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Book One: Discovery

Kylie Gable, Pamela Harlow and Claudia Acosta



Luke and his sister Lucy were completely different; so much so that most people didn’t realize that they were twins or even siblings. Luke was the salutatorian of his high school class and went to Dartmouth on a full ride. 

Lucy set the record for detentions and was a cheerleader for a year before she got kicked off the squad for smoking behind the school. She went to community college for a semester before flunking out. 

She hated Luke growing up and—as she tormented him constantly—the feeling was mutual. Growing up, he was the good kid and she was the bad one. The older they got the more they fought and when she discovered she was tougher than him—tough enough to kick his ass—he never had a chance. 

As soon as he could go away to college, Luke was thrilled to finally escape from her clutches. After moving out, he only saw her a few times as an adult. The last time was at his parents’ funeral a few years before. 

Even as an adult, Luke was still haunted by memories of one day after school when she really let him have it. 

You see, he really hated to be home alone with his sister Lucy. That was one of the reasons that he was involved in so many extracurricular activities. That day, he had a paper due for English so he rushed home right after school to work on it. 

“What are you doing home, loser?” Lucy asked looking up from the couch. 

“I don’t want any trouble,” he said. “I’ll be up in my room working on my paper for English class.” 

“Just stay out of my way,” she ordered. “I have friends coming over.” 

“You just stay out of my way, bitch,” he said. “This paper is very important.” 

“What do you call me?” she barked. 

“You heard me, bitch,” Luke replied just as angrily. 

“Fine, we’ll just stay out of each other’s hair,” she said. 

Luke had a good start on the paper, so it didn’t take him that long to finish it, but he knew the importance of thorough revision and this was only his first draft. He listened through his headphones as he worked—in this case he was listening to  The All-American Rejects at full volume—and so he was blissfully unaware when Lucy snuck into his room. 

He didn’t even realize she was there until her arm snaked around his neck. With her weight bearing down on him, it was making it hard for him to breathe. Luke could feel himself passing out as his vision narrowed and everything grew darker. It was only for a few moments, but he did lose consciousness. 

He knew this because when he came to, Lucy was securely taping his forearms to the armrests of his chair. He tried to pull away, but it was soon clear he was helpless. As he futilely struggled to somehow break the tape that was holding him tightly to the chair, Lucy was wrapping tape around his arms and torso binding them to the back of the chair. 

“Let me go, Lucy! This isn’t funny,” demanded Luke. 

“I think it’s hysterical and it’s about to get even more hilarious,” said Lucy. 

“What is that supposed to mean?” 

“You’re going to find out very soon, Luke,” she taunted. “You made a big mistake by calling me a bitch.” 

“Why is that?” he asked nervously. 

She disappeared behind him for a moment to pick up a pair of his discarded sweat socks. “Why brother dear?” 

she asked rhetorically while she gleefully stuffed the socks in his mouth and taped them in place. “You’ve left me no choice, but to turn you into a bitch now.” 

Luke thrashed around in his chair trying to get loose as she taped his ankles together to the legs of the chair. 

Even as he was trying to escape, she was rendering him more and more helpless. He was soon unable to budge at all, which made Lucy chuckle with glee. 

He watched in horror as she deleted his just-completed paper from his computer and erased the disk that had his

research as well. He screamed into the gag, but she just laughed at his helplessness. The desk chair that Luke was sitting in had wheels on the bottom, so it was relatively easy for her to just wheel him into their shared bathroom. 

“Now, let’s see, where should we begin? You don’t have much hair for a guy, but you still have more than suits my purposes, but I can’t exactly untape you from the chair to get rid of it.” 

Luke immediately regretted that he had changed into a pair of shorts and a short sleeved t-shirt after school. 

Helpless, he just grunted into his gag. Shaving him wasn’t easy for Lucy. She had to untape his legs in order to reach everywhere, but it was still easier than if he had been wearing long pants and a sweater. 

Doing his chest and underarms was even more of a challenge and Luke wasn’t about to make it easier by cooperating. Lucy untaped his chest and arms from the back of the chair so she could shave off his chest hair. She pushed the front of his shirt over the back of his head further pinning his arms behind him, but to do his underarms she had to remove his shirt and untape one arm at a time. 

Luke felt like a total wimp not to be able to fight off his own sister when he had an arm free, but she had already retaped his legs, so he had absolutely no leverage. He was also perfectly still when the razor was in contact with the delicate skin under his arms because he didn’t want her accidentally slicing him to bits. 

