses would be pleased with him if he gave Jordan a blowjob, but somehow they were more upset with him than ever!

After what seemed like hours to the distressed and debased sissy, but was really only a few minutes, Olivia spoke slowly with an icy tone, “I am so angry with you for trying to hide how much you love being turned into a hot little party girl. Now, since you’ve revealed your true nature to us and to yourself, we have to think about what we’re going to do with you next.”

Randy began trembling in fear and humiliation at her stern scolding.

“We were planning to have you go steady with Jordan as a punishment,” said Olivia, “but now that we know you’re really a bitch in heat that can’t wait to suck off your boyfriend, maybe we’ll only let you do it as a reward if you obey us.”

Randy began to open his mouth to object, but a stern look from Olivia silenced him.

“You’ve been very sassy tonight, talking back, saying whatever you want. That stops now. In fact, I’m going to punish you severely for your insubordination, sissy, as well as for lying to us,” said Olivia, a feral gleam in her eyes.

She dragged the hapless sissy to her back door, opened it, and slapped his ass hard. “Get out of my sight you lying skank! It’s the walk of shame for you!” She said as she sent him on his way. He rubbed his stinging butt as he made his way to his car for the drive home, hoping he could somehow sneak in without being seen like this.

The two girls pretended they were disappointed in Randy, but secretly they were thrilled. It made both of the girls excited and even aroused to know that they’d easily pushed their sissy beyond his limits mere moments after he’d vowed they’d never get him to cross that line.

They and he knew he was a sissy cocksucker now, and nothing could ever change that. Their domination and his humiliation were about to take twisted turns none of them could have imagined even a few hours before. Randy was barely starting to realize that his life had already changed forever, and these two dominatrixes-in-training were only just getting started.  He couldn't deny though, that maybe some of what they said was true.  It hadn't all been bad, not really anyway. Would they really make him suck Jordan's cock again?  Would he do it?

In the basement, Olivia and Mia could now drop they act.  They were positively gleeful as they recounted the night's events.

"You can not only have him suck multiple guys, you can make him feel guilty for being such a slut," clapped Mia.

"I can," agreed Olivia. "I definitely will make him confront his sluttiness, but I don't want to push too hard."

"You can you know."

"Oh, I know, but if I'm going to break him I have to reward good behavior.  I just wish I could keep him under my thumb twenty-four hours a day."

"Wouldn't that be something," agreed Mia.
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After the date, things kind of settled down a bit. Just as Olivia had said, things with Jordan weren't as strained as Randy would have thought. Jordan still asked for future dates and Olivia even required him to go on a few, but they never pushed it too far.  After all, after Randy went that far on a first date, sex wasn’t that far off—and Olivia was convinced Jordan wanted that.

Work continued just as it had. Giana had become a sort of confidante for Randy, and he needed someone to talk to who wasn't thinking of him as her toy. Melanie also took very good care of her best waitress.

Randy had been put under such pressure by Olivia and had such a natural talent, that he quickly excelled at the job. Olivia was also greedy enough that she insisted he look for extra shifts to cover. Melanie was perfectly happy to facilitate this as Randy waiting table meant a better night for her. During one period of fourteen days, Randy worked one-hundred-thirty-eight hours.  He was exhausted, especially because Olivia believed the more hours should include more tips.

Randy for his part just did as he was told. It wasn't that he was happy with the situation, though he wasn't particularly miserable either. He just found it was not a particularly good idea to get in hot water with Olivia or her mom. Either one was perfectly capable of punishing him if the need arose, but together there was no telling what they could do to him. One day, Diana borrowed Randy to serve at a tea she was hosting for some of her wealthy friends. There were ten women all together including Olivia and Diana and Randy was there looking immaculate in a little black dress and matching pumps.  Olivia equipped him with a white lace apron wishing that she had a French Maid outfit for him.  None of the women seemed to mind however and they were all quite impressed with Randy. His time working as a waitress had taught him the proper way to serve a woman.  It only required Olivia another twenty minutes to teach him how to curtsey and the proper time to do it.

