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From Stepbrother to Prom Date

It all began with Angela Ruhle. Roger Zaragosa had lusted after her since junior high and he’d been obnoxious about it for almost as long. She had the most incredible long blonde hair, which she wore straight. It flowed all the way down to her behind, which was perfect too. He loved sitting behind her in physics class staring at her plump round bottom and the amazing long legs attached to them.

“You know, Maria,” said Angela. “We’re going to have to let your stepbrother go soon.”

“I’m never going to let him go,” replied Maria.

“Maybe you’re not going to, but it won’t be long until we graduate and then have to split up and go our separate ways,” replied Angela.

Maria had blossomed since she had started high school in more ways than one. Gone was the dowdy girl who hid her face behind her oversized glasses and thick shaggy hair. In her place was a very sexy young Latina. She had also blossomed intellectually and emotionally. Her stepbrother used to push her around. Now, she practically owned him and he knew better than to try to match wits with her.

“I don’t know,” said Bonnie Humphries. “That seems very complicated.”

There was no love lost between Bonnie and Maria’s stepbrother Roger. She was a voluptuous and attractive curvy girl. Unfortunately, there was no such thing when you’re 13. Instead of appreciating her for her many wonderful qualities, Roger gave her the nickname Humpback Humphries and it stuck.

“I’m in,” said Betty Brooks. “We could use a project.”

Betty was a cute brunette who had been best friends with Roger when they were younger, but he was a jerk to her to impress his male friends and as a result, she could be quite wicked to him.

“Is one dance really a project?” asked Maria.

“It’s not one dance,” said Angela. “It’s prom. They have websites, magazines, and YouTube channels dedicated to prom and they expect girls to start planning in the Fall. This could be the most humiliating night of his life.”

“Okay, I do like the sound of that,” agreed Maria.

“We can make this legendary,” said Ariel Gonzalez who was probably the cutest girl in Maria's entire class. She was a Latina beauty whose complexion always made it look like she was just returning from the beach.

“I think you talked us all into it,” said Tanya Harmon. The multi-racial beauty queen was Maria's best friend, but she had never gotten along with Roger and the feeling was quite mutual.

“Okay, any objections?” asked Maria. When she heard none, she asked Angela. “So how do we start?”

“We need to get him every prom magazine we can find and make him read them,” suggested Betty.

“Definitely,” agreed Maria typing her friend’s suggestion into a note on her phone.

“I did find a timeline we should make him follow,” said Angela showing Maria a website.

“This is good,” said Maria. “According to this we’re three months out so he has less than a month to find the perfect prom dress.”

“Let’s just not pick it out for him,” said Ariel. “This will be much more fun if we make him really try to choose the perfect prom dress for himself.”

“We can even make him do a presentation on the ones he likes and why,” suggested Bonnie.

“That’s a great idea,” agreed Angela, “and he can try on dozens to get the best one.”

Maria picked up a silver bell from her nightstand. Her parents never understood the bell and just assumed it was a weird game that she and Roger played.

Shortly after she rang it, Roger was racing up the stairs. He curtsied deeply to Maria and her friends and looked down at the ground. “Can I help you in some way my goddesses?”

He had made remarkable progress since the Fall when Maria and her friends had first made Roger their sissy. At first, he’d fought them constantly, but after enduring several harsh punishments, he began to see obedience as preferable to defiance.

“We have decided to allow you to go to prom this year, Nicole,” said Maria.

“Thank you mistress,” replied Roger. “Is that really necessary though?”

“Necessary?” asked Angela. “I would think you’d be thrilled right now.”

“Every sissy dreams of her prom,” agreed Betty.

“Relax everybody,” said Ariel. “I’m sure this good news just hasn’t sunk in yet. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

“Yes, of course,” replied Roger robotically. “It’s just all so sudden. I’m excited,” he said in a tone that sounded anything but enthusiastic.

“Wonderful,” said Maria. “You need to find a dress for prom. In fact, you need to find at least ten that you really want to wear to prom and then you’ll give us a presentation about why you want to wear each dress and we’ll help you decide.”

“And sissy,” said Angela, “if your dresses aren’t pretty or sexy enough, I’m going to get you a dress myself that’s smaller than a hand towel. Do you understand me?”

