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    "Its about time you got home. I want to do the laundry before going out with my friends," said Maria Zaragosa as she saw her step brother walk through the front door of their home. He was dirty and his soccer uniform was covered with dirt, grass stains, and a couple of spots that appeared to be blood. 
 
    "What do you care?" asked her step brother Roger.  
 
    "It's on my chore list idiot," spat Maria. "I'm not done until the laundry's done." 
 
    "So, how is that my problem?" 
 
    "I'll make it your problem if you don't get you ass in gear," said Maria. She really resented the way that Roger and his mother had turned her life upside down when Roger's mom married her dad and formed what they call a blended family. Roger's older sister was away at college, so Roger's mom stuck Maria with a voluminous list of chores leaving Roger only to feed the fish and mow the lawn.  
 
    "Go right into the shower and hang your uniform on the door. I just washed the towels so I'll bring you up some fresh ones," demanded Maria. "Now march." 
 
    Roger felt like telling Maria to buzz off, but honestly there was nothing he wanted more at that particular moment than a hot shower and a warm fluffy towel.  
 
      
 
    When Roger emerged from the shower, he realized the first problem was that there were no towels in the bathroom. He'd have to track water in order to get to the door and the fresh clean towels. He opened the bathroom door and was surprised to see not a single towel. The only thing in the hallway was a single pair of pink lace panties with the word pink emblazoned across the back. Infuriated, he called out for his sister, "Maria! That's not funny. Where are the damn towels." 
 
    There was no response at all. Roger weighed his options and decided that his best choice was to just put the panties on and hurry to his bedroom, where he could change into his clothes. It felt strange stepping into the lace panties. He had never seen them before and he wondered if they belonged to his step-sister. They seemed to fit him perfectly and the two siblings were roughly the same size. 
 
    After putting on the panties, Roger walked to his bedroom only to find his drawers completely empty of clothes. In his closet was a pink lace dress with long sleeves. Even his blanket and sheets had been stripped from his bed. He was fuming now. He called Maria's name once again, but still got no answer. He collapsed onto his bed and realized that he was freezing. Somebody had really cranked the AC up, and wet and nearly naked, he was miserable.  
 
    Finally, he decided that it didn't make much difference if he was walking around the house in panties or a dress and decided to fetch the dress from his closet. He stepped into it zipping it up the back and was again surprised that it fit him perfectly. He couldn't help but admire his reflection in the mirror before getting back to the matter at hand. He knew that Maria had done this deliberately. She was always trying to set him up, but this was a new low even for her. 
 
    He descended the stairs shouting out Maria's name, but got no answer.Finally she called up to him, "I'm in the basement, but I accidentally smashed a glass pitcher on the kitchen floor." 
 
    Roger knew that he had to descend into the basement. That was where the laundry was and he was sure that was where his extra clothes were, but he could see shards of broken glass all over the kitchen floor and he didn't fancy slicing his feet to ribbons. 
 
    "Bring me something to wear now, Mari," demanded Roger. 
 
    "I can't hear you," replied Maria. 
 
    "This is not funny," he yelled. "You have to the count of three. One...Two...Three." 
 
    There was no reply from the basement. She obviously could hear him. She had just called up to him. He was getting angrier by the moment. Then he saw on the end table a pair of strappy pink high-heeled shoes. He guessed that they went with the dress so Maria had probably intended for him to wear them down into the basement, but he had no idea how to walk in shoes like those. He decided that he'd just have to go slow. Even these unfamiliar heels would be better than walking on broken glass. 
 
    As Roger walked through the kitchen, he could hear the crunch of the glass on the floor. This would be a pain to clean up, but that wasn't his problem. If Maria had done this deliberately, she could clean it up just as deliberately. When he reached the top of the stairs to the basement, he found the light switch produced no extra illumination. The basement was fairly dark land walking down the stairs in the unfamiliar shoes caused him great difficulty, but soon he was down in the basement. He looked around still trying to find Maria, but his curiosity was soon replaced with dread. Plopped on a chair at the bottom of the stairs was his sister's teddy bear. 
 
    Oh how Roger hated that teddy bear. It was a remnant of a time before Maria's dad's second marriage when he wanted a way to keep an eye on the nanny who watched his precious daughter when he was at work. The teddy bear had a built in camera that was connected to his laptop so that he could observe from work. Before she was even out of junior high, Maria had convinced her father that she was mature enough to look after herself. Soon she had connected that bear up to her own tablet. To Roger, there was nothing worse than thinking he was getting away with something when his parents were out only to find out his step sister had photographic proof. 
 
    "Oh my God!" exclaimed Roger realizing that his sister now had footage of him walking down the stairs in the dress and heels. "I am going to kill her," he said slamming the bear into the floor and marched over to the stairs as quickly as his high heeled feet could carry him. 
 
    "And what do you think you're doing?" asked his sister's voice over the intercom. 
 
    "I'm going upstairs to kick your ass," said Roger. "Nice trick using your dad's intercom to make me think you were in the basement." 
 
    "It was, wasn't it?" asked Maria rhetorically. "How about Mr. Bearston?" 
 
    "Very funny," said Roger. "I hope it's worth it when I kick your ass." 
 
    "I don't think you well." 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because I can send that video of you in the dress and heels as well as the footage of you sitting around in your panties before putting on a dress to everybody we know before you could even find me," said Maria laughing wickedly. "Yeah, I put a camera in your room too." 
 
    "Fine, I won't kick your ass. What do you want?" 
 
    "Well brother dear, you can start by picking up Mr. Bearston and putting him nicely on the chair the way you found him," insisted Maria. Roger complied unenthusiastically. 
 
    "Now pull the red chair over in front of the stairs so that Mr. Bearston can see it.Then sit in that chair." 
 
    "Bob found the chair and pushed it over  in front of the steps where he was clearly in camera range." 
 
    "Perfect said Maria's voice over the intercom." 
 
    There were a pile of things on the chair. Bob picked them up and tossed them on the floor. Sitting down in their place. 
 
    "Sit modestly. Don't spread your legs like some kind of cheap slut." 
 
    "I'm sorry." 
 
    "Now pick up those things you threw on the floor, you'll need them." 
 
    "What for?" 
 
    "First, take off your shoes. There's no glass in the basement." 
 
    "With pleasure." 
 
    "Now, put on the pantyhose from that pile and then you can put your shoes back on." 
 
    "Oh come on." 
 
    "Do it or you're going viral dear brother." 
 
    "I don't even know how." 
 
    "It's not that hard. Roll the legs up all the way to the toe and step in them. Then you can pull them up to your knees. Then just pull them up the rest of the way. If you run them, you'll be punished." 
 
    "Punished?!" 
 
    "You heard me, now put on your little pantyhose princess." 
 
    "You are going to pay for this," said Roger as he began to roll the pantyhose up. 
 
    "Empty threats are so boring, but I will say you are doing an excellent job." 
 
    "There," said Roger snapping the hose in place. 
 
    "Great," said Maria. "No runs. Now smooth them up your legs with your hands and the spin around so I can see that they are on straight." 
 
    "Are you happy now?" 
 
    "Ecstatic, now put your shoes back on and then you can take off your dress and put on the padded bra there." 
 
    "Oh God." 
 
    "That's oh Goddess," she corrected him. "And don't you dare forget it." 
 
    "Now let's see about," came Maria's voice over the intercom. 
 
    "This is too much," complained Roger. 
 
    "Oh, I though you'd like it. It matches your panties and everything. Now put it on and don't keep questioning me," insisted Maria. Roger unzipped the dress and pulled it down to his waist. He put the bra on backwards with the cups on his back and then after fastening the claps he maneuvered the bra so it was facing the right way and put his arms through the straps. 
 
    "I did it." 
 
    "Very good," cheered Maria. "Now, find the Nerf basketballs. You stuff." Roger looked through the pile of things. Knowing that his step sister intended them all for him sent a chill up his spine. He found two small little orange foam balls and stuffed one in each of his cups. 
 
    "I am going to get you back for this," threatened Roger. 
 
    "You can try. Now, zip up your dress again." 
 
    "This is so humiliating," he complained. 
 
    "Aw, don't feel that way. In fact I want you to be proud of your assets. Why don't you grab them in your hands and give them a little squeeze." 
 
    "You are such a bitch." 
 
    "That's right, so don't cross me," she warned. "Now, shake those things so Mr. Bearston has a good view. Then squeeze them between your arms. Give us a good show." 
 
    "Are you done yet?" 
 
    "I am, but you're not," said Maria. "Now there's a bubblegum pink lipstick and a compact down there. I don't expect your lipstick to be perfect, but I do expect you to try. Get to it." 
 
    It wasn't lost on Roger that twisting the cap off the pink lipstick and holding up his compact to apply it to his own lips was a terribly feminine gesture and one that would be recorded by that damn nanny cam. 
 
