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"Its about time you got home. I want to do the laundry before going out with my friends," said Maria Zaragosa as she saw her step brother walk through the front door of their home. He was dirty and his soccer uniform was covered with dirt, grass stains, and a couple of spots that appeared to be blood. 

"What do you care?" asked her step brother Roger. 

"It's on my chore list idiot," spat Maria. "I'm not done until the laundry's done." 

"So, how is that my problem?" 

"I'll make it your problem if you don't get you ass in gear," said Maria. She really resented the way that Roger and his mother had turned her life upside down when Roger's mom married her dad and formed what they call a blended family. Roger's older sister was away at college, so Roger's mom stuck Maria with a voluminous list of chores leaving Roger only to feed the fish and mow the lawn. 

"Go right into the shower and hang your uniform on the door. I just washed the towels so I'll bring you up some fresh ones," demanded Maria. "Now march." 

Roger felt like telling Maria to buzz off, but honestly there was nothing he wanted more at that particular moment than a hot shower and a warm fluffy towel. 



When Roger emerged from the shower, he realized the first problem was that there were no towels in the bathroom. He'd have to track water in order to get to the door and the fresh clean towels. He opened the bathroom door and was surprised to see not a single towel. The only thing in the hallway was a single pair of pink lace panties with the word pink emblazoned across the back. Infuriated, he called out for his sister, "Maria! That's not funny. 

Where are the damn towels." 

There was no response at all. Roger weighed his options and decided that his best choice was to just put the panties on and hurry to his bedroom, where he could change into his clothes. It felt strange stepping into the lace panties. He had never seen them before and he wondered if they belonged to his step-sister. They seemed to fit him perfectly and the two siblings were roughly the same size. 

After putting on the panties, Roger walked to his bedroom only to find his drawers completely empty of clothes. In his closet was a pink lace dress with long sleeves. Even his blanket and sheets had been stripped from his bed. He was fuming now. He called Maria's name once again, but still got no answer. He collapsed onto his bed and realized that he was freezing. Somebody had really cranked the AC up, and wet and nearly naked, he was miserable. 

Finally, he decided that it didn't make much difference if he was walking around the house in panties or a dress and decided to fetch the dress from his closet. He stepped into it zipping it up the back and was again surprised that it fit him perfectly. He couldn't help but admire his reflection in the mirror before getting back to the matter at hand. He knew that Maria had done this deliberately. She was always trying to set him up, but this was a new low even for her. 

He descended the stairs shouting out Maria's name, but got no answer.Finally she called up to him, "I'm in the basement, but I accidentally smashed a glass pitcher on the kitchen floor." 

Roger knew that he had to descend into the basement. That was where the laundry was and he was sure that was where his extra clothes were, but he could see shards of broken glass all over the kitchen floor and he didn't fancy slicing his feet to ribbons. 

"Bring me something to wear now, Mari," demanded Roger. 

"I can't hear you," replied Maria. 

"This is not funny," he yelled. "You have to the count of three. One...Two...Three." 

There was no reply from the basement. She obviously could hear him. She had just called up to him. He was getting angrier by the moment. Then he saw on the end table a pair of strappy pink high-heeled shoes. He guessed that they went with the dress so Maria had probably intended for him to wear them down into the basement, but he had no idea how to walk in shoes like those. He decided that he'd just have to go slow. Even these unfamiliar heels would be better than walking on broken glass. 

As Roger walked through the kitchen, he could hear the crunch of the glass on the floor. This would be a pain to clean up, but that wasn't his problem. If Maria had done this deliberately, she could clean it up just as deliberately. 

When he reached the top of the stairs to the basement, he found the light switch produced no extra illumination. The basement was fairly dark land walking down the stairs in the unfamiliar shoes caused him great difficulty, but soon he was down in the basement. He looked around still trying to find Maria, but his curiosity was soon replaced with dread. Plopped on a chair at the bottom of the stairs was his sister's teddy bear. 

Oh how Roger hated that teddy bear. It was a remnant of a time before Maria's dad's second marriage when he wanted a way to keep an eye on the nanny who watched his precious daughter when he was at work. The teddy bear had a built in camera that was connected to his laptop so that he could observe from work. Before she was even out of junior high, Maria had convinced her father that she was mature enough to look after herself. Soon she had connected that bear up to her own tablet. To Roger, there was nothing worse than thinking he was getting away with something when his parents were out only to find out his step sister had photographic proof. 

