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SHE TOOK MY DARE

By Tanya Colli

It started on Friday night when Darlene made fun of me.

She looked at me as I stood there without a shirt on and said she thought she'd get
me a bra.

I've always been a little chubby and, consequently, a little ashamed of my tittie
chest. I tried to make a joke out of her remark by replying that she wouldn't dare be-
cause she'd have to buy panties, nighties, and all the other stuff with it.

She didn't take it as funny and replied, “just you wait!”

The next day was the first day of my vacation. I was looking forward to two weeks
of fishing and fix-up chores around the place. At breakfast, I explained that I would
be busy all day. The Jeep needed some work before we could take it off into the coun-
try.

Darlene said she too was going to be busy. She had some shopping to do, so she'd
be late getting back.

I didn't think anything of her shopping at the time.

Little did I know!

When I got home, late that Saturday night, Darlene was already back. She met me
at the door with a cool glass of iced tea and suggested I sit down and relax while she
fixed us a bite to eat. I was so tired, that the slightly funny taste of the tea didn't even
register on my consciousness. I passed out sitting at the kitchen table.

It was late Sunday afternoon when I finally woke up.

My mouth tasted funny and my mind was groggy. I stumbled to the bathroom to
relieve myself. I needed to go so badly that I didn't really notice what I was wearing. I
just pulled up the front of my nightshirt, skinned down the silky feeling, tight fitting
underpants, and flowed.

After I finished, I still wasn't thinking; I just pulled the silken underpants back up,
let down the front of the night- shirt, and turned to wash my hands. The water on my
hands began to wake me.

I noticed that I now had long, bright red fingernails!
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I had not had them before. Next, I looked into the mirror. My longish hair was now
a mass of tight ringlet curls. And, my normally heavy morning whiskers were absent.
Usually my beard was very heavy, but now my face was baby smooth.

Then I noticed that my nightshirt was really a filmy, frilly, nightie. And, underneath
it I had on a long boned corset. My normally thick mat of chest hair was gone, too. I
now had a perfectly hairless smooth chest. My tits weren't really any larger, but in the
bra part of the corset, they were undeniably tits!

I stepped back and looked down at my front. Below my little titties, my feet now
had bright red toenails. Looking at my legs, I discovered my legs were now completely
smooth and hairless. And, they were sheathed in seamed nylons attached to the gar-
ters on the corset. I pawed down the tight panties to discover that my penis was no
longer surrounded by any hair at all. I was completely hairless down there.

This couldn't have really happened to me. Darlene would not have done this to me.
This was too close to my secret fantasies of being made into a girl. My senses reeled. I
held on to the counter to keep from falling. I noticed that I was even hairless under
my arms. I could hardly breathe. My heart was pounding. I was trembling. For some
irrational reason, I was afraid.

I decided to sneak back to the bedroom. As I started to tip- toe down the hall, I
heard Darlene giggle. As I turned around she sarcastically cooed, “Good morning,
sleeping beauty!”

Then she crowed, “you said I wouldn't dare. Well I showed you! I did dare! In fact,
all you now have to wear are girl things.”

“While you were out like-a-light, I got rid of all of your male undies. Now you've got
only panties and bras, and other lingerie. And, for now, you'll have to share my
dresses, skirts, blouses, and such, because your stuff is gone, for the next two weeks.
You even have all new footwear.”

“Since you're on vacation,” she cooed. “You're my girl for the next two weeks.”

This was NOT a dream! She had done all this to me.

Then, she grinned and handed me a small glass of orange juice adding sweetly, “By
the way, good morning!”

She then impudently leaned down and kissed my lips. With me wearing only stock-
ings, and with her wearing her high heeled boots, she was an inch or so taller than
me.

After having been to the bathroom, I was now rather thirsty, so I gulped down the
juice and handed her back the glass.

“Why don't you sit at the breakfast table and I'll fix you some breakfast,” she offered
silkily as I sat down. “I don't want you ruining your nice new hose going around `sock-
foot', so put on these shoes.”

She handed me a pair of black, high heeled, pumps that had ankle straps.

I slipped them on as Darlene watched.
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“Buckle up the straps,” she ordered. Each strap went from the back of the heel of
the shoe around the ankle. “It'll probably take a while for you to learn to walk easily in
heels. But, you'll learn. Meanwhile, you'd better be careful until you are comfortable
walking in them.”

