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“Introduction by Ann” 

—o—

Dear Readers, 

 Satin Falls is a story I’ve been working on for a very long time.  This story is about a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to  resist  any  command  given  by  the  females  after  an  unknown  virus  infects the water supply.  Naturally, the women take advantage of this. 

But there’s more. 

Guiding the women in this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides that the best revenge against male kind  would  be  to  encourage  the  women  of  Satin  Falls  to  feminize  and humiliate their helpless males.  Will she succeed?  Well, you’ll have to read the story to find out.  I will tell you this, however, that the one person who might be able to stop her is her former female lover who is now set to marry a man  who  would  rather  be  the  one  wearing  the  dress  at  their  wedding. 

Unfortunately, she may not want to save the men. 

My goal in writing this story is not only to provide you with an erotic tale  that  hopefully  will  thrill  each  of  you  throughout  the  story,  but  also  to provide  you  with  an  entertaining  bit  of  genuine  fiction  as  well...  a  true feminization  novel.    To  that  end,  this  story  follows  several  couples  as  their lives  change  in  this  brave  new  world  of  silk  and  high  heels  and  female domination  as  the  men  slowly  sink  into  feminization  and  their  chances  of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman. 

I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I did writing it. 

With love, 

Ann :)

“Prologue” 

—o—

Nestled  in  the  mountains  away  from  the  big  city  and  the overpopulated ski resorts, Satin Falls is the kind of place they make movies about.    From  its  small  shops  populating  its  picturesque  downtown  to  the gorgeous  scenery  to  its  friendly  people,  Satin  Falls  is  about  as  perfect  as  a town can get.  It’s the kind of place where everyone knows everyone else and they all consider each other friends.  It’s the ideal place to raise children, to retire, or just to live. 

But something has gone wrong in Satin Falls, something strange. 

Fortunately,  the  community  has  Dr.  Melanie  Morgan  to  lead  them through this crisis.  She was the first to identify the problem and she’s been a steady voice in letting the others know exactly how they need to handle this situation.    Today,  she  will  report  on  her  most  recent  research  and  she  will provide further guidance on how the community should proceed. 

The  crowd  gathered  in  the  town  hall  waits  anxiously.    There  is  an unease in the air.  All of the prominent women of Satin Falls are here.  A few even  brought  their  husbands,  who  sit  sheepishly  at  their  wives’  sides  in overly  feminine  dresses  and  high-heeled  shoes.    These  men  are  obviously embarrassed to be here and to be dressed the way they are, but they had no say in whether or not they would come... nor in how they would dress.  Those decisions belong to their wives now. 

The wives, by the way, mostly wore pants to the meeting, and many of them seem more than a little happy to be in charge.  This virus has been good for quite a few of them. 

Melanie  Morgan  stepped  up  to  the  podium.    She  was  so  close  to achieving  her  goal  now,  and  still  no  one  suspected  a  thing.    She  looked  out over the assembly.  A feeling of euphoria swept over Melanie as she saw the humiliated males and she giggled; she immediately cleared her throat to hide her giggle. 

She smiled. 

“Good evening, Ladies.  Let’s talk about what happens next.” 

Chapter 1:  “It Begins” 

—o—

Six months earlier... 

Life was not treating Melanie Morgan particularly well.  She’d moved to Satin Falls to get away from a failed marriage to a man who soured her on men  only  to  find  herself  on  the  verge  of  losing  a  female  lover  she  thought was  “the  one”  to  yet  another  man.    This  was  eating  her  up  on  the  inside. 

Fortunately  for  her,  events  were  about  to  offer  her  a  chance  for  a  little payback. 

—o—

Melanie kissed her lover Sidney Drake on the neck and gently cupped her  firm  breast.    Sidney,  however,  did  not  reciprocate.    Melanie  cringed  on the inside.  She could feel Sidney’s reluctance to embrace her and it tore her up.  Melanie tried kissing Sidney again, but again Sidney remained still. 

“You really mean it, don’t you?” asked Melanie.  A tear appeared in her eye. 

“I’m  sorry,”  said  beautiful  Sidney.    A  tear  appeared  in  her  eye  as well.    “I  just  can’t  do  it  anymore,  not  with  the  wedding  coming  up.    It wouldn’t be right to Eric.  I can’t do that to him.” 

“But, it... it wasn’t a problem... not before,” said Melanie, choking on the words. 

“I’m sorry,” repeated Sidney. 

Sidney  spun  on  her  four-inch  heels  and  started  toward  the  door. 

Melanie grabbed her lover’s hand and stopped her. 

“Sidney!  Please, don’t go,” pleaded Melanie. 

Sidney wiped away a tear with her free hand.  “I’m  sorry...  I  can’t,” 

she said sadly without turning around.  Then she yanked her hand free from Melanie’s  grip  and  she  kept  walking.    Melanie  followed  her.    She  kept  up easily  with  Sidney  despite  being  a  good  deal  shorter  because  she  wore sneakers  and  yoga  pants,  whereas  Sidney  wore  four-inch  heels  and  a  pencil skirt. 

“Please  don’t  go,”  Melanie  practically  begged.    She  thought  about placing her hand on Sidney’s shoulder to stop her again, but she didn’t want to do anything that might agitate Sidney. 

“I  can’t,”  said  Sidney  still  without  turning  around.    Tears  were streaming down her face as she made her way to the door of Melanie’s house. 

“Don’t  do  this,”  said  Melanie  before  quietly  adding,  “not  over  a man.” 

“I’m  sorry,”  repeated  Sidney  one  last  time,  and  she  walked  out  the door. 

Melanie watched her leave. 

The image of Sidney walking away burned in Melanie’s mind as she drove  herself  to  her  office  half  an  hour  later.    Sidney  had  been  the  perfect lover  for  Melanie  after  the  ugliness  with  her  ex-husband.    Melanie  truly believed  she  had  found  happiness  with  Sidney  and  she  wanted  to  spend  the rest of her life with that gorgeous woman.  But now Sidney was leaving her for a man, and that ate her up.  She was so upset she almost decided to stay home  today,  but  she  knew  how  rare  clients  were  in  Satin  Falls  and  one wanted to see her. 

“Need  to  make  the  rent,”  she  said  to  motivate  herself  to  leave  for work.    She  repeated  this  several  times  in  the  car  too  to  keep  herself  from turning around or bursting into tears. 

Melanie  parked  outside  her  office.    She  got  out  of  the  car,  a  small pink  sports  car,  and  she  started  up  the  concrete  steps  to  her  building.    Her heels clicked off the concrete as she went.  When she reached the office, she unlocked the door, passed through the reception area to her inner office, and then crashed down on her leather couch to cry.  She only had a few moments before she heard the door opening to the reception room. 

Her tears would need to wait. 

Melanie wiped her eyes, straightened her psychiatric certificate where it hung on the wall, and went to greet her client.  Her client was Jason Cole, the son of Greg Cole, who lived with his new wife Brenda and her daughter Cindy.  They were concerned with some of Jason’s recent behavior.  Melanie invited them all to her office and bade them to sit down.  Cindy waited in the lobby. 

“Please, have a seat,” said Melanie and she sat down in a dark leather chair.  She leaned back and casually crossed her legs, allowing her tan open-toed pump to dangle from the ends of her toes. 

Greg, Brenda and Jason sat down on Melanie’s couch. 

“So tell me what I can do for you,” said Melanie. 

“Well,  this  is  a  little  odd,”  said  Greg  Cole  and  he  hesitated  to

continue. 

“I’m used to odd,” said Melanie reassuringly.  “Please continue.” 

Greg  ran  his  tongue  over  his  teeth.    “Well...  until  about  a  week  ago, Jason was perfectly normal.  Then we started noticing little things... strange things.    And  then  yesterday...  well,  yesterday  was  just  too  much.    That’s when we called you.” 

“What types of ‘little things’ did you notice?” asked Melanie. 

“Well—” started Brenda before Greg cut her off. 

“Just  lots  of  little  things.    I’m  not  saying  Jason’s  not  a  nice  kid, because he is.  He’s always been courteous and he’s never really been a rule breaker  or  anything  like  that.    But  he’s  suddenly  got   really  helpful.”    Greg furrowed his brow and stared at Melanie’s knees as he spoke. 

“Helpful is good,” said Melanie. 

“Not like this.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah.  Look, I don’t know how to put it, except he’s become a big pussy,” blurted out Greg. 

Jason blushed and Brenda rolled her eyes.  Melanie bit her tongue and her nostrils flared.  There were many ways to say what Greg meant and most of  them  did  not  require  insulting  women  in  the  process,  yet  Greg,  like  so many  of  the  other  men  Melanie  encountered,  could  only  reach  for  the  one way to say it.  It bothered Melanie that so many men seemed to see women as something  beneath  them,  an  inferior  state  of  being,  but  she  also  knew  that was unlikely ever to change.  Still, she didn’t have to like it. 

“Mr. Cole, that description doesn’t really help,” said Melanie coldly. 

Greg shrugged his shoulders.  “How else am I supposed to say it?” 

Melanie  tapped  her  pencil  against  her  notepad  angrily.    Meanwhile, Brenda scowled at her newly-wed husband, who remained unrepentant even though everyone else in the room clearly was showing their disapproval. 

“Dr.  Morgan,”  said  Brenda,  “about  two  weeks  ago,  Jason  started becoming more helpful around the house.  It wasn’t all that strange, because he’s  done  that  before.    But  it  started  getting  strange  after  a  couple  days. 

Whatever chores I asked him to do, he did, without fighting me in any way –

no  resistance  at  all.    Then,  about  a  week  ago,  he  seemed  to  become  even more  helpful  to  the  point  of  becoming...  well,  submissive,  if  that’s  the  right word?” 

Greg shrugged his shoulders again.  “Like I said:   a pussy.” 

Melanie squeezed her pencil and gritted her teeth.  Greg reminded her more  and  more  of  her  ex-husband  by  the  minute,  and  that  was  not  a  good thing.    She  physically  turned  toward  Brenda  at  this  point  to  send  a  subtle signal of disapproval to Greg, though she doubted he was observant enough and self-aware enough to understand. 

Brenda  continued:    “Submissive.     I  think  that’s  the  right  word,”  she said softly.  “He became almost servile.  It seemed that anything I asked him to do, he did without question.” 

“That’s not unusual for teens and pre-teens.  It is a little less common in  young  adults  like  Jason,  but  it’s  not  entirely  unheard  of.    Perhaps  he’s trying to earn a favor,” speculated Melanie. 

Jason shook his head.  So did Brenda. 

“No,  it  wasn’t  like  that,”  said  Brenda.    “I  can  tell  when  he  wants something.    This  was  more...  it’s  hard  to  explain.    It’s  like  he  was brainwashed.    It  was  like  he  just  automatically  did  anything  I  suggested, whether I meant for him to do it or not and whether he should have done it or not.” 

“Can you give me an example?” 

“No, unfortunately I can’t.  All I can say is that I know the difference between  him  doing  the  things  I  tell  him  because  he  wants  something  and this.  It was almost like he had no will of his own—” 

“Then there’s the incident from yesterday with his stepsister, the one we told you about,” said Greg, interrupting his wife, and he rolled his eyes. 

“She’s out in the lobby right now if you want to talk to her.” 

Melanie glared at Greg.  She really didn’t like him and she decided to be rid of him now.  “Perhaps it would be best if I met alone with Jason at this point,” said Melanie.  She looked Jason Cole up and down.  He seemed like a normal young man.  She could still see a hint of mascara just above his right eyelash, however. 

Greg and Brenda both nodded their heads.  Melanie showed them out and then closed the door.  She returned to her seat and crossed her legs.  Once again, she let her open-toed tan pump sway gently from the ends of her toes. 

“Jason,  you  claim  you  acted  involuntarily  with  your  stepsister,”  she said. 

“Yeah,” said Jason.  His eyes couldn’t meet Melanie’s. 

“Can you explain that?” asked Melanie. 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean, if you didn’t want to do it, then why did you do it?” 

Jason furrowed his brow and shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know,” 

he said.  “She just told me to do it and I did it.” 

“So you followed her order?” 

“Yeah, I guess.” 

“Why did you follow her order if you didn’t want to?” 

Jason shook his head.  He kept looking at the floor.  “I don’t know... I didn’t think about it,” he said hesitantly. 

“You  recognize  that  each  of  us  has  choices  in  all  our  actions, correct?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders. 

“Are you saying you had no choice?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders again.  “I just didn’t think about it,” he said defensively. 

“You  mean  you  didn’t  think  about  the  consequences  or  you  didn’t think about whether you should—” 

“I  mean,  I  just  didn’t  think  about  it.    She  said  do  it,  and  I  did  it.    I never stopped to even think about if I should do it or not.  It just happened,” 

he said, interrupting her.  He was clearly highly embarrassed to be discussing this. 

Melanie  raised  an  eyebrow.    Normally,  this  type  of  explanation indicated either that the subject was lying or that he was showing signs of a disassociation condition.  But two days prior, Melanie sat in this same chair as  a  slightly  younger  version  of  Jason  gave  identical  answers.    That  young man  too  found  it  impossible  not  to  obey  any  order  given  by  his  sisters,  his mother, or his sister’s friends.  Yet, like Jason, he didn’t seem to understand he  was  following  orders  either.    Instead,  he  claimed  he  just  acted  without giving it any thought.  Afterwards, he was able to feel shame about how he had  acted,  but  at  the  time  it  simply  never  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  a choice.  It was  highly unusual to run into two such cases at the same time. 

Melanie  flexed  her  toes,  which  caused  her  pump  to  swing  back  and forth.    “Tell  me  Jason,  how  long  have  you  felt  compelled  to  obey  your stepsister’s commands?” 

Jason  cringed.    He  clearly  didn’t  like  the  inference  that  he  was obeying  his  stepsister.    “I’m  not  compelled,”  he  said,  though  his  tone  was unsure.  He ran his fingers through his hair nervously; Melanie could still see traces  of  the  nail  polish  on  his  cuticles.    “Like,  I  don’t  have  to  do  anything

anybody tells me,” he said, contradicting his earlier claims.  He looked up.  “I mean, I don’t need to  obey anybody.” 

Melanie  considered  this  for  a  moment.    Jason  seemed  normal.    He looked  healthy.    He  sounded  reasonable.    There  were  no  obvious  problems with  him  and  no  apparent  breaks  from  reality,  yet  something  was  clearly wrong, just as it had been with the other male she saw two days prior. 

“I’m going to run a test,” she said. 

“A test?” 

“Yes.    It’s  a  very  simple  test.    All  I  need  you  to  do  is  resist  my command.  Do you understand?” asked Melanie. 

“Yeah.” 

“Can you do that?  Can you resist my command?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders.  “Sure.” 

Melanie wiggled her toes, causing her high-heeled shoe to fall to the floor.  “Pick up my shoe,” she commanded. 

Without  a  moment’s  hesitation,  Jason  did  exactly  as  instructed.    He slid off the couch to one knee and grabbed the shoe.  He picked it up off the floor.  He now held it in his hand. 

“I asked you to resist my command,” said Melanie. 

“Oh sorry,” he said. 

“You do realize that you just obeyed my order, right?” 

Jason  furrowed  his  brow.    “I...  well...  look,  I  just  picked  it  up.    I’m sorry, I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to,” he said and he blushed. 

“Are you saying you did this voluntarily?” 

“Yeah, I guess.  You asked me too.” 

Melanie  raised  an  eyebrow.    “All  right,  if  you  think  you  did  this voluntarily,  then  let’s  make  the  test  harder,  shall  we?    Get  on  your  knees, return the shoe to my foot and lick my toes through the shoe.”  If Jason had any power to resist, Melanie was sure this would be the moment he did. 

He didn’t. 

Just as before, Jason slid off the couch to his knees before Melanie. 

He took her nylon-covered foot in his hand and slid the high-heeled shoe onto it.  Then he leaned over, stuck out his tongue, and lapped up her toes like they were  water.    Melanie  felt  a  tingle  race  through  her  pussy  seeing  this  young man do something so humiliating on command.  She briefly saw an image in her  head  of  her  ex-husband  on  his  knees  doing  this  in  public  and  that  filled her with exhilaration.  She knew right then and there that she needed to figure

what this was and how it had happened... and how to recreate it. 

“Ok, you may return to your seat,” said Melanie a few licks later. 

Jason did. 

“You’re blushing,” said Melanie. 

He remained silent. 

“Did it humiliate you to kiss my shoe?” 

Jason bit his tongue and nodded.  “Yeah.” 

“Then why did you do it?” asked Melanie. 

“You asked me to.” 

“I asked you to resist my commands as well, why didn’t you resist?” 

Jason  scratched  his  head  and  looked  at  the  floor.    “I  don’t  know.    I didn’t think about it.” 

Melanie  smiled.    His  responses  continued  to  amaze  her.    “Jason,  I want you to walk me through your thought process.  What were you thinking when I asked you to resist my orders?” 

“That I shouldn’t do whatever you said.” 

“Then what happened.” 

“You dropped your shoe and asked me to put it back on your foot and lick it,” said Jason. 

“And you put it back on my foot and then you licked my toes.” 

“Yes.” 

“What were you thinking when you licked my toes?” 

“That you wanted me to do that.” 

“And that it was humiliating?” asked Melanie. 

Jason nodded his head. 

Melanie took a deep breath.  She tossed her shoe back on the floor. 

His  eyes  didn’t  follow  her  shoe,  they  stayed  on  her  eyes.    “Do  you  like women’s shoes, Jason?” she asked. 

“No... gross!” 

“Feet?” 

“No.” 

“Did you want to touch my feet?” 

Jason looked disgusted.  “No.” 

“In  hindsight,  does  it  bother  you  that  you  picked  up  my  shoe  and kissed it?” 

Jason blushed.  The answer was obvious. 

“You  may pick up my shoe and hold it  if you want to,” she said. 

Nothing happened. 

“Interesting,” said Melanie and she wrote a note.  When she finished, she casually said, “Jason, I’d like you to hold my shoe.” 

Jason leaned over, pick up her shoe and clutched it in his hands. 

“Fascinating,”  she  said  to  herself  and  she  wrote  another  note.    “He could  resist  when  my  desire  was  presented  as  an  option,  but  not  when  I implied  a  specific  desire  that  he  act.”    She  turned  to  Jason  and  spoke:    “It would make me happy too if you got on your knees, kissed my toes again and then returned the shoe to my foot.” 

Once again, Jason slid out of his chair onto his knees.  He bent over and kissed her foot.  Then he slid the shoe onto her foot and returned to his chair.  He blushed again.  “Can we please stop doing that?” he asked. 

“Doing what?” 

“Picking up your shoe and kissing your foot.  It’s gross!” 

“You  can  stop  any  time,  Jason.    All  you  have  to  do  is  resist  my command.”  She tossed her shoe to the ground again.  “Pick it up and kiss it. 

This time, sniff it deeply and rub it against your face.” 

As before, Jason retrieved the shoe.  He placed it to his nose and took a deep whiff with his nose.  It smelled of sweat and leather.  Then he rubbed the shoe all over his face. 

“Please stop,” he said. 

Melanie  ignored  him.    “Now  beg  me  to  let  you  put  it  back  on  my foot.” 

Jason  instantly  dropped  to  his  knees  before  her.    “Please  let  me  put your shoe back on your foot!  Please?!” 

“Interesting,”  thought  Melanie.    “So  I  can  make  him  do  more  than physical acts too.  I can make him verbalize things I want him to say.  Query: can  I  make  him  believe  something  is  true?    Can  I  implant  a  thought?” 

Melanie took a deep breath.  “All right, put it back on my foot,” she told him. 

He did and he returned to his seat. 

Melanie  now  placed  both  feet  together  and  leaned  forward  on  her knees.    “Jason,  did  it  humiliate  you  to  pick  up  my  shoe?    Answer  me truthfully.” 

“Yeah, a lot,” he said. 

“No, it didn’t, Jason.  You enjoyed it,” said Melanie. 

Jason’s face went blank for a moment. 

“Tell  me  again,  Jason,  did  it  humiliate  you  to  lick  my  shoe?”  asked

Melanie. 

“No.  I liked it.”  As Jason said this, he blushed and Melanie saw him become erect. 

“Why are you erect, Jason?  Answer me truthfully.” 

Jason  blushed  even  deeper.    “Because  it  turned  me  on.”    This  was something even Jason didn’t know until he had said it. 

Melanie raised her eyebrow again.  “Amazing!” she thought.  “I was able  to  implant  an  idea  and  uncover  a  deeply  humiliating  turn  on.”    She scribbled  another  note.    She  then  returned  her  attention  to  the  embarrassed young man.  “Tell me again why you licked my foot even after I told you to resist my commands.” 

“You told me to.” 

“Are you telling me you had no choice?” 

“Choice about what?” he asked. 

Melanie leaned back and bit the end of her pencil.  Jason was clearly obeying  her  orders,  but  seemed  unaware  of  this.    Instead,  he  seemed  to  see her orders as something other than orders, something he simply did without question  without  ever  realizing  that  he  was  obeying  a  command.    What’s more, there seemed to be few limits on her power to issue orders.  This was fascinating and definitely required further study.  In the meantime, however, she needed to place him in competent hands for his own protection... and she knew  exactly  whose  hands  those  were.    In  fact,  she  found  the  idea  rather

“appropriate,” given her recent humiliations at the hands of various males. 

“Tell me why it bothers you to obey your stepsister,” said Melanie. 

“It’s  humiliating.    She’s  a  brat,”  replied  Jason  honestly.    “Besides, she’s a girl.” 

“There’s  nothing  wrong  with  obeying  women,  Jason,  even  your stepsister.  Let’s talk about that Jason.” 

For  the  next  twenty  minutes,  Melanie  explained  to  Jason  why  he should accept his stepsister’s authority willingly, not that he had the power to resist her in any event.  When she finished, she instructed him that everything said in their sessions was confidential and she told him that if he was asked what  they  had  discussed,  he  was  to  state  that  they  discussed  personal responsibility  and  only  personal  responsibility.    She  gave  him  examples  to repeat.    She  then  dismissed  him  and  she  spoke  with  Cindy  for  several minutes. 

Jason’s life was about to change. 

Chapter 2:  “The Problem Grows” 

—o—

Although  Melanie  was  the  first  person  to  recognize  the  wider  issue affecting Satin Falls, she wasn’t the first person to notice that something was going on.  Two weeks before she met Jason Cole, several of the girls of Satin Falls first noticed that their bratty brothers weren’t quite as bratty anymore. 

A  few  days  later,  teenage  girls  began  to  notice  that  their  boyfriends  were becoming  more  courteous  and  eager  to  please.    A  few  mothers  also  noticed that  their  sons  were  suddenly  becoming  almost  helpful.    No  one  questioned any  of  this.    To  the  contrary,  the  women  of  Satin  Falls  counted  themselves lucky and happily accepted the changes. 

For the next week, things ran smoothly. 

With each passing day, however, it became more and more clear that something  was  going  on.    Indeed,  right  around  the  time  Melanie  met  with Jason,  it  was  becoming  clear  to  many  of  the  women  of  Satin  Falls  that  the boys weren’t just being helpful or courteous, they were becoming downright obedient. 

Within a few days after that, it was obvious that some sort of line had been crossed.  Girls everywhere were noticing that their boyfriends and their brothers could no longer resist even the slightest demand.  The boys claimed nothing had changed and they said they felt no differently, and among their friends  they  acted  just  as  they  always  had,  but  add  a  girl  to  the  mix  and suddenly the boys found themselves hopping to perform every command she gave.    A  few  days  after  that,  it  wasn’t  just  commands  anymore,  even  hints had  become  enough  to  make  the  boys  jump.    Within  a  week,  mere expressions of speech had become enough. 

Suddenly,  things  were  changing  all  over  the  city.    The  balance  of power had shifted and the girls realized they were now in full control. 