“Yes Miss Angela. I want to look pretty and sexy,” replied Roger.

“Great, then we’re on the same page,” said Bonnie.

“So you need to read every prom magazine you can get your hands on, go out to the mall and other shops to find ten prom dresses. Then, you need to see the movies Blockers, The Spectacular Now, and High School Musical 3. Do you understand?” asked Maria.

“Yes, Mistress Maria. I understand,” replied Roger in a hushed monotone, barely above a whisper.

“Then you may go,” said Maria.

Roger quickly curtsied again, then pivoted on his heel, and turned to leave the room. The girls waited until he was too far out of earshot to hear them.

“I like obedience, but he’s getting far too obedient,” said Ariel.

“That’s why we’re going to really drag him way outside his comfort zone,” said Angela.

“If we push him far enough he’ll throw a tantrum if that’s what you want,” assured Maria.

Roger wanted to scream. The wearing dresses around the house and having to humiliate himself for his stepsister’s and her friends’ amusement was one thing, but going to prom? This would be the most humiliating day of his young life and that would be if his date didn’t recognize him.

If his date figured out his true gender, Roger would probably get beaten up and even get famous for going to prom with a boy he’d tricked into thinking he was a girl. More like infamous. He had to pretend to go along with it, but somehow find a way to avoid actually going to prom as a girl.

He didn’t know where to begin. Still, he knew that if he didn’t start working on it immediately, the girls would come down and ask him for his progress. Unless he had some kind of progress, he would get punished.

He decided to go online and browse. The first thing he noticed was that he would have to spend at least $300 for the dress. The second thing he saw was that “elegance and sophistication is the theme for prom this year.” He took that to mean a lot of sequins judging by the dresses that they were selling.

It hit Roger like a sucker punch to the gut. He would not just be forced to go to the prom as a girl, but he’d be expected to go with a boy. How would he even get past his parents who would surely want pictures of him in his tux with his date before prom?

This wasn’t just going to a dance; this was going to be a nightmare. He realized that he couldn’t just defy his teenaged tormentors. So he tried to ignore his fears and focus on his assignment. In minutes, he became aware of somebody’s presence in his doorway.

“Good, they sent me down to see if you had started yet,” said Angela. “I’ll tell them you were a good girl.”

“Thank you, Miss Angela,” said Roger.

“You can drop that Miss Angela crap,” said Angela. “It’s just us.”

“Thanks.”

“I don’t like you acting like you love being a simpering little sissy,” said Angela. “So much of the fun for me is knowing that you don’t like it at all, do you?”

“No, I can’t wait until I can graduate and end this nightmare,” said Roger.

“Don’t be so sure,” said Angela. “Nobody intends to let you go that easily.”

“We’ll see,” said Roger.

“Those dresses are all wrong,” said Angela walking over to Roger and hugging him from behind. “You need to show leg or we’re going to veto it. I also personally want you in something backless.”

“I’m just looking at what’s in style,” said Roger, reading from the websites. “This year is all about elegance and sophistication.”

“For you it’s all about sexiness and sin,” said Angela. “You’re going to look like such a hot young thing on the arm of whatever guy we make you go with. Just think of all the photographs, the kissing, and the… well… let’s just call it the alone time.”

“Uhm,” struggled Roger, “I don’t….”

“You’re going to feel like such a princess,” said Angela. “I’ll talk to you later, slut.”

Roger was stunned, unable to reply as Angela giggled and turned to walk away like some femme fatale villainess from a film noir movie. She always unnerved Roger and he usually wound up tongue tied. There was a reason he referred to her as Angela Cruel. She knew how to push his buttons and she loved to mash down on them all.

Roger got back to looking at dresses, this time focusing on ones with shorter skirts and longer slits. If he was going to have to show off skin, he’d try to do it on his own terms. That was the best he could even hope to do.

The next morning, Roger was up at 6 o’clock as he usually was. He took his shower and made sure to touch up his legs and arms removing any body hair that had grown back. He used H20 Plus Sea Greens Shampoo as his stepsister insisted. According to Betty, it made his hair smell like mermaid sparkles and sunshine on a tropical beach. The thought of smelling so girlish made him gag.