"Oh my God!" exclaimed Roger realizing that his sister now had footage of him walking down the stairs in the dress and heels. "I am going to kill her," he said slamming the bear into the floor and marched over to the stairs as quickly as his high heeled feet could carry him. 

"And what do you think you're doing?" asked his sister's voice over the intercom. 

"I'm going upstairs to kick your ass," said Roger. "Nice trick using your dad's intercom to make me think you were in the basement." 

"It was, wasn't it?" asked Maria rhetorically. "How about Mr. Bearston?" 

"Very funny," said Roger. "I hope it's worth it when I kick your ass." 

"I don't think you well." 

"Why not?" 

"Because I can send that video of you in the dress and heels as well as the footage of you sitting around in your panties before putting on a dress to everybody we know before you could even find me," said Maria laughing wickedly. "Yeah, I put a camera in your room too." 

"Fine, I won't kick your ass. What do you want?" 

"Well brother dear, you can start by picking up Mr. Bearston and putting him nicely on the chair the way you found him," insisted Maria. Roger complied unenthusiastically. 

"Now pull the red chair over in front of the stairs so that Mr. Bearston can see it.Then sit in that chair." 

"Bob found the chair and pushed it over  in front of the steps where he was clearly in camera range." 

"Perfect said Maria's voice over the intercom." 

There were a pile of things on the chair. Bob picked them up and tossed them on the floor. Sitting down in their place. 

"Sit modestly. Don't spread your legs like some kind of cheap slut." 

"I'm sorry." 

"Now pick up those things you threw on the floor, you'll need them." 

"What for?" 

"First, take off your shoes. There's no glass in the basement." 

"With pleasure." 

"Now, put on the pantyhose from that pile and then you can put your shoes back on." 

"Oh come on." 

"Do it or you're going viral dear brother." 

"I don't even know how." 

"It's not that hard. Roll the legs up all the way to the toe and step in them. Then you can pull them up to your knees. Then just pull them up the rest of the way. If you run them, you'll be punished." 

"Punished?!" 

"You heard me, now put on your little pantyhose princess." 

"You are going to pay for this," said Roger as he began to roll the pantyhose up. 

"Empty threats are so boring, but I will say you are doing an excellent job." 

"There," said Roger snapping the hose in place. 

"Great," said Maria. "No runs. Now smooth them up your legs with your hands and the spin around so I can see that they are on straight." 

"Are you happy now?" 

"Ecstatic, now put your shoes back on and then you can take off your dress and put on the padded bra there." 

"Oh God." 

"That's oh Goddess," she corrected him. "And don't you dare forget it." 

"Now let's see about," came Maria's voice over the intercom. 

"This is too much," complained Roger. 

"Oh, I though you'd like it. It matches your panties and everything. Now put it on and don't keep questioning me," insisted Maria. Roger unzipped the dress and pulled it down to his waist. He put the bra on backwards with the cups on his back and then after fastening the claps he maneuvered the bra so it was facing the right way and put his arms through the straps. 

"I did it." 

"Very good," cheered Maria. "Now, find the Nerf basketballs. You stuff." Roger looked through the pile of things. Knowing that his step sister intended them all for him sent a chill up his spine. He found two small little orange foam balls and stuffed one in each of his cups. 

"I am going to get you back for this," threatened Roger. 

"You can try. Now, zip up your dress again." 

"This is so humiliating," he complained. 

"Aw, don't feel that way. In fact I want you to be proud of your assets. Why don't you grab them in your hands and give them a little squeeze." 

"You are such a bitch." 

"That's right, so don't cross me," she warned. "Now, shake those things so Mr. Bearston has a good view. Then squeeze them between your arms. Give us a good show." 

"Are you done yet?" 

"I am, but you're not," said Maria. "Now there's a bubblegum pink lipstick and a compact down there. I don't expect your lipstick to be perfect, but I do expect you to try. Get to it." 

It wasn't lost on Roger that twisting the cap off the pink lipstick and holding up his compact to apply it to his own lips was a terribly feminine gesture and one that would be recorded by that damn nanny cam. 