At first, only a few girls took advantage of this amazing change, but as more did, it became acceptable among the rest to join in.  Soon, the boys were  handing  over  the  remote  controls  for  the  televisions.    Others  found themselves  doing  their  sisters’  chores.    An  unlucky  few  found  themselves waiting  on  their  sisters  and  their  girlfriends  hand  and  foot.    A  few  even learned  just  how  tyrannical  and  vindictive  girls  can  be  when  they  receive unlimited power. 

That’s  why  David  Carlson  appeared  at  school  at  the  local  junior college,  Satin  Falls  Academy,  on  a  Monday  morning  wearing  his  ex-girlfriend’s best Sunday dress and her highest heels.  His face was made up, his nails were painted, and his longish blonde hair was done in a permanent wave of curls. 

“What  are  you  wearing,  David?!”  demanded  college  Dean  Max Dwyer. 

David blushed.  He was surrounded by students, all of them gawking at the frilly pink dress and the silver high-heeled sandals he wore.  He looked like  he  wanted  to  disappear  into  a  hole  and  never  come  back.    He  couldn’t bring himself to reply. 

“Why  are  you  wearing  a  dress  and  heels?    What’s  going  on?”  asked Dwyer.  “Answer me, David!” 

David swallowed hard.  “My, uh, ex-girlfriend made me wear it.” 

“She ‘made’ you wear it?” asked Dwyer incredulously. 

David nodded his head. 

“Did she threaten you?” 

David shook his head. 

“Did she force you physically?” 

Once again David shook his head.  He shifted from foot to foot as the high heels were difficult to stand in. 

“Did she blackmail you?” 

Again, David shook his head. 

Dwyer looked perplexed.  “I’m confused, David.  If she didn’t force you and she didn’t threaten you and she didn’t blackmail you, then how did she ‘make’ you wear the dress?” 

David ran his tongue over his teeth nervously.  “She told me to wear it.” 

“She ‘told you’?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Dwyer glared at the young man in the dress.  “This sounds like some sort of joke, young man.  But the joke’s on you.  You probably want me to send you home, but I’m not going to.  I’m going to let you attend class all day long dressed just the way you are.  Maybe next time, you’ll think twice.” 

With  that,  Dwyer  walked  off,  leaving  the  humiliated  young  man  to endure  his  day  in  the  dress  and  heels.    Unfortunately,  this  proved  to  be  a rather large mistake on Dwyer’s part, for almost every girl in the school saw

how David had been dressed that day, and it gave them ideas.  Consequently, the next day, two more male students showed up wearing dresses and heels. 

Three more did so the day after that.  More followed them.  And each time, they  claimed  only  that  their  girlfriends  or  sisters  “told  them”  to  dress  that way. 

At first, Dwyer saw this as some sort of joke, and he tried to punish the  boys  to  stop  them  from  further  disrupting  the  school.    But  he  soon realized that something strange was going on.  He had a problem, and it was unlike anything else the school had ever faced before.  He needed help.  So he  decided  to  call  for  help...  he  called  the  town  psychiatrist,  Dr.  Melanie Morgan. 

—o—

As things slowly began to spin out of control at Satin Falls Academy, life continued normally everywhere else in Satin Falls.  Sidney Drake and her fiancé  Eric  Miller,  for  example,  went  to  Eric’s  parents’  home  for  dinner,  as they did every other Friday night. 

Sidney  hugged  her  fiancé  tightly.    They  were  in  the  living  room  at Eric’s  parents’  house.    Eric’s  mother  Violet  was  working  in  the  kitchen putting  the  finishing  touches  on  the  meal.    Eric’s  younger  sister  Kayleigh helped  his  mother  in  the  kitchen.    Eric’s  father  Henry  was  off  in  his  study waiting  for  dinner  to  be  served;  he  never  came  to  the  table  until  the  others were seated.  Eric’s father Henry just happened to be Sidney’s boss at the law firm where she worked:  Hunter Miller.  Henry and Sidney did not see eye to eye... not about anything. 

“Everyone’s  busy.    That  means  we’re  alone,”  said  Sidney  and  she smiled. 

“They should be busy until they finish the roast,” said Eric. 

Sidney  looked  over  her  shoulder  one  more  time  to  make  sure  they were  alone.    Then  she  kissed  her  fiancé  on  the  lips  while  simultaneously placing her right hand on his rear.  She felt for his pantylines. 

“Hmm, a thong.  What color?” asked Sidney. 

“Pink, Miss.  I know you like me to wear pink when we come here,” 

said Eric. 

“I do indeed,” she replied and she kissed him again. 

Eric  smiled.    By  all  appearances,  Eric  was  a  strong  and  masculine young man in his late 20’s.  He stood erect with a proud bearing.  He spoke

with a strong, authoritative voice.  He had excelled at school, and he played sports  in  high  school  and  in  college.    No  one  doubted  his  masculinity.    But Eric had a secret he kept hidden from everyone, everyone except Sidney that is.  Sidney knew his secret and actively encouraged it because it turned her on just as much as him. 

“Your toenails?” asked Sidney. 

“Red, Miss.” 

“Which red?” 

“Rose, Miss.” 

Sidney  ran  her  hands  up  his  back  and  felt  for  his  bra  through  his heavy black sweater.  She smiled when her fingers found it.  “Good girl,” she said with a laugh.  “What would Henry say if he knew?” 

“My father would be very upset at what I’m wearing, Miss.” 

“Oh,  he’d  be  more  than  just  upset,”  said  Sidney  with  a  chuckle. 

“He’d be furious, the old bastard.  I’ll bet he’d flip his lid.”  She wrapped her arms around Eric and pulled him close.  “Of course, he’d probably blame me, 

‘What have you done to my son, you feminist bitch!’  Oh, how it would kill him to know about you.  Heck, just the fact you follow my orders would kill him  even  without  all  the  rest.    He  can’t  stand  the  idea  of  women  being  in charge.” 

Eric  said  nothing.    His  father  was  a  difficult  person  and  he’d  never been able to tell him the truth, but he did love him so he tried not to take sides between his father and Sidney.  They clearly did not like each other one bit, and  both  could  get  carried  away  in  their  dislike  of  the  other,  as  Sidney  was doing now. 

Sidney got a distant look in her eyes and a vicious smile crossed her lips. 

“I  should  make  you  stand  up  in  the  middle  of  dinner  and  show  him your panties,” growled Sidney.  “That would serve him right to know you’re a sissy and there’s nothing he can do about it.” 

“Please don’t do that, Miss,” said Eric pensively. 

This snapped Sidney back to reality and she realized what she’d said. 

She  blushed.    “I’m  sorry,  dear.    I  was  just  upset  at  how  things  are  going  at work.    Your  father  tried  to  make  me  look  like  a  fool  again  and  it  frustrates me,  but  that’s  no  excuse  for  taking  it  out  on  you.”    She  kissed  him  on  the lips.  “Forgive me?” 

Eric smiled and nodded.  “What did he do this time?” 

“He’s  back  to  whining  about  my  clothes:    I  ‘don’t  dress conservatively enough’ to be a ‘real lawyer.’  My skirts are too low and my heels are way, way too high according to Henry.” 

Eric  looked  down  at  the  platform  sandals  Sidney  wore.    They  were black with lots of straps and had a five-inch heel.  She wore black stockings, but  her  perfect  toes  with  their  red-painted  nails,  the  same  color  as  Eric’s toenails,  still  could  be  seen  clearly  through  the  stockings.    These  were beautiful shoes, but hardly something lawyers would wear around the office. 

Sidney  saw  her  fiancé  looking  down  at  her  shoes  doubtfully.    She shook her head and she chuckled.  “No, honey, I wasn’t wearing these.  I was wearing  basic  black  pumps  with  wide  three-inch  heels.    They’re  very professional.    Female  lawyers  wear  shoes  like  those  all  the  time.    But  he started whining that they were too high.” 

“Dad can be very conservative when it comes to these things, Miss.” 

Sidney  rolled  her  eyes.    “Hardly.    He’s  fine  with  the  secretaries wearing  four  and  even  five-inch  heels  and  short  skirts.    Heck,  they  could probably wear lingerie if they wanted.  He just doesn’t like a woman being an attorney,  that’s  all  it  is,  and  he’s  trying  to  humiliate  me  to  keep  me  in  my place.  So he attacks me in public every time my skirt is shorter than twenty inches or my heels are higher than two and a half inches as if I’m some sort of slut.” 

“You make it sound like he follows you around with a ruler, Miss.” 

Sidney smirked cynically.  “It feels that way sometimes.  I swear that man  spends  his  day  staring  at  my  shoes.    He  must  want  to  wear  them  or something.” 

This made Eric blush at the idea of his father wearing women’s shoes. 

“Do you know what would be hilarious?” asked Sidney. 

“What, Miss?” 

“If  old  Henry  had  to  wear  high  heels.    We  should  make  all  the wedding guests come dressed as women.” 

A  look  of  horror  passed  over  Eric’s  face.    Sidney  saw  this  and  she laughed. 

“Relax, baby, I’m kidding.  There’s only room for one sissy in my life and  that’s  you!”    She  kissed  her  fiancé  again.    “Could  you  imagine  it though?” 

“I think it would kill him,” said Eric. 

“That it would!” 

Then Eric said, “I’m sorry my father’s so hard on you, Miss.  I wish I could help.” 

Sidney  smiled  and  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “That’s  sweet,  dear,  but there’s nothing you can do.  It’s just the way your father is and I’ll have to deal with it.  But he better hope he never ends up working for me, that’s for sure!  I swear I’m going to be merciless!” 

—o—

Over the next two weeks, Melanie did intensive study.  Dean Dwyer and the college’s Board had called her in and asked her to investigate.  So she had.  She researched everything she could find on the topics of mind control, loss  of  will,  hypnosis  and  conduct  disassociation.    She  even  looked  briefly into female domination as a fetish in the event the males had just been turned on by something and were now playing some sort of sexual game.  Nothing anywhere ever acted like this. 

She  decided  she  needed  to  broaden  her  researcher,  so  she  called  in two friends:  a chemist and a geneticist.  With their help, Melanie managed to find  the  cause,  but  she  had  no  clue  as  to  a  possible  cure.    Of  course,  she wasn’t looking for one either.  Indeed, finding a cure wasn’t exactly her goal at all.  If anything, she wanted to find a way to spread and expand the effect. 

But she had to keep that secret, as it would not be well-received by anyone in the town.  In the meantime, she needed to stop the town elders from seeking help  from  the  outside  world,  because  that  help  might  expose  her  plans  and might  find  the  cure  she  never  wanted  found.    If  she  could  do  that,  then  she would  remain  in  charge  of  this  situation  and  she  could  do  as  she  wanted. 

That  was  her  main  goal  when  she  met  with  the  college  Board  that  Monday morning. 

It was Monday. 

Melanie  sat  in  a  large,  ornate  conference  room  where  the  university Board  normally  met.    She  wore  a  beige  pantsuit  with  nude  pumps.    Her shoulder-length brown hair was tied in a bun on the back of her head.  Two scientific reports sat on the table before her.  She was still alone.  She looked at her watch. 

“Running late as always, Dwyer,” thought Melanie. 

She  tapped  her  fingernails  nervously  on  the  desk  and  she  looked  at her phone.  Sidney had ignored her messages.  She knew she would, but she sent them nevertheless in a moment of weakness.  That Sidney ignored them

made her sad.  It also made her angry. 

“I can’t believe she left me for  him!” growled Sidney. 

A moment later, in walked Dean Dwyer, an affable man in his early fifties.  He sat down across from Melanie at the center of the table.  With the Dean came a much younger woman, Assistant Dean Sondra Stern.  She wore a fitted black dress and black stilettos.  Melanie thought she was pretty, but she came across as a little harsh or cold.  She sat to the Dean’s right.  Behind the Dean and Stern came the three member Board:  two middle-aged women and an older man.  They sat to the Dean’s left. 

Dwyer picked up his gavel and he struck the table. 

 CRACK!  CRACK! 

“Let  me  call  this  meeting  to  order.    I’ve  asked  Dr.  Morgan  to  come brief us tonight on her findings to date, with the understanding that her efforts are only preliminary at this point.”  He set down the gavel.  “Thank you for coming.” 

“Thank you for having me, Dean,” said Melanie. 

“I  think  it’s  safe  to  say  that  there’s  no  doubt  something  is  going  on, and it seems to be getting worse,” said Dwyer. 

“What do you mean ‘worse’?” asked one of the Board members. 

Dwyer looked at the woman.  “It seems the boys are losing the ability to  resist  commands  from  women:    any  command...  from  any  woman.    At first,  this  was  only  clear  and  direct  commands.    But  now  it’s  gotten  to  the point  where  even  suggestions  or  hints  of  commands  are  being  acted  upon,” 

said Dwyer. 

“What  do  you  mean  ‘suggestions  or  hints’?”  asked  the  male  Board member. 

Dwyer  leaned  back  and  folded  his  arms.    He  wore  a  brown  sweater, brown  slacks  and  loafers.    “To  give  you  an  example.    When  this  started,  a woman would need to say, ‘Rick, fetch me that book.’  The boy would then do it.  Now we’ve reached a point, where a woman could simply say into a crowd  of  boys,  ‘I  wish  I  had  that  book,’  and  every  single  boy  in  the  crowd would automatically go get the book for her.” 

The Board members looked at each other uneasily. 

“Is there a danger?” asked one of the women. 

“Yes  and  no,”  Dwyer  said  cautiously.    “So  long  as  everyone  acts reasonably  and  carefully  there’s  no  danger.    But  not  everyone  has  acted reasonably and carefully.  We are talking about young people after all.” 

“And you think we need to say something?” asked the woman. 

Dwyer started to nod his head, but he was cut off. 

“What?!    Wait  a  minute!”  protested  the  male  Board  member.    “That will only make things worse by letting the genie out of the bottle!” 

“The  genie  is  out  of  the  bottle.    The  girls  know  something  is  wrong and more of them are discovering their newfound power every day.  We can’t hide  this  and  hope  it  goes  away.    We  need  to  address  it,”  said  the  other woman. 

The man shook his head.  “We can’t do that.  If we announce what’s happening, it will be open season on the boys.  They’ll be completely at the girls’ mercy.” 

“They already are.” 

Dwyer raised his hand to stop the argument.  “We don’t we hear from Dr. Morgan.  I’ve asked her to come brief us.  Maybe she can help us.  That is why we called her after all.” 

Sensing  she  had  two  allies  in  the  room  in  the  women,  Melanie  dove right in.  “To cut to the chase, you ladies are correct.  The genie  is out of the bottle.    The  girls  know  something  is  wrong  and  are  flexing  their  newfound powers  already.    It  would  be  irresponsible  to  ignore  this  and  hope  it  goes away.  We need to address it.  And that means we need to tell everyone what is happening and put in place a program to smooth the transition.” 

“The ‘transition’ to what?” asked the man cautiously. 

Melanie  laughed  to  herself.    “To  a  world  run  by  women,  you  stupid man,”  she  thought,  but  she  actually  said:    “Transition  to  the  new  reality  we need to establish.  We need to teach the girls how to use this power wisely so they don’t injure the boys by accident or intent, and we need to help the boys accept their new status.” 

“Can’t we cure the boys instead?” asked Dwyer. 

Melanie tossed the two reports onto the table.  “We don’t know how yet.  I have here two reports, one from a chemist and one from a geneticist. 

Our  problem  comes  from  a  retrovirus,  which  was  created  when  two chemicals combined in the water supply and then mutated a virus.  That virus attacks the Y chromosome, which is why the boys have been affected, but not the  girl.    When  it  attacks  the  chromosome,  it  makes  the  changes  we  are seeing.    So  we  know  what  is  causing  all  of  this,  but  right  now,  we  have  no way to stop the virus or to reverse what it has done.”  She paused.  “Unless and until we can solve that riddle, this is the new reality.” 

The  room  went  silent,  except  for  the  sound  of  Sondra  Stern  tapping the sole of her high-heeled shoe against the tile floor. 

“How  much  worse  could  this  get  for  the  boys?”  asked  one  of  the women. 

Melanie shrugged her shoulders.  “We’re not sure yet.  Since it tinkers directly  with  the  Y  chromosome,  it  could  do  almost  anything.    It’s theoretically  possible  they  could  undergo  a  great  many  changes  still, including  new  behaviors  or  new  mental  or  physical  traits.    There’s  just  no way  to  tell  what  could  happen,  or  when  it  might  happen.    It  could  even reverse  itself,  though  that’s  unlikely.    The  geneticist  I’ve  consulted  actually believes this is how human evolution happens.” 

“So there are no limits?  Is that what you’re saying?  They could grow wings or turn green?” asked the older woman. 

Melanie shook her head.  “No.  While that’s  possible, something that radical is highly, highly unlikely.  The geneticist thinks it’s more likely that if other changes occur that the boys will simply become more feminine as the X

chromosome compensates for the damage to the Y.” 

The room went silent again. 

“What do you mean more feminine?” asked the man nervously. 

“More  feminine  means  exactly  what  it  sounds  like:    more  like women,” said Melanie.  “That means potentially loss of strength and muscle mass,  loss  of  size,  shrunken  penises,  breast  growth...  those  are  all  possible. 

In  effect,  they  could  take  on  the  characteristics  of  their  mothers,  who  gave them the X chromosome.  But, of course, it’s much more likely nothing will happen.” 

The Board members looked at each other nervously. 

“And you say this was in the water?” 

“Yes,  we  found  it  in  the  water.    The  chemist  is  still  finishing  his report,  but  it  appears  to  have  been  a  combination  of  a  natural  organism coming  into  contact  with  two  separate  but  reactive  chemicals  that  wouldn’t normally  be  found  together,  but  came  into  contact  when  one  was  dumped accidentally and the other was used to try to kill an algae growth.” 

“And this is permanent or not?” 

“We don’t know.” 

“This is a catastrophe,” said the younger woman. 

Melanie nodded her heard.  “Yes, but we’re just speculating about the future now.  Right now we need to deal with the issue at hand.  These girls

have power over these young men and unless you want to keep them separate 24/7,  then  we  need  to  do  something.    What  I’m  proposing  will  help  them cope.” 

“What  are  you  proposing?”  asked  the  male  board  member.    He seemed shaken by the presentation. 

Melanie smiled to herself.   This was what she had been waiting for. 

Here  was  her  chance  to  take  control  over  this  issue  and  to  use  it  to  get  the revenge she felt she deserved against the males of this world... the males who humiliated her in her divorce and now took away her lover Sidney.  And best of all, no one, not Dwyer, not the Board, had the slightest idea what she was really up to. 

“First,” said Melanie, “we need to recognize that this power the girls have  now  is  real.    That  means  we  need  to  teach  them  to  use  it  wisely. 

Secondly,  since  the  boys  can’t  resist,  we  need  to  make  it  easier  for  them  to accept that they are powerless.” 

“I mean, what are you proposing specifically?” asked the man. 

Melanie ran her tongue over her teeth.  She felt nervous.  If they were going  to  reject  her  plan,  this  was  when  they  would  do  it.    She  saw  all  their anxious faces staring at her.  She held her breath and continued. 

“I’m  proposing  that  we  explain  this  power  to  the  girls  so  they understand what is happening.  Then we assign each boy a female guardian. 

Their job will be to watch the boy while he’s in public and act as a protector. 

And we need to teach the boys to accept the authority of the girls.  We need to  ease  their  sense  of  shame  and  soften  the  blow  to  their  masculine  egos  to make this easier for them to accept.” 

“Can’t we teach the boys to resist these commands?” asked the male. 

Melanie  shook  her  head.    “It  doesn’t  appear  possible.    This  is  a genetic  change  which  is  stronger  than  mere  will  power.    These  boys  are literally  programmed  to  follow  the  girls’  commands  now.”    Plus,  thought Melanie, “That would ruin my plans.” 

“Then  it’s  foolish  to  tell  the  girls  how  much  power  they  have!”  said the  man.    “That  would  only  encourage  them  to  take  advantage  of  this situation!” 

Sondra suddenly scowled at the man.  “It’s foolish to ignore this and hope nothing horrible happens.  The girls will discover this.  Many of them have  discovered  it  already.    Putting  your  head  into  the  sand  will  leave  both the girls and boys unprepared for how to handle this.  That’s foolish.” 

The room burst into claxon of voices.  For over an hour, they argued. 

When  they  finished,  the  Board  voted.    Melanie  would  be  given  the responsibility for training the boys, the girls, and the parents.  What’s more, as  Melanie  suggested,  they  would  do  their  best  to  keep  this  secret  from  the world outside Satin Falls, except for the scientists Melanie decided to hire to help work on a cure.  Melanie had gotten everything she wanted and more. 

She was firmly in charge of this issue now. 

Chapter 3:  “Amber and Jason” 

—o—

It  was  Saturday,  and  Amber  Drake,  Sidney’s  younger  sister,  went  to see  her  boyfriend  Jason  Cole.    Amber  had  been  home  sick  for  the  past  few days  with  a  cold  and  she  hadn’t  heard  much  about  what  was  going  on  with the boys.  All she’d heard at this point was that some of the boys were acting

“weird.” 

“But when don’t they?” she thought.  She was in for a surprise. 

Amber  knocked  on  Jason’s  door.    Jason’s  parents  were  out  of  town shopping for the day, and Jason was home with his stepsister Cindy.  Amber thought  they  could  do  their  homework  together  and  then  spend  some  time sitting  by  his  pool.    Jason,  however,  seemed  hesitant  to  be  with  her  starting the moment he opened the door. 

“Amber, hi,” said Jason with a hint of trepidation. 

Amber  wrapped  her  arms  around  him  and  hugged  him  tightly.    “I missed you,” she said and she kissed him. 

Jason  smiled  politely,  but  didn’t  return  her  affections.    This  was unusual.  Amber was a beautiful girl, with wavy brown hair to the middle of her  back,  almond-shaped  eyes,  hints  of  dimples  in  her  cheeks,  curvy  yet athletic  legs,  and  a  robust  figure.    She  also  excelled  at  accentuating  her features with the right clothing and makeup.  Today, for example, she wore a pleated  white  mini-skirt,  a  tight  pink  v-neck  sweater  and  pink  slides  with  a two-inch  heel.    Just  seeing  her  always  brought  a  smile  to  Jason’s  face,  and that  was  before  he  even  thought  about  how  much  he  loved  being  with  her. 

Seeing her had not made him smile today, however. 

Amber raised an eyebrow.  “What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“Nothing.  Everything’s fine,” he said cautiously. 

“Are you sure?” 

Just  then  Jason’s  stepsister  Cindy  came  around  the  corner,  wearing denim shorts and wooden clogs.  They had only just become stepbrother and stepsister  as  their  parents  only  married  a  few  weeks  prior.    Unfortunately, they  didn’t  get  along.    Jason  blamed  this  on  Cindy;  she  was  only  a  year younger  than  Jason,  but  she  seemed  even  younger  do  to  her  bratty  attitude, and she especially seemed to like doing things that annoyed Jason.  She and Amber were cordial, though they certainly weren’t friends. 

“Hey Amber, how are things?” asked Cindy. 

“Fine, how are you?” replied Amber and she stepped inside the home. 

“Cool, everything’s cool.  Right, Jason?” 

Jason bit his lip.  “Yeah, everything’s fine.” 

Amber furrowed her brow.  Something seemed wrong, but clearly she wasn’t  going  to  get  any  answer  from  either  of  them.    She  decided  to  press ahead.    “I  brought  my  homework  with  me.    I  figure  we  could  do  that together,” she said to Jason as she patted the bag she carried. 

“Sure,”  said  Jason  and  he  shot  a  glance  at  Cindy,  who  nodded  her head.  Amber missed this. 

“Well, lead on,” said Amber. 