For body wash, Roger used A'kin Aromatherapy Lavender Body Wash. The scent was something like a cottage garden in full bloom, but at least it was subtle enough to be hidden at a distance. Fortunately, Roger and Maria shared a bathroom so things like his Daisy razors, the body wash, shampoo, and other feminine toiletries were easily passed off as belonging to his sister. His parents were none the wiser—at least so far.

After applying lotion to his freshly shaved skin, Roger went to his room. He looked down at his nails and noticed the coral nail polish on his toes was starting to chip. He would need to fix it before the girls noticed. He put on a bra, panties, and pantyhose like he did every day, and then walked to his sister’s bedroom. It was nearly 6:45 when he entered her room.

“Good morning, Mistress Maria,” said Roger. “It’s time to wake up.”

“I hate seeing you in the morning,” groaned Maria. “Is it 6:45 already?”

“Yes, I would never wake you up early,” swore Roger.

“Okay, let’s see you today,” said Maria sitting up and inspecting her stepbrother. “Okay, I like the cantaloupe colored bra and panties. That’s a very pretty set. You look smooth and I don’t see any obvious runs in your hose. I trust you’ll be taking care of the polish tonight?”

“Yes Mistress Maria, is it chipping?” asked Roger.

“You know it is or you wouldn’t ask me, Nicole,” said Maria. “Honestly, I can’t see, but I know how long it’s been since you painted them. Just fix it tonight and we’ll be fine.”

“Yes, Mistress Maria,” said Roger.

“When you pack your bags for school today, you’re going to need to pack an outfit. We’re going to the mall to look at prom dresses after school, princess,” said Maria.

“Yes, Mistress Maria. Is there anything else?” asked Roger, his frustration rising at hearing their humiliating plans for him, all the more so because he knew rebellion was out of the question.

“No, that’ll be it, Nicole. I will see you at breakfast,” said Maria.

Roger curtseyed and left his sister’s room. He went into his bedroom and packed his makeup bag and his chosen outfit for the shopping trip. His current bra was designed to be invisible underneath the clothes like the sweatshirts he usually wore to school. For the mall, he’d want something that gave him a bit more padding. After packing the bag, he got dressed and made it downstairs for breakfast about 10 minutes before his stepsister.

Breakfast and the ride to school were uneventful, other than Betty joining Maria in teasing him about the prom preparations to come for him. If they hadn’t had the prom to tease him about, they surely would have found something else.

It was when he got to school that Roger nearly lost it. Hanging in his locker was a very feminine looking homemade prom timeline on baby blue and pink construction paper. It was covered with glitter and had today marked as “DRESS DAY!!”

The very amateurish nature of this artwork wasn’t a flaw, it was a feature—one that would make it doubly embarrassing to get caught with. Roger carefully used the locker door to shield anybody passing by from seeing into the inside to his locker, which the girls had converted into a shrine to prom.

This wasn’t the first time the girls had put something humiliating inside his locker, and he was sure it wouldn’t be the last time either. He cursed the day that he had been forced to give Tanya, Angela, and Ariel his locker combination knowing that it would be used to make his life at school even more miserable. The girls had managed to go above and beyond humiliating him that way, leaving bras, panties, dresses, or heels in his locker nearly every week.

Roger grabbed his books and walked to class. First period was calculus —a class that he hated. Even worse, Bonnie and Betty were both in his class.

“Hey girlfriend,” Betty whispered as the embarrassed boy took his assigned seat between her and Bonnie. “Are you excited about dress shopping today?”

“About as excited as a heart attack,” replied Roger. Betty was a little shocked by his attitude and put it down to his unhappiness with the teasing he’d taken already about prom.

“You better watch that attitude, princess,” whispered Bonnie. “You don’t have a date yet and I know there are some 250-pound football players who would love to go with you. You know the type; they’ll have their hands all over you from the moment they pick you up.”

“Please, I just don’t want to be humiliated or worse, beaten up” pleaded Roger.

“Then you better think real carefully about how you answer us when we talk to you,” said Betty.

The rest of the school day passed with limited humiliation for Roger. He began to focus on the dress shopping and he decided that he had to start immediately to figure out the best thing he could do to escape. He began to plan and scheme.

The girls probably wanted to drag this out, he knew them well enough by that time to understand they’d try to maximize his humilation. They probably wanted this to be only the first of many shopping trips where he would try on gown after gown until he found just the perfect prom dress. Roger had other ideas, however.