I tried to stand up and nearly fell on my back. I tried again. By carefully position-
ing my feet under my weight and hanging on to the table, I made it up to a standing
position. I tried to walk. Again, I nearly feel on my backside. I slowly discovered the
technique for walking. I had to bend my knees slightly and put most of my weight on
my toes. This gave me a mincing, prancing, type of walk. It made my body jiggle.

Darlene laughed at me as I was relearning to walk.

“I think I'm going to like you much better this way.” Then she added, “In fact, I'm
going to teach you how to walk, talk, and act just like a woman.”

I thought for a moment on whether I really wanted to learn to act like a female.
One thing was sure, I was going to be at Darlene's mercy for the next two weeks. And,
no matter what else, Darlene could make my life unbearable if she wanted. It didn't
take a rocket scientist to figure out that things would probably be a lot easier on me if
I went along.

So I agreed by saying, “whatever.”

She grinned and said, “You realize, of course, that this means that from now on,
I'M the BOSS!”

I turned and stared at her.

“If you disobey me, I'll punish you severely. You are now dependent on me. And,
you'd better not forget it!” Then, she growled, “If you give me any trouble, I'll make it
so you can never go back on the street as a man again, ever! So, from now on, when I
say `frog', you'd better ask `how high' on the way up!”

I was speechless!

She was acting downright domineering!

She then crooked her finger to me, motioning me to come to her, so I walked over to
her. She then twirled her finger around, motioning me to pirouette around.

I did.

“That's not good enough. Try it again, and this time give it more femininity.” Then
she slapped me hard on my butt. That slap really stung!

I turned around again, and this time I did it as girlishly as I could, as though I were
a little ballerina. I felt rather silly.

She said it wasn't very good, but at least I was trying. She decided that I would
have to learn to stand properly first.

As a man, I had always balanced my body from my chest down. To help me learn
proper posture as a woman, Darlene produced a specially padded bra. The padding
was really heavy. I had to lean backwards to counter balance that weight.
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To balance as a woman, I had to learn to balance my upper body by leaning back-
ward from my waist against the weight of my new `breasts'. And my overall balance, I
had to learn to achieve by balancing my body from my hips down. I had to learn to
roll my pelvis forward when I walked.

With practice, I found that I could walk most easily with a swivel hipped type of
step placing one foot directly in front of the other. It forced me to use short prancing
steps. And, it made my whole body tend to jiggle with every step. I looked and felt like
a complete “sissy” when I walked.

I was glad none of the guys where I worked could see me. I'd have been in real trou-
ble. In my mind, I secretly liked being forced to be feminine. I liked being forced to be
soft and womanly. I liked being forced to be graceful and pretty. I liked being forced to
be subservient to Darlene. It was an answer to a secret fantasy from childhood.

The naughty little boy was punished by being forced to be a little girl.

Later that evening, as it neared time to go to bed, Darlene told me to check the
drawer where my underpants had been.

I did and found that it contained only panties and a girdle or two.

She told me that those were mine. She added that she would punish me if she
caught me wearing any male clothing at all.

Then, she had me check the drawer where my undershirts had been. It now con-
tained only various bras, corsets, and waist cinches. She told me that I was to NEVER
to be bra-less, and NEVER to be without my waist cinched by either a corset or cinch.
She added that I really wouldn't like my punishment if she ever caught me not wearing
a bra, or not having my waist cinched.

She then examined the corset that I was wearing. She decided that it wasn't tight
enough around my waist. She had me to go lay face down on the bed. She crawled up
and sat astride my bottom. Then she began to tighten the laces of my corset. She sev-
eral times had me suck in my waist. She reduced the size of my waist another couple
of inches.

I could hardly breathe!

“You'll be sleeping in either a corset or a waist cinch, too!”

That night she gave me a maroon colored, oblong shaped, pill. She told me that it
was a `vitamin' pill. She handed me a little, short, frilly, baby-doll nightie and had me
put it on over the bra and waist cinch.

Then, she handed me a pair of panties that were covered with rows of lace.

When I pulled them on, I discovered that there was a small slit above the crotch
that my penis fitted through. Also, the crotch area had been filled with padding so
that it formed a pair of little pillows down there. The pillows pushed my testicles back
up inside me.

It was uncomfortable to sit. In fact, the only way that I could sit down wearing the
panties with the padding in any kind of comfort was to roll my pelvis forward. This
caused the little pillows to push my testicles up rearwards inside of me.
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In bed that night, she rubbed the nipples of my tits through my bra. I began to be
aroused. She also toyed with my penis. I soon was rigidly erect. She threw back the
covers and knelt over my sex. Soon she was licking and sucking me.