    "That's as good as I can do," he said 
 
    "Don't sell yourself short sis," she mocked him. "Now, give Mr. Bearston a nice pout before you put on the long blonde wig." 
 
    "Just keep laughing it up," said Roger, but reluctantly he did as his sister instructed." 
 
    "I won't make you put on anything else for now," said Maria. "You're already such a little princess. Why don't you push the chair out of the way and then set up Mr. Bearston so he's pointed right at the pole. After you do that, stand in front of the poll." 
 
    Maria's father had remodeled the basement into a great family space shortly after moving in with Roger's mom. Unfortunately, he could do nothing with the four load baring polls in the basement other than paint them black. Roger stood against the large black poll before confirming for his step sister that he was done. "Alright." 
 
    "Perfect," said Maria. "Now on the floor behind the poll, you'll find two pairs of panties." 
 
    "I'm already wearing panties." 
 
    "These are for your mouth. I want you to cram them in there as tight as they'll go. If you don't do this right, you know your little video has just gotten a lot more interesting than when we started." 
 
    "Mmph," replied Roger after stuffing the panties in as far as they'd go. 
 
    "There's a pair of pantyhose there. Wrap them around the panties to keep them in place. We wouldn't want them falling out of your mouth now, would we? That was rhetorical. I know you can't speak now," Maria laughed. "There are two belts there and I'm sure you've felt the handcuffs. You should also find a sleep mask and my headphones. Use one belt to strap your ankles to the pole, another belt to secure your chest to it, put on the blindfold and headphones. Then handcuffs go on around the pole behind your back. That's right brother dear...I'm sorry, sister dear, you are going to be my prisoner." 
 
    The thought of making himself so helpless to his sister scared the Hell out of Roger, but so did the thought of everybody at school seeing him squeeze his fake books and apply lipstick. She couldn't hold him forever he reasoned, his parents would be home soon enough. 
 
    With great trepidation, Roger bent down, grabbed the items, and did as she had instructed him. As soon as he belted his ankles to the poll, he got a bad feeling, but he had no choice, but to persist even as his sister was laughing and mocking him over the intercom. 
 
    He put on the blindfold plunging himself into darkness and then followed it with the headphones. The moment of truth came though when all that was left were the handcuffs.Once they were on, he would be completely at Maria's mercy. He hesitated, but clicked the cuff around his left wrist and then around his right. Maria hadn't left the keys with the cold steel bracelets, so he knew he was now thoroughly her prisoner. 
 
    "Checkmate," said Maria into the intercom, thoroughly enjoying the situation. Roger guessed she was sitting back watching him helplessly squirming and he cursed himself for allowing her to so thoroughly trap him. 
 
    He stood there in the darkness for the next fifteen minutes. He could hear Maria upstairs cleaning up the glass in the kitchen, but soon things grew silent. His calves were already sore from wearing the unfamiliar shoes. 
 
      
 
    Roger was startled to feel his headphones switched on. The first song to play was Shake it Off by Taylor Swift. He never downloaded that song himself and he had a bad feeling that Maria had supplied him with a horrible play list of the most girlish songs she could find. 
 
    Next, he felt the belt around his ankles tighten a notch making it even more uncomfortable to stand. Next, another belt looped around his thighs and the poll securing his legs firmly in place. Another belt was placed around his chest just under his bra pinning his arms to the side and reducing his movement to none. He could feel Maria playing with all the straps that he had securing and tightening his handcuffs. She then took what he assumed was duct tape and ran it over his gag as well as securing the top and bottom of the sleep mask to his face and the headphones to his ears. 
 
    The last thing he felt was a pair of pantyhose being placed over his head and knotted around his neck by the legs. It wasn't tight or strangling, but everything was now totally secured leaving him in complete isolation unable to see or hear anything around him.  
 
      
 
    Time passed, Roger was only able to know that it had been around two hours by counting all the cutesy girly pop songs playing on his headphones. Surely, he thought, mom and dad must be home by now. He spent a few minutes screaming at the top of his lungs, but he was so well gagged that only a low hum escaped his now parched mouth. He was so tightly secured that he couldn't really make any noise. He tried stamping his feet, but his ankles were so tightly strapped to the poll that he really could only make a soft clacking sound that would never be heard all the way upstairs. He was frustrated beyond words as he waited for any human contact. 
 
      
 
    By Roger's estimation it had been around three hours since he fell victim to his step sister's dirty trick. His legs were aching and he just wanted to sit down. He felt somebody untying the legs of the pantyhose that were currently secured over his head. Just having the hosiery no longer encasing his head felt great.  
 
    Next he felt the tape around his gag being removed and the panties being removed from his mouth. It felt wonderful to finally have them removed. 
 
    "You're going to be really sorry for this," he said much too loudly as the result of listening to the blaring music and getting desensitized to the volume. Next the headphones were removed and he heard his sister's voice say almost gently, "Is that so?" 
 
    "Yeah, I'm going to make it my business to---," began Roger, but when she removed his blindfold next and the light flooded his eyes, he could see his sister's friends sitting on the furniture all around him smiling and laughing at his humiliating predicament. 
 
    "Hello sis," said Maria. "We're having a party tonight and you're the guest of honor." 
 
    "No," moaned Roger. He thrashed against his bonds, but found them inescapable. In the audience of girls were some of his own classmates smiling and laughing at the crossdressed boy. 
 
    Sitting front row center was Angela, the girl he had his biggest crush on. She had the most incredible long blonde hair, which she kept straight. It tailed down to her behind, which was perfect too.He loved sitting behind her in physics class stair at her plump round bottom and the amazing long legs attached to them. She had a big bright smile and right now she was flashing all her teeth at Roger, obviously enjoying his discomfort. "That's a real pretty dress, Roger," she said and his heart sank. 
 
    Also there from his class were Bonnie Humphries and Betty Brooks. Bonnie was a little overweight and he had given her the nickname Humpback Humphries. His friends thought it was hysterical, but none of them were there right now to back him up. Betty was a cute brunette who had been one of his best friends in third grade before turning on her when his friends thought it was weird that he liked playing with a girl. 
 
    Ariel Gonzales was probably the cutest girl in Maria's entire class. She was a Latina beauty whose complexion always made it look like she was just returning from the beach. She mockingly blew Roger a kiss when she saw him looking at her. Tanya Harmon rounded out the group. The multi-racial beauty queen was Maria's best friend, but she had never gotten along with Roger and the feeling was quite mutual. 
 
    "Don't I just have the prettiest sister ever," said Maria motioning to her helpless brother. 
 
    "Oh, I'll say," replied Tanya. "I just love her long blonde hair." 
 
    "She's beautiful," agreed Ariel, "but what about her makeup?" 
 
    "She's got lipstick," said Maria. 
 
    "Would anybody mind if I tackled the makeover?" asked Angela. "I think this could be a lot of fun, but she's pretty pale and my stuff will probably work best with her complexion." 
 
    "Stop calling me her and let me go," demanded Roger, but all the girls just laughed at him. 
 
    "You were the one who asked us to give you a makeover or at least that's what we'll all say," smirked Tanya. 
 
    "No!" cried Roger. "She forced me into it. All of it." 
 
    "That's funny," said Bonnie. "I've seen the video and it sure doesn't look that way to me." 
 
    "What do you want?" he asked. 
 
    "We're going to have a lot of fun tonight and if you cooperate totally and without hesitation, you might just get through the night with your reputation intact," said Maria. 
 
    Angela approached the terrified boy and opened up her purse to reveal a well-stocked makeup bag, which she happily unzipped and began taking out bottles. Roger did not like the look of all the makeup, which he knew would soon be on him. 
 
    "Just stay still and relax princess," directed Angela. "The more you cooperate, the easier this will be for you." 
 
    Angela began by smoothing liquid foundation on Roger's face. She was very pleased with how well it matched his complexion as was Tanya who was observing closely. "You hit that one perfect," said Tanya. "Your coloring is pretty close." 
 
    "Yeah, for once I'm glad not to be tan," said Angela.  
 
    "You have nice legs too Roger," taunted Tanya. "They're going to look so much better when you're shaving them too." 
 
    Angela began to apply a soft rose blush to Roger's cheeks giving him some much needed color. He could see the girls' phones snapping pictures and knew that this was only giving them more ammunition to blackmail him with. Angela reached into her makeup bag and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “We need to pretty you up a little more, sweetheart. I know you want to look fabulous for your big coming out party, don’t you?” Roger turned away from Angela without answering, looking down at the floor. “Turn towards me, let’s fix you up,” she said, while taking his chin between her thumb and forefinger and turning his head to face hers. he watched gloomily as Angela opened the bright pink lipstick and painstakingly applied it to his lips. 
 
    "You're looking just like a princess," teased Bonnie. 
 
    "You see girlfriend," said Angela. "You've got fans." 
 