Roger was used to changing in the back of Bonnie’s SUV. The embarrassment he felt from the girls seeing him in just his lingerie had passed long ago, and besides he could keep his panties and hose from school on. It was just a matter of changing into his feminine shoes, padded bra, flirty red shirt dress, and wig. The only really tricky task involved putting on his makeup well enough to satisfy the girls.

The ride to the mall wasn’t terribly bumpy and unlike Maria or Angela, Bonnie didn’t even hit the brake pedal particularly hard at stop signs and lights. Maria, Ariel, and Angela all watched the show as Roger prepared to get himself ready for his outing at the mall. Here he was using a compact to do his makeup in a moving vehicle. He had mastered the first skill needed to be a woman working in an office.

“Are you ready, princess?” asked Ariel.

“Almost,” said Roger. “I just need to finish my makeup.”

“Always primping and preening,” said Maria. “My stepsister is such a girly girl.”

The girls giggled loudly and gave Roger a few more minutes to complete his look. He knew he wore more makeup than any of them did, but as Maria always reminded him, “We were born girls. You’ve got to work harder to catch up to us.”

“I’m ready now,” said Roger.

“You sure are, Nicole,” said Angela. “Now let’s find you a prom dress.”

“We won’t actually be finding a dress today,” said Maria. “We’re just going to give her a chance to do some window shopping and maybe try on a few dresses. It’ll make it easier for her when it’s time to buy her actual prom gown.”

The girls all escorted Roger into the mall, right through the front entrance, which was a Macy’s department store. As soon as they got to the section with fancy dresses and prom gowns, Maria immediately noticed a wine colored ankle-length velvet gown completely covered in glitter with a leg slit on the left side that would go all the way up to the thigh. It had a deep V-neck in front and criss-cross straps at the back. There was a stylish sexiness to this gown.

“Oh, that is so you!” cheered Maria with glee.

“I don’t know,” said Roger. “I thought we wanted something short and backless. That’s not either.”

“Well it won’t hurt you to try it on, will it?” asked Maria.

“No, I guess not,” said Roger.

“Go have one of the sales girls open up the dressing room for you and then you can model it for us and when you do. Make sure you tell us why it makes you feel pretty and feminine,” said Angela.

Roger nodded morosely and went to find a salesgirl who could let him into the dressing rooms. Nobody said anything, but Angela and Maria made eye contact. He hadn’t said, “yes ma’am” or in any way acknowledged Maria’s superiority. He was cranky and it was quite possible that he would need to be reminded of his place soon. Each of the girls began planning to humble their prey.

When Roger emerged from the dressing room, the girls took notice. He didn’t have the right hair, or makeup, or shoes for that dress, but they could see it was a show stopper. It was the type of dress that you couldn’t avoid being the center of attention in. In other words, it was exactly the type of dress that Roger would absolutely hate.

“Wow!” said Bonnie. “That’s amazing!”

“If it wasn’t the first dress we saw, I’d say that’s the one,” whispered Ariel.

“I know, but where’s the fun in that?” replied Maria.

“I love it!” said Angela.

“Me too!” clapped Maria. “So Roger, why don’t you tell us why you feel sexy and feminine in that outfit?”

“Well, I… uhm… ah... the slit is very sexy. I love how it shows off my leg and the cut of the dress makes me look kind of like I have curves. It is the type of dress that would be just perfect for prom, and I’m sure my date will totally love how hot I look in it,” struggled Roger.

“I bet he would,” agreed Ariel handing Roger a rose gold two-piece dress. “Now, try this one.”

As Roger tried on the second dress, he was pretty sure Ariel had just picked it because it was different and she wanted to see him in it. Like the first dress, it had a slit, but this dress was floor length. It had a halter neckline and a bodycon silhouette. It wasn’t backless, but it did show off his shoulders.

“I like this one, but I like the other one better,” said Bonnie as the girls watched Roger exit the dressing room.

“Me too, but I thought it was a good choice to have him try on. It’s definitely different,” said Angela.

“Well, how do you like the dress I picked for you?” mocked Ariel.

“I love it,” lied Roger.

“Why does it make you feel pretty and feminine?” asked Maria.