Jason led Amber to the living room.  Amber, who walked behind him, admired his tight rear as they went.  She liked his butt a lot.  As they turned into  the  living  room,  however,  for  the  briefest  of  moments,  Amber  thought she saw the outline of a pair of panties beneath Jason’s tan walking shorts. 

This startled her.  But before she could look again, what she saw vanished as he sat down. 

“That’s  impossible,”  she  thought,  and  she  dismissed  this  as  her imagination. 

For  the  next  hour,  Amber  and  Jason  slogged  their  way  through various  math  and  science  questions  while  Cindy  watched  television  from  a nearby recliner.  By the time they finished, both felt mentally exhausted. 

“Do you know what we should do now?” asked Amber. 

“What?” asked Jason. 

“I’d love to sit by your pool!” 

Cindy  sat  up  at  this.    A  huge  smile  appeared  on  her  lips.    Amber thought this was strange.  Even more strange, Jason seemed hesitant.  Jason had  never  refused  to  sit  by  the  pool  before,  so  what  made  him  so  nervous now, she wondered. 

Jason bit his lip.  “Uh, I’d rather not go outside.” 

“Why not?” 

“Yeah Jason,” asked Cindy in a mocking tone, “why not?”  A wicked smile crossed her lips.  She looked directly at him; he seemed nervous.  Then she said, “Jason, go change and then go sit outside by the pool with Amber.” 

Jason  started  to  rise.    Amber  saw  this  and  cocked  her  head  to  one side.  How had Cindy, of all people, gotten him to agree when he seemed so opposed?  And why did he agree without even a hint of resistance?  This was

all very strange. 

Cindy turned to Amber.  “You can borrow my mom’s swimsuit if you want.” 

“Thanks.” 

—o—

Five  minutes  later,  Amber  walked  out  back  to  the  small  pool  in Jason’s  backyard.    She  wore  a  canary  yellow  two  piece  bikini  and  her  pink slides.    She’s  found  some  suntan  lotion  in  the  bathroom  and  was  busy applying it to her chest and arms when Cindy appeared.  Cindy wore a blue and white-checkered bikini.  On her feet were blue flip-flops.  Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail. 

“Jason  will  be  out  in  a  minute,”  said  Cindy.    She  seemed  to  stifle  a giggle. 

Amber  thought  this  was  suspicious  and  she  almost  went  inside  to check  on  Jason  to  make  sure  nothing  had  happened  to  him,  but  then  Jason appeared and Amber’s jaw dropped. 

“Oh my God!” gasped Amber. 

Cindy laughed. 

“I’m sorry,” Jason said.  “It wasn’t my idea.”  Jason wore a red bikini with  a  flower  pattern.    On  his  feet  were  tan  wedge-heeled  sandals  with  a three-inch  wedge  heel;  he  walked  in  them  like  a  pro,  as  if  he  had  been wearing  them  for  some  time.    What’s  more,  as  he  neared,  his  erection  was obvious  as  was  the  fact  he  already  had  tan  lines  which  matched  the  bikini! 

Clearly, he had been sunning himself in this very bikini before. 

Amber  rose  and  inspected  her  boyfriend.    The  bikini  left  nothing  to the imagination, including his erection. 

“Why are you wearing that?” she asked as she tugged at the bikini. 

“It wasn’t my idea,” he repeated.  His face was so red it almost looked like a crayon. 

Amber pulled the bikini away from his chest so she could see his tan line.  “You wore this to get a tan?” she asked, sounding confused.  “I don’t understand.  What’s going on, Jason?” 

Jason  looked  at  her  and  he  cringed.    Suddenly,  he  sang:    “I  love wearing sissy clothes!  I’m a little sissy.  I’m Sissy Jason!”  Then he turned on his heels and he skipped inside. 

Amber  stood  there  stunned.    Behind  her,  Cindy  was  doubled  over

laughing.  Amber shook her head at Cindy’s nasty display and she followed Jason into the house.  He had locked himself in his bedroom and would not come out. 

“Jason, what’s going on?!” demanded Amber. 

“I’m sorry.  Please leave,” he said. 

“Can we talk?” 

“Please leave me alone.” 

Amber took a deep breath.  She thought about trying to force him to talk  about  this  now,  but  changed  her  mind.    She  would  let  him  calm  down and then she would speak to him later. 

“I’ll call you later,” she said. 

With  that,  she  left.    As  she  did,  the  image  of  her  boyfriend  in  the bikini and the heels filled her mind.  She had no idea what this meant and she was  still  in  shock.    Interestingly,  she  also  felt  a  very  strange  feeling  deep within  her.    It  was  almost  a  tingle  deep  inside  her  crotch.    She  didn’t  know what this meant and she wasn’t sure she wanted to find out. 

—o—

Amber returned home to wait for her sister Sidney.  She was deeply confused and she needed advice, and Sidney was the best person to give it to her.  Sidney was a few years older than Amber and had been appointed her guardian when their parents died.  They now lived together in an apartment Sidney rented as Amber finished school and Sidney got her start in the law. 

With  Amber  being  legally  old  enough  now,  and  Sidney  planning  to  marry Eric,  Amber  and  Sidney  agreed  that  Amber  would  get  the  apartment  to herself  once  Sidney  moved  in  with  Eric  after  the  wedding.    Amber  had  no idea that Eric was a cross-dresser or that Sidney dominated him.  She didn’t know that Sidney had been Dr. Morgan’s lesbian lover either. 

“It was really weird,” said Amber.  They were in the kitchen.  Sidney still wore her skirt suit and heels from work.  She leaned against the kitchen counter  eating  an  apple.    Amber  wore  shorts  and  sandals.    She  still  looked stunned  from  her  experience  with  her  boyfriend  a  few  hours  prior.    What stunned  her  most,  perhaps,  was  that  she  felt  a  very  strong  desire  to masturbate.  She tried to put that out of her mind. 

“Weird in what way?” asked Sidney.  She stepped out of her four-inch heels, heels which had once again drawn the ire of Henry Miller.  This time, she came within an ounce of self-control of asking him if he had “a thing” for

her shoes.  The only thing stopping her was that she was pretty sure he would fire her, even if she was to be married to his son. 

“You won’t laugh?” asked Amber. 

“I  won’t  laugh.    We’re  sisters.    You  can  tell  me  anything.    What happened?” asked Sidney. 

“From  the  moment  I  got  there,  he  seemed  nervous,”  said  Amber. 

“I’m  not  sure  why,  but  he  was.    Then  we  did  our  homework.    When  we finished, I asked him if we could sit by the pool.  He said he didn’t want to. 

That was strange.” 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders.  “Maybe he just didn’t want to sit by the pool.” 

“He  always  does,  that’s  why  it  seemed  strange.    But  that  wasn’t  the only thing.  Right after he told me he didn’t want to, Cindy told him to do it and  he  instantly  agreed.    He  just  got  right  up  and  went  to  change.    It  was weird.    At  first,  he  seemed  really  opposed  and  then  he  just  did  it  when  she told him to.” 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders again and she fished a drink out of the refrigerator.  “So he changed his mind?” 

“Just wait, it gets worse,” said Amber.  As she prepared to discuss the next part, she felt her pussy becoming wet.  This troubled her as she had no idea  why  any  of  this  should  excite  her.    She  had  felt  the  same  way  on  the walk home: excited and horny, but also ashamed and confused.  She tried to focus  on  her  concerns  about  Jason.    “After  he  agreed,  I  changed  into  a swimming suit and I went outside to wait by the pool.  A few minutes later, he comes waltzing outside... and... well, get this... he’s wearing a bikini and high heels!” 

Sidney almost spit out her drink.  “He what?!” she blurted out.  Her thoughts  instantly  turned  to  what  her  fiancé  was  likely  wearing  at  this  very moment  at  his  apartment.    No  doubt,  that  too  involved  high  heels...  and  a feather duster.  Her face turned bright red. 

“Don’t laugh!” 

“I’m  not  laughing.    Trust  me,”  said  Sidney.    She  bit  her  lip  and blushed.  “What are the odds that Amber found a cross-dresser? ”  wondered Sidney. 

“Why would a boy do that?” asked Amber. 

It  wasn’t  clear  if  this  question  was  rhetorical  or  not,  but  Sidney assumed Amber would want an answer.  Unfortunately, she wasn’t sure how

to  address  this,  not  without  running  the  risk  of  exposing  Eric.    She  took  a deep breath.  She ran her tongue over her teeth.  She thought about dodging the question, but Amber needed guidance.  Finally, she spoke. 

“Some guys just like to wear women’s clothes,” said Sidney as calmly and as reassuringly as she could. 

Amber seemed surprised.  “Really?!  Why?” 

“I’m, uh, not sure.  I just know they do.” 

“How do you know?  Do you know any?” 

Sidney  blushed.    “Well,  I  mean,  it’s  not  an  uncommon  thing,”  she said, evading the question.  “I’ve read about it at times.  It’s called a ‘fetish’

and some guys  just  have  it.    It’s  like  women  who  want  to  be  submissive  or guys who get off on women’s shoes,” she said. 

Amber  furrowed  her  brow.    “Guys  get  off  on  women’s  shoes?”  she asked doubtfully. 

Sidney  realized  that  this  conversation  was  not  headed  in  the  right direction.  It was one thing to talk about the birds and the bees with her little sister,  it  was  another  to  become  Amber’s  Encyclopedia  of  Fetishes.    She decided to try to force the conversation back on topic. 

“Look,  Amber,  there  are  guys  who  get  off  on  wearing  women’s clothes.  There’s nothing wrong with it.” 

Amber raised an eyebrow.  “There’s nothing wrong with it?” 

“No.  They’re just clothes.” 

“Then why don’t they do it openly?” 

Sidney  bit  her  lip.    She  really  wished  Eric  was  handling  this conversation.  “Well, sometimes they can’t because some people don’t react well.    So  it’s  safer  to  just  keep  that  quiet.    But  it  doesn’t  make  it  wrong  or anything.” 

There was a pause. 

“What about women?” asked Amber cautiously. 

Sidney nodded her head.  “Yes, some women wear men’s clothes.” 

Amber  blushed.    “No,  I  mean,  are  there  women  who  get  excited  by men wearing women’s clothes?” asked Amber carefully.  She felt that tingle again. 

Sidney simultaneously felt terror at this question and a strange thrill. 

“Yes,” she wanted to scream, “I love seeing Eric in women’s clothes! ” but she knew  that  was  the  last  thing  she  could  say.    She  decided  to  shift  the conversation  away  again.    “Yeah,”  she  said,  “I  guess  so.    But  the  issue  is

Jason, right?” 

“Right.  And you think this is something that turns Jason on?” 

Sidney nodded her head.  “Yes, I do.  And you can either accept that as part of who he is, or you can leave him and find another man.  But if you really do love him, then honestly, this shouldn’t bother you.” 

Amber scratched her chin.  “I’m not so sure.” 

Sidney  furrowed  her  brow.    She  was  surprised  Amber  wasn’t  more accepting  of  this.    “Look,  I  know  it’s  a  difficult  decision,  but  keep  in  mind that he’s the same Jason you fell in love with even if he is prancing around the house in heels and a dress,” said Sidney and she instantly regretted using the word “prancing.”  She had gotten into the habit of teasing Eric about his feminization,  because  he  liked  it,  and  that  meant  she  often  found  herself describing male feminization in quasi-insulting ways or in ways that implied weakness or that suggested it was weird.  This was a hard habit to break, and she  did  not  want  to  send  this  signal  to  Amber.    Amber,  however,  had something else on her mind and had been misinterpreted by Sidney. 

“What?  Oh, that’s not what I mean,” said Amber before Sidney could correct the “prancing” comment. 

“What do you mean?” asked Sidney cautiously. 

“I  don’t  think  he  likes  wearing  women’s  clothes.    I  think  he’s  being forced.” 

Sidney  bit  her  lip  and  placed  her  hand  on  her  sister’s  shoulder. 

“Listen little sister, the world is full of people with issues.  Trust me on this, I’m a lawyer, I’ve seen it all.  There’s no reason to get upset about this just yet.  What you’re experiencing is called denial—” 

“No, I get that, but that’s not what I’m talking about.  When I asked him why he was wearing those things, he said he was a sissy,” said Amber. 

“Actually, he sang that he was a sissy.” 

“See.” 

“But he seemed angry about it and he clearly didn’t want to say it or let me see him in those clothes.  So why would he say those things and dress like that if he didn’t want to?  I really got the feeling it was like he was being blackmailed into putting on this show for me and it wouldn’t surprise me if Cindy was behind this!” 

Sidney took a deep breath.  “People act strangely at times like that.” 

Amber started to speak, but Sidney cut her off.  “All I’m trying to say is that until you know exactly what’s going on, there’s no reason to judge anything. 

It could have been a prank gone wrong.  Or maybe he’s just one of those guys who likes your closet as much as he likes you.  For now, if you love him, just keep an open mind and wait for it all to shake out.” 

Amber  nodded  her  head.    “I  will,”  she  said,  but  she  clearly  wasn’t satisfied.    Everything  about  the  incident  struck  her  as  strange  or  wrong. 

Jason was acting against his will, of that she was sure.  Amber vowed to get to the bottom of this. 

—o—

A day or so later, Sidney sat down on Eric’s couch and kicked off her heels.  She leaned back and rubbed her eyes.  Eric brought her a cup of hot tea,  as  he  often  did  when  she  came  home  tired  and  frustrated.    He  wore  a black satin maid’s uniform with a low cut square top, a white pinafore apron, and  open-toed  black  slingbacks  with  a  four-inch  heel.    This  was  Sidney’s favorite uniform of his. 

“Thank you, dear,” said Sidney, and she took the tea. 

“Hard day, Miss?” asked Eric and he wiped his hands on his apron. 

“You don’t know the half of it,” she said. 

Sidney  patted  the  seat  next  to  her  and  Eric  sat  down,  smoothing  his skirt  before  he  did  and  then  pulling  his  feet  close  together  and  resting  his hands on his knees.  He was the perfect picture of femininity in his motions. 

Indeed,  when  he  first  told  Sidney  about  his  cross-dressing  and  she  insisted that he show her, she was floored at how feminine he was in his appearance and  how  he  carried  himself  when  he  was  dressed.    That  came  from  all  the practicing he had done once he moved out of his parents’ house and into this apartment, and it turned her on something fierce to think that this was a man. 

Of course, it turned her on even more to realize that he had chosen to share this dangerous secret with her.  Not only did the sense of power she felt from knowing  this  about  him  make  her  happy,  as  did  the  sense  that  he  had delivered himself into her power, but the amazing feeling of trust it gave her made her feel warm and loved.  She had never felt so close to another person. 

Right now though, she felt annoyed. 

“So what happened?” asked Eric. 

“In a word:  Tim Johnson.  He’s the biggest pain in my rear.  Add in your father and together they make everything so amazingly difficult.  Let me tell you, your father really does not like women working as lawyers.” 

“Dad’s like that, Miss.” 

Sidney rolled her eyes.  “Don’t I know it?  Do you know he actually asked me today if I would have time to work full-time even with my wedding coming up?  Can you believe the nerve?” 

Eric smiled.  “Well, weddings are a big deal and he probably figured you wanted to take some time to work out all the details, Miss.” 

Sidney laughed.  “That’s exactly what Henry was thinking all right.” 

A  sly  smile  crossed  her  lips  and  she  leaned  over  and  wrapped  her  arms around Eric.  “But that’s what I have you for, my little house hubby.  You can do all that girly stuff for me.” 

Eric felt his penis become erect and he blushed.  “Yes, Miss.” 

Sidney saw him blush and she smiled.  “Oh oh, is someone hard?” she asked. 

Eric smiled but didn’t answer. 

“Bad girl,” said Sidney with mock chastisement.  “You know you’re not supposed to get hard without permission.” 

“I’m sorry, Miss,” said Eric and he giggled. 

“We’ll see about that.” 

Sidney  slid  her  fingers  beneath  his  skirt  and  dexterously  pulled  his erection  from  his  panties.    It  now  stood  straight  up  in  his  lap.    She  looked down and smiled.  “You have such a pretty penis,” she said and she rubbed its  tip  with  her  finger.    Then  she  ran  her  nails  over  its  head,  which  caused Eric  to  shudder.    Finally,  she  took  the  shaft  between  her  fingers  and  she started stroking. 

Eric seemed to melt. 

“Do you like that, sissy?” asked Sidney. 

“Oh yes, Miss, I do,” purred Eric. 

Sidney  stroked  a  little  harder  and  a  little  faster.    She  could  see  the pleasure  in  the  far  away  look  in  her  fiancé’s  eyes  and  she  felt  it  in  the throbbing in his penis.  He was enjoying this a lot. 

“Could  you  imagine  what  Henry  would  say  if  he  saw  this,  sissy? 

Heck, imagine what he would say if he knew you were planning the wedding for me and that you were going to be my househusband?” 

“He would be upset, Miss,” said Eric between breaths. 

“That is the understatement of the year,” said Sidney.  She stroked her fiancé even faster and she now twisted her foot around, flexing and unflexing her toes.  “That man simply cannot accept that the world isn’t like caveman times anymore.  There  are women professionals now.” 

“Yes, Miss,” said Eric.  He was breathing hard now. 

“There are women bosses too,” she said.  Then she smirked.  “Some women  even  run  the  lives  of  their  little  sissy  husbands,  don’t  they?”    She kissed her fiancé on the cheek. 

“Oh yes, Miss,” moaned Eric.  He felt his balls jiggling and his penis throbbing.  He was so very close to cumming. 

“You like hearing me talk like that, don’t you?” asked Sidney, though this was more of a statement to herself than a question to Eric; she knew that Eric liked gentle humiliating reminders of his forfeit masculinity. 

“Oh yes, Miss,” exclaimed Eric.  “It makes me very happy when you say those things.” 

“Does it excite you?” 

“Yes,  Miss!”    His  breathing  was  labored  and  he  was  starting  to tremble. 

“I’m sure it does.  You like having me in charge, don’t you?” 

“Yes,  Miss!”    His  chest  heaved  and  his  balls  bounced.    His  penis throbbed. 

“You like that I want to make all the decisions for you, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Miss, it excites me.  It makes me feel like your property when you make decisions for me, and that turns me on.”  Eric’s erection not only throbbed, it positively lurched in his fiancée’s hand. 

“Tell me you like being my little sissy girl.” 

“I like being your sissy girl, Miss.  I want to please you.” 

“Tell me what you want, dear.” 

“I want to be yours, Miss.  I want to be helpless without you.  I want you  to  control  everything  about  me!”    His  penis  jumped  and  he  stopped breathing. 

Sidney  leaned  in  close  and  whispered  in  his  ear:    “Tell  me  you’re mine.” 

“I—” he gasped as his erection made one giant throb.  “I—” he tried again and again his erection jumped.  He knew what this meant.  They both did.  “I’m yours!” he exclaimed as his penis exploded.  Cum shot straight up into the air, almost as high as his chin.  Then it came crashing down right on his skirt and his stockings. 

Sidney smiled.  “Did you like that?” 

“Yes... Miss,” said Eric between breaths. 

Sidney then wrapped her arms around him and held him tightly as he

slowly caught his breath.  Eric felt a warm glow pass over him as she did.  He felt intensely happy and calm.  Finally, she let go. 

“Now go put on that cute little red dress with the black stilettos.  I like seeing you in that,” said Sidney. 

“Yes,  Miss,”  said  Eric  and  he  stood  up  to  go  change.    As  he  did, Sidney slapped his rear with her open palm. 

 SLAP! 

He giggled in response and he raced off on his heels.  Sidney watched him wiggle his way to the bedroom. 

“You really are the perfect man,” she thought to herself. 

—o—

Eric  returned  a  few  minutes  later  in  a  red  dress  which  always reminded Sidney of a Spanish dancer.  It was gorgeous and it turned her on that  her  fiancé  would  wear  it  for  her.    Tonight,  he’d  paired  it  with  some beautiful black high-heeled stilettos with very high heels and red soles.  They had roses over the toes.  All told, he looked incredibly sexy and Sidney could not wait to release the tension she felt by having him lick her to orgasm. 

“Very  sexy,  baby,”  said  Sidney.    She  drank  her  fiancé  in  with  her eyes. 

“Thank you, Miss,” said Eric and he grabbed the skirt of his dress and shook it.  He spun around to let Sidney see the dress from all sides.  His toes looked so delicate sticking out the front of the shoes. 

“Beautiful.  Now come here, girlfriend.” 

“Yes, Miss,” said Eric. 

He knew what she wanted, so he sauntered over to his fiancée as she sat  on  the  couch.    He  swung  his  hips  widely  and  did  his  best  to  seduce  her with his eyes.  Then he carefully kneeled down on the floor before her.  As he did, she uncrossed her legs and spread them as wide as she could in the pencil skirt she wore. 

“I definitely need this,” said Sidney. 

Eric  placed  his  hands,  with  their  dark  red  nails,  on  her  calves  and slowly  worked  them  up  her  legs  and  beneath  her  skirt.    As  they  ran  up  her legs,  they  pulled  back  her  skirt,  allowing  her  legs  to  spread  wider.    Finally, her  legs  were  spread  wide  enough  that  he  could  reach  her  pussy  with  his face.    He  leaned  over  and  kissed  her  pussy  through  her  panties.    Then  she raised her rear off the couch and he pulled her panties down her legs and then

off her legs, one leg at a time.  That left only her stockings and her garterbelt. 

He then rubbed her thighs and slowly moved his lips between her legs. 

As Eric’s lips worked their magic, Sidney felt a sense of exhilaration run over her.  She leaned back and took a deep breath. 

“You are an amazing lover, girly,” said Sidney. 

Eric kept licking. 

“Oh, by the way, I meant to tell you that I know another cross-dresser in town,” said Sidney. 

“Really?” asked Eric. 

“Yep.  It’s my little sister’s boyfriend!” 

Eric stuck his head up from between Sidney’s thighs.  “Really?!” 

“Yeah.  He came out to Amber a couple days ago.  I guess he told her he  would  meet  her  at  the  pool  and  then  he  showed  up  wearing  a  bikini  and high heels with a huge hard-on beneath the bikini.” 

“How did Amber take it?” 

“She freaked out.  She didn’t know how to respond.” 

“That’s too bad.” 

“Isn’t  it  though?”  asked  Sidney.    “I  tried  telling  her  about  all  the benefits  of  having  your  own  sissy,  like  having  total  freedom  and  having  a huge wardrobe full of gorgeous clothes you can share, but she’s in denial.” 

Sidney pointed at her crotch again.  “Hey, no one told you that you can stop, Mister!” 

Eric smiled.  “Sorry, Miss,” he said. 

He got back to work. 

“She  might  still  come  around,”  said  Sidney.    She  then  focused  on what she was feeling from Eric’s tongue.  Sidney came a few minutes later... 

and it was good. 

Chapter 4:  “Melanie Strikes” 

—o—

Melanie’s mid-heeled black pumps made a loud cracking sound with each heel strike as she walked across the wooden stage to the podium.  She’d intentionally  dressed  conservatively  and  professionally  today,  in  a  mid-calf skirt  suit,  a  loose  white  blouse  with  a  high  collar,  and  a  tailored  black-checkered  jacket  because  she  needed  the  audience  to  see  her  at  her  most

“clinical.”  After all, she was about to provide some shocking news and some very  strange  advice,  and  she  needed  to  come  off  as  trustworthy  as  possible when she delivered it. 

When  Melanie  reached  the  podium,  she  set  down  her  notes  and  her phone.  She checked one last time for any reply to her messages to Sidney. 

There  were  none;  Sidney  had  ignored  her.    She  had  been  desperate  to  see Sidney  again  and  she  finally  gave  in  to  her  need  and  sent  Sidney  a  text... 

several  actually.    Apparently,  Sidney  did  not  feel  the  same.    Melanie  felt  a twisted feeling in her stomach as she looked at her phone.  Still, she knew she couldn’t focus on that right now.  Right now, she needed to put her plan into motion.  Here was her chance.  She was going to show the men of Satin Falls what it felt like to feel powerless and at someone else’s mercy, and she was going to do it by striking at the very thing men treasure above all else:  their manhoods. 