Randy recognized many of the women that he was serving. Virginia Hightower was the mayor's wife and she was well-known to everybody in town, Suzanne Mogilny was the Vice-President of the bank, and Joy Young owned the huge Campbell House, the largest mansion for miles. He soon began to expect from the way the women talked about money and business that they were among the wealthiest women in town. It wasn't until much later than he realized that they were dominant just like Olivia's mom. It was some sort of hedonistic woman's club and he was not only the serving girl, but the entertainment as well.

Randy had just finished cleaning up the dishes when Olivia called him into the living room and had him stand in front of her.  He was very surprised when Olivia next lashed his wrists together behind him.

"You do that quite well," said Ms. Hightower. "You seem like a natural when it comes to tying up sissies."

"I'm trying to earn my merit badge," joked Olivia.

"I like your daughter quite a bit," said one of the women.

Soon she had finished tying up Randy, so Olivia led him over and gently helped him onto Ms. Hightower's lap. "I haven't spanked a young sissy's bottom in a very long time," said Ms. Hightower excitedly as she pulled up Randy's skirt. She smacked him hard seven or eight times with his bare hand becoming frustrated that the spanking had no noticeably effect on the young sissy.

"Why don't you let young mistress Olivia warm him up for you," suggested Ms. Mogilny.

"I don't mind," interjected Olivia.

Olivia went into the other room and quickly returned. With Randy still stuck on Ms. Hightower's thigh, Olivia produced a ping pong paddle and proceeded to mercilessly spank her sissy until his butt cheeks were bright red and he felt like his ass was on fire. Each loud echoing spanking was reducing him further and further into tears. 

After Olivia, was satisfied she stepped back and let Ms. Hightower have a turn. The much weaker slaps from the older woman were now producing considerable pain in Randy and Ms. Hightower laughed with glee. The woman delighted in punishing the sissy all afternoon until he was just a quivering puddle of tears and sweat. However, when the other women finally left, Olivia walked over to wear Randy had dropped to the floor. He was sobbing.

"I'm so sorry Mistress Olivia," said Randy. "I didn't mean to stop serving everybody."

"Shh," said Olivia putting her finger to his lips. "I was so proud of you today.  You make me so happy."

Randy looked up at his mistress with a puzzled expression on his face. Olivia just giggled and then hugged him deeply. Somehow the hug seemed to make everything that had happened to him feel like it was worth it.

***

It was the monthly Frank's Monster Burger employee meeting on the first Monday in August when Randy got the shock of his young life. He knew that Melanie had been particularly excited for the last few days, but he really couldn't say why exactly. He only figured it out when Little Frank addressed the employees, "...so in conclusion washing your hands constantly isn't just a suggestion. It's the last line of defense in avoiding getting shut down."

The audience clapped politely. Frank was kind of an odd duck. The employees laughed to themselves about the way that he would give rousing football coach type speeches about washing hands and cutting tomatoes properly so that there'd be no waste.

"Finally, before we go, Frank is going to award our employee of the month," said Melanie who had been given the job of emceeing the meeting. Randy was barely paying attention, anxious for the meeting to end so that they could start prepping the kitchen for the lunch rush.

"Picking an employee of the month is never easy," said Frank. "Monster Burger is a team and teams win by everybody doing their job, not because somebody is a superstar."

"By the time he finishes this speech, it'll be time for the employee of the next month," whispered Giana.

"We just have to go out at halftime and make a comeback," joked Randy.

"This month's employee of the month is a superstar though, at least as far as I'm concerned. Not only does she consistently get the best tips and know how to upsell, but she never misses a shift and is always on the look out for extra shifts too," said Frank. "Our employee of the month is Sandy Brent."

"What?" asked Randy truly dumbfounded with surprise.

"You won!! Go up there and get your prize," cheered Giana. "Wooo hooo!! Way to go Sandy!"

"Nobody ever wins employee of the month, their first month on the job, but nobody has ever deserved this more either," commented Melanie.