“It’s very feminine because it’s gold and sparkly. I love that it’s two-piece because that makes it a bit unique and also shows off my stomach a bit, which is one of my best features. I think it looks very pretty on me,” explained Roger.

“There are really some pretty dresses here,” said Maria, “but we’ll come by this way before leaving. Let’s see if we can find something better at one of the other shops.”

“That sounds like a really good idea,” said Angela.

Roger just cringed. Again he said nothing, but submissively nodded and walked back to the dressing room to get changed back into his own clothes.

The girls led Roger to Antoine’s Bridal Boutique. He had never been to the store before, and was surprised to find that they sold prom gowns as well as dresses for brides and bridesmaids.

“It’s not like I’m going to be a bride,” said Roger.

“Not yet anyway,” replied Angela. Roger could only fume at her emasculating joke. “They sell prom dresses too and they’re actually about half of what Macy’s charges.

As everybody approached the prom section, Roger’s eye was immediately captured by a stunning scarlet red dress that was adorning a mannequin. Like the dresses in Macy’s, it had a thigh-high slit, but what drew Roger’s attention was that it was off the shoulder and had a sleek and sophisticated vibe that the other dresses didn’t. It wasn’t covered with the sequins of the other dresses and it wasn’t nearly as revealing—although the off the shoulder nature of the gown certainly gave it more than a hint of sex appeal.

“Oh wow!” gushed Roger. “Can I try that one on?”

“You want to try that one?” asked Bonnie skeptically.

“Yeah, I think it would look amazing on me,” said Roger.

“Sure, let’s see,” said Maria. “We’re trying on a lot today to see what we like and what we don’t. It’s not like he’s making a purchase now.”

Excitedly, Roger grabbed the scarlet dress from the hangar and raced over to have the sales assistant, whose name tag read “Molly,” let him into the dressing area. What he hadn’t counted on was that she’d follow him back and help him.

“I think I can take it from here,” said Roger.

“Don’t be silly,” said Molly. “I can make sure the fit is perfect. I just know that you want your prom to be magical, let me help make sure your dress is a dream come true.”

“I just feel self-conscious stripping around strangers,” said Roger.

“It’s my job, besides I know you’ve got padding in your bra,” explained Molly.

“Y-you know?” asked Roger.

“Sure, I used to stuff too before I developed,” replied Molly.

“B-but,” started Roger. “Sure, thank you.” He was mortified that Molly took him for a girl, but he couldn’t decide if it’d be even worse if she recognized him as a feminized boy. Either way he’d feel humiliated, but this way at least there’d be no screaming or a call to the police!

This was an added complication that Roger hadn’t prepared for, but he decided to try to use it to his advantage. Even as he felt Molly zipping him up, he prepared what he would say.

“This really does suit you,” said Molly. “You have the perfect shoulders for a dress like this. It has a mermaid silhouette, which is great for your body type, which is a bit short on the curves, and that red just makes your skin pop.”

“Do you really think so?” gushed Roger. “I absolutely love it!” After so many months of practice, his female voice was entirely convincing. Again, he felt mixed emotions knowing he passed as a girl so easily. He wondered how much longer he’d have to endure this degradation.

“I think it’s a winner. I don’t know how many prom dresses I went through trying to find one I liked, and you found the perfect dress on your first try. That’s amazing!” said Molly.

“I want to show my girlfriends,” said Roger.

“Sure, let’s bring you out to them,” said Molly giving the dress one last straightening.

“Wow, that really does look good on him,” observed Ariel as Roger excitedly hurried out of the dressing room.

“I love this dress!” cheered Roger. “It’s amazing!”

“Well, it is great on you,” said Angela, “but you really don’t want to just get the first dress you see.”

“Sometimes, you just find the perfect dress,” said Molly. “I know you want to be selective, but look at it on her. It’s gorgeous.”

“I really love it!” clapped Roger. He forced a smile onto his made up face as he looked at himself from every angle, gazing at his reflection in the three paneled mirror. He turned his hips and posed as seductively as he could muster.

“I don’t know,” said Bonnie. “Maybe if we shop some more and we don’t find something better, we’ll come back to it.”

“You know,” said Maria. “If she really loves it, she should get that dress.”

“I do,” said Roger, “I really do.”