She cackled like some kind of cartoon super villain when she was satisfied that he was completely hairless and she could retape his left arm and his chest back to the chair leaving her brother completely trapped again. 

“That was fun,” she beamed. “I should have done that a long time ago. What should I do next?” 

Still gagged, Luke didn’t reply except to grumble into his gag. Lucy was directing this show, and there was nothing he could say to change that even if he could speak. He tested the tape holding him, but she had done a very thorough job of immobilizing her brother. 

She wheeled the chair over to the sink and tilted it back until Luke’s head was extending over the sink. He had no idea what was next until she opened up the medicine cabinet above him and pulled out a tiny pair of silver tweezers. 

She taunted him by opening and closing it as she moved the tweezers slowly towards his face, humming the theme from Jaws. Furious, Luke could only sit there helplessly as one by one she plucked his eye brows until they were thinned into narrow feminine arches that perfectly matched her own. 

“Aw, aren’t you pretty?” she taunted. Luke couldn’t reply, so he just gave her his best hard stare, even though he was terrified at what she might have planned next. 

It didn’t take very long to find out. Luke had long hair at the time, and as he saw her warm up the curling iron and grab scissors, combs, and brushes he had a very guess about what she was going to do to him. 

Lucy took her time trimming his hair. He swore that the minute ever got free, he was going to get his revenge, but deep inside he knew that this was just a hollow threat. What could he do to her? 

“I hope you like my hair,” she said, “because you’re going to have the exact same style when I’m done with you.” 

Luke cursed her out under his gag. This was such a humiliating thing to have done to him, but she just smiled and hummed a happy tune as she eagerly worked to style his hair. When she was done he, was sporting choppy bangs and a ton of layers. Luke thought if she wanted to look like Ashlee Simpson that was fine, but he sure didn’t want to. 

She stepped out of the room for a few moments leaving him struggling in vain to find a razor or a scissors lying around that he could somehow reach and use to escape. Luke could hear her talking on her phone in the bedroom. 

She was telling one of her friends to get the whole gang and come on over. 

Luke didn’t want her friends seeing him like this. She then called another friend and although he couldn’t hear what she said, the way she was laughing he knew it couldn’t be good. He didn’t know when it would happen, but Luke knew he would have a chance to escape, and he made up his mind that when he saw that chance, he’d take it. 

When Lucy finally returned to the bathroom, she had a pile of clothes with her. It was pretty obvious who they were for. Luke struggled again against his bonds, but only succeeded in tiring himself out. Lucy just stood there with her arms crossed mocking his useless gestures. 

When he had finally exhausted himself, she picked up the bra and a teal popcorn shirt and approached him. His problem was that after years of gymnastics and cheerleading, she was tougher than he was. 

She would let only one arm at a time free so she kept him sitting down with no leverage and one free arm versus her with two good arms. She got the bra and the shirt on him and securely taped him back to the chair. 

“You know, I don’t know that this position is going to work very well for the next part. I’ll be right back.” 

Luke decided that this was his chance to escape. As soon as she left, Luke labored to get free for all he was worth. He struggled so hard that he wound up tipping the chair over. When Lucy returned she found him face down on the floor with the chair still attached to his back. She just laughed at his failed escape attempt. 

From his humbled position on the ground, Luke heard the doorbell. “Oh, you are saved by the bell. Don’t bother getting up,” she taunted. 

Now, Luke knew his sister was bad news and the girls that she ran with were equally terrible. They terrorized his school and God help the poor guy who was foolish enough to cross them. 

At first, it was just the added humiliation of having your ass kicked by a girl that made it so bad, but as their list of victims grew, it lost a lot of its stigma and shame. Instead, what really made the experience so terrible, was that Lucy and her friends were so vindictive. 

Guys who were bullies would be content with leaving you bruised and bloodied. Lucy and her friends, on the other hand, would absolutely destroy people who got in their way—be they student, teacher, or even principal. They didn’t care. 

Luke knew that he doorbell could only mean that Lucy was soon to have some of these vicious vipers she called friends arriving to help with his utter destruction. 

Luke was determined not to be a sitting duck when they got there. Who knew what they had planned for him? 

He started struggling against the tape and though for three of his limbs it was useless, he finally managed to get his left wrist free. From there he was able to peel off the tape from his other limbs. 

He scrambled to his feet and raced to his bedroom. He was just taking off the ridiculous popcorn shirt when he heard footsteps running up the stairs. Luke slammed the door shut and locked it, but he doubted that would hold them. The lock on the door could be picked very easily, and Lucy had done it many times before. 

