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Sam's Halloween

 


"Samuel Jackson Archer! Get your ass in here,
now!" barked my mother.

I always knew when I was in trouble. Sam, my
name, became Samuel and if it was really serious she’d unleash my
middle name on me as well. Her voice was booming out from the
garage, so unknowing as to what obviously heinous crime I had
committed, I immediately left my comfortable place on the couch and
headed off to see exactly what level of trouble I was in. My
younger sister Alexis smirked at me as I walked out, gleefully
pouncing on the now undefended remote control, brandishing it aloft
in triumph before quickly changing the channel from the program I’d
been so adamantly watching in spite of her pleas and protests.

"Yeah mom," I said tentatively as I entered
the attached garage.

"Sam, I’ve found your Halloween supplies. I
thought we agreed last year that you were getting too old for this
sort of thing. Eggs, shaving cream, and who knows what else. I
assume that you were planning to use all of this stuff to torture
your sister again."

"Step-sister," I responded rather petulantly.
Halloween was one of my favorite days of the year, with my
step-sister and her best friend Taylor as my main targets of
choice. Sometimes it was just eggs and shaving cream, sometimes it
was much more elaborate; like two years ago when my friend Jed and
I had used a gun loaded with blanks and a squib filled with fake
blood to make her think I had been shot dead right in front of
them. Anyway last year my mom had put a stop to it, or so she
thought. I was a senior in high school now and I wasn't about to
end my fun prematurely. I couldn't do this sort of thing away at
college.

"You didn't think I'd notice this big bag of
stuff sitting here in the garage?" she asked me feeling superior
that she had outsmarted me. I didn't have the heart to tell her it
had been hidden in my room. Alexis must have somehow spotted it and
ensured that mom would find it.

"Aw mom, it's Halloween. It's only happens
once a year," I pleaded.

"Yeah, and guess what? It looks like you get
to miss it this year. You're grounded for the next two weeks which
will put us right through Halloween. You can stay home with me and
pass out candy."

"But mom…"

"Don't you ‘but mom’ me, Sam. If you didn't
want to do the time, you shouldn't have done the crime."

“But I haven’t done anything!” I
exclaimed.

“This bag shows your intent, and after what
we agreed last year that’s enough for me.” She admonished.

"That's it? He defies you, terrorizes me and
the only punishment he gets is to stay home? You can't be serious,
mom," bellowed my step-sister appearing suddenly in the garage
doorway and sticking her nose where it obviously didn't belong, yet
again.

"I don't see what business this is of yours,"
replied my mom.

"Yeah, stay out of this bitch," I snapped at
her, before the cold wilting glare my mom gave me let me know that
I had probably overplayed my weak hand a bit too much.

"Mom, every Halloween he totally ruins it for
both me and Tay. He always does something horrible, ruining our
Halloween and usually completely humiliating us. I've complained
about it over and over like forever now, but nothing's ever done
about it. He just gets told off and does the same next year. Can't
we at least pick his Halloween costume this year or something? Let
him be the one who is embarrassed and humiliated for once."

Alexis had this remarkable talent, able to
simply turn on the tears like a normal person turns on a water
faucet. She’d always been able to get anything she wanted from my
stepdad merely by crying, but then I suppose dads are always
suckers for a daughter’s tears; even my mom wasn't entirely immune
to them. Women’s tears are powerful tools. Big, fat tears were
already rolling down her face, which was also a picture of abject
misery and I knew I had to act fast.

"Mom please, you can't be serious. Don't give
into her on this. Be the strong parent and tell her ‘No’." I seemed
to be making a habit of overplaying my hand tonight.

"Oh, I'm the parent alright," replied my mom.
"And I’m going to be both strong and firm. Since your brother is
now going to be at home for Halloween this year, I see no reason
why you can't be in charge of his costume this year. Knock yourself
out, Alexis." She glared at me.

"No mom, I won't!" I complained.

"Oh yes you will. I’m going to take your
advice and be a strong parent this time. It'll do you good to learn
some humility. Besides it's not like anybody you know will see you
since you're grounded anyway."

 


***

 


As the days got closer to Halloween, both
Alexis and Taylor delighted in teasing me about being in their
clutches. I knew that they intended to put me in girls’ clothing
because mom had made me let them measure me for a bra. It couldn't
possibly really matter to them if the bra was too big or too small;
I knew that, they just wanted to embarrass me.

Alexis always enjoyed embarrassing me. Maybe
that's why I looked forward to getting back at her on Halloween so
much. Her father was a former college football linebacker and she’d
inherited some of his size. She had an extremely shapely body but
she also had muscle tone and stood nearly five-foot-ten. My dad had
been pretty scrawny and unfortunately I’d inherited his frame. I
stood barely five-foot-nine myself and not only were my muscles
smaller than my step-sister's, but even my hands and feet were
smaller as well. From the moment I decided to grow my hair past my
shoulders, she started to tease me about looking like a girl. Looks
were a safe bet for her, something I could never hope to tease her
about. She was probably one of, if not the prettiest girl in the
school; with her long red hair, deep green eyes, perfect 36C
breasts and shapely legs that seemed to go on forever. Honestly, I
hadn't really noticed how she looked, she was just my sister,
before every guy in my high school started asking if I had ever
‘accidentally’ seen her naked and blatantly telling me just how hot
they thought she was, or even worse, could I introduce them to
her?

Sure enough, I started seeing the pieces of
my costume being put together but I still wasn't quite ready for
Halloween. I took my time coming home from school and by the time I
got home both Alexis and Taylor were already impatiently waiting
for me.

"What took you so long?" snapped Taylor.
"Some of us have places to go tonight."

I never could quite figure out Taylor. She
was a beautiful girl with long black hair and kind of dark,
glamorous features. It wasn't unusual that I lusted after a girl
like that, but I knew she held some kind of attraction for me. She
was eighteen, the same as I was, but she seemed so much older, more
sophisticated. I think she truly enjoyed leaving me tongue tied and
confused around her.

"Well I'm here now," I replied glumly. "Are
you really going through with this?"

"Hell yeah," said Alexis. "Your clothes are
in my bathroom. Go get changed and then meet us in your room for
your makeup."

Mom had already warned me what would happen
if I disobeyed Alexis about the costume and I knew I didn't want to
face her wrath. She was a tough woman who had been a single mom
twice. It had to be tough on her when my dad split shortly after I
was born. She thought she’d finally found the family she sought
with Alexis's dad, but then he died of a heart attack five days
short of his forty-fifth birthday and she was alone again, but with
the added baggage of a new daughter she had only known for two
years. If ‘adversity makes the man’, it had certainly made my mom,
no-one crossed her.

In the bathroom the girls had laid out very
sheer black pantyhose, a matching black bra and panties set, a pair
of ankle high black boots with a two-inch heel and a sexy short,
but flowing black dress. I thought I got off pretty easy because I
was guessing she'd have me shave my legs, but it looked like she
would allow me to keep my leg hair, my dignity was another matter.
Alexis's bathroom was as girly as her bedroom was. She even had
some of her stuffed animals in the bathroom on a shelf. I wanted to
get out of there as quickly as I could, but I knew that if I wasn't
careful with the pantyhose, I'd tear them. I’d also been sternly
warned about damaging anything in an attempt to sabotage her plans
so I managed to get everything on as best as I could. The heels
weren't very high, but still posed a significant challenge for me
as they had heels that were quite narrow.

As I walked out of the bathroom, I saw huge
smiles appear on both girls' faces. They looked me up and down like
predatory vultures.

"Yeah, you're going to do very nicely,"
grinned Taylor.

I went into my bedroom where the girls had
already set everything up. Taylor worked on my hair with a curling
iron while Alexis did my makeup. "You are already looking sooo
sexy, sis," taunted Alexis.

"Is that for sister or sissy?" asked Taylor
giggling at her own joke.

"Does it matter?" asked Alexis
rhetorically.

When Taylor finished with my hair she went to
work on my fingernails, painting them a very bright orange that
seemed appropriate enough for Halloween. The girls looked at each
other conspiratorially before pinning a black pointy hat with a
wide brim on my head and declaring me one ‘seriously sexy little
witch’.

"Now let's get a couple of pictures to
immortalize this," chirped Taylor reaching for her phone.

"No! I never agreed to pictures," I
complained. "I will not pose for pictures that you can show around
school and put on the internet, haunting me with them for
years."

"Oh, you look so sexy when you pout. C'mon,
work it babe, work it" teased Taylor still trying to get me to hold
still for a picture.

"No Tay, he's right," acknowledged Alexis
surprising me. "I would hold these over his head and it would just
cause us problems. Let's just live in the fun of the moment. Right,
go check yourself in my bathroom Samantha."

"Why your bathroom?" I asked suspiciously,
but as it turned out not quite suspiciously enough.

"Bigger mirror and better light," she replied
without missing a beat and so away I went. I stopped and looked at
myself in the mirror. With the door closed I had some privacy. I
was stunned. I couldn't judge my own looks very well, but I did
look very feminine, that was for sure. I couldn't resist posing and
making a few sexy faces before Alexis's impatient knocking on the
door brought me back to reality.

"I bet he's playing with himself," called out
Taylor.

I immediately opened the bathroom door and
rushed out just in time to hear the front door open. "Well, let me
see my son... or should I say daughter?"

Sheepishly I followed Alexis and Taylor to
the front room. Mom was completely and utterly blown away. "Wow, I
knew that he'd...sorry she’d look good, but that is simply
amazing."

"You should keep him dressing like that, Mrs.
Archer," suggested Taylor.

"I have enough trouble mothering one diva,"
mom said. "And I'd have twice as many guys sniffing around."

"Mom, stop please," I pleaded.

"Well this is what you get for disobeying me.
Maybe this time you’ll learn your lesson."

"We're going to head out mom," said
Alexis.

"Enjoy your night girls, be home by midnight.
Oh, by the way I'm going to have to go away for a work thing.
They’ve sprung a conference on me at the last minute, I'll be gone
for four days and three nights," explained mom.

"Well, I hope it doesn't totally suck," I
said trying to be supportive.

"Don't go getting any bright ideas Sam.
Whether I'm here or not, you're still grounded for another
week."

The girls left and despite some good natured
teasing and a desire to be out raising Hell with my friends, I had
a pleasant enough evening with my mom passing out Halloween candy.
Nobody who came to our door for candy recognized me and by the time
Alexis got home that night my humiliating Halloween costume was
just a fading memory... or so I thought.

 


***

 


I was eating lunch in the cafeteria when Gwen
Holland approached me. She was the head cheerleader at our school
and had been dating Ryan Overbeek, the football team's starting
quarterback. They had recently broken up which caused a huge spike
in the amount of gossip in the hallways. She was also good friends
with my step-sister and that meant I didn't want to even talk to
her, goddess or not. The guy I usually ate lunch with was at home
sick, so I was eating alone when she abruptly sat down across from
me.

Having one of the most popular and attractive
girls in the entire school sit right across from me, then begin
talking to me like an actual peer should have given me a measure of
self-confidence and made me feel good about myself. But what it
actually did was to make me extremely nervous about the social
pitfalls facing me. Not only was Gwen good friends with Alexis, but
she was also far above me in the social strata of our school. It
was as if I’d suddenly been approached by royalty. I was sure I’d
say something stupid and embarrassing, then stories of my social
faux pas would spread through the halls of the school like an
especially contagious virus, before long everyone would hear of it
and I’d become a total outcast. I’d have to change my name and move
away.

“How’s your morning going?” she asked me
pleasantly enough, interrupting my social musings.

“It’s good,” I squeaked timidly.

“Mine too. I can’t believe we’re seniors
already.”

“Me neither,” I hastily agreed, desperately
trying to control myself and lower my voice to a level somewhere
below a chipmunk on helium. She could see my nervousness and that
just made her smile. It was an effect she had on a lot of the male
population.

“As you get ready to graduate, you think of
all the things you wanted to do, but somehow never got around to.”
She stated.

“Yeah, you do.” I felt like a nodding dog
simply agreeing with whatever she said.

“For instance,” she purred, “I’ve always
wanted to get to know you better, ever since I first saw you when I
was visiting Alexis. But I had a boyfriend then and that made
things sort of complicated.”

If I had been shaking before, I was rapidly
entering into full-fledged tremor mode right now. I could actually
see my wrist spasming as I tried to take a drink of my milk. “Hey,
if only,” I managed to croak, smiling inanely.

“Say, would you like to come to my Halloween
party on Saturday?”

“Isn’t Halloween over?”

“Sure it is, but my folks always let me have
a party during the week after Halloween. It’s going to be a pretty
big bash and I’d love to have you as my date.”

Numbly all I could do was nod not really
believing my good fortune, before finally managing to croak out
“That, yes that would be great Gwen.”

"Wonderful, I can't wait," she flashed a big
beaming smile full of radiant white teeth at me.

"Wait... I'm not, you're... well...," I
stammered pathetically.

"My date?" she asked coyly, looking at me
through her eyelashes. "I don't know. I don't want to rush into
anything, but I can promise you that you're the only guy getting a
personal invitation like this for my party."

"Honestly?" I asked somewhat skeptical, this
kind of thing didn’t happen to me.

"Hmm, you know what? Let's do a couple's
costume together. Any ideas?"

"No... not really," how was I to know that
I'd have one of the hottest babes in school coming onto me and
asking me to be her date to a party. Of course I hadn’t any
previously thought out plans for a couple's costume. Any costume
ideas I might have had were really geeky and were definitely
solo.

"Okay, I'll come up with something and I'll
be over to your place in the afternoon and we'll get our, costumes
sorted out together."

"I can be there," I said a bit
overenthusiastically. I mean, where else would I be.

 


***

 


For the next couple of days, I had to deal
with Alexis alone without my mom's protection. She would not stop
teasing me about my Halloween costume, and the way her friends
would look at me in the hallway and then giggle to let me know that
they knew all about it and had probably also seen the video.

Oh yeah, there was a video. One of the
stuffed animals in her bathroom actually belonged to Taylor. It was
a weird looking navy blue teddy bear with a build in nanny cam and
it had recorded footage of me getting ready and checking myself out
in the mirror. With a suitably humiliating soundtrack added to it
the video greeted me on my computer when I got home from school on
Thursday. At least the parts with me naked had been edited out, but
I was furious.

I immediately stormed into Alexis's room
where she and Taylor had a good laugh at my expense. I’d told her I
was going to kill her for taking that video, but she assured me
that only a very small number of her intimate friends had seen the
video. And if I wanted to keep it that way, I'd have to put on a
pair of her heels and walk down to the kitchen to get them both
sodas. I balked at first refusing outright, but slowly a
realization dawned, she had me by the short and curlies and what’s
more, she knew it.

"Since you hesitated, you now need to put on
the frilliest apron you can find when you bring us back the
drinks," ordered Taylor.

"Oh my mom has a ridiculously frilly pink
one," exclaimed Alexis with evident glee. "Wear that one
Samantha."

"Fine," I said, as my resistance wilted.

"No, that’s not good enough," said Alexis.
"We want to see a curtsey and you need to say ‘yes, my
mistresses’. I don't want to hear any of this ‘fine’ crap."

"Yes, my mistresses," I sighed, making an
awkward curtsey. I didn't have a choice. Mom would kill her for
blackmailing me but Taylor would be free to make sure everybody in
the area code saw the video. Other than becoming a hermit somewhere
in Outer Mongolia, I had no choice but to comply with all of their
demands.

When I returned with the drinks, I was
wearing the perfect homemaker style apron from some forgotten time
along with the black pumps that I had borrowed from my sister. No
sooner did I enter the room than Taylor began to snap pictures of
me. I complained, but the girls just laughed at my impotent
protests. They dismissed me but made me keep the apron and heels on
for the rest of the evening, in case they wanted anything else.

As I left the room I could hear them planning
what costumes to wear to Gwen's party. They were her friends so I
guess it was only normal that they'd be invited. I was starting to
feel like Cinderella, crashing the party as a guest of the host
much to the chagrin of my wicked stepsister. She must have noticed
me listening in on her conversation and told me, "Aw, poor little
step-brother isn't invited to the cool party. It’s not like you
could go anyway, since you're grounded."

"Go to Hell, Alexis," I snapped. The girls
just laughed at my outburst and let me go.

 


***

 


Alexis and Taylor mostly left me alone until
the weekend. This surprised me since it wasn't like either of them
to let it pass when they had me at a disadvantage, and the video of
me that they possessed clearly put me at a distinct disadvantage.
When Saturday came, I was on top of the world. Even Alexis couldn't
tear me down. When she left to meet Taylor at noon, I began to tidy
up the place. I wanted to have everything perfect for Gwen.

At 2:00 when she rang the doorbell, I was
already racing to open it. Gwen stood on my porch in the sexiest
cat costume I had ever seen. It was actually tame by some
standards, but the black spandex jumpsuit hugged her every curve
while the painted on whiskers, nose and cat ears were just too cute
for words.

"Oh God Gwen, you look so hot," spluttered
out of my mouth as I stood behind the front door looking for all
the world like a deer caught in headlights.

"Thank you," she purred. "Aren’t you going to
invite me inside? I look even better up close."

"Yeah sure," I said opening the door wide for
her.

"I'm glad you approve. I always have the best
costume at my parties and since we agreed to wear a couple's
costume, you’ll have to look equally great."

"Where's my costume?" I asked looking
around.

"Sit down, Sam," instructed Gwen.

"Okay," I tried to get comfortable on the
couch, this didn’t sound good.

"I'm not what you'd call a mean girl. I
always stand up for people and try to include everybody in
everything that I can, but, I can't commit social suicide. You get
that right?"

"Yeah sure, I guess I get that."

"Great," replied Gwen. "You get where I'm
coming from then. I've seen that video of you dressed up like a
witch for Halloween."

"Oh no," I was suddenly feeling
nauseated.

"Yeah," she nodded. "It wouldn't have been so
bad, if not for that preening in the mirror, sticking your chest
out and licking your lips. It was pretty damming."

"So you can't have me at your party?" The
look of disappointment obvious on my face.

"Not at all," she cooed. "I don't want to
have a party without you there, but I can make it so the witch
costume, and thus the video, is no big deal."

"Huh? How could you do that?" I asked.

"That's what I want you to wear tonight. If
people knew I was your date and by extension they thought that I
was the reason that you dressed up like that, it'd be no big deal
because you were just doing it for me and face it, most guys would
wear whatever I wanted for a date with me," she assured me. “So you
be the witch and I’ll be your cat. What do you say?”

"I don't know," I said unconvinced.

"Trust me, I know popular and how to
be it." she pushed.

"Okay, I guess," I replied, “but what if my
stepsister comes back?”

"Already taken care of. She's going from the
mall straight to my house to help prepare the place for the party.
In fact we’d better hurry up, so I'm not late. Go on, off to the
shower with you?"

"The shower?!"

"No hairy witches, baby."

"I don't know." Again I felt rather
overwhelmed, but Gwen calling me ‘baby’ was definitely helping to
persuade me.

"Come on," she pouted. "Look you cooperate
this afternoon and I promise to expose you to some serious making
out that you have never experienced before."

What could I do? I was soon sitting in the
bathtub while she used a woman's razor and scented shaving cream to
remove all my body hair or at least all the hair visible outside of
my underwear. She even made denuding me feel sexy, a delicate dance
with her fingers that was half shaving and half caressing me. She
had me take a hot shower with Alexis's scented body wash and
shampoo when we were done and then had me meet her in my sister's
room wearing only a sexy black bra and panties that she had
borrowed from Alexis's panty drawer.

"Wow, you look great already," admired
Gwen.

"I don't know how I feel about wearing my
sister's underwear and being with you in her room," I said
sheepishly.

"Alexis and I are friends, and friends share.
Just pretend she leant me that bra and panties set which she
totally would do. Then I loaned it to you. We still have a lot to
do though."

"What's next?"

"Well this," she said pulling out a perfume
bottle from her purse and spraying me heavily with it.

"Gwen, that stuff smells so feminine." I was
waving my hands in front of my face and coughing as it hit the back
of my throat.

"I know. It's my scent. Now we smell alike.
Sit on the bed," she ordered. I complied but realized that things
were rapidly spinning out of my control. Even Alexis and Taylor
hadn't put perfume on me.

Gwen had me hold my hand out and she took it
in her hand. It wasn't a particularly romantic gesture but it still
felt amazing to have her holding my hand in hers. She proceeded to
paint my finger nails a bright red. "You are going to look so good
for me and there's nothing your sister can do about it. After we're
seen together tonight, like this, that video can never be used
against you."

Gwen used some of my sister's cosmetics but
also a lot from her own purse to do my makeup. I could see that
with each powder brush and pencil swipe the smile on her face was
growing. "Can I see?" I asked.

"No, not until I'm done, but I can tell you
that you're going to look absolutely amazing. I need to do a few
things with your hair. Is that going to be a problem?"

"No, I guess not," I replied by now fully
under her control. Even as she took the scissors out and began to
trim my hair in parts, I just sat there completely docile. With
what she’d done to me so far, I doubted even going bald could be
any worse. Finally, after she was done with the curling iron and
hairspray, I was ready for the rest of my clothes. She went through
my sister's underwear drawer until she found a black waist cincher
that I never knew my sister even owned. When combined with a breast
enhancing bra, I had something of a feminine shape. I now had solid
B cups and they were very noticeable.

"Let's do nude stockings this time. Since
your legs are now hairless, we don't need black anymore," suggested
Gwen. After stepping into the hose, she grabbed a black mini-dress
from Alexis's closet.

"That's not the one that I wore for
Halloween." I pointed out.

 "So, bad witches have
more fun," she winked at me and then helped me step into the tiny
black lycra dress and zipped it up behind me. I felt like my legs
were on full display for the whole world to see, and I guess they
were. I stepped into the same ankle boots from before and she
placed the pointy witch's hat back on my head. "Now, let's show you
how you look."

I was dumbfounded. I had looked good on
Halloween but now I wouldn't look out of place with Alexis or any
of the most attractive girls in the school. She could see the
reaction on my face as she stood in next to me in the mirror. She
stepped in close to me put an arm around my waist and giggled.

"I don't believe it," I stammered.

"That's right, Samantha. You're hot. Would
you pose for a few pictures of me, please," she practically begged
me and I complied a bit more willingly than I probably should have.
She had me pouting, blowing kisses, seductively crawling on Alex's
bed, fixing my lipstick and running my fingers through my hair. She
even had me playing with my non-existent breasts.

One good thing, after having to wear the
boots for Halloween and even higher heels for the girls the other
day, I was now able to handle walking in the boots quite easily.
Gwen gave me a few tips on how to sway my hips more and within
minutes I was walking in heels as well as any girl in school.

"One last thing," she said. "I need you to
work on your voice."

"My voice?"

"Yeah, you look so good, I think we can blow
everybody away if they think you're a woman at first. We won't give
away the surprise until later, you game?"

"I don't know," I said, my common sense
bubbling to the surface.

"Trust me, my friends will love it and we'll
be the hit of the party."

"Won't people think I'm… "

"Gay? Come on, this is 2015. There will be
actual, real live gay people at my party. Tom is more popular than
you'll ever be, and he’s gay. Besides, why would people think
you're gay for doing something a very sexy girl told you to do for
a Halloween party," she positively cooed as she gently ran her
finger enticingly up my smooth stockinged leg. "And, I will make it
all up to you."

"Well I guess," I agreed. Who needs common
sense at times like these? She sat me down in front of the computer
in my bedroom and played a YouTube video for me. It was a
guy who pranked other guys on chat sites by disguising his voice so
they thought he was female. He had created a tutorial on how to
sound just like his female voice. I had always been pretty good at
impressions so it wasn't a complete surprise that I picked it up
quite easily. Gwen was so impressed she threw her arms around me
saying, "I'd kiss you if your makeup wasn't so perfect."

"Hey, I'm willing to take that chance," I
mumbled.

"Don't be silly. You'll have plenty of action
later. I need to go now, so that I can get the party set up.
Besides, we wouldn't want Alex and Tay coming here now, would
we?"

"What should I do?"

"Promise me that you'll spend the afternoon
practicing, both walking the walk and talking the talk, I want you
to be perfect tonight for me at my party. I put your makeup, wallet
and keys in a cute little black purse on Alexis's bed. Bring it
with you when you come. I can't wait," she purred. She hugged me
again and I couldn't believe it. She had me so incredibly turned
on, I happily promised to spend all afternoon practicing to be the
best girl I could be for her.

"I'll see you at eight, and don’t be late"
she said as she walked down the front steps of my house.

I immediately went back upstairs to get the
purse from Alexis's room and remove my clothes from her sanctuary
so that I could avoid any awkward questions later. When I saw my
reflection in my sister's full length mirror, I couldn't help
admiring myself. I looked so hot and all I could think of were
Gwen's promises of future sexual rewards, however ambiguous they
might have been. I was soon masturbating to my own reflection in my
sister's mirror, moaning Gwen's name in the most girlish voice that
I could muster. I came in one of my sweat socks so as not to mess
up the panties. I spent the rest of the afternoon doing just as I’d
promised Gwen. I even found some videos online about feminine
gestures and practiced acting as girlish as I could.

 


***

 


I was ten minutes early when I arrived at
Gwen's place. I knew nobody would recognize me but it felt weird
walking through the streets of town in a dress and heels. Unlike
our modest home she lived in a suburban mansion that must have cost
her parents at least a million dollars. Her dad was a very
successful specialist doctor and her mom was vice-president at a
marketing firm, so they easily had the money. I could already hear
the thumping beat of loud music coming from inside the house, which
surprised me as I was early.

I psyched myself and rang the doorbell,
putting a big smile on my face as the door opened. I immediately
tensed up as there in front of me holding the door was Taylor. She
looked at me slightly askew as if she thought she should recognize
me, but couldn't quite figure out how.

"Hey, I love the hat, come on in," she opened
the door wider and ushered me in. There was already quite a crowd
of people there and the party seemed to be in full swing.

"Is Gwen around?" I asked loudly enough to be
heard over the music, but ensuring I used my new feminine
voice.

"Sure, she's somewhere about. Why don't you
get yourself a drink then have a seat on a couch and I'll try to
let her know you're here."

Relieved that Taylor didn't recognize me, I
grabbed a glass of wine from a tray and took a seat in one of three
black leather couches that were arranged in a "U" shape around a
sturdy oak coffee table. A guy and a girl who were in my class in
school smiled at me as I sat down and I smiled back at them. It
suddenly occurred to me that I was the only one there in a costume.
I felt very out of place. Finally I saw Gwen heading towards me, no
longer wearing her sexy cat costume.

"Oh Sam," she said obviously quite
embarrassed. "I'm so sorry. I forgot to write costume party on the
invitations this year, so nobody is in a costume."

“Not even yourself!” I said pointedly,
looking down at the sexy dress she was now wearing.

“Oh, well I didn’t see the point, if no-one
else was.” She replied rather lamely.

"So why didn't you call and tell me?" I asked
becoming quite indignant.

"I'm sorry. It was just such a disaster
getting everything ready. What with Ryan calling me every five
minutes and so much to do, I just didn't have a chance."

"Ryan?! I thought you’d broken up with
him."

"I did, but it seems he hasn't quite broken
up with me yet. It's sort of complicated, I keep trying to get him
to listen to me, but he's made up his mind we're still together.
I'm so sorry." She gave me a look with these big puppy dog eyes and
seemed so sincere that I melted, immediately forgiving her.

"Look, I need to get out of here before I’m
even more embarrassed than I already feel being the only one in a
costume."

"It doesn't have to be that bad," she cooed,
then leaned in close to my ear whispering, "I really want you to
stay and everybody thinks you're just another girl. Just give me a
minute and I'll go and find some of my dad's old clothes so that
you can change and then we can still enjoy the party, and maybe we
can spend the night together. Okay?"

"Well okay," I agreed far too readily, "but
please hurry. I seriously don't want Alexis seeing me like this.
It's a miracle that Taylor didn't recognize me at the door."

"Are you kidding? You look absolutely
fabulous. Just make sure you don’t give yourself away, stay in role
and nobody will find out. You'll be fine, don’t worry so much. I'll
go get you some clothes right now and be back in less than five
minutes."

I sat there for the next half hour or so
trying to look calm, acting as if I was just another girl enjoying
the party, remembering to sit and drink like a girl. The videos had
shown me how to hold my posture and cross my legs properly, but
with such a short dress it was easier to just sit demurely with my
knees together and my legs tucked back a bit towards me.

Suddenly a large guy plopped down next to me,
making the whole couch bounce. He was a good looking guy with close
cropped blonde hair, but smelled of bad body spray. He was wearing
tight jeans and a football jersey. I guessed he would be at least
six-foot-two and must have weighed around two-hundred-fifteen
pounds. He reached one massive hand out to me saying "Hey, I'm
Ryan."

I could tell he'd been drinking pretty
heavily and was slurring slightly. If I was Gwen's new boyfriend
this sure wasn't the way I wanted to be introduced to her old one.
I'd never really talked to him before although we'd been in classes
together throughout high school. He was simply in a completely
different social class from me, I’d always been firmly lodged
somewhere between the nerds and the troublemakers while he was a
pure thoroughbred jock. I swallowed hard, looked up and in my best
feminine voice squeaked "Hi Ryan. I'm Samantha."

"I assume you're another friend of Gwen's.
I'm not surprised she’s kept you away from me. Don't take this the
wrong way, but she can be such a bitch at times. She just loves
playing with my head."

"Yes, I'm a friend of Gwen's, but I think all
us girls can be that way at times."

"You’re so right. So tell me would you break
up with a guy, if everything was going great, between you and him,
I mean?"