"That's as good as I can do," he said

"Don't sell yourself short sis," she mocked him. "Now, give Mr. Bearston a nice pout before you put on the long blonde wig." 

"Just keep laughing it up," said Roger, but reluctantly he did as his sister instructed." 

"I won't make you put on anything else for now," said Maria. "You're already such a little princess. Why don't you push the chair out of the way and then set up Mr. Bearston so he's pointed right at the pole. After you do that, stand in front of the poll." 

Maria's father had remodeled the basement into a great family space shortly after moving in with Roger's mom. Unfortunately, he could do nothing with the four load baring polls in the basement other than paint them black. Roger stood against the large black poll before confirming for his step sister that he was done. "Alright." 

"Perfect," said Maria. "Now on the floor behind the poll, you'll find two pairs of panties." 

"I'm already wearing panties." 

"These are for your mouth. I want you to cram them in there as tight as they'll go. If you don't do this right, you know your little video has just gotten a lot more interesting than when we started." 

"Mmph," replied Roger after stuffing the panties in as far as they'd go. 

"There's a pair of pantyhose there. Wrap them around the panties to keep them in place. We wouldn't want them falling out of your mouth now, would we? That was rhetorical. I know you can't speak now," Maria laughed. 

"There are two belts there and I'm sure you've felt the handcuffs. You should also find a sleep mask and my headphones. Use one belt to strap your ankles to the pole, another belt to secure your chest to it, put on the blindfold and headphones. Then handcuffs go on around the pole behind your back. That's right brother dear...I'm sorry, sister dear, you are going to be my prisoner." 

The thought of making himself so helpless to his sister scared the Hell out of Roger, but so did the thought of everybody at school seeing him squeeze his fake books and apply lipstick. She couldn't hold him forever he reasoned, his parents would be home soon enough. 

With great trepidation, Roger bent down, grabbed the items, and did as she had instructed him. As soon as he belted his ankles to the poll, he got a bad feeling, but he had no choice, but to persist even as his sister was laughing and mocking him over the intercom. 

He put on the blindfold plunging himself into darkness and then followed it with the headphones. The moment of truth came though when all that was left were the handcuffs.Once they were on, he would be completely at Maria's mercy. He hesitated, but clicked the cuff around his left wrist and then around his right. Maria hadn't left the keys with the cold steel bracelets, so he knew he was now thoroughly her prisoner. 

"Checkmate," said Maria into the intercom, thoroughly enjoying the situation. Roger guessed she was sitting back watching him helplessly squirming and he cursed himself for allowing her to so thoroughly trap him. 

He stood there in the darkness for the next fifteen minutes. He could hear Maria upstairs cleaning up the glass in the kitchen, but soon things grew silent. His calves were already sore from wearing the unfamiliar shoes. 



Roger was startled to feel his headphones switched on. The first song to play was Shake it Off by Taylor Swift. He never downloaded that song himself and he had a bad feeling that Maria had supplied him with a horrible play list of the most girlish songs she could find. 

Next, he felt the belt around his ankles tighten a notch making it even more uncomfortable to stand. Next, another belt looped around his thighs and the poll securing his legs firmly in place. Another belt was placed around his chest just under his bra pinning his arms to the side and reducing his movement to none. He could feel Maria playing with all the straps that he had securing and tightening his handcuffs. She then took what he assumed was duct tape and ran it over his gag as well as securing the top and bottom of the sleep mask to his face and the headphones to his ears. 

The last thing he felt was a pair of pantyhose being placed over his head and knotted around his neck by the legs. It wasn't tight or strangling, but everything was now totally secured leaving him in complete isolation unable to see or hear anything around him. 



Time passed, Roger was only able to know that it had been around two hours by counting all the cutesy girly pop songs playing on his headphones. Surely, he thought, mom and dad must be home by now. He spent a few minutes screaming at the top of his lungs, but he was so well gagged that only a low hum escaped his now parched mouth. He was so tightly secured that he couldn't really make any noise. He tried stamping his feet, but his ankles were so tightly strapped to the poll that he really could only make a soft clacking sound that would never be heard all the way upstairs. He was frustrated beyond words as he waited for any human contact. 



By Roger's estimation it had been around three hours since he fell victim to his step sister's dirty trick. His legs were aching and he just wanted to sit down. He felt somebody untying the legs of the pantyhose that were currently secured over his head. Just having the hosiery no longer encasing his head felt great. 