Melanie  took  a  deep  breath  and  she  looked  out  over  the  assembled men and women.  They looked pensive.  She had already seen some of them in her practice; she recognized the Cole’s, for example, and she snickered to herself at how “macho asshole” Greg Cole would react to what she was about to say. 

“You want to see a ‘pussy,’ do you?” she thought angrily.  “Well, get ready for this.” 

Melanie smiled reassuringly and began... 

“Good evening, and thank you for coming.  We’ve asked you  all  to  come  tonight  because  our  town  faces  a crisis...” 

Melanie’s speech lasted only a few minutes.  The question and answer session  that  followed  lasted  almost  three  hours.    By  the  time  it  was  over, everyone in the room knew exactly what was going on and what the plan was

for  tackling  this  problem.    That  didn’t  mean,  however,  that  everyone approved... especially the fathers. 

Greg Cole sat on the edge of his bed and kicked off his loafers.  He and  his  wife  Brenda  had  just  come  from  the  meeting  with  Melanie.    It  had been  a  lot  to  take  it  and  even  more  to  accept.    Greg  in  particular  had  asked several pointed questions during the meeting and he still wasn’t satisfied. 

“I don’t even know what to say,” growled Greg to his wife. 

Brenda stood before her mirror and removed her jewelry.  She didn’t respond.  She wasn’t happy the way Greg had acted during the meeting. 

“Does any of this make sense to you?” asked Greg.  “DNA damage?” 

“It would explain what’s been wrong with Jason.” 

Greg unbuttoned his shirt.  “It just seems so far-fetched.  Seriously, a new  microbe  in  the  water  which  makes  boys  do  whatever  girls  tell  them? 

That’s science fiction garbage.  That’s not real.” 

“Is  it  really  so  hard  to  believe,  Greg?”  asked  Brenda  with  a  hint  of frustration  in  her  voice.    “They  have  pills  now  which  can  alter  moods  or memories or break down your will to resist.  Why can’t nature do the same thing?    And  it’s  not  like  women’s  DNA  hasn’t  made  them  prone  to  be submissive in the past.  Maybe it’s just the boys’ turn now?” 

Greg shuddered at the thought of his boy being submissive to a girl. 

Brenda, on the other hand, actually felt a tiny thrill at what she’d just said. 

The  idea  of  nature  turning  the  tables  and  making  males  submissive  held  a certain  appeal  to  her.    It  was  only  too  bad,  she  thought,  that  it  hadn’t happened to her husband instead. 

“Why just the boys?  Why weren’t the girls affected?!” 

“You  heard  Dr.  Morgan.    It  has  something  to  do  with  the  Y

chromosome,” replied Brenda calmly. 

“Well, if it’s something about the Y chromosome, then why have just the  boys  been  affected  but  none  of  the  men?    I  have  a  Y  chromosome. 

Nothing’s happened to me or any of the other men I know.” 

Brenda  felt  that  tingle  again,  only  this  time  it  was  a  little  stronger. 

She  imagined  her  husband  waiting  on  her  hand  and  foot,  doing  everything she  told  him.    He  needed  to  be  put  in  his  place  and  the  idea  of  having absolute power over him really did excite her.  In fact, she realized that she was becoming wet.  If only, she thought, this had been more than a fantasy. 

“Dr.  Morgan  said  they  think  the  boys  were  just  more  susceptible because their bodies are still growing,” said Brenda. 

Morgan didn’t mention that her geneticist friend said that adult males might still be affected over time, nor did she mention the possibility of other changes.  She told the Board she didn’t want to cause a panic, but the truth was that she didn’t want to say anything that might spur greater action on the part of the town’s males.  The last thing she needed was them demanding to see outside doctors, who might then find a cure and ruin her plan. 

“Yeah, I guess,” said Greg doubtfully.  He pulled off his pants.  Then he  clenched  his  fists.    “This  just—    this  isn’t  right.    It  should  be  girls  who have to do what boys want, not the other way around.  That’s how it’s always been.  That’s the natural order of things.” 

Brenda  rolled  her  eyes.    “Like  I  said,  women’s  DNA  made  them prone to be submissive in the past.  Maybe it’s just the boys’ turn now?” 

“My  son  should  be  giving  orders,  not  taking  them.    Especially  from girls!” 

Brenda rolled her eyes again.  She didn’t respond this time. 

Greg  pulled  off  his  shirt  and  his  underwear.    He  was  naked  now. 

Brenda, meanwhile, had slipped into a nightie and she sat down at her vanity to remove her makeup. 

“I’ll  tell  you  another  thing,”  said  Greg  angrily.    His  face  was  bright red as if he were embarrassed.  “I don’t like the idea at all that girls are going to  be  appointed  as  ‘guardians’  of  the  boys.    That  sounds  like  some  feminist jerk-off fantasy to me!  That woman just wants to emasculate the boys!” 

“It  has  to  be  this  way,”  said  Brenda  coldly.    She’d  had  just  about enough  of  her  husband  and  his  insecurities.    He  couldn’t  stomach  the  idea that  a  woman  might  be  in  charge  because  it  made  him  feel  inadequate  as  a man, and that was why he was lashing out now.  Brenda, who generally just turned the other cheek whenever Greg acted this way, was reaching her limit. 

“No, it doesn’t.  It doesn’t have to be this way,” growled Greg. 

Brenda spun around to face her husband.  She had had enough.  “Yes, it  does,  Greg!    It  needs  to  be  this  way.    Right  now  the  boys  are  extremely vulnerable.  Any order from any girl, even an accidental order, will make that boys do whatever the girl said.  That means that even simple expressions of speech  like  ‘go  play  in  traffic’  can  be  dangerous.    Without  a  girl  protecting each  boy,  bad  things  could  happen.    You  heard  Dr.  Morgan.    She  made  it clear why they need to do this.” 

Greg was taken aback by his wife’s tone.  She rarely blew up at him as she just had.  Still, that wasn’t going to stop him from speaking his mind. 

“Well tell me this, why can’t they just separate the boys?” 

“How?” demanded his wife. 

“Like separate classes.” 

“Dr.  Morgan  covered  that,  if  you  had  listened.    They  could  put  the boys in separate classes, but how do you stop the boys from running into girls between classes or on their way home?  Besides, you heard her idea about the nurture  reflex.    Dr.  Morgan  thinks  that  giving  the  girls  an  official  role  in protecting the boys will trigger their natural nurturing instinct and will keep them from trying to take advantage of the situation.” 

Greg folded his arm.  “Maybe we should leave town?” 

Brenda put her hands on her hips and glared at her husband.  “Greg, can you imagine what would happen to Jason in another town where he was the  only  boy  who  felt  completely  compelled  to  do  anything  any  girl  even suggested?” 

Greg grumbled something to himself.  “This is a nightmare.” 

Brenda  stepped  into  her  wedge-heeled  slippers.    She  looked  at  her husband.  “Frankly, this sounds like it could be a good thing.  The girls get a little  self-esteem  and  the  boys  learn  a  bit  about  humility.    What’s  so  bad about that?” 

“What’s so bad?!  It’s just not right.  A boy like Jason needs to learn to be his own man, not take orders from some girl.” 

“Well,  dear,  you  better  get  used  to  it,  because  unless  something changes,  Jason  will  always  find  himself  under  the  control  of  women  from now on.” 

“We need to find another doctor, a real doctor,” growled Greg. 

“You know what, Greg?  Just stop talking.  I don’t want to hear it,” 

said Brenda. 

And he did. 

Neither seemed to notice that he had just obeyed his wife. 

—o—

Amber got to class early the next day.  She was hoping to have more time to talk to Jason before class, but he was later than normal.  As she sat waiting  for  him,  she  noticed  that  everything  seemed  a  little  strange  to  her. 

Granted, when one is gone from a place for a few days, it always feels a little different when you return, but this was something else.  This was more than that.    Indeed,  as  Amber  looked  around  the  hallways  and  then  her  class,  she

noticed  that  it  was  much  more  quiet  than  usual.    The  boys  in  particular seemed very quiet.  They were almost sheepish.  The girls all seemed happy, but  their  conversations  were  whispered  conversations  too.    It  was  like  the boys  and  girls  had  separated  into  two  camps  and  the  boys  waited  pensively for an assault from the girls.  At least, that’s how things felt to Amber. 

“Hey Beth, what’s going on?” asked Amber to her friend who sat next to her. 

“Haven’t you heard?” replied Beth. 

“Heard what?” 

Beth blushed and shook her leg excitedly.  “You mean you missed it all?” 

“I’ve been out sick.  You know that.  So what’s going on?” 

Beth  now  flashed  a  sharp  smile.    She  looked  over  her  shoulder  at several boys.  They averted their eyes when she did.  “Well—” 

“Whoa, hold on.  Jason’s here!” said Amber and she got up to greet her boyfriend, who had just entered the room.  As she approached, she looked him  over.    Apart  from  being  uncomfortable  meeting  her  eyes  with  his,  he looked quite normal.  She saw no traces of anything out of the ordinary.  “Are you ok?” 

Jason nodded his head. 

“I’d like to talk to you,” said Amber. 

Just then, Professor Black walked into the room.  He set down his bag and he brought the class to order.  “Settle down, class.  Everyone take your seats.” 

They did. 

“There’s  going  to  be  an  unannounced  assembly  this  morning,”  said the Professor.  “What I need right now is for the girls to remain seated as the boys head straight for the auditorium.” 

With  that,  the  boys  were  dismissed  and  they  made  their  way  to  the auditorium.  An hour later, the girls were called to the auditorium.  The boys were nowhere to be seen.  Amber walked into the auditorium with her friend Beth.  They sat in the middle, toward the front. 

“Any idea what this is about?” asked Beth. 

“No idea.” 

“I  didn’t  see  any  of  the  boys,  so  I  didn’t  get  a  chance  to  ask  them either.  Did you?” asked Beth. 

Amber shook her head.  “No.  I wanted to talk to Jason, but he never

came back to class.” 

Suddenly,  a  loud  tapping  sound  came  from  the  stage.    Dean  Dwyer was  tapping  the  microphone  at  the  podium.    “Ladies,  settle  down...  settle down.”  Dwyer waited a few seconds for the room to grow quiet.  “Before we begin, I want you all to know that I have the greatest faith in each of you that you can handle these events like adults.” 

This brought a murmur from the crowd. 

Dwyer continued:  “In a moment, I’ll introduce Dr. Melanie Morgan. 

You  need  to  pay  careful  attention  to  everything  Dr.  Morgan  is  about  to  tell you.  This is extremely serious.” 

The room grew quiet and still. 

When  Dwyer  stepped  aside,  Melanie  Morgan  took  his  place  at  the podium.  She was dressed about the same as the prior night – a conservative navy-blue  skirt  suit  with  simple  black  pumps,  though  her  heels  were  higher today.    A  small  strand  of  pearls  hung  between  the  open  collar  of  her  royal-blue blouse.  She looked out over the assembled young women. 

“I wasn’t quite sure how to start this speech,” she began.  “I thought about  using  a  metaphor  about  a  caterpillar  emerging  from  a  cocoon  and finding its new life as a butterfly, but this really isn’t the time for metaphors. 

So let me cut right to the chase and be blunt.  Your world has changed and you will be asked to change with it.” 

Without a doubt, she had their attention now. 

Melanie continued:  “When you were born, there was a natural order to  the  world.    Men  and  women  were  equal  under  the  law,  but  nature  made men  more  aggressive  and  controlling  and  it  made  women  more  passive  and accommodating.  This meant that men tended to be in charge.”  She paused. 

“For you, that’s no longer true.  Indeed, for you, the world is now very much reversed.  Because of a virus introduced into the water in Satin Falls, the boys you go to school with... your boyfriends, your friends, your classmates, your brothers, have lost the ability to resist even the slightest suggestion made by any woman.” 

The  room  erupted  in  a  combination  of  shocked  voices  and  giggles. 

Some girls were shocked, but more already knew about this, as evidenced by the  things  they  had  made  their  brothers  or  their  boyfriends  do  over  the  past few days. 

Amber was shocked.  She looked around with her jaw open until her eyes came to rest on Beth, who was grinning. 

“That’s what I was trying to tell you,” said Beth. 

The giggling began to grow throughout the hall. 

“Ladies... settle down, settle down,” said Dwyer as he stepped to the front of the stage.  That seemed to help as the girls quieted down once more. 

He retreated to his chair and Melanie continued. 

“Pay careful attention, ladies, because this is important.  This change gives  you  great  power,  but  it  also  gives  you  great  responsibility.    The  boys literally cannot disobey you.” 

The hall burst into more giggles and murmuring.  This made Melanie happy because the girls were responding the way she had hoped.  Rather than being horrified by this change, they seemed to be relishing the idea; to them, this was exciting – a marked contrast from the boys who sat in stony silence as she told them how their world was about to change.  This would make it easier for her to achieve her goal. 

“Girls, calm down!” said Dwyer. 

Melanie stepped over to him and placed her hand on his arm.  “It’s all right, Dean.  This is a natural reaction.” 

Dwyer pursed his lips.  “If you say so.”  Then he returned to his seat. 

Finally,  the  giggling  and  murmuring  slowed  and  the  hall  grew  silent once more. 

“What this means,” said Melanie, “is that we need to work together to help  the  boys  through  this  transition  to  their  new  submissive  state.”    The word  “submissive”  sent  a  tingle  through  Melanie’s  pussy  and  it  seemed  to have a similar effect on a number of the young women.  “You must learn to be very careful what you say to them.  You must not say anything the boys will interpret as a command, unless you mean it as a command.  To do that, you must learn to take command.” 

More murmuring. 

“From now on, each of you will be assigned to a boy.  Your job will be to watch out for the boy and to take care of him,  by taking control of him.  

You must help him learn that following your orders is not a bad thing.” 

Dwyer perked up.  He was not aware Melanie intended to suggest that the  girls  actively  control  the  boys.    He  thought  that  she  would  only  suggest that the girls act as a guardian for the boys.  He suddenly felt nervous. 

Melanie wasn’t finished yet either.  “You must help them adjust to the new reality, where you are his superior and he must obey you.  Think of this as a challenge.  You must embrace your new status as the dominant superior

person and you must help guide the boys as they learn to be submissive and inferior to you.”  The tingle in Melanie’s panties grew with each sentence.  It was  so  strong  now  that  she  almost  felt  compelled  to  touch  herself.    “Teach him that being submissive is not such a bad thing... it is his future, a future in which girls rule.” 

Dwyer looked like he wanted to jump out of his chair at this point, but Vice  Dean  Stern  held  his  arm  and  whispered  in  his  ear  that  the  Board  had placed their full trust in Morgan. 

“But  this  is  way  beyond  what  she  told  the  Board  she  would  do,”  he whispered back. 

“You need to trust her,” said Stern. 

As she said this, a strange look came over Dwyer’s face and then he chuckled.  He leaned back in his chair and said, “I trust her.”  Stern had no idea what had just happened.  She put it off to Dwyer realizing that the Board had  put  this  issue  out  of  his  hands.    In  any  event,  his  objections  seemed settled. 

“Are there any questions?” asked Melanie. 

A blonde girl in a yellow sundress and white sandals stood up.  “How long will this last?” 

“We  don’t  know  yet,  but  it  looks  like  it  could  be  permanent,”  said Melanie. 

“Is this happening everywhere?” asked another girl. 

“No,  just  here,”  said  Melanie.    “So  you  must  maintain  this  as  a secret.   This is vital and you all need to cooperate with this.  No one outside of Satin Falls can know about this.  If you told this to anyone outside of Satin Falls, these boys would fall prey to any number of bad people and they could be seriously hurt or exploited.” 

A  girl  in  a  green  blouse,  white  shorts  and  neutral  open-toed  high-heeled pumps stood up.  “So, like, you want to assign a boy to each of us and they’re like what?  Like a slave or something?” she asked. 

“EXACTLY! ” thought Melanie.  “Now you get it! ” 

Of  course,  she  couldn’t  say  that.    So  she  tried  to  talk  around  it  and agree with the sentiment without actually saying so.  “Well,” said Melanie, “I think that’s a loaded word, so I wouldn’t put it that way.  But fundamentally, you are essentially correct about the nature of the relationship.” 

“So they are slaves?” asked the young woman. 

A huge murmur arose. 

Dwyer shot out of his chair and came to the microphone.  “Now, girls, let’s  not  think  of  it  that  way.    These  boys  need  your  help.    Think  of yourselves as nurses, and they are the patients who need you to guide them.” 

“That’s right,” said Melanie as she took back the microphone.  “Think of yourselves as the ones who need to guide these young men.  They need to be taught to accept that their new place is to be submissive to you.” 

“But  we  still  need  to  treat  them  with  respect,  compassion  and equality, right?” asked Amber from the crowd. 

Everything went silent. 

Melanie  glared  at  Amber.    She  ran  her  tongue  over  her  teeth.    “I’m sorry, what was your name?” 

“Amber Drake.” 

This shook Melanie for a moment.  She had never met Sidney’s sister, but she recognized the name instantly.  She also knew that Amber was a do-gooder and would not approve of her plan. 

“Well,  Ms.  Drake,”  said  Melanie.    “Of  course,  those  concepts  are relative  and  they  should  only  apply,  which  of  course  they  do,  to  the  extend that they do not interfere with the lessons that need to be taught.” 

“So they do apply?” asked Amber. 

Melanie looked at her watch.  “Thank you for the question, but we are short  of  time  and,  at  this  point,  I  think  it  would  be  best  if  we  moved  to  the next phase.  In a moment, we will be calling each of you up to the front one by one, where Miss Stern will assign you to a boy and she and I will provide further  instruction.    Please  remember  that  this  is  important  and  if  you  need assistance, my office is always open.” 

With that, she stepped back from the microphone. 

Amber folded her arms.  Something seemed wrong to her here. 

Chapter 5:  “The Humiliation Begins” 

—o—

Sidney sat on the sofa reading the newspaper.  She wore a black and white sheath dress.  The black sandals she had worn with it sat on the floor before  her  and  her  legs  were  curled  up  beneath  her.    Eric  scurried  around preparing dinner in a purple nightie with matching high-heeled mules.  This outfit had been an engagement present from Sidney.  She enjoyed buying her fiancé women’s clothes because she said it turned her on to think of him as her life-sized Barbie. 

“Strange,”  said  Sidney  as  she  turned  the  page  in  her  newspaper.    “I would  have  thought  there’d  be  something  about  the  parents  meeting  at  the school last night.” 

“What meeting, Miss?” asked Eric as he bent over to check the roast. 

Sidney  watched  him  bend  and  saw  his  panties  appear  beneath  his nightie.  She became instantly wet.  “You look amazing, honey.  Come here.” 

“But dinner’s almost ready!” he protested. 

“Come here,” she repeated. 

Eric walked over to his fiancée as commanded.  His heels clicked off the  hardwood  floor  and  his  feet  slapped  against  the  mules  as  he  walk: 

 CLICKSLAP!  CLICKSLAP!  CLICKSLAP!   That sound made Sidney even wetter.  It also made Eric harder... though he was always hard when dressed. 

“You look so sexy,” said Sidney. 

“Thank you, Miss,” purred Eric. 

Sidney ran her hand up the back of his thigh up under his nightie.  She slipped her fingers inside his panties and tickled his butt with her fingertips. 

She saw his erection throb and bounce beneath the nightie as she did this. 

She giggled. 

Soon,  Eric  began  breathing  hard  and  his  penis  looked  increasingly tense.  This made Sidney smile, but she wasn’t going to let him cum yet.  So after  a  minute  or  so,  Sidney  removed  her  hand  and  slapped  his  butt  cheek: 

 SLAP!   This made his cheeks jiggle and it actually caused a jot of precum to burst out into his panties.  A wet spot formed. 

“Go finish dinner, sissy,” she said. 

“Yes,  Miss,”  said  Eric.    He  was  still  breathing  hard.    He  felt  very turned on at the moment, so it was with some reluctance that he returned to

the kitchen. 

“To  answer  your  question,  by  the  way,  the  meeting  I  was  talking about happened at the school last night.  They had a meeting and they wanted all  the  parents  to  attend.    I  couldn’t  make  it  because  of  work,  but  I  figured they would cover it in the newspaper because they always have and because it sounded important, but they didn’t.  I guess I’ll have to ask Amber if she knows what it was about.” 

Eric pulled the roast from the oven.  “Dinner’s almost ready, Miss, if you’d like to move to the table.” 

Sidney  folded  her  newspaper  and  stood  up.    She  straightened  her dress, slid her pretty feet into her shoes, and walked over the table.  She left her drink sitting next to the couch.  Eric fetched it and brought it to her at the table.  He held the glass out for her to take. 

“Your drink, Miss.” 

“Thank  you,  dear.    How  are  the  wedding  preparations  going?”  she asked. 

“Fine, Miss.” 

“And when can I see my choices?” 

“I’m still looking for one more option, but I can show you the rest at any time,” he said.  “Would you like to see them now?” 

“Yes,  I  think  I’d  like  to  see  them  while  we  eat,”  she  said  and  she sipped her drink. 

“Yes, Miss.” 

Eric  scurried  off  to  the  bedroom  on  his  heels  and  grabbed  a  folder from  his  small  computer  desk.    This  was  wedding  material.    He  returned  to the dining area with the folder and handed it to Sidney.  Then he served the food.  Meanwhile, Sidney opened the folder as they began eating.  She saw a variety of wedding dresses, shoes and bridesmaid’s dresses.  There were also cakes and a number of dining accessories.  Sidney had told him to find three alternatives  for  each  item  they  needed  to  buy,  then  she  would  make  the selection from those three alternatives.  Sidney looked over each photo.  They were all amazing. 

“You’re going to make this a hard choice, aren’t you?” she asked with a laugh. 

Eric blushed. 

“You really have incredible taste,” she said proudly. 

“Thank you, Miss.” 

“Have you looked at any of these in person yet?” 

Eric blushed again.  “I think I would be too embarrassed to walk into a wedding shop and start looking at dresses, Miss.” 

Sidney smiled sweetly at her fiancé.  “Would you do it for me, Eric?” 

Eric  felt  suddenly  helpless.    He  never  could  say  no  to  her  and  she knew that, but would his resolution hold when it came time to visit the shop or would he chicken out?  He wasn’t sure. 

“I’ll try, Miss,” he said cautiously. 

Sidney smiled.  “Good girl,” she said and she slid her foot out of her shoe and ran it up Eric’s leg to his inner thigh.  Her toes slipped beneath his panties and she grabbed his erection between them.  Then she slowly moved her foot up and down his shaft, bending it at the ankle. 

“Oh that feels so good,” said Eric. 

“I’ll bet it does.” 

Sidney brought Eric right to the point that he would cum.  In fact, she could  feel  his  erection  throbbing  away.    But  she  stopped  before  he  came. 

Instantly, all those amazing feelings of anticipation came crashing to a halt. 

“Why don’t you go tomorrow and call me from the shop,” she said.  “We can finish  this  after  you  get  home.”    She  then  pulled  her  foot  out  of  his  panties and away from his shaft. 

Eric sighed.  “Yes, Miss.” 

—o—

“What happened at the meeting?” asked Sidney.  Sidney was back at her  own  apartment  the  following  day.    She  and  Amber  were  making  dinner and  Sidney  was  quizzing  her  about  school.    Amber  seemed  distracted  from her studies by whatever was going on at the school. 

“They  told  us  the  boys  are  like  brainwashed  or  something,”  said Amber.  She sounded troubled by this. 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “‘Brainwashed’?” 

“Yeah.  They have to obey us now,” said Amber. 