"No," I laughed, “but then I’m not Gwen,” I
couldn’t believe that he suspected nothing and thought things were
going so well. “I love Gwen... as a friend, but maybe you should
try to find a girl that doesn't play quite so many head games like
that."

"You mean another girl, instead of Gwen?" He
looked surprised.

"Yeah, you're a good looking guy and super
popular, I understand. You could do better," I thought I was trying
to help, maybe I could get him to let her go without any fuss, if I
played my cards right. Hell, there wouldn't even be any bad blood
between us if he thought finding another girl was his idea.

"You think I'm good looking?"

"Yeah, you're like a chiseled Greek god or
something."

"German."

“Sorry?”

"My family is German.”

"Oh okay, well like a chiseled German god
then. I’m sure a lot of girls would love to get a chance at you."
Not quite sure if the German Gods were chiseled or not.

"Would you?" He kept throwing lines at me,
catching me off guard.

"Sure, I mean..." and with that he kissed me.
I tried to push him off, but he was so much stronger than me. Still
he must have felt my reluctance as he pulled away.

"Do you have a boyfriend?"

"What? Err no, no I don't," I said
exasperated at trying to hold him off. He simply leaned in towards
me but just before he kissed me again, I became aware of Alexis out
of the corner of my eye. She was smiling broadly as she held up her
phone and began to snap pictures of us making out on the couch. My
life was now officially over.

I couldn't see very much as my eyes were
tightly closed, avoiding the sight of the big football player
kissing me firmly on the lips, but I could still see her mocking
smile. Taylor had now entered the room and promptly dropped onto
the couch directly across from us. "Wow Samantha, Alex was right;
you sure don't waste any time, do you?"

"You two know each other?" asked Ryan
breaking off from snogging me.

"Some, that's Alexis's cousin Samantha and
you're all she's been talking about for the past two years."

My heart sank, but obviously Ryan perked up
immediately. He released me from his tight grasp, leant back giving
me an deep, intense look. I was already flinching because as soon
as he realized who I was, those giant fists of his would be flying
towards my face at high speed, but he seemed to accept my reaction
as embarrassed shyness on my part. Instead he smiled and turning to
Taylor said, "You mean her better looking cousin."

I could see Taylor smirking at that comment.
When she saw that Ryan’s attention was focused on me, she waved and
gave me a victorious wink. It was patently obvious that she’d
recognized me the moment I arrived. Now, the questions were just
how badly had I been set up, who was involved and what would the
consequences would be?

Although I hated to even contemplate it, I
couldn't readily escape the conclusion that Gwen had been a part of
this. Knowing exactly how devious Alexis could be, I knew I needed
to get myself out of there as quickly as possible. However at that
point Ryan grabbed my hand and held it tightly in his lap. I didn't
like having my hand that close to his crotch but I didn’t seem to
have much of a choice.

"Ryan Overbeek, you get away from my cousin,"
demanded Alexis's chirpy voice from behind us.

"Hey, she’s a big girl now and can make her
own decisions," he called over his shoulder, "and she seems very
content here with me."

"Oh Gawd, what are you like?” She exclaimed
as she came round and sat next to Taylor. “I thought that you came
here to get Gwen back? Do you really think making out with my
cousin, here in Gwen's house, at her party, isn't going to blow up
in your face?" asked Alexis looking suitably shocked.

"Oh Gwen would be so, so pissed if she saw
this," agreed Taylor. "You two only just broke up."

"Well, I guess it would be sort of rubbing
her face it in. I'm sorry, Samantha."

"Oh that's quite alright, Ryan. I
understand," I replied breathing a sigh of relief.

"If you really like my cousin though, and
have truly broken up with Gwen, then I don’t think there should be
a problem, if you did it away from Gwen house and her party. I do
however think that Sam deserves to be properly taken out and
treated right though, don't you?" Continued Alexis.

"What?" I squeaked again, audibly
surprised.

"Yeah, definitely she does," agreed Ryan.
"I'd like to take her out on a proper date."

"Well her mom is kind of strict. How about we
double date?" asked Alexis.

"I don't know? That doesn't sound very
romantic. What do you think Samantha?"

I had absolutely no idea what to say. I was
still trying to figure out how I’d been put in this situation. Here
I was, being asked to go out on a date with the big football star.
Who, I sure didn't want to be left alone with, but being there on a
double date with Alexis could potentially be far worse. I just
looked around me, unsure what to say.

"Oh relax Ryan," interrupted Taylor.
"Obviously she'll have her own date. This is just to make
everything easier on you two. She'll give you both plenty of
space."

“Duh, I said ‘double date’ Ryan. I’m not
going to be her chaperone, I’ll be occupied myself if all goes
well,” added Alexis.

"Okay fine," agreed Ryan. "Where should we
go?"

"Dinner and dancing," said Alexis, "and none
of that fast food junk either."

"Fine, I'll take Samantha some place real
nice," he declared clasping my hand with both of his, "you just
make sure you can find a guy who’s willing to shell out his half of
the bill."

"No problem," agreed Alexis. "This will be
such fun."

I realized that it had all been arranged
without me actually agreeing to, or even being asked anything.
Alexis had manipulated the both of us into going along with her
plan.

 


***

 


It was only as this realization dawned on me
that a few minutes later, Gwen broke my heart and the full extent
of the setup was revealed. She’d timed her appearance perfectly,
just as the double date had been agreed she suddenly entered the
room and began accusing me of putting the moves on Ryan, and him of
wasting no time with moving onto someone new, after all that he’d
said to her. She even managed to extract full apologies from the
both of us, reveling in playing the part of the victim to the
fullest.

Finally, almost mercifully, Alexis and Taylor
led me away to take me home. As we said our goodbyes moving slowly
towards the front door, Gwen was still trying to keep up the façade
of her betrayal. She gave both Taylor and Alexis big hugs and
kisses promising to catch up the next day. Then she turned to me
with a stern look, all I could do was stare down at the floor. She
stepped up to me and with a big grin on her face, wrapped her arms
tightly around me in a big hug while whispering quietly in my ear
“Sorry Sam, but all’s fair in love…”

 


It felt very strange to feel the cold night
air on my skin, tears welling in my eyes as I walked towards the
car. Everything felt so different than I was used to, and now that
the adrenaline and fear of being discovered had subsided, the
feeling of humiliation was becoming much more intense.

Alexis and Taylor simply couldn’t contain
themselves for long and burst into gales of laughter even before we
could get in the car. Alexis actually had to use the door to
support herself, so that she wouldn’t fall over from the fits of
laughter. Taylor managed to open the backseat for me and made me
climb inside, both of them still laughing loudly as they sat in the
front.

“Oh my God, Sam. The look on your face when
he kissed you, it was pure magic,” joked Taylor, causing both of my
tormentors to burst out laughing again.

“And I caught it all on my phone,” assured
Alexis between gasps. “That’s definitely going to be one for the
scrapbook.”

“That’s not funny!” I complained, though it
came out as more of a whine.

“Seriously Sam, that was utterly hysterical
and there isn’t anybody on the planet, not sitting in the back seat
of this car, that wouldn’t think so,” declared Taylor.

“Okay, you got me there, got me real good,” I
conceded. “I’m just glad it’s over now. I want to go home and get
all this stuff off.”

“Oh, but it’s not over Samantha,” giggled
Taylor.

“What do you mean?” I queried.

“Just that, it’s not over, not by a long
way.” She sniggered.

“You see, I kind of own you now,” said
Alexis.

“We own you,” corrected Taylor.

“Right,” agreed Alexis. “We own you.”

“No,” I said quietly as the gravity of my
situation slowly sunk in.

“We have so much on you now that you could
never even begin to explain it. Just imagine, if we hinted certain
things to Ryan, or maybe inadvertently let some of the more gossipy
girls at school see the video that Taylor’s bear caught of you in
my bathroom,” said Alexis.

“Your rep at school would be so totally
ruined, not to mention your face when Ryan finds out who ‘Samantha’
is. I would imagine he’s already pretty mad about you and Gwen to
begin with,” teased Taylor.

“But, she… you tricked me.”

“Yeah, and you fell for it, hook, line…”

“And sinker!” They chorused together.

“Please, I just want to go home, get changed
and forget all of this.” I pleaded.

“Sorry,” said Taylor. “We’ve got other
plans.”

“What?” I demanded.

“We need to go to Cannon’s Diner first,” said
Alexis.

“No! No, I can’t. Not like this. Haven’t you
done enough? Just drop me off at home,” I practically begged
them.

“We’re going so you can meet your public,”
replied Taylor firmly. “Besides you’re not really in any position
to argue with us, so you just sit in the back there like a good
girl and maybe you won’t have to be punished.”

I didn’t know if that was an empty threat or
not, but she was right about one thing, at least. I was in no
position to complain. Cannon’s was the local hangout and I had no
doubt that at least some of my classmates would be there already.
Trying to fool them would be no easy task, especially when they saw
Alexis and me together. My only hope was that nobody would expect
me to be there with Alexis and Taylor.

The car pulled into the gravel parking lot at
a few minutes after midnight.

“Look we’re not going to try and ruin you,
Sam,” said Alexis turning round to give me a serious stare, “but
you should know that we’ll find it hysterical if that does happen,
so you better play it cool. Like real cool, and be very convincing
as Samantha.”

“Just try and act like a normal girl. If you
act all weird, you’ll only draw attention to yourself and then
people will figure you out,” advised Taylor.

Walking on the gravel in the boots wasn’t
quite as bad I thought it would be. I had almost gotten used to
them and a few stones weren’t going to trip me up. I asked Alexis,
“How many people know?”

“Maybe a half-dozen people,” she replied,
revealing a number that was much less than I’d feared. “Think of
them as people you don’t have to fool,” before adding, as she
skipped up to the diner “You just don’t know who they are!”

Taylor opened the door of the diner and we
piled inside. We saw an open corner booth and quickly sat down.
Taylor and Alexis each sitting on either side of me and sliding
over to pull down the skirt of my dress which had ridden up around
my waist.

“Get yourself together, you slut,” joked
Taylor. “You’re giving every guy in this place a free show.”

A bored waitress came over to take our order
but between the restrictive waist cincher and my nerves at the
situation I was in, I had no appetite. I ordered a diet soda while
Alexis and Taylor had cheeseburgers with grilled onions. Before too
long, Dale came over to our booth with his girlfriend Ashley. Dale
was on the football team with Ryan but he wasn’t a stereotypical
jock. He was probably the best player on the whole team and that
gave him a lot of leeway, if he dropped a pass or showed his more
sensitive side. Ashley had been a blonde so long, I don’t think she
even remembered what her natural color was. She was a very trendy,
popular girl like most of Alexis’s friends. I knew both of them
pretty well and I was sure that one of them would recognize me.

“Hey, who’s the new girl?” asked Dale.

“Dale, Ashley, this is my cousin Samantha,”
stated Alexis with a lot more enthusiasm than she had ever shown
when introducing me as her brother.

“Well hello, Samantha,” he replied.

“Down boy,” chided Ashley.

“Yeah, she’s dating Ryan now. You’ll never
get another pass thrown to you if he thinks you’re putting the
moves on his girl,” teased Taylor.

“Oh that’s right, I heard he broke up with
Gwen,” recalled Dale.

“She dumped him, you mean,” corrected Ashley.
“A woman can only take so much, you know.”

“I never thought he’d let her go” said Dale
shaking his head.

“We’ve just come from Gwen’s party. It was a
really big bash this year,” announced Taylor.

“Yeah, we had a thing to go to with Ashley’s
family,” confessed Dale.

“That’s an awesome dress, Samantha,”
complimented Ashley.

“Th-thanks,” I stammered. Wondering if she
was one of the ones who knew.

"Sam can wear just about anything, she's like
a regular dress up doll," said Taylor.

"Well she soon will be, at any rate," joked
Ashley erasing all doubt in my mind that she might not know who I
was.

"We're going shopping tomorrow, if you want
to come with," offered Alexis. "We're going to get her something
for her first date with Ryan. You're very welcome to join us."

"Oh, I wouldn't want to miss that for the
world."

Great she obviously knew, and now she would
be accompanying us to the mall. I felt so self-conscious in the
dress and felt like every guy in there was checking me out. In
truth, I knew that a bunch of them were. Unsubtle glances at the
ceiling or off into space giving them away.

About twenty minutes after we arrived, Ryan
and two of his buddies turned up. Dale immediately called out to
them and they joined us. Alexis immediately sliding out of the
booth, so that he could sit next to me. He soon had his arm around
me and Ashley just couldn't resist getting a few pictures of the
happy couple. She even had us kiss for the camera, just to help
further seal my fate.

I have to admit right here and now though,
that Ryan was a perfect gentleman throughout the entire evening,
but it was still extremely awkward for me. He made no attempt to
hide his obvious attraction to me and I kept feeling I was one slip
up from getting my ass seriously kicked, not to mention my facial
features painfully rearranged.

As we left the diner about an hour later,
there was a definitely chill in the air and my dress was not
providing a whole lot of protection from the cold night air. He
could see me shivering and took off his maroon and navy letterman's
jacket putting it around my shoulders. I was completely surprised,
feeling so weak and powerless. He was so much bigger than me, we
really did look like a couple. I could see Alexis, Ashley, and
Taylor doing everything they could to avoid bursting out in
laughter as he pulled me over behind a couple of SUVs.

"I want you to wear my jacket," he said.

"Oh I couldn't. I just couldn't."

"I want people, everyone to know we're
together," he explained.

"Are we?" I replied genuinely asking.

"Yeah, I think so. I wouldn't kiss just any
girl like this."

He grabbed me and deeply penetrated my
unready mouth with his tongue. I parted my lips more of a reflex
than anything intentional. I actually felt giddy and light headed,
probably because I forgot to breathe. Of course Ashley wouldn't
have missed a chance to get a picture of this kind of kiss and now
the girls would have a record of that as well.

We said our goodbyes and I walked over to the
car. I wasn't the least bit surprised that Alexis and Taylor were
taking such great joy in my discomfort.

"We have a busy day tomorrow, cousin
Samantha," said Alexis.

"Tomorrow?" I asked nervously.

"Shopping!" exclaimed Taylor.

"We also need to have a long talk, because
there are going to be some very big changes made at home, my little
Samantha. I think we're all going to have a lot of fun together,"
assured Alexis.

I looked out the window terrified of what
they had in mind as I pulled Ryan's jacket securely around me. I
was in seriously deep trouble.


Sam's Shopping Trip

 


"Oh, this is going to be such fun,"
announced Taylor.

"We can't go nuts, but we have to find the
right dress for our Samantha's big date," joked Gwen.

"We probably only have enough money to buy
her one dress, but there's absolutely no reason why she can't try
on many more, say about forty or fifty," chirped Alexis, grinning
broadly as she winked at me.

I gave her a wan smile back as I
contemplated my current state of despondency. I was completely and
utterly miserable. It had all started when Gwen the subject of my,
along with most of rest of the male school population erotic
fantasies, suddenly and surprisingly began flirting with me in the
cafeteria. Although I knew she was a close friend of my step-sister
and as such I should have been more on my guard, but she was also
an unbelievably hot babe who I had lusted after for just about as
long as I could remember. Unfortunately she had for a long time
until recently, been dating the quarterback of our school football
team, Ryan Overbeek. Effortlessly she had tricked me into going to
her party, dressed to the nines as a sexy witch, then had even
finagled Ryan into hitting on me. Very neatly freeing herself from
his clutches and at the same time leaving me entangled, as a girl,
with him.

Now my step-sister Alexis was driving us to
the mall for a shopping trip. Her best friend Taylor sat in the
front passenger seat, I was in the backseat squeezed between Gwen
and Ashley, who on discovering my situation had gleefully insisted
on joining us. On our way to what promised to be the most
humiliating shopping trip ever, in order to find me a suitable
outfit for my date with Ryan.

I’d absolutely refused to let Alexis dress
me up as a girl for the trip to the mall. I had been relieved when
she hadn't pushed the matter, but now that I was in the car I
couldn't help but feel she’d actually wanted me to refuse. They
were still going to make me do all the same humiliating things, but
doing them would probably be even worse while dressed in male
clothing.

"He's a perfect size ten," added Gwen, "so
we'll have plenty to pick from."

 


***

 


The ride back from Gwen's party last night
had been horrible. I was already crushed to discover that Gwen had
been just setting me up and frightened at the prospect of my date
with Ryan, while Taylor and Alexis simply sat in the front laughing
and celebrating their victory over me.

"You know we totally own you now Samantha,"
said Taylor emphasizing each and every syllable in my feminized
name.

"You think so?" I somehow spat through
gritted teeth. "I think when I tell mom about this little stunt,
Alexis will be looking for a new place to live. Do you have a spare
room for a bitch like her?"

"The only bitch here is you, brother dear,"
said Alexis calmly. "So let’s see, you're really going to tell mom
that even though you were grounded, you still snuck off to go to a
party, while wearing my dress but without my permission. At the
party in my dress, you started making out with a really hot guy who
happened to be the boyfriend of one of my best friends, then you
even went so far as to agreed to go on another date with him, and
now this is all somehow my fault?"

"Good luck with that," said Taylor barely
suppressing her giggles.

"You forget that mom isn't the only one you
can be exposed to," said Alexis.

"Mom will make sure you don't," I spat
back.

"Ha! What about me? And what about Gwen?
What about Gwen telling Ryan about his new love? Do you think your
mom has any power over us?" asked Taylor pointedly.

I sat back grumbling to myself in the back
seat. They had me and we all knew it. Ryan would beat the crap out
of me if he found out and with Gwen's popularity, just about every
kid in the school was following her on social media, she was
untouchable.

"I'm sorry Samantha dear, I don't believe I
heard you," taunted Taylor.

"No, I guess not." I muttered slightly
louder.

"Good," said Alexis cheerily. "Now that’s
settled, I believe we’re going to have a discussion on the new
rules."

"Rules?" I queried.

"Yes, rules. You're our little sissy slave
girl Samantha now, and you need to learn the rules so you can obey
them," answered Alexis.

"Every sissy has to have rules," interjected
Taylor.

"I'm not a sissy," I corrected her but that
only caused much ribald hilarity.

"Do you need to look at yourself again?
Maybe in the rear view mirror because let me tell you, from where
I’m sitting you're definitely a grade A, class one sissy," taunted
Taylor.

"First," said Alexis, "there's the new
pecking order. Older brother or not, what I say goes. I'm the alpha
and you're very much the beta. Comprendez?"

"Yeah," I mumbled.

"Secondly, Taylor is also in charge.
Disobeying her or me will get you punished, quickly and
severely."

"Thirdly, you will wear what we tell you,
when we tell you. Whatever it is! There are going to be a few
changes to your appearance, one way or another."

"Okay," I nodded cautiously.

"No, not ‘okay’," corrected Taylor. "Say
‘I'll serve you however you desire Mistress Alexis and Mistress
Taylor and I will be just the bestest little girl I can be’."

Grudgingly through gritted teeth I repeated
what she had said.

"No! Say it like you mean it, with lots of
girlish glee," corrected Alexis.

"I'll serve you however you desire Mistress
Alexis, Mistress Taylor. I will be absolutely the best little girl
I can possibly be," I forced myself to gush.

"You're getting there little sissy," said
Taylor.

I let out an inaudible sigh, allowed my head
to drop and my shoulders to slump. I was getting there alright, I
just didn't know where there was. Any chance of my mom
rescuing me seemed far more remote now and with Alexis and Taylor
calling the shots until she got home, I was trapped either way.

When we got home the girls marched me
directly into Alexis's bathroom, where they showed me how to remove
my makeup. Taylor even helped me to unzip my dress, but just when I
thought the indignities had ended for the night, Alexis produced a
long pink satin night gown for me.

"This is what you'll sleep in from now on,"
she declared as she handed me the dainty garment.

"You mean until mom gets back?" I asked
innocently.

"Did I say that?" she snapped. "That's from
now on meaning from this point forwards, when you leave this house
we can discuss some alternate arrangements."

"But, what if mom sees me?"

"Well it'd probably be a really good idea
for you to make sure that doesn't happen, sweetie," chirped in
Taylor grabbing my cheeks as if I were a little child. "Now, off to
bed with you. Quick, quick."

I scampered out of the bathroom to avoid
Taylor’s playful smacking of my ass. I left my clothes in Alexis's
bathroom; maybe because it was the first night she was a bit more
forgiving of such trespasses. I climbed into my bed for a very
sleepless night.

 


***

 


"Ryan likes tits, legs and ass, not
necessarily in that order, so we’d better find the perfect dress
for his date here," exclaimed Gwen her voice dripping with
glee.

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

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

As the car pulled up to a red light I was
tempted to take off, running from the car. Being sandwiched between
Gwen and Ashley would certainly make it difficult but even more
daunting was all the blackmail material that Alexis had on me now.
Her friends would help her to make my life at school a living Hell.
It was far better to let them have their fun for the time being.
Mom would be home tomorrow and they wouldn't be able to keep up
this sick game after that.

Alexis maneuvered the car into a tight
parking spot. It was supposed to be my car and I’d reluctantly
promised my mom that I would share it with my sister, but with our
current situation I knew that she could now dictate which of us was
driving it and where.

"All ashore that's going ashore," called out
Taylor.

"You can't beat the fun of a sissy's first
big day at the mall," giggled Ashley.

"I never really cared much for this mall,"
agreed Gwen "but I think today it's definitely the place to
be."

"Let's shop 'til we drop," cheered Alexis.
"My brother has generously contributed $450 to the cause."

"What?!" I barked. "No, I worked hard all
summer for that money."

"Oh don't start, we're spending it on you
after all," said Taylor as she dragged me towards the entrance,
with me grumbling that I didn’t even want to be there.

There were two malls in our town. At lease
the girls had done me the favor of driving to the one on the other
side of town where there would be less people I knew. Still kids
went to both malls and on a Saturday afternoon we could run into
anyone.

"What do we start with?" asked Ashley.

"The main thing is getting him a really
great outfit for his date tonight, but he will need some new
lingerie for the week as well," replied Alexis thoughtfully.

"For the week???" I practically screamed.
"Oh no, this ends after tonight."

"Ha, no way bitch," snapped Taylor. "This
only ends when we say it ends, so get used to it, and the
panties."

I looked at all four girls in the futile
hope for a little sympathy, but unsurprisingly they all seemed to
be displaying an unsurprising amount of schadenfreude at my
situation. This was spinning out of control in directions that I
didn't even want to think of.

"Let's start with the dresses. Should we
start in here?" asked Alexis.

"No," said Gwen. "We can come back here at
the end, let's go someplace with individual dressing rooms, it'll
make it far easier for us to make Samantha try on things. We may
also find bigger bargains, I think I know just the place."

Edge liked to market itself as being
on the cutting edge of a fashion, hence the name and a razor for a
logo. However they were owned by the same multi-national
conglomerate that owned the department store anchoring the mall.
They did however take some inspiration from the trendiest club wear
but always toned it down, making it safe for suburban kids to wear.
I knew that a dress from Edge would probably be very tight
and show off an awful lot of skin.

An attractive girl with long blonde hair
reaching halfway down her back in a navy and gold dress, that
showed off mile long legs introduced herself as Daphne and asked if
she could help us. I silently prayed for a hole in the ground to
open up and swallow me whole. She went to our high school but was
two years ahead of me.

"Yeah," said Taylor motioning to me, "my
friend here has his first date with a boy tonight and he needs the
perfect hot dress. We thought maybe you could help us."

Daphne giggled at what she thought was a
silly joke before taking a second look at the girl’s determined
expressions and mine of embarrassed horror, quickly deciding that
we had to actually be serious.

"Oh wow, well if you're serious, this is
certainly the place. We can work with his body type to find
something perfect. Do you know what size dress you wear, sir?"

"He's a perfect size ten," offered Gwen
enthusiastically.

"Something quite short or with a slit,
perhaps," suggested Taylor. "We can't show off his cleavage
obviously but he does have great legs."

"Sure," said Daphne. "Why don't you go in
the dressing room and we'll bring you in some things to try
on."

"I'll go in the dressing room with him,"
volunteered Taylor already getting me moving. As soon as we were
alone in the room, she ordered me to strip with an almost euphoric
grin on her face that would have done the Cheshire Cat proud.

"I know you said you wanted to dress like a
boy for this trip but I brought along your waist cincher and padded
bra, as they'll help with your shape. After all, we wouldn't want
you to look like a boy in a dress, now would we?" She smirked while
spinning me round and strapping the bra on me, then quickly
tightening the waist cincher around my mid-section.

The first dress was handed over the door of
the dressing room by Ashley. It was a pink dress with a pleated
skirt and was definitely very short barely covering my ass. Taylor
helped me to put it on as I learned it only had one shoulder. I
felt pretty ridiculous when she made me look at my reflection in
the full length mirror on the wall, but it was even worse when she
pushed me unceremoniously out of the dressing room. Alexis and the
girls immediately began laughing and even Daphne was smiling
broadly at my appearance. There were even a handful of other girls
in the shop and they too were gawking at me, bemused at the
feminized male in their midst.

"Oh I like it," said Ashley when she
eventually managed to stop laughing, "though he’ll need a strapless
bra with that dress."

"I do too," said Alexis slightly less
enthused, "but not for a first date."

"I think I may have just the thing for his
first date," suggested Daphne rushing off and grabbing a red dress
off one of the racks at the back. Taylor helped me out with it back
in the dressing room. The silky fabric actually felt great against
my skin though I knew that the flared sleeves would bother me all
night.

"That looks great on him," said Alexis when
I reappeared.

"The loose fit will conceal his lack of
curves while still being sexy especially with the mini-skirt
length," offered Daphne

"Let's put that in the definite
possibilities category," decided Taylor. "If we can't find
something better, we’ll have a winner."

For the next forty minutes I tried on a wide
variety of dresses. Sometimes because they were genuinely looking
for something better and sometimes because they were just having
fun and wanted to embarrass me by making me model something
ludicrous in front of them, with the growing crowd enjoying the
free show. Even Daphne was getting in on the act, purposely pulling
out some of the sluttiest club wear they had, just so that she
could have me prance up and down in it for them.

"I think we definitely want that red hippy
chick dress that Daphne found us," declared Alexis eventually.
"But, let's also get that sexy violet dress with the thigh slit. I
don't know that it's first date worthy, but a boy can never have
too many dresses."

"This is going to be something you can tell
your grandkids about, Samantha," teased Ashley.

"And we have lots of pictures to help you
remember it all," agreed Taylor holding up her phone.

I just sighed. Neither dress was especially
expensive, but I didn't want to have to wear either of them out in
public and I certainly wasn't looking forward to owning two dresses
that I’d have to hide from my mom. We all walked up to the counter
together where Alexis gave Daphne my money, but she gave the
dresses to me with a big smile and a wink. The salesgirl who had
become a co-conspirator in my complete humiliation told me, "Oh,
please do come again sir."

To which Taylor loudly replied, "Oh he
will... many times, I'm sure." The other girls all laughed loudly
at her remark as we left the store.

"Alright, can we go now? You’ve had your
fun, even got me not one but two dresses," I pleaded.

"Oh, you have so much to learn little sis,"
replied Alexis shaking her head.

"You need accessories, shoes etcetera, this
is one big ongoing process," said Gwen. “Once it starts, it never
stops!”

"Now that we have Sam's dress, I think it's
time we let him in on Victoria's secret," suggested Taylor.

“Ooooh yes lets,” cooed Ashley.

"Lead the way," said Alexis. It was only a
half dozen doors down but as we approached the lingerie store, I
was getting into a near panic. I would have felt very awkward and
uncomfortable in a store like that even if we weren't shopping for
me. But the knowledge that whatever frothy, silken garments were
bought in there would soon be adorning my boyish body only made it
many times much worse.

"Oh, I can tell you're excited already,"
taunted Ashley as we stepped inside. Even the scent of the store
was feminine and sexy. An attractive woman who was maybe
mid-thirties with large breasts and vibrant red hair almost the
same shade as Alexis, must have had her teenage boy detector go off
because she immediately raced over to offer us help, "Hi, I'm Tess.
Can I help you?"

"Hi Tess, I'm Taylor. My friend here has a
big date tonight," she said gesturing to me, "and he needs a bra,
panties and hosiery, in fact the works."

"He’ll also need some panties for during the
week," reminded Alexis.

"They have some really strong smelling bath
products here that might be perfect for our little sissy,"
suggested Gwen.

"I bet we could find him some absolutely
gorgeous sleepwear in here too," added Ashley.

I simply stood there staring at the floor
and blushing profusely. This was all too much, I was reaching
mental overload. I simply couldn't believe everything that we had
to buy and it was all just so humiliating.

"Well it sounds like we've got a lot to do,
so we had better get started," said Tess warmly and businesslike,
"Do we know what size bra we need."

"No," said Alexis," I was hoping we could
get some help in that department too.

"Sure, let's get him measured up and once we
know what size bra we're working with, we can maybe add a few cups
to the size," suggested Tess.

"That'd be perfect," chirped Taylor.

She led us to a room at the back of the
store where they did the bra fittings. I was told to remove my
shirt but before I could even react, Ashley and Gwen were already
pulling it off of me. Tess took a tape measure and made three quick
but careful measurements before declaring me a 36A.

"That's great, especially if we can bring
him up to a C cup," said Alexis.

"No problem at all," replied Tess.

"And it's with a red dress, so maybe a red
bra and panties would be appropriate," suggested Gwen.

"Red is easy," assured Tess.

"You're going to be so stacked, Samantha,"
taunted Taylor.

"Yeah," agreed Gwen, "You won't even need
makeup. It's not like he's going to take his eyes off your
tatas."

I wanted to tell them to leave me alone, but
they had me and they knew it. I just stood there feeling humiliated
and blushing.