Next he felt the tape around his gag being removed and the panties being removed from his mouth. It felt wonderful to finally have them removed. 

"You're going to be really sorry for this," he said much too loudly as the result of listening to the blaring music and getting desensitized to the volume. Next the headphones were removed and he heard his sister's voice say almost gently, "Is that so?" 

"Yeah, I'm going to make it my business to---," began Roger, but when she removed his blindfold next and the light flooded his eyes, he could see his sister's friends sitting on the furniture all around him smiling and laughing at his humiliating predicament. 

"Hello sis," said Maria. "We're having a party tonight and you're the guest of honor." 

"No," moaned Roger. He thrashed against his bonds, but found them inescapable. In the audience of girls were some of his own classmates smiling and laughing at the crossdressed boy. 

Sitting front row center was Angela, the girl he had his biggest crush on. She had the most incredible long blonde hair, which she kept straight. It tailed down to her behind, which was perfect too.He loved sitting behind her in physics class stair at her plump round bottom and the amazing long legs attached to them. She had a big bright smile and right now she was flashing all her teeth at Roger, obviously enjoying his discomfort. "That's a real pretty dress, Roger," she said and his heart sank. 

Also there from his class were Bonnie Humphries and Betty Brooks. Bonnie was a little overweight and he had given her the nickname Humpback Humphries. His friends thought it was hysterical, but none of them were there right now to back him up. Betty was a cute brunette who had been one of his best friends in third grade before turning on her when his friends thought it was weird that he liked playing with a girl. 

Ariel Gonzales was probably the cutest girl in Maria's entire class. She was a Latina beauty whose complexion always made it look like she was just returning from the beach. She mockingly blew Roger a kiss when she saw him looking at her. Tanya Harmon rounded out the group. The multi-racial beauty queen was Maria's best friend, but she had never gotten along with Roger and the feeling was quite mutual. 

"Don't I just have the prettiest sister ever," said Maria motioning to her helpless brother. 

"Oh, I'll say," replied Tanya. "I just love her long blonde hair." 

"She's beautiful," agreed Ariel, "but what about her makeup?" 

"She's got lipstick," said Maria. 

"Would anybody mind if I tackled the makeover?" asked Angela. "I think this could be a lot of fun, but she's pretty pale and my stuff will probably work best with her complexion." 

"Stop calling me her and let me go," demanded Roger, but all the girls just laughed at him. 

"You were the one who asked us to give you a makeover or at least that's what we'll all say," smirked Tanya. 

"No!" cried Roger. "She forced me into it. All of it." 

"That's funny," said Bonnie. "I've seen the video and it sure doesn't look that way to me." 

"What do you want?" he asked. 

"We're going to have a lot of fun tonight and if you cooperate totally and without hesitation, you might just get

through the night with your reputation intact," said Maria. 

Angela approached the terrified boy and opened up her purse to reveal a well-stocked makeup bag, which she happily unzipped and began taking out bottles. Roger did not like the look of all the makeup, which he knew would soon be on him. 

"Just stay still and relax princess," directed Angela. "The more you cooperate, the easier this will be for you." 

Angela began by smoothing liquid foundation on Roger's face. She was very pleased with how well it matched his complexion as was Tanya who was observing closely. "You hit that one perfect," said Tanya. "Your coloring is pretty close." 

"Yeah, for once I'm glad not to be tan," said Angela. 

"You have nice legs too Roger," taunted Tanya. "They're going to look so much better when you're shaving them too." 

Angela began to apply a soft rose blush to Roger's cheeks giving him some much needed color. He could see the girls' phones snapping pictures and knew that this was only giving them more ammunition to blackmail him with. Angela reached into her makeup bag and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “We need to pretty you up a little more, sweetheart. I know you want to look fabulous for your big coming out party, don’t you?” Roger turned away from Angela without answering, looking down at the floor. “Turn towards me, let’s fix you up,” she said, while taking his chin between her thumb and forefinger and turning his head to face hers. he watched gloomily as Angela opened the bright pink lipstick and painstakingly applied it to his lips. 

"You're looking just like a princess," teased Bonnie. 

"You see girlfriend," said Angela. "You've got fans." 