    Angela returned the lipstick to her makeup bag and pulled out a black eyeliner pencil. “Time to enhance your pretty eyes, girlie-boy.” While Roger stood there miserably, Angela proceeded to carefully apply the coal black liner, followed by light blue eye shadow and heavy mascara on his eyelashes. During this time, Ariel was strumming her fingers lightly up and down his pantyhose covered legs. The sensation was electric and driving Roger crazy. 
 
    Angela returned the eye makeup to her makeup bag and looked Roger over closely, tilting her head back slightly to inspect the results of her efforts. “Oh, how lovely you look, Princess. I’m so jealous, you look prettier than any of us,” she teased mercilessly. “Oh, just one last touch, sweetie pie,” she said, as if just remembering something. Again she reached into her bag of tricks, this time pulling out a small spray bottle. “Tilt your pretty head back a little bit, Princess,” she directed, while gently helping Roger along by lifting his chin. “That’s a good girl.” Angela then sprayed some perfume to the top of his neck, and followed that up by spraying some more on the back of his legs. She leaned towards him and gently touched her nose to his neck, sniffing softly. “Mmmm, mmm, you smell delicious, Princess.”   
 
    The giggling escalated to boisterous laughter, sending him further into the depths of his mortification. "You've had your fun," he complained. "Now please let me go." 
 
    "I think we should untie him," said Tanya. 
 
    "Why?" asked Maria. "I went through a lot of work to get him restrained you know." 
 
    "Well, he can't overpower all of us so he's going to stay our bitch, he's been fully transformed already, and I'm dying to teach him how to walk in his pretty shoes," said Tanya. 
 
    "That could be fun," agreed Betty. 
 
    "Okay, you've got parole," said Maria pulling out her handcuff key and stepping behind her step brother to release him. He rubbed his wrists to try and sooth the discomfort that four hours in tight handcuffs had caused. He breathed a sigh of relief before he noticed the predatory smile on Tanya's face and knew that he was in deep trouble. 
 
    Roger tugged on the dress, pulling the hem down as far as it would go, which was only to the tops of his thighs. He was blushing furiously and his  face felt like it was on fire. Tanya took both of his hands in hers. “Come, my blushing princess, we need to teach you how to walk in your new high heels.”  
 
    Tanya guided Roger for a couple of tentative steps, and he wavered momentarily while he caught his balance. "Woah! I almost fell." 
 
    “Betty, would you like to give me a hand showing Roger how to prance around in his new shoes?” 
 
    She eagerly took his one hand, while Tanya held on to the other. Bonnie and Ariel shoved a couple of chairs and an old coffee table out of the way, clearing a path for the three of them to parade back and forth across the very large furnished basement. Maria and the other girls all sat on the couch, anxiously awaiting the demonstration. Tanya and Betty began walking Roger away from the catcalling audience. 
 
    “Okay, princess,” instructed Tanya. “When you walk, you should take very short steps, and put one foot in front of the other, as if you’re stepping on an imaginary line. Like this.” The three stopped, and Tanya let go of Roger's hand walking in front of him, demonstrating her womanly gait. Roger noticed that her hips naturally swayed seductively from side to side when she walked this way. 
 
    "You need to sway your hips just like that," said Betty. "You want to be just as sexy so you can attract all the boys' attention." 
 
    “Okay, now you try it,” directed Tanya. She took his hand again and the two giggling girls put him through his paces. “That’s it, sweetie,” praised Tanya. “Take nice, short, mincing steps, just like that." 
 
    "Can you feel your hips swaying back and forth?” Betty was tilting her head back, watching his backside as she said this. “’Because I have to say, you’re sashaying like a Hooters girl whose tip depends on it right now.” The room exploded in laughter. 
 
    "I think he's got it!" exclaimed Maria. 
 
    "I knew he'd be a fast study. He's always been more of a girl than a boy," added Ariel. Roger glared at her, which only made her laugh. Bonnie was capturing the entire exchange as well as his walking practice on her phone. 
 
    Again, they walked all the way across the room, which came to about fifteen mincing paces, then turned around and started back. At first Roger's steps were very awkward, but gradually they came easier. His face was glowing red with humiliation as he neared the grinning assembly on the couch. They stopped right in front of them. The wicked Betty had another humiliation up her sleeve for Roger.  
 
    “As you can see by their smiling faces, your audience is extremely supportive of your efforts to learn to walk like a proper young lady. It would be a nice gesture if you would curtsy for them every time we return here.”  
 
    The grins from the faces on the couch grew wider. Tanya and Betty let go of his hands, stepping to the side and watching expectantly. Roger sighed hoping for a brief moment of mercy, but when he saw the look on Maria's face, he knew she was enjoying herself too much to ever relent. He wobbled momentarily, then he stood there awkwardly, staring at the ground.  
 
    "Roger!" snapped Maria crossly. He knew what was expected. He reached for the hem of his dress and genuflected, the whole time blushing like a new bride. 
 
    “That wasn’t bad, Roger, but you need to look your audience in the eyes," said Tanya. "Let’s try it again.”  
 
    Difficult as it was, he repeated the humiliating act, the whole time locking eyes with his leering and catcalling tormentors. To make things worse, he now could tell that Bonnie wasn't just taking pictures, but actual video.  
 
    “Nice curtsy, Roger,” approved Betty. “Now it’s time to strut your stuff again.” 
 
    Tanya whispered something to Betty, who responded with a sly little giggle. Roger knew this couldn’t bode well for him.  
 
    “I think you’re ready to try it on your own, Princess,” said Tanya. “We’ll be right at your side in case you have any trouble. Remember, teensy, mincing steps, and put one foot in front of the other. Ready? Here we go.”  
 
    Roger started walking in an exaggeratedly feminine way away from the couch. This time, after a couple of steps, the two girls reached back and lifted the back of his dress, much to the delight of the onlookers. 
 
    "Nice panties!" called out Ariel as Roger flailed hopelessly, trying to get his dress pulled back down over his ass.  
 
    As he finally calmed himself slightly, Angela climbed to her feet. "Hold on, that's a great walk for the street, but not for the runway. Let me show her the runway walk." 
 
    "Oh yeah! That's an excellent idea," said Maria.  
 
    "Most of the walk is exactly the same as you're currently walking, but we need to see more attitude. Stick out your chin like there's an invisible string holding your head up, and thrust out those sexy breasts of yours. Keep your eyes focused straight ahead," Angela demonstrated as she walked across the room. "This would be easier if I had a pretty pair of heels like yours, Roger." 
 
    "You can have them," muttered the crossdressed boy. 
 
    "I wouldn't dream of depriving you," said Angela. "Anyway, you need to stride a little bigger. You mince a little too much for model work." 
 
    "I'm sorry," said Roger. 
 
    "Now, once you get to the end of the catwalk, wait a beat, and then lean into one hip and then the other with all of your confidence and poise. You can look down at the audience now and break your focus for a moment. You don’t have to move your head much. Your look should come mostly from the eyes. Then compose yourself in the same haughty facial expression and walk as before, and strut off stage. That attitude is very important," said Angela. 
 
    "That model turn is huge. I hope you're paying attention," said Maria. 
 
    "Then sashay shante, you try it," commanded Angela. "Let's see you work it girlfriend." 
 
    Roger attempted to mimic Angela's walk and, with her constant coaching, he soon had a runway walk that was passable. The girls could not stop laughing when he reached the end and did his turn.  
 
    "You've all done such great work with Roger. He really is walking better than a lot of girls do in heels," said Maria. 
 
    "It was definitely our pleasure," said Tanya. 
 
    "Okay, now that you have your model walk down, if you'll follow me into the laundry room, we have quite a few outfits waiting for you to model them," directed Maria. This announcement elicited aloud moan from Roger who couldn't think of anything he wanted to do less than model more women's clothes for these laughing girls. 
 
    "First, you have to clean yourself up. Go into the bathroom over there and shave off all of that disgusting body hair," said Ariel. 
 
    "We laid out some things for you to put on when you're done, and we left you a couple of razors and shaving cream plus some bubble bath," said Maria. "I expect you hairless below your neck." 
 
      
 
    Roger hated the thought of shaving his body hair and he wondered how he could possibly explain his hairlessness at school. Gym class would be brutal, he knew. Still, it was a relief to get away from the girls and to soak in the warm tub.  
 
    The bubble bath was in a pink bottle labeled British Rose. It had a very strong feminine rose scent, adding to the indignities that Roger had suffered already. He could hear the girls laughing through the bathroom door, but he tried to just recline in the tub and relax.  
 
    Before he could get too comfortable, there was a rapping on the door. His sister called out to him through the bathroom door, "You have twenty minutes, and you had better be totally smooth by then." 
 
    Reluctantly, Roger began lathering up his left leg. As the razor did its dirty work, it seemed so weird to him to look at his own leg and not see the hair that he had grown accustomed to. He continued carefully with his other leg, his arms and under arms, and everywhere else he had body hair. As he was finishing up, he miserably noted that his skin was smooth and silky with a soft, feminine pink tone. 
 