Luke looked out the window, but it was a long way down from his bedroom window to the lawn below. He was cornered and his sister and her accomplices would be in his room any minute now. He threw open his closet and began digging through it, looking for a weapon that he could use to defend himself. 

He found an old  whiffle ball bat and brandished it even as he heard them messing with his lock. 

“Let us in, or we’re going to make it that much worse for you! You won’t like what happens if we have to break in,” threatened the familiar bark of Lucy’s friend Wendy Fisher. 

Doug Farrell had been the class bully going back to when he transferred to their school district back in second grade. Then he made the mistake of messing with Wendy sophomore year. She kicked in two of his teeth, and broke his arm when he wouldn’t call her master and left him in a dumpster behind the school gym. He wasn’t the same after that. 

The only reason Wendy didn’t get kicked out was because Doug was too terrified of Wendy to confirm that she was the one who did it--This, even though she was bragging to the entire school about it. 

Luke had to fight a serious urge to just open the door and throw himself at their mercy. “I’ve got a baseball bat,” 

he bellowed. “If anybody lays a finger on me, I’m going to bash their head in.” 

No sooner had he made his idle threat, than his bedroom door flew open. The bed was between him and the door, and he held his yellow plastic bat in a death grip ready to slam it into the first girl who dared to approach. 

As they stood in the doorway, the girls eyed him up and down the way a hungry lioness stalks a gazelle. He could see that Lucy’s friend Amber was with them, and although she wasn’t as tough as Wendy, she was clever and just as mean. 

The girls advanced on him. Lucy and Amber went around the bed, while Wendy took the direct route right over his comforter. Luke raised the  whiffle bat in her direction, wordlessly warning her to back off. 

“Hit me with that and see what happens,” threatened Wendy. “I’ll shove it up your ass so far, they’ll have to pull it out through your nose.” 

Luke froze in place contemplating her horrible ultimatum. That pause gave Amber the opening she needed and

she quickly grabbed his bat. As he was fighting her for control of the bat, Wendy punched him right in the balls and he crumpled onto his bed like he’d just been shot. As he lay there writhing and moaning in pain, the girls laughed at his agony. 

“Boys are so easy,” said Wendy, a crooked grin crossing her face. 

“What a sissy,” added Amber. “He didn’t even take off his bra or pretty top. Let’s tie him up and finish the job.” 

“No!” Luke cried out as Wendy sat down on his shoulders pinning him down. 

“Hold ‘her’ tight, Wendy,” said his sister taking charge of the situation. “Give me the bat.” 

Lucy tucked the bat behind his back and, with Wendy’s help, maneuvered it into the crooks of his elbows. 

“Okay, roll him over,” instructed Lucy. Wendy rolled him over onto his back while Lucy took clothesline that she had retrieved when Luke was bound in the bathroom.  She then tied his wrists in front of him. When she was done he couldn’t move his arms an inch. 

“You’re all dead, I mean it,” threatened Luke, but even he didn’t believe it. 

“We’ll see, brother dear,” replied an obviously not impressed Lucy. 

“This is perfect,” said Amber. “We can get access to everything including his nails when he’s tied like this.” 

“His legs are already shaved and I picked out the perfect skirt for him,” added Lucy. 

The girls worked as a team to dress Luke and do his makeup. With Wendy’s help, his sister wrestled him into a crinkly silver satin skirt, nude hose, and a pair of black panties. They also painted his fingernails and toenails a bright crimson that matched his popcorn shirt. 

While they were doing this, Amber focused on his hair and makeup. He couldn’t move his arms, but he could move his head and he didn’t make it easy for her—at least until she dug her nails into the soft flesh of his cheeks. 

She made it very clear that if he continued to fight her, he’d regret it. 

They made Luke step into a pair of black open-toed three-inch pumps that were selected especially to show off his painted toes. The girls made him walk around for a few minutes to get used to the shoes, but with his arms still tied it was a real challenge for him to balance himself. 

Luke’s three captors took great joy in watching him struggle to not twist an ankle or fall flat on his face. Finally, as he walked past her, Wendy gave him a hard shove and he went tumbling sprawled halfway on the bed. 

“What did you do that for?” Luke asked angrily. 

“Because I could,” she replied. 

“Now listen up, sissy,” said Lucy looming over him. “We’re going to do some things to you that you’re not going to like.” 

“No, please! Don’t,” he pleaded. 

“We’re doing them,” she replied. “The only question is if we’re doing them the easy way or the hard way.” 

“No!” he yelled, pulling himself up to his feet despite his fear. But Lucy just pushed him right back down and, unsteady on his heels; he had no way to resist. 