Angela returned the lipstick to her makeup bag and pulled out a black eyeliner pencil. “Time to enhance your pretty eyes, girlie-boy.” While Roger stood there miserably, Angela proceeded to carefully apply the coal black liner, followed by light blue eye shadow and heavy mascara on his eyelashes. During this time, Ariel was strumming her fingers lightly up and down his pantyhose covered legs. The sensation was electric and driving Roger crazy. 

Angela returned the eye makeup to her makeup bag and looked Roger over closely, tilting her head back slightly to inspect the results of her efforts. “Oh, how lovely you look, Princess. I’m so jealous, you look prettier than any of us,” she teased mercilessly. “Oh, just one last touch, sweetie pie,” she said, as if just remembering something. Again she reached into her bag of tricks, this time pulling out a small spray bottle. “Tilt your pretty head back a little bit, Princess,” she directed, while gently helping Roger along by lifting his chin. “That’s a good girl.” 

Angela then sprayed some perfume to the top of his neck, and followed that up by spraying some more on the back of his legs. She leaned towards him and gently touched her nose to his neck, sniffing softly. “Mmmm, mmm, you smell delicious, Princess.” 

The giggling escalated to boisterous laughter, sending him further into the depths of his mortification. "You've had your fun," he complained. "Now please let me go." 

"I think we should untie him," said Tanya. 

"Why?" asked Maria. "I went through a lot of work to get him restrained you know." 

"Well, he can't overpower all of us so he's going to stay our bitch, he's been fully transformed already, and I'm dying to teach him how to walk in his pretty shoes," said Tanya. 

"That could be fun," agreed Betty. 

"Okay, you've got parole," said Maria pulling out her handcuff key and stepping behind her step brother to release him. He rubbed his wrists to try and sooth the discomfort that four hours in tight handcuffs had caused. He breathed a sigh of relief before he noticed the predatory smile on Tanya's face and knew that he was in deep trouble. 

Roger tugged on the dress, pulling the hem down as far as it would go, which was only to the tops of his thighs. He was blushing furiously and his  face felt like it was on fire. Tanya took both of his hands in hers. “Come, my blushing princess, we need to teach you how to walk in your new high heels.” 

Tanya guided Roger for a couple of tentative steps, and he wavered momentarily while he caught his balance. 

"Woah! I almost fell." 

“Betty, would you like to give me a hand showing Roger how to prance around in his new shoes?” 

She eagerly took his one hand, while Tanya held on to the other. Bonnie and Ariel shoved a couple of chairs and an old coffee table out of the way, clearing a path for the three of them to parade back and forth across the very large furnished basement. Maria and the other girls all sat on the couch, anxiously awaiting the demonstration. 

Tanya and Betty began walking Roger away from the catcalling audience. 

“Okay, princess,” instructed Tanya. “When you walk, you should take very short steps, and put one foot in front of the other, as if you’re stepping on an imaginary line. Like this.” The three stopped, and Tanya let go of Roger's hand walking in front of him, demonstrating her womanly gait. Roger noticed that her hips naturally swayed seductively from side to side when she walked this way. 

"You need to sway your hips just like that," said Betty. "You want to be just as sexy so you can attract all the boys' attention." 

“Okay, now you try it,” directed Tanya. She took his hand again and the two giggling girls put him through his paces. “That’s it, sweetie,” praised Tanya. “Take nice, short, mincing steps, just like that." 

"Can you feel your hips swaying back and forth?” Betty was tilting her head back, watching his backside as she said this. “’Because I have to say, you’re sashaying like a  Hooters girl whose tip depends on it right now.” The room exploded in laughter. 

"I think he's got it!" exclaimed Maria. 

"I knew he'd be a fast study. He's always been more of a girl than a boy," added Ariel. Roger glared at her, which only made her laugh. Bonnie was capturing the entire exchange as well as his walking practice on her phone. 

Again, they walked all the way across the room, which came to about fifteen mincing paces, then turned around and started back. At first Roger's steps were very awkward, but gradually they came easier. His face was glowing red with humiliation as he neared the grinning assembly on the couch. They stopped right in front of them. 

The wicked Betty had another humiliation up her sleeve for Roger. 