"We'd also like about a half dozen or so
other sets in various colors. We can pick those out but do you
think could you find a red garter belt and some sexy stockings for
our little Cinderella here?" asked Taylor.

"With pleasure," said Tess. "We've got some
great panty choices and a sale on the bra and panty sets at the
moment too."

A couple minutes later Tess returned with a
bright red bra and panty set. She put the bra on me and declared
that the fit was perfect. The gel inserts in the bra gave me a very
noticeable 36C cup which when combined with the waist cincher gave
me a very hour glass shape.

"These panties are also padded which gives
him a little extra in the seat," explained Tess.

"That's great Tess. Can you show us where
those are at while Taylor helps Samantha get dressed? Real women
must have curves," said Alexis.

As they departed, I was left alone in the
dressing room with Taylor who smiled broadly at me. "Hey relax, I
edited that video, so I know exactly what you're packing and it's
really not much to be honest."

Now I knew she was lying. I've done some
research and I know five inches is about average for an adult male.
However even knowing this somehow didn't make me feel any less
self-conscious when she stepped forward and unzipped my pants. She
slipped the panties over my feet and up to my knees, then pulled my
much deflated penis tightly back between my thighs underneath me,
quickly attaching the garter belt around my waist and sliding the
luxuriously silky stockings up my glabrous legs, trapping my
genitals out of sight.

"Okay let's show everybody how you look.
Step outside and admire yourself in the mirror," ordered
Taylor.

"Not out there! Please, can’t they see me
here in the dressing room," I begged.

"I said to get out there Samantha. If you
disobey me things will get much worse for you. I will drag you out
there and then we'll continue this shopping trip with you wearing
only your new pretty underwear," threatened Taylor.

I knew that she was bluffing. She wouldn't
dare make me walk out of the shop and into the mall wearing only
underwear. We’d both probably be arrested. She was just seeing how
far she could push me, but at the same time I also knew that Taylor
was a tough girl who probably could drag me out of the dressing
room and I really didn't want to cause that sort of a commotion,
not with the situation I was currently in. Shamefaced I did what
she told me to do and walked out into the main shop area much to
the amusement of all the other women shopping there. As I stood in
front of the mirror, Gwen and Ashley stood behind me looking at my
reflection in the mirror.

"Oh princess, Ryan is just going to eat you
up tonight," cooed Gwen hugging me from behind. I felt so defeated
but it was only going to get worse because at that very moment
Alexis was approaching me. She held out a pink and black baby doll
nightie, helping me put it on over my shoulders.

"What's this?" I asked stupidly.

"It's what you're going to be sleeping in
from now on," replied Alexis causing Gwen and Ashley to make lots
of ‘Ooh’ and ‘Ahh’ noises.

"Look no way, this has gone far enough, what
if mom was to see it?" I finally complained.

"You’re a big girl now and mom isn't in the
habit of going into your room at night, is she?” Said Alexis. "But
maybe you're right, so you’d better make very sure she doesn't have
any reason to, hadn’t you?"

"Can he wear his new lingerie home?" asked
Ashley.

"I don't see why not," replied Alexis. "Will
that a problem, Tess?"

"No not at all. I’ll just need to take the
tags so I can scan them," she replied helpfully.

"Go back in the dressing room Samantha and
tell Taylor that you want to stay wearing your new lingerie but
with that purple dress," commanded Alexis.

"Don't make me do this, Alexis.” I pleaded,
then adding forcefully, “if… if you do, I will get you back.
Understand that."

"Ooh, such big threats for such a little
princess, run along now and do as you’ve been told before I get
start to get mean," responded Alexis calmly.

"Fine," I replied petulantly,
unintentionally flouncing off towards the dressing room.

"Lose the attitude Samantha," warned Gwen.
"You really don't want to make any of us mad at you right now."

I was practically apoplectic as I exited the
dressing room, with Taylor holding my hand as if I were a small
child. My smooth legs were put on display by the long slit in the
side of my dress, my padded lingerie gave me the appearance of
curves in all the right places, but I was still wearing my own
ratty gym shoes, sweat socks and my face and hair were clearly my
own. Anybody who saw me would not only know that I was a boy, but
there was still a chance that some people would recognize me. Even
Tess was smirking as she rang everything up. I don't know if she
was working on commission but where else could she sell $180 worth
of underwear and get to enjoy embarrassing an eighteen-year-old
high school senior? She was obviously in a great mood as we
eventually left the store.

Somberly, I turned to my captors to ask,
"Where to now?"

"Manis and pedis!" declared Taylor
enthusiastically, practically jumping about clapping.

"Oh, I want one too," chirped Gwen
excitedly.

The nail salon was mercifully empty of
customers when we entered. For which I was extremely grateful as I
felt utterly ridiculous, judging by the looks on their faces I was
pretty sure the young women working in there were talking about me
in their native Korean. All the girls decided to get their nails
done but I was the only one getting fingernail extensions and my
nails painted bright red to match my dress.

"I don't see why I need such long nails. He
already knows that I have short nails," I complained, but my
complaints fell on deaf ears. As I sat down the woman who was
getting ready to work on my feet looked at me and frowned, the look
she gave me made it very plain that she thought I must be extremely
stupid.

“What?” I exclaimed unfairly taking out some
of my tension on her.

"She can't do your toenails through your
stockings, bimbo. Take them off," ordered Taylor. "You can put them
back on again as soon as your polish is dry, I promise."

I felt even more idiotic now if that was at
all possible, rapidly detaching my stockings from the garters and
quickly pulling them down my legs. I could hear several women at
the counter giggling at the show. The girls all seemed to find this
very relaxing, but I sure didn't. It was just another humiliation,
piled on top of all the others for me. The woman who did my nails
was very skilled and professional and she did a wonderful job. They
were a rather loud candy apple red when they were done, and there
was absolutely no doubt in my mind that they were bright and shiny
enough to be seen from passing aircraft flying overhead, if not
from certain regions of space.

Now in possession of excessively long, fiery
red talons that were attached to the ends of my fingers, meant that
returning the stockings to my legs proved to be a serious
challenge. They were $24 stockings and I was warned to be extra
careful if I didn't want to go back to the store to buy another
pair for my date tonight.

"Are you ready for your glass slippers,
Cinderella?" asked Taylor. The girls laughed but I just blushed. I
couldn't even begin to think up some witty repartee for all of
this, the humiliation too overwhelming. I decided the less I fought
them, the quicker we'd be done, also maybe if I didn’t keep
fighting it would stop being so much fun for them and they’d stop.
It was a futile hope I knew but it was all I had. Still nobody I
knew had seen me yet, but how long my luck would hold out?

Naturally the girls took me to the trendiest
shoe store in the whole mall, instead of looking for something in
the cheaper stores like Payless. As soon as we entered the
girls immediately split up, descending on the various shelves like
locusts. They were ostensibly looking for shoes for me, but they
couldn’t help but look for themselves as well. The raucous laughter
of our previous stops had made them a bit rowdy and though the
salesgirl couldn't have been much older than we were, she gave us
such a look that instantly let us know she wished we were currently
in any other store in the mall.

Gwen and Ashley had paired up as had Alexis
and Taylor, leaving me trying to look as inconspicuous as possible.
A couple of girls who I think were at college, saw me through the
store's glass front window and recognized me from the lingerie
shop. They ducked inside hoping to see more of the impromptu show
that they had enjoyed earlier.

"Can I help you?" asked the salesgirl
separating me from the herd, her voice dripping with scorn. She was
probably not used to seeing men in her store, but there was
something about her silky black hair and the ice princess stare
that told me she was used to dismissing us with a mere gesture or
simply a harsh word in another setting.

"I-uh, ah," I wasn't even stammering, I was
blubbering like a simpleton. This sales girl was intimidating even
without the fact that here I was, a village idiot, in a dress, to
buy a pair of shoes to match the dress I had just bought for my
date that evening.

"He needs some new shoes," interjected
Alexis over her shoulder.

"Yeah, those gym shoes don't go with that
dress at all. Is this some kind of gag?" asked the salesgirl, a
nametag with Heather on her left breast.

"No Heather, no gag, at least not one on
you. He needs a couple of pairs of heels. If you help us for ten
minutes or so, you'll sell two pairs," explained Alexis walking
over.

"Sure, I have no problem selling to boys, I
just don't want to be wasting my time. What sort of thing are you
looking for?"

"Well, we'd like something for the dress
he's wearing now and also a pair of sexy, strappy sandals for the
dress that he's going to be wearing on his hot date tonight."

"Oh, you have a date tonight. Why didn’t you
say? Let's get you set up sweetie," said Heather now enthused and
smirking at the stockings on my legs, before adding. "I can see
that I'm not going to need any footies for you." She giggled.

"Oh yeah, he's got more expensive stockings
than I've ever owned," agreed Ashley.

"I've got just the thing," smiled Heather.
She wasted no time returning from the back room with a pair of
violet and purple sandals with rhinestone straps and narrow four
and a half inch heels. The girls all cheered at the shoes and
immediately had her try them on me. I walked unsteadily around the
store, supposedly to check the fit but I'm pretty sure it was
mostly to put me on display. After completing my circuit around the
store, I made my way back to the chair I had been sitting in and
sat down in the ladylike manner that Gwen had coached me on for
sitting in a dress. The girls agreed that these shoes were right
for this outfit and then asked Heather to find something a bit
simpler but hot, for the dress I was going to wear tonight.

As she went to fetch a few options from the
back, the college girls approached our group. The one who spoke was
nearly six feet tall with long blonde hair. She was a pretty girl
but her height made her rather intimidating. She introduced herself
as Becky. With her was an Asian girl who had an amazing pair of
breasts and just looked like trouble. Her name was Amy.

"I'm sorry to pry, but we simply have to
know what's going on. We saw you in the lingerie store and now in
here. We're cool with other lifestyles and such, but that's not
what this is about, is it?" asked Becky.

"It's a very alternative lifestyle for
Samantha here, just not one that he’d have picked for himself, if
you know what I mean," replied Taylor.

"He's cute," said Amy as if checking off a
list. "Is this payback or just having fun?"

"It's a bit of both, really," answered
Alexis.

"That's awesome," replied Becky. "I really
want to party with you guys."

The girls were excited that actual college
girls thought that they were cool enough to hang with, but I just
wanted to be anywhere else. They couldn't resist telling the girls
all the sordid details of how they tricked, blackmailed and were
now feminizing me for a hot date with Gwen’s ex-boyfriend
tonight.

"Serves him right," said Amy. "I think this
little bitch needs to learn her place."

"Hey, I'm not a bitch," I insisted. "If
anything you and yo…" I started to respond, but never saw it
coming. Her right hand slapped my left cheek so fast and with such
force that the blow spun me one-hundred-eighty degrees and almost
dropped me to my knees. Tears began to well up in my eyes, but I
wouldn't give her the satisfaction of making me cry.

"Sissies should be seen and not heard," she
spat at me with a cold, hard stare that made me want to wilt right
there in the store. Almost mercifully, Heather returned from the
back of the store with various shoe selections. Fortunately Becky’s
phone rang just then and they realized that they were going to be
late for something else, so they decided to leave us to it. It
didn't take long to pick out a simple pair of red and black sandals
with a kitten heel and a small silver clutch purse for tonight.

As I put the violet and purple shoes back on
my feet after paying for the purchases, Alexis declared, "We
couldn't have timed that any better, Samantha's appointment is in
less than ten minutes, just enough time for us to get her over
there."

"It's time for you to get your hair styled,"
replied Alexis grinning broadly.

"Oh no," I begged.

"Relax," said Gwen, "It's the same place I
get my hair done. They’re really good and you're going to love
Robyn."

"No, this is simply too much. I won't do
it," I refused as forcefully as I could.

"Wow! You're a brave little sissy Samantha.
Do you want me to call Amy back?" asked Ashley. "We swapped numbers
and she can’t have gone far."

"Fuck Amy," I spat at her.

"I doubt she’d let you but suit yourself,"
she said pulling her phone out, but as soon as she started dialing
I backtracked, sniveling, pleading and promising that I'd be a good
girl. It wasn't the proudest moment of my life but that Amy was
downright scary. These girls were enjoying their power over me but
Amy was different, I think she actually enjoyed causing pain, for
males especially. Alexis ordered me to wipe away my tears and off
we went to Robyn’s hair salon.

"So this is your brother," said a statuesque
blonde with a rose tattoo on her left shoulder and very trendy cats
eye glasses on her face. Truth be told, she was very attractive and
only about a half dozen years older than my eighteen.

"Step-brother," corrected Alexis.

"I've heard a lot about you Sam and I'm sure
we're going to become fast friends."

"Th-thank you," I replied nervously.

"I don't think we'll have to restrain you.
Do you Sam?"

"No, no of course not."

"Well if you think it’s safe then we can
slip the restraints," acquiesced Taylor.

Trembling I sat in the chair and asked her
what she had planned for me, but she just smiled and told me she
had a couple of hours completely blocked off, just for me. Now at
this point I was drawing less attention that I had been a bit
earlier. My hair was long but not particularly feminine and I was
lacking any makeup whatsoever, but in every other aspect from the
neck down I appeared to be entirely feminine. In fact, sitting in
the salon chair I was fascinated with how the padded bra made the
sheet that was covering me stand out in the shape of two very
noticeable breasts.

Looking around me I knew that I was in
trouble when I saw a stack of foil sheets on top of her work
station. She began to comb my hair, looking at it from various
angles. "I think we're going to want to do something a bit like
Taylor’s hair but obviously with the new color."

"Color?" I queried.

"Don't you worry your pretty little head
about it, sissy," taunted Alexis. "You're going to look simply
fabulous when this is done, you'll have all the boys after you
wanting your number.”

I felt Taylor's hand rest on my shoulder as
if she was reading my mind, somehow knowing that just then I was
seriously considering making a run for it. I only had to catch my
breath a moment to know that there wasn't much I could do without
causing myself a load more embarrassment. Rushing home outside
looking halfway between a male and a female wouldn’t help and there
to be hell to pay when they finally did catch up with me.

Cutting my hair didn't take the stylist too
long but the result was catastrophic. When she’d said my hair would
look like Taylor’s I never thought she meant Taylor Swift, but that
was the first thing I thought of when I saw the blonde wavy bob and
blunted bangs that she had created. She had also really succeeded
in adding a lot of volume to my hair. I could instantly tell that
there was going to be very little hope of my camouflaging this
style and making it look like anything even remotely masculine. I
would have to shave it all off and go to school as a skinhead until
it grew back again.

As the stylist dramatically took the sheet
off of me, the girls actually applauded. They were thrilled with
the end result.

"Wow! I knew he'd be pretty, but I didn't
know he'd be, like, hot," said Taylor.

"You’ve done really great work Rachel,"
agreed Alexis. "He looks like a whole new woman. I'm sure he's
going to be one of your new best customers before long."

"Actually, I hope so," she replied. "I
enjoyed bringing the inner Samantha out."

"I think that inner Samantha will be
stepping out tonight," said Gwen. "This has been an absolutely
amazing shopping trip."

Soon the five of us were walking out the
salon and into the mall proper. I was no longer greeted with the
gawking stares at my half and half appearance. Instead I now
blended in as a rather plain girl who despite dressing up didn't
wear too much makeup.

"You are really going to have to be on your
toes with Ryan tonight," said Taylor. "You're going to drive him
absolutely wild."

"Oh yeah, he's going to be getting lots of
attention from Ryan looking like that," said Gwen.

"Please, you can't make me go out with him.
You've already humiliated me so much today, isn't that enough?" I
begged.

"Not by a long shot," sneered Alexis.

We left the same way we had come, through
the Macy's that anchored the mall. It was getting on for
late Saturday afternoon and I had just spent possibly the worse
five hours of my life that I could imagine but it was about to get
even worse. As we passed by the makeup counters I couldn't help but
notice that they were mostly pretty empty. We saw a taw Nordic
looking woman in a smock sitting on one of those high chairs that
they have in the cosmetic departments. She was looking bored and it
wasn't lost on Alexis who started eyeing me with a devious look
slowly spreading over her face.

"No Alexis," I pleaded.

"Oh come on, it'll be fun," she flashed me a
wicked grin and then like a shot she was off to talk to the makeup
artist. She pointed in my direction and the makeup artist smiled in
my direction and nodded. Alexis waved us over and though I
hesitated, Ashley's hand pushing firmly at the small of my back
provided all the momentum needed. I was soon seated in the makeup
chair while Bridget the makeup artist, turned my head from side to
side, even up and down, sizing me up.

"He's remarkable. If you hadn't told me he
was a boy, I don't think I would have believed it," she explained.
"I can do so much with that bone structure."

"Great, he's got a big date tonight."

"Oh, so this isn't just dressing him up?"
Bridget asked, then looking at me. "You really want to be a
girl?"

"More than anything," I replied dripping
sarcasm, which I don’t think she picked up on.

"Well then, you just sit back there and
relax honey. Smoky, come to bed eyes, kiss-me-quick lips and cheeks
so full of life you just want to hold them, I’ll do it all for
you."

"That'd be great. Whatever you use on her,
she'd like to buy," said Alexis.

"Definitely make her eyes pop, they're so
huge to begin with," added Ashley.

"There's so much to work with here girls.
Let's start with a liquid foundation and then a powder layer. His
complexion isn't bad to begin with but the liquid makeup will help
the powder set."

The liquid felt cold against my skin but
when she was done the girls were quite impressed with the coverage.
I’d felt even further emasculated because I hadn't shaved since the
party but still had no real whiskers popping up on my face to spoil
the illusion. Soon she had added a very subtle rose blush and a bit
of concealer.

"Ow!" I yelped loudly as she plucked a stray
eyebrow. She didn't really do much to my eyebrows other than neaten
them up a bit, they weren't exactly bushy to begin with. When I was
a child, we were in the car and a raccoon had been run over by a
car and it was lying by the side of the road. Like any good parent
my mom warned me to not look at it but after she’d told me not to,
I couldn’t resist taking a peek. That stupid road kill gave me
nightmares for weeks afterwards. I was suddenly experiencing a very
similar feeling because I simply couldn't avoid looking in the
mirror no matter how much I knew I shouldn’t. Instead I sat
transfixed as she really did make my eyes pop, gave me bright red
shiny lips that would turn any guy's mind to the thought of those
same lips slowly closing around his cock. I really didn't want to
go there.

The girls were absolutely thrilled and
delighted with the finished product. Ashley even began snapping
pictures of me on her phone. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I
couldn't see anything even vaguely resembling a male staring back
at me. After the girls had paid the woman, purchasing all the
makeup she’d used on me, Taylor led me over to stand before a full
length mirror so I could see the entire ensemble, the new me.

"You are such a natural," whispered Gwen in
my ear. "So many girls are going to hate you on sight and hold
their boyfriends really close. It's not fair that you get to look
this good as a girl."

"We had better get her home," agreed Alexis.
"She's got a very big night ahead of her and she’ll need some dance
lessons first."

"Dance lessons?" I asked nervously,
unconsciously pitching my voice higher.

"Oh yeah, down and dirty dancing lessons,"
teased Taylor. Things did not seem like they were going to get
better anytime soon, in fact they were steadily getting worse and
worse by the minute.


Sam's Date

 


"No, no, no!
You're still shuffling about like a boy, Samantha,"

"I am a boy... a guy, Taylor," I replied
awkwardly shifting my weight from foot to foot, trying to get
comfortable while wearing in my new pair of heels.

"Well you better not be tonight, unless of
course you want Ryan to know that he's dating a boy." She raised an
eyebrow at me.

"N-no, I don't want that."

"Then start getting your act together. You
should be thankful I'm taking the time to show you how to do this.
It'll make things go a lot easier tonight if you can at least learn
to dance a bit like a girl."

"Why are you doing this?" I queried
petulantly, although I already knew the answer. My sister's best
friend Taylor for some reason had always liked me, but this was the
first time I’d ever danced with her though, and found myself having
to take the woman's part following her lead.

"Duh, because we can stupid. And because you
used to be such a complete shithead to us." she said. "I am having
an absolute blast turning you into my little girlfriend and the
fun's only just starting."

"It's almost over too. My mom gets back
tomorrow." I replied smugly.

"We'll see," she said equally smugly. "In
the meantime I want you to copy exactly whatever I do. You need to
use your arms much more, you can't just leave them hanging down by
your sides. When you move try to flow, gracefully, move your body
with the music not in spite of it. Don't just stomp around like
you’re some sort of brain dead zombie."

I hated the fact that she was dead right
(pun intended), I never could dance, couldn’t keep a rhythm or hold
a beat. Besides I really, really did not want to go on this date.
In fact the whole idea absolutely terrified me, but I had no
choice. I was a man, well almost, I was eighteen and had been
tricked by my step-sister and her friends such that I was soon to
be going out on a first date with my school’s starting quarterback,
as his girlfriend. Given that I couldn’t see any way out of this, I
knew that I had better make damn sure that he didn't realize who or
what I was. He outweighed me by around seventy-five pounds and it
was all muscle. If he flipped out, which he was very likely to do
if he discovered my secret, I'd be in seriously big trouble.

So once again, I tried hard to mimic her
moves, swaying my torso with the music and trying to put some life
into my arms. She was actually a really good dancer and had a great
body. When she started showing me how to slow dance, I put my head
on her shoulder and audibly sighed. My face was inches from her
breast and I could smell her sweet floral shampoo.

"How's our little Cinderella?" asked my
sister suddenly entering the room and instantly snapping me out of
my reverie.

"Well he's never going to make his living as
a dancer, he’d starve pretty quickly. He’s not even a mediocre one,
but there are a lot of girls out there who aren't that good but get
by on the dance floor, usually by dancing round their handbags"
said Taylor.

"So he's not great. But is he convincing?"
asked Alexis pointedly.

"See for yourself." Taylor put an up tempo
song on the mp3 player and we both began to dance to it. I was
doing my best to dance freely with my whole body, the way that she
had shown me.

"Yeah, not great, but good enough I suppose.
Remember to smile more, at least try to act like you’re enjoying
yourself " said Alexis. "Are you done practicing?"

"Definitely," said Taylor. "My feet are
getting tired."

"Well, come to the kitchen, I want to talk
to you about tonight. We’ll have Samantha give you a foot massage
there."

Her feet were tired? I was the one who was
wearing the heels while she only had gym shoes on. My feet were
practically killing me but as Alexis dished up a bowl of Moose
Tracks ice cream for each of them, I dutifully dropped to my knees
and began taking off Taylor's shoes and socks. I had never given a
foot rub in my life before but it’s not exactly rocket science, I
figured that whatever I would want done to my feet just then would
do well enough.

"You know Alexis," said Taylor as she leant
back savoring the sensations I was generating. "I could really
learn to love having him at my feet like this."

"Well that’s good because I don't think
he'll be getting out of that position anytime soon," said Alexis
smiling as she leaned forward and petted me on the head like a
faithful puppy.

"Who are you going with tonight?" asked
Taylor.

"Joey Harbold," said Alexis.

"Eew," said Taylor wrinkling up her nose
like she’d just smelled something particularly unpleasant.

"Oh, he's not so bad," said Alexis. "He's
basically a nice guy and he is Ryan's buddy, I don't want to be
distracted by some cute guy tonight. I want to revel in and enjoy
every delicious bit of Samantha's first date."

The look she gave me sent chills up and down
my spine. I didn't think I’d been that bad a step-brother to her, a
bit playful maybe but it seemed she was determined to make me
suffer now she had the upper hand.

"You know, he's quite cute when he's
worried," said Taylor giggling to herself.

"Let's hope Ryan thinks so too. Well, we've
got about three hours before Samantha needs to begin getting
herself ready."

"She's going to look, and smell, so pretty,"
said Taylor giving me an exaggerated sniff.

"Meantime get this place cleaned up
Samantha. Dust and vacuum all the rooms, clean the bathrooms
particularly the toilets, mop the kitchen floor, I want everything
clean before tonight. Remember I'll be inspecting your work
afterwards," ordered Alexis.

"Y-yes Mistress Alexis," I replied getting
to my knees.

"And Samantha," said Taylor. "Make sure you
keep those heels on, you really need the practice."

"Thank you Mistress Taylor," I replied.

 


***

 


For the next three hours I cleaned,
scrubbed, dusted and mopped doing all of Alexis's chores in
addition to my own. Cleaning a bathroom was another first for me as
was mopping the kitchen floor, I didn't like either very much. I
was almost done, I was hot and sweaty and not in much of a mood for
any sarcastic comments from either Taylor or Alexis, who had simply
lounged around watching television like two spoiled trust fund
brats with a new maid. I was just finishing off the dusting when
Alexis and Taylor entered the room.

"Not bad,” said Taylor running her finger
along a surface and examining it closely, “you need to get her a
proper French maid’s uniform though".

"Hey, that's a great idea," agreed Alexis.
"He could totter around and curtsey to us."

"We’ll work on that but meanwhile, practice
makes perfect," sniggered Taylor. "You need to make sure that you
give him plenty of practice."

"Oh, I will. You can count on that," said
Alexis.

It wasn't lost on me that they were talking
like this was a long term situation despite the fact that my mom
was coming home tomorrow. I didn't want to think too deeply about
it; as far as I was concerned my mom was coming home and when she
did all this would abruptly and finally end.

"Okay little sister, we’ve drawn your bath
for you. A lovely, deep, scented bubble bath so hop in and relax.
When you come out, wrap a towel around yourself and you'll find
everything you need laid out for you on your bed," said Alexis.

"Wait a second," snapped Taylor. "Has your
body hair grown back yet?"

"No, I don't think so," I answered.

"Let me check," Taylor ran her hand up and
down my bare leg. "You're right. You're still as smooth as a baby's
bottom. You don't even have to touch up yet."

I trudged wearily to the bathroom. The
floral scent coming from the bath was almost over powering. It was
like an explosion of gardenias, roses and various other strongly
perfumed flowers all mixed together in the tub, but the water was
water and just soaking and relaxing in there felt wonderful. All
the housework had worn me out and I dozed off having a weird dream
about walking through the halls at school in just my bra and
panties whilst desperately trying to find my dress to so that I
could cover up. It wasn't exactly a nightmare but it was certainly
unsettling. It also probably meant something deep and meaningful
but I knew diddly-squat about dream interpretation so quickly
forgot it.

 


"Hey what's taking you so long in there?"
Taylor rapped loudly on the bathroom door, instantly waking me from
my brief slumber. "Eew, you're not playing with yourself in there
are you?"

"Huh? No, no of course not," I called back
disorientated.

"Oh, you so were. Put it away and hurry up.
We've got a lot to do to make you presentable," said Taylor.

I decided I was about as clean as I was
going to get so stepped out of the tub. Seeing myself in the
bathroom mirror was quite a sight, my body looked so much younger
without any body hair, it appeared strange even to me. I hadn’t had
much body hair or for that long but now what little I’d had, had
all gone. I remembered feeling so proud and grown up when I first
developed the furry growth between my legs and under my arms, but
now I was back to looking like a hairless child.

I began to wrap a towel around my waist and
then thought better of it. If Taylor or Alexis happened to see me
baring my chest, they'd probably give me a hard time about trying
to appear as a male. I quickly changed the position of the towel so
that it was higher on me covering my chest and exited the bathroom.
Marveling at how conditioned I had already become and wondering how
difficult it would be to get back to the real me.

I entered my room and exhaled with relief
when I didn't see either of the girls. That was short lived however
when I saw what was lying menacingly on my bed, the short red dress
with the matching underwear and the silver clutch next to it. The
sandals that I would be wearing were neatly at the foot of the
bed.

As I stepped into the panties, the touch of
the material sent a shiver through my whole body. I realized that I
was actually getting excited, I just couldn't believe it. I was
pretty sure it was just nerves but I realized it was lucky that
Alexis wasn't there to witness it. I put the bra around me
backwards and then slid it around so the snaps were at the back and
the cups were positioned where they should be. Putting my arms
through the straps gave me a feeling of being trapped by this
dainty piece of fabric.

I looked in the mirror at myself and the bra
did make me look like I had two very normal sized breasts. I made a
note to myself that if a simple bra was capable of giving me a
healthy looking bust line, not to trust that other girls weren't
doing the exact same thing. I put on the red garter belt and
carefully pulled the silky stockings up my now hairless legs.
Before I was done my erection was back. This was definitely going
to be a problem.

I put on the dress but embarrassingly
couldn't zip myself up, no matter how much I contorted myself. So I
stepped into the heels and attached the straps around my ankles
before walking down the stairs. In the time it had taken me to get
ready Taylor and Alexis had been joined by Gwen and Ashley, all of
them looked up and stared open mouthed at me as I descended to the
main floor.

"Wow!" Ashley let out a long wolf
whistle.

"You really are smoking hot," said Gwen
impressed.

"I… I need some help," I stammered. "I
couldn't zip up my dress."

"Oh don’t you worry, Ryan will have it off
you soon enough looking like that," joked Taylor. The girls all
laughed but I couldn't see the funny side.

"Oh come here Samantha," said Alexis
reaching over and firmly zipping me up. "Sisters help each other,
remember that."

"We sure do. Okay sweetie," added Ashley.
"I'm here to do your makeup."

She sat me down in my mom's bathroom and
began to do almost exactly what the woman at the makeup counter had
done. Ashley was quite talented in her own right when it came to
shading, contouring and blending. She always took great care with
her own makeup and that showed as she carefully outlined my eyes to
make them pop. When she was done I was doe eyed with long sexy
lashes that were only partly my own. She didn't use a lot of
makeup, but just enough to hide my masculinity and enhance the
feminine traits and features in my face. The stunning result was
that I looked very much like a sexy girl.