“Easy way or hard way?” asked Wendy grabbing him roughly. 

“Let me go!” he demanded. 

“That’s not a choice,” said Lucy. 

“Easy way or hard way?” asked Wendy. 

Luke got the feeling she was going to punch him or something if he didn’t take the easy way, so that’s just what he did. “I’ll do it the easy way,” he mumbled. 

“What did he say?” asked Amber. “I can’t hear him.” 

“She said she’s going to be a good girl,” said Lucy. “Isn’t that right?” she asked, painfully squeezing her brother’s shoulder. 

He tried to resist, but the agony was too much to bear. “Yes, I’ll be a good...girl,” Luke said sadly, causing the girls to giggle at the way he referred to himself in the feminine. 

“I still can’t get over how much he looks like you,” said Wendy. 

“I know,” replied Lucy. “This is going to cause some problems.” 

“What kind of problems?” asked Amber. 

“I thought we could take some humiliating photos of Luke and use them to own him, but people might think it’s actually me in the pictures,” explained Lucy. 

“Yeah, we don’t want to ruin your reputation by mistake,” agreed Amber. 

“What can we do then?” asked Wendy. 

“Let me think,” said Lucy. 

“Can’t you just let me go?” Luke begged. 

“Not a chance,” glared Wendy. 

“We need to get him on video so it’s obvious that it’s him!” exclaimed Lucy. 

“I’m not going to do that,” he protested. 

“Wendy, why don’t you see if you can change his mind,” suggested Lucy. 

Wendy pounced on Luke like a house cat attacking a mouse. Unfortunately, this mouse still had its arms securely tied. She slapped him in the face and punched him in the stomach. She kneed him in the balls and left him a blubbering mass crying out, “I’ll do whatever you want.  I’ll do anything! Just please stop!” 

“Spoken like a true sissy,” commented Amber. 

“Now, let’s give him a nice sissy task to do,” said Lucy. “Thank you, Wendy.” 

“Believe me, it was my pleasure,” said Wendy. 

The girls gave Luke a few minutes to recover and stop sobbing before Amber fixed his makeup.  As she did this, he could hear Lucy and Wendy laughing as they wrote out a long string of text messages and sent them to his phone. 

“Okay sis,” said Lucy. “Your first task is to deliver the lines we texted you. This had better be believable so take the next fifteen or twenty minutes to study.” 

Luke stared at the texts in disbelief. His reputation would never survive the humiliation of reading this statement on camera, but he didn’t think his face would survive another assault from Wendy. 

He wished he could defend himself, but even if he had both of his hands free, he wouldn’t be able to fight back against Wendy. She was much tougher than he was. 

With all three girls turning their cameras on Luke, he licked his lips seductively and then he began to speak in the breathiest girliest voice that he could muster:

 Hi everybody, my name is Luke Dawkins and I am looking for a big strong man with a large cock who wants a sexy girl with a little something…extra. I am expert at oral or anal sex and I can make the right guy very happy. 

 Take a look at my body.  Do you want these long lean legs wrapped around you or these juicy red lips wrapped around your cock? I do too! *giggle*

 You can text me at 555-8143 and we’ll set up a booty call that you won’t ever forget. 

Luke could tell that the girls were trying hard to stifle their laughter so that it wouldn’t interrupt his false confession. 

“Wow! What a great little actress!” exclaimed Amber. 

“I think this will serve our needs very well,” replied Lucy. “Let’s just get a demonstration of his oral skills for the cameras.” 

“Oh God, please no,” Luke moaned. 

“Don’t waste it now,” teased Wendy. “Save those moans for the camera.” 

They changed his outfit into a scalloped red lace teddy with matching red thigh high lacy stockings and

skyscraper come fuck me heels. 

Luke wondered where they got the lingerie from as he was sure his parents wouldn’t approve of Lucy owning something like this outfit—even though he knew that wouldn’t stop her. 

“Why did you dress me like this?” Luke asked motioning to his lingerie. 

“Like a slut, you mean?” asked Lucy. 

“Yeah, fine.  Why did you dress me like a slut?” 

“You know what they say,” replied Lucy. “If the shoes fit, wear them.” 

“And what pretty slutty shoes they are,” agreed Amber. 

“Now get down on your knees, bitch,” ordered Wendy producing a realistic looking dildo. 

“Oh no,” Luke shook his head vigorously. 

“Oh yes,” replied Wendy pushing him down to his knees and thrusting the dildo into his hands. 