    "Maria says you had better hurry up, and be sure to pat yourself dry, don't rub yourself with the towel," yelled Tanya through the door. 
 
    "I'm almost done," replied Roger grudgingly as he ascended from the bathtub.  
 
    On top of a white wicker clothes hamper were the clothes the girls had left for him to wear. There was a sky blue lace cheeky panty and matching bra and also a pair of nude pantyhose and a pair of ultra girlish white heels that laced up around his ankles and had a soft pink floral pattern. Roger did his best to put on the unfamiliar clothes, and then walked back to the laundry room. He was subjected to catcalls and wolf whistles from the girls all along the way. 
 
    When Roger stepped into the laundry room, he couldn't believe it. The room was full of dresses, shoes, and feminine accessories. He knew it hadn't been like that the last time he was down here. "What the Hell?" 
 
    "Oh you like your dressing room?" asked Maria. "I've been planning this for a long time, but we mostly put it together when you were listening to your headphones earlier." 
 
    "You look so pretty in your dainty little lingerie," said Ariel 
 
    "He does, but it's time to get him fully dressed," declared Maria holding up a pink dress and shoes. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Roger emerged from the laundry room. Tanya and Maria had dressed him in a flamingo pink mini dress with long peek-a-boo sleeves. The dress only came to the very top of his thighs, and the shoes that he had only just put on in the bathroom were replaced by a pair of pumps in the same flamingo pink. Roger found them easier to walk in than the sandals, but it still wasn't easy. 
 
    As the girls hooted and hollered, Roger tried to have tunnel vision. He envisioned the invisible string keeping his head up just as Angela had told him to, and he walked with attitude. The girls had put on some pop music while they were waiting and Roger kept the beat as he walked. 
 
    "Nice legs, panty boy," called out Betty. 
 
    "Shake that ass!" yelled Tanya. 
 
    As he got to the end of the basement and did his model turn, the girls were practically rolling in hysterics. It wasn't that Roger was doing a bad job. Not at al! In fact the girls found it hilarious that he was closely following Angela's tutoring. He did his turn and walked back past the girls, and then returned to the laundry room again. He'd make the scroll over a dozen more times that night. 
 
    Roger was wearing a black semi-sheer knit mesh dress that he thought would have been ridiculously sexy on Angela or one of the other girls if they were modeling it. On him it was simply humiliating. It had a crochet design that gave the girls a great view of the black bra he was wearing underneath, and it only came to the top of his thighs. Maria had paired it with black sandals that had a five inch heel. The shoes were a real challenge to walk in. By this point, Ariel had redone his makeup to give him more of an evening look. 
 
    "Can I please go now?" begged Roger as soon as he returned from modeling the sexy black dress for the girls. 
 
    "Go?" scoffed Maria. "The party is just getting started." 
 
    "But you promised that this would be the last dress I'd have to model." 
 
    "And so it is," said Ariel. "Now step out of that dress. Next, you're going to model a red babydoll." 
 
    "No," protested Roger. 
 
    "Are you telling us no?" asked Ariel. "With all the video and pictures we have, you're telling us no? OK then, get ready to be...." 
 
    Seeing no mercy in any of the eyes glaring at him, Roger quickly surrendered. 
 
    "Wait," said Roger, "I'll do it." 
 
    "You know, we all donated our sexiest clothes to let you model them for us, but this babydoll is different. It's yours," said Ariel. 
 
    "Mine?" 
 
    "That's right, when Maria told me her plan; I went out and bought it just for you. I can promise you that this won't be the last time you model it for us either," replied Ariel. 
 
    "Or that it'll be your last lingerie for that matter," added Maria. "That reminds me, we found some breast forms that we liked for you, but they're $300 so we're going to need you to buy them. They'll work a lot better than those nerf basketballs." 
 
    They were going to feminize him again, and they had the audacity to make him pay his own money to further their plans? Roger's face contorted and he had to struggle to stop himself from crying at this announcement.  
 
    The babydoll was red lace with underwire cups, spaghetti straps, and a matching panty. It had come with a sheer long sleeve red robe with draping lace sleeves. It was at once quite beautiful and humiliatingly sexy. The girls completed the ensemble by adding a matching red garter belt, thigh high black fishnet stockings, and a pair of black open toed pumps with a very narrow four inch heel. 
 
    "I wish we had time to paint his nails," complained Tanya. "A bright candy apple red to match the babydoll would really complete the look." 
 
    "Sorry we don't," said Maria. "There will be plenty of other chances though. When he's done getting changed, maybe you can find a bright red lipstick for him." 
 
    "Good idea," said Tanya. The two girls continued to talk about Roger as if he wasn't even there while he went through the embarrassing ordeal of changing into the lingerie. Tanya had to help him attach the stockings to the garter belt. 
 
    When Roger entered the room with the rest of the girls, there was a lull in the taunting and whistling from Maria's friends. As they took in the sight of Roger in his new lingerie, they couldn't believe how sexy he looked. The silence was finally broken by Bonnie yelling out, "Shake that ass, sweet cheeks." The whole room laughed at the spectacle unfolding. 
 
    "Come on sashay shante, sissy," called out Ariel. 
 
    He walked over to the other side of the room, dropped his shoulder, and thrust out his chest. Then, he put his hand on his back and did the model turn that Angela had taught him. When he tried to return to the laundry room, however, he found his way blocked by Ariel and Maria. 
 
    "What's your hurry, sissy?" asked Maria. 
 
    "What do you want now?" asked Roger. 
 
    "Just a good show," replied Ariel. 
 
    "Yeah," added Maria. "All my friends went to all the effort of coming here for your big coming out party. The least you can do is entertain them?" 
 
    "How?" asked Roger. 
 
    "I think that they'd all appreciate seeing your dance moves, don't you?" asked Maria, a big smirk visible on her face. 
 
    "Oh come on!" protested Roger. "I don't want to--." 
 
    "Hey everybody," announced Ariel, "Roger wants to dance for us." 
 
    "I'll put on some music with a good beat," said Tanya. 
 
    Ariel and Maria each took one of Rogers's hands and helped him to climb up onto a coffee table about two and a half feet off the ground. He felt ridiculous in his heels and lingerie with all the girls looking up at him.  
 
    At Maria's glare, he began to dance tentatively in front of the girls as they hooted and hollered. He had decent rhythm, but he wasn't a very good dancer. With these heels and feeling overwhelming humiliation, he certainly didn't dance in the sexy way that the girls wanted him to. 
 
    "You dance terribly," said Tanya. "Even for a white guy. Just do what I do." Tanya got up and stood behind the other girls. He tried to copy her sexy moves, sometimes succeeding, but more often than not looking ridiculous, which was great fun for the girls and particularly for Bonnie who was recording the whole thing. There was no way that he could ever live this down. The footage of him gyrating and grinding for the amusement of a catcalling audience of his sister's friends would be inescapable blackmail material. 
 
    "Now you've got it, Roger," yelled out Ariel. "You'll be earning tips in no time." 
 
    Almost on cue, Betty got to her feet and stuffed a dollar bill into the right cup of Roger's baby doll. He was blushing almost as brightly as his lingerie when Betty slapped his behind and told him, "Make it good, slut." 
 
    Roger stumbled and nearly fell off the table when he heard the doorbell ringing upstairs. "Oh shit! Mom and dad are home!" 
 
    "Relax sissy, that's just the boys." 
 
    "Oh my God! What boys?" he stuttered hopping off the table. 
 
    "Who told you that you could do that, sissy?" protested Bonnie. 
 
    "I have to get changed," he sputtered. 
 
    "Not a chance, sissy," said Tanya blocking his way to the laundry room. 
 
    "Calm down," said Maria. "I expect you to be a happy and affectionate girl tonight. If a guy wants to kiss you or make out with you, you're going to let him, just as long as his hands stay off your breasts and pussy. You do that and we won't make you go out with us tonight." 
 
    "Okay, I'll do it," said Roger reluctantly. 
 
    "That's another thing," said Maria. "We can't exactly call you Roger." 
 
    "What about Cindy?" asked Ariel. 
 
    "I've always liked Nicole," said Bonnie. 
 
    "Which one do you like better?" asked Maria. 
 
    "I like Nicole better," admitted Roger. 
 
    "Alright, Nicole it is," cheered Maria. "I'll go let the guys in." 
 
    Roger nearly froze in terror, but if he had expected sympathy from Maria's friends it wasn't coming. They smiled wickedly. 
 
    "This is going to be so much fun," said Bonnie.  
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    "Here's the deal Nicole," said Tanya. "This is kind of a pre-party. The real fun stuff is going to be at Kenny Barnes' house later tonight." 
 
    "I'm not going," said Roger adamantly. 
 
    "That remains to be seen," said Tanya. "You know we can make you." 
 
    "Yeah, I guess so," said Roger. 
 
    "I know so," chimed in Ariel. 
 
    "If you don't want to have to go to the party tonight, then you have to do something for us," said Tanya. 
 