"Nice," said Taylor in admiration. Gwen then
went to work on my hair which didn't require much since the
hairstyle was so new to begin with. The girls squealed with glee at
the final results and had me posing for a bunch more pictures to
immortalize the moment. Not that I wanted it to even happen let
alone have it immortalized.

Alexis's look was such a contrast to my own.
Her makeup was severely understated with plain black slacks and a
simple light blue top. She wasn’t dressed dowdily and looked good
enough for even a very nice restaurant, but the difference between
us was quite apparent. I was dressed to impress, for an evening
out, exuding sex appeal.

"Don't worry sis," she said reading my mind,
"I wouldn't dream of taking any attention away from you on your big
night."

"But you're not even wearing a dress," I
pointed out.

"I've never dated Joey before.” She
shrugged. “You know what wearing a dress on the first date says
about a girl... oh… but, I mean, I’m sure you can pull it off."

“What? That dress! She can’t even pull it
on.” Sniggered Taylor.

“No, oh you know what I mean.” Flustered
Alexis was thrown by her faux pas.

The girls all laughed at our discomfort and
just then the doorbell rang and I froze.

"Oh, I do believe we may well have gentleman
callers, sister dear," said Alexis.

"I'll go hide upstairs until you’ve left,"
whispered Gwen. "It'll be way too awkward if Ryan sees me
here."

"Good idea," whispered Alexis back to her,
waiting as she quickly ran up the stairs.

Alexis opened the door and I immediately saw
Ryan standing there holding a large bouquet of roses. I wasn't the
only one who was trying too hard.

"Oh, you old romantic you," sniggered
Taylor.

"Well, I only wanted to show my appreciation
for my gorgeous date tonight," he said rather unctuously as he
stepped forward, offering the flowers to me. He stood back and
looked me up and down, exclaiming “Oh wow, and what a gorgeous date
she is too!” His eyeballs were almost bulging out of their
sockets.

He was dressed smartly in a tight, red
button down shirt that showed off his impressive torso, pecs and
abs rippling underneath and a pair of black pants pleated at the
front but tight over the well-defined cheeks. I was a bit
overwhelmed by the amount of body spray he was wearing as he handed
me the flowers wrapped in green paper. A quick, unsubtle elbow in
the back from Taylor let me know that he would be expecting me to
give him a kiss in return.

I leaned over and gave him a quick peck on
the cheek. It was not particularly romantic, there were no open
mouths, tongue wrestling or even lip to lip contact but it still
felt odd. Even though he had obviously recently shaved, his skin
felt quite rough against my lips. The whole experience felt strange
but everybody seemed to be satisfied with my chaste expression of
affection and acceptance. Then there was an awkward moment or two
before Taylor masterly broke the silence.

"I'll go put those in water for you, shall
I?" she offered, deftly grabbing the bunch of flowers from my hand.
I knew I was completely trapped now, there being no way to get out
of the evening. No matter what, I'd be going through with it. We
said good bye to Taylor and Ashley as Alexis offered her arm to
Joey and we all walked out to Joey's car. Like a true gentleman
Ryan opened and held the backdoor for me, but it was only at that
point that I realized the girls hadn't shown me how to sit in a
short dress like the one I was wearing, let alone get in and out of
a car in one. Consequently I accidentally gave both Alexis and Ryan
a flash of my panties as I got in. I could read their faces, even
though Ryan didn't comment, he was blushing and trying to pretend
he hadn’t noticed, while Alexis just stood there with an annoying
smirk on her face.

I was worried that as Joey was driving, Ryan
would have his hands free with me trapped in the back seat with
him, but he was actually quite the gentleman. All four of us made
small talk together, the football season was still going strong and
our team had four wins against only one loss. We all agreed that
they looked in good shape for the state playoffs and maybe even
winning our conference. However no matter what topic Alexis brought
up, it always seemed to be subtlety aimed at embarrassing me, but
fortunately it didn't matter because the boys soon brought the
topic back around to football again.

 


***

 


The restaurant Joey drove us to was called
La Peluche Pourceau which apparently was The Plush
Pig in English. It wasn't some $100 a dish French gourmet
restaurant but it was still considered one of the classier
restaurants in the neighborhood at probably somewhere around $100 a
head. I was very impressed as it even had an actual chef in a toque
(the tall white hat) and cloth table cloths. It immediately set me
to wondering if I'd ever get to take a girl out to a restaurant
like this. The smell of my own perfume and the sound of my heels
clip-clopping across the parking lot brought me back down to earth
and my present predicament. The possibility of that scenario ever
happening receding ever further and becoming even more unlikely and
as this evening went on.

"Nice restaurant," said Alexis as Joey held
the door open for us. "So far I approve. I’ll admit I was worried
that Ryan might try and date my cousin on the cheap, getting extra
value burger meals for everybody."

"Very funny Alexis," responded an indignant
Ryan. "I am going to show your cousin the night of her life
tonight."

"Oh, thank you, Ryan," I breathed
meekly.

"Oh this I have to see," chuckled
Alexis.

The hostess was a young woman in her early
twenties with long blonde hair and large breasts that immediately
drew the boys' attention. "Bienvenue chez la Peluche Porceau,” she
said but seeing the blank looks on all our faces quickly continued,
“hello and welcome to the Plush Pig. Do you have a
reservation?"

"We sure do," said Ryan. "It's under the
name Overbeek."

"Sure, I see it," said the hostess looking
down at her book, "And would you by any chance be Ryan Overbeek,
Hillcrest's starting quarterback?"

"That's me," he positively beamed.

"Well it's great to have a local celebrity
dining here. Kara will be your server tonight," she handed four
menus to a tall woman who looked no older than us, with wavy brown
hair wearing a white blouse and black pants.

“I bet he told her who he was when he
booked,” said Alexis under her breath.

"This way please," said Kara indicating with
the hand holding the menus, before directly addressing me. "I have
to say that's an awesome dress. I love that retro style."

"Thank you," I replied quietly. “So do
I.”

"And if I had your legs, I'd also want to
show them off," she laughed. It felt so weird to have an attractive
woman complimenting me on also being attractive.

Both boys moved ahead and then held our
chairs for us which I was very thankful for, not particularly
wanting to flash my underwear to the entire restaurant. I wished
that Alexis had worn a dress similar to mine so I could have copied
her moves, but unfortunately she had arranged it so that I would be
the only one dressed in such a feminine way. She was far more
cunning than I had ever given her credit for.

"So, what do you think of our dates?" asked
Alexis.

"I think they're really nice and look very
smart," I simpered.

"Oh please, you are such a little slut
Samantha," she declared. "Don't you try playing Miss Goody Two
Shoes here because nobody is buying it."

I blushed before Ryan quickly came to my
rescue. "Well I am, Alex. I think your cousin has real class," he
vouched. "I consider myself very lucky to be her date tonight."

"Oh Gawd," said Alexis, simulating puking.
"No more please, that's such saccharin you're going to give me
diabetes just from hearing it."

I felt like Ryan was moving in for a kiss so
I quickly turned to Joey and asked him, "Have you known Alexis
long?"

"Yes," he said, "but she isn’t usually so
crass.” He smiled at her to take some of the sting out of his
words. “She never wants to go out with me. She’s finally said
yes though. Actually she asked me out tonight."

We made small talk through dinner. I was
very self-conscious about what I ordered. The boys both ordered
porterhouse steaks with mushroom caps. They looked so delicious I
was practically salivating, but apparently nice girls don't
order great hunks of meat, especially on a first date. So instead I
had to make do with the tilapia in a lemon butter sauce. It was
actually delicious, but it was not enough to really fill me up. I’d
just put my knife and fork down on my plate when Alexis told me, "I
need to go to the bathroom."

"Okay," I replied puzzled as to why she was
telling me. She gave me a thoroughly evil glare and I immediately
realized what she wanted, "Oh, I need to go to" I squeaked.

We walked to the bathroom together,
wordlessly. Something told me that I was in trouble but I had
absolutely no idea why. We entered the bathroom as another couple
of women were leaving, so she waited until they’d left the room
before she launched into me.

"What do you think you're doing, Sam?"
Alexis shouted at me.

"What? I'm out on a date with a guy, for
Christ's sake," I replied annoyed.

"You're out on a date with a guy who is
going to be shelling out over $100 for your part of this meal. Do
you think he's paying for polite conversation?" She snapped.

"No, I guess not, but what am I supposed to
do?"

"Kiss him, pet him, show him a good time.
Give him something in return."

"I can't do that. I'm not gay."

"What does that have to do with anything?"
she gave me a puzzled look.

"Hello, if I'm not gay why would I be
flirting and making out with another guy?"

"Well maybe because you know what will
happen to you if you don’t!"

"Why, what are you going to do?"

“Let’s not go there again, the possibilities
are practically endless. You know I have so much stuff on you
little sister, I can very easily ruin you, your reputation, your
whole life. Then if I were to let slip something to Ryan, probably
your health, definitely your face. Look, I don’t want to keep
repeating this same discussion with you every time you don't want
to do something I tell you to. It should be very apparent to you by
this point that you want... no, actually you need to keep me
and my friends very happy. You can do that by doing what we’ve told
you, exactly what we’ve told you. If you don't? Well, that’s
up to you I suppose.” She spoke quietly, clearly and very
ominously.

“And what would he do to you? You set all
this up, claiming I was your cousin!” I retorted desperately.

“Much as he wouldn’t get rough with you
while he thinks you are a girl, I really don’t see him holding back
much when he finds out you’re just a sissy boy, do you? As for me,
I was still a girl the last time I looked. So although he may be
upset with me, he probably won’t rearrange my face.”

She was right and I knew it. She had me and
there was nothing I could do.

"So, what do you want me to do,” I
capitulated. “I've already kissed him and everything."

"Oh you'll be kissing him a lot more and
much better than that. When we get back out there start by holding
his hand."

"Okay," I said dubiously.

"And you’d better start to show some real
enthusiasm, rub your legs against his under the table, lean into
him more and for Christ’s sake look at him! Oh, and stop talking to
Joey, he’s not your date."

“What about Joey? What are you giving him
for your $100 meal?” I sniped.

“None of your business! And you’ll pay for
that later.” She retorted.

"Fine," I sulked. "Don't you have to go to
the bathroom?"

"We just did," she replied. "Now touch up
your makeup and no more backchat!"

After we’d touched up and checked each other
we walked back out to the boys at the table. I noticed a lot of
guys in the restaurant, some much older, checking us out as we did.
As if reading my mind, Alexis whispered to me, "I'm wearing pants.
It's you they're staring at."

Sitting back down at the table a withering
glance from Alexis let me know that I had better do as I’d been
told. I grabbed Ryan's hand and caressed it in mind.

"I'll never get why women always go to the
bathroom together," said Joey.

"It's so we can talk about you guys," said
Alexis. She said it like she was joking, but I knew there was a lot
of truth in that statement even if I hadn't just returned from
doing just that.

My holding Ryan's hand made him far less
nervous; he seemed much calmer while my heart was now racing nine
to the dozen. He had been trying to be a total gentleman and wait
for me to make the first move but now I was suddenly becoming
overtly tactile. My apparent affection seemed to give him a green
light to take things a few steps further. I could see it unfolding
in front of me but wasn't able to stop it. I wasn’t to be allowed,
Alexis would see to that.

After a delicious meal that I’d mostly eaten
with one hand, the boys paid the bill and we walked back out to the
parking lot, but when we got to the car it became clear that Alexis
and I weren't the only ones who’d had a private conversation when
we’d gone to the bathroom. As Joey leaned in and kissed Alexis,
Ryan enfolded me in his arms and did the same to me. His lips
pressed hard against mine, the weight of his massive chest pushing
into mine. He held me firmly in his tight embrace and kissed me
passionately right on the lips, until I felt light headed and
confused, gasping for air.

"You're a great kisser," he said to me
smiling and looking deep in my eyes.

"You, you did most of the kissing," I gasped
breathless.

"Yeah, but you didn't pull away. Your soft
lips just welcomed mine and you kissed back. I liked that and I
hope you did too."

"Yes, of course I did," I gushed. "You're a
good kisser too."

"Fix your lipstick, Samantha," said Alexis,
instantly bringing me back to earth.

 


***

 


The ride to the dance club was very
different from the ride to the restaurant. Now that Ryan and I had
broken the ice, it felt like open season had been declared on me in
the backseat and he intended to take full advantage. It wasn't like
he forced himself on me, but he kissed me deeply, his tongue
fighting for entrance and then seeming to want to caress my
tonsils. At the same time his hands seemed to be everywhere at
once, they eventually found their way onto my knees and then he was
soon caressing my thighs. The girls hadn't really prepared me for
this aspect of the date, or they had deliberately neglected it
because they wanted to see me squirm.

That thought was confirmed when I caught
sight of a smug smile forming on my step-sister's face as she
checked out the backseat action; calling over her shoulder "Hey,
save some of the dance floor. You want me to see if I can find you
a nice bargain priced hotel room?"

Her comments made me turn bright red, which
I think Ryan didn’t find at all unusual. In fact it did seem to get
him to slow down a bit. Instead he held me tight against his chest
and with his free hand gently stroked my hair, kissing me
seductively on the mouth, chin and down my neck in such a way that
it sent chills shivering down my spine.

"Don't let her bother you, she's just
jealous because Joey’s busy driving.” He said in a loud stage
whisper. Then adding quietly to just me, “I am aving so much fun, I
hope you are too."

"I am," I replied despite a growing panic.
The fact was that I had never actually made out with a girl in my
whole life, certainly coming nowhere near as close as this on any
of my dates. That kiss had caused an involuntary reaction in me, I
didn't know what was happening, and I didn’t understand it. I knew
that I wasn't attracted to guys, but this was generating sensations
in me that were extremely confusing.

Eventually we pulled up outside the club.
There were very limited places where we could go. Most all-ages
dance clubs around us were juice bars that played the sort of music
that middle school girls liked. At eighteen that wasn't our scene,
but we couldn't go to any of the really trendy spots because they
all served alcohol and so wouldn’t let us in. We wound up at
Club Zero which always had a packed dance floor and some
good DJs although the entry lines were always there well past
midnight on weekends. Today was no different, we were at least
sixty back in line when Ryan took it upon himself to go and have a
chat to the doorman. A few minutes later, he was motioning for us
to come up too.

"Smooth Ryan, how much did you have to give
the door?" asked Joey.

"Not a dime," said Ryan. "That's Jim
Summers, I thought I recognized him."

"That was Porky?" exclaimed Joey.

"Yeah, not fat anymore and don't let him
hear you say anything like that or we'll be straight back out on
our asses," said Ryan in Joey’s ear.

"Who is he?" asked Alexis.

"He was a few years ahead of us. He blocked
for me as a sophomore, but he used to have a bit of a weight
problem. Coach made him run a lot," said Ryan.

"Well he looks fine now," said Alexis. "Nice
guy for letting us jump in too."

"I asked him for a solid, told him I was
trying to impress a girl, he came through." admitted Ryan.

"Are you impressed?" Joey asked me.

"Yeah, I'm suitably impressed." I grinned at
them.

"Aw, that’s just the beginning babe, the
night’s just starting." Ryan said grabbing my hand and leading me
quickly into the club and right onto the crowded dance floor.

"I'm actually a jock who loves to dance and
I've even had some lessons to work on my footwork."

As he began to move to the booming rhythm, I
could easily see that he wasn't exaggerating. He had moves that I
was seriously not expecting. Most guys look either rather gay or
really clownish when they're dancing expressively. Not Ryan; he was
the kind of dancer that you usually only see in movies where all
the girls start drooling over him until some dumb local gets
annoyed, starts a fight and then he knocks him out with one punch.
Instead he just grabbed me and pulled me after him, I tried to
follow along but even Taylor hadn't quite prepared me for this.

I looked over and saw Joey and Alexis
dancing in a much more restrained fashion. Joey wasn't much of a
dancer but they looked like they were having fun. I would never
have wanted to date Alexis but I was feeling jealous of Joey just
being a normal guy, out on a date with a normal girl. A few tracks
later it suddenly hit me that my feet were becoming very sore from
wearing the heels all day, so as that song faded from one into the
next I asked Ryan if we could get a seat. I had to get right up
next to his ear and practically scream to be heard.

"You're not tired already are you?" he asked
shouting back.

"No but my feet are killing me," I yelled.
"I've never really worn shoes like this before tonight."

"Oh wow. You do that for me, because I'm
tall? You really didn't have to."

"I really did," I nodded.

"I can't believe you did that for me. Come
on let's get you over to a table."

He had me lean on him as we walked over to
where the seating area was. Luckily a small group had just got up
from a table with four seats as we arrived. It felt so good to be
sitting down again. I had started to become used to the heels so
that I actually forgot that I was wearing them, but now all the
aches and pains had returned to my feet at once.

"You know out on the field, we get hurt
quite a lot," said Ryan. "I can do a pretty good massage."

"No, that's okay," I said.

"Alright," he replied but looked a bit
hurt.

"Well I mean, it would be really awkward in
here, you know?" I asked rhetorically.

"I don't think it'd be awkward, and I really
want to do this for you." he replied. "Come on put your feet on my
lap." He patted his lap looking at me earnestly.

I don't know why I did it, but I did. It
seemed that I was doing a lot of things recently that were against
my better judgment so what was one more! He gently undid the straps
and slipped off my shoes, then began kneading my feet through my
stockings to my unashamed groans of pleasure. I soon realized just
what a poor job I’d previously done with Taylor's feet. I’d never
had my feet massaged before and it felt amazing. Maybe it was just
something he’d picked up from football, but he was literally
rubbing away all my soreness. I leaned back and for the first time
since Gwen had tricked me yesterday, I took a deep breath and just
relaxed.

"Is this okay?" he enquired.

"Mmm hmmm. Oh that’s way better than okay,"
I replied truthfully, before pleading. “Please don’t stop.” I was
almost nodding off when a camera flash startled me.

"Just something for the scrapbook," said
Ashley. Suddenly she was in front of us holding her phone in her
hand. That was all I needed, more humiliating pictures of me.

"Hey Ash," greeted Ryan. "You got Dale with
you?"

"No sorry," said Ashley. "I’m here with
Taylor, she's a single woman as you know. I just wanted to see how
things were going with the big date."

"You'd have to ask Samantha," Ryan nodded at
me still rubbing my feet.

"It's going real good," I squeaked
meekly.

"Great," said Ashley. "You know we really
should make a scrapbook for you two. We’ve got a lot of pictures of
you dancing, kissing and now a foot rub. That's a load of really
great memories right there that I'm sure you'll want to keep, and
possibly share."

"Oh, you’ve got that many pictures of us?"
asked Ryan looking puzzled.

"Literally tons," replied Ashley. "Actually,
give me a deep romantic kiss you two. Let's see some real
passion."

Ryan immediately grabbed me and for the
second time that night drove his enormous tongue deep into my
mouth. This time it was quite invasive and rather overwhelming.
With him holding me so tight to him, I couldn't breathe let alone
pull away even as I could see the flashes of Ashley taking picture
after incriminating picture.

"That was great. I’m sure you'll love how
these turn out," smiled Ashley showing me the evidence as Ryan
eventually released me. "You both look so much in love."

"Heh, how about that, thanks so much for
taking those." I glared at her.

"Well, I'm sure you two want to get back out
on the dance floor, so I'll let you have some space. Don't get all
grabby now Ryan, I know what you’re like."

"Aw, knock it off, Ash," he replied before
turning his attention back to me and ever so gently putting my high
heels back onto my stocking-covered feet.

The obvious meaning of Ashley's visit was
pretty clear to me. They had so much blackmail material on both of
us now that they could very easily ruin us both by simple exposure.
Actually Ryan was lucky because as far as he knew he was out on a
date with a pretty girl. I was the only one of us who realized how
deep the hole was that we were in. But I couldn’t see that I had
any choice but to keep on digging.

We did go out on the dance floor for another
hour or so. Ryan was utterly amazing on the dance floor and I did
my very best to keep up with him. I became very aware of all the
pictures that were being taken of us by Ashley and Taylor. Ryan
kissed me as we clinched during a slow dance and the two of them
must have taken a couple of dozen of just that. My arms were
already around him from the dancing and it would be very easy to
make us look deeply in love, which I'm sure those pictures did.

Finally Joey and Alexis approached us asking
if we'd had enough. Ryan really looked disappointed but reluctantly
agreed. I'm sure that my yawning at that precise moment was more
than opportune. I was very relieved, I had survived my date and
shortly, after a mushy goodnight kiss or two, I'd be home free. We
walked out of the club holding hands, then he put his arm around me
and pulled me in close as we walked to the car. Which I was
actually kind of grateful for as my legs were almost jelly, my
calves felt like they were on fire now, from all the dancing in
those heels.

Still, overall I was feeling pretty good by
this point. I was on an endorphin high as the danger slowly
subsided. However Ryan seemed a bit distracted, the backseat making
out giving way to us just holding hands when the car pulled into
his driveway.

"I want you to know that I had a really
great time tonight, Ryan," I said.

"Me too, Samantha," he said. "But it doesn't
have to end here though. My mom's gone to visit my older sister at
college so we've got the entire house to ourselves."

"Great," I said ingenuously. "So are we all
up for it?" Giving Alexis a hard stare.

"Oh no, we wouldn't dream of cramping your
style guys. I have packed you a bag though cousin," with that Joey
popped the trunk. Alexis firmly escorting me to the back of the car
where she told me "Joey's going to be spending the night with me.
So don't you dare come back until at least after six, preferably
seven."

"Please, I can't spend the night. He… he'll
find out," I pleaded in a whisper.

"Well you'd better keep him very happy then
and just make sure that he doesn't, won’t you?" she answered
firmly.

"Have fun cuz. Don’t do anything I
wouldn’t!" She called out.

"Alexis, please…," I begged, but her mind
was made up. She was going to leave me here to spend the night. I
don't know how much of our conversation was picked up by Ryan, but
as Joey's car backed down the driveway, we were the only two left
standing there. He gently took my bag from my hand. I had no idea
what was in there, not much presumably as it wasn't very heavy.

"Thanks for staying over, Samantha. I
promise I won't pressure you into anything," he said sincerely.

"Thank you, I… I like you Ryan. But I'm just
not ready for… some things yet, you know?"

"I know and like I said, absolutely no
pressure. Whenever you want to go home, just say the word and I’ll
take you. Scout’s promise." He licked a finger and traced a cross
over his heart.

“You were never a scout!” I accused.

“True, but I thought that you might trust
that more than a ball player’s promise.” He grinned.

I giggled, the tension released. I even
grabbed his free hand and pulled him towards the house, but as we
got to the door he stopped me.

“I may not have been a scout, but I want you
to know that I meant that promise. What I said about taking you
home whenever you want.” He looked so earnest.

“Thank you.” I replied shyly.

Following a brief tour of the house, we
snuggled together on the sofa to watch a very forgettable teen
Rom-Com on the television. Before long I was yawning again and Ryan
leaned over very solicitous, asking "Are you about ready for
bed?"

"Yeah, I guess I am feeling a bit tired.
Just not used to all this excitement, I guess."

"Go check out your overnight bag. Maybe
Alexis has packed you something so you won't have to sleep in that
dress. I wouldn't think that would be very comfortable or do that
gorgeous dress much good."

I opened the bag hopefully but should have
known better. The only clothes in the bag were a short jade nightie
with matching panties and robe. As well as a pair of black
high-heeled slippers with a large satin bow across the front,
besides a toothbrush and my makeup. The only thing missing was the
packet of rubbers.

"Beautiful," said Ryan looking over my
shoulder. "I can't wait to see you in that."

"I don't know," I replied nervously.

"What else do you have to wear?" asked Ryan
rhetorically. "Besides, I promised I would be a gentleman the
entire time."

"I suppose," I said dubiously.

"Look, I'll get into bed; you can change in
the bathroom. You never have to see me in just my boxers; you can
climb right under the covers if it makes you uncomfortable."

"Fine, but no leering at me or anything," I
said sternly.

“Scout’s honour?” He smiled.

I humphed and took the bag into the
bathroom. With a dress and girl's underwear on, sitting across a
table, I could look enough like a girl to fool him, but could I
fool a guy while wearing only lingerie and laying in a bed right
next to him. I sure hoped so, as I was about to find out. My penis
and balls were still tucked away underneath me from getting dressed
earlier. Taylor seemed to know a lot about this stuff and that
scared me a bit, but it was effective in concealing my maleness. I
sat on the toilet and peed sitting down before putting the nightie
on. It fit perfectly, as somehow I knew it would.

Nervously I opened the bathroom door and
peaked my head out, seeing him already in bed as he had said, I
quickly ran out and over to the bed. Ryan looked up at me
appreciatively. "Damn, but you're hot as fuck." he said.

“That’s definitely not happening!” I snapped
climbing in the bed next to him, my head was swirling overrun with
differing emotions. I hated the thought of climbing into bed with a
guy like this, but at the same time I was still flattered by his
attentions. Most of all I was terrified that he wouldn't keep his
promise of gentlemanly behavior. If he started fumbling around it
wouldn’t take too much for me to be exposed. I had a brief vision
of all the girls visiting me in hospital as I lay on a hospital bed
covered head to toe in bandages, explaining to them that he hadn’t
taken it very well when he’d found out. They were all apologizing
to me, saying it was just a prank but by then it was too late.

After I climbed in and under the duvet, he
leaned over and began kissing me.

"I won't try anything," he promised, "but we
can still make out, right? I mean we've already been there, done
that."

"That's fine," I smiled and kissed him back
and that was how we spent the night, locked in a deep embrace with
lots of cuddling and kissing. I was exhausted from all the stresses
and emotions of the night and soon fell sound asleep wrapped in his
strong arms. My dreams that night were disturbing enough to wake me
up in a sweat around five-thirty next morning. I managed to
extricate myself from the arms of a still sleeping Ryan, crept into
his bathroom and began to wipe all the makeup off my face. I guess
sleeping in makeup isn't such a great idea but nobody had told me
about that. I also didn't really know much about makeup application
either, but I vainly attempted to redo what had been done to me
yesterday.

Suddenly there was a loud ‘bang, bang, bang’
as Ryan knocked on the door "Hey baby, sorry I've been trying to
wait, but I really need to take a leak."

"Sure," I said slipping the top back on my
lipstick tube. I let a rather desperate looking Ryan into the
bathroom and went out into his bedroom to put my dress back on. I
pulled it over my head and looked at myself in the large mirror on
Ryan's dresser. I could obviously see that I didn't look anywhere
near as convincing as a hot date with my unskilled makeup job. I
was staring intently in the mirror when I noticed something next to
me. On top of the dresser was a football jersey but underneath it I
saw some blue fur sticking out. I pulled off the jersey and
realized I was looking at the stupid teddy bear nanny cam that had
trapped me in the first place.

I lifted up the bear and looked at the back,
sure enough it was on. It had to have been broadcasting our entire
evening together.

"I'm sorry Sam" I heard Ryan's voice say
from behind me. "Gwen’s blackmailing me. I had no choice, I had to
do it."

"But, this could, will, ruin us both," I
said. "I can't believe you’ve fucked us both!"

"Not if you cooperate, Sam. They don't want
to ruin us. They're just going to use it as a threat, in case we
don't do exactly what they want us to. You don’t really have any
choice either. I am sorry!"

"God, I can't believe you. You sound worse
than a beaten dog."

"If it matters at all, I really did have a
good time with you."

"Oh well that’s alright then! Of course it
doesn't fucking matter. This is all so sick."

"I'd give you a ride home, but Alexis said
she wants you to do the walk of shame. It's only about two miles,
but I don't imagine those shoes are much fun for walking in."

"Just fuck off!" I screamed at him. "You've
already done more than enough. What about all your promises from
last night?"

He just shrugged “I had to get you into bed,
sorry.”

I couldn't storm out of Ryan's house fast
enough. There weren't a whole lot of people out on the streets at
that time of the morning but in my dress it was pretty obvious that
I was returning from being out the night before. The shoes were
causing my feet a completely new pain since last night until I took
them off. I could feel blisters forming in places I wouldn’t
normally get blisters. With time to think, I began to wonder just
what Gwen had on Ryan that could have such a powerful guy wrapped
around her finger.

I struggled through the pain and ignored the
embarrassment as I walked down my block. I was in sight of my front
door and all I was thinking of was crashing in my own bed and then
hopefully strangling Alexis in her sleep. It still felt strange to
walk up to our house practically in bare feet, disheveled dress and
holding my heels. I put the key in the lock around seven o'clock
and threw open the door, only to see my mom standing there.

"Oh my God, Sam? Is that you?" she asked.
"What is going on?"

"Mom, I can explain," I said.


Sam's Tormentors

 


"It's not what it looks like," I pleaded
desperately, trying to convince myself as much as my mom who stood
in front of me with a countenance that was a well-mixed cocktail of
disbelief, shock, anger and perhaps a healthy splash of
disappointment.

"Well then I think you had better start
explaining and it’d better be good, Samuel," she demanded.

Unfortunately, the truth was exactly what it
looked like and I had no idea how to explain why I came to be
standing in our living room early on a Sunday morning, dressed in
full makeup, a garter belt, heels, padded bra and a red dress that
mom would have been ashamed to find her daughter wearing in public,
let alone her only son. I looked down at the floor and tried to
compose my thoughts, but nothing came to mind. No flash of
inspiration came to my succour. I wanted to tell my mom the whole
long elaborate story, of how my sister, Alexis along with her
friends had managed to place me in that ludicrous position, but it
all seemed just ridiculous. Even I could hardly believe it, so how
could I expect my mom to? To accept that my younger step-sister had
so completely outsmarted and outmaneuvered me, managed to put me in
such a compromising position?

"Oh, thank goodness you're home," called my
concerned sister from upstairs. "I was scared half to death."

"What is going on here?" growled mom
impatiently.