“If you don’t mind, Molly, I’ll help her change,” said Maria handing Molly her copy of her dad’s credit card and ripping the tags from the dress. “I’m her sister. So, if you want to start ringing her up, I’ll be out to sign for the dress.”

Inside the dressing room, Maria began to unzip Roger. “That was very smooth on your part, Roger. We were really going to drag the dress shopping out and make you do a long involved presentation and everything before you got your dress.”

“I really love this one, Mistress Maria,” said Roger.

“You can cut the crap,” said Maria. “I agreed you could get this dress, but there is so much more to come. Don’t you worry, Sis, we will have so much fun with every step along the way to problem.”

“I just really appreciate you letting me have the dress I wanted,” replied Roger.

“If you remember your prom timeline, the next thing is finding how you want your hair and makeup. Instead of researching prom dresses, you’re going to start researching hair styles and makeup looks. In fact, I think your hair is getting long enough to do something really fun with. I’ll make you an appointment with my girl,” said Maria.

“Th-thank you,” said Roger, feeling a burning sensation in his gut. This was going to worse than he thought, especially if he couldn’t find some way out before the prom.

With her stepbrother looking crestfallen, Maria took the prom gown and left him to get himself dressed. “This is going to be so much fun,” she said as she booped his nose and left the dressing room.

“I can’t believe that she already got her dress,” said Ariel careful to use female pronouns in front of the salesgirl.

“I know, but now she needs to work on hair and makeup. Meanwhile, we need to put our heads together on getting our princess a date,” said Maria.

“I have some definite ideas there,” said Angela. “I’ve been thinking about several good candidates.”

“I’m going to get her an appointment with the girl who does my hair,” said Maria. “I think her hair is long enough to do something with already, and we can pick a short but sassy style for prom.”

“She’s going to be voted prom queen at this rate,” joked Bonnie.

“Don’t laugh,” said Angela. “That’s my plan.”

Things calmed down a bit for Roger after he picked out his dress, exactly as he’d hoped. It didn’t even bother him that much that the dress was sexy and in a wanton red shade. He figured whatever dress the girls acce-ted would have to be. It wasn’t exactly a victory to have chosen his own prom gown, but he still felt a sense of exhilaration at having crushed the girl’s plan to make him spend days selecting the perfect prom dress and even making him do a presentation.

Every day after school, he’d practice with his makeup trying to perfect his look. This after Angela, Betty, and Ariel would quiz him on what kind of looks he thought would work best every day at lunch.

Roger was completely unprepared for what happened next. Maria had given Angela a ride to school that day. Outside of extra teasing from the girl he still had a bit of a crush on, the day didn’t start off that unusually. It wasn’t until they were going home from school and Maria turned left instead of right on Fillmore Road that Roger knew something was up.

“Hey! Where are we going?” asked Roger nervously.

“Relax,” said Angela. “We’re just going to visit my sister Gina for a bit.”

“Yeah, no biggie, Sis,” agreed Maria.

Roger wasn’t even close to relaxed. In fact, his heart stopped beating in his chest. He was nervous whenever the girls changed plans. He hated their surprises. Still, it wasn’t until they pulled up in front of Ambrosia Salon that Roger realized the real reason for their side trip, and he began to feel a knot growing in the pit of his stomach.

Angela’s sister did hair and makeup, and Maria had warned him they would be doing something with his hair. On top of all that, he looked completely male in his jeans and t-shirt. He would surely stand out in a woman’s hair salon.

The receptionist greeted them at the door. She recognized Angela and was warm and friendly. She sent them back to Gina’s section where the trio waited for Angela’s sister.

“Why don’t you take a seat?” suggested Angela motioning to the salon chair in Gina’s work station.

“No, I’m good,” said Roger.

“Don’t be obstinate,” said Maria. “When one of us suggests something, you know it’s a command.”

“Yes Mistress Maria,” said Roger getting into the seat.

“There, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” asked Angela.

“No, Miss Angela,” replied Roger.

“See, she can be a good girl when she wants to be,” said Maria, patting her step-brother on the head like a little puppy.

“Well, let’s be sure that she’s properly motivated then,” replied Angela as she reached into one of her sister’s drawers and pulled out several black straps. She tossed a couple of them to Maria. Then, the two girls worked very quickly and efficiently to strap Roger’s arms to the chair’s arms, his chest to the back of the chair, and his legs to the foot rest.