“As you can see by their smiling faces, your audience is extremely supportive of your efforts to learn to walk like a proper young lady. It would be a nice gesture if you would curtsy for them every time we return here.” 

The grins from the faces on the couch grew wider. Tanya and Betty let go of his hands, stepping to the side and watching expectantly. Roger sighed hoping for a brief moment of mercy, but when he saw the look on Maria's face, he knew she was enjoying herself too much to ever relent. He wobbled momentarily, then he stood there awkwardly, staring at the ground. 

"Roger!" snapped Maria crossly. He knew what was expected. He reached for the hem of his dress and genuflected, the whole time blushing like a new bride. 

“That wasn’t bad, Roger, but you need to look your audience in the eyes," said Tanya. "Let’s try it again.” 

Difficult as it was, he repeated the humiliating act, the whole time locking eyes with his leering and catcalling tormentors. To make things worse, he now could tell that Bonnie wasn't just taking pictures, but actual video. 

“Nice curtsy, Roger,” approved Betty. “Now it’s time to strut your stuff again.” 

Tanya whispered something to Betty, who responded with a sly little giggle. Roger knew this couldn’t bode well for him. 

“I think you’re ready to try it on your own, Princess,” said Tanya. “We’ll be right at your side in case you have any trouble. Remember, teensy, mincing steps, and put one foot in front of the other. Ready? Here we go.” 

Roger started walking in an exaggeratedly feminine way away from the couch. This time, after a couple of steps, the two girls reached back and lifted the back of his dress, much to the delight of the onlookers. 

"Nice panties!" called out Ariel as Roger flailed hopelessly, trying to get his dress pulled back down over his ass. 

As he finally calmed himself slightly, Angela climbed to her feet. "Hold on, that's a great walk for the street, but not for the runway. Let me show her the runway walk." 

"Oh yeah! That's an excellent idea," said Maria. 

"Most of the walk is exactly the same as you're currently walking, but we need to see more attitude. Stick out your chin like there's an invisible string holding your head up, and thrust out those sexy breasts of yours. Keep your eyes focused straight ahead," Angela demonstrated as she walked across the room. "This would be easier if I had a pretty pair of heels like yours, Roger." 

"You can have them," muttered the crossdressed boy. 

"I wouldn't dream of depriving you," said Angela. "Anyway, you need to stride a little bigger. You mince a little too much for model work." 

"I'm sorry," said Roger. 

"Now, once you get to the end of the catwalk, wait a beat, and then lean into one hip and then the other with all of your confidence and poise. You can look down at the audience now and break your focus for a moment. You don’t have to move your head much. Your look should come mostly from the eyes. Then compose yourself in the same haughty facial expression and walk as before, and strut off stage. That attitude is very important," said Angela. 

"That model turn is huge. I hope you're paying attention," said Maria. 

"Then sashay shante, you try it," commanded Angela. "Let's see you work it girlfriend." 

Roger attempted to mimic Angela's walk and, with her constant coaching, he soon had a runway walk that was passable. The girls could not stop laughing when he reached the end and did his turn. 

"You've all done such great work with Roger. He really is walking better than a lot of girls do in heels," said Maria. 

"It was definitely our pleasure," said Tanya. 

"Okay, now that you have your model walk down, if you'll follow me into the laundry room, we have quite a few outfits waiting for you to model them," directed Maria. This announcement elicited aloud moan from Roger who couldn't think of anything he wanted to do less than model more women's clothes for these laughing girls. 

"First, you have to clean yourself up. Go into the bathroom over there and shave off all of that disgusting body hair," said Ariel. 

"We laid out some things for you to put on when you're done, and we left you a couple of razors and shaving cream plus some bubble bath," said Maria. "I expect you hairless below your neck." 



Roger hated the thought of shaving his body hair and he wondered how he could possibly explain his hairlessness at school. Gym class would be brutal, he knew. Still, it was a relief to get away from the girls and to soak in the warm tub. 

The bubble bath was in a pink bottle labeled British Rose. It had a very strong feminine rose scent, adding to the indignities that Roger had suffered already. He could hear the girls laughing through the bathroom door, but he tried to just recline in the tub and relax. 

Before he could get too comfortable, there was a rapping on the door. His sister called out to him through the bathroom door, "You have twenty minutes, and you had better be totally smooth by then." 