"Well, if you remember you grounded Sam
while you were away," explained Alexis as she walked slowly down
the stairs.

"Yes, I do seem to remember that," replied
my mother with growing impatience.

"Well Sam didn't listen, figured since you
were gone he could go and do whatever he wanted and I couldn’t stop
him" said Alexis rapidly as she reached the last stair.

"Is this true, Sam?" my mom swiveled round
to glare at me.

"Err, I guess," I mumbled, nervous as to
which direction my sister was taking this.

"So, when I found out Sam intended going out
drinking with his mates, I decided to try to stop him, but
obviously I couldn’t physically stop him, so I decided to lock up
all his clothes, it was the best I could think of at short notice."
She continued.

"Yes okay," drawing out the affirmative as
she struggled to follow the logic. "You probably shouldn't have
done that, but it still doesn't explain why Sam is dressed like…,
that." She indicated me with a wave of her hand.

 

"Do you remember how Sam looked in that
witch costume?" asked Alexis.

"Yeah, like a girl," replied mom, glimmers
of understanding slowly dawning.

"Well, I suppose he thought he could go out
wearing your clothes, meet up with his friends, then I guess he
figured he'd change after he’d met up with them," added Alexis.

"Sam?" mom looked at me with incredulity,
but I had absolutely no idea what to say. My brain was approaching
overload with all the myriads of thoughts, travelling through it as
it tried desperately to process everything at once. Several times I
began an explanation, only to falter after a few words. I simply
couldn't think of any intelligent way of confirming or denying such
an outrageous story.

Giving up on eliciting any rational response
from me, mom turned back to Alexis, "So how did he wind up dressed
like a five dollar whore? I would never let you wear anything like
that and it certainly didn't come out of my wardrobe."

"I’m sure I don't know," said Alexis. "Sam,
do you want to explain yourself?"

My brain finally kicked in and entered
damage limitation mode. I went with

"I borrowed it from one of my friends, as I
didn't want to ruin one of yours."

"That has to be the most ridiculous
explanation I have ever heard," announced Mom. "I certainly
expected more from you, if nothing other than that pathetic excuse.
But anyway, all that aside would a weekend grounded at home have
been so bad? What’s happened to you recently?"

"Nothing," I mumbled quietly, while in my
head I screamed ‘It’s Alexis, I didn’t want to do this, she’s
making me do it!’

"I'm going to have to punish you Sam," she
said sternly. "Obviously it won’t be just another ‘grounding’ as
apparently that doesn’t work. Go get washed up now, we’ll talk
about this later."

I really did want to take a hot shower so I
didn't make any response. But as I left I could hear Alexis,
strangely trying to take the blame herself.

"Sorry Mom, it's all my fault. If I hadn't
dressed him up like that for Halloween, he wouldn't have even known
he could look so feminine. I'm really sorry."

I had no idea what she was up to. She had
extricated herself from any blame in this scenario, but she had
also given me an out as well. If I went along with the line that I
had taken it upon myself to ignore my initial punishment, I
probably wouldn’t have to explain the dress. Mom was livid and
she'd punish me for sneaking out, but at least she didn't have to
know everything about my date or my Halloween experience
either.

I felt the stinging caress of the hot water
splashing hard against my naked body and instantly drifted a
million miles away. I was going to need some nail polish remover
and it would be awhile before any body hair grew back on me, I knew
that much. I stepped out of the shower, wrapping the towel around
me and threw all the female garments into the laundry. Maybe mom
could donate them to a charity or something. There had to some down
on her luck woman who was desperate enough to dress like a total
slut. Walking into my room with just a towel on, I guess I
shouldn't have been surprised; there was a floor length peach
colored night gown with spaghetti straps that I recognized as
belonging to Alexis neatly laid out on my bed.

None of my drawers had any clothes in them
and my closet had been locked shut with a serious padlock. It was
either the nightgown or sleeping in the buff. I would have happily
chosen the second option but I really needed sleep and there was
the possibility of my mom barging into my room unannounced. At
least this way, I could blame my sleeping attire on Alexis. I set
an alarm for 1 pm unsure if I would really be allowed to sleep that
late.

I was in deep slumber almost before my head
hit the pillow. Unfortunately my subconscious was still processing
all the recent events in my life which led me to dream about being
Ryan's date for Homecoming. It was so disturbing, he was about to
fuck my brains out on the fifty yard line of a crowded football
field when I was rudely awakened.

I was deep in REM sleep when Alexis jumped
on my back. It wasn't painful as much as startling. I began to yell
at her but she immediately shoved a piece of cloth inside my gaping
mouth before I could make a sound. I struggled to throw her off me
but she easily maintained her position and had soon grabbed my
wrists, snaking a length of cord around them. I grunted defiance
and retribution into my gag but only the slightest whimper came
out. She successfully knotted off the cord leaving my wrists
securely bound behind me.

"You've deserved this for a long time, Sam,"
she pulled the covers off my bed and turned around so she was now
sitting on my legs facing my feet. I could do nothing but groan
into my gag as she knotted off another cord holding my ankles
pressed tightly together and hopped off me giddily slapping my butt
with two sharp spanks. "There that should hold you. I wanted us to
have a cozy little chat but I don't want you interrupting me."

I glared at my tormentress angrily but she
was completely unfazed and was not about to let my impotent anger
upset her feeling of triumph. "So Samantha, I hope you enjoyed your
night with Ryan. The video from the teddy cam sure make it look
like you did."

"Mmmph," I snarled into my gagged.

"Oh don't try to talk. Obviously nobody can
understand you're idiotic mumblings," warned my sister. "You see
the thing is, my friends and I have had so much fun this weekend
that we see absolutely no reason for any of it to change. We can
totally ruin you at school and probably out of it too if you want
to try us. We would make you such a laughing stock you wouldn’t be
able to show your face anywhere, outside of some as yet
undiscovered villages in New Guinea!"

I shook my head violently from side to side
the only movement available to me but that only made my step-sister
laugh coldly.

"Aww, that's so cute," she smirked. "You
still think that you have a choice in this. So let's go over some
of your new rules, shall we? First, we own you, absolutely and
entirely. If we say to do something you don't get to question it or
even think about it, you just do it. Secondly, there are going to
be a few subtle changes to your wardrobe, don’t argue get used to
it. Thirdly, you're going to be staying very girlish, no body hair
below the eyebrows, no cutting of your fingernails or haircuts
without permission. Finally don't even think about telling mom, or
anybody else, about this or we'll simply make it so much worse for
you. In short, if any of us tell you to jump you won’t be asking
how high, because you’d better already be in the air. You got
me?"

I nodded sadly, what else could I do? I
recognized that she had all the power at the moment although I
intended to change that, there wasn't much I could do about it
right now. Discretion being the better part of valor, I decided
that she may have won the battle, but not the war.

"Great," she smiled looking back at me. "I'm
glad we had this little chat. Why don’t you stay there and think
about it for awhile. I'll be back to untie you before mom misses
you, by the way I hope your panties were clean because they’re what
you're chewing on."

She left my room laughing cruelly, but I
just lay awake on the bed feeling ridiculous in the nightgown and
my bindings. I couldn't make more than a dull groan through the gag
and I was repulsed by the thought that I had my own underwear in my
mouth. Worse still, there was a very real possibility that mom
would come up to the room for our serious talk and find me like
this.

My mind was racing, trying to find some way
to explain this situation in such a way that didn't sound like I’d
not only disobeyed her, but that I’d suddenly become the biggest
pervert in the whole world as well. Unsurprisingly I couldn't seem
to come up with anything that might help and my struggles against
my bindings were completely ineffectual. Two hours passed very
slowly, before I heard somebody open my bedroom door. I held my
breath, terrified that it was my mom. I was actually relieved to
find a grinning Alexis entering my room, but I was somewhat less
thrilled to also see Taylor saunter in behind her.

"Wakey wakey Samantha," sang out my sister
from beside the bed.

"Oh I just love your nightgown, Samantha,"
taunted Taylor, “so pretty, suits you.”

I struggled mightily against my bonds. I had
no idea where mom was or what Taylor was doing there but judging by
the way the girls were acting, it couldn't be good.

"Mom's gone to church, probably to pray for
you. She'll be back in an hour or so," said Alexis as if reading my
mind. I began to flop around like a fish on dry land, but I wasn't
going anywhere. Taylor plopped down on my bed pulling off the
covers and ran a fingernail up and down the soles of my feet,
causing my wriggling to intensify before Alexis jumped on top of
me.

"You make a really comfortable pillow,
Samantha," teased Alexis bouncing on my chest. I could only glare
up at her indignantly while trying to deal with Taylor’s tickling
of my feet. I have always been very ticklish especially on my feet.
Very soon I was out of breath and pleading unintelligibly through
my gag.

"You're right Taylor, this really is
fun."

"It is, but if your mom is going to be home
very soon so we've got work to do," reminded Taylor.

"I'll get him some slippers," said Alexis
getting off me as Taylor helped me up to a sitting position."

"Your sister’s tied you up real good, I
guess I must be a good teacher," said Taylor admiring her
handiwork. "But I have so much to teach you both."

Alexis untied my ankles before retying them
with about a foot of rope between them and helped my feet into a
pair of high heeled house slippers, I could only shudder and sit on
the bed and wondering just what that meant. The two girls pulled me
to my feet, hands still bound helplessly behind my back. I was
still dressed in my pink nightgown and I was sure that I wouldn't
like what was next. Almost as if reading my mind each girl grabbed
one of my arms and began marching me out the room, down the stairs
and towards the front door.

November is too cold to go outside in only a
thin nightgown and I certainly didn't want to go outside whatever
the weather, but when I saw where they were leading me I became
much more worried about their plans than about some warmer
clothing. Wearing those heels, with my hands restrained behind my
back and the ropes around my ankles allowing only small steps, I
had no choice but to allow myself to be led where the girls wanted
me to go. I still did all I could to resist them but it was pretty
ineffectual.

"Quit struggling, Samantha," warned Alexis.
"What did I say about doing as you’re told, exactly as you are
told? We own you now, so you’d better start cooperating."

"Aw, let the little sissy struggle," advised
Taylor. "After all it's not like it does her any good and I kind of
like it."

I hated being called ‘her’ but worse than
that I hated knowing the she was right. Soon I was through the
front door and marched over to Taylor's car. I yelled into my gag
not wanting to be transported anywhere.

"I'm warning you," said Alexis sternly,
shaking me.

"Look Samantha, you can cooperate and ride
in the front seat or continue to fight us and ride in the trunk,
it’s entirely your choice," offered Taylor reasonably.

I have a bit of claustrophobia and both
girls knew it. The thought of being locked in the car trunk held
unimaginable terrors for me and was easily enough to ensure that I
meekly allowed the girls to lead me over to the car. A firm hand on
my head bent me over and soon I was sat in the front seat. Taylor
made sure I was securely belted into place. With my hands
restrained behind me I could not hope to release the belt, but I
also knew that with those heels on I couldn’t run either.

"Have a fun day, Samantha," smirked a waving
Alexis. "Just think how hysterical it will be when mom goes into
your room to lecture you about sneaking out and finds that you've
snuck out again."

I gave another futile struggle against my
bonds which had the effect of doing absolutely nothing except
sending a spaghetti strap off my shoulder. Alexis reached in and
gently put it back in place, laughing to herself about my
predicament. Then much too quickly the door was closed and Taylor
was backing down our driveway. I was very nervous about being seen
in the car with my mouth stuffed full of panties and wearing a pink
night gown so I tried my best to slump down in the seat.

"Aw, don't be so bashful Samantha. I can't
wait to get you back to my place," said Taylor. "I don't mind
telling you that seeing you all dolled up and helpless, in the
front seat of my car has got me very excited. I'm surprised I can
concentrate enough to drive."

She reached over and began stroking my
thigh, gently teasing up my nightie, which caused me to squirm in
my seat. After a few blocks we pulled up to a stop light with a red
sports car next to us. I recognized the car's two occupants as two
juniors at our high school. Neither of them was paying us any
attention but I tried to turn away from them just in case. Taylor
noticed and honked the horn loudly and waved at them just before
the light turned green and we could speed off through the
intersection. I went pale with shock but we were out of there
before the two guys saw us or could react. I breathed a sigh of
relief and prayed the ride would end quickly. Luckily only five
minutes later we pulled into Taylor's driveway.

By this point my desire to get inside was
greater than any desire I had to escape, so I meekly complied as
Taylor released and led me into her house. I knew that Taylor had a
younger brother who was around sixteen as well as an older twenty
year old sister, both living at home. I think she also had one
other brother who had moved out. Still, that meant there were four
other people living in the house besides Taylor, so the longer I
was there the more likely I was to be discovered.

"I know what you're thinking," said Taylor,
"but my family is all out so we have the entire place to ourselves.
My parents won't be back until late tonight so we can have a little
fun together," she said untying my ankles and leading me down to
the basement. I should probably mention here that unlike my
family's basement, Taylor's was furnished. In fact her bedroom was
down here as well as her father's office. She paused by the laundry
machines to grab another length of clothesline and then led me into
her bedroom.

Pushing me down to my knees, she dragged me
up against her bed and began to tie my ankles tightly together and
then to a leg of her bed. "This is just temporary," she assured me.
"I need to get a few things from my sister's room. In the meantime
I’d prefer it if you didn’t wander off."

She left the room with me kneeling in front
of her bed. I could stay kneeling or I could flop on my stomach and
lay down. If I did that, I wasn't sure if I'd be able to get back
to a kneeling position without the use of my hands so I chose to
stay kneeling and await Taylor's return. She was gone about twenty
minutes before I heard her descending the steps.

Standing in her bedroom doorway she was a
vision. She was wearing a black baby doll nightie that looked
amazing on her. I had never seen her in lingerie before and just
the sight of her was enough to take my mind off of my current
predicament despite the pain in my knees. Unfortunately, I could
also see that strapped around her waist at that particular moment
was a large pink strapon dildo. I melted into a giant puddle of
desire and fear.

"I'm going to take your cherry Samantha, but
first I want you to fellate me. You know… ‘suck my beautiful
cock’.” She announced gently fondling her new appendage. “If you do
a really good job, I promise I'll be gentle and use lots of lube
when I fuck you. Now, I'm going to have to ungag you so don't try
anything stupid.”

It was a relief to be able to spit out the
panties packing my cheeks and to relax my jaw. However before I
could say anything she was sticking that pink rubber dick right in
my face. I’m not sure what I could possibly have said at that
point, but I could hardly manage get a sound out with her trying to
shove that thing down my esophagus. Maybe it was the pink color
that helped take my mind off of what it was, but I finally gave up
trying to avoid it, opened my mouth and began to suck on her
dildo.

"That's it baby. Oh you're making me so wet.
Take it all, take every fucking inch of my magnificent cock,
Samantha," ordered Taylor. My attraction to her at that moment was
at least as strong as hers was to me. I could feel my own cock
stirring under my nightgown. Taylor's obvious sexual excitement at
my helpless humiliation confused me. I didn't know what I should
do, or even wanted to do about my situation. How I could do
anything, except to continue to suck hungrily on her cock?

"Now, let's take that cherry of yours,"
grinned Taylor after a while, clearly in charge and loving every
moment of it.

"I'm scared Taylor," I murmured. "I want to
fuck you, I really do, but… not… like this. I want to be the
man."

"Oh Sam," said Taylor sadly, gently stroking
my face. "As a man you have little to offer me. Your cock would
never satisfy me, you must know that. But as my little princess, I
think I could fall for you. I really do."

I wasn't crying but tears began to well up
in my eyes. It wasn't because Taylor's words were mean--they
weren’t, but because I knew them to be the truth. This girl was way
out of my league, but if I could lose my male ego maybe I could be
her lesbian lover. She would never be mine, but just possibly I
could be hers. I just didn't know if I could do that right now.

I looked down at Taylor untying my ankles
and could smell the sweet floral scent of her shampoo. She was a
goddess and I was a peon. She helped me to my feet and turned me
around. With my hands still bound behind me, she pushed me down on
her bed and lifted up the back of my night gown. The cool air
blowing on my naked thighs sent a chill up my spine, well something
did anyway. I could feel her rubber cock pressing against my ass
crack, exploring. I gulped a deep breath and waited for her to ram
her dick deep in me when suddenly I heard an amused voice behind
us.

"This is adorable Tay, but what did I tell
you about borrowing my stuff without permission?" asked Taylor's
older sister Sabrina from the doorway.

"Sorry Sabs, I promise I'll get my own
soon."

"Nah, keep that one now, but buy me a new
one will you? You might want to get him out of here, little bro
will be home any moment."

"Shit," cursed Taylor. "Thanks, I will."

"Having fun, Sam?" Sabrina teased
playfully.

"Err yeah," I replied. There was no way to
describe all the feelings flooding into my brain at that precise
point, but fun probably wasn't one of the words I'd have
picked. Sabrina had a good laugh at our expense as she turned to
leave.

"We'll pick this up another time, I am so
going to take your cherry," Taylor stated untying my ankles before
telling me to stand up. I did and immediately turned my back to her
so that she could undo the bonds holding my wrists. "Nuh-uh, we're
not done with you yet princess, not by a long shot. But I'm sure
you’d prefer not to see my brother right now, eh? So let's get you
out of here."

Frustration doesn't even begin to describe
how I felt as she led me back out to her car. At least I wasn't
gagged anymore, so I asked. "Where are we going?"

"Why? What does it matter to you? It's not
like you can stop it from happening," growled Taylor.

"Prevent what from happening?" I asked
fearfully.

"Sorry, that probably sounded more ominous
than it should. When I'm done with you, I'm supposed to take you
over to Ashley’s," replied Taylor soothingly.

"Ashley? Wha… what for?" I stammered.

"Well, as you know, we own you now. So today
we all have uses for you."

"But my mom is going to be looking for me.
Boy is she's going to be angry I've sneaked out again? She won't
understand that I had no choice," I pleaded.

"I know” she quipped easily, “that’s exactly
what Alexis wanted. She has plans too." This wasn't good news.
While these girls were doing who knows what to me, my mom would be
getting very angry, and getting angrier the longer I was out. I
shuddered to think what Alexis’ plans would do with all that anger
directed towards me. She certainly wouldn't be calming her
down.

Sure enough a short while later Taylor
pulled up in front of Ashley's house. It was bigger than either
mine or Taylor's but it didn't provide any more privacy when Taylor
walked me from the car. I know for a fact that an old guy walking a
dog on the other side of the street saw me being led, but he didn't
say anything. I was mentally preparing what to tell the police when
we were arrested, but it turned out to be unnecessary because he
just ignored me. Obviously in that neighborhood someone being led
around wearing a nightgown in the early afternoon and clearly
restrained, wasn’t considered unusual.

Ashley was evidently thrilled to see me,
rushing out and hugging me close. I couldn't really resist but she
treated me almost like a small child, all helpless and cute.

"Gwen's already inside, we have the house to
ourselves today. Oh we're going to have so much fun," she gushed.
"Go on in, I need to talk to Tay...Oh, that's right your hands.
Just ring the bell with your nose or something. I doubt you could
reach it with anything else." She giggled looking meaningfully at
my groin.

I did just that, walking up to the front
door, bent over and pressed my nose against the bell button until I
finally heard it ring. Gwen opened the door and let me in, being a
bit more reserved than Ashley had been. Ashley had a nice house
with a very high ceiling in the family room. As I followed Gwen in
there, I noticed that it had been set up with bright fancy lights
and some white reflectors as well. I looked at Gwen raising an
eyebrow as a shiver of fear ran down my spine.

"That's right Samantha, we're going to have
a photo shoot," said Gwen picking up what looked to be a very
expensive DSLR camera and snapping a quick shot of me.

When Ashley arrived and untied me, I was so
pathetically grateful for that small kindness I’d have done just
about anything she asked me. Alexis had tied me well, not so
tightly that the ropes were digging into my wrists and restricting
the blood flow but having been in that position for several hours
now my wrists were quite chafed and my arms were aching and quite
sore.

"So," said Ashley as I rubbed some feeling
back into my wrists despite the intense pins and needles I was
experiencing, "as Gwen just told you, we're going to have a bit of
a photo session this afternoon."

"Don't you have enough blackmail on me yet?"
I queried sarcastically.

"Frankly, can you ever have enough? And when
does ‘enough’ become too much? Besides, I can't wait to see you
posing in some of this stuff," replied Gwen.

"I think we're close enough in size to you
that even though not everything will fit perfectly, most of it will
be close enough for a few pictures," added Ashley.

"We've got dance costumes, a cheerleader
uniform, Halloween costumes, a wedding dress, and a really nice
assortment of the sexiest clothes ever, and lucky you gets to try
them all on," said Gwen proudly. They were both clearly enjoying
themselves.

"I don't want to dress up for a bunch of
pictures," I replied.

"And yet you will," stated Gwen forcefully,
both of them stared at me menacingly.

"But why do you want to take even more
pictures of me? You've already got plenty of blackmail on me.
Obviously I don't want anybody to ever know about Ryan and me. This
simply isn't necessary," I pleaded.

"Oh it's not necessary, princess," said
Gwen.

"But it sure is fun," interjected Ashley
completing her sentence, while firmly pulling my nightgown down to
my waist, so that she could strap a bra around my chest.

I managed to struggle free of her grasp, but
glancing desperately around I really had no place to go. Gwen put
her hands on her hips, breathed a deep sigh of exasperation and
gave me another menacing look, then imperiously motioned for me to
back up to Ashley so she could put the bra on me. I
capitulated.

"Relax Samantha, it's nothing we haven't
already seen," said Ashley.

"And we're going to see a lot more of it
before today is over," agreed Gwen.

I knew I was sunk. Just as they didn't
really need more blackmail on me, I couldn't afford to upset them
by refusing to do everything that they wanted. I moved over to
Ashley and raised my arms so she could strap a heavily padded bra
on me.

"There we go," she whispered. "We can't have
a flat chested model, can we?"

The girls dressed me in so many outfits.
They were both from successful families who gave their daughters
whatever they wanted. They were the trendy girls who set the
fashion trends for the whole school. In short, they were clothes
horses and all three of us were of fairly similar size. Between the
two of them they had more dresses than you'd find in most suburban
shopping malls. A large part of which I was destined to model for
them. I was their life sized, compliant doll who they could play
with to their hearts content. It wasn't just dresses either; they
had me put on so much different lingerie I lost track of it all.
Then there were the teddies, babydolls, corsets, and some things
I'd never seen or heard of before. I was also squeezed into
spike-heeled sandals, CFM pumps, and skyscraper hooker boots.

Every outfit change came with new makeup and
hair as well, Gwen delighting in finding just the right color or
shade for the precise look she was going for. From sweet and
innocent prom queen to wanton slut, I became them all. The worst
part wasn't even the outfits; it was the way they made me pose for
the camera. It started with a simple model's pout, but when the
lingerie came out I was doing the classic cheesecake shots, and
some costumes required even more complicated maneuvers and
lascivious stances.

As I posed for shots in the cheerleader
outfit, I had to perform a cheer and dance while chanting.

 


S-A-M-A-N-T-H-A

Boy or girl who can say?

See my dress,

See my heels.

I eat cum with all my meals.

Yay Samantha!

 


Ashley had just put me in a short pink
floral dress with pearl earrings and necklace. Gwen had added a
white hat and had done my makeup in a fresh faced style with soft
pink lips, light eye shadow, and a complete lack of blusher. They
led me nervously out back where Ashley's house had a truly amazing
garden. With the autumn weather the backyard was brimming with a
variety of colors and shades. I looked ridiculously feminine, like
a model in a French impressionist painting, a Manet, or Monet
maybe.

There was an ornate bench at the rear of the
garden where they had me sit and pose. I didn't like the thought
that neighbors on three sides of us could see me, but it was fairly
well concealed and the way the girls had me demurely dressed I
didn't really have to worry. I glanced down at Ashley's gold watch
on my wrist and could see that I had been posing for pictures for
over four hours already. I was going to be in so much trouble when
I eventually got home.

"Hey, are you out the back?" said a male
voice from the driveway. I immediately recognized it as belonging
to Ryan. This day wasn't going to be ending anytime soon and didn’t
look to be getting any better either.

"Yeah, come round, Ryan," sang out Gwen.

"We thought we'd have you two pose together
for a few shots," said Ashley as if I hadn't already figured that
out. Ryan was dressed very dapper in a black sport coat, red dress
shirt with black tie with khaki pants.

"Go get on the bench with your new
girlfriend Ryan," commanded Gwen, "We'll get started with some
romantic pictures out here." I noticed that Ryan didn't talk back
to Gwen but what I couldn't figure out is if he felt beaten and had
already given up, or if he found being ordered around as
distasteful as I did. He kissed me and we had to try to feign
intense passion, but I couldn't help but think back to Taylor.
There was real passion there, I didn't want her to penetrate me, I
desperately wanted to be the man in our relationship, but at the
same time I also was very intrigued by the idea of her being
somehow attracted to me as a girl.

I guess I put some of that affection for
Taylor into my kissing with Ryan. I had lost myself in what I was
doing before I heard the girls cheering me. I blushed profusely as
if I’d been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. Before long we
were back inside, Ryan wearing only his bikini underwear while I
was in an emerald green babydoll. We rolled around making out on
the couch as the girls snapped picture after picture of the two of
us. The worst one they got was one of me on my knees, salivating
and staring hungrily at his erect cock which was inches in front of
my face. I didn't even have to touch it, but I don't think anybody
who saw that picture would ever believe my explanation.

"You're almost done," said Ashley.

"Almost?" I asked totally exhausted.

"Yeah, we thought we'd celebrate with a few
cocktails," said Gwen.

Ashley passed cans of beer to Gwen and Ryan
before giving me a bottle with an entire fifth of Southern
Comfort in it. "What the Hell is this?" I asked pushed to my
limit.

"Your ticket out of here," replied Gwen.

"Finish that up and you can go," stated
Ashley. "You don't have to chug it, but the sooner it's gone, the
sooner you can leave."

I was not used to drinking hard liquor, sure
I'd been drinking beer at parties for a few years now but this
stuff was a lot stronger than beer and I'm not a very big guy. The
peach taste wasn't disagreeable really but according to the bottle
it was one hundred proof. "I don't understand," I said. "I can't
drink all of that."

"Try," said Gwen heartlessly. "We'll let you
know when you've drunk enough."

After drinking about twenty percent of the
bottle my face felt warm and my nose began to feel numb. At
one-third of the bottle I was giggling uncontrollably and having
trouble holding my head straight. I was tilting it to one side or
the other trying to follow their conversation, every now and then
I'd catch them giggling and joined in but didn’t understand what
the joke was. Usually they'd simply insist that I kept
drinking.

"He's getting really hammered girls," warned
Ryan. "If you don't want to have to take him to the hospital, you
better not have him drink too much more."

"Aw, you just want to make sure your
girlfriend doesn't puke in your precious car," said Gwen.

"No, I think he's right, soon he won’t make
it home.” Ashley could see that Gwen was enjoying this, so added.
“Maybe just a little bit more, so it doesn't wear off while he's
getting dressed and being driven home then we should probably let
him stop," She peered closely in my face, quickly pulling back from
the smell of raw alcohol on my breath.

"Fine, I suppose we don't want him too
sloppy drunk," agreed Gwen reluctantly. "Drink up slut." Reaching
over and pushing the bottle back to my mouth.

I was led back into Ashley's bedroom where
they girls helped me to strip naked. I was long past feeling shame,
instead focused more on standing upright with a spinning room. The
girls dressed me in a sheer underwear revealing dress and
thigh-highs. The dress was so short you could not only see the top
of my garters, but at least a couple of inches of bare thigh as
well. On my feet was a pair of black five inch spike heels that I
would have been hard pressed to walk in had I been sober. In my
current condition every step was a scary adventure but mainly for
those around me, I had no worries or cares.

Ashley teased out my hair while Gwen applied
makeup in a thick and overdone way. Just about any guy looking at
me would instantly think I had but one thing on my mind. Any girl,
who saw me, would immediately think I was a slut.

Gwen gave me another couple of swigs before
I was sent off with Ryan to drive me home. Ryan put his big arm
tightly around my shoulders, not romantically but more to hold me
steady because if he didn't I would have fallen flat on my face
attempting the walk from Ashley's house to the car. He gently
lowered and belted me into the front seat of his car, leaving the
window next to me open. I was drifting in and out of consciousness
as he carefully drove me home.

"I guess you're going to be in deep shit
when you get home," he said. "You’d better show the girls that you
won’t cause them any more problems or it will only get worse for
you. It's easier just to do what they say."

"Like a slave," I slurred and giggled.

"Yeah, kind of," he said. "I know it sucks,
that's the position I'm in too you know. At least they let me dress
and act like a guy I guess."

"Yeah, this sucks," I agreed.

"Not that you don't make a real hot girl,"
he said. "You know, you're one of the prettiest girls in our school
and the way you carry yourself is very sexy. I mean I'm straight
and all, but I guess if I have to make out with a guy, I'm glad
it's you."

"I don't want to wear dresses," I was
practically sobbing.

"I know, I wouldn't either," he said. "I get
that, but at least you are good at it."

Ryan pulled up in front of my house, leaned
over, and opened my door leaving me to stumble out his car; he was
keen to get away without getting caught with me. I swayed back and
forth as I stumbled in the unforgiving shoes up to my front door as
Ryan pulled away and sped off down the road. I began feeling around
for my keys before I remembered that the dress didn't have pockets
and that I had been wearing a nightgown when the girls had affected
my capture. It was now early evening and who knows what my sister
had already told my mom.

I was reaching out to ring the bell when
suddenly my mom flung the door open. Whether it was the sound of my
heels as I’d stumbled up the walkway that had drawn her attention
or she had been waiting, I didn't know.