“Sometimes my sister has to cut a naughty boy or girl’s hair, and if they fuss and squirm around too much she could hurt them, so she uses these straps to restrain them, with their parent’s permission of course.”

“Maria gave us her permission for you,” said Angela.

“Let me go!” complained Roger. “Dammit, let me go.”

“There’s a gag that goes with it too,” said Angela motioning to a black device as she attached a pink towel around Roger.

“Oh good,” said a tall, beautiful woman. She looked just like Angela, only slightly taller and with red hair. Roger decided that Gina was actually hotter than her younger sister. “It looks like your sissy is already for me to get to work on her.”

Roger grunted and struggled with his bonds, but found he was helpless.

“We really want to get her something special for prom, but Angela said that we ought to let you see just what you can do with his hair,” explained Maria.

“Honestly, his hair isn’t that short and you have three months until prom. His hair should be able to grow at least an inch-and-a-half in that time. I’ll show you some trendy and attractive shorter hair styles for prom, and you can decide how you want to proceed,” explained Gina as she grabbed a comb and approached the frightened boy.

“Pl-please,” groaned Roger.

“Just relax, this won’t be all that bad,” said Gina as she studied Roger’s face the way that an artist studies a blank canvas or a lump of clay.

“He has great hair for a guy,” commented Angela.

“Yeah, it’s very healthy,” said Gina as she combed it back and forth. “We have some really cute options.”

“What are you thinking?” asked Maria.

“We could do a tousled bob with a diamond braid,” said Gina pulling a large black binder out and showing everybody the picture of an attractive model with that style. “She might not have enough hair by prom night, but it’d be really easy to attach extensions into the braid.”

“I like it,” said Maria.

“Yeah, me too,” agreed Angela.

“I don’t think we’d even need extensions for something like this loose twisted updo. It’s very elaborate and looks very formal, plus it’ll give her a very kissable neck,” suggest Gina.

“Okay, I really love that one,” said Maria.

“Agreed,” said Angela.

“My choice would be to just curl and pin it,” said Gina. “It’s flirty, girly, and kind of a classic,” said Gina.

“What do you think Roger?” asked Maria. “You’ve been rather quiet lately.”

“I’m sure I’ll love whatever you pick for me,” said Roger emotionlessly.

“I understand he’s been wearing a long blonde wig,” said Gina. “Do you want to go with his natural color or something like the wig?”

“I don’t think our parents would be OK with him going blonde,” said Maria much to Roger’s relief.

“I think I can handle that,” said Angela. “If you want to keep him blonde, keep him blonde.”

“Well, they do have more fun,” joked Maria. “Let’s go for it.”

“I can certainly do some things for him right now if you want to wait,” suggested Gina.

“You know, you’re like the best sister ever,” gushed Angela.

“I said I’d do it,” replied Gina. “You don’t have to kiss up to me now.”

The girls went to the waiting area and an hour later Roger emerged. Gina had done his makeup, shaped his eyebrows, and given him a girls’ hairstyle. Roger was humiliated to walk through the salon until he realized that everybody just thought she was a flat chested girl. That realization made him want to cry with shame.

“This is what I had in mind for prom,” said Gina. “It’ll look a lot better with 90 more days of hair growth.”

“She looks amazing,” said Maria handing Gina a $20 tip. “Thank you.”

“It’s my pleasure. I had a lot of fun,” said Gina. “If you bring him back every month leading up to the prom, I can make sure he gets the best cut possible for the dance.”

“You’ve got it!” said Maria.

“We’ll work out the details on going blonde and get back to you,” said Angela.

Angela’s plan was rather wicked. Everybody knew that Roger had always had a crush on Angela, so when Angela would come over she would make a point of visiting Roger and having his parents see them together. It wasn’t long before Roger’s step-dad brought the topic up.

“So Roger, am I mistaken or things heating up a bit with you and Angela?”

“Heating up?”

“It seems like she comes over to see you more than Maria now,” replied his step-dad.

“Yeah, I guess,” said Roger beginning his well-rehearsed lines. “Dad, did you ever do something stupid because you liked a girl.”

“That’s kind of part of being a man, Roger,” said his step-dad. “I knocked out my teeth doing tricks on my bike, I got my ear pierced, and I tried to fight a 250 pound star athlete. Take your pick.”