Sidney’s jaw dropped.  She couldn’t believe her ears.  She wondered if this was some sort of joke on Amber’s part.  “‘Brainwashed’?  ‘They need to obey you’?  Are you pulling my leg, Amber?” 

Amber shook her head.  “No.” 

“Seriously?” 

“Seriously, I’m not kidding.  They brought us all into the auditorium

and then this woman told us all about it.  She said something had happened in the water and now the boys needed to obey us.  She’s got a plan to handle it and everything, though I think her plan sounds kind of crazy.” 

“What was her name?” asked Sidney. 

“Dr. something or other... Morgan, I think.” 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “Melanie Morgan?” she asked cautiously. 

Amber nodded her head.  “Yeah, that’s her.  Do you know her?” 

Sidney blushed.  She absolutely knew Melanie Morgan.  In fact, she had  half  a  dozen  messages  from  Melanie  on  her  phone  right  now.    And  the mention of her set a spark to something inside Sidney which suddenly made her  want  to  see  Melanie  again,  though  she  knew  that  would  be  a  horrible idea.  She bit her lip. 

“We were friends,” said Sidney. 

“Well, she’s the one who told us about it and she’s the one who came up with the plan.” 

“What plan?” 

“The plan where the girls treat the boys like slaves!” 

Sidney furrowed her brow.  “I think you better tell me more about this plan.” 

—o—

The boys were given a couple days off from school to adjust to their new  status.    Eventually,  they  had  to  return,  however.    Things  were  pensive but calm the morning of their return.  The boys seemed in shock more than anything  and  the  girls  seemed  both  anxious  to  exercise  their  newly  given responsibilities and powers, but simultaneously afraid to be first and to step out of line.  No one knew the boundaries yet... but they would learn fast. 

Amber caught up with Jason in the hallway.  His stepsister Cindy,  his new guardian, was looking through her locker about ten feet away; he stood there waiting for her.  Amber thought about throwing her arms around Jason and  kissing  him,  but  something  stopped  her.    Things  were  just  a  little  too weird at the moment. 

“Hey,” said Amber. 

Jason bit his lip and looked down at the floor.  “Hey, Amber.” 

“I’ve been looking for you,” she said.  She folded her arms tightly. 

He nodded his head, but said nothing. 

“Are you doing ok?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I guess.” 

Amber bit her lip.  The true answer seemed to be “no,” but he clearly didn’t want to tell her that.  She kicked her heel against the floor nervously. 

“I can tell you’re upset.  What’s bothering you?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders. 

“Answer  my  questions,  Jason,”  said  Amber.    She  wasn’t  sure  if  this counted as using this new power they supposedly held or not, something she swore she wouldn’t do, but she thought it was important to find out the truth. 

If  Jason  didn’t  want  to  date  her  anymore,  then  she  needed  to  know. 

Otherwise, she wanted to help him. 

Jason  looked  Amber  straight  in  the  eyes.    “They  made  Cindy  my guardian!” he exclaimed in an exasperated tone. 

Cindy  heard  this  and  smirked.    She  was  clearly  enjoying  her  new position of authority. 

“I know,” said Amber and she hugged her boyfriend. 

“Why can’t you be my guardian?” he whined softly in her ear. 

Amber twisted her lips and held him tighter.  “You know they picked family  first  and  unrelated  girls  were  only  chosen  when  there  wasn’t  any family.” 

“But I don’t want her, I want you!” 

Amber smiled.  “That’s so sweet!”  Then she frowned.  “But there’s nothing we can do.” 

Jason hung his head. 

Amber  saw  how  sad  he  looked.    She  sighed.    Suddenly,  she  had  an idea.  If Sidney knew Dr. Morgan, then perhaps she could use that to get an exception to their rule on guardians from Dr. Morgan.  She smiled. 

“Let me see what I can do,” said Amber. 

“This is touching an all,” said Cindy, “but little Jason needs to get to class.  Come along, Jason.” 

Cindy  started  down  the  hallway.    Jason  immediately  turned  and walked after her.  Amber watched them go.  She felt angry at Cindy and bad for Jason.  Delivering him into the hands of someone so immature, someone who disliked him so much just wasn’t right.  Amber needed to fix this. 

—o—

A few minutes later, Amber made her way to the temporary office the school had given Melanie.  She knocked on Melanie’s door. 

“Dr. Morgan?  I have a question,” said Amber. 

Melanie  looked  up  and  saw  the  girl  who  had  identified  herself  as

“Amber Drake.”  She knew who Amber was.  What she wanted to know now was why she was here.  This promised to be interesting. 

“Come in, Ms. Drake.  What can I do for you?” asked Melanie. 

“I  don’t  know  if  you  know  this,  but  you  and  my  sister  were  friends, apparently,” said Amber. 

Melanie  cringed  at  the  word  “friends.”    It  angered  her  that  this  was how  Sidney  was  describing  her  now,  especially  with  the  verb  “were” 

attached.    Still,  she  maintained  her  calm.    “Yes,  I  did  know  that.    We  were good friends in fact.” 

“Well, I’m wondering if I can ask you a favor,” said Amber. 

“What kind of favor?” 

“My  boyfriend  was  assigned  his  stepsister  as  his  guardian.    They really  don’t  get  along  and  she’s  been  very  cruel  to  him  already.    I  was wondering  if  I  could  replace  her  as  his  guardian.    I  can  promise  you  that  I would  take  my  responsibilities  very  seriously,”  said  Amber  and  she  nodded her head as if she were willing Melanie to agree. 

Melanie  leaned  back  in  her  chair  and  folded  her  hands  before  her  in the air.  Under normal conditions, there would be no way she would agree to this.  Indeed, why in the world would she replace a cruel little stepsister with a loving girlfriend?  That was exactly the opposite of what she wanted.  She wanted all the girls to become cruel little stepsisters!  Figuratively, of course. 

But this wasn’t a normal situation. 

Amber’s  request  presented  Melanie  with  a  special  opportunity.    “If Sidney won’t answer my messages, then maybe I can make her come back to me through this stupid young girl? ” thought Melanie.  “There’s  no  way  she could ignore me if I pull this Amber girl to me. ” 

She slowly nodded her head. 

“And if she doesn’t come to me voluntarily,” added Melanie and she left  the  rest  of  the  thought  unspoken  in  her  head,  though  she  knew  exactly what she was thinking.  She was thinking that if Sidney did not come to her voluntarily, then she could use Amber to punish Sidney. 

She smiled at Amber. 

Amber  smiled  back.    She  had  no  idea  what  was  going  through Melanie’s head at the moment. 

“I wouldn’t normally agree to this,” said Melanie, “but seeing as how

Sidney and I are close friends, I think I will make a special exception in your case.” 

Amber smiled even more broadly.  She started to thank Melanie, but Melanie stopped her by holding up her hand. 

“That said, there are conditions.  First, you can tell no one that I have agreed to this... other than, of course, Sidney and your boyfriend.  Secondly, I will  expect  you  to  provide  me  with  progress  reports  every  few  days.    That means  you  and  I  will  meet  here,  every  few  days  so  I  can  monitor  the situation.  After all, I need to be sure this young man gets all the treatment he needs.”    She  paused.    “You  will  also  need  to  promise  that  you  will  execute any instructions I give you, even if they seem distasteful.  If you don’t, then our deal will end.  Do you understand?  Is it a deal?” 

Amber felt uncertain about this, but she had no choice.  “It’s a deal,” 

she said. 

Melanie almost seemed to chuckle when Amber agreed. 

Jason  was  relieved  when  he  learned  of  this  later  that  night.    Sidney, however, didn’t seem the least bit pleased, though she claimed she was, when Amber  told  her  about  the  exception  Dr.  Morgan  had  made  for  her  and Melanie’s desire to meet regularly with Amber from now on. 

—o—

On the surface, things seemed to go well the next few days.  No one quite knew yet how to handle this new reality, so everyone was on their best behavior.  But as the hours passed and it became more and more clear to the girls that the boys truly were helpless to resist them – that this was not some trick or game – the girls started becoming bolder. 

The boys, on the other hand, were learning that resistance was futile. 

No  matter  how  much  they  tried  to  resist,  they  lost.    Every  single  time,  they lost.  Worse yet, it wasn’t even a challenge for the girls to win.  A few simple words  was  all  it  took  and  any  boy  would  find  himself  a  slobbering  slave begging  to  be  punished  or  doing  humiliating  things  like  kissing  feet  or sashaying  through  the  hallway  hand  in  hand  with  some  other  unlucky  boy. 

They learned very quickly that they had no chance.  All of this made the boys increasingly  shy,  because  they  realized  that  not  getting  noticed  by  the  girls was the best way to avoid humiliation. 

The girls, on the other hand, grew in confidence quickly.  Actually, a better word might be “arrogance.”  With each passing day, the girls came to

realize that they had become all-power and they seemed determined to set out to  prove  the  old  adage  that  power  corrupts  and  absolute  power  corrupts absolutely.  A good example of this was Cindy Cole, who was relishing the power she now had over Jason.  Indeed, even though she had been removed as his guardian, she still had control over him when they were home alone. 

Cindy  lounged  in  the  sofa  chair.    She  was  drinking  an  ice  tea  and watching a teen soap.  She wore a white bikini with red polka dots and a pair of cheery-red mid-heeled slides.  Her legs were crossed over the arm of the chair, with one foot resting on the edge of an end table and the other hanging in the air.  Her slide dangled from her toes. 

“Ah, life is good,” said Cindy. 

As  Cindy  sipped  her  ice  tea,  Jason  scurried  around  the  room sweeping.    He  wore  a  white  tennis  skirt,  a  pink  bikini  top  and  white  high-heeled  wedge  sandals  with  a  cork  heel.    Even  more  embarrassingly  though, he had an obvious erection that stood up tall beneath his skirt. 

“When you’re done there, fold the laundry, boner boy,” commanded Cindy. 

“Leave me alone,” said Jason as he kept sweeping. 

“Why are you talking back to me, slave?” 

“Don’t call me that,” he said. 

“Why  not?    It’s  true,  isn’t  it?    Aren’t  you  my  slave  now?”  she laughed. 

“No.” 

“Of course you are, because you need to do anything I tell you.  That makes you a slave.  It’s simple.” 

“I do not,” he said, despite the evidence to the contrary. 

Like the other boys, his ego still made him resist even when the cause was  hopeless  and  when  he  knew  it  would  make  the  situation  worse.    It  just felt better somehow to resist than it did to surrender. 

“Don’t make me prove it, slave boy,” said Cindy with an evil.  “Oh, and get me another drink.  This one’s getting warm.” 

Jason  set  the  broom  down  and  took  the  glass  from  her  hand.    He started toward the kitchen to make her another drink.  “I’m not your slave,” 

he repeated as he left the room.  Cindy heard this. 

“Ug!” grunted Cindy.  “Get back here!” 

Jason  immediately  reappeared  at  the  door  still  holding  the  drink  he was to replace. 

“Get over here,” ordered Cindy and she swung her legs to the floor. 

Her high-heeled slides landed on the hardwood floor with a loud  CRACK!   “I thought we settled this already!” 

Jason swallowed hard and walked over to her.  The idea of resisting never  even  entered  his  mind,  though  he  definitely  did  not  want  to  get anywhere  near  her  at  the  moment.    Cindy  saw  this  and  snickered  at  his helplessness  against  her  commands.    She  then  took  the  drink  from  his  hand and set it down on the table next to the chair. 

“Are you or are you not my slave?” she asked. 

“Leave me alone, Cindy.” 

“That’s not a ‘yes,’” she said in a sing-song voice.  “I think it’s time we  settled  this  once  and  for  all...  kiss  my  toes,  slave.”    She  pointed  to  the floor before her and she wiggled her toes inside her open-toed slides. 

Jason bent over and kissed them.  She had asked and he wanted to do as she said.  A moment later, however, he realized that he really didn’t want to do this, though he couldn’t stop himself. 

“Keep kissing, slave boy,” said Cindy. 

Cindy picked up the television remote and flipped around through the channels as Jason kissed her toes again and again.  She let him go for several minutes just to make her point. 

“All right, stop,” said Cindy finally. 

Jason’s  face  was  red  with  shame.    He  wiped  his  tongue  on  his  shirt sleeve. 

“Not  a  slave,  huh?    You  should  be  glad  I  let  you  stop  or  you  would have done that all day.  Face it, slave boy, you need to do whatever I tell you and that makes you my slave.” 

“I’m not your slave,” he said defiantly. 

“Grrr!  Yes, you are!” said Cindy with clear frustration. 

“I’m not.” 

Cindy glared at Jason.  “Stop trying to ruin this for me.  Whether you accept the fact or not, I have absolute control over you, and I can make you agree with me.  So tell me.  I want to hear you say it.  Say, ‘Yes, Miss Cindy, I am your slave.’” 

“Yes, Miss Cindy, I am your slave,” he repeated. 

She smiled.  “Oh, I like that.  Say it again.” 

“Yes, Miss Cindy, I am your slave.” 

“Now tell me you’re insignificant and that you’re lost without me to

rule over you.” 

“I am insignificant, and I’m lost without you to rule over me.” 

“Still  think  your  girlfriend  is  going  to  save  you?”  she  asked  with  a laugh. 

Jason blushed but remained silent. 

“Answer me, slave boy.  Do you still think she’s going to save you?” 

“Yes, she will.” 

“You better hope so, slave boy.”  Cindy picked up the drink again and she touched the hem of his tennis skirt.  “I’m tired of this outfit.  Go upstairs and take off all your clothes.  Then go put on my mother’s yellow sundress, the one with the white collar and the cute little daisy buttons down the front. 

Make sure you put on a pair of panties too... I’ll let you pick the color.” 

Jason headed toward the stairs. 

Cindy laughed behind him.  “And don’t forget to pick out some shoes before you come back down.  Make ’em heels too.  I like my slaves in heels. 

And they better be cute too or I’m going to punish you.  Now run along little sissy, I expect you back in five minutes fully dressed.” 

Despite himself, Jason was determined to find a pair of cute heels to go with the yellow sundress he was going to put on.  It never occurred to him that  he  didn’t  have  to  put  those  items  on.    Oh,  he  knew  in  the  back  of  his mind  that  he  didn’t  want  to  do  this,  but  somehow  that  didn’t  seem  to influence him.  Interestingly, as he made his way up the stairs and he thought about  what  he  was  going  to  wear,  he  strangely  found  himself  becoming erect.  He wondered what that meant. 

When Jason left, Cindy looked at her watch.  Jason’s father would be coming  home  from  work  soon  and  then  her  mother.    She  decided  that  it would be safer to make Jason change back into his boy clothes now.  Thus, she rose from the chair and went upstairs.  Jason was upstairs zipping up the yellow  dress  she  had  mentioned.    On  the  floor  were  a  pair  of  high-heeled black sandals with really tall heels.  Cindy smiled at what he had picked. 

“Sadly,  we’ll  have  to  wait,”  she  said.    “Your  father  is  coming  home soon.  Take off your fingernail polish, but leave the toenail polish.  Then get dressed in your normal clothes.  You know the rules... don’t say a word about anything.” 

—o—

A  couple  weeks  had  passed  since  the  guardian  system  was  put  into

place and things seemed to be going well at school.  Indeed, everyone seemed to  be  adjusting  well.    The  number  of  known  incidents  had  fallen  to  almost nothing, though there was still much the teachers didn’t see. 

The boys’ lives were changing rapidly, however.  For one thing, their parents  no  longer  trusted  them  to  leave  the  house  alone.    Nor  were  they trusted with money, for obvious reasons.  They also weren’t allowed to drive because that was considered too dangerous.  All of this meant they needed to rely on their sisters and their mothers to take them where they needed to go, to buy them things they needed, and to generally give them permission to do whatever it was they needed to do.  As a consequence, they now spent their time doing their homework, doing chores, and helping out around the house rather than playing games or wandering the streets.  Interestingly, this made them better students, but they were losing their independence. 

The  girls’  lives  were  changing  rapidly  as  well.    They  found  a  new sense  of  freedom  now  that  they  no  longer  needed  to  compete  with  the aggressive boys.  This caused many of them to come out of their shells and embrace life more fully.  But it wasn’t all positive changes.  They were also learning to embrace their new power.  Slowly but surely, they were coming to like  having  someone  follow  their  commands.    And  they  were  beginning  to take the things they wanted without restraint. 

For example, many began dictating what they wanted their boyfriends to do on dates or they began changing the boys little by little to accommodate their image of how the boys should be, all without ever considering the boys’

feelings  or  desires.    The  girls  also  learned  very  quickly  that  the  boys  could not keep secrets, so they took the opportunity to demand to know everything the boys had kept hidden... all their private thoughts.  Of course, the girls did not reciprocate. 

Some girls, simply enjoyed flexing their new muscles with malicious intent, girls like Gwen Wilson.  Gwen Wilson hid behind the door as Coach Johnson passed out jerseys to the football team in the equipment room.  They would wear these jerseys to the rally, which would begin in twenty minutes. 

Last  year,  the  team  finished  9-1  and  came  within  a  game  of  the  conference championship.  Hopes were high for this year as many of last year’s stars had returned. 

“All  right,  you  guys  know  the  drill.    Stay  here  until  you  hear  me announce  tonight’s  game,  then  come  running  through  the  banner,”  said  the Coach.    “Let’s  see  if  we  can’t  make  everybody  a  little  happier  than  they’ve

been lately.” 

The  players  nodded  their  heads  and  the  Coach  left  the  equipment room.    The  moment  he  left,  Gwen  rushed  over  to  her  friends  who  waited hidden in the nearby girl’s locker room.  They had plans for the boys. 

“He’s gone,” she whispered. 

The  three  girls  immediately  emerged  from  the  locker  room.    They were  pushing  a  laundry  cart  normally  used  for  jerseys  and  towels.    They made their way to the equipment room, where the boys waited for the rally. 

“Hey boys,” said Gwen as she walked into the equipment room.  Her two friends followed close behind.  They had blushing grins on their faces. 

The  boys  cringed.    They  knew  what  was  coming  and  they  were helpless to prevent it. 

A  few  minutes  later,  the  last  of  the  students  who  would  attend  the rally  piled  into  the  bleachers.    The  gym  was  decorated  in  red  and  white streamers,  and  the  cheerleaders  and  the  pom-pom  squad  were  gathered together  in  the  center  of  the  floor.    The  new  football  season  kicked  off  this weekend with a game against arch-rival Lakewood and everyone was excited. 

The lights dimmed. 

A spotlight came on. 

Dean Dwyer and Coach Johnson came out and took the microphone. 

They  spoke  about  team  pride  and  what  the  achievement  of  the  school’s students meant for the community.  They talked about remembering days like this for the rest of everyone’s lives. 

“And  on  that  note,”  screamed  Coach  Johnson  in  his  gravelly  voice, 

“let  me  introduce  to  you  this  year’s   Satin  Falls  Tigers!”    He  turned  and pointed  toward  a  large  banner  held  by  two  cheerleaders  at  the  edge  of  the darkness beyond the spotlight.  Through it would run the players. 

And they did. 

The first was the team’s star linebacker, Chet Redkin.  Only, it wasn’t the Chet Redkin everyone remembered.  This Chet Redkin wore a garterbelt, high-heeled sandals, a bra, a long blonde wig, and nothing else.  His erection bounced around as he ran; it was adorned with a pink ribbon.  His face was bright red with shame as he blew kisses to the crowd. 

Quarterback Danny Trejo followed.  He wore crotchless panties, high-heeled  mules,  a  tight  sweater  and  a  red  wig.    He  also  had  a  pink  ribbon wrapped around the head of his erection.  His face too was bright red. 

More boys followed.  Each boy wore high heels, lingerie, some other

feminine item and a wig.  Each also displayed their erections, each of which was wrapped in a ribbon.  And each of them burned bright red with shame as they all ran to the middle of the gym and bounced around like cheerleaders. 

And when they were all out, they began hugging and kissing each other... as they had been told. 

Most of the girls in the bleachers doubled over laughing.  The boys in attendance didn’t. 

Dwyer  would  consider  expelling  Gwen  Wilson  and  her  friends  for this,  but  Melanie  would  talk  him  out  it,  claiming  it  was  merely  an uncontrollable psychological reaction to a “nonconforming situation.” 

Chapter 6:  “Henry Miller” 

—o—

Henry Miller sat behind his large desk with a look of contempt in his eye.  This was a look he saved for interns who had offended him and needed to  be  chastised  before  being  summarily  dismissed.    Sidney  sat  across  from him with a look of defiance in hers.  She never let him intimidate her. 

“I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  away  from  everyone,”  said  Henry  in  his deep voice which had served him so well in court for so many years. 

“About what?” asked Sidney. 

“About my son Eric.” 

This  was  a  surprise  to  Sidney.    “What  about  Eric?”  she  asked cautiously. 

“I’m  happy  Eric  has  decided  to  marry  you,”  said  Henry,  though  his tone  suggested  otherwise.    Indeed,  it  was  hardly  a  secret  that  he  did  not approve  of  his  son  marrying  a  woman  who  wanted  to  be  an  attorney, especially one who wanted to keep working after they were married. 

“I’m  gla—”  started  Sidney  equally  disingenuously,  but  Henry  kept speaking over her. 

“But  I  wanted  to  make  it  clear  that  there  would  be  no  special treatment around here,” he said. 

Sidney  glared  at  him.    Obviously,  there  would  be  no  special treatment,  she  thought.    She  had  never  asked  for  any,  nor  would  she  accept any.  She wanted to be judged on her own merits and to make her own name for herself.  Henry made her so angry.  He’d been rude to her since the day his  partner  Thomas  Hunter  hired  her,  and  he’d  only  gotten  more  rude  since the engagement had been announced.  He spoke down to her, he often tried to humiliate her publicly, he kept her off of the good projects, and he seemed to require her to meet a level of performance he required of no one else in the office.    All  of  this  wore  her  down  and  upset  her  deeply,  but  she  was  never going to let him know that. 

“I’ve  never  asked  for  special  treatment,”  she  said  through  gritted teeth. 

“Well,  don’t  expect  any,”  he  replied.    He  then  picked  up  a  file  and started reading through it.  This was how he dismissed people after chastising them and it angered Sidney further that he did this to her now. 

“What  a  rude  bastard,”  she  thought.    Still,  she  knew  she  could  say nothing,  so  she  rose  to  her  feet  and  made  her  way  to  his  door.    When  she reached the door, however, he took another shot at her. 

“There is something else,” he said. 

Sidney turned and looked at him. 

“Obviously, the firm would never fire anyone for this, as it would be illegal, but  off the record, I wonder how you intend to satisfy your obligations to the firm once my son makes you pregnant.  Call me old fashioned if you wish, but it seems that would be impossible,” he said condescendingly. 

Sidney  felt  her  rage  build  inside  herself  once  more.    She  knew  she should  just  turn  and  walk  away,  but  there  were  words  building  in  her  mind which wanted to come out.  She knew she shouldn’t say any of the things she was thinking, but in that moment, it just seemed impossible to resist... so she spoke. 

“Actually,  I’m  thinking  of  getting  your  son  pregnant.    Then  he  can have the baby and it won’t be a problem for me at work,” said Sidney without a hint of emotion.  “I’ve already picked out the maternity dress for him.  He looks very cute in it.  You should see him.” 

Henry’s face turned bright red with embarrassment.  “How dare she?” 

he thought.  Obviously what she said was impossible, but the very suggestion that Henry Miller’s son could in any way be put into a feminine role was too much  for  Henry  to  take.    He  ground  his  teeth  as  he  glared  at  the  young woman.  He had no idea how to respond. 

“Is there anything else?” asked Sidney coldly. 

Henry picked up his file again.  Sidney took the opportunity to leave. 