"Get your butt in here, Sam. You are in so
much trouble," barked my mom loud enough for the whole neighborhood
to hear. I expected her to be mad, but her tone was unequivocal,
she was definitely not amused.

"Okay mom, I'm sorry," I slurred at her,
using my left hand to hold myself upright while leaning heavily on
the side of the door frame. "I'm coming."

To her credit, mom let me stumble in and
plop down on the couch before she started chewing me out.
Unfortunately, in that ridiculously short dress, I had no clue how
to sit and so I gave her a very good view of my black lace
panties.

"Sam, Sam, Sam.” She started shaking her
head sadly. “What’s happened to you? Where did I go wrong? I feel
like I don’t know you anymore.” She held her hand up forestalling
any response I might make. “I realized that I was so angry with
you, absolutely livid, about you sneaking out when you were
grounded. But I didn't want to punish you until I was calmer and
thinking more rationally. So imagine my surprise when I go to your
room today so that we can discuss your bad behavior, only to find
out that you’d snuck out again. Not only that, and what's far worse
is that I how you left your poor sister in her bedroom. You tied up
and gagged your poor sister, presumably so that she couldn't tell
me what you were up to."

"What?” I jerked up at that point. “I didn't
tie her up, she tied me up," I shouted.

"Really?" Mom snapped back, "And don’t you
dare raise your voice to me, or start lying to me, especially when
I am already so angry and disappointed.” My mom never used words
like that, which managed hit through my alcohol haze, the
seriousness of my predicament. “So why was she the one trussed up
like a Thanksgiving Turkey up when I got home, and you, you weren't
even here?"

"It's alright," yelled Alexis from the top
of the stairs to the second floor. "I’m okay; I just worry about
you, Sam,"

"You're lucky that you've got such a kind
and understanding sister," said mom, but as soon as her back was
turned from my sister, she was making faces as if she was laughing
at me.

"Step-sister," I corrected quietly.

"You've been drinking haven’t you?" Sighed
my mom shaking her head again. "You run off when you’re grounded
and then crawl back a stinking drunk. Oh Sam, I am so disappointed
in you. You never used to be like this, what’s happened to
you?"

"I'm sorry mom," I slurred before a poorly
timed hiccup punctuated my statement.

"Well sorry simply doesn't cut it.” She
declared, straightening her back and presumably strengthening her
resolve. “That's what you said when you came home this morning,
before you snuck off again. I don't know if you think I'm an idiot
or that I can't punish you because you're eighteen now, but in
either case you are severely mistaken."

"Don't be too hard on him mom," pleaded my
sister ingenuously.

"Come on down here, Alexis. I think you
should hear this too."

Alexis practically skipped down the stairs
and sat cross-legged on a chair across from me. She was trying to
hide it, but I could tell she was as giddy as a small child on
Christmas Eve. She couldn't wait to hear about mom's plans for
me.

"First, you are going to stop sneaking out.
In fact, going out at all, you are now grounded permanently. At
least for the foreseeable. If you step outside without my or your
sister’s permission again, I promise you here and now that you will
live to regret it. Understand?"

“Her permission?” I queried.

“Yes, I’m putting her in charge. Do you
understand?” she repeated.

"Yes mom," I replied turning numb.

“Secondly, if you so much as lay a finger on
your sister again, let alone tie her up. I will certainly make sure
you regret it. I could even have you sent to a correctional
institution for that as that is actual abuse you know. Understand
me Sam, I am that serious.”

My eyes were bugging out and my mouth
hanging open at this point.

“Mom!” I cried out.

"Don’t try me Sam, you really won’t like it.
Finally, since for some unknown reason you seem so comfortable in
dresses, I think that's going to be a part of your punishment. You
are going to be wearing them when at home, which as you are
grounded will be most of the time. But, you will be dressing like a
proper young lady, not like… like you're dressed now." She
indicated my attire scornfully.

"I could probably help with that, mom,"
offered Alexis, all big doe eyes.

"Well Alexis," mom turned to her "I know you
probably want to get back at your brother for tying you up like
that, but quite frankly I think he deserves it. Also, and this is
important, I’m going to need your help in looking after him. Are
you willing? It’s for his own good."

"Mom!" I pleaded.

"Seriously?" she snapped. "Tying your own
sister up! What on earth were you thinking Sam? Well you obviously
weren’t thinking were you? I think I'm letting you off lightly, I
should let her tie you up and see how much you like it."

"But I didn't do it," I slurred. "She
did."

"Stop it Sam, enough! We’ve two months to go
until Christmas. When you are home you will wear girl clothes,
whatever your sister decides for you to wear. There will be no
arguments, understand? Your sister is in charge whenever I am not
here, and if I even so much as think that you’re not doing
everything she says, exactly as she says it. I can, and will, make
this so much worse. Do not test me."

I wanted to explain to my mom that she was
being completely unfair and that I was being wrongly judged. I
could see a big smile spreading across my step-sister's face that I
really wanted to wipe off, but at that particular moment the
Southern Comfort that I’d drunk began to return from my
stomach, I was about to vomit. I sprinted to bathroom, or at least
that was my intention but the drink and the heels conspired against
me, instead I wound up sprawled out on the hallway floor. I managed
to stumble and crawl to the toilet in the nick of time.
Unfortunately I hadn’t managed to raise the toilet seat cover which
had been left down. My projected vomit bounced back off the cover
and covered me. As I lay there on the floor by the toilet, head
spinning from the alcohol, covered in vomit, I felt like my life
was over. Eighteen years old and my life was already over.

Faintly I could just make out the
conversation going on in the other room.

"Now Alexis, you have to promise me you
won't be too hard on your brother. I’m relying on you to be
responsible about this as he quite obviously can’t." cautioned
mom.

"Oh mom, I promise I won't be too hard on
him. I might embarrass him a little, but he deserves that. You know
I'd never do anything to him that would really humiliate him."


Sam's New Routine

 


I was having a marvelous dream in which I
was walking along on an endless golden beach, feeling pleasantly
warmed by the sun and not a care in the world. Then these four
giant lobsters appeared, surrounded me and began snapping at me
with their pinchers. They clawed at me and before long they had
grabbed my feet and were dragging me down into the deep water,
where I would undoubtedly drown. Just as the water was closing over
my head, I awoke with a start to find Alexis sitting at the foot of
my bed in my desk chair. She’d pulled my comforter and sheets off
my feet and was in the process of painting my toenails a lurid red
color.

"Really? Is this absolutely necessary?" I
groaned.

"Necessary? Nah, probably not. But fun? Oh
absolutely," she laughed. Since my mom had decided that the
appropriate punishment for me apparently sneaking out wearing
women’s clothes whilst I was grounded, would be to make me dress me
like a girl all the time, effectively feminizing me. She had even
gone as far as putting my younger step-sister, Alexis in complete
charge of my wardrobe, and by extension me! Thus our relative
statuses had definitely altered somewhat, I had lost confidence and
assertiveness, no longer commanding any part of the respect due an
older brother. She on the other hand was no longer the timid,
younger female sibling now. She was assured, assertive and
commanding but still retaining the capability of being an absolute
brat when it came to humiliating me.

"Alexis, this is going way too far," I
complained, but not daring to move my feet.

"Well it's a shame you feel that way, sister
dear," she smirked. "But because you decided to complain so much,
you've just earned yourself some nail art."

For the umpteenth time I wondered if my mom
had really thought through this situation. She wanted to punish me
for deliberately disobeying her by making me wear dresses when at
home, which as I had also been permanently grounded was all the
time, when not in school. As I had also apparently tied
Alexis up instead of listening to her sage advice, she was now left
in charge and I had to obey her at all times. If Alexis or any of
her friends let slip at school that I was wearing dresses all
weekend, I'd be ruined, and my life simply wouldn’t be worth
living. So it wasn't like I could even think of disobeying her even
if she was proposing putting nail art on my toes before going to
school.

An hour later, I was crammed into the
backseat of what had previously been my car, between Gwen and
Ashley and preparing to play a game that Taylor and Alexis had
recently invented merely to torment me a little more. Everyday
Alexis drove the five of us to school while they decided on that
day’s humiliations.

"Okay, so how many cards should she pick
today?" piped up Taylor from the front seat.

"At least two," sniggered Ashley.

"Two?" snorted Gwen. "I think she deserves
at least three this morning."

"Oh yeah, definitely three," agreed
Alexis.

"Okay Samantha, please take three cards,"
ordered Taylor fanning out about hundred index cards, with the
blank sides facing me like a magician performing a card trick.
Unlike Alexis I knew that she would not try to get me to pick a
specific card, but out of the hundred or so cards she held at least
seventy five that were horrible. The odds that I would not get at
least two bad cards out of three were minimal. Reluctantly I
reached over and took three random cards from her and began to read
them quietly to myself.

"Don't keep us in suspense," chided Ashley.
"Read them out loud."

"Okay,” I said trying to sound cheerful, and
so denying them some part of their pleasure. “I have to swap belts
with one of you; I have to wear mascara; and I have to be seen
wearing a dress today," Unfortunately I groaned audibly at the last
card's instruction. I had plenty of clothes in my school locker for
just such an occasion, but I had no idea how I could accomplish
this and have it seem in any way normal. Even with my growing
reputation as a class clown, I doubted I could get away with being
seen wearing a dress without people starting to wonder about
me.

"I'll loan you my belt," teased Gwen.
"You'll love it, its macramé. You just have to tie it." Sighing, I
handed over my belt and took hers tying it around my waist. "It
goes lower, hangs on your hips not through the belt loops." She
commanded.

At the same time Ashley grabbed my chin
turning my face towards her, dipped her mascara wand into the tube
before bringing it up to my eye. I'd done this enough times now to
blink almost reflexively, assisting her in coating and separating
my eye lashes. "It’s volumizing," beamed Ashley eagerly as if this
would make a difference, or I even cared.

 


***

 


After Alexis found a parking spot for what
had been my car, we all got out and began walking towards the
school building. My belt looked quite strange, even more so because
of wearing it hanging on my hips instead of through the belt loops,
but Gwen had nodded approval. Still, hopefully most people wouldn't
pay too much attention to a belt, even if it was macramé. The
mascara was however slightly more troubling, the girls had made me
wear it before, but this time Ashley had really applied it very
thick and quite badly, it looked as though I wanted to be noticed
wearing it.

Now I might have been able to get away with
the mascara if it were an isolated incident. But just last Friday I
had worn one of Gwen's blouses, my sister's pink gym shoes and lip
gloss. Since Alexis had been given control of me a month earlier, I
had been forced to wear all manner of feminine clothing to school.
Even though that wasn’t technically part of my mom’s punishment, I
couldn’t argue with her anymore. Mom would never have approved, but
I couldn't afford the risk of angering the girls by telling. The
girls had managed to keep things fairly subtle and most of the guys
in my classes didn't really notice anything. Unfortunately girls
notice these things. Soon even girls who weren't an integral part
of my feminization were nonetheless finding great amusement in
teasing me about it.

The worst of these was Clarissa Coquerel.
She had the locker next to mine and we couldn't have been more
different. She was pretty, popular and athletic which sort of made
up for her lack of intellect. She was also quite snobby although
only a sophomore and had her own clique of girlfriends. She and her
friends ran in entirely different circles to my sister and her
friends, but she seemed to have taken an instant dislike to me ever
since I’d rather awkwardly tried to hit on her during her freshman
year. Long hair the color of a Hershey's Kiss with big green
eyes, she had a way of walking that accentuated her amazing ass,
when she walked down the hall she just knew that every male eye
would be watching her or more accurately her ass.

"Let me see you today, princess," she
ordered archly, looking over from her locker at me as I was
frantically unloading my book bag into my locker. The girls had
made me decorate the inside of my locker with numerous pictures of
hunky male models, male singers and other teenage girl heartthrobs
so actually using my locker was quite a challenge. I could only
open the door a crack and then try to put books in and takes books
out while firmly holding the door so that it wouldn’t fall open any
further, letting anybody passing by see the inside. It was quite
complicated but I'd gotten pretty good at it, giving the impression
that if I opened the door any further all my stuff would fall out.
I slammed the locker door and turned to Clarissa.

"Look Clarissa, I'm really not in the mood
for this, I just want to get to my class."

"I love that belt," she ignored me. "I have
one just like it."

"Do you now? That’s so interesting, well
anyway gotta run." I started to move away.

"Hey, is that guyliner?" she asked staring
at me, "No, it's mascara. Wow, it really makes your eyes pop."

"Yes, doesn’t it. Sorry, going to be late,"
again I turned to leave.

"Not so fast, I won't make you late. What’s
your first period?"

"Calculus and I really can't be late, we've
got a test."

"Give me your folder." Not a request, an
order.

"What?"

"I said, give me your calculus folder, now,"
she intoned each word slowly as if to a particularly dim child. I
didn't want to do it, I wanted her to leave me alone and let me go
to my class but I also didn’t want to cause a fuss and arouse any
more attention.

"What do you want it for?" I asked
suspiciously as I handed it over.

"Well, I saw a great folder yesterday and I
immediately thought of you," she smiled ingenuously as she opened
my folder and the binding, took the all papers out and then quickly
transferred them to a brand new black folder she produced from her
locker. It was emblazoned with the word Princess in silver
foil script with a crown over the P. Flipping it closed and
with a huge grin she handed me the new folder and threw my old one
in her locker, slamming the door.

"Oh come on. Just give me my folder back, I
like my folder." I pleaded.

"Yeah right," she smirked. "You’ve got a
much better one now, more appropriate for a girly boy. Bye
bye."

With that, Clarissa spun and walked off down
the hallway. She was soon joined by some friends and they were all
talking and laughing. She glanced back at me and waved, but at
least the other girls didn't pay any attention.

After that my school day turned out like
most other days. I got teased, questioned, laughed with and at, but
that was only by a small number of people. Most people didn't
really notice even as I pulled my homework out of my new girly
folder. I probably had senioritis worse than anybody else in my
class. I was so done with high school and looking forward to
graduating and getting on with my life. I'd been accepted at DuPont
College and I looked forward to going there and no longer having to
be a girly boy. Following calculus, I had Spanish and then study
hall before lunch.

On my way to lunch, I saw Ryan. We were at
different levels socially so we didn't talk openly in the hallways
but we were both in the same boat even if he didn't have to wear
dresses, so we did feel a bit of mutual sympathy. He'd even saved
me from bullies a few times over the last few months and I
appreciated it.

"Hey Sam," he said from behind me.

"Hi Ryan," I replied. "Great game last
weekend."

"Thanks," he said, then added sotto voce.
"Watch out for Taylor."

"Hey, I'm watching out for all of them," I
quipped. "You might think I’m paranoid, but I know they are all out
to get me."

"Yeah, yeah, but listen Taylor has asked
Gwen to help her really humiliate you. So just be careful, hey." He
smiled around his warning.

"What is she doing?"

"I can't tell you," he replied nervously
looking around. "Sorry but if they found out, they'd kill me."

"Well that’s just great. Thanks, that really
doesn't help me at all. Why tell me to watch out, when you won’t
tell me what to watch out for? Ryan, for being such a great
athlete, you've got absolutely no balls," I said disgustedly.

"I'm really sorry," he said contritely,
"just watch out for Taylor, and Gwen. That's all I can say."

 


I usually brought my own lunch to school,
but today was pizza day and the pizza was actually edible so I’d
decided to brave the cafeteria. I had just gotten my pizza and was
making my way to find an out of the way table, when Ashley caught
hold of me.

"You're not sitting by yourself for lunch
are you? Come and sit with us." Her smile had all the warmth of a
shark eyeing their lunch, including the large teeth.

"Huh that's okay, I like to study while
eating my lunch," I lied glibly. The truth is all my friends had
different lunch periods from me and I didn't feel comfortable
sitting close to other people where they'd notice my makeup,
feminine accessories or smell the girly bath products I now
used.

"Oh Samantha, I'm asking nicely but are you
really saying no to me?" inquired Ashley in her sweetest
non-threatening voice. Non-threatening being a relative term, it
was actually more akin to Don Corleone making me an offer I really
couldn’t refuse. Obviously not sitting with her at lunch would be a
very, very bad idea.

"Sure Ashley," I agreed, my eagerness
apparent. "Where are we sitting?"

I followed her back to a table where Gwen,
Taylor and Alexis were already sitting. I sat on one the end of the
table and tried to eat my lunch quietly while they made small talk
about who was dating whom, and which of their friends was viciously
spreading rumors about others of their friends. It all seemed quite
spiteful between what were supposedly good friends, but then I’d
always found girl friendships to be exceedingly bitchy. Before long
those topics had dried up and the conversation turned ominously to
me.

"So Samantha, have you given any thought to
when you're going to wear your dress today?" asked Taylor.

"I'll do it, alright. I have until the end
of the day." I complained.

"Time is running out, girlfriend," said
Gwen. "Remember, we all have to get to see it."

"You'll see it. Geez, gimme a break." I
grumbled stuffing the last of my pizza in my mouth.

“I’m not sure I like your attitude,” Alexis
stared at me ominously as they all stood and left me at the
table.

 


***

 


Last period was a study hall for me and for
my sister and her friends too. Most juniors and seniors didn't take
a class at the end of the day unless they were in danger of not
graduating on time. I didn't want to do what I was about to do
because I knew there was a good chance I'd get in trouble for it
but I didn’t think that I had a choice, also because it was still
going to be very busy, I’d be very exposed.

I went back to my locker where I had a
little black dress folded neatly in the back. I had to time this
just right if I wanted to make it work. Unfortunately, standing by
her locker was Clarissa.

"Hey princess, did you get any compliments
on your new folder?"

"I don't have time for this Clarissa," I
barked at her.

"Huh? Well then make time," she was a bit
shocked by my verbal attack. "What's got you so worked up, what’s
so important anyway?"

"I...I don't have time for you," I repeated
a bit more forcefully.

"Geez, you don't have to be such a bitch,
Samantha," slowly emphasizing the name. The worst part being that
she had no idea anybody else called me Samantha, she just thought
she was being really clever. Like I said mental acuity wasn’t
exactly her strong suit.

I hurried unlocked my locker, yanked it open
enough to reach in and grab my dress. I didn't offer any
explanations as I pulled it out still folded and slammed the door
shut. I barely glanced over my shoulder at Clarissa telling her,
"Got to run."

I hurried down to the boy's bathroom by the
gym and nervously waited for it to empty out. With trembling
fingers, I quickly raised the black cotton dress and let it slip
over my head and arms, reaching around behind me to zip it up. My
pants stuck out underneath and my shirt sleeves were longer than
the dress's, but I wasn’t trying to make a fashion statement. I was
solely centered on fulfilling my obligations while minimizing any
collateral impact. Scooping up my phone from the bench, I quickly
sent a group text to Alexis and the rest of my tormentors informing
them that I was about to appear, in public, in a dress, as they
required.

With a very exaggeratedly feminine gait that
would have put a Kardashian to shame, I slinked my way over towards
the entrance to the girl's locker room, where Coach Coleman the
twenty-something teacher who coached the cheerleading squad was
standing in a red sweat suit. A lot of male students had a crush on
her as she was a very attractive woman, but I think it was probably
the taboo nature of her being a teacher and the cheerleading coach
that made it so exciting for many of my classmates.

One by one, the students in the foyer by the
gym and in the study hall saw me in the dress with my comical walk.
I could hear laughter coming from all around me and that was
exactly what I needed. I had a fairly well-deserved reputation as a
class clown and that was probably the only thing that could save
this from being one of the most humiliating moments in a very
embarrassing year.

"Well hello coach," I drawled to Ms. Coleman
in a very exaggerated falsetto that probably sounded like a cross
between a Monty Python character, Lucille Ball and Mae West.
Without makeup or accessories, I certainly didn't pass and she
raised an eyebrow at my approach.

"What are you doing, Archer?"

"Well, I was just going into the locker room
for the cheerleading practice," I said loudly for all to hear and
slowly began to continue my slinky walk past the coach.

Seeing her own job at risk, she quickly
stepped in front of me. "Nice try Sam," she said with a bemused
smile.

"Sam? Oh no no, there must be some mistake.
I'm Alexis, Alexis Archer. I'm on the team," I insisted.

"Maybe I should have you warm up then, by
running a couple of laps of the track for me," smirked Coach
Coleman.

Timing is always the key to good comedy.
Knowing it was time to cut and run, I glanced at my watch-less
wrist and exclaimed. "Gosh is that the time, well I’d better be
getting along." I hurried back the way I had come, laughter coming
from all around me. I didn't think it was particularly funny but
anytime you did something silly to break up the boring routine of
school, it was usually a hit, my classmates were an easy audience
to please.

I hurried back out to the foyer and rushed
into the first restroom that I saw. Thankfully it was empty, so I
quickly pulled off the dress straightened my clothes and then began
walking back over to my locker. Along the way, I received a nice
supportive text message from Taylor congratulating me on a job well
done.

It was with a sigh of my relief that I
returned to my locker. Students would be getting out of last period
class in about twenty minutes and I wanted to be out of there
before the rush. Any relief I felt was very short lived though, I
saw that Clarissa hadn't left the lockers the entire time.

"My friend Debbie just sent me pictures of
you in your dress talking to Coach Coleman," she said
accusingly.

"Yeah, just having a laugh" I dismissed
it.

“That was why you were in such a hurry and
were so rude to me, was it?” She accused.

“No, it was just planned for that time,
that’s all.”

"You seem to find a lot of reasons to get in
touch with your feminine side, mascara boy."

"It was just a joke - nothing more."

"Wait! Oh my God, is that your dress?" She
indicated the dress I was still holding.

"Yeah, it’s just an old dress I borrowed
from my sister."

"Put it on."

"What? I'm not going to put it on now, I’ve
just taken it off."

"Come on," she insisted. "You said it was
just a joke and I missed it. There's nobody else around, it'll be
our little secret."

"No," I growled. "The joke’s over, sorry but
I've got to go." I moved towards my locker.

"Don't take that tone with me girly," she
said very calmly. "You know, you were in such a hurry to get your
dress on that you didn't shut your locker door properly. It popped
open after you’d left for your joke, so I got a good look inside
and even took a couple of pictures."

"What?" I exclaimed, beginning to feel
nauseated.

"I rearranged a few things, hope you don’t
mind, so that the pretty bra and panties set were very obvious in
all the pictures. Now, are you going to put on the dress for me or
do you want to argue some more and wait for an audience?"

I gave her my hardest glare, but she just
looked back at me unperturbed, my impotence palpable. I shrugged
and began sliding the dress over my head and arms before she
stopped me. "What now?" I snapped in agitation.

"Take your shirt off first. I really should
make you put your bra and panties on too."

Pouting the whole time, I took off my shirt
and when she extended her hand clicking her fingers, I gave it to
her. Now, I was pulling the dress on over my bare torso and it felt
much more humiliating. When I’d managed to shimmy it over my hips,
she forcefully spun me around and firmly zipped me up.

"Now give me your pants," she demanded.

"Hell no," I growled.

"Really? Fine, I'll just post the pictures
of the inside your locker to everybody in the entire school,
including the staff." She said emotionlessly.

"No, please don't do that." I pleaded.

"Then give me your pants, now!" She
demanded. "You so much as say another negative word to me and those
pictures aren’t just going schoolwide, they’re going viral."

Defeated again, I reluctantly pulled off my
pants. The dress concealed my underwear but I was still standing in
the hallway by the lockers, wearing only a dress. Suddenly I heard
slow applause from behind me. I spun around to see two sophomore
girls that I didn't recognize. One of them was a petite blonde
standing barely five feet tall and the other was a very athletic
looking redhead who was taller than I was. I soon learned the
blonde was named Melody and the redhead Amber.

"Wow," said Amber, "I can't believe you got
him into a dress so easily."

"It's not like it was very difficult, he
seems to like wearing pretty things," joked Clarissa.

"Okay, give me back my clothes, please." I
begged but Clarissa hadn’t finished playing with me yet and
refused. Just like what they say about policemen, there never
seemed to be a teacher around when you needed one.

Suddenly I lunged at Clarissa, but that
turned out to be a big mistake because as soon as I moved Amber was
all over me. She threw her hip in front of mine, then spinning and
twisting threw me to the ground using my own momentum. My dress was
now hitched up around my waist, but at least I wasn't wearing
panties today. The strange thought flashed through my brain.
Hitting the ground unexpectedly quite dazed me and by the time
Amber was ‘helping’ me to my feet, she had both of my arms twisted
painfully up behind my back.

"Let's take him to a bathroom. The last
class will be letting out soon, we should at least have a bit of
privacy there," suggested Clarissa.

"Let me go," I demanded but was simply
ignored and frog marched to the girl's restroom.

Once they had me inside I made up my mind to
make a run for it the first opportunity I got, dress or no dress.
Unfortunately the girls had other ideas and it seemed Amber had no
difficulty in keeping a very firm control over me. I later learned
it was because she was a brown belt at Judo, not that that piece of
knowledge would have done me any good but it did explain where her
initial move to put me down had come from.

"Hmm, I have an idea," said Clarissa tapping
her chin. "Hold his wrists together behind him."

Within seconds Clarissa had taken Gwen's
belt and wrapped it tightly around my wrists. She carefully cinched
the belt and tied the knots where I couldn't reach them.

"Looks like somebody's in for it now,"
teased Melody playfully.

“What have I ever done to you? Please let me
go.” I was actually begging now.

"Do you remember me, from before this year?"
Clarissa asked me sternly.

"No, should I?" I answered still fumbling
with the belt that restrained my wrists.

"Really?" she replied obviously
disappointed. "Think back to the first day of school, freshman
year. Admittedly I was a lot less developed than I am now,
all arms and legs people used to tell me. I was walking to school
on the first day and obviously I wanted to make a great impression.
I’d was so nervous I’d been up at four that morning picking out the
outfit I was going to wear. Anyway, just past the railroad crossing
there was a massive muddy puddle…"

"Oh God, no!" I cut her off.

"You not only deliberately splashed me with
that mud puddle, you even hit the accelerator going over the
tracks, just so you could make a bigger splash. I was completely
covered from head to toe and had no time to go home to change. I
got the nickname Puddles that day and it stuck with me until
this year. Now, I have you right where I want you and have
absolutely no intention of letting you go."

"Oh shit, that was you? I’m so sorry," I
pleaded. "Listen, I didn't mean to…"

"Yes you did," she stated unequivocally.

"Yeah, well okay, it seemed funny at the
time. But look, I am sorry anyway, despite what I did, I'm a good
guy."

"Of course you are, now." said Clarissa.
"Probably doesn’t seem quite so funny to you now though does it?
Although I can assure you that we’re finding all of this absolutely
hilarious. So why should we stop? Tell me, your sister is that
stuck up cheerleader Alexis Archer isn't she?"

"Yes," I replied. "She's actually my
step-sister, and we don't get along."

"Aw, would she be the reason why you're
getting in touch with your feminine side” chuckled Melody.

"Yeah, her and her friends have been…err,
making me," I confessed. "Since you know what they’re doing to me.
You could, you know… let me go."

The way the girls laughed at my suggestion
was at once mocking and cruel, as well as being dismissive and
condescending. It clearly let me know that they thought my
suggestion of simply letting me go was one of the stupidest and
funniest things that they’d heard in some time.

"Just because your bitch of a sister is
making you suffer at home is no reason for us not to make you
suffer at school. In fact, it works out nicely for us," said
Clarissa. "I think we're going to have to take things up a
notch."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"I see you're already hairless, that's good
as a start but I think you should start wearing panties to school
every day from now on," she replied.

"B…b…but I can't," I stammered.

"Oh please," retorted Amber. "Alexis would
probably have you wearing them by Christmas anyway."

At that moment a young girl walked into the
bathroom, quickly took in the scene that was unfolding and beat a
hasty retreat. I really hoped she wouldn't try to go and fetch help
for me. This day could not get any worse.

"Give me your foot," said Melody
suddenly.

“Huh?” I responded confused.

"We're switching shoes, stupid."

I gave Melody my foot and she began to untie
the laces on my right shoe. I looked down and saw that she was
wearing black heels with an open toe. It was just my luck, she was
apparently conscientious about her height and so wore heels to
school most days. When she’d removed my sock and spotted my bright
red toes with the pink flower nail art, all three of them were
hysterical with laughter.

“And you were moaning about wearing
panties!” declared Clarissa.

"Okay, look if I agree to the shoe swop,
will you please let me go?" I pleaded.

"All in good time, bitch." spat Amber.
"What's your hurry, anyway?"

"Yeah, I bet your sister and her friends are
a whole lot meaner than we are," said Melody as she slid my feet
into her shoes. They were a little tight, but not unreasonably so.
I decided her foot was probably only one size smaller than mine.
The open toes gave me a little extra room and while it was never
going to be comfortable I could just about manage to walk in
them.

'Why don't you help our new friend fix her
face, Melody?" suggested Clarissa.

"Oh come on now, enough is enough" I
groaned, and then began to struggle with more intensity trying to
get the belt off my wrists. Suddenly from the corner of my eye I
saw Amber take a step towards me and the next thing I knew the
whole room became a blur. The room jolted into stability again as I
landed painfully on my back with a loud thud.

"You know, it would be so much easier if
you’d just let me make you all pretty and quit spazzing out on us,"
said Melody calmly as she and Amber helped me back to my feet. "I
mean it's not like you're not already wearing mascara anyway."

"It's pretty obvious," agreed Amber.

I knew when I was beaten and so stood
passively as Melody put makeup on me. Unlike the delicate job that
Gwen or Ashley would have done, she was purposely caking on the
makeup using the brightest colors at her disposal. They didn't want
me to look feminine; they wanted me to look noticeable. Almost as
an afterthought, Clarissa pulled a perfume from her purse and began
dousing me with it. The powerful floral scent from me was
practically overpowering. When they were finally done, Clarissa
took a few more pictures of me.