“What do I have to do?” he asked nervously almost in a full out panic. 

“I think you know what to do with that,” said Amber. 

“Aw, she probably just wants the real thing,” said Wendy. 

“Soon enough,” agreed Lucy. “For now just suck it. Show it that you like it.  Kiss it and do to that dildo what you’d like to do to a boy if one was here right now.” 

“I’m not gay! I don’t like guys,” Luke protested. 

“Like it matters,” said Wendy. “Now get sucking.” 

“I’d do what she says,” advised Amber. 

Luke took the realistic phallus in his hands. He didn’t want to touch it, let alone put the damn thing in his mouth, but under the girls’ instruction he was soon licking it, slurping all over it, and trying to shove the whole nine-inch rubber penis down his throat. 

Of course, they made sure to record every bit of his pornographic performance on their phones. After capturing it all on their phones, and eventually when they edited the video together with the video of Luke talking about how much he liked boys, they totally owned him. If he could be mistaken for Lucy, it wouldn’t matter. Not after the video left no doubt as to his actual identity. 

The girls owned Luke now and they used that ownership for their own benefit in many different ways. Lucy was determined that he learn how to pass as her. It took a lot of work on his part, but soon he had her voice down fairly well and her mannerisms perfectly. 

Soon her mannerisms had spilled over into her brother’s daily life, but she didn’t really care about that. Lucy even went as far as buying them duplicate outfits or at least insisting that Luke buy himself duplicates of some of her clothes. By the time she had turned her twin brother into a convincing doppelgänger for herself, she had found all sorts of uses for him. 

For one, Lucy didn’t have to worry about little things like going to detention For Luke, the worst was probably one weekend when Darren Howell had asked her out and she agreed. Darren was a very popular and good looking guy. He was the type that normally wouldn’t date a bad girl like Lucy, but he was definitely smitten with her. He had fallen hard and she thought it would be good for her reputation to go out with the guy. 

Unfortunately for Luke, Rolando Vazquez asked his twin sister out on a date for the same night. He was the type of Latino bad boy that Lucy went nuts for. She agreed to go out with him without giving Darren a second thought. 

The next day, like many afternoons, Lucy had Wendy and Amber over after school while Luke was at math club. 

“Oh my God! You can’t be serious,” said Amber. “Darren is one of the most popular boys in the whole school. 

If you turn him down for Rolando you’re going to be a social outcast.” 

“I don’t care about what a bunch of plastic people think,” said Lucy. “Besides, you know Rolando will be hot in

bed. Darren’s going to close his eyes, lay back, and make me do all the work. You know how these guys are.” 

“Still, you’re making a mistake. Go out with Rolando another time,” pleaded Amber. 

“You can’t just ignore Darren,” added Wendy. 

“Well, I’ll let him down gently, but I’m going out with Rolando Saturday and there’s only one of me so that’s what I’m going to do,” said Lucy. 

“Is there really only one of you?” asked Amber, a big smile crossing her face. 

“What do you mean?” replied Lucy. 

“We’ve got Luke really well-trained. He’s practically your clone. Why not make him take your place with Rolando,” suggested Amber. 

“With Darren you mean,” snapped Lucy. 

“I doubt that would work either way,” said Wendy. 

“I would love to make Luke go out on a date with a boy.  He’d freak,” said Lucy. “I just don’t know that he could pull it off though.  Wendy is right.” 

“No,” replied Amber. “It’s just a question of proper motivation. While you’re on your date, Wendy and I can keep an eye on him so that we make sure he gives Darren plenty of attention.” 

“Hmm, it would be so much fun,” considered Lucy. “If it blows up, I can blame Luke for the whole thing.” 

“We could make him confess,” added Amber. 

“Okay, let’s go for it,” said Lucy. 

The girls decided to go to Luke’s room.  In addition to making him keep all his own girl’s clothes in his closet and dressers, Lucy had been slowly and subtly making the place where he spent the most time more and more feminine. 

Anytime their parents questioned why he wanted a pink ruffled comforter on his bed or why he had pictures of Justin Timberlake all over his room, Luke explained that it was just the way he wanted it and his parents supported him. Inside, Luke was fuming. 

When Luke finally got home, he thought he had caught a break and Lucy had gone out.  Of course, this illusion was shattered when he walked into his bedroom and found not only Lucy, but Wendy and Amber sitting and waiting for him. They had clearly been through his outfits and his female clothing was strewn around the room. 

“Hey Sissy,” beamed Amber at his presence. 

“Wh-what are you doing in my room,” stammered Luke. 