"Thank you," said Randy as Frank hugged him and then shook his hand, handing him a company check for $250.  Melanie took several pictures including a close up shot of Randy for the Employee of the Month wall.

Randy sat back down staring at the check. He knew that he'd be signing it right over to Olivia. It was funny, but he had never won anything like this. His father would be so proud of him if he knew. Of course, he'd also probably also be very ashamed that his son was working as a woman.

"I knew you were going to win," said Giana.

"You know Olivia's going to be very pleased with you," whispered Melanie.

"I hope so," replied Randy.  It occurred to him that she actually was treating him much better lately. On the rare day when tips were low, he'd get a spanking, but not like the vicious ones she gave him before. She had a lot more affection for him too.  Sometimes, it was almost as if they were friends.

For once Randy couldn't wait to get home. It was funny, but one of the perks of winning the Employee of the Month was a primo parking spot, but since he usually went with Melanie he wouldn't get to use it much.  When he arrived back at Olivia's house he happily knelt on the floor before her and in addition to the $122 in tips he made that day, he also presented her with the $250 Employee of the Month check.

"You did very well," said Olivia smiling. "I know that I've had you busting your butt, but you must be very proud to have won Employee of the Month for me."

"I am Mistress," replied Randy honestly.

"You deserve a reward you know," said Olivia.

"That really isn't necessary, Mistress Olivia," replied Randy.

"Don't tell me what is and isn't necessary," said Olivia. "I have a very good slave and I would like to reward her. Is that clear, sissy?"

"Yes mistress," replied Randy bowing his head in shame.

"Go and tell my mother that we wish to see her," commanded Olivia.

"Yes Mistress Olivia," replied Randy curtseying as he had been trained to do. He turned on his heels and scampered down the stairs to find Diana sitting in her office reading some papers.

"Mistress Olivia requests your presence upstairs," said Randy with another smart curtsey.

"I like how you said that," replied Diana. "You're definitely improving at this."

"Thank you, Ms. Diana," replied Randy curtseying obsequiously.

"Well young miss, lead the way," instructed Diana as she arose from her desk chair. Dutifully, Randy took her to his mistress.

"Hello Olivia," said Diana a bit formally. "Your sissy said that you wished to see me."

"Mom, check this out!" exclaimed Olivia as she held up the employee of the month check for her mom to read. Diana studied it for a few moments before she understood what it was.

"Well done little one, you've made your mistress very proud. That's a wonderful thing for a sissy to be able to do."

"Thank you, Ms. Diana," replied Randy.

"He's become such a good waitress," said Olivia.

"It seems that he has and that means that you're a good trainer as well," said Diana.

"I want to reward her, mom," said Olivia.

"As you should. What did you have in mind?"

"Well, I wanted to ask you. I don't really need the money and we'll be going to school soon. I thought maybe I'd let Randy go two weeks early. Do you think dad would mind?"

Diana frowned at her daughter. "I think you're making a mistake."

"Really? You think I shouldn't let him off the hook?"

"My problem isn't letting him off the hook, as you put it.  You see, as a mistress you need to think of your slave's wants and needs," explained Diana.

"That's what I'm doing mom," said Olivia.

"Actually, you're not."

"I don't understand."

"Sandra, I need you to be totally honest with me," said Diana firmly. "Do you understand me?"

"Yes Ms. Diana."

"Now tell me, how do you feel about your mistress?" asked Diana. "If you lie, I will know it."

Randy paused nervously before finally saying, "She's a goddess. She's beautiful, strong, and intelligent. I've never met anybody like her and I want to serve her to the best of my ability. Her joy is my joy and her disappointment is my pain."

"That's a good answer," smirked Olivia. "See what the fear of a good spanking does to a sissy."

"That's not fear, Olivia," said Diana.

"Mom, I don't understand."

"Sissy, how do you feel about Olivia letting you go?" asked Diana.

"I-I don't like to think about that," stammered Randy.

"Why not?" asked Olivia.

"I feel like I'll be lost and directionless. It scares me," replied Randy tears welling up in his eyes.