"Okay little girl, we're going to let you
run on home now, but don’t forget we'll be checking on you tomorrow
to make sure you're wearing some pretty panties. You don't want to
disappoint us, now do you?"

"No Clarissa."

"Good. Untie her please Amber," instructed
Clarissa. A short while later I was sneaking down the hallway,
trying to get out of the school without being seen. The mean trio
had kept my clothes, but at least they were merciful enough to give
me my wallet and house keys back.

There were still plenty of people hanging
around the school, but I managed to make sure that nobody got a
real good look at me. However it was nearly a mile hike to my house
and walking it in Melody’s tight shoes was a certainly a challenge
I wouldn’t want to repeat. The whole time I was terrified about
what further revenge Clarissa might want, beyond the wearing of
panties to school. That was going to be in addition to what Alexis
and her friends were putting me through. The one marginal positive
was that at least I had panties of my own. When I began this
punishment my mother bought me my own bras, panties, and hosiery.
She obviously hadn't intended me to wear them to school where they
could be discovered, but it was still going to be better than
having to ask my sister if I could borrow a pair of her
panties.

 


On Mondays my mom worked late, so I always
knew that I'd be under Alexis's thumb as soon as cheerleading
practice was over and that usually meant three or four hours of
humiliating servitude. The walk home took me nearly forty-five
minutes, the shoes making it both difficult and painful. I felt so
exposed because of the way I looked but there was nothing I could
do except try to hurry in those damn heels. I knew that nobody who
got a good look at me would ever mistake me for a woman, so I even
walked slightly further trying to avoid such scenarios. In fact, at
one point a car that had passed me circled the block and came back
to honk their horn, hoot and whistle at me before I managed to duck
between a few houses and either lost them or caused them to lose
interest.

I breathed a deep heartfelt sigh of relief
when I eventually arrived home, relieved to be safe at least until
my step-sister got home. Immediately, I went into the bathroom,
stripped and began to wipe all the makeup off of my face. Melody
had caked it on so thickly that it took me much longer than usual
to remove it. I had just removed the last of it and climbed into
jeans and a t-shirt when I heard the front door slamming. Judging
from the giggling noises it didn't sound like just Alexis.

"Samantha, get your sorry butt down here
now" ordered my step-sister's voice.

I muttered sarcastic polite greetings under
my breath as I sheepishly went down to see what she wanted. I knew
better than to ignore her summons, but I knew it wasn't good news
when I saw Taylor and Ashley with her.

"Samantha, we've decided to teach you how to
walk," she said.

"I’ve known how to walk since the age of
three." I replied.

"In heels," she said.

"I also know how to walk in heels." I knew I
was pushing it but I’d had a very hard day, I was tired and in no
mood to play games. Unfortunately my feelings no longer
counted.

"You walk like a guy in heels. We want you
to glide gracefully like a model," said Ashley handing me a pair of
ruby red open-toed sandals with four-inch narrow heels. "Slip these
on."

I stepped into the sexy footwear. These were
definitely shoes designed to accentuate the legs of the wearer. At
least these were in my size and felt a lot more comfortable than
the ones Melody had given me in school. Feeling ridiculously like a
tight rope walker, I took a few faltering steps trying to adjust to
the new heels.

"I'll show you, precious," said Taylor
taking me by the hand. With Taylor and Ashley on either side of me,
supporting me Alexis plopped herself on the couch and watched the
show. They walked me slowly to the other side of the room while
Alexis grinned and watched in bemusement.

“Okay, princess,” instructed Ashley. “Now
take very short steps when you walk, put one foot in front of the
other just like you’re walking along an imaginary line and
carefully make sure you put the heel down first. So it’s heel to
toe, one foot in front of the other in very small steps. Oh and
take your time. Like this.” Ashley let go of my hand and walked in
front of us, demonstrating a feminine gait that could only have
come from competing in numerous teen pageants over the last few
years. I couldn't help but notice how her hips swayed with an
effortless seduction and her ass seemed to float from side to side
as she walked.

“Okay, now you try it,” directed Taylor.
Ashley regained her hold on my hand again and the three of us
walked hand in hand back towards my sister. “That’s it,
girlfriend,” praised Taylor. “Take nice, short, mincing steps, just
like that. Feel how your hips are swaying back and forth?”

"Yeah I can, I can feel it," I said
surprised.

The girls had me pivot on my heels as they
switched sides and then we walked back across the room. Alexis was
tilting her head back watching my backside as she exclaimed.
“Excellent work girls, I think you've just about created a lingerie
model.” I stopped in my tracks blushing in humiliation.

"Hey, who said you could stop?" asked Taylor
rhetorically. "Come on, sashay, shantay!" That was all it took for
both Ashley and Alexis to burst out in hysterical laugher.

It took a while but when everybody had
caught their breath, Alexis addressed me in her most serious
voice.

"Your walk still needs work, so you’ll
practice often and hard. Now, I have arranged for Gwen to give you
makeup lessons every Tuesday and Thursday after school at her
house."

"Oh, come on, Alexis," I complained.

"You'll be a pro in no time, Samantha,"
chipped in Ashley.

"I don't want to be a pro," I said clearly
irritated.

"Maybe not, but you want to keep us happy. I
know that you want to stay on our good side and that means you get
makeup lessons and lots of walking practice.” She grabbed my chin
and looked me sternly in the eye. “Is that going to be a
problem?"

"No, I guess not," I replied knowing that my
options were seriously limited.

"Good," replied my step-sister reveling in
her power over me. "On the weekdays as soon as you get home, you're
going to put on your pretty little heels and practice your walking.
We'll be testing you in both your walk and your makeup, we want and
expect to see lots of progress."

"This is so unfair," I grumbled.

"What?" barked Alexis.

"I think he said ‘he only has one pair’,"
said Taylor, giving me a wink.

"Not for long," snickered Ashley.

"Go upstairs Samantha and put on your tight
black skirt. I think it'll look great with your new walk," ordered
Alexis.

"I don't have a black skirt," I
retorted.

"Well I do and sisters share. Take the one
from my closet."

"Put on one of your tight blouses and one of
the really padded bras. I want to see how your assets look when you
walk," added Taylor.

"See, this is why you need the makeup
lessons," said Ashley. "That way you could fix your face too."

"Go ahead now Samantha," commanded
Alexis.

 


***

 


I obeyed, I didn't really have much choice.
After getting the black skirt from Alexis's room and a tight pink
top that I thought the girls would be satisfied with, I returned to
my own room and got a water bra out of my lingerie drawer. I
couldn't help checking myself out in the mirror. The heels caused
my ass and my chest to stick out. The bra gave me curves that
nature hadn't, as a result I looked like a woman, below the neck at
least.

I was very careful on the stairs. I was
getting good with walking in these ridiculous shoes on flat ground
but steps provided their own unique problems. I descended slowly
and used my hand against the wall for balance. I had just hit the
ground floor when my mother opened the front door. I was in a panic
having her seeing me like this, but suddenly she was less than five
feet in front of me. There was no way to run and nowhere to
hide.

"Hey mom!" called out Alexis a little too
enthusiastically.

"Hey honey," she replied warmly. "Hi Sam,
girls."

"Hello Mrs. Archer," said Taylor and Ashley
in unison.

"Samantha, why don’t you show your mother
what you’ve learned today," asked Taylor.

"I…, I don't think so," I replied
sheepishly.

"Oh come on, Samantha," said Alexis with
just a hint of menace in her voice.

"Yes, I’d like to see, Sam," said my mother
curiously. Before I could really think or react Ashley and Taylor
had taken my hands and led me across the room.

As I walked back towards my mother, Taylor
instructed me,

"Keep a good posture, head up and chest out.
Proud and confident."

"And wiggle that sexy behind," giggled
Alexis. Even my mom couldn't help but snicker at the sight of me
walking across the hall in the exaggerated feminine manner that the
girls had taught me.

"Oh that's just precious, honey," chortled
my mom.

"I think your son is becoming quite a lady,"
joked Taylor.

"Would you girls like to stay for dinner?
It's nothing fancy, I was just planning on ordering a pizza,"
offered my mom. This was precisely what I didn't want.

"That would be great. I'm on my own for
dinner today anyway," said Ashley.

"Great," beamed my mom, "While I make the
call, could you get us all sodas Sam, and set the table. We should
all catch up."

Muttering under my breath about now being
everyone’s slave, but still walking in the exaggerated way the
girls had coached me, I walked to the kitchen to serve everybody
sodas and lay the table.

With Alexis making me a servant in my own
home and the promise of even further humiliations from Clarissa at
school, I resolved that I had to somehow get out of this
predicament and try to regain my life. Before it was too late.


Sam's Future

 


While my life could never be described as
boring, it was currently steadily becoming ever more complicated.
Following various devious machinations on behalf of my step-sister,
I had recently been forced by my mother to acquiesce to the
increasing humiliating feminization demands of that same
step-sister Alexis and three of her friends. But now, I found
myself also having to comply with similar dictates from Clarissa, a
vindictive girl on whom I had previously played a supposedly
innocent (I thought) prank, unfortunately she’d refused to see the
humor and was now intent on making me pay, fully and in spades. She
insisted on knowing all the details of whatever Alexis and her
friends were demanding of me then she’d add her own twist. I was
trying hard to keep my two sets of tormentors apart as the last
thing I wanted was to have both groups of girls ganging up on me, I
really didn’t think I could handle that.

My usual daily wardrobe now included
pantyhose, panties, and bra. Alexis seemed to find it hysterical
seeing all the hosiery hanging up to dry in my bathroom and even my
mother would give a little chuckle, although she thought that my
punishment suitably fitted my crime. Unfortunately she didn’t know
that I was entirely innocent of the ‘crime’ for which I was being
punished!

 


The problems came when Clarissa gave me an
order that I tried to keep from my sister. For instance when
Clarissa started requiring me to wear girl's socks, it was
extremely difficult to keep that from Alexis because she would be
constantly checking to make sure I was wearing the pantyhose she’d
ordered me to wear and that my legs were always shaved completely
smooth.

One Tuesday in early November was
particularly bad. I could tell I was going to be in trouble by the
way that Clarissa was approaching me flanked by her usual two
goons, Amber and Melody. This was not going to be something simple
that could be arranged by the lockers. I caught the smirk on
Clarissa's face that seemed to say, "I know something you don't,
and you're really not going to like it."

While they were still halfway down the hall
I quickly slammed my locker shut, forgetting about any homework I
might have, and tried to walk rapidly in the opposite direction. I
could hear the footsteps of someone running behind me but I didn't
dare look back.

"Hey Samantha, wait up," called out a
slightly cross Clarissa. "We need to talk."

I didn't want to talk or wait but ignoring a
direct order from my nemesis would be tantamount to refusing, which
I had been thoroughly convinced would be a very bad idea and
something that I would certainly regret. I hesitated and slowed
which was all Amber needed to grab my belt saying firmly "Hey,
don't be in such a hurry."

"Uh, sorry Clarissa," I gulped. "But I have
to get back for my makeup practice." Amber and Melody laughed at my
confession but Clarissa just stood there stone faced.

"That's fine, we won't take up too much of
your very valuable time," she said sarcastically. She waved an arm
back down the corridor, "Please, come with us into our office."

With my head hung low and Amber still firmly
holding onto my belt, I walked with the girls into the bathroom
that they loved so much. It was just after dismissal time and there
were a few girls in there checking their makeup before leaving.
When they saw me being led in, a couple giggled at my predicament,
but none of them said anything and they all quickly left.

"I know it's not your birthday," said
Clarissa, "but we simply couldn’t resist giving you a couple of
presents. ‘Cos that’s just the way we are."

Melody stepped forward and tried to hand me
a brown cardboard shipping box that had her address as the delivery
on it. It had already been opened and I didn't like the look of
things.

“Oh, that’s so kind but you really shouldn’t
have, I couldn’t possibly accept… err whatever it is.” I gushed,
desperately trying not to accept the box from Melody.

“Take it!” ordered Clarissa, clearly
becoming irritated at my frivolity.

With reluctance I accepted the box. There
was a distinctly ominous feeling electrifying the whole bathroom as
I opened it. Inside there were several flesh colored lumps wrapped
in torn tissue paper and a black spray can. I looked up puzzled and
shrugged my incomprehension.

"They're your new tits and ass, precious,"
gloated a grinning Melody.

"Take off your shirt," demanded Clarissa,
but Amber was already pulling my sweatshirt off me before I’d even
had a chance to register what she’s said.

Melody took the black can and gleefully
applied a liberal layer of gel in two round shapes directly over my
nipples on my hairless chest. Amber took the fake breasts from the
box and after some careful positioning, firmly pressed them onto my
chest, peremptorily indicating that I should assume the holding of
my new breasts in place.

"Don't push too hard, be sort of firm but
gentle with them, they won’t take long to set properly. Yeah,
they’re looking nice and perky," advised Melody. Nervously I held
the breast forms to my chest as I could feel a tightening of my
skin which presumably was the glue starting to set. They both
seemed pretty secure after only a few minutes and it was only as I
took my hands away that it occurred to me, I would now have
tits.

"Wow!" said Clarissa, "They are really
nice."

"Someone's got jugs," joked Melody
lamely.

"I wouldn't say jugs, but definitely a
healthy set of C cups," added Amber. "Do they feel secure?"

“I guess so.” I replied, shaking my
shoulders and jiggling them about.

"Do some jumping jacks, Samantha," ordered
Clarissa. Reluctantly I complied, the new weight on my chest was
something I wasn't used to and threw my balance off. The girls
laughed hysterically at the sight of me trying to jump up and down,
whilst falling forward at the same time.

"You’ll get used to them, eventually" beamed
Melody.

"What about the other thing?" queried
Clarissa.

Melody reached back into the box and pulled
out more flesh colored lumps held together by some pieces of
stretchy material. When she held up it was a strange padded girdle.
On the front panel was a pair of prominent labial lips with a dark
entrance between, while on the back there was some heavy padding
which would give the wearer a substantial bubble butt.

"Oh no," I gasped when it finally dawned on
me what she was holding.

"Oh yes," said Clarissa ominously.

"I can't wear that," I stated, but it came
out as more of a plea.

“Sure you can. Real women have curves.” They
were all laughing cruelly at me now.

"You are going to wear it, one way, or
another" threatened Amber, stepping towards me menacingly. I backed
away instinctively but knew that I had nowhere to go, there would
be no escape and I would soon have a faux pussy and bubble butt to
go with my new tits.

"Take off your pants and your little
dainties. We need to see how it fits," ordered Clarissa. "I've
learned so much researching special girls like you, Samantha."

Despite my shame, I pulled down my pants
followed by my pantyhose and panties. Stepping into the girdle
though was difficult. It was very tight and difficult to pull up
over my hips. Both Amber and Melody each took a side and helped,
lifting me completely off the ground in the process. I felt so
self-conscious squeezing myself into a girdle with my penis
flapping all over the place. I gasped as Clarissa grabbed it and
unceremoniously stuffed it into a tube in the front of the girdle
which held it tightly pointing down between my legs. Between the
breast forms and the girdle, I now had the body of a voluptuous
woman, at least from the neck down.

Suddenly Clarissa began to spray some of the
adhesive from the black can inside the panties. I tried to move
away from her but Amber quickly grabbed my wrists firmly, holding
me in place, while Clarissa ensured that the girdle wasn’t going to
be removed easily, if at all.

"I figured if it works on the breast forms,
it'll work on the girdle too," said Clarissa.

"Yeah it should work great," agreed
Melody.

"But how am I going to take it off?" I asked
concerned. “What about when I have to go to the bathroom?”

"Relax," said Melody. "There's a hidden flap
in the back for when you have to poop, and another underneath so
you should have no trouble peeing, except for sitting down like any
other girl."

"Hey, we gave you some real nice curves.
Don't you have anything to say about it?" asked Amber.

"Thank you," I replied sheepishly.

"Okay, put your clothes back on Samantha. We
wouldn't want to make you late for your makeup lessons." taunted
Clarissa, "Obviously you'll be wearing both of those things until I
say you can stop."

 


***

 


I rushed, or jiggled over to Gwen's house
with tears streaming out of my eyes the entire time. My pants
barely buttoned over my new bigger butt and thighs and even if I
wasn't quite a C cup, there was absolutely no way to hide that I
now had breasts. I was nearly half an hour late when I finally got
there.

"Where the Hell have you been?" she demanded
opening the door before I could even ring the bell.

"I… I can explain," I sobbed.

"What the… why do you now have breasts? What
on earth did Alexis do to you?" She sounded genuinely sympathetic
and I really needed someone just to be on my side.

"Look, please it's nothing; I'm here for my
lesson." I sniffled trying to stop crying.

"Come on in then," she said. "However if you
think you're going to get away with arriving here a half hour late
and then refusing to tell my why, or why you now have boobs and a
serious ass, you're sorely mistaken young lady."

"Oh please!" I begged. "I thought you'd be
happy. Isn't this what you wanted?"

"Maybe," she said pensively. "But I still
want to know what happened and if I don't get some answers pretty
damn quick, you will simply not believe quite how embarrassing
tomorrow at school will be for you. So you’d better think hard."
She paused, giggled glancing at my groin before adding “No pun
intended.”

I stared at her, incredulous that she could
a crack stupid joke at a time like this. Then the corner of her
mouth turned up and she gave a little smile. All the tension in the
atmosphere suddenly evaporated, we both smiled, then grinned,
finally gave a little laugh.

“So tell me, what’s got my girl all worked
up?” She led me into the house and sat me at the kitchen table,
sitting opposite me and holding both my hands on the table.

“Besides the new tits and the JLo butt, you
mean?”

“I mean all of it. Look I do like you Sam,
better as Samantha admittedly. So despite what we’ve done to you or
maybe just because of it, I will try to help you, if I can.”

I looked at her earnest look, and decided
that I both believed and had to trust her.

"Okay," I said. "There’s this girl,
Clarissa, who has the locker next to mine, well she found out what
you were all doing to me."

“How?”

“Huh?”

“How did she find out?"

“Duh, it’s not real hard to work out is it?
You’ve left me a lot to hide at school."

"I suppose, so is she is responsible for
this?" she motioned to my new body shape.

“Yeah, her and two sophomore girls, Amber
and Melody, together they’ve got just about as much power over me
as you all do. Seems she has a grudge against me for a prank I
played back in freshman year. When she saw inside my locker she
knew that she could get payback, and so has been adding to what
you’ve been doing. Today they gave me these tits, the ass and a
fake vagina. Glued them on as well, so I can’t get them off."

"Fake vagina!" exclaimed Gwen before
cracking up with laughter. "That's awesome, I just gotta see
that."

"I thought you'd think so" I sighed.

She stopped laughing and looked at me
frowning, “Well, it would have been awesome if we’d done it. I
don't like this other girl causing you problems, trying to assume
control over you. I also seriously doubt that Alexis, Ashley or
Taylor will like that either.” Before muttering quietly,
“Especially Tay, she’ll kill her."

"Well, it's a little late for those
sentiments now," I pointed out.

“No it’s not. Leave it to us, don’t you
worry we’ll sort it out for you. Although it’s a shame but you’d
better get those things off while you’re here, as there's no way
you can hide those boobs or an ass like that. Besides, I really
want to see your pussy."

"But I can't, they’re glued on." I
exclaimed.

"What kind of glue did she use?”

“I don’t know, it came in a black spray
can.” I added helpfully.

“With the breast pads?” She asked.

“Yes, I think so.”

"Okay, I think we can get them off then,
don’t worry."

“How do you know about these things? You
can’t have needed them.”

“No, but I am a woman.” She gave me a
slightly guilty look, “Okay I won't lie to you. We looked into
breast forms for you, but they were too expensive for us. We’d have
needed to talk your mom into springing for them or something.
Anyway, most of the adhesives they use can be removed with
acetate."

"Great and do we have a handy supply of
that? Or are we going to have to break into the chemistry lab at
school?"

"Acetate is the main ingredient in nail
polish remover."

"Oh," I replied feeling a bit stupid.
"They’re gonna be seriously pissed if I don't have these things on
tomorrow."

"So? Tell them I said you had to! You belong
to us, not them."

“But she’s bound to turn nasty.” I
moaned.

She looked me straight in the eye, “As I
said, you belong to us and we take care of our own. Okay?” I nodded
but was still unsure.

“Now come with me.” She stood up, grabbed my
hand and pulled me up as well, then along to her bedroom. When we
got there she had me strip down to examine the fake breasts, vagina
and the outrageous ass. She tried hard not to, but simply couldn’t
help laughing when she saw my vagina. She even had me pose for a
few pictures as she said that the other girls wouldn’t want to miss
out on something like that. But soon she was using her nail polish
remover on my chest and as promised, slowly but surely my breasts
fell off. The girdle was a bit more difficult as it was very tight
on me anyway, but eventually it also came off.

"Well I guess your makeup lesson can wait
until Thursday as you've had a bit of a rough day."

"You don't know the half of it," I
mumbled.

"You know, it would probably help a great
deal if you sort of loosened up a bit" she said solicitously.

“Ha! You try loosening up, when your mother
has told you to obey your step-sister, who with her friends, is
intent on making your life a hell on earth. Then, just to make it
interesting, I now have a crazed girl with a grudge, also on my
back. But hey, here’s an idea, I’ll just kick back and chillax ‘cos
my friend Gwen says I should.” I raged at her.

"I’m pretty sure that you would enjoy
yourself, if you could just relax and appreciate the fact that you
have three, very hot girls who aren't related to you, paying all
this attention to you. I know for a fact that Tay would love to
fuck you with her strapon. In fact, I'm sure she's going to do
exactly that, first chance she gets."

"That’s the whole point, I don't want to be
a girl. I want to be the one fucking her."

"Suit yourself, but you know you are pretty
good at it, and I very much doubt she’d go for it your way." said
Gwen.

 


***

 


The next morning, as I was getting my books
for my morning classes, I felt a tug on my bra strap. I spun round
angrily only to see Clarissa smiling at my reaction. "Look, I don't
have time for this Clarissa," I said brusquely.

"Well you better make time then, hadn’t
you?" she replied harshly, then her eyes grew wide. "Where the Hell
are your boobs? Where's your ass? What did you do?"

"I took them off," I said. "My sister's
friend Gwen helped me."

"I don't care who helped you. I told you to
wear them today and you’ve disobeyed me. I hope you like being
punished because you are really going to get it after school."

"Please Clarissa, she told me to tell you…"
I began, but was interrupted.

"Save your begging and whatever she told
you. I don’t care. You're going to be doing a lot of begging
later." With that, she turned away and left me standing there
terrified of what fate awaited me that afternoon.

 


I actually got lucky, as there was no
cheerleading practice that day Alexis wanted to take me shopping to
the mall. She was waiting for me by my locker with Taylor when I
got there at the end of a very worrying day. Thankfully there was
no sign of Clarissa.

It was still a thoroughly humiliating
afternoon at the mall, as the two girls had their fun with me.
Alexis was a bit nastier than usual as she was irritated at the
apparent lack of reaction that she was getting out of me, but then
I was simply relieved at having escaped the punishment of Clarissa
and her pair of goons.

The only salesgirl who got anything like the
sort of reaction that they wanted out of me was Heather in the shoe
store. She really was a cute girl and had already seen me put in my
place so she had no doubts about who was in charge.

"Sissy." she called out in greeting as I
entered the store. "Wonderful to see you again, are you still
dressing all pretty?"

"She sure is," interjected Taylor. "Just
loves it. Can’t get enough of it in fact, we’re only browsing but
she must have tried on fifteen dresses in the last couple of
stores."

"Well what sort of thing are you looking
for, princess?"

"I think we'd like to see some sexy boots,"
Alexis answered for me.

"Hey, no probs, I've got some real sexy
styles here she can try on," offered Heather going to the back of
the store. She returned with four pairs of boots but it was the
very first pair she pulled out of the box that made me wilt. The
boots were a supple black leather and came up to the thighs with
only a spiked four inch heel. I gasped from just looking at
them.

"These boots would look soooo sexy with a
little black miniskirt" exclaimed Heather.

"Oh yes," said Alexis. "And she's got the
perfect skirt for them."

"Try them on sissy," instructed Taylor.
"Then take a walk around, let’s see them."

Putting the boots on was nearly impossible.
They wouldn't fit over my pants, but if I rolled the legs up they
would just about go over my knees and then could be tucked under
the rolled up jeans I was wearing. With a lot of help from Heather
I eventually got the boots on and began to walk around, much to the
amusement of the girls.

"Oh wow, Twinkle Toes sure has been
practicing," commented Heather. "Look at her swings those hips; she
could be a model with moves like that."

“She’ll need to be a model to be able to
afford those boots,” commented Alexis eyeing the price tag.

"Go on, I think we should splurge for them,"
coaxed Taylor.

"Well, if you need her to help pay for her
own things, I know a place where she could earn quite a bit,
without even getting off her knees," offered Heather.

"No," I practically shouted, finally finding
the gumption to protest. I could even see the gleam come out in
Alexis’ eye, as they finally managed to get the reaction they’d
been looking for.

"We'll just think about it for now. I don't
think that'll be necessary if she behaves," soothed Taylor, patting
me in a way that was both condescending and possessive.

"Hey suit yourselves," said Heather. "It’s
just seems such a shame to waste cock sucking lips like those."

I was never quite so relieved to finally get
out of a shoe store, even if I did now have a new $200 pair of
boots to show for it.

"I still can't believe she said that."

"Then you’d better behave hadn’t you?" was
Alexis’ comment. "I bet we could get a pretty penny for you, or at
least your services."

"Best behavior, Samantha," warned Taylor,
trying to keep a straight face before bursting out in laughter
along with Alexis.

 


Unfortunately my luck didn’t hold for
Thursday. I’d tried to go by a different route to avoid Clarissa;
but as she knew that I was probably heading to Gwen's after school
for my makeup class, I didn’t really stand much chance of avoiding
her. I walked carefully down the street out of the parking lot,
looking all around to make sure I wasn't being followed. But a
couple of blocks away from school, on the only possible path to
Gwen’s house, I found Clarissa and her two friends sitting
comfortably on the swings in James Park waiting for me to pass, as
they knew I must. I cursed my own stupidity and the pointless
precautions I had taken to avoid them. If I’d taken off immediately
after school and sprinted all the way I might have beaten them. The
thought of sprinting took hold of me and although I knew it was
probably foolish, I took off running hard through the park. Amber
was immediately in hot pursuit and she was very fast, within fifty
feet of where I’d started running she’d tackled me. It must have
been quite a sight, as I was going full pelt when she launched
herself, landing full on my back, such that I collapsed in a heap
with her on top. She rolled off and pulled me up to my feet with my
right arm twisted up behind my back and her right arm around my
neck, holding me in a headlock.

"Don't you want to play with us, Samantha?"
she asked sweetly. She wasn’t even short of breath.

"No, let me go." I struggled but it was
futile, this girl was very strong.

"Oh come on, that was pretty funny." chipped
in Melody as they walked up.

“I think it’s absolutely hysterical.” added
Amber.

"Take him over to the gazebo," instructed
Clarissa grimly.

The gazebo at James Park was topped with a
huge floral display and sat on top of a small hill in the middle of
the park, drawing everybody's attention to the white pinewood
structure.

"You ever been tied up?" asked Amber.

"Yeah," I replied disgustedly.

"Good, then you’ll know the routine. Come on
strip! Just down to your underwear," ordered Clarissa.

"Come on girls, is all this really
necessary?" I pleaded.

"Yes, now strip or we'll enjoy stripping you
ourselves” threatened Melody.

With Amber looming over me, I quickly
stripped down to my underwear; shivering more from fright than from
the cool autumn air cooling my bare skin.

"This will teach you that when we tell you
to do something, you do it! Don’t think about it, just do
it. If we tell you to wear something, then you will wear it.
Understand?" barked Clarissa at me.

"Yeah," I grunted.

I was backed up to the gazebo by Amber who
held me in place while Clarissa and Melody tied my hands and ankles
to the structure. Clarissa especially seemed to know her way around
knots and rope. My hands were lashed together behind one of the
Gazebo’s supporting posts while Melody bound my stocking covered
legs to the bottom of it.

"You're going to have a lot of fun trying to
explain this," said Amber.

"Please, please let me go. I promise, I will
never disobey you again," I begged.

"Damn right you won't," said Clarissa.

"You can have your fun with me without being
such a bitch," I offered. Admittedly it was probably a bad choice
of words as within moments from uttering them, Clarissa slapped me
hard and then stuffed my own worn, sweaty socks into my mouth tying
them in place with her scarf. My pathetic pleas were reduced to
very soft murmurs and groans.

"Well," said Clarissa, "we’d better be
running along. Don't forget to be wearing your new boobs and girdle
tomorrow or you’ll find yourself out here wearing nothing but them"
she laughed. Despite my desperate but incoherent pleas the girls
scooped up my clothes and sauntered away still laughing.

 


A long time passed and I was beginning to
get very uncomfortable. Not only did I have to cope with the
obvious humiliation, but being November it was rather chilly to be
standing around in just my flimsy female underwear. Also the way my
stockinged feet had been tied so close to the post meant that I
couldn’t bend my legs, so I could only stand there steadily getting
cramps in my legs.

It amazed me how long a guy could stay tied
up wearing lingerie in a public park before anybody even notices
him. Without makeup I was clearly male and not a damsel in
distress, but even so I was obviously a very distressed person. The
first people to see me and approach were two girls who looked to be
in their early teens. They laughed and called me a faggot, but they
kept their distance making no move to help me from my predicament.
Finally a woman of around forty, walking a large German Shepherd
took pity on me and warily approached.