    "What do you want?" asked Roger. 
 
    "We want you to flirt with Tony Gallegos. If you can get him interested in you, we won't make you come to the party tonight," said Tanya. "Do we have a deal?" 
 
    "I don't want to flirt with another guy," complained Roger. 
 
    "She didn't ask you if you wanted to," said Bonnie. "She asked you if you would." 
 
    "Yeah, I guess," replied Roger. "I don't really see what choice I have." 
 
    "That's right. You have no choice," said Ariel. 
 
    Maria descended the basement stairs with four boys in tow. Ariel's boyfriend Steve and Betty's boyfriend Leo were there as well as Kevin, who had the hots for Angela, and Tony, who Roger understood was supposed to be his target. 
 
    "Hey girls," said Kevin who was carrying a large duffel bag with him. "Is everybody in the mood for a party? I know I am." 
 
    "Who is that?" asked Leo noticing the crossdressed boy in the bright red baby doll. 
 
    "Hey watch the wandering eyes. Don't forget who you're dating," said Betty. 
 
    "I'm dating a goddess," was Leo's quick reply, "but I know all your friends.  At least I thought I did." 
 
    "This is my sister, Nicole. She lives with my dad, but she's here visiting," explained Maria introducing Roger to the boys. 
 
    "Hey Nicole," said Tony. "Aren't you a little underdressed? Not that I'm complaining." 
 
    "She's getting over a cold," said Maria. "My mom is making her stay in bed until she gets better." 
 
    "Oh that sucks," said Steve. 
 
    "It's just my folks being over-protective," said Maria. "I think she's over it by now.  I certainly don't hear her coughing anymore." 
 
    Leo took a seat on the couch by Betty and planted a kiss on Ariel's lips before she got up from the chair she was sitting in and let Leo sit there.  Steve joined Angela on the love seat.  That just left Tony who plopped into an over stuffed easy chair. 
 
    Roger just stood there dumbfounded. Even though he had become the main topic of conversation, he couldn't find any words to say to anybody, let alone force himself to flirt with Tony.  His throat was parched, and no words came out. 
 
    "You took Nicole's chair, Tony" said Bonnie as she raised an eyebrow at Roger. The implied threat was clear and, reluctantly, full of humiliation, the feminized boy forced himself to move slowly toward "her" chair.  
 
    "I'm sorry, I didn't know," apologized Tony. 
 
    "That's alright," said Roger climbing onto Tony's lap, but wishing he could crawl into a hole, especially as he felt something hard poking into his hip. "I don't mind sharing," he added, trying to sound seductive and feminine.  
 
    "Wow, my sister moves fast," joked Maria. 
 
    "Wait, if you two are sisters, why don't you look alike?" asked Steve. 
 
    "They look kind of alike," said Angela. 
 
    "Duh," said Ariel. "Maria's parents are divorced." 
 
    "So?" asked Steve. 
 
    "They have different mothers," explained Ariel. 
 
    "Oh, so you're step sisters," said Tony. 
 
    "Yeah, that's right," replied Roger nervously. 
 
    "Where are you from?" 
 
    "I'm from Montana," lied Roger. After all, who knew anything about Montana? 
 
    "That's cool," said Tony. "I hope you'll be here awhile before going back." 
 
    "Well uh--" 
 
    "She'll be here all summer," said Bonnie. "You know, she's probably going to need somebody to show her around, Tony." 
 
    Kevin opened up his duffel bag and began to pass cans of beer around to everybody in the basement. "Let's get this party started!" 
 
    "Yay! Cheap beer," said Ariel in a snide tone. 
 
    "Don't be so picky," said Kevin. "This is just to take the edge off before the real party." 
 
    "I'll get us some chips and salsa," said Maria. "Why don't you help me, sis?" 
 
    "Yeah, sure," said Roger relieved to be getting off of Tony's lap. 
 
    The two step siblings ascended the stairs together, but Maria waited until they were safely out of ear shot in the kitchen to speak. "So how do you like Tony?" 
 
    "Kind of an idiot, isn't he?" 
 
    "Well, I'm sure you'll like him much better after you get to know him better at Kenny's party," suggested Maria. 
 
    "Tanya said that I wouldn't have to go to that party," protested Roger. 
 
    "No, she said if you flirted with Tony, you wouldn't have to go to the party." 
 
    "I'm sitting on his lap for God's sake." 
 
    "Not enough, princess. There's going to have to be some serious flirting and making out if you don't want to go to Kenny's," said Maria. "I think we'll put you in that black crochet number from your fashion show." 
 
    "No please," begged Roger. 
 
    "Then you better turn on the charm and fast," warned Maria. 
 
    "Okay, fine," sighed Roger.  
 
    "Here grab a couple of bags of chips." 
 
      
 
    When Maria and Roger returned to the party in the basement, the conversation suddenly stopped.  He was pretty sure that they were all talking about him.  Even to him the excuse that he was wearing a babydoll because he was sick seemed flimsier than the lingerie itself. The girls were probably building him up, while the guys were trying to find out if he was just as big a slut as he seemed.  
 
    Roger returned to Tony's lap, this time almost curling up into a ball.  His head was resting on Tony's chest and he was sitting more sideways. He could feel the erection beginning to form in Tony's pants again, and he almost let a yelp out when he felt it pushing against his panty clad ass. 
 
    "Well somebody's having fun," whispered Roger. 
 
    "I'm so embarrassed," replied Tony. "I'm so sorry." 
 
    "I'm actually kind of flattered," lied Roger. 
 
    "You should be," replied Tony. "It's all because of you. You are so sexy." 
 
    "What are you two whispering about?" asked Betty. 
 
    "None of your business," said Tony, but Roger's blushing told her all she wanted to know, and she giggled with the other girls quickly joining in.  
 
    Roger reached into the large bag of tortilla chips.  He pulled out a chip and dipped it into the salsa before feeding it to Tony.  It was awkward, but it was strangely romantic too. Tony put his arm around Roger's shoulders, and Bonnie beganeagerly taking video and pictures of the happy couple.  
 
    "Would you be my date at the party tonight?" asked Tony. 
 
    "Well, uh--," stammered Roger. 
 
    "She'd be delighted to," interjected Maria. Roger froze in terror.  He thought he had done everything right. 
 
    "Awesome!" exclaimed Tony.  
 
    "You better treat my sister right Tony, you got that?" asked Maria. 
 
    "Of course I will," said Tony. "I don't have a reputation for being any other way, you know that?" 
 
    "Well let's make sure that reputation doesn't change," said Maria. 
 
    "You just made me very happy, Nicole," said Tony.  
 
    Roger could see Tony was puckering his lips and preparing to kiss him. He was already starting to feel a bit warm. How could Tony see him as a sexy girl? The thought was totally emasculating. He didn't want to kiss a boy, and he certainly didn't want all these girls to watch him do it. He was still in his head when he felt Tony press his lips against his and part them.   
 
    Tony's tongue entered his mouth gently, but firmly. Roger almost gaggedat the unwanted intruder.  Steeling himself, he closed his eyes and returned the kiss feeling waves of humiliation. He could hear Bonnie snapping pictures with that damn phone of hers, and he could actually hear Tanya squeal with delight. 
 
    "Aw that is so sweet," said Angela. "You know, why don't we put on some music? There's enough room here that we could dance a little." 
 
    "That's a great idea," said Maria. 
 
    "I don't know," said Steve. "It seems kind of weird just dancing in the basement like this." 
 
    "Typical guy, am I right, Nicole?" asked Bonnie. 
 
    "Yeah, no romance," said Roger, rolling his eyes. 
 
    "Okay, let's do it," said Tony helping Roger to his feet and taking him to the center of the room. Maria turned on the music stream and set it for prom music.  Tony and Roger danced together, as did Angela and Kevin, and Leo and Ariel. As they danced to a fast pop song, Roger tried to remember some of the moves that Tanya had showed him earlier. He discovered that dancing with a boy was definitely different from dancing alone on top of a table. It suddenly occurred to Roger that he hadn't thought about the heels that he was wearing in a long time, though now that he thought about it, his legs were definitely sore. 
 
    When a slow song came up, Roger was almost grateful for the chance to have Tony support some of his weight, even though it meant putting his arms around another boy. When Tony's hands began to move down to Roger's ass, the crossdressed boy had no idea how to deal with it.  He felt Tony kneading his butt cheeks, and he could feel his erection pressing between them as they danced.  "I cant believe I'm making a guy hard! How humiliating!" Roger thought.  
 
    "Okay, that's enough you two," said Maria mercifully, saving her step brother from more dirty dancing. "We need to get ready for the party." 
 
    "What do you mean get ready?" asked Kevin. 
 
    "We can't go to the hottest party of the year looking like this," said Tanya.  
 
    "So what are we supposed to do?" asked Leo. 
 
    "You guys can head over and we'll meet you there when we're ready," said Maria. 
 