Her  face  burned  red  with  shame  and  anger.    She  didn’t  know  how  much longer she could take being treated this way.  Even if Hunter Miller was the only  good-sized  law  firm  in  town,  and  even  if  they  had  all  the  town’s respectable  clients,  and  even  if  she  was  marrying  Henry  Miller’s  son,  she thought long and hard about turning in her resignation right then and there. 

She didn’t though; she couldn’t.  Instead, she returned to her office and she began  to  cry.    She  picked  up  the  phone  to  dial  Eric’s  number,  but  then  she saw  Melanie’s  latest  message.    She  stared  at  the  name  “Melanie  Morgan.” 

She knew she should never call this number ever again... but then she did. 

Meanwhile, five offices  down, Henry picked  up his own  phone.  He called Tom Collins, the firm’s personnel law specialist. 

“Mr. Miller, what can I do for you?” asked Collins. 

“Tom, I need to know what it takes to fire an employee... a lawyer... a woman.” 

—o—

Melanie  sat  in  Dean  Dyer’s  office.    Dwyer  had  asked  her  to  come give  him  an  update.    He  had  also  invited  the  Mayor  because  there  were rumors  of  this  issue  growing  beyond  being  merely  a  school  issue.    Mayor Gabby  Landsberg,  known  as  “Mayor  Gabby”  to  the  voters,  was  a  small woman  with  a  big  voice  and  a  bigger  smile.    She  became  mayor  five  years prior when her husband, then-Mayor Tommy Landsberg, decided not to run again.    The  reason  he  chose  not  to  run  again  was  a  secret  shared  only  by  a few, including Melanie, his psychiatrist. 

Also in the room was Dwyer’s assistant, Sondra Stern. 

Melanie  planned  to  tell  them  that  the  problem  was  getting  worse, when  it  really  wasn’t.    She  intended  to  use  that  as  a  pretext  for  starting  the next phase of her plan.  None of them suspected a thing. 

“Unfortunately,  the  situation  is  getting  considerably  worse,”  said Melanie. 

“Really?    I  thought  everything  was  going  well,”  said  Dwyer  with  a great  deal  of  surprise.    “Since  we  instituted  the  guardian  system,  we’ve  had almost no problems.  The girls seem happy, the boys seem safe, and outside of a few isolated incidents, everything seems to be running smoothly... given the circumstances.” 

Melanie shook her head.  “You’re only seeing one aspect of this.  I’ve been meeting with dozens of local families and I’ve been closely monitoring the  psychological  impact  of  all  of  this  on  both  the  boys  and  the  girls.    We were hoping that making the girls act as guardians for the boys would trigger their  nurture  instincts,  just  as  mothers  experience  with  their  own  children. 

Simultaneously, we hoped the boys would learn to overcome their masculine egos and willingly accept their new positions.” 

“And that’s not happening?” asked Dwyer. 

“Of  course  it’s  not  happening,  you  idiot!    I  made  it  up! ”  thought Melanie, but she instead said:  “Sadly, no, it’s not happening.  The boys’ egos are  nearing  a  breaking  point.    Their  latent  masculine  desires  to  control  the women  in  their  lives  are  causing  them  to  feel  the  need  to  rebel,  which  is impossible  because  of  their  condition,  and  that’s  causing  them  deep psychological  trauma.    We  need  to  resolve  that  trauma  immediately  to

prevent psychotic breaks.” 

“Psychotic breaks?” asked Dwyer. 

“Psychotic breaks,” repeated Melanie. 

“That’s bad?” 

“It’s even worse than it sounds.” 

Dwyer swallowed hard.  “How do we prevent that?” 

Melanie took a deep breath and acted like she didn’t want to say what she  was  about  to  say.    This  made  Dwyer  even  more  nervous.    “You  won’t like this,” she said before adding, “I don’t like it either.”  She paused. 

“What is it?” asked Dwyer nervously. 

Melanie sighed.  “We need to take away their masculinity.” 

Dwyer’s jaw dropped.  “You mean cut off their—!” 

“No,  no,  not  that,”  said  Melanie,  though  on  the  inside  she  laughed. 

“It always comes down to your penises, doesn’t it? ” she thought to herself. 

“Why  can’t  you  men  ever  understand  that  there’s  more  to  masculinity  than the sausage hanging between your legs?  We should cut them all off and see how you all act then. ” 

“So what do you mean?” asked Dwyer. 

“I mean that we need to teach them that they can no longer be alpha males,” said Melanie.  “They must accept that they are now betas and that the women are now the alphas.  To harmonize that with their views of men and women,  so  they  no  longer  feel  the  stress  of  their  egos  screaming  that  they need to be in charge, we need to turn them into females.” 

“What  exactly  are  you  suggesting?”  gasped  Dwyer.    Melanie  would never forget the look of horror on Dwyer’s face. 

“To put it simply, we need to make them dress and act like girls.” 

“That’s insane!” exclaimed Dwyer.  “We can’t do that!” 

Sondra Stern, who had been sitting quietly in the back, suddenly burst out  laughing.    Melanie  immediately  recognized  this  laugh.    She  wasn’t laughing  at  the  idea,  she  was  laughing  at  the  possibilities  that  accompanied the idea.  Melanie had found a fellow-traveler.  Stern then went to work on browbeating Dwyer into accepting the idea.  In the meantime, Melanie spoke quietly with the Mayor.  The Mayor seemed to accept the need for Melanie’s plan, though she remained cautious.  She specifically noted that it would be a difficult sell to the parents of these boys. 

“I believe I can make the case,” said Melanie. 

“All right, it’s up to you,” said Mayor Gabby.  “If you can convince

them, then I’ll go along.” 

Melanie then turned back to Dwyer.  He took a little longer to come around, but he eventually agreed as well... provided Melanie could convince the  college’s  Board  to  adopt  the  plan.    Melanie  smiled.    Her  plan  was  one step closer to reality. 

—o—

Melanie turned her car up the street which led to her office.  She had just  come  from  her  meeting  with  Dwyer  and  Mayor  Gabby.    She  was marveling at the ease of her victory.  She would soon have her revenge.  She smiled.  But her smile faded the moment she pulled up before her office and saw Sidney’s car.  She knew Sidney wanted to meet, but she hadn’t expected to find her here.  Melanie felt a lump in her throat and her stomach tightened. 

When she had received Sidney’s call, asking for a meeting, her heart skipped a beat.  She was sure this would be her chance to win Sidney back... but now she wasn’t so sure. 

“I guess there’s only one way to find out,” she said. 

Melanie looked at the flowers on the seat next to her.  She had bought them to give them to Sidney when they met, but now that seemed like a bad idea  somehow,  so  she  left  them  and  she  stepped  out  of  her  car.    Slowly, reluctantly, she made her way up the concrete steps to her office.  She took a hold of the doorknob and she froze, afraid to go any further. 

“You can do this,” she told herself. 

Melanie took a deep breath and she walked through the door.  Inside, she found Sidney lying on the leather couch with her legs spread out over the arm of the couch.  Her skirt was on the floor next to her high-heeled pumps. 

Her  panties  lay  on  top  of  her  skirt.    Her  nipples  were  erect  beneath  her  red bra,  Melanie’s  favorite.    Melanie’s  nipples  responded  in  kind  and  she instantly became wet. 

She was uncertain, however. 

“I was at the school, working on something, when I got your call.  I didn’t... I wasn’t... I, well,” said Melanie, stumbling slightly over her words. 

Sidney  swung  her  feet  to  the  floor  and  rose  from  the  couch.    Even without  her  heels  on,  Sidney  was  taller  than  Melanie.    Her  perfect  breasts were  much  larger  as  well.    Sidney  placed  her  left  hand  on  Melanie’s  breast and tickled her erect nipple through her blouse. 

Melanie  felt  a  tingle  within  her  pussy.    She  was  becoming  very

excited.  But she remained pensive.  Sidney had come to her before like this several  times  whenever  her  boss  had  been  cruel  to  her;  each  time  she  had gone back to Eric.  Melanie wondered if that was the case this time or if she had come back to her. 

“Henry?” asked Melanie.  Her mouth was dry. 

Sidney seemed cringe and a tear appeared in her eye.  She nodded her head. 

Melanie hugged her tightly.  “I’m sorry, baby.  He can be so cruel.” 

“It’s ok, I can take it,” she said softly. 

“I  know  you  can,  but  sometimes  you  just  need  a  shoulder  and  I’m here for you,” said Melanie soothingly. 

Sidney  smiled  through  her  tears  and  kissed  Melanie  on  the  cheek. 

Then  she  ran  her  hand  down  Melanie’s  back  and  she  squeezed  Melanie’s rear, pushing her fingers beneath Sidney’s panties and tickling the bottom of her lips from behind. 

Melanie  smiled.    This  felt  amazing.    It  felt  so  right  too,  and  she wanted so badly to believe that Sidney had come back to her, but before she could fully accept that and let her broken heart believe, she needed to ask one more question.  She dreaded asking it, but she had to know. 

“Since  you’re  here  with  me,  rather  than  him,  does  this  mean  you’ve left him?” asked Melanie. 

An  image  of  her  loyal  and  loving  fiancé  flashed  through  Sidney’s mind  and  she  froze.    Her  whole  body  went  soft  and  all  the  tightness  with which  she  had  been  holding  Melanie  vanished  instantly.    She  became  like deadweight in Melanie’s arms.  She shook her head. 

“I can’t,” she said. 

“Wait!” pleaded Melanie. 

“I can’t!” she repeated and she pushed Melanie away.  “I want to so badly, but I can’t.  I shouldn’t have come!” 

“Wait!  Don’t go!” 

Sidney shook her head and grabbed her panties.  She pulled those up her legs.  “I shouldn’t have come.  This was a mistake!” 

“Wait,  please  don’t  go!”  said  Melanie  and  she  stepped  closer  to Sidney.    Sidney,  however,  kept  her  away  with  her  hand.    She  then  grabbed her skirt and pulled that up her legs and zipped it. 

“I can’t.  I shouldn’t have come.  I love, Eric.  I can’t do this.” 

“Don’t  you  love  me?”  asked  Melanie.    A  tear  appeared  in  her  eye. 

She felt sick that she was about to lose her lover again. 

Sidney cringed.  She shook her head.  “It’s different.  I love him.” 

“You love me too!” 

“It’s... it’s different.  You’re an addiction.” 

Melanie  looked  like  she’d  been  slapped  across  the  face.    She  folded her  arms  and  balanced  her  right  foot  on  the  heel  of  her  shoe,  which  she jabbed into the carpet three times.  “‘An addiction’?!” she repeated angrily. 

“That’s  what  I  am  to  you?    Well,  I  hate  to  break  this  to  you,  Sid,  but  love fades.    You’ll  tire  of  him.    And  the  things  you  think  are  so  great  now  are going to grate on you.” 

Sidney  zipped  her  skirt.    She  couldn’t  look  at  Melanie.    “No,  I  love him.  That won’t ever change.” 

“Really?    Then  why  did  you  come  to  me  instead  of  him?    Tell  me that!” 

This  shot  seemed  to  make  Sidney  recoil.    She  shook  her  head  and slipped  her  feet  into  her  heels.    Then  she  grabbed  her  purse  and  she  started toward the door as quickly as she could. 

Melanie laughed cynically and followed her.  “So you think it won’t change, do you?  Ha!  He’s a man, Sid.  I don’t care what he tells you about his ‘lifestyle,’ he’s still a man beneath the skirts.  And men are all the same.” 

“Just because you had a horrible experience with Ri—” 

“Don’t  you  dare  bring  my  ex-husband  into  this,”  growled  Melanie. 

“I’m not the one with the problem.  I’m not the one who can’t decide what she wants.  I’m not the one who won’t admit she’s a lesbian and then seeks the comfort of effeminate men to kid herself.” 

Sidney bit her lip and a tear ran down her face.  “I’m sorry I came.” 

Melanie laughed cruelly.  “I’m sorry I didn’t!” 

This caused Sidney to stop and spin around.  She looked Melanie up and down.  There was a look of disgust in her eyes which wounded Melanie deeply.    Sidney  shook  her  head  as  if  to  say,  “I  never  knew  you,”  and  she turned and marched to the door. 

Melanie  instantly  saw  her  mistake.    “I’m  sorry,  I  didn’t  mean  it.    I love you.  I want to be with you.  Please, don’t go!  I need you!  Please stay!” 

“We’re not good for each other,” said Sidney. 

“Please.  I need you in my life,” pleaded Melanie. 

Sidney came to the door and opened it.  She didn’t respond.  Before she could walk through the door, however, Melanie dropped to her knees and

wrapped  her  arms  around  Sidney’s  legs.    More  tears  appeared  in  Melanie’s eyes. 

“Please,” she begged.  “Please, don’t go!” 

Sidney  pulled  herself  free  and  walked  off.    She  never  said  another word. 

Melanie  broke  down  and  cried  into  her  hands  as  she  watched  her former lover walk down the concrete steps and out of her life... or had she? 

A  moment  later,  Melanie  had  an  idea  of  how  she  could  force  Sidney  back into her life. 

“She  wants  to  be  rid  of  me?    Good  luck.    I  know  how  to  make  you spend time with me,” growled Melanie. 

Melanie picked up her phone.  She would make Sidney be with her. 

Then  she  would  have  a  chance  to  win  her  back.    And  if  she  couldn’t,  well, whatever happened then would happen. 

—o—

It was the following day. 

Henry Miller sat behind his desk with the look in his eye of a hunter who had cornered his prey.  He was trying to look bored, but instead he came across as malicious, and perhaps a little vicious.  There were even hints of a smug smile at the corners of his lips which made it clear that he planned to enjoy  what  was  about  to  happen.    Next  to  him  sat  Tom  Collins,  the  firm’s personnel specialist.  He showed no emotion. 

Across from them sat Sidney.  She knew exactly what was happening, and  she  had  already  come  to  terms  with  it  during  the  short  walk  from  the door,  when  she  first  realized  Tom  was  in  the  room,  to  the  chair  where  her career at the firm was about to be terminated.  In fact, in a way, Sidney was even looking forward to this.  Henry would fire her.  Then she would be free of  him.    She  would  start  her  own  firm  and  she  would  run  rings  around  this stodgy  old  firm...  even  in  four-inch  heels.    She  crossed  her  legs  and  she waited to receive her freedom. 

Henry  jumped  right  in.    “I’ve  been  examining  your  performance lately, and there are some problems that the firm simply cannot ignore.” 

“Oh,” said Sidney. 

“Yes,”  hissed  Henry  through  his  crooked  smile.    “I’m  afraid  that we’re going to need to let you g—” 

 Riiiiiiing! 

Henry’s phone rang.  He stared at it for a moment. 

 Riiiiiiing! 

Henry  hit  the  speaker  button.    “I  told  you  that  I  was  not  to  be disturbed.” 

“Yes,  sir,  I  understand,”  said  his  secretary  Ruth  in  a  tone  which suggested that she was about to deliver news she knew her boss would hate. 

“But this is very important, sir.  You’ll want to hear this immediately.” 

“Whatever  it  is  can  wait  until  I’m  finished  with  the  present  matter,” 

growled Henry. 

“This is about that matter, sir,” said Ruth cautiously. 

Henry furrowed his brow.  Then he clicked the button to turn off the speaker and he picked up the receiver.  He spun his chair around so that his back was turned to Sidney.  “What is it?!” he demanded. 

Ruth said something Sidney couldn’t hear. 

“You’re kidding?  Let me speak to them,” said Henry. 

There was a pause. 

“Madame Mayor, how are you?” asked Henry. 

He waited silently as the Mayor spoke, responding only occasionally with “yes, I understand” and “uh huh.” 

“But Madame Mayor, are you sure?” 

Sidney heard a voice on the other end, but could not understand what was said. 

“But why her?  We have bett—”  He paused.  “Well, yes, but—”  He paused again.  “I understand, but really—”  Henry tapped the arm of his chair angrily with his fingers.  “No, no, Madame Mayor, we don’t want that.  Yes, I’m sure they are a good law firm, but—” 

Sidney could see Henry bending the pencil in his hand to the breaking point.  He was clearly very unhappy. 

“Yes,  Madame  Mayor,”  he  finally  said.    “I’ll  be  sure  to  tell  her. 

Thank  you,  ma’am.    I’ll  send  her  over  tomorrow.    Good  night,  Madame Mayor.” 

Henry hung up the phone.  He rubbed his temples for a minute before turning  around  again.    His  expression  had  changed  completely.    The  smug smile  was  gone  and  severe  disappointment  had  replaced  the  expectation  he had shown before.  He took a deep breath. 

“I’ve decided to put you on a matter we just received which relates to Satin  Falls  Academy,”  grumbled  Henry.    “You  will  report  to  Dean  Dwyer

tomorrow and the Mayor.  They’ve got something going on over there about somebody having a virus or something and they want some help.  Frankly, it sounds like a waste of time, so I think you will be the best person to handle it.”    He  did  not  mention  that  the  Mayor  insisted  that  Sidney  be  given  the matter, something he still did not understand. 

Sidney  ran  her  tongue  over  her  teeth.    She  didn’t  fully  understand what had just happened.  She had been prepared to be fired, but instead, she was  given  a  major  assignment,  and  it  sounded  like  the  Mayor  herself  had forced Henry to give her the assignment. 

“Why?” she asked herself. 

She had no idea.  Two things were clear, however.  First, Henry was very,  very  unhappy  about  this.    That  made  Sidney  rather  happy.    Secondly, Henry was lying when he described this as “a waste of time.”  Sidney knew that the city was the firm’s most important client; when the Mayor called, the firm jumped.  So any assignment for the city was an important assignment. 

Not to mention, she knew from Amber that what was going on at the school was  really  serious.    She  just  didn’t  know  why  she  had  been  chosen  for  this yet. 

“Fine,” said Sidney. 

Henry glared at her.  “Let me provide one word of caution, however,” 

he  said.    His  voice  was  seething  with  contempt.    “You  will  be  representing the  firm,  so  lose  the  hooker  shoes  and  the  slutty  skirts.    Dress  like  a professional.” 

This comment seemed to make Tom Collins roll himself up into a ball and disappear into his chair.  Sidney on the other hand bit her tongue.  For a very  brief  moment,  she  considered  quitting.    But  then  she  realized  that  if Henry  had  given  her  this  assignment  rather  than  fire  her,  then  for  some reason  he  needed  her  and  that  gave  her  power,  and  she  planned  to  take advantage of that:  “The shoe’s on the other foot this time, you old bastard,” 

thought Sidney. 

“Is that all?” asked Sidney. 

Henry  picked  up  a  file  from  his  desk,  turned  his  back  to  her  and started reading.  This was the signal that she was dismissed and she happily took  it.    She  left  Henry’s  office  both  angry  at  her  treatment,  happy  that  she apparently had some power over Henry now, and intrigued as to how she got it. 

She would find out soon enough. 

Chapter 7:  “The Submission Spreads” 

—o—

Amber entered the kitchen as Sidney chopped up another carrot.  She was making stew.  Amber looked sad, despite her cheerful attire.  She wore a short  white  skirt,  a  cute  red  and  white-striped  top  with  the  word  “LOVE” 

written  across  her  chest  in  glitter,  red  and  white  tennis  shoes,  and  a  flower clip  in  her  hair.    She  had  come  back  from  a  date  with  Jason,  who  wore panties and a bra beneath his clothes and swore this has been his own choice and not Cindy’s, even though they both knew better.  Amber leaned against the counter, folded her arms and pouted. 

“I know that look,” said Sidney.  “Trouble with Jason?” 

“Sort of.” 

“What’d he do?” 

“It’s  not  him,  it’s  this  whole  thing,”  said  Amber.    “His  evil  brat stepsister Cindy is totally taking advantage of this and I don’t know what do about it.  She’s going way too far.” 

Sidney wasn’t sure how to respond to this.  She had learned generally about the issue with the virus at school though she didn’t know the specifics and  she  hadn’t  quite  grasped  yet  how  vulnerable  the  boys  really  were;  she had  a  meeting  scheduled  with  Dwyer  to  discuss  the  legal  aspects  the following morning where she hoped to learn more about it.  At this point, as she understood the virus, she still saw this more as the boys being deferential, but  not  entirely  without  will  power.    She  equated  it  to  her  own  happy relationship  with  Eric,  who  voluntarily  followed  her  orders  and  seemed happy.    She  suspected  the  virus  created  something  similar.    Hence,  when  it came to the issue of Cindy and Jason, Sidney assumed that Amber just wasn’t ready  to  accept  yet  that  Jason  was  in  reality  a  cross-dresser  who  was  now more deferential to his stepsister than Amber liked because of this virus.  She doubted that Cindy was the monster Amber made her out to be. 

“It’s a virus, it’s beyond anyone’s control—” said Sidney. 

“I know that,” said Amber, “but it’s not beyond Cindy’s control to not abuse Jason.” 

“Have you considered that this could just be an excuse?” 

“What kind of excuse?” 

“Maybe Jason really just does like to wear women’s clothes, but he’s

ashamed to admit it.  So he blames Cindy,” said Melanie. 

Amber  glared  at  Sidney.    She  was  starting  to  wonder  if  Sidney  had listened to anything she had been telling her.  “It’s not like that,” she said. 

“Well,  if  that’s  the  case,  then  maybe  you  should  approach  his parents,” suggested Sidney.  She thought that calling Amber’s bluff might be a  good  way  to  shake  out  the  truth  of  what  was  happening.    Unfortunately, Amber had an answer. 

“They’re  never  there.    She  only  does  it  when  they  aren’t  home. 

Besides, she’ll punish him worse if she finds out that he turned her in,” said Amber. 

“Have you talked to anyone at the school?” 

“Yeah, I talked to Dr. Morgan.” 

The mention of Melanie’s name instantly tied Sidney’s stomach in a knot.  “What did she say?” 

“It  was  kind  of  confusing,  but  it  didn’t  seem  to  bother  her.    But honestly,  she  strikes  me  as  a  flake.    I  don’t  like  her,”  said  Amber  and  she paused.  “You know, I’m not even sure she wants to cure this virus.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

Amber shrugged her shoulders.  “She just gives me a creepy feeling. 

And she doesn’t seem to like boys much.” 

Sidney blushed.  She was well aware that Melanie did not like males very much. 

“So how is Eric?” asked Amber. 

Sidney  felt  tremendous  relief  that  Amber  had  changed  the  topic. 

“He’s fine,” she said.  “He’s putting together some secret gift for you, by the way.  He won’t tell me what it is, though.  It’s for the wedding.” 

Amber smiled.  “I like Eric a lot.” 

“Yeah, he’s quite a catch.” 

Amber  folded  her  arms  tightly  and  kicked  the  toe  of  her  tennis  shoe against  the  kitchen  floor.    “Can  I  ask  you  something  really  personal  about you and Eric?” 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “That depends on what it is.” 

“He’s kind of different, right?” 

Sidney rinsed her hands, took a towel and turned to face Amber as she dried her hands.  “In what way?” 

“I mean, he’s really sweet and he knows a lot about stuff.” 

“What kind of stuff?” 

“Stuff stuff, girl stuff.” 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders.  “What’s your point?” 

Amber blushed.  “Like, I had this top, right, and I could never think what I should match it with.  I mentioned this to Beth on the phone one day when he was here and he must have heard me, ’cause when I hung up, he told me  exactly  like  what  would  match  and  stuff...  like  shoes  and  skirts  and things.    He’s  great  with  makeup  tips  too,  and...  and  guys  normally  aren’t,” 

she added cautiously. 

Sidney shrugged her shoulder again.  “Eric has an eye for a lot things and he’s very attentive to people, that’s one of the things I like about him.” 

“It’s just that he’s really good at this stuff and he’s like really nice and gentle and everything.” 

“And, what’s your point?” 

Amber  bit  her  lip.    “I  just  thought...  with  everything  going  on.    I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything.  I just thought maybe he could help me understand what Jason is going through.”  Her face turned even redder. 