"Mom, I had no idea he felt this way," said Olivia.

"You need to always be aware of your sissy's feelings," said Diana. She handed Olivia a tissue, which she used to blot away her sissy's tears. "So you can see why letting her go early might not be a great gift."

"Yeah mom, it would almost be punishing her. I promise not to let you go early sissy," said Olivia.                   

"Thank you, Mistress Olivia," cheered Randy enthusiastically.

"I just don't understand when this change came over her or how I missed it," said Olivia.

"I should have noticed it earlier myself, but you managed to break him.  Some people call it Stockholm syndrome," explained Diana.

"I think it's more like stocking syndrome," joked Olivia.

"Well, now you need another way to reward him," said Diana.

"I can't really think of one," replied Olivia.

"I think I may have an idea, but it's not going to be easy," said Diana.

That night, Randy slept at the foot of Diana's bed. He couldn't think of a better night that he had experienced in his short life. His wrists were restrained above his head to the foot's bed, and he was wearing a purple nightgown that she had given him. This girl had so many clothes. It was really for show more than anything. He wouldn't dream of trying anything with her and she sure wasn't going to wake him up for midnight sex.

Randy felt safe and secure at the foot of Olivia's head, but his mind raced. His answers to Diana's questions had shocked Olivia, but they were revelations to him as well. He knew that a desire to please her had been creeping into his psyche and had replaced fear as his major motivator, but he hadn't thought about his servitude ending soon nor had he considered what it would mean for him. He didn't want to go back to his old life directionless and confused.

Despite falling asleep filled with anxiety, Randy had a fitful sleep. He was surprised that he hadn't been awoken by Olivia demanding he serve her breakfast in bed or run her a bath. In fact, she was up for several hours before she even got him out of bed. He was surprised by what she was wearing. She looked so innocent in her knee length white floral dress.

"Get up sleepyhead," she commanded.

"Yes Mistress Olivia," replied Randy. "How may I serve you today?"

"I have a gift for you, sissy," said Olivia. From a shopping bag she pulled out a short black dress.

"Thank you Mistress Olivia," said Randy.

"You don't know what it is, do you?" asked Olivia.

"It's a very pretty black dress, Mistress," replied Randy.

"It is, but it's so much more." She pulled out a white lace cap, apron, and cuffs. "It's a maids outfit."

"I don't know what to say," replied Randy. Tears were welling up in his eyes and Olivia bent down to give her sissy an affectionate hug.

"I need my maid to look her best," said Olivia. "Now, go shower and shave. There's underwear in the bag too. I want you dressed and made up ASAP."

"Yes mistress," replied Randy before going into the Olivia's bathroom. He felt honored to share such an intimate space with his mistress. He showered and began to dress himself. He noticed that while the outfit was very sexy, it wasn't at all trashy like your typical French Maid's uniform. The short skirt showed off a lot of leg, but at least it covered the garter tops of his fishnets.

When he saw himself in the mirror completely dressed up, he started crying again. He had to wait for the tears to subside before he could put his face on and head downstairs to see Olivia and her mother.

"Well that just looks amazing," said Diana as she saw the sissy enter the kitchen. "Give us a twirl."

"I have such a beautiful maid," cried Olivia enthusiastically. "Sit down and have some breakfast."

Randy felt weird sitting and eating rather than serving the mistresses, but they had finished their own breakfast long ago. The croissant and fresh fruit hit the spot, and he enjoyed listening to the small talk that Olivia and Diana busied themselves with. He worried about what they had planned for him today, though as he knew he needed to be home soon or his parents would worry.

"If she's finished we might as well get this started," said Diana.

"Get up sissy and put your hands behind your back," ordered Olivia. She soon had his wrists securely bound. They both knew that he would never be able to get loose without help.  Next a black satin sleep mask was put over his head. It was loose enough not to smear his eye makeup, but effective enough to reduce his eyesight to zero. Finally, he felt a collar being clipped around his neck and a leash being attached.