    "It really won't be that long," promised Ariel. 
 
    "Okay, I guess," said Tony.  
 
      
 
    No sooner had Maria escorted the boys out of the house and returned down the stairs than she barked out at Roger, "Kneel down before your goddesses, sissy." 
 
    Roger groaned, but complied. There was nothing to gain by resisting at this point.  
 
    "I don't understand.  You told me if I flirted with Tony I wouldn't have to go to the party. Well, I did everything you told me to.  I even kissed him and danced with him." 
 
    "And let me say," said Bonnie, "you two make a really cute couple and I've got plenty of pictures and even some video to prove it." 
 
    Roger just glared at Bonnie as she giggled at his distress, but soon Maria spoke again. "We told you what you had to do, and while it wasn't the best performance we ever saw, I think we're in agreement that you did what you were supposed to." 
 
    "Oh absolutely," added Ariel. "In fact, if I didn't know better, I'd think your brother has a bit of a crush on Tony." 
 
    "I think there is some definite truth to that statement," said Betty. 
 
    "I don't like him.  I just did what you told me to," barked Roger. 
 
    "Well, we are going to keep our word," said Maria. "We're going to tell Tony that my parents came home and refused to let you go to the party because you're getting over a cold." 
 
    "Thank you," said Roger breathing a sigh of relief.  
 
    "Don't get too comfortable," warned Tanya. 
 
    "She's right," said Maria. "Think of tonight as your audition." 
 
    "My audition?" asked Roger. "For what?" 
 
    "Well sis," said Maria. "We have so much on you now, I intend to have lot more fun at your expense. If you can keep me happy, I won't expose you." 
 
    "Please don't, Maria," pleaded Roger. "I'll do anything." 
 
    "Spoken like a true sissy," said Maria. "Angela, do you want to get your contribution?" 
 
    "Absolutely!" exclaimed Angela as she rushed excitedly into the laundry room and returned carrying a black garment bag. 
 
    "I honestly cannot wait for this," said Tanya sounding as giddy as Roger could ever remember her being. 
 
    Opening the garment bag, Angela produced short lacy black dress with white accents. As Roger got a better view a look of dread came over his face. "Recognize it, Princess?" 
 
    "That's your Halloween costume," said Roger slack jawed.  Roger recognized it as any boy who went to his high school would.  Everybody was drooling all over Angela on Halloween when she showed up dressed as the sexiest French Maid they had ever seen. This was the outfit she apparently wanted him to wear. 
 
    "It was my Halloween costume, but now it's your new uniform," said Angela handing him the bag. "The shoes and accessories are in the garment bag as well." 
 
    "I can't wear your Halloween costume," protested Roger. 
 
    "Not every day of course, but you'll get a chance to order some others as well," said Maria. 
 
    "I know they have them in pink too," suggested Betty. 
 
    "Come with me and we'll get you changed," instructed Angela.  Roger just knelt there in shock looking up at the girls. 
 
    "Now sissy!" commanded Maria. 
 
    Roger got up and followed Maria into the laundry room, and Angela tagged along.  She looked him over with a predatory grin before ordering, "strip." 
 
    "Yes, Angela." 
 
    "Isn't this fitting?" 
 
    "I don't understand," replied Roger. 
 
    "Well, you did take pictures of me in my bikini when I was over here swimming with your step sister and then spread it around social media," said Angela. 
 
    "I can explain." 
 
    "I doubt that," said Angela. "Or how about when people saw me being friendly to you because you were my friend's new brother." 
 
    "That was great," said Roger. "I really appreciate--" 
 
    "Then you told your classmates that we were sleeping together," said Angela picking up the bra. "Now, turn around." 
 
    "I can dress myself," offered Roger as Angela secured the bra behind him and picked up the panties. Both items were absolutely dripping with lace and definitely meant for the sexy costume effect more than for modesty or support. 
 
    "Nonsense," said Angela. "I'm enjoying this. Now step into the panties." 
 
    After Roger stepped into the panties, Angela strapped a black lace garter belt around his waist and then attached black fishnet stockings to the garter belt. The dress was next, and Angela delighted in zipping him into it.  The maid's dress was very short and only came to mid-thigh on Roger.It was low cut as well. 
 
    "This just is just calling out for some breast forms, but I believe Maria wanted to wait until you could pay for them so that we didn't get stuck with the bill," said Angela. "Now step into the heels and I'll help you strap them on." 
 
    "Thank you," said Roger nervously as Angela attached the shoes to his feet. 
 
    "No thank you sissy," smirked Angela. "By the way, as an extra feature I put padlocks on the straps so that you can't take them off without the key or without ruining the shoes. I really don't recommend ruining them.  Your sister will not be pleased." 
 
    "I won't," promised Roger. 
 
    As a final touch, Angela tied the apron around Roger's waist, put the maid's cap on his head, the black lace choker on his neck, and the lace cuffs on his wrist before wiping off his old lipstick and replacing it with a very bright candy apple red. "Look in the mirror," said Angela. "That's your future." 
 
      
 
    "Wow!" exclaimed Ariel as Roger reemerged from getting dressed. "Nicole, you are positively stunning." 
 
    "Yeah," agreed Maria. "I knew he wasn't the manliest guy out there, but I never expected him to be a stone fox." 
 
    "Well he is," said Betty. "You're going to have to keep the boys away from him." 
 
    "And keep him away from the boys if tonight was any indication," added Bonnie. 
 
    "Twirl for us Princess," commanded Tanya. Shamefully, Roger did as he was told giving the girls a three-hundred-sixty degree view of his feminized form. 
 
    "Do you know how to curtsey yet?" asked Betty. 
 
    "No," replied Roger. 
 
    "The phrase you're looking for Nicole is 'No Ma'am,'" snapped Betty. 
 
    "We can't have a maid who can't curtsey," declared Angela. "Pay attention sissy." 
 
    "You better learn exactly how to do this because I expect you'll be curtseying a lot," warned Maria. 
 
    "Grab the hem of your dress," explained Angela while demonstrating. "Then put your one leg in front of the other and bend your knee to lower yourself about six to eight inches. Then slowly rise back to standing. That's all there is to it. Try a few on your own." 
 
    The girls laughed and teased Roger as he tried to curtsey in his French Maid outfit.  
 
    "Make sure you keep eye contact," said Angela. "It's really the only time you should have eye contact with your mistress without permission." 
 
    "You know all these pictures of you curtseying are just digging your grave deeper if you blow it and we decide to expose you," warned Bonnie. 
 
    "There's nothing to worry about because our little maid here is going to do a great job cleaning this place," said Maria. "Aren't you Nicole?" 
 
    "You know I have a hard time just keeping my own room tidy," said Roger. 
 
    "Awww that's precious. You think I care," mocked Maria. "You are going to make this place spotless and Mr. Bearston is going to be watching you the whole time. If I don't like what I see or I log onto Mr. Bearston and don't see you cleaning, I might just show the pictures at the party tonight." 
 
    "You can't do that," pleaded Roger. 
 
    "Then you had better clean like you've never cleaned before in your entire life." 
 
    "I will, I will," promised Roger. 
 
    "Then it sounds like you'll have nothing to worry about, Princess," chimed in Tanya. 
 
    "Can we get some pictures of the new maid on the first day of her new job?" asked Bonnie. 
 
    "I don't see why not," replied Maria. "Where do you want her?" 
 
    "Well, let's start with a little dusting. She has an amazing ass and bending over to get in the corners will really show it off," said Bonnie. 
 
    "Excellent suggestion," said Maria. "My step mom has a feather duster that would be perfect." 
 
    "Can we get one of her adjusting her garter? That always was a crowd pleaser when I wore that costume," joked Angela. 
 
    "Absolutely," said Maria. "Cleaning shots are a must, but we can always use more cheesecake." 
 
    "Not to put a damper on everybody's fun, but we really do need to get ourselves ready and get to that party too," said Ariel. 
 
    "Yeah," agreed Betty. "That's definitely a priority." 
 
    "Well," said Maria. "He's not going anywhere. Let's get going and anybody who wants to can still come back here afterwards to play with my sissy step brother." 
 
    "Excellent," said Bonnie. "I think I have a new favorite toy." 
 
    "Okay sissy, here are the rules for keeping your job as a French Maid and not getting exposed," said Maria. "We put a lot of thought to this, so listen carefully. Why don't you start, Angela?" 
 
    "Rule number one," said Angela. "Your stockings must be straight at all times without runs, your makeup must be perfect. If you smear your makeup, you need to immediately fix it." 
 
    "Rule number two," said Ariel. "If you pass a mirror during your cleaning duties, you must stop and preen.  You must adjust your hair and your cap, straighten your dress, and check to make sure you makeup is perfect." 
 
    "Rule number three," said Bonnie. "Your chores include dusting, vacuuming, dish washing, bathroom cleaning, and maintaining all the common areas in the house." 
 