“Well, when you put it that way, it doesn’t sound so stupid,” said Roger.

“What doesn’t?” asked his step-dad.

“Angela wants me to dye my hair blonde,” said Roger.

“Good lord, what on Earth for?” asked his step-dad.

“She’s all hung up on how we’ll look as a couple for prom and she thinks we’re going to pair better together if I go blonde,” explained Roger.

“That’s insane. I’ve known Angela for quite some time now and she always seemed much more level-headed than that,” said Roger’s step-dad.

“I wasn’t going to do it,” said Roger.

“I think that’s a good decision,” said his step-dad.

“But now that I think about it, compared to getting my teeth knocked out or fighting somebody twice my size it doesn’t sound so bad,” explained Roger.

“Now, I guess you can wash the dye out,” said his step-dad. “It’s your hair. You can do whatever you want with it, but just don’t let her make a fool out of you.”

“I won’t,” said Roger. “I don’t suppose you could talk to my mother about this?’

“I’ll give it a shot,” said his step-dad.

“Thanks pop,” said Roger even though he had hoped he would get shot down, he had to make everything look like he wanted to do it to impress Angela.

As the days and weeks went by, the checklist was being more and more completed even as the girls kept adding to it. They even made him do his prom makeup look for them right before he went to his next salon appointment with Gina so that they could see how the hair and makeup would look together. It

With only a few months before prom, Roger’s whole outfit was picked out. Unbeknownst to him, the girls had also been hard at work in preparation. Roger absolutely hated the five-inch heels that had been picked to go with his prom dress, but he was relieved that every accessory was accounted for.

It was a Saturday and the girls had announced that they were taking Roger to the Ulta in the mall so that he could get the makeup that he would need for the prom look he had been practicing. That afternoon, he looked through magazines and websites to find exactly what brands and products he would need for his look.

Gina had already dyed Roger’s hair. It took over 5 hours one Sunday morning. The salon was usually closed on Sunday, so they had privacy. He was exhausted and sort of relieved when the multi-stage process was finally completed, but Roger could scarcely believe it was his reflection, when he saw himself in the mirror.

When they got back home, Roger’s mom was not happy, but his step-dad seemed to take it in stride. At school he got teased about it, but he was used to teasing. The girls had feminized him so much that some of it was just bound to be noticeable.

That Saturday at the mall, something was different. It was weird for all the girls to be there, and they took more time than usual fussing with his appearance. He wore a black ribbed sweater minidress that the girls loved him in ever since he went blonde. His bill at Ulta was over $200 as he purchased everything he needed for him prom look from eyeliner to concealer.

Roger could notice a certain giddiness in the girls, but he assumed it was because he had just bought all that prom makeup. When he got close to the entrance to the large makeup store, he could hear music. He recognized the song as being Cuz I Love You by Lizzo, but it was being played on marching band instruments.

As he exited the store, Roger turned white as a ghost. It was a half dozen members of the school marching band playing the song, and standing in front of them holding a big poster was Tony Gallegos.

When he composed himself, Roger looked up at the sign and realized that this was a promposal. Tony was asking him to prom! He could hear Maria and all of her friends laughing behind him. They were acting like supportive girlfriends, but their laughter was really mocking him.

“Nicole, I’m so excited that you’re going to be in town for the prom, would you go with me? I know we don’t know each other that well, but it would mean a lot to me to have you on my arm,” said Tony.

“Uh,” Roger fidgeted nervously. He had no idea what to say, and stood there gaping at the sign, the band, and the taller guy looking at him expectantly and waiting for his answer.

“Well, how about it, Sis?” asked Maria.

Maria’s words brought Roger back to reality. There was only one answer that his sister or her friends would ever find acceptable.

“Yes! Of course I will,” replied Roger. Suddenly, the full weight if his step-sister’s scheme hit him full in the face. He had never felt more emasculated in his life.

Tony stepped forward and put his arms around his prom date to be. He kissed him on the lips. It wasn’t anything forceful; it was actually soft on Roger’s lips. He could hear the girls laughing and could hear them all taking pictures of the two of them kissing. His knees went week and he wondered how he’d ever survive the prom.

 

TO BE CONTINUED
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.  I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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