"Are you two ready?" asked Diana.

Randy wasn’t. Apparently Olivia was, however, as he felt the tug of the leash pulling him up and through what he guessed was a door and Randy began to panic as he felt the cold breeze from outside blowing under the short skirt of his French Maid uniform.

Diana had opened the back door and sure enough he was being taken outside. He didn't dare protest to Olivia, but she could hear his whimpers and attempted to calm him down. "It's okay pet, it's all going to be okay."

Randy could feel himself being led into the garage.  A car door opened and Olivia helped him into the backseat. She belted him in place and then got into the front passenger seat. Diana started up her red BMW making light chatter with her daughter in the front seat while Randy worried about just what was in store for him in the back.

He didn't have to wonder for long as the car pulled into a drive way around a mile away. He could hear the clip clop sound of Diana's shoes as she was walking ahead while Olivia helped him out of the back seat.

"Everything is going to be fine pet. My mom knows what she's doing," assured Olivia. "Trust her."

Randy had difficulty extricating himself from the back seat wearing a short skirt without use of his arms, but Olivia patiently helped him. He looked like a newborn foal rising up on unsteady legs at first, but soon he was on his feet and following his mistress's lead.

"Olivia dear, untie the poor boy. He shouldn't be bound for this," suggested Diana.

"All right mom," replied Olivia. "Give me a second.  Should I leave the leash and blindfold."

"Definitely, but no bonds," replied Diana as her daughter untied her charge. When she was through they ascended the stairs together.

"Hi, I'm Diana Brent," said Diana confidently. "We talked on the phone before. My daughter and I would like to talk to you, if you have a moment."

"Good Lord!" exclaimed Jack Alford as he saw his son being led up the front walk by a leash. With the blindfold and women's clothing he didn't recognize him as his son, but just the presence of a bound French maid on a leash made him very uncomfortable and fearful that a neighbor might see.

"Oh no," said Randy hearing his father's voice. For the first time, he pulled hard on the leash, but Olivia kept a firm grip and told him, "Steady. We need to do this."

"I promise you I'll explain everything," said Diana. "Now, can we come inside so that we can maintain your privacy."

"Come in," said Jack clearly agitated.

"Thank you," replied Diana as she entered followed by her daughter and Randy in the rear.

"I'm going to have to insist you untie that poor woman. I don't know if this is some kinky sexy game or something more nefarious, but neither of those actions are welcome in this house," stated Jack.

"Have a seat Jack," insisted Diana completely ignoring his request. Jack sat in his favorite chair while Diana sat on the couch. Her daughter sat next to her and Randy took a place kneeling at his mistress's feet shaking like a leaf.

"Now, I will explain everything to you," said Diana. "I know you won't like some of what you hear, but I don't like to sugar coat."

"Please get to the point," said Jack.

"Olivia, take off her blindfold," instructed Diana.

Olivia complied and now Jack could see her face. He was stunned at how much the beautiful young woman looked like his wife. It wasn't right for a woman like that to be kept in bondage. Then his mind started making connections that he missed before, but seemed so obvious now; the odd clothes he had seen Randy bring in with him, the way that Randy smelled, even his changing mannerisms. He knew the truth moments before Diana opened her mouth.

"This beautiful young lady is your son," said Diana.

"What is going on? Why have you done this to him?"

"Well, I really didn't do anything to him," said Diana. "That would be my daughter Olivia's handiwork."

"Hi," smiled Olivia Cheerfully.

"Wait a second," said James. "I recognize you now. I know all about what you did at prom; what you've been doing to my son. You're sick."

"I assure you that she's a perfectly wonderful young woman. Honestly, your son is as well," said Diana.

"Right," scoffed James. "I want you and your perverted daughter out of here right now. Take the leash off of my son and get out of here."

"I understand you're upset, but the truth is if we leave, Sandy will be right behind us. He's eighteen and he can make up his own mind. However, I know it'll break his heart and as a parent I know it'll break yours. I'd like things not to get to that point."

"Is this true, Randy?" asked James.