“We’ve got some bad news,” said Wendy. 

“What’s going on?” repeated Luke. 

“You need a new outfit,” said Lucy. “We’re going shopping.” 

“I have plenty of women’s clothes,” said Luke. “Look around you.” 

“Yeah,” agreed Lucy in mock sympathy, “but none of them are really right for your date Saturday.” 

“Date?! What the Hell are you taking about?” demanded Luke. 

“Watch you tone, sissy,” warned Lucy. 

“I’m sorry Ms. Lucy,” said Luke humbly. “I just wanted to know about my date.” 

“It’s okay,” teased Lucy. “I understand you being excited. You’re going out with Darren.” 

“But, he’s got a crush on you,” objected Luke. 

“Exactly,” said Amber. “Your job is to make him think that you’re Lucy.” 

“I can’t do that,” said Luke. “He’s going to know. We can look close to the same, but we’ll never look exactly alike, especially between the legs.” 

“That’s the thing, he’s seen her at school where they have a dress code that says what she can wear and limits her to very little makeup, so seeing her out of school, she’s naturally going to look a little bit different,” explained

Amber. 

“Sluttier!” exclaimed Wendy. 

“No,” snapped Luke steadfastly. “I won’t do it!” 

“Are you telling us no?” asked Wendy menacingly. 

“No,” sighed Luke. “I’m not.” 

“Great, then let’s go do some shopping,” said Amber pinching Luke’s cheek. 




***

Luke and Lucy’s parents were very predictable. Every Friday they went to  Bennigan’s for dinner and every other Saturday was their special date night. This meant that the girls would have the place to themselves when their dates came to pick them up.  As soon as their parents left, Wendy and Amber helped Luke and Lucy get ready for their dates. 

When Lucy was picked up at 7:30 by Rolando; she was wearing a sexy black lace top, skinny jeans, and a pair of black leather ankle-high boots—a real “bad girl” look. 

Although Luke was hardly dressed as a “good girl” he looked a bit less slutty. The girls put him in a tight silky black top with cap sleeves, a red knee-length pencil skirt that really made his ass stand out. Wendy placed a black leather obi belt around his waist and cinched it very tightly. That, along with his stuffed bra, made him appear to have sexy feminine curves that he really didn’t have. 

They completed his outfit with a pair of black platform peep toe pumps that showed off his fire engine red toenails and had a substantial four-and-a-half heel. Even with a three-fourths inch platform, they were still high enough that neither Wendy nor Amber thought she could walk at all gracefully in them. Fortunately, they had made Luke practice his walk constantly and Lucy, who loved heels herself, had taught her brother how to walk with catlike grace. 

It was eight o’clock and Amber was once again retouching Luke’s makeup in the upstairs bathroom. He felt ridiculous and his stomach tightened at the thought of what was expected of him. The doorbell rang and he jumped out of his seat. 

“Relax,” said Wendy. “Take a deep breath and then go meet your date. Remember, smile and make sure he has a good time. We’ll be watching, and you know what Lucy is capable of if you screw this up.” 

“She won’t screw it up,” said Amber. “She’s such a good girl when she wants to be, and she’s already probably thinking about Darren’s juicy cock between those sexy pouting lips.” 

Luke descended the stairs cautiously in his tight pencil skirt and heels. Graceful or not, he didn’t want to have to explain to his parents how he broke his ankle. 

When he opened the door, Darren was fidgeting nervously, but stopped the moment he saw Luke. At first Luke thought that he was busted. There was no way he could fool an intelligent guy like Darren. They were in many of the same classes and he was too smart not to recognize a boy in a skirt. He was not like the mouth breathers that Lucy usually dated. 

“Wow! You’re breathtaking,” gushed Darren. 

“Th-Thank you,” stammered Luke. 

Soon Luke and Darren were in his  Audi and driving across town to the local  Olive Garden. Walking into the restaurant, Luke felt terribly exposed. Other than what that skirt was doing to his ass, he didn’t think he looked particularly slutty. Still, even though he wasn’t really dressed out of the ordinary for a teenaged girl out on a date, he was definitely made up sexily. 

“I really like the breadsticks here,” said Darren. 

“Yeah, I do too,” replied Luke nervously. 

They sat down and soon they were given menus and water. Luke could see that the busboy that filled their water glasses was checking him out, and that made him feel even more exposed and vulnerable. 

“I thought we’d go to  Corners after dinner,” said Darren.  Corners was an all-ages dance club, and the thought

of dancing with Darren sent a shiver up Luke’s spine. 