So  did  Sidney’s.    She  stayed  very  silent  hoping  that  Amber’s embarrassment took her off this topic. 

It did. 

“I’m  sorry,”  said  Amber  with  a  red  face.    “I  don’t  know  what  I’m saying.    I  don’t  really  mean  to  say  anything.    I  don’t  care  if  he  is  or  isn’t... 

well, anything.  I think he’s great and I just—” 

Sidney smiled and hugged Amber.  “It’s ok, Amber.” 

—o—

Meanwhile, several blocks away, Greg Cole came home earlier from work than normal.  The secretaries had been grousing about never getting a day off and, for reasons unknown, the boss decided to give everyone the rest of the day off once they started complaining.  It seemed strange at the time, but Greg wasn’t going to argue with it.  He liked the idea of time off as much as the next guy. 

In any event, that’s how it started:  Greg came home early.  That was how  he  became  witness  to  the  strange  scene  going  on  at  his  house.    As  he walked through the door, he saw Jason busy dusting the living room as Cindy sat on the couch reading a magazine.  That wasn’t necessarily unusual.  What was  unusual,  however,  was  what  Jason  wore.    He  wore  a  flowery  sundress and  flower-patterned  open-toed  slingbacks  with  four-inch  heels.    These

belonged to Greg’s wife Brenda, as did the dress.  Jason’s face also was made up with lipstick, eye shadow and blush.  His fingernails and his toenails were painted pink. 

“What the hell is going on?!” demanded Greg. 

Both  Jason  and  Cindy  looked  horrified  to  see  him.    Clearly,  they weren’t expecting him home so soon. 

“I can explain—” began Jason. 

“How  the  hell  are  you  going  to  explain  this?!”  demanded  Greg, waving his hands at his son.  “You’re wearing your stepmother’s dress!” 

“She  made  me  do  it!”  spat  out  Jason  and  he  pointed  his  pink fingernail at Cindy. 

“Did not!” insisted Cindy. 

“Yes, you did!” 

“No, I didn’t!  Dad, I swear it wasn’t me!  It was her!” said Jason. 

Cindy folded her arms.  “That’s not true.  Tell him I didn’t make you do this.  Tell him you’ve been secretly wearing girl’s clothes for years.” 

“She  didn’t  make  me  do  this,”  said  Jason.    “I’ve  been  secretly wearing girl’s clothes for years.”  He then grimaced. 

Greg’s jaw dropped.  “Is that true, Jason?” 

“No, it’s not true!” squealed Jason. 

“Yes, it is!” said Cindy.  “Tell him it’s true, Jason!” 

“Yes, it’s true,” said Jason.  He looked like he wanted to explode. 

“He swore me to secrecy,” Cindy added. 

“That’s not true,” countered Jason. 

“Be quiet,” commanded Cindy and Jason shut up. 

Greg  glared  at  the  two  of  them.    He  felt  sick  and  jittery  that  he  had found his own son dressed like a sissy.  This was his worst nightmare.  It was time to put an end to this, whatever it took.  “I don’t know what’s going on here,” he growled, “but—” 

Cindy  could  sense  the  anger  within  her  stepfather.    She  knew  they were in serious trouble.  She decided to try for a long shot.  “It’s not what you think!  Please, don’t be upset!” pleaded Cindy. 

Then something strange happened. 

Cindy  expected  that  her  stepfather  would  explode,  but  he  didn’t. 

Instead,  his  face  went  entirely  blank  and  then  a  strange  sense  of  calm  came over  it.    He  looked  confused.    Then  he  scratched  his  head  as  if  he  had forgotten something and was trying to remember what it was. 

“What was I saying?” he asked himself. 

Cindy  watched  him  carefully.    She  had  seen  this  before...  in  Jason. 

“Are you upset?” she asked cautiously. 

“Why would I be upset?” asked Greg. 

“You’re not upset that I dressed Jason up as a girl?” 

Greg shook his head.  “No, not at all.  But it does need to stop now.” 

Cindy scratched her chin.  She was certain that what she was seeing now in Greg was exactly the same thing that had afflicted Jason.  She decided to  test  her  theory.    “This  doesn’t  bother  you  and  it  doesn’t  need  to  stop. 

Don’t you agree?” 

Greg  looked  momentarily  confused.    Then  he  said,  “You’re  right, there’s no reason this needs to stop.” 

Jason stared at his father in shock.  Was his father really abandoning him to the mercy of the evil Cindy? 

“You aren’t going to tell my mom either... are you?” asked Cindy. 

“No.  I don’t see any reason to tell your mother.” 

“In  fact,  you’re  just  going  to  forget  about  this  and  not  tell  anyone about it.” 

Greg smiled.  “Why don’t we just forget about this whole thing?  I’ll be upstairs if you need me.”  He left the room and made his way upstairs. 

Cindy watched him go.  An evil smile crept across her face.  Life just got  even  better  for  her.    She  returned  her  attention  to  her  stepbrother.    “Go change back into your boy clothes... but leave the panties on as a reminder.” 

—o—

Sidney  walked  through  the  hallway  of  the  administration  building  at the college.  She came to the Dean’s office.  It was a beautiful office which rivaled those at Hunter Miller.  She walked up to the receptionist. 

“Hi, I’m here to see Dean Dwyer,” said Sidney. 

The  woman  smiled  at  her  and  told  her  it  would  be  a  moment.    She then disappeared into a back office. 

Sidney stood at the counter looking around.  As she stood there, she slid her feet out of her five-inch open-toed black slingbacks one at a time and flexed her toes.  These were gorgeous shoes, but they weren’t quite meant for the lengthy hike from the parking garage. 

“It’s  old  Henry’s  revenge  for  wearing  ‘hooker  shoes’,”  she  told herself with a laugh. 

Of  course,  wearing  the  black  and  white  pencil  dress  didn’t  help  her mobility either.  She never would have worn this dress or these shoes if she didn’t feel that she suddenly had some mysterious benefactor protecting her from  Henry.    That  gave  her  a  stronger  sense  of  freedom  than  she  normally felt  at  work,  and  she  wanted  to  make  a  statement;  perhaps  she  should  have waited another day. 

“Can I help you?” asked Dean Dwyer a moment later. 

“Hi,  I’m  Sidney  Blake.    I’m  from  Hunter  Miller.    Here’s  my  card,” 

she said and she handed him her card. 

“Oh good,” said Dwyer.  “We have quite a strange issue going on and we’ll need a lot of help.  Why don’t we go to my office to speak?” 

Dwyer led Sidney to his office and offered her a seat.  She took it.  He then explained to her all that had happened.  Sidney had heard some of this from  Amber,  but  not  all  the  behind-the-scene  details.    It  was  certainly  a fascinating  issue,  though  Sidney  wasn’t  sure  she  believed  Dwyer’s characterization of the boys as “helpless.”  She had found in her practice that clients always overstate the problem and she assumed that was the case here as well.  Not to mention, she just found it hard to believe that they were truly helpless.  “He probably means they’re subdued,” she thought. 

“So  that’s  really  our  problem,”  said  Dwyer  when  he  finished explaining the issue.  “We’re working on various solutions and we need your firm to help us understand what our limits are in terms of what we can require and what we can’t.” 

“I understand.” 

“To  do  that,  you’ll  be  working  closely  with  our  project  lead,”  said Dwyer. 

“That’s fine,” replied Sidney. 

“She’s actually the one who requested that you be added to the team,” 

said Dwyer.  “I believe you two know each other.” 

Sidney suddenly felt a chill race down her spine.  “And who is that?” 

she asked cautiously. 

Dwyer was just about to answer, when there was a knock on the open door  behind  Sidney.    “What  a  coincidence,  this  is  our  project  lead,”  said Dwyer  and  he  rose  from  his  desk  and  pointed  to  the  woman  standing  in Dwyer’s doorway.  “Sidney, let me introduce Dr. Melanie Morgan.” 

Sidney’s  chill  turned  into  a  shudder.    She  kept  her  poker  face, though.  She stood up, smoothed her skirt, and turned to face Melanie. 

“Hello, Sidney,” said Melanie with a crooked smile. 

Sidney bit her lip.  “Hello, Dr. Morgan.” 

“I’m glad you’re on the team.  We’ll be working very closely on this project,” said Melanie.  There was a creepy tone to what she said which made Sidney shudder again.  This was not good. 

—o—

A few days later, Melanie appeared before the Board again.  Her new plan  was  meeting  a  good  deal  of  skepticism  and  she  had  come  to  push  it through  the  Board.    So  far,  none  of  the  Board  members  supported  it.    She intended to change that.  Indeed, she had no doubt she would get the Board’s permission  to  feminize  the  boys  before  she  left  today.    Then  she  could  use this as a springboard for feminizing the men when the virus finally affected them;  her  geneticist  friend  had  assured  her  that  it  should  eventually  affect them  just  as  much,  though  as  far  as  she  knew,  it  had  not  at  this  point.    She found that frustrating actually as they were the real target of her plan.  Still, she vowed to move ahead with her plan with the college to be ready when it did finally affect the rest of the men. 

“It’s simple,” said Melanie authoritatively. 

“How so?” asked the male Board member. 

“Either  we  take  this  step  or  we  risk  serious  psychological  harm  to these young men,” said Melanie. 

“I just don’t understand this,” replied the male Board member.  “How can  it  help  their  ‘masculine  egos,’  as  you  put  it,  to  feminize  them?    That sounds like it would do the opposite.” 

Melanie  gritted  her  teeth.    She  knew  this  would  be  difficult,  but knowing that didn’t make it any easier, and this man was proving to be quite an  obstacle.    “Their  masculine  egos  are  the  problem,”  said  Melanie  with  a hint of frustration.  “These boys still think of themselves as normal males and they expect to control their environment.  So every time they find themselves following an order, it runs contrary to their self-image and it causes feeling of inferiority and shame.” 

“Yes,  you  keep  saying  that,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  anything  to  me,” 

said the man. 

“Wouldn’t making them dress like girls make this worse?” asked one of the women.  The female Board members had been more receptive, but still not as receptive as Melanie had hoped, as they remained largely skeptical as

well. 

Melanie  shook  her  head.    “By  making  them  dress  like  girls,  we  take away  the  possibility  that  they  could  be  the  alpha  males.    That’s  the  key. 

Essentially,  it  removes  the  stress  that  is  causing  the  psychotic  breaks  by taking away the thing they are defending which causes the stress when they can’t defend it.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  woman,  though  it  was  clear  she  still  didn’t  fully understand. 

Melanie  continued  with  an  example  she  had  spent  days  crafting: 

“Think  of  it  like  this.    A  man  is  standing  next  to  his  wife.    Two  other  men come by and mock him.  They are large and strong and can probably hurt the man.    But  because  his  wife  has  seen  him  emasculated  by  the  two  men,  his male ego tells him this will lessen him as a man in her eyes if he doesn’t fight back.  Thus, he chooses to challenge them, to save face.  If he doesn’t, he will feel shame for letting his manhood be challenged.  Now, imagine if his wife had dressed him as a woman and treated him like a girlfriend.  There would be  no  expectation  either  by  him  or  by  her  that  he  will  ‘act  like  a  man.’    So when  the  two  men  mock  him,  there  is  no  psychological  need  to  defend  his masculine ego, nor is there any shame if he simply walks away.” 

It  was  as  if  a  light  went  on  in  the  room.    This  example  made tremendous  sense  to  the  two  women  and  they  suddenly  understood  how Melanie’s  plan  was  supposed  to  work.    They  could  see  the  purpose  of  her plan  and  precisely  how  it  would  work,  and  why  it  would  work.    Both  now nodded their heads approvingly. 

“That makes sense,” said the one. 

“Yes, I get it,” said the other. 

“It  also  gets  around  problems  like  those  at  the  pep  rally,”  said Melanie. 

The Board had been fully briefed about the incident with the football team  at  the  pep  rally.    That  was  actually  the  main  reason  they  were  at  all receptive to Melanie’s new plan in the first place, because clearly something was  going  on  beneath  the  surface  that  needed  to  be  understood.    What  they did not know, however, was that Gwen Wilson was one of Melanie’s clients. 

Nor did they know that Melanie had suggested the idea to Gwen. 

“Yes, that was quite worrying,” said one of the women. 

“Wait a minute!” said the male Board member.  “How does that solve the prob—” 

“Honestly  William,  just  be  quiet,”  said  one  of  the  women.    “Dr. 

Morgan has made an excellent point which we all see.  Your objection is just your  ‘masculine  ego’  trying  to  defend  itself  from  the  idea.    No  harm  will come to these boys from dressing like girls, and if Dr. Morgan is correct, this could help them adjust to their new reality.” 

Melanie  smiled  to  herself  upon  hearing  the  woman  parrot  back  her words. 

Interestingly,  the  male  Board  member  looked  like  he  wanted  to  say something, but never opened his mouth.  The others failed to notice. 

“I  am  concerned  about  the  parents  though,”  said  the  other  woman. 

“The  fathers  in  particular  will  not  like  this  at  all.    They  will  respond  like William  has  responded.    They  will  not  like  the  idea  of  their  sons  being emasculated... for lack of a better word.” 

Melanie  nodded  her  head.    “It  will  be  a  challenge.    But  I  can  put together  a  presentation  which  explains  everything  to  the  parents.    And  with this  Board  voting  this  as  a  requirement,  they  won’t  have  much  choice  other than to accept it.” 

The women nodded their heads. 

The male member sat silently. 

Melanie  smiled.    She  was  almost  there.    She  added  one  more reassuring  lie  to  sell  them  on  the  plan:    “Also,  we  should  absolutely  stress that this is only a temporary measure.  Once the boys demonstrate an ability to accept their new reality, we can always reverse this policy.” 

“Excellent  point,”  said  the  first  woman  and  she  smiled.    The  second woman too was smiling. 

“Let’s vote,” said the second woman. 

The measure passed.  Melanie’s plan would be announced through a booklet sent to parents.  Then a formal meeting would take place to discuss the booklet.  After that, the plan would be implemented and anyone wishing to attend the school would need to comply with the plan. 

—o—

About  a  week  after  Melanie  got  the  Board’s  approval,  Brenda  Cole sat  on  her  couch  as  her  husband  gave  her  a  foot  massage.    Greg  had volunteered  to  do  this  every  night  for  a  week  now,  as  well  as  cooking  her dinner.    He’d  even  told  her  he  wanted  her  to  choose  what  to  watch  on television.  Brenda didn’t know why he’d turned over this new leaf, but she

wasn’t  complaining.    She  assumed  it  had  to  do  with  how  rudely  he’d  acted lately, but that wasn’t it. 

Cindy knew why this was happening. 

So did Greg, but he wasn’t allowed to say. 

As  Greg  rubbed  his  wife’s  feet  as  he  had  been  ordered  by  Cindy, Brenda took the opportunity to look through the mail.  Among the bills and junk  mail  was  a  large  envelope  from  the  school.    Inside  was  a  twenty-page booklet.    This  booklet  was  prepared  by  the  school,  with  a  credit  to  Dr. 

Melanie Morgan, and it explained the new policies as well as the psychology behind those new policies.  It also included several pages of suggestions. 

“Wow!” said Brenda.  “You should read this.” 

“What is it?” asked Greg. 

“It’s a booklet from the school.  It describes what they want to do next and why.” 

“What’s it say?” 

Brenda scanned the first several pages.  “Unbelievable.” 

“What does it say?” 

“Shush, Greg.  Let me read it first.” 

Greg went silent.  He waited patiently for his wife to stop reading and address him.  As he waited, he kept rubbing her feet. 

“Wow,”  repeated  Brenda  a  moment  later,  when  she  finished  reading it.  “This is their list of recommendations for how to treat the boys like Jason from now on.” 

Jason,  by  the  way,  was  in  his  room  at  the  moment  doing  his homework.    He  sat  at  his  desk  in  a  sweatshirt,  jeans  and  three-inch  high-heeled open-toed pumps.  He wanted to take the heels off, but Cindy ordered him to leave them on, unless Brenda called him.  Then he needed to switch into tennis shoes. 

“What  do  they  recommend?”  asked  Greg  sourly.    He  didn’t  like  the idea  that  his  son  had  been  put  under  the  control  of  a  girl,  and  it  upset  him greatly that Brenda bought into this.  He worried that this pamphlet was more of the same. 

“It’s  a  list  of  clothes  he  should  wear  and  the  such...  a  full  wardrobe really.    First,  they  are  introducing  a  school  uniform  for  the  boys,”  said Brenda.    She  flipped  the  page.    “Oh,  that’s  cute!    It’s  like  a  little  Catholic schoolgirl uniform.” 

Greg’s jaw dropped.  “A what?” 

“A Catholic schoolgirl uniform.  It’s got a white blouse, a checkered skirt, and they have a variety of heels.  Ooh, they’re all very high.” 

Greg furrowed his brow.  “That’s ridiculous.  And what, are the girls going to wear?” 

Brenda scanned the page.  “It says there won’t be a dress code for the girls  because  ‘allowing  the  girls  the  freedom  to  pick  their  own  clothes emphasizes their new roles as independent authority figures.’” 

Greg shook his head.  “This is all feminist crap!” he growled. 

“Oh be quiet, Greg.  You don’t know what you’re talking about.  This is all based on science.” 

Greg looked like he wanted to speak, but once more he couldn’t. 

Brenda  continued.    “It  also  suggests  clothes  for  outside  of  school. 

They suggest dressing him like a girl 3-5 years younger than he is.  They say, 

‘this will reset his worldview so he learns to view contemporary girls as more advanced  and  thus  authority  figures.’    It  says  he  should  always  wear  high heels  when  wearing  shoes  because  of  the  insecurity  it  brings  to  need  to balance at all times, and it suggests minimum heel heights based on age and the  height  of  the  boy.    For  Jason,  the  minimum  height  should  be  three inches.” 

Greg really looked like he wanted to say something, but nothing came out. 

“They  also  say,  ‘High  heels  will  restrict  the  boy’s  movements  and make him less sure on his feet.  This will induce a sense of vulnerability as the women around him will be faster, more agile, and have greater balance, which will make him more comfortable accepting the authority of the women around him.’  Interesting.  Oh, there’s a section here on choosing panties and one on corsets.” 

Greg shook his body nervously. 

“What is it, Greg?” asked Brenda in a frustrated tone. 

“This all sounds like a lot of crap to me!” 

“You’re just feeling insecure, Greg.  This is for Jason’s own good and no amount of wishing it weren’t true will change that.  If it helps him adjust to  dress  like  a  girl,  then  that  is  what  he’s  going  to  do  and  we’re  going  to support him.  Honestly, Greg, he’s your own son.  Don’t you care about him getting better?” 

“But this whole thing is garbage!” he protested. 

Brenda  rolled  her  eyes.    “Oh,  just  be  quiet,  dear,”  she  said.    Then, 

when  Greg  didn’t  respond,  Brenda  continued.    “They  suggest  making  him wear  makeup  ‘to  remove  residual  traces  of  masculinity’  because  ‘this  will help  the  boy  come  to  terms  with  his  need  to  overcome  the  remnants  of  his masculine  ego.’    They  also  suggest  assigning  him  ‘menial  tasks  around  the house’  so  he  learns  to  follow  the  orders  of  women,  not  to  let  him  make decisions  so  he  avoids  feelings  of  responsibility  and  authority,  and  ‘treating him as an inferior’ for the time being.  I wonder what that means.” 

Greg’s face turned bright red. 

Brenda  ignored  him  and  she  skipped  ahead  in  the  pamphlet.    “Ah, here it is.  Let’s see, they say to treat him ‘as you would a young girl who is not ready to be an adult, because this will break his need to see himself as the alpha  male.’    Alternatively,  they  suggest  treating  him  ‘as  one  would  a servant,’ so he learns that he can no longer aspire to positions of management or leadership.” 

Greg looked exasperated and confused.  He didn’t understand why he was having such a problem speaking his mind.  He knew what he wanted to say, but for some reason, he just couldn’t say it. 

Brenda  kept  looking  over  the  booklet.    “They  also  have  a  section  in here  on  how  to  treat  a  daughter,  like  Cindy.    It  says  she  ‘must  be  given leeway to issue orders to any affected male, with tolerance given for abuses of power as the young woman must find the proper boundaries herself.’  That makes  sense,  I  guess?    It  also  says  that  we  should  encourage  Cindy  ‘to embrace her new authoritative role and to aspire to positions of management and  leadership.’    It  also  says  we  should  encourage  her  to  dress  more  adult, give  her  greater  responsibilities  and  greater  freedom,  such  as  giving  her  a later curfew and a later bedtime than the boy for whom she is a guardian.” 

Greg rolled his eyes. 

“Oh Greg, really,” said Brenda sourly.  “I know she’s a year younger than Jason, but this makes sense.  If she’s going to control Jason when we’re not  here,  then  she  needs  the  authority  to  do  that  and  we  need  to  be  seen  as giving  her  that  authority.    We  need  to  support  her  in  this,  not  trying  to micromanage her.” 

Greg shook his head. 

“Don’t shake your head at me, Greg,” said Brenda.  “We’re going to follow the school’s guidance and that’s that.  First, I’m going to put Cindy in charge  of  making  sure  all  the  chores  are  done  around  here.    She  can  be  the

‘house  manager’  for  lack  of  a  better  word.    That  should  help  teach  her

responsibility  and  will  let  Jason  see  her  in  an  authoritative  role  as  she  will have the power to assign him chores.  Then, this weekend, I’ll take Cindy and Jason  shopping  and  I’ll  let  Cindy  pick  his  wardrobe  according  to  these  new rules.  That will let her demonstrate personal responsibility.” 

Greg  grimaced.    This  was  horrible...  but  he  couldn’t  say  anything about it, though Brenda hadn’t noticed his silence. 

—o—

Meanwhile, Sidney sat on Eric’s couch.  She was waiting to see what he would change into.  He said he had picked up a surprise outfit he wanted to wear for her.  She was feeling increasingly horny waiting. 

 Beep! 

Her cell phone rang.  It was Amber. 

“Hey Amber, what’s up?” asked Sidney. 

“Can they do this?!” asked Amber.  She sounded upset. 

“Do what?” 

“What it says in this book they sent.” 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders.  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.  I haven’t seen any book yet.” 

“I thought you were working on the school issue?” asked Amber. 

“I am, but I just started and I haven’t heard anything about a book.” 

Amber  flipped  the  book  open  for  reference  even  though  she  knew what it said, as she had read it cover to cover twice to make sure she hadn’t misread any of it.  “They’re going to make the boys dress like girls!” 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “What?” 

“This book.  It says they’re going to make the boys start dressing like girls.  They even have a school uniform for them now,” said Amber. 

“Who said this?” 

“This book.” 

“And where did the book come from?” 

“The school sent it.  That Dr. Morgan woman came up with the idea and now the school is requiring it.  Can they do that?” 

Sidney stared at the wall.  She had no idea.  Presumably a school had the  power  to  establish  its  own  dress  code,  even  if  the  dress  code  was perverse.  But why would they do this?  And why hadn’t they run this by her, seeing  as  how  she  was  supposed  to  provide  the  legal  work  that  backed  up what they did.  Something struck Sidney as very wrong suddenly. 

“I want to see that book.  I’ll come home in a few minutes.  Then we can look at it together,” said Sidney. 

“Do you promise?” 

“Yes, I promise.”  She paused.  “Don’t worry, Amber.  We’re going to look into this and, if something bad is happening, then we’re going to stop it.” 

An  hour  of  so  later,  Sidney  finished  reading  the  booklet.    While  it seemed strange to her, she couldn’t think of anything legally wrong with it. 

And  since  she  had  no  other  way  to  challenge  Melanie  on  this,  all  Sidney could do was recommend that she and Amber keep watching until they found proof of wrongdoing.  Like Amber, she now believed that something wrong was  indeed  going  on  here,  but  she  realized  they  just  couldn’t  do  anything about it yet. 