"I'm afraid so, dad. I can't even begin to explain it myself, but there's nothing I want more than to be with Olivia."

"But you're not even with her son. You're her pet, not her lover."

"I know that, but that still means more to me than anything," replied Randy. "I'd have given anything for you not to see this, but now that you have I really want you to understand."

"If you think I'm going to give my blessing to this, you've got another thing coming. They have you brainwashed son. If you can't see that, maybe you never really were my son to begin with."

Olivia gently soothed Randy as tears began to flow down his cheeks. His father's reaction in no way surprised him, but that didn't stop it from hurting him.

"He is your son," replied Diana. "Of course, he's your son. Unfortunately, you seem incapable of understanding how he feels right now. I don't know if it's because you don't share his submissive nature or because you're just a dried up husk of a man, but this isn't brainwashing."

"You need to stop the histrionics," said Peggy Alford from the top of the stairs. Randy's mom was quiet and reserved. This often gave the false impression that James made all the decisions for the family. In fact, Peggy was the family bedrock. When James' business was faltering, it was Peggy who cut coupons and skimped on everything she could until things turned around. It was Peggy who supported James when his parents died, and Peggy who had endured a difficult pregnancy with Randy and had the scars to show for it.

"Hello Diana," said Peggy. "I'm Randy's mother."

"Hello Peggy," said Diana moving forward to shake her hand. "I didn't know you were home."

"I think I heard most of it," said Peggy. "Randy, is this really what you want?"

"Yes mom," replied Randy, "more than anything in the world."

"Now, hold on a second," said James. "I don't know what these harpies did to him, but that's not our Randy talking. He needs to be deprogrammed."

"Now hold on a moment," said Peggy. "That is exactly like Randy. That young woman has been dominating, dressing, and bullying your son for six years and never once has he made a serious move to stop it. I've seen it and I know you have too."

"But--," began James.

"But nothing, honey," replied Peggy. "I am the one who kept finding her best underwear missing because she ordered him to wear panties to school in 8th grade. Freshman year, he was wearing long sleeve shirts for two weeks in the middle of summer because they tied him to the monkey bars, and all throughout high school I had to look the other way when he'd do a poor job of removing his makeup after she was done with him. This isn't a new thing. Are you pretending all the things you surely noticed didn't happen?"

“I suppose that’s true, but this? He can’t possibly be happy?” said James.

"He is happy," said Peggy. "That's what Diana has been trying to tell you."

James sunk into his chair silently. This was a conversation he never thought he'd have to have.

"Thank you, Peggy," said Diana.

"So what exactly did you want?" asked Peggy suspiciously.

"Well, they're both going to college next year and I would like them to be able to stay together," said Diana.

"Randy has a scholarship to DuPont," replied Peggy. "We can't ask him to give that up."

"Nor should you," replied Diana. "I'm sure Olivia could transfer there in time for first semester."

"I want him to be able to study hard and pursue a future. I won't have his whole life tied to your daughter," added Peggy.

"He's going to get more feminine looking and he's going to have a lot of demands placed on him by Olivia. I want to know you'll accept that."

"I can speak for myself, but I don't know about James," said Peggy.

"Well James, how about it?" asked Diana.

"How about it?" repeated James. "Mrs. Brent, you seem like a perfectly reasonable woman and I admire that, but no perfectly reasonable woman should enter a man's house and call him a dried up old husk of a man. I take great issue with that."

"James-," began Peggy.

"It's alright," said Diana. "Let him continue. We owe him that much."

"You tell me that I can't possibly know what my son feels for your daughter and that is where you are quite mistaken. Yes, I am older now and I'll admit that perhaps I am burnt out, but the memories are still there; clear, intact, and indestructible. No, I can't claim to understand the joy that Randy gets from this arrangement, but I know what it's like to love a woman more than life itself. That's the way I feel about Peggy. The way I've always felt about Peggy since we were no older than our kids are right now."

"Your dad is awesome," whispered Olivia to Randy. He was trying to choke back tears and simply nodded.