“Sure, let’s play it by ear,” said Luke twitching nervously. He froze in mid sentence when he saw Wendy and Amber being seated just two tables away from them. They were behind Darren so he couldn’t see them waving and blowing kisses at Luke. 

Luke didn’t acknowledge them, but the first thing they did was to hold hands across the table and point to their hands. What they wanted him to do was obvious. He grasped Darren’s hand in his as they talked. Amber and Wendy giggled to themselves seeing the forced public display of affection. 

Darren looked deeply into Luke’s eyes. He smiled at the display of affection and grasped Luke’s hand between both of his. “I’ve wanted to ask you out for a long time,” said Darren. “I’ve had a crush on you for a couple of years now.” 

“Me? Really?” asked Luke. 

“Oh yes, I can’t believe I’m out with you,” said Darren. 

Throughout the dinner, Amber and Wendy directed Luke with signaled instructions for exactly what to do. 

Luke had no choice but to follow them, and by the time the tiramisu had arrived, the couple was seriously kissing and necking. 

Luke was embarrassed to be seen by the girls, and even more humiliated to know that they were subtly taking pictures of him and Darren. 

As the waitress came over and instructed Darren that he could pay the bill whenever he was ready, Luke took the opportunity to thank his date for a lovely evening. “I really enjoyed myself, Darren. I hope we can do this again very soon,” said Luke. 

“Well, it’s still very early,” said Darren. “It’s barely even ten. I thought we could go dancing or maybe see a movie.” 

“Oh, a movie sounds great,” lied Luke, eager to avoid going to Corners where any number of their classmates might see them and figure out who he really was. “I’m just not used to staying up this late.” 

Darren laughed loudly enough to draw the attention of several nearby diners. “Oh good, I thought you were serious. The day that the wildest girl in our whole school is calling it a night at 10 o’clock is the day I drop out.” 

“Yeah, just my little joke,” said Luke sheepishly. 

No sooner did they buy their tickets for the movie theatre than Darren was offering to buy popcorn. Luke thought he would burst and just asked for a diet soda. 

When Darren went to get the drinks, Wendy and Amber made their move. Luke hadn’t seen them following him and Darren, but he breathed a sigh of relief a little too soon because as soon as he was alone, they joined him. 

“Are you enjoying your date?” asked Amber mockingly. 

“What do you think?!” snapped Luke. 

“It doesn’t matter what we think. What matters is what he thinks. Lucy may want to go out with him and you’re not going to ruin it for her. This movie is pretty deserted. You’re going to find a good opportunity and go down on him or you will regret it,” warned Wendy. 

“What more can you do to me? Haven’t you embarrassed me enough?” asked Luke. 

“For starters,” said Amber. “We could tell Darren about his girlfriend’s little secret.” 

“I bet he’d love to know he was making out with a guy all night,” added Wendy. She smirked seeing the defeated look on Luke’s face. 

Both girls laughed as they walked away from Luke. They sat in the same row as him, but they were another aisle over. They wanted to catch the action, when Luke inevitably gave in to their demands. 

“Here you go, Lucy,” said Darren handing his date a large Diet Coke and sitting down next to her. He was a gentleman, but he was an assertive one, snuggling in close to Luke and kissing him on the lips. 

Luke had never even had a date with a girl that had ever gone this far, and it humiliated him to be making out with one of the most popular boys in his school when so many girls had rejected him. 

The movie was a dud. It was a romantic comedy without chemistry or laughs. Of the six people in the theatre at

the start of the movie, two of them left after only twenty minutes. Another couple was half a theatre in front of Luke and Darren, so Luke would at least have some privacy while he did as he had been ordered. 

Luke slowly undid the zipper on Darren’s pants. In response, Darren wordlessly smiled. He had heard stories about how wild Lucy was, but he never expected this much action on a first date. 

In Luke’s head he kept hearing that Alanis Morissette song that mentions going down on a guy in a theatre, even as he pulled Darren’s sizable member out of his pants. It had already sprung to life and Luke couldn’t help feeling a little jealous of his size. 

The girls had made sure that Luke had been well-prepared for this, at least on a purely anatomical basis. As he had been taught, Luke started sucking and lightly biting Darren’s balls while he stroked him. Then his ran his tongue up and down his cock and put it in his mouth. 

After sucking and tonguing it for a little bit, Luke leaned over further and took as much of Darren’s cock into his mouth as he could. He buried his face in his lap. Darren soon decided to help and started fucking his mouth fairly deep and he pulled him in even harder so that he was basically going straight up his throat. 