    "Rule number four," explained Maria. "Your own room is going to be spotless from now on, and you are going to clean my room as well, but I want my privacy so I will give you more details.  For now, pick up my dirty clothes and wash them, make the bed, vacuum, and dust." 
 
    "Rule number five," continued Tanya. "When you clean, you need to have the nanny camera bear aimed at you so any of us can check in on you." 
 
    "Rule number six," said Betty. "Heels stay on at all times.  Then again with the locks on your shoes now, that shouldn't be much of a problem." 
 
    "Think you can remember them all?" asked Maria. 
 
    "That's an awful lot," replied Roger honestly. 
 
    "We can always make a poster and hang it in your bedroom, sissy," said Tanya. 
 
    "You know, we should make him girly up his bedroom too," suggested Ariel. 
 
    "That's a great idea," agreed Maria. "We'll definitely get to it." 
 
      
 
    Soon the girls had gotten themselves ready and left for the party leaving Roger all alone with Mr. Bearston and his maid duties. He was a typical eighteen year old guy and not particularly neat.  He looked at the sprawling house and saw a ton of work that needed to be done.  He began by going to his step sister's room and gathering up all of Maria's clothes.   
 
    All the running around was making his feet hurt, but he didn't dare sit down.  The heels were locked on his feet anyway and with the damn camera on him, the girls could check in from the party.  
 
    Maria wanted to degrade her step brother as much as possible, but she didn't want him ruining her clothes, so she made sure that she left laundry directions for everything as well as a warning to be extra careful or pay the consequences. Roger got the hint and took extra time with Maria's laundry.  
 
    While her clothes were washing, he began to straighten the living room before dusting and vacuuming.  After changing loads in the basement, Roger moved onto cleaning the basement family room, where his step sister's friends and the boys she invited over had left the place extremely messy.   
 
    The worst part was that one side of the basement was mirrored, which meant Roger had to keep preening.  He touched up his lipstick at least five times that night, and he worked hard enough to get drenched with sweat, which required him to constantly fix his hair. 
 
    Roger decided that the French maid uniform he now wore was terrible for cleaning purposes. Kneeling on the floor to clean didn't work very well in the fishnet stockings that were making his knees look like waffles. The short hem on his dress made bending a very exposed activity, while his heels greatly increased the difficulty of standing chores like vacuuming.  
 
      
 
    When Maria finally returned she was accompanied by Angela, Bonnie, and Tanya. They laughed at the exhausted maid collapsed on the front couch.  Their loud giggling warned Roger that they had been drinking more beer. 
 
    "Get on all fours and crawl over here, Nicole" demanded Maria. "It's time to inspect your work." 
 
    Roger did as commanded and was rewarded with his sister plopping herself onto his back. She weighed only about one-hundred-ten pounds, but he was too exhausted for giving piggy back rides.  
 
    "I need a picture of this," said Bonnie as she watched Roger carry his step sister over to inspect his dusting. 
 
    "I'll say this," said Maria spanking her step brother's behind. "Your vacuuming is adequate, but you have a long way to go on your dusting." 
 
    Maria and her friends were very strict as they harshly judged the job that Roger had done on his first day as maid. However, they didn't completely trash it either. They agreed it was good enough for a first attempt to keep his secret at least a little bit longer. 
 
    "After all of that cleaning, I'm imaging that you can use a bit of a break," said Maria. 
 
    "Well," replied Roger, "I am really tired. That took a lot out of me." 
 
    "Great," said Maria. "We're going to run to the drugstore. You can go with us." 
 
    "I'd rather not," replied Roger. 
 
    "Do you really think what you want still matters, sissy?" asked Tanya. 
 
    "And before you ask, what you have on is perfect," chimed in Bonnie. 
 
      
 
    Everybody packed into Bonnie's Tucson for the short drive to the local Walgreens. Bonnie, of course, drove with Maria in the front seat next to her. In the back seat, Roger was forced to sit between Tanya and Angela who was furiously writing in a small notebook. Several times Roger tried to get a glimpse at what she was writing, but failed. 
 
    As they pulled into the parking lot, Angela handed the note to Maria saying, "That was everything I could think of." 
 
    "Excellent," replied Maria, "I think this will give our new pet some things to shop for." 
 
    "This should be fun!" exclaimed Bonnie as she pulled into a spot. 
 
    "Now sissy, this is your shopping list," explained Maria. "Start out in the women's magazines. Grab Cosmo and Seventeen and read them both. I want you to spend at least fifteen minutes in the magazines. Then pick one to buy. After that, Tanya included some personal items on your list that you need to buy and Angela gave you a list of drugstore cosmetics that could substitute for what was applied to you tonight. Do you understand?" 
 
    "I think so Miss Maria, but can I at least take off my petticoat and the maid cap? I know I'll have to do this crossdressed, but can I not go in theres as a French maid?" 
 
    "Not a chance," said Tanya coldly. "Now get moving sissy boy." 
 
    As Roger walked to the store, he could hear the girls talking behind him even as Bonnie recorded the entire humiliating trek on her phone. "Do you think he passes or is he going to be really humiliated?" 
 
    "Both," said Angela. "I think people looking at him will think he's a woman, but he's still a woman dressed like a French maid in a drug store." 
 
    "I think I'm looking forward to humiliating him as much as I'm looking forward to making him do my chores," said Maria as she disembarked from her friend's car. "Let's go watch the show." 
 
      
 
    Roger immediately noticed all the eyes on him as he walked into the store. Drugstores are used to seeing unusual characters late at night, but a French maid was surely something that stood out. 
 
    His first stop was the magazine rack. He found the latest Seventeen and began to flip through it. A couple of girls that he recognized from his high school walked right past him and he felt the little hairs on the back of his neck stand up. He recognized the girls as being juniors. He wasn't in any classes with them, but he knew the brunette was named Krissy something or another.  The blonde was Ella Thurston.  She had been over to the house once or twice with Maria. They remained quiet as they walked past him, but when they reached the end of the aisle he could hear them snickering. 
 
    "What was that?" said Krissy. 
 
    "That was a French maid," responded Ella. 
 
    "At this time of night, the only cleaning she's doing is in the bedroom," replied Krissy. 
 
    "I don't think she's a she," said Ella.   
 
    "No way!" said Krissy looking back at Roger. "There's no way that's a dude." 
 
    Roger was relieved when the girls finally left, but he wondered just how much of this he would have to endure. He could see Maria and her friends watching from the greeting cards where they had a good view of all the action. Roger put the Seventeen down and picked up the Cosmo.  He absent mindedly was flipping through the pages when Tanya approached him. "Having fun yet, sissy?"  
 
    "No, can we just go now?" asked Roger. 
 
    "Make sure you get everything on the list sissy," said Tanya. "I don't want to have to send you back for tampons." 
 
    "I won't forget ma'am," replied Roger. 
 
    "Cute article," said Tanya pointing to the magazine that Roger was flipping through. He was paying little attention to it and had stopped on an article entitled, The Good Girl's Guide to Oral Sex. "Hopefully you'll learn something." 
 
    Roger looked down and saw the article he was opened to. He stammered trying to come up with an excuse and turned a bright shade of pink. 
 
    "Have fun with your reading, sissy," smirked Tanya as she walked back to her friends. 
 
    Next, Roger went to the cosmetics section.  He figured that would take the longest of his remaining errands and he didn't want to browse the aisle while carrying some of the more embarrassing things that were on his list. 
 
    Angela had been very specific on the colors and brands that she wanted him to purchase. Roger's list began with lip color. He was instructed to pick up Revlon Super Lustrous Lipstick in Classic Red. He was able to find the Revlon lipsticks quick enough, but it took forever reading all the tubes before he found the Classic Red. 
 
    The problem was that each and every item of makeup on the list had both a brand and a specific color.  As Roger had never shopped for cosmetics before, he couldn't recognize brands by packaging and had to read every label.  He was digging around the eye shadow trying to find the exact palette that Angela had required when he heard footsteps approaching him. 
 
    "Hello isn't it late for you to be doing housework?" asked one of the girls from the magazine rack.  
 
    "I-I just got off work," stammered Roger. 
 
    "Well that's good. Now you can pamper yourself," said the brunette. 
 
    "I have to ask, are you male or female?" asked the blonde 
 
    "I'm female," he said quickly and got up to hurriedly walk away, but he tripped and found himself sprawled out in the drugs store aisle. He couldn't tell if his nervousness had made him clumsy or if the girls had purposely tripped him.  The girls helped him to his feet, but he couldn't help but feel they were trying to get a closer look at him as they did, "I'll be alright. I'm just clumsy," he said in an awkward falsetto.   
 
    "If you're sure," said Krissy 
 
    "Yeah, thanks for your concern." 
 
    "Well, we'll see you in school Monday, Roger," said Ella.  They laughed as they walked down the aisle leaving Roger to finish his purchases.   His day was only getting worse. 
 