"I'm guessing this is some kind of
initiation," she said. "If I set you loose, will I or you get in
trouble?"

I shook my head, trying to shout "No"
through my gag. She cautiously approached me warning, "Boz here is
a great guard dog and will always protect me, don't give him any
reason to attack and I'll free you."

I looked at her trying to ask with my
expression, how I was supposed to attack her whilst tied to a post,
but then I just nodded my head and she untied me. As soon as my
legs were freed I instantly collapsed and rolled about moaning from
the pain in my legs. Eventually I managed to collect myself, untie
the scarf and spit out the socks. She’d been firing questions at me
about how I’d managed to become stuck like that, but I didn't want
to try and explain it. Truth be told, I didn’t know what I could
possibly say, that I’d let three girls leave me tied up in a public
place dressed only in female lingerie because I hadn’t wanted to go
along with their feminization plans for me, wasn’t exactly the
first response that leapt to mind.

"It… it was an initiation, just like you
said" I lied.

"That's an awfully nice bra and panties set
for an initiation" she said skeptically.

"Well, I borrowed them from my girlfriend.
She has very good taste" I lied again.

"Strange, but I guess nobody was hurt. Well
I hope you passed, me and Boz might not be around the next time"
she smiled and whistled for Boz.

I thanked her profusely as they walked away,
then realized that I was still missing my clothes and my car keys.
I decided that running to Gwen's place was my best and only option.
I really hoped I wouldn't find her parents unexpectedly home.

 


***

 


By the time I got to Gwen's house, Taylor
and Ashley were already there and Alexis was on her way. I didn't
really even have to explain what had happened. One word as she
opened the door confirmed her fears.

“Clarrissa?” She asked. I nodded and the
three of them drew me inside. As they sat me down I began sobbing
like a little girl.

“There, there, my brave little soldier.”
Taylor threw an arm protectively around me, rubbing and hugging
tightly. "I’m so sorry you had to suffer like that. Those bitches
are going to pay, believe me. They’ll learn not to mess with our
property, I promise you."

A short while later a different Ashley
arrived; there was a concerned and worried but determined look on
her face. This wasn’t the step-sister that I knew and had recently
learned to fear. This wasn’t the happy, playful, teasing sister who
with her friends had been joyfully tormenting me for the past few
months.

"Were you outside like that?" She demanded.
"For how long?"

"It was probably for only an hour or so" I
answered.

“More like two or three hours, if she got
you right after school.” Gwen interposed as she gave me a warm
blanket to put over my shoulders which I gratefully took. With
Alexis’ arrival, I began to relate the whole sad story of my new
nemesis to the girls.

"We hadn't considered this," stated Alexis.
"Its fine us humiliating you, but it doesn't sound as if she's has
the slightest bit concern about you."

"She doesn’t. But why is that any different
from what you do to me?"

“Oh Samantha, don’t you know?” Taylor took
my face in her both her hands and kissed me full on the mouth. “We
love you. I love you.”

"You’re ours. All of ours and we love you.
But mostly Tay’s." added a smiling Ashley winking at Taylor.

"So what are we going to do about that
bitch?" Gwen asked.

"Oh, I have a couple of ideas," Alexis
said.

"Amber is a real beast. You can't fight
them. I don’t know about Clarissa or Melody but that Amber will
really hurt you, she’s had some kind of martial arts training" I
blurted out, worried for my new protectors.

“Don’t worry about it, we’ll handle it”
stated a very determined Alexis. She looked at Taylor “You and Ash
make sure she gets home safely; Gwen and I need to make some
personal calls. Okay?”

“Yup” replied Taylor. She gave me another
kiss then stood pulling me up with her. “Let’s get you home and
tucked up in bed, you’ve had a very long day. Don’t you worry about
a thing; we’ll make her stop messing with you.”

As I was led from her house Gwen called out
to me "Don’t you worry, we've got your back".

 


***

 


Even after a great night’s sleep I awoke
dreading that day at school and with good reason I thought. The
girls had not brought the breast forms or girdle from Gwen’s house,
so I wouldn’t be tempted to disobey them and obey Clarissa thus
avoiding an ugly scene; they seemed to want the scene to happen.
They dropped me off as usual with lots of hugs and reassurances,
but I was very nervous as I entered the school building. I'd knew I
was going to be in big trouble as soon as I met Clarissa, I didn't
have long to wait.

"I don't fucking believe it" screamed an
outraged Clarissa loudly as soon as she saw me by my locker that
morning. "Do you have a death wish? You must want us to fuck with
you? Where the Hell are your breasts?"

"I… I left them at home" I stammered
nervously.

"Unacceptable bitch," spat Clarissa.

"Please Clarissa," I pleaded quietly. "I
didn't want everybody to see me like that. Isn't there some other
way I can…"

"You can what?" she interrupted. "Get me off
your back? This isn't a negotiation, Samantha. You’re not
bargaining with me. It’s very simple, you just do exactly as I say
or you pay the consequences, and you’ll find that there will be
some very serious consequences today. They’ll make being tied
practically naked; to a gazebo seem like a walk in the park." She
laughed humorlessly. "How long were you tied up anyway?"

"Long enough, it was humiliating."

"Duh, it was supposed to be" she smirked.
"So how did you get free?"

“A woman walking her dog untied me”

“Okay a bit of advice for you, don’t try
running off again today, it only gets Amber’s blood up and you
don’t want that. Come quietly after school."

"And you'll go easy on me?"

"No, not at all," sneered Clarissa. "It will
save wear and tear on your face, though."

 


I spent the day practically running from
class to class, trying to stay with the crowds so they couldn’t
single me out. A couple of times I saw one of Alexis's friends and
they’d throw me a reassuring smile and a look that seemed to say
‘Don’t worry, we’ve got it covered.’

However I wasn't the least bit surprised
when after the last period, as I approached my locker I was
smoothly surrounded by Melody and Amber each taking an arm and
steering me into the usual girl's bathroom. Amber was being her
usual intimidating self and I didn't even try to resist as they
guided me to my fate. Once inside I saw that Clarissa was already
there rummaging about inside a duffle bag.

"Wh… what are you going to do to me?" I
asked plainly terrified.

"We're going to teach you to do what you’re
told, when you’re told. Now strip” ordered Clarissa looking up with
an evil smile.

Looking in each of their eyes, I could see
there would be no mercy forthcoming. I inhaled deeply and then
resigned to my fate I began to strip as I ordered. I was almost
down to my bra and panties when I noticed that the bathroom was
becoming quite crowded. Previously whenever they had taken me into
that room any girls already in there usually seemed to decide very
quickly that they were urgently required elsewhere. Equally any
girls arriving after us suddenly found that they no longer needed
to use the facilities. This time however there had seemed to be a
steady arrival of more and more girls, just standing around
watching. I just assumed that they just wanted to see me being
humiliated, but as I turned to face Clarissa in my underwear, I
realized that the room had become seriously crowded. Then my heart
leapt as I heard a welcome voice from behind me.

"Hi, I do hope we're not interrupting
anything." The dulcet tones of Gwen’s voice simply washed over me.
I glanced behind me to see a large crowd of Cheerleader girls
practically filling the large room, with still more entering and
spilling out around the walls. Out front and center were Gwen,
Alexis, Taylor and Ashley smiling innocently. I instantly went weak
at the knees and felt a small tear squeeze out of the corner of my
eye.

I don't think Melody or Amber really knew
what was happening, but I could see that Clarissa was absolutely
livid. "What are you doing here?" she spat.

"She - is - my - step-brother, you
know," growled Alexis very slowly.

"Yeah, yeah, we know," said Clarissa
tersely. "We also know that you do the same things we do. In fact
you started it all."

"That’s not quite true” countered Taylor
"but the important difference is that we're allowed to, you're
not."

"Says who?" demanded Amber striding
belligerently up to confront Taylor. I was immensely proud of
Taylor for physically squaring off with the much bigger girl.

“We do! You probably haven’t met all the
Squad, but you do know Jayne don’t you?” She waved an arm behind
her and a very fit looking girl stepped out from the crowd. She had
a smaller, slighter build than Amber but had an extremely confident
look about her. She simply nodded at the bigger girl and said
“Amber”.

Amber turned pale as she nodded back,
replying with a quiet “Jayne”.

“Who the fuck is she?” demanded Clarissa,
beginning to lose her cool somewhat.

“She’s in my Jujitsu class” replied Amber
quietly “She’s a black belt.”

“I see,” said Clarissa rapidly grasping the
situation and turning to Taylor, “so you went out to find someone
to neutralize my muscle. But will she, and they, always be around
to cover your asses?”

“I think you’ve possibly misunderstood the
situation” Alexis replied, “this is simply a few members of the
Cheerleading squad, who’ve come here to express their dislike for
what you are doing to our Samantha, and to express their earnest
desire that you cease and desist from any future harassment of
her.”

“Or what? You’re all going to attack us if
we refuse!” sneered Clarissa.

“If it comes to that, yes!” answered Gwen
loudly, to a general murmuring of agreement from the crowd behind
her, which surged forward a bit.

“Listen Puddles, go and find somebody else
to bully, as she’s already spoken for.” added Alexis.

“In fact, I think you need a new nickname,
what do you think about ‘Skank’, eh? So, unless you want us to
ensure that the whole school only ever refers to you by your new
nickname from now on, I think you need to apologize” continued
Gwen.

“Apologize! What for?” shouted Melody who
obviously hadn’t quite understood what was happening and was still
showing a reckless bravado.

“Of course, you’ll still have your two
friends, even if that’s all you’ll have.”

“You know we can do it, and we will.”
threatened Alexis.

Amber and Clarissa knew when they were
beaten, even if Melody didn’t.

"Okay, we're sorry," said Clarissa, her
shoulders slumped. "We'll leave her alone."

"Not good enough," said Taylor.

"Wha… what else do you want?" asked an
exasperated Clarissa.

"Apologize to her and try to make it
convincing," insisted Taylor.

She turned to me and sounding sincere said
"We're very sorry Samantha, I saw a chance to settle a stupid old
grudge, and I guess I got a bit carried away. I promise we won't
bug you anymore."

“Sorry Sam” added Amber. Melody simply
scowled but was ignored.

"Thanks I appreciate it" I said. I had no
idea how to handle the apology but I really hoped that I wouldn't
have to deal with those girls again.

"C’mon let's get out of here," said Clarissa
and the three of them left, through a gap that quietly opened in
the surrounding crowd.

After they’d left, Alexis turned to the
crowd and shouted “Thank you sisters”. Then they all seemed to hug
and high-five each other, while I stood there totally dumbfounded
in just my underwear. Finally Taylor disengaged herself and came
over and gave me a hug and a kiss, saying "I told you that we’d
make her back down, trust me now?”

“Yes Taylor” I kissed her back.

“Just don't go thinking that we're going to
start taking it easy on you"

"I never thought you would," I smiled.

"And don't you forget it," chimed in a
smiling Alexis.

 


***

 


It was a real relief to finally get home
that afternoon. I was overjoyed to think that I wouldn’t have to
hide from Clarissa and her two goons anymore. It was Friday
afternoon and I had the whole weekend ahead of me. Unfortunately my
mom was away on another business trip and that meant that Alexis's
control over me would be even more complete. She insisted that I
get fully dressed as soon as I got home from school. From my makeup
classes with Gwen I had begun to learn the rudiments of how to do
my own makeup, so Alexis insisted that I make myself up, put on my
little black dress and the black five inch pumps that were really
difficult to walk in.

"I should have talked to Clarissa about
those boobs," announced Alexis as she walked into my room. "They
were so realistic, not so sure about that girdle though."

"They were so big, made me feel very top
heavy," I said.

"Yeah, nobody said being a girl was easy,"
replied Alexis indifferently.

"You could let me go back to being a
guy."

"No way, Jose" she giggled at my suggestion.
"In fact, I'm going out with the girls tonight and I don't trust
you to stay out of my stuff, so I'm going to tie you up."

"Really" I groaned, "that's kind of
ridiculous, don't you think?"

"Are you questioning me?"

"No, I’m sorry" I sighed.

"Look, I'll make it easy on you. I'll just
tie you loosely in bed so you can just nap until I get back. C’mon,
lie down on the bed." she commanded.

I did as she’d told me and then allowed her
to tie my wrists together, pull them over my head and attach them
to the headboard. She had gotten quite good at quickly and
efficiently tying me up. My ankles were tied together as well
leaving me totally helpless until she should deign to return. Ten
minutes later I heard the girls' voices downstairs and then with a
door slam they were gone. The horrible thought of what I would do
if there was an emergency suddenly came to mind. What if a fire
broke out or somebody broke into the house with only me there all
tied up, but I tried to get those thoughts out of my head, I was
only frightening myself.

According to my alarm clock, I lay there for
forty minutes before I heard the front door open and then close. I
assumed that Alexis had returned early and so called down to
her,

"I expected you to be out much longer than
that. How about untying me?"

When I got no response I shouted out
Alexis's name but again heard nothing other than footsteps slowly
climbing the stairs. What if it wasn't Alexis? My earlier fears
came back to haunt me. This could be a robbery or maybe my mom was
home unexpectedly, but if it was my mom why wouldn’t she answer my
calls?

The footsteps approached and suddenly my
heart leapt as I saw her. Standing there in the doorway looking
like an apparition was the glorious vision that was Taylor. Wearing
only a pink nightie and her sister's dildo strapped around her
waist, a look of wanton lust in her eyes. In truth, I was also
practically beside myself with desire. I didn't have much
experience with girls and certainly none that looked anything like
her.

"I did say we'd continue later,
remember?"

"Mm hmm," I gulped.

"Well you know, I could just rape you right
here. I could fuck your brains out and you could do nothing to stop
me, could you?" she said rubbing my leg and sliding herself onto my
thigh.

“I wouldn’t want to stop you”

"I kind of like the thought of ravaging you
while you lie there helpless to stop me. However I'm not going to
do that though"

"No?" My throat had become extremely
parched.

"Nope," she smiled. "First you’ll have to
ask me to fuck you."

"Fuck me, Tay" I pleaded.

"Oh, I'm not that easy," she responded
messing up my hair and looking down at me expectantly. "Beg me, beg
me to fuck you senseless."

"Please, please fuck me Taylor," I
practically yelled. "I need to feel you inside me. Oh please,
please, I just need to feel your cock. Please I want to be your
bitch."

"All you had to do was ask nicely" she
smiled as she hurriedly pulled down my stockings and panties and
began to lube up my ass. "Don’t worry I'll be gentle."

"I want this so bad" I confessed, "but… but
I'm scared."

"Hey, it's really not that big and I just
told you I'd be gentle” she held my face looking deep in my eyes,
“Look at me, I promise I won't hurt you. Do you trust me?"

"Yes, but that's not it," I said. "I… I
don't want to be gay."

I really wasn't expecting her to laugh in my
face at that point, just as I’d bared my soul to her but that's
exactly what she did.

"You're kidding me," she said choking back
her laughter. "You've been running around wearing a fake pussy,
fake tits, dresses, heels and makeup; you've gone on dates with
hunky guys and practiced sucking on a dildo. Them the reason you
think you might actually be gay, is because you're worried you'll
enjoy having sex with a woman?"

"Alright, maybe that was a bit silly."

"More than a bit" she said "Now wrap those
lips around this and suck my cock, bitch" Apparently she was
through being gentle and shoved her fake pink cock right in my
face, slapping me with it until I opened up. When I did, she teased
me making me chase it around before she finally stuffed it as far
down my throat as she could. I fought back my gag reflex and soon
she was face fucking me. "Mm, take it all Samantha."

I had not had enough experience with dildos
to really know how to deep throat one, but I took as much as I
could. I used my tongue to give her a very sloppy wet blowjob.

"Oh, that's so good, baby," she cooed.

A part of me really felt proud of myself for
sexually arousing a woman even if it was just my tongue on her fake
dick. A myriad of emotions went through my mind as she rode my face
until she was soaking wet. Only then did she pull the rubber cock
from my mouth, bent and lifted my legs up above my shoulders.

"Are you ready to get fucked?" She asked
gently.

"Yes, more than anything," I groaned already
so turned on. I could even feel her quivering as she moved my
panties out of the way then I felt something pressing against my
asshole. She pressed a well lubed finger inside my tight little
hole, pushing the lube inside and rubbing it firmly all around.
When she thought she’d loosened me enough she shifted position
lining herself up. Slowly and gently she nudged her cock against my
ass, gradually becoming firmer and more insistent. With an almost
agonizing slowness she pushed it into me, forcing my anal ring to
expand. After every quarter inch or so of progress, she’d pause and
let me acclimatize to the feeling of being so stretched. I felt
like I was taking a shit in reverse and with a very large stool.
Finally my internal muscles simply took over and I tried to push it
out, this had exactly the opposite effect as it opened me up
complete and she slid inside me. We both gasped at the moment of
entry and looked deep into each other eyes. I must have had a brief
look of pain on my face as she looked at me concerned, but then as
my look turned to wonder, excitement and sheer eroticism, she
grinned and gently pushed further into me. Moving slowly and
pausing frequently, it took her some time to fully penetrate me,
but when she had, ‘Oh My Lord’, I was overwhelmed by how good it
felt. I was full and bursting. She slowly withdrew until it was
almost out, then she pushed back into me again. It was very slow,
gentle and loving and I simply adored every moment. Gradually,
almost imperceptively, she increased the speed of her thrusts until
she was pounding away at my ass.

I was lying on my back with my legs up in
the air and she was kneeling above me vigorously thrusting her cock
deep inside my bowels. Any initial pain or concerns I’d felt had
now been drowned in a veritable sea of lust. Soon I was trying to
push up to meet her thrust for thrust but from the position I was
in, I had no leverage which made my active participation pretty
much impossible. All I could do was plead for more.

"Take me, Tay," I beseeched.

"Oh I'm going to take you, all the way baby.
I’m going to fuck you soooo good." she replied throatily.

She did too, before long we had a great
rhythm going that was filling us both with lust and desire. I was
reaching heights I’d never dreamt were possible, all my senses were
becoming overwhelmed and I knew I was ready to explode.

“I… I’m gonna cum.” I panted.

"Do it” she ordered. "In your face, I want
you to spunk in your own mouth."

"I can't." I gasped.

"Ha, like you’ve got any choice?" she
reached around my legs and stroked my penis which was hanging right
over my mouth. Within seconds that took me over the edge and I was
spurting cum right into my face.

"Open up bitch," she demanded. "I want to
see you swallow it all, you slut."

I did as I was told and felt it hitting the
back of my throat. She also climaxed only moments later, triggered
by my degrading spectacle. Then she collapsed on top of me, both of
us bathed in sweat and of smelling of raw sex. She kissed me
tasting the jizz in my mouth, then rolled off and lay next to me,
pulling me in close to her as we cuddled and kissed on the bed for
the next hour or so. For the first time in a very long time I was
blissfully happy, physically content and even excited about the
future.

"Well that was fun," she said looking at me,
"but I suppose I’d better be going."

"Going?" I was shocked, "You're leaving me
already?"

"Yeah," she shrugged unapologetically, "I've
got parents too you know. It's not like I can move in here.”

"So what was all that, what are we?" I
exclaimed indignant.

"What do you mean?" Her irritation
rising.

"I mean, are we just fuck buddies, boyfriend
and girlfriend or what?"

"Do you feel like my boyfriend?"

"No, I guess not," I admitted sadly.

"Look this could become a regular thing, if
you wanted it to and you're a very good sissy. Maybe I can spend
the night occasionally when your mom is out but as to what we are,
I guess you'll just have to figure that out. I'm sure you will.
Have a good night."

"What? Wait, aren't you even going to untie
me?"

"Nope," she answered simply. "Alexis doesn't
trust you on your own yet. Why don't you snuggle down and get some
beauty sleep?"

"But it’s way too early for bed," I
complained.

"Well, I've got to be going" she blew me a
kiss, smiled and then quickly left; and just like that I was on my
own again, still tied up on my bed. After she’d left I regretted
not having asked her for a glass of water as I still had the taste
of cum in my mouth. But the taste brought back the memory and
feelings of what had just happened, giving me the biggest and
happiest smile I’d had for a very long time. While it was cruel and
degrading, it was still the most amazing experience of my whole
life.

 


***

 


I did eventually manage to fall asleep only
to be awoken by Alexis shaking my shoulder, "C’mon Samantha, wake
up".

"Huh? Oh, hi Alexis," Disappointment that
she wasn't Taylor, who had been filling my dreams as easily as she
had filled me, written all over my face.

"You had a very long day yesterday and I
should have untied you last night, but you were sleeping so
peacefully with that big grin on your face, that I didn’t want to
wake you." she said as she began to untie my bonds.

"Yeah” I sighed “I guess I did, and I owe
you all a big thank you for dealing with Clarissa and her crew for
me."

“Hey, no thanks needed. Sisters always look
after each other” she replied glibly.

“But we’re not really sisters, and neither
are you with Gwen, Ashley…” a slight pause “or Taylor.” I knew I’d
turned slightly pink but hoped Alexis hadn’t noticed.

If she saw it she made no comment, “Not by
blood maybe but we’re still sisters.” She insisted. “More than
sisters really, we look out for each other, watch each other’s
backs, you know. We’re probably closer than most blood sisters” she
paused then looked straight at me, “and we all like you.”

"So, can I be a sister as well?" I
joked.

“No, but we’ll still look out you.” She’d
finished untying me so she held out her hand which I took as she
pulled me up into a sitting position then sat down next to me.

“Samantha, you know that we all really like
you, don’t you?” she continued before I could respond, “But we’re
not going to stop dressing you up and generally bossing you around.
You know that as well, don’t you?

“Yeah I suppose.” I sighed. “You’ve even
managed to get mom telling me to do as you say now, so I don’t see
that I have much of a choice, do I?”

“No you don’t. We all really love it so I
don’t see us slowing up, let alone stopping, anytime in the near
future. But is it really so bad? Don’t you enjoy at least some of
it? Be honest.”

I thought back to the previous day, after
the terror that Clarissa and her goons had inspired I had almost
wept with relief when the girls had saved me. Then later with
Taylor, I had never before felt anything quite so amazing in my
entire life.

“Yes, it was amazing.” I whispered
awestruck.

“That’s what I thought. But we’ve been doing
some thinking and although none of us is willing to completely give
you up, because you’re simply too much fun for us to do that. But
after what happened with Clarissa we think that maybe you probably
need a single mistress to control and look after you. Obviously
we’ll still get to play with you, but while doing so we will all
defer to your mistress.”

“So who will that be?” I asked.

“Do you have a preference?” She asked toying
with me.

“Well…” I squirmed, feeling a sense of
obligation, “you are my sister, and…”

“Hey, don’t sweat it.” She grinned and
hugged me. “I don’t want to be my own step-brother’s mistress, but
I’ll still get to boss you about.”

I grinned back at her, at that moment loving
her more than I ever had.

“Ashley has her boyfriend and so can’t
afford the time to be your mistress. Gwen doesn’t have a boyfriend
since Ryan, but she doesn’t really want a sissy.”

“She was the one that started all this, and
what is it with her and Ryan?”

“Actually, it wasn’t her who started all
this.”

“Yes it was, she invited me to her party,
the night I got caught in that Witch’s costume.”

She just looked at me, waiting for the penny
to fall. Suddenly as if a veil had been lifted, everything fell
into place and it all made sense. I understood the entirety of what
they’d done and realized that I’d never stood a chance against the
four of them.

“But… so she… she just enticed, entrapped
me!” I exclaimed.

“I told you sisters do things for each
other, we go that extra mile.”

“So what was all that with Ryan then?” I
asked, still slightly confused.

“Oh she discovered that he’s bi, and a
sub.”

“A ‘bi’?” I queried.

“Bisexual; you know ‘swings both ways’,
‘AC/DC’? OMG you are so naïve aren’t you? He’s, how can I put it,
not homophobic in the slightest, or at all, despite being a
man, nominally.” She giggled.

“He’s gay?” I squeaked, remembering that I’d
slept in a bed with him.

“No, he’s just not fussy, male or female it
doesn’t matter to him. But he’s also a confirmed ‘sub’, a
submissive, which incidentally is what you obviously are, as well.
Subs like being told what to do, ordered about, bossed around.”

“Is that why he does everything she tells
him?”

“Yup, pretty much. That along with the fact
that he really wouldn’t want the rest of the team to find out about
their quarterback. But she prefers the macho, alpha male types, at
least in her boyfriends. Sorry sis, but you had about as much
chance becoming her boyfriend as you did of beating Ryan out for
starting quarterback.

“Oh” I felt silly being so easily duped.

“But…” she continued, before pausing
dramatically. “Taylor likes her obedient, pretty sissies. She’s
actually the one that started all this. She recognized that trait
in you, told me, and said she wanted you.”

“But I was your older brother, albeit a
step-brother.” I was half indignant.

“Yeah, and a pain in the ass you were too.
An immature idiot that kept playing infantile jokes on me and my
friends. So when Taylor saw through you, we decided to do something
about it. I did say that sisters help each other, didn’t I?” She
grinned at me.

 


***

 


It was a simple ceremony held on the first
available day when Gwen's parents were away and we could have some
privacy in the gardens of their large house. The backyard gardens
looked amazing with beautiful Technicolor hues brought on by the
crisp autumn weather. The girls were all dressed smartly, not
outrageously so but they were mostly in skirts and blouses or
pantsuits as opposed to their usual jeans and sweatshirts. Taylor's
older sister Sabrina stood just outside with the four girls making
pleasant small talk as I steadied myself, primping and preening in
a mirror. Looking very smart and kneeling on a small mat just to
the right of the girls was Ryan, dressed in his best suit.

I’d never felt more nervous in a dress since
that time in this same house, when I’d been the only one in
costume, a skimpy witch’s dress, at her party. These were not the
nerves of humiliation or fear of discovery, but from making what
seemed like such a momentous decision, at that time in my life.
Looking out at the girls in the backyard, my heart felt like it was
in my throat and I only hoped I could go through with it.

As a slow version of the song Girls Just
Want to Have Fun played on the MP3 player I stepped out into
the backyard. The girls all turned and smiled encouragingly at me.
I know that I had a huge smile on my face as well, I couldn't help
it. I was beaming like a bride on her wedding day, and why wouldn't
I be? I was wearing my mother's wedding gown complete with gloves
and a veil. The dress just dripped with lace and it was about the
most feminine thing I had ever set eyes on. Alexis didn't think it
would be a problem as long as we got it back before it was noticed
as missing.

"You know, a collaring ceremony isn't the
same thing as a wedding ceremony," said Sabrina.

"That might be so," said Gwen. "But it's
still a very special day when a boy walks down an aisle in his
mom's wedding dress.

Alexis walked up to me and extended her arm.
I took it and she led me up to the others. She lifted the veil from
my head before Taylor and I turned to face each other. I smiled
sheepishly at Taylor while Sabrina began to speak.

"My sisters, we are gathered here today to
celebrate the relationship between Taylor and Samantha in the
spirit of female supremacy and the subservience of all males. What
we undertake here today is a wonderful thing. Samantha has chosen
of his own free will to give himself completely to Taylor as her
sissy slave. Taylor has freely chosen to accept Samantha as her
Sub, becoming his mistress, to guide and protect him from this day
forth. They have both written their own vows, which they will now
recite."

Taylor walked forward and with Alexis
holding my veil out of the way, she gently fastened a pink
rhinestone dog collar around my neck.

"With the placing of this collar around your
neck and your acceptance of it, I pledge to do all I can to be
worthy of your devotion. I will love you, honor you, support you in
all things and be sensitive to all of your needs and desires. You
will be my sissy and I will be your mistress, now and forever," the
whole time she locked eyes with me. "Do you now accept, and will
you always wear my collar?"

"I do," I said solemnly. Alexis handed me a
leash that matched the collar I now wore and handed me a small lock
and key which I gave to Taylor saying,

"This lock expresses the binding of me to
you. It is the expression of my surrender to you in mind, body and
soul, and the totality of my commitment to you. I will follow in
any direction you decide to take; I place my trust in you without
fear, for I give myself to you entirely. My utmost desire is to
please you, not through fear of punishment but because I want to
give myself, freely, unto your keeping.

Taylor leaned forward and put the lock
through the clasp on the collar, grasped it in her hand then
leaning back and looking deep into my eyes, before significantly
closing it firmly. She leaned in and kissed me on the lips, not
passionately but almost chastely.

"I accept the gift of your submission and I
will cherish it, and you, always."

Sabrina smiled saying, "The two of you are
now and from this day forth, mistress and slave. This ceremony
merely acknowledges and announces this fact to the world. This is
the inescapable bond that Gaea, the Goddess Mother, has placed on
both of you."

This time when Taylor and I kissed it had
all the passion that had been missing from the last kiss. She gave
in full and it was returned in kind. It was wet, powerful and my
knees went weak as I felt it throughout every inch of my body.
Ashley photographed it all beautifully, not to embarrass me but so
that we all could look back and remember every aspect of this
amazing day. As Alexis, Gwen, Ashley and Sabrina stepped forward to
congratulate us; I felt the tears begin to roll down my cheeks.

"Soppy sissy, she'll always treat you well,
you know" whispered Alexis, “probably better than you deserve. She
loves you.”

"I know," I nodded. "Thanks sis, for
everything."

 


THE END
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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
mistress. It's a story of forced feminization and finding love
where you least expect it and it's yours free at www.kyliegable.com. Thank you for
reading.


KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

Rather than place an ad for the other stories
I have written here, I would like to invite all my readers to check
out Kylie's Boudoir
(http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate
with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and
female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. 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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