He kept fucking Luke’s throat as hard as he could, and against every impulse he had, Luke never tried to stop him, even while he was gagging. Of course, the girls captured every moment of this incredibly sloppy blow job. 

Darren was too wrapped up in his pleasure and Luke in his shame to even notice them. 

Of course, Luke was left with cum all over his face. Darren was nice enough to hand him a napkin and he tried to clean himself up. He could hear the woman from the couple in front of them looking back to give him a dirty look. Luke could hear her tell her partner a little too loudly that he was a slut. 




***

 

When Darren finally took Luke back to his house, the popular boy was still glowing from the oral sex he had received in the theatre. Luke felt like he could have asked him for anything and he would have given it to him without a second thought. Despite his shame, this sense of power felt intriguing. 

Darren walked Luke up to his porch and he breathed a sigh of relief that his parents had not yet returned. Darren kissed Luke deeply on the lips and asked about a second date. 

Luke didn’t want to be too committal because if Lucy didn’t want to go, he’d be the one keeping the promise, and giving another blow job. “Sure, that sounds great,” Luke said. “Text me and we’ll set something up.” 

Luke watched Darren walk down the stairs, climb into his Audi, and pull away. He opened the door and walked inside his house. He wanted to get out of all this girly stuff before his parents came home, and he was just about to head into the bathroom when the door opened. Lucy had given Wendy and Amber a key to their house. 

“Hey cocksucker,” teased Wendy. 

“Which do you prefer? Giving or receiving?” asked Amber. 

“I don’t think he’s ever gotten one,” replied Wendy. 

“I’ve gotten lots of them,” Luke lied. 

“Well, you sure give good ones,” said Amber. 

“What do you two want?” he asked. 

“We promised Lucy that we’d put you to bed,” said Wendy. 

“I’m not a baby,” he said. 

“Well, you’re somebody’s baby now,” joked Amber. “Now march.” 

The girls led him to his bedroom where he expected to have the humiliating task of undressing in front of them. 

That wasn’t to be. “Climb into bed,” commanded Amber. 

“In my skirt and blouse?” he asked. 

“Wow, I’ve never seen a slut in such a hurry to take off her clothes,” said Amber. 

“You’re on fire tonight,” said Wendy. 

“Get into bed, now!” ordered Amber, and Luke did as she told him. When he climbed into bed, the two girls quickly secured him in a tight hogtie with pantyhose and then pulled his covers up over his shoulder. 

“Lucy figured that after the night you had, you’d want to play with yourself as soon as you got home. She asked us to prevent that,” said Wendy. 

“You two are such bitches,” he said. 

“Thank you,” replied Amber. “Now so are you.” 

The girls turned off the light and were about to leave his room when he called out, “what if my mom or dad come in here and see me like this?” 

“Then you’ll have to tell us all about it, princess” said Wendy. “Goodnight.” 




***

 

Luke tried to struggle free of his bonds, but he was secured tightly. From past experience, he knew that pantyhose are a real bitch to get loose from. Between the stress of the night and the physical exertion of trying to escape his bonds, he was so worn out that he actually fell asleep. 

Luke woke up to Lucy untying his hogtie. When she saw that he was awake she smiled from ear to ear. 

“Did you have fun on your date, little sister?” she asked him. 

“Very funny,” he pouted. 

“I heard you passed all of our tests. Wendy said he liked you and he liked your blow job even better,” she said. 

“Well, he’s your problem now.” 

“Actually,” said Lucy, “I really liked my night with Rolando. He fucked me so hard I can hardly walk straight.” 

“Like I care,” Luke said as Lucy untied his hands. 

“The problem is I want to keep dating him and that’s going to be a problem with Darren,” she said. 

“No, Lucy,” He refused, seeing where she was going with this. 

“You really don’t have a choice with all the pictures and videos they took of you and Darren together. If he finds out you’re my brother, you’re dead meat,” she said. 

“He’d know you were a part of it,” he said. 

“No, I could pretty much deny it and say you’ve been impersonating me since we were kids. I can do a great job of acting shocked,” she said. “Face it, I own you. You’re going to keep Darren very happy, and you’re going to pleasure him and anybody else I want you to, in any way I want you to.” 

“N-no I won’t do it,” he stammered. 

“We’ll talk about it in the morning. You can get changed now and I’ll leave you something to sleep in while you’re scrubbing off that makeup. I own you and I love it!” 




TO BE CONTINUED
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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
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Sydney, Megan, and Brandon
Book THRee discover that Gigi can make
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
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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
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
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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