    Following makeup, Roger had to get condoms, tampons, a douche, and clothesline. He could just picture himself having to walk out in the backyard this summer in his French maid outfit to hang up Maria's delicates.  Heck, if he didn't do something fast he'd probably have plenty of delicates of his own by then. 
 
    "Looks like you fond everything, sissy," said Maria. 
 
    "I got some great pictures of that little face plant you did," teased Bonnie. 
 
    "Let's get Cinderella home before midnight," said Tanya. 
 
    Roger got even more strange looks and nervous laughter at the cashier, but stoically paid for his purchases with the girls watching at a distance.  Soon Bonnie was driving everybody back to Maria and Roger's house again. 
 
      
 
    "Go bring the stuff you bought upstairs," said Maria as they stepped in the door. "You can read your new magazine in your room for a while. We're going to catch up a bit and then I'll be up to tuck you in." 
 
    "Okay," said Roger. 
 
    "Get in the habit of saying Yes ma'am and curtseying like a proper maid or I'll give you a spanking right here," warned Tanya. 
 
    "Yes ma'am," said Roger curtseying and cringing. "It won't happen again." 
 
    Upstairs in his room, Roger obediently read the woman's magazine from cover to cover for the next half hour before Maria entered his room with yet another plastic carrier bag. "Brush your teeth. It's bedtime," she chirped. 
 
    Roger frowned since it was barely eleven pm and since he got home that afternoon, he'd been tormented by his sister and her friends.  He was hoping for a few hours playing video games or at least watching television. He knew he had little choice but to do as she said, so he quickly went to go brush his teeth. 
 
    When he returned from the bathroom, he asked Maria, "Do you really intend to tuck me in?" 
 
    "Yes, quickly get your clothes off. I'm going out again." 
 
    "Why do you need to do this?" complained Roger truculently. Maria ignored him and tugged at his clothes until he was stripped down to just the heels, panties, bra, and stockings. She bent down and unlocked the shoes.  Stepping out of them felt like a great weight being lifted off of Roger's shoulders, but he would have little time to relax. 
 
    "Oh no," he complained, seeing the frilly feminine nightwear in his sister's hand. He mistaken believed his time in women's clothing might be ending. 
 
    "Oh yes, and you might want to think twice about giving me any lip," she warned, pulling the lacy hot pink baby doll nightie over her brother's head, and motioning for him to step into the matching panties. "Now get into bed." 
 
    Once he was in bed, Maria pulled his wrists behind his back and began tying them together with the clothesline that he had just purchased at the drugstore. 
 
    "What are you doing?" he demanded in frustration. 
 
    "Making sure you don't misbehave while I am out," Maria smiled, knotting the pantyhose into place and starting work on his ankles. 
 
    "You can't do this! What if Mom or Dad sees me!" he pleaded. 
 
    "They won't be back until very late tonight, but in the future you better make sure that they don't see you, sister dear," advised Maria. 
 
    "You are such a bitch," complained Roger. She laughed at his whiny insult, but he shivered at the cold look in her eyes. He hoped he hadn't pissed her off. 
 
    "Now, I'll leave you tied up here until I get in, which I'm guessing will be some time around six tomorrow morning. You will go down and make breakfast for mom and dad. They'll be gone most of the day tomorrow too. After they leave, you can put on your maid uniform and clean the bathrooms.  I noticed you didn't get to those tonight." 
 
    Her grin widened as Roger's mouth gaped in humiliated shock. She looked reflective as she added, "Of course, I'll also need you to clean up their breakfast dishes and also pack up all your old soccer trophies from your bedroom.  I think you're going to start collecting stuffed animals or something more appropriate to your new lifestyle, and your room will reflect the new feminine you." 
 
    Delighted at the dismay on her brother's face, Maria continued, "At Ten-thirty you can bring me my breakfast in bed, nothing fancy, just a bagel with a poached egg and coffee with cream and two sugars. Once I'm awake, I'll give you your chores for the rest of the day." 
 
    "Maria, you can't do this to me," he spat. 
 
    Maria grabbed his hair in her fist and pulled sharply. "If I hear one more complaint out of you missy, you'll be wearing this as a gag all night."  She waved a scarf at the frightened boy. 
 
    With his rebellion swiftly crushed, Maria compromised by not gagging her step brother, but by tying the scarf firmly in place around his head, knotting it securely under his jaw. Now, if anybody turned on the light in his room, they couldn't help but notice his shameful display of femininity.  
 
    "You look so sweet. Sleep well big brother, I mean little sister" Melanie smiled as she chastely kissed him on the forehead and left for the door. 
 
    She paused before leaving. "You know before today, I've always disliked you, but now I realize that you are the little sister that I always wanted." 
 
    "Why are you being such a bitch?" asked Roger. 
 
    "Wow! You really do want that gag," said Maria, "but I'll tell you, it never had to be this way." 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    "After it was just my dad and me for so long, I was excited to have a big brother. For a long time, I built you up in my head. I thought about how you'd watch out for me, introduce me to people at high school, and be a friend and confidante. Instead, you not only didn't help me settle in, you actively tried to destroy my reputation by spreading rumors about me." 
 
    "If you didn't like it, you could have left," said Roger snidely. 
 
    "Are you kidding? Do you know how hard it was to get my dad to date again? I wasn't going to ruin his happiness over a creep like you," said Maria. "Not when I knew I could handle you. Besides, your mom is great. You're the only one I have a problem with." 
 
    "Don't go blaming me for this. You've always done mean pranks on me too," spat Roger. 
 
    "Maybe you're right, but it was my one way of getting revenge on you. You are sneaky, but you've never been terribly smart." 
 
    "Don't gloat," replied Roger. "You had to bring all of your friends into it in order to get your revenge." 
 
    "Had to bring them?" scoffed Maria. "I couldn't stop them! They all begged me to help. You've made all of their lives miserable too. All your stupid fat jokes about Bonnie? Do you know how girls hate people who body shame us?"  Roger tried to apologize, but she cut him off. 
 
    "And you passing around pictures of Angela in her bikini were bad enough. She was so nice to you! She even had a crush on you once. But after your lies, she had to deny sleeping with you. When the guys thought a skinny dork like you could get with her, they thought she was an easy lay and they'd be next. Every guy who asked her out believed your lies. They all hounded her for sex, and then dumped her when she wouldn't put out on the first date. She couldn't even get a date to the junior prom or homecoming this year. You ruined her social life!" 
 
    This was news to Roger especially that Angela would've really dated him if only he hadn't tried to gain street cred by claiming they'd had sex. He again tried to say he was sorry, that he didn't know, but Maria wasn't having any of it. 
 
    "You antagonized all the female athletes arguing that the girls' sports budget should be cut because they had too much participation. What were you thinking? Because of you, some of the teams were reduced to clubs. The girls soccer coach quit when her pay was cut. The girls volleyball coach Miss Andrews now has to coach cheerleading and work in the school office too, all for the same pay. She's exhausted and super mad at you! So are the cheerleaders and the volleyball players!" 
 
    Maria took a deep breath and added, "Tanya probably lost her chance at a college soccer scholarship because of you. Betty doesn't even want to discuss what you did to her, but she has a special surprise planned for you. You've been a brat to almost all of the girls at school and most of the female teachers." 
 
    "I won't be that way anymore. If you untie me and put this ugly day behind us, I'll change. I'll treat you the way you always wanted me to." 
 
    "Oh no Nicole, the shoe is on the other foot now and it's a lovely black kid leather ankle strap sandal," smirked Maria. "Have fun, but get your rest. I'll be waking you very early in the morning. Maybe when we have decided you've paid for your crimes, we might give you another chance, but that's up to us now, isn't it?" 
 
    After his sister left, Roger struggled in his bonds until he was completely worn out. As he expected, they only got tighter. Maria had learned more about tying him up than he'd ever learned about freeing himself. Though he didn't sleep deeply, he dozed off wondering just how far this insanity would go.  
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Tony planted a delicate kiss right on his lips. At least it was fairly chaste this time.  Only hours before, Roger had been sitting in a salon as Angela's big sister put his now voluminous hair into an updo with baby's breath above his right ear. His nails now sported long acrylic extensions in the same peach color as his prom gown. He looked like any other girl waiting for the limo to pick up her and her friends for the big dance. 
 
    Tony could not believe his good luck, that Maria's sister was back in town just in time to be his prom date.  
 
    They had decided to gather at Tanya's house. Her parents could not have been nicer and Tanya's mom insisted on taking lots of pictures of all the happy couples. Roger had worked hard the previous Saturday to help make their home spotless for this event, though Tanya gladly took the credit. 
 
    "I'm so glad you called me again, Nicole," said Tony. 
 
    "Me too Tony," lied Roger. "I was so glad you hadn't found a prom date yet." 
 
    "Maybe it was fate," suggested Tony. 
 
    "Or something like that," smirked Tanya. Maria just giggled.  
 
      
 
    THE END
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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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