"I admit that I hadn't even considered it. This isn't exactly a typical romantic relationship these two have, but I know what it feels like to love so deeply that you eat, breathe, and sleep with your mind already filled with another person.

He took a deep breath, sighed, and turned to his son as he continued, “As for you Randy, the problems you're going to have are going to be almost unimaginable. It's hard enough loving somebody in a conventional relationship, but being a submissive, what did they call you? A sissy? That's a path that's going to be fraught with trouble and I wouldn't expect other people to understand it either, but you'll get no trouble from me and I don't think you'll get any from your mother either.”

Randy tried to jump up in happiness, but Olivia held the leash firmly and swatted his butt, commanding him to stay prone at her feet. James sadly shook his head at that, but didn’t object. Instead, he resumed speaking, “Anybody could make a case that I'm being a horrible father by not trying to stop this, but I know if your mind is made up it's useless to try to change it. You got that from your mother and if Olivia completes you in your own way the way your mother completes me then who am I to be a roadblock to your future?"

"Thank you so much Mr. Alford," said Olivia. "I do cherish your son and I promise that if he is ever tired of being my sissy that he'll be returned to you no worse for it."

"That will never happen Mistress Olivia," vowed Randy.

"I'm very proud of you, James," said Peggy. "I think that's all we could do. Fighting it would only make him resent us."

"I know you're right, but it's just a tough spot. It would have been easier if he had just brought home a black fiancée or told us he had a boyfriend," said James.

Diana was thrilled that Randy's dad had come around.  Honestly, he knew the truth before she ever told him, but it's hard for a man to accept that his only son isn't the take on the world type of alpha male that most dads envision.

With Randy's personality, his only true happiness would come from a woman who could appreciate the gift of his submission. A lifetime of housework, high heels, and possibly even cuckoldry wouldn't be a good fit for most men, but Randy wasn't most men.  He was learning the joy of submission and soon he would learn just what a powerful intoxicant it was.

***

Olivia's Acura MDX was packed to the gills with Mia and Randy in the SUV as well as all their things.  They were all racing down to DuPont College for orientation, but they left behind plenty of other boxes and bags that Mr. Brent work be bringing down to them in a couple of days.

"Why did you tie up Randy for the trip anyway?" asked Mia.

"Because you should always secure your pets," replied Olivia.

"Well, that just meant we had to pack the car without any help from him."

"How much help do you really think he'd be carrying heavy bags?" asked Olivia.

"Okay, point taken, but still..."

"Still what? We are going to have so much fun over the next four years," said Olivia. "Believe me, you'll be grateful we have Sandy when she's cleaning up our dorm room."

"You don't think people will think it weird at DuPont that we have a crossdressed maidservant?" asked Mia.

"Do I look like I care? Besides, at a school the size of DuPont College, I'm willing to bet there's another crossdresser or two somewhere."

"I hope you're right," replied Mia with a giggle, "I'd like a sissy maid of my own."

From the back, secure in his bindings, Randy listened intently to the conversation in the front seat. He wasn't gagged and could freely join in, but he didn't want to. He was content just to listen. He was finally content.

THE END
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

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.   I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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LIVING TOGETHER

1 hope you are enjoying Welcome to the
Real World. Its building to a dramatic
conclusion and it will be available in
March.

Over the next four weeks, I'l be publish-
ing my newest series that right now I'm
calling Living Together. It's the story
about three roommates. When the male
Y of the trio gets busted in panties, his
roommates begin {o turn him him into
their own sissy maid.

It has the same kind of forceful, but not
really spiteful feminization of Welcome
to the Real World and I'm already
through two and a half books, so there
won't be any of those annoying long
breaks between stories.

I hope that you'll give it a chance and |
really appreciate your patience with Wel-
come to the Real World.

On Sale February 23rd
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| Now Have a Patreon Page

patfreon

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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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
il (e ) A1 5 {e):& when he calls a phone sex operator

KYLIE CABLE, with a story about an imaginary mis-
Y tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and
finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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