Reluctantly, Roger began lathering up his left leg. As the razor did its dirty work, it seemed so weird to him to look at his own leg and not see the hair that he had grown accustomed to. He continued carefully with his other leg, his arms and under arms, and everywhere else he had body hair. As he was finishing up, he miserably noted that his skin was smooth and silky with a soft, feminine pink tone. 

"Maria says you had better hurry up, and be sure to pat yourself dry, don't rub yourself with the towel," yelled Tanya through the door. 

"I'm almost done," replied Roger grudgingly as he ascended from the bathtub. 

On top of a white wicker clothes hamper were the clothes the girls had left for him to wear. There was a sky blue lace cheeky panty and matching bra and also a pair of nude pantyhose and a pair of ultra girlish white heels that laced up around his ankles and had a soft pink floral pattern. Roger did his best to put on the unfamiliar clothes, and then walked back to the laundry room. He was subjected to catcalls and wolf whistles from the girls all along the way. 

When Roger stepped into the laundry room, he couldn't believe it. The room was full of dresses, shoes, and feminine accessories. He knew it hadn't been like that the last time he was down here. "What the Hell?" 

"Oh you like your dressing room?" asked Maria. "I've been planning this for a long time, but we mostly put it together when you were listening to your headphones earlier." 

"You look so pretty in your dainty little lingerie," said Ariel

"He does, but it's time to get him fully dressed," declared Maria holding up a pink dress and shoes. 



Fifteen minutes later, Roger emerged from the laundry room. Tanya and Maria had dressed him in a flamingo pink mini dress with long peek-a-boo sleeves. The dress only came to the very top of his thighs, and the shoes that he had only just put on in the bathroom were replaced by a pair of pumps in the same flamingo pink. Roger found them easier to walk in than the sandals, but it still wasn't easy. 

As the girls hooted and hollered, Roger tried to have tunnel vision. He envisioned the invisible string keeping his head up just as Angela had told him to, and he walked with attitude. The girls had put on some pop music while they were waiting and Roger kept the beat as he walked. 

"Nice legs, panty boy," called out Betty. 

"Shake that ass!" yelled Tanya. 

As he got to the end of the basement and did his model turn, the girls were practically rolling in hysterics. It wasn't that Roger was doing a bad job. Not at al! In fact the girls found it hilarious that he was closely following Angela's tutoring. He did his turn and walked back past the girls, and then returned to the laundry room again. He'd make the scroll over a dozen more times that night. 

Roger was wearing a black semi-sheer knit mesh dress that he thought would have been ridiculously sexy on Angela or one of the other girls if they were modeling it. On him it was simply humiliating. It had a crochet design that gave the girls a great view of the black bra he was wearing underneath, and it only came to the top of his thighs. 

Maria had paired it with black sandals that had a five inch heel. The shoes were a real challenge to walk in. By this point, Ariel had redone his makeup to give him more of an evening look. 

"Can I please go now?" begged Roger as soon as he returned from modeling the sexy black dress for the girls. 

"Go?" scoffed Maria. "The party is just getting started." 

"But you promised that this would be the last dress I'd have to model." 

"And so it is," said Ariel. "Now step out of that dress. Next, you're going to model a red babydoll." 

"No," protested Roger. 

"Are you telling us no?" asked Ariel. "With all the video and pictures we have, you're telling us no? OK then, get ready to be...." 

Seeing no mercy in any of the eyes glaring at him, Roger quickly surrendered. 

"Wait

," said Roger, "I'll do it." 

"You know, we all donated our sexiest clothes to let you model them for us, but this babydoll is different. It's yours," said Ariel. 

"Mine?" 

"That's right, when Maria told me her plan; I went out and bought it just for you. I can promise you that this won't be the last time you model it for us either," replied Ariel. 

"Or that it'll be your last lingerie for that matter," added Maria. "That reminds me, we found some breast forms that we liked for you, but they're $300 so we're going to need you to buy them. They'll work a lot better than those nerf  basketballs." 

They were going to feminize him again, and they had the audacity to make him pay his own money to further their plans? Roger's face contorted and he had to struggle to stop himself from crying at this announcement. 