Chapter 8:  “Shopping For Sissies” 

—o—

Despite  all  the  chaos  slowly  enveloping  the  town,  life  went  on  as normal...  at  least  for  some.    It  was  Saturday  and  Sidney  and  Eric  were shopping  for  groceries  and  a  few  other  things.    Amber  had  come  along  as she’d been promised a new pair of shoes.  The shoe shop was their next stop. 

Eric pushed the cart as Sidney and Amber walked ahead of him.  Sidney wore white  slacks  and  flats.    Amber  wore  a  red  and  yellow  sundress  and  low-heeled  brown  sandals.    Eric  wore  grey  dress  pants,  a  collared  shirt  and women’s  loafers.    These  were  indistinguishable  from  men’s  loafers  except the burgundy color was a little too effeminate to be men’s shoes.  Still, only Sidney and Eric knew what these really were. 

“How are things at school, Amber?” asked Eric. 

“They’re interesting, that’s for sure,” said Amber and she chuckled. 

Sidney let out a short, cynical laugh when she heard Amber chuckle. 

“I thought you were the crusader for boy’s rights?  Are you telling me you’re getting a kick out of this?” 

Amber bit her lip and blushed.  “No,” she said defensively. 

“It sure sounded like it with you chuckling,” said Sidney as she added a can of tomato paste to the cart. 

Amber  blushed  even  deeper.    “I  mean...  well,  it’s  kind  of...  uh, weird.” 

“Just weird?” 

Amber blushed deeper yet.  Another few degrees and her face would be redder than the tomato paste Sidney had just added to the cart.  “I mean... 

it’s kind of exciting... in a way,” she admitted in an embarrassed tone and she hugged her shoulders.  She also felt wetness building between her legs. 

Sidney laughed.  “So much for our social justice crusader!” 

“No, I still don’t think it’s right,” protested Amber.  She then twisted her lips.  “It’s just funny to see all the boys acting so differently, especially the ones in dresses already.”  The wetness grew between her legs. 

Eric raised an eyebrow.  “Boys in dresses?” 

Sidney  nodded  her  head.    “Yeah,  that’s  what  Melanie  claims  is  the treatment.  She says that making the boys dress and act like girls will prevent them  from  feeling  the  shame  of  being  powerless  to  resist  the  girls.    It  all

sounds a little... uh,  odd to me, but I can’t find anything improper about what she’s doing, so we kind of have to accept it for now.” 

Eric furrowed his brow deeply.  “Melanie?  Melanie Morgan?  As in the woman you—” 

“Yes, Eric,  that Melanie,” said Sidney ominously. 

Eric immediately stopped talking.  He realized that she did not want him  saying  another  word  about  their  relationship  in  front  of  Amber.    When she was sure that Eric had gotten the message, Sidney continued. 

“They’ve put Melanie in charge because she’s the only psychiatrist in town.” 

“But don’t they know she’s... uh,  angry?” asked Eric. 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders. 

“Angry about what?” asked Amber. 

Eric  bit  his  tongue.    He  decided  not  to  say  what  was  on  his  mind. 

Instead, he said, “I don’t know if that’s the right word.  I’ve just heard that she’s not a very nice person.  I’m sure it will be ok, though.” 

“I don’t know,” said Amber.  “It just seems like everything she says feels  wrong.    She  should  be  trying  to  teach  the  boys  independence,  not dependence.    And  this  command  to  make  them  all  into  girls  just  feels backwards.” 

Eric  snickered.    “I  don’t  know.    It  might  do  them  all  some  good  to spend some time as girls.” 

Amber  blushed  and  the  wetness  between  her  legs  increased  even more. 

Sidney snickered now too.  “I don’t know dear, would you want me to make you dress as a girl?” she asked and she winked at her fiancé. 

Eric blushed.  He was hard as a rock.  “Anything you say, Miss!” 

Both giggled. 

“You guys are weird,” said Amber. 

This caused both Sidney and Eric to burst out laughing. 

“Seriously though, it’s kind of a strange and exciting feeling to know you  have  that  much  power,  but  I  don’t  think  it’s  right.    I  think  this  whole thing  is  wrong.    They  should  be  finding  a  way  to  make  sure  the  boys  are protected from the girls, not putting them in the girls’ power,” said Amber. 

“The  world  is  never  that  clear,  sweetheart,”  said  Eric  and  he  started down the next aisle. 

Amber  turned  to  Eric.    “Seriously,  how  would  you  like  to  be  in

Sidney’s power and have to do anything she says?!” 

Eric laughed.  “It might not be so bad.  Sidney’s a great woman and I would  trust  her  completely.    What  do  you  think,  honey?    Want  to  order  me around?” 

“I already do,” said Sidney. 

“I’m being serious,” protested Amber. 

“So am I,” purred Eric and he kissed Sidney. 

Amber  rolled  her  eyes.    “Fine,  assume  it  was  someone  else.    You wouldn’t want to be in my power, would you?” 

“Amber,  I  trust  you  even  more  than  your  sister.    You  have  a  kind heart.” 

Amber blushed.  “You get my point though, right?  You still wouldn’t want to have to do anything I tell you, right?” 

Eric laughed.  “Amber, if anyone on this planet could handle having absolute power over another, it would be you, sweetie.” 

Amber furrowed her brow.  She wasn’t so sure anyone could handle having that kind of power.  Even she had caught herself taking advantage of her  newfound  powers  in  weak  moments  in  little  ways,  like  getting  through the  hallway  quicker.    She  was  also  fighting  hard  against  this  strange  desire she had been feeling for weeks now to see what Jason looked like as a girl. 

She  knew  she  could  make  him  do  it  at  any  time,  but  she  felt  that  would  be wrong...  but  she  couldn’t  shake  the  desire  from  her  mind  either  and  she feared  it  was  only  a  matter  of  time  before  she  used  the  power  to  make  it happen. 

—o—

As Eric, Amber and Sidney shopped for groceries, Jason Cole found himself in the backseat of his stepmother’s car as they pulled up next door. 

Life  wasn’t  great  for  Jason  at  the  moment.    Not  only  did  he  face  the  same daily humiliations all the other boys faced at school, but he also had to deal with Cindy.  Cindy seemed to get off on humiliating him now that he could not  resist  her.    Today,  they  were  shopping  for  new  clothes  for  Jason  in accordance  with  the  instructions  they  had  received  from  the  school’s booklet.  This was going to be a nightmare. 

Jason blushed as he stepped out of the car.  He wore a white pleated skirt,  a  pink  sweater  and  pink  pumps  with  a  three-inch  heel.    He  carried  an oversized brown purse, which contained his makeup.  He would have thought

he would be used to this by now, seeing as how Cindy had dressed him as a girl  for  weeks  at  home  and  how  several  of  the  other  boys  in  town  had  also been forced to start dressing like girls publicly already – the official start was not  until  Monday  –  but  Jason  still  found  himself  terrified  of  being  seeing dressed the way he was. 

He kept his head down and followed Cindy and Brenda into the store; this  store  sold  only  women’s  clothes.    Jason  felt  the  cool  wind  race  up  his skirt  and  tickle  his  erect  penis  inside  his  panties.    His  high  heels  echoed humiliatingly off the cement as they made their way across the sidewalk and then across the tile floor as they entered:   CLICK CLICK CLICK! 

“I’m  going  to  have  such  fun,”  whispered  Cindy  to  Jason  as  they entered the store. 

Jason  turned  to  face  Brenda.    “Do  we  really  have  to  do  this?”  he asked. 

“This is what the school wants,” said Brenda. 

Jason  swallowed  hard.    “Can  I  at  least  pick  out  my  own  clothes? 

Please?!” he pleaded. 

Brenda shook her head.  “No.  Cindy will do it.” 

“Why does Cindy get to do it?”  He sounded exasperated. 

“Because  Cindy  is  in  charge  of  you  now.    I  explained  that.    That’s what  Dr.  Morgan  recommends.    So  Cindy  will  be  your  boss  and  you  will follow  her  orders.    You  need  to  learn  to  respect  her  authority  because  you will always be compelled to obey her and other girls from now on.” 

“But I don’t want to!” he protested. 

“This is for your own good, Jason.  And the fact you can’t recognize that tells me how badly this is needed.  Dr. Morgan is clearly right that you young men can’t accept the new reality the way you are.  Now go with Cindy and do what she tells you.  Obey her!” growled Brenda. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jason.  He had no choice as she had phrased this as a command. 

Cindy led Jason to a rack of dresses.  These looked like something a little  girl  might  wear,  not  a  young  woman.    As  she  flipped  through  these, Jason  looked  around.    He  realized  that  there  were  several  other  boys  in  the shop, each being led around by a woman or women.  Those boys didn’t look any less embarrassed to be there than he did; that didn’t provide him with any comfort.    After  scanning  the  shop,  Jason  looked  at  the  dresses  Cindy  was examining. 

“Wait a minute,” protested Jason, “those look like little girl dresses!” 

“Yeah, so?” asked Cindy coldly. 

“I’m  a  college  student!    I’ll  be  twenty  soon.    I  should  at  least  be allowed  to  dress  like—”  he  cringed  before  continuing,  “—other  girls  my age,” he said. 

Cindy snickered.  “I never in my wildest dreams thought I would ever hear you begging to dress like ‘other girls your age’!” 

“I didn’t beg!” 

“Yeah, well, don’t push your luck or I might make you.” 

“Not with your mother here.” 

“Wanna try me?” asked Cindy. 

Jason  swallowed  hard.    He  decided  that  backing  down  would  be  the smartest  policy  at  this  point.    “I’m  sorry,  Ma’am,”  he  said  humiliatingly. 

This was what Cindy required him to say at home whenever she felt he owed her an apology. 

“That’s better.” 

“Seriously though, I am not a child.” 

“Well, you’re going to be my  little sister from now on,” said Cindy. 

Jason’s jaw dropped.  “You can’t do that!” 

Cindy chuckled.  “I can do anything I want.” 

“But Cindy!” 

“Cindy?!  Is that what I want to hear?” 

“I’m sorry...  Miss... ‘but Miss!’” pleaded Jason. 

Cindy shook her head.  “It’s happening, so you better just accept it.” 

Jason  stood  there  in  shock  as  Cindy  pulled  out  several  dresses  that looked  like  things  young  girls  might  wear.    They  were  pastel  and  frilly  and lacey and very, very short.  He would feel like a fool wearing them.  But that seemed to be what Cindy wanted.  Her goal seemed to be to humiliate him as much as possible. 

“Here,  try  this  one  on  first,”  said  Cindy  and  she  pointed  to  the dressing room. 

Jason took the dress and made his way to the dressing room.  On the one hand, this should not have embarrassed him.  He was already wearing a skirt and pumps, so changing into a dress should not have changed anything. 

What’s more, other boys were starting to dress like this too, so it’s not like he was alone.  Plus, everyone knew this wasn’t his idea.  But that didn’t change the  fact  he  felt  utterly  utterly  humiliated.    This  dress,  which  was  white  and

covered  in  lace,  was  so  much  more  sissy-ish  than  the  skirt  he  was  wearing and  everyone  would  be  looking  at  him.    And  even  though  they  knew  this wasn’t his idea, that didn’t mean they weren’t still laughing at him. 

Still, he did as he was told.  He had no choice. 

A few moments later, Jason shuddered as he examined himself in the mirror.  He looked like a sissy.  The dress was so loose and so frilly, and it stopped just below his panties.  It did nothing to hide his erection either. 

“Why am I hard at all?” he asked himself. 

This brought him even more shame, and he had no doubt that it would become a topic of conversation if Cindy saw it; which, of course, she would. 

“Come along,  little sister,” called Cindy to Jason mockingly. 

Jason  cringed,  but  he  walked  out  of  the  dressing  room.    Cindy immediately  burst  out  laughing,  which  made  Jason  burn  bright  red  with shame. 

“Oh  my  God!    You  look  like  such  a  sissy!”  said  Cindy  between laughs. 

“Can I go change please?” asked Jason. 

“Hardly,” said Cindy.  She looked the helpless, feminized young man up  and  down  once  more,  before  adding,  “But  we  do  need  to  get  you  more appropriate shoes, sissy boy.” 

Jason breathed a sigh of relief.  If Cindy was determined to make him look like a little girl, then he assumed that at least he could finally get out of the heels.  These were killing his feet.  Indeed, all week she had him walking around  the  house  in  pumps  with  three  and  even  three-and-a-half-inch  heels, and they hurt his feet.  Plus, they made him feel particularly effeminate.  But little girls wore things like flat Mary-Janes, so Jason was at least happy about that. 

He shouldn’t have been. 

“These  look  good,”  said  Cindy  when  they  reached  the  shoe  section and  she  picked  up  a  pair  of  white  sandals  with  a  massive  five-inch  heel. 

These  had  a  one-inch  platform,  but  that  still  meant  the  heel  itself  and  the effective heel were both at least one inch higher than anything he had worn before.  These would also show off his painted toenails, which his pumps had not. 

“You want me to wear those?!” asked Jason in shock. 

“Yes.  They match your sissy dress perfectly.” 

“But I thought I was supposed to be your  little sister?” he asked. 

“You are,” said Cindy with a giggle and she patted his cheek.  “You’ll just  be  my  little  sister  in  heels.    Besides,  I  want  you  in  heels.    I  like  seeing you struggle and I like knowing that you’re uncomfortable.” 

Jason strangely felt his erection grow at her words.  He tried to ignore it. 

“Now put these on and let’s go show my mother,” said Cindy. 

Jason  didn’t  want  to  wear  these  shoes,  but  without  the  slightest thought of resistance, he took them, set them down, stepped out of his pumps, slipped his feet into these heels and then crouched down and strapped them to his  feet.    A  moment  later,  Cindy  took  his  hand  and  pulled  him  through  the store to her mother. 

Brenda gasped when she saw Jason.  She covered her mouth to hide her uncontrollable smile.  “If only Greg were here to see his son right now,” 

thought Brenda and she giggled at the image of her overly-macho husband’s reaction  to  seeing  his  son  sissified.    She  had  married  Greg  because  she thought  she  loved  him,  but  she  was  learning  that  he  was  hard  to  live  with, particularly because of his sexist attitude, which seemed to get worse all the time.  It had become so bad that she genuinely had come to like the idea of anything that humiliated him and brought him down a notch. 

Jason  was  better,  but  Brenda  worried  he  would  become  like  his father.  One of the benefits of what was going on with the virus, she thought, was that at least it had reduced the chances of that. 

Cindy pushed Jason right up to Brenda and held out her hands toward him as if to present him to her.  “Tah dah!” she sang. 

“That’s quite a dress,” said Brenda and she snickered. 

“It fits him perfectly,” said Cindy. 

Brenda  looked  down  and  saw  his  erection  sticking  up  beneath  the dress, which did nothing to hide it.  She laughed inwardly at how Greg would react to seeing his son erect because he was wearing a dress.  Still, this was likely too much to allow. 

“Uh, it doesn’t fit all of him,” said Brenda and she pointed toward his crotch. 

Cindy looked down at Jason’s erection.  “Oh, that?” 

“Yes, that.” 

Cindy reached for Jason’s erection.  Jason tried to jump away. 

“Stand still and be quiet,” ordered Cindy. 

Jason froze. 

Cindy then grabbed his erection and tried to push it back between his legs.  It didn’t want to stay there, however. 

“Here, let me try,” said Brenda and she took his erection and tried the same thing Cindy did.  Again, it didn’t want to stay hidden.  The moment she let go of it, it slipped right back out and stood up tall beneath his dress. 

Jason  was  dying  with  shame  as  the  two  women  played  with  his erection. 

“I don’t know, honey,” said Brenda and she pushed it again. 

“I don’t either,” said Cindy.  “Maybe with tighter panties.” 

“No,  I  don’t  think  this  is  going  to  work,”  added  Brenda  and  she reached  out  and  pushed  his  erection  to  one  side,  which  made  it  swing  from side to side beneath the short frilly dress. 

Just then, Eric, Sidney and Amber walked into the store.  They were here to buy Amber new shoes for school.  Sidney and Eric immediately saw Jason  and  the  other  boys  trying  on  dresses  and  they  looked  at  each  other uneasily.    Amber,  however,  saw  only  one  boy:    Jason.    She  saw  the  sissy dress he wore.  She saw the amazing heels she wouldn’t even dare to try to wear herself.  She knew what Cindy was doing to Jason in terms of dressing him as a girl at home, but she had never seen it yet.  Now she had.  And she became instantly wet. 

Indeed, she didn’t feel the horror she expected and wanted to feel at all.    Instead,  her  nipples  popped  up  and  her  pussy  filled  with  her  juices  to such  a  degree  that  they  soaked  her  panties  and  even  made  her  inner  thighs wet.  She felt a tremor deep inside her and her pussy lips tingled.  There was no  doubt  that  she  was  intensely  turned  on  seeing  what  she  saw...  probably more so by this than by anything ever in her life. 

“Oh my God!” she thought. 

Jason  saw  her  at  the  same  time.    Their  eyes  met.    He  saw  a  smirk appear on her lips and he felt like he shrank instantly to the size of a bug.  He had  never  felt  smaller,  weaker,  or  more  humiliated  in  his  entire  life.    He would have started crying right then and there except that Cindy’s hand was back on his erection and that was turning him on despite himself. 

“It’s just not going to work,” said Brenda. 

“I think I can find a way,” said Cindy. 

At  this  point,  Amber  saw  Cindy  and  Brenda  trying  to  manipulating his  erection  to  try  to  hide  it.    Her  jaw  dropped.    She  looked  for  Sidney  to point this out to her as proof of how Cindy had been acting, but Sidney had

disappeared  across  the  store.    Amber  turned  back  to  Jason  to  watch  these events.  She was transfixed as her thighs got slipperier and slipperier. 

“How?” asked Brenda in the meantime. 

“They  must  make  something  that  can  hold  it  in  place.    I’ll  find something.  Can we get the dress?” asked Cindy hopefully. 

Brenda  raised  an  eyebrow  and  looked  over  Jason  once  more.    He looked like such a sissy.  She knew she shouldn’t allow this, even though the thought of seeing Greg’s face when his son came waltzing into the house in this  dress  was  just  overwhelming.    She  would  love  to  see  that  and  how  it brought Greg’s machismo attitude down a notch. 

“It might even make him easier to live with,” she thought. 

Still,  it  wasn’t  right  and  she  wasn’t  going  to  allow  it.    She  was  just about  to  tell  Cindy  that  too  when  she  remembered  the  booklet  she  had received.  The booklet made the point that the more humiliating the clothes, the better it would be for the young man.  It also made the point that parents needed to trust the young female guardians to make their own decisions even if they seemed excessive or humiliating. 

“I guess this is what they wanted?” thought Brenda cautiously. 

She  considered  this  for  a  moment  and  then  decided  to  trust  the experts.  After all, the school had the best trained experts working on this and they wouldn’t lead her wrong, would they? 

“Ok, we can buy it,” said Brenda. 

Cindy felt like she would explode in a flaming ball of happiness when she  heard  those  words.    Jason,  on  the  other  hand,  felt  shocked  and  utterly humiliated.    He  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  Amber  once  more,  but  she  was still  looking  at  him  strangely,  with  a  kinky  sort  of  look  in  her  eyes.    Jason realized he would find no help there today. 

In  fact,  it  wouldn’t  just  be  Jason  who  would  find  no  help  today. 

Melanie had won a complete victory up to now and the boys would all face the  same  fate  because  of  it.    One  after  another  would  be  dragged  into  this store or others like it and feminized, and there was nothing they could do to stop it. 

What’s more, with the virus starting to spread to all the men of Satin Falls, Melanie’s plan was about to expand.  Soon, she would manage to have every  man  in  Satin  Falls  feminized,  and  there  was  no  one  who  could  stop her...  no  one  except  Sidney  and  Amber.    But  the  desire  of  both  Amber  and Sidney  to  stop  the  virus  was  about  to  be  severely  tested  and  there  was  no

guarantee  which  way  they  would  go.    The  men  of  Satin  Falls  were  in  for  a wild ride... in high heels. 

The End of Part One. 
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Thanks for reading my book! 

I hope you enjoyed it! 

Please leave a review at Amazon. 

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books! 

And don’t forget to check out my other books:

Emasculating My Husband:  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairytale prince.  He seemed to be  strong  and  confident  and  the  kind  of  man  you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been  taught  to  be.    Then  one  day,  just  as  I  could  take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike  would  be  the  submissive  little  housewife  in  the

four-inch heels! 

This story is told in the first person by Mike’s wife, and it includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding and a lot more. 
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Blackmailed  Sissy  Maid:    Powerful  men  like Christopher  Jordan  need  ways  to  unwind.    For Christopher,  who  planned  to  run  for  governor  in  the next  election,  this  meant  having  an  internet  mistress. 

He  assumed  having  an  internet  mistress  was  safe because  of  the  anonymity  of  the  internet.    He  was wrong.  Christopher  would  now  learn  a  hard  lesson,  a lesson  which  would  place  him  at  the  mercy  of  his wife’s  cousin  and  her  best  friend,  as  they  turned  him into their sissy maid.  Was that all they planned for him or was there something more? 
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Grounded  in  Heels:    When  Sam’s  stepmother discovered  the  perfect  way  to  keep  her  adult  stepson out  of  trouble,  she  unknowingly  put  him  at  the  mercy of  his  worst  enemy...  his  vengeful  adult  stepsister Diane.    Now  Diane  has  plans  to  make  sure  he  never escapes.    Can  Sam  find  a  way  to  save  himself  or  will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence? 
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Feminized  Cuckold:    When  powerbroker  Paul Jackson  loses  his  job,  he  must  learn  to  submit  to  his vengeful  wife.    Little  by  little,  she  feminizes  him  and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life? 
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More  Than  He  Bargained  For:    Jeff  wanted  to change  his  wife.    He  wanted  her  to  be  more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he  would  never  forget  by  giving  him  exactly  what  he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This now includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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Feminized  By  Hypnosis:    Jess  and  his  stepmother never  got  along,  at  least  until  she  brought  him  a  new CD.    Now  Jess  and  his  father  are  changing  fast  and everyone  seems  to  be  noticing  except  them,  including his  stepmother’s  new  boyfriend.    Can  Jess’s  mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse? 
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Humiliation  At  The  Office:    Corporate  hotshot Andrew  Boden  is  about  to  learn  the  price  of  treating the women of the office like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary  Katherine  robs  Andrew  of  his  power,  his freedom,  and  his  masculinity  by  drawing  him  further and further into an inescapable web of femininity. 
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The Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea what he was getting  into  when  his  agent  suggested  he  write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife  Stephanie  would  embrace  the  idea  of  feminizing her husband.  How far would they go? 
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Feminized Fiancé:  Victoria Martin built “The Martin Firm”  into  one  of  the  most  prestigious  firms  in  the world.    She  expected  that  her  daughter  Sarah  would follow  in  her  high-heeled  footsteps  and  take  over  the business.    When  she  learns  that  Sarah  is  planning  to marry  a  young  man  Victoria  considers  entirely unsuitable,  Victoria  sets  out  to  make  sure  Sarah  will never  want  to  marry  him...  by  turning  him  into  a woman. 
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Serving His Fiancée:  This is Part Two of  Feminized

 Fiancé. 

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria  Martin.    Rick  must  win  his  fiancée  back  to gain his freedom or else be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid  forever!    Complicating  things,  Victoria  forces him  to  masquerade  as  his  fiancée’s  personal  maid Sissy, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know? 

This is the conclusion of the series. 
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Two  Weeks  As  His  Wife’s  Feminized  Submissive: Paul  Wallace  is  a  powerful  man.    But  Paul  has  a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two  weeks  every  year,  Amanda  turns  Paul  into  Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it. 
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