The babydoll was red lace with underwire cups, spaghetti straps, and a matching panty. It had come with a sheer long sleeve red robe with draping lace sleeves. It was at once quite beautiful and humiliatingly sexy. The girls completed the ensemble by adding a matching red garter belt, thigh high black fishnet stockings, and a pair of black open toed pumps with a very narrow four inch heel. 

"I wish we had time to paint his nails," complained Tanya. "A bright candy apple red to match the babydoll would really complete the look." 

"Sorry we don't," said Maria. "There will be plenty of other chances though. When he's done getting changed, maybe you can find a bright red lipstick for him." 

"Good idea," said Tanya. The two girls continued to talk about Roger as if he wasn't even there while he went through the embarrassing ordeal of changing into the lingerie. Tanya had to help him attach the stockings to the garter belt. 

When Roger entered the room with the rest of the girls, there was a lull in the taunting and whistling from Maria's friends. As they took in the sight of Roger in his new lingerie, they couldn't believe how sexy he looked. The silence was finally broken by Bonnie yelling out, "Shake that ass, sweet cheeks." The whole room laughed at the spectacle unfolding. 

"Come on sashay shante, sissy," called out Ariel. 

He walked over to the other side of the room, dropped his shoulder, and thrust out his chest. Then, he put his hand on his back and did the model turn that Angela had taught him. When he tried to return to the laundry room, however, he found his way blocked by Ariel and Maria. 

"What's your hurry, sissy?" asked Maria. 

"What do you want now?" asked Roger. 

"Just a good show," replied Ariel. 

"Yeah," added Maria. "All my friends went to all the effort of coming here for your big coming out party. The least you can do is entertain them?" 

"How?" asked Roger. 

"I think that they'd all appreciate seeing your dance moves, don't you?" asked Maria, a big smirk visible on her face. 

"Oh come on!" protested Roger. "I don't want to--." 

"Hey everybody," announced Ariel, "Roger wants to dance for us." 

"I'll put on some music with a good beat," said Tanya. 

Ariel and Maria each took one of Rogers's hands and helped him to climb up onto a coffee table about two and a half feet off the ground. He felt ridiculous in his heels and lingerie with all the girls looking up at him. 

At Maria's glare, he began to dance tentatively in front of the girls as they hooted and hollered. He had decent rhythm, but he wasn't a very good dancer. With these heels and feeling overwhelming humiliation, he certainly didn't dance in the sexy way that the girls wanted him to. 

"You dance terribly," said Tanya. "Even for a white guy. Just do what I do." Tanya got up and stood behind the other girls. He tried to copy her sexy moves, sometimes succeeding, but more often than not looking ridiculous, which was great fun for the girls and particularly for Bonnie who was recording the whole thing. There was no way that he could ever live this down. The footage of him gyrating and grinding for the amusement of a catcalling audience of his sister's friends would be inescapable blackmail material. 

"Now you've got it, Roger," yelled out Ariel. "You'll be earning tips in no time." 

Almost on cue, Betty got to her feet and stuffed a dollar bill into the right cup of Roger's baby doll. He was blushing almost as brightly as his lingerie when Betty slapped his behind and told him, "Make it good, slut." 

Roger stumbled and nearly fell off the table when he heard the doorbell ringing upstairs. "Oh shit! Mom and dad are home!" 

"Relax sissy, that's just the boys." 

"Oh my God! What boys?" he stuttered hopping off the table. 

"Who told you that you could do that, sissy?" protested Bonnie. 

"I have to get changed," he sputtered. 

"Not a chance, sissy," said Tanya blocking his way to the laundry room. 

"Calm down," said Maria. "I expect you to be a happy and affectionate girl tonight. If a guy wants to kiss you or make out with you, you're going to let him, just as long as his hands stay off your breasts and pussy. You do that and we won't make you go out with us tonight." 

"Okay, I'll do it," said Roger reluctantly. 

"That's another thing," said Maria. "We can't exactly call you Roger." 

"What about Cindy?" asked Ariel. 

"I've always liked Nicole," said Bonnie. 

"Which one do you like better?" asked Maria. 

"I like Nicole better," admitted Roger. 

"Alright, Nicole it is," cheered Maria. "I'll go let the guys in." 

Roger nearly froze in terror, but if he had expected sympathy from Maria's friends it wasn't coming. They smiled wickedly. 

"This is going to be so much fun," said Bonnie. 
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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
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