When I started to stroke her hair, she ordered me not to touch her, but to play with
my nipples through my bra. I was being forced to take the passive role. I was being
ordered to concentrate on my senses to the exclusion of everything else. I was being
made to become sensual.

While I toyed with my nipples as she ordered, she continued to lick and suck my
penis. By now, my penis was throbbing with rigidity. She was bringing me slowly to-
wards a climax. When I moaned and started to squirm, she cooed to me and said I
was doing fine. Soon, I was close to that peak where I would erupt, and I told her so.

The way she said, “Good!” made me feel like I was the helpless female and she was
the strong dominant male. She then proceeded to take me over the top. She swal-
lowed my salty orgasm with obvious relish, and continued to lavish attention on my
organ. I was so tired from the extended arousal that I started to wilt in spite of her ac-
tions.

When I was again soft and flaccid, she petted me like she was the man and I was
the woman.

She kissed me in the ear and whispered, “you are a tasty little morsel.”

I felt used and slightly debased. When I told her so she said she was sorry and
cuddled me. I went to sleep cradled in her arms.

The next morning I stripped naked to take a shower. I looked at myself in the full
length mirror in the bathroom. I really did have a slightly feminine looking figure. My
chest looked rather strange because my nipples were small like a man's and the tits
themselves were rather small. But, my waist was now a little bit nipped in and small
like a woman's, which made my hips look rather flared like a female's.

Lathering my legs was a shock. Since they no longer were covered with hair, I now
found that they were quite shapely. I got aroused by just rubbing the bar of soap over
my now silky smooth skin. It felt sensually good. I called to Darlene and asked if she
wanted to come shower with me. She asked if I was hard. I said I sure was. She
quickly came into the bathroom, stripped, and got into the shower.

Taking my soap covered, hard, penis in her hands, she started playing with it.
When she sensed I was rigidly ready, she stood on her tiptoes and slid me into her. It
didn't take her long to `pop my spring'. Afterwards, she exited the shower first. On
her way out of the bathroom, she told me that I was to appear for breakfast wearing
make-up.

I did the best I could with foundation, eyebrow pencil, mascara, eye shadow, pow-
der, and lipstick. Then, I presented myself in the kitchen. She scrutinized my face,
laughed, and said, “Not bad for a beginner.”

She gave me another vitamin to take and handed me my breakfast plate.

After breakfast, she assigned me the most menial of the “women's work” chores.
Towards lunch time, she told me to go wash my face completely clean. She said she
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was going to come into the bathroom and teach me how to put on my make-up prop-
erly.

She taught me how to use rouge to highlight my cheekbones. And, she taught me
how to outline my eye opening with mascara. She made sure I learned to use cologne
and perfume. And, I learned to outline my lips and then apply lipstick quickly and
economically.

I was getting quite hungry by the time she decided it was time to eat. We, then,
went to the kitchen to fix a light lunch.

At lunch, she added the injunction that I would be punished if she caught me not
wearing my lipstick or my perfume.

I asked what about at meals, and she explained that after I had finished the meal, I
should then reapply my lipstick.

That afternoon, was spent trying on dresses, skirts, and blouses. I was taught the
proper way to dress myself in each type of clothing. Also, I was taught basics that
every little girl had to learn. I was to always make sure my slip didn't show and my
skirt was pulled down. And, I was never to walk around the house in just my hose.

She made sure I understood that I had house slippers and I was supposed to use
them. Actually the house slippers were high heeled mules, but they were house slip-
pers as far as she was concerned. And, she again reminded me that she would punish
me for any infraction.

When I replied somewhat sarcastically to her punishment reminder, she had me
turn around as though to check my hem. Then, she took my wrists in her hands be-
hind my back, and smoothly snapped handcuffs onto my wrists. I had been placed in
bondage.

I was completely taken by surprise!

She stood up and swiftly shoved a balled up washcloth into my mouth. She used a
strap to bind it into my mouth. She used another strap to keep me from being able to
open my mouth. I was completely silenced. Then, she produced a satin pillowcase
and pulled it over my head. She then wrapped a heavy dog's collar around my neck
over the pillow case. I now was now bound, gagged, and blindfolded. I was completely
at her mercy. She had accomplished this so smoothly and quickly that I knew it had
been planned for some time.

She snapped a leash into a ring on the collar and used it to lead me towards the
bedroom. She backed me up against the side of the bed and shoved me up onto it.

I landed on my back. To keep the handcuffs from cutting into my back, I balled my
fists under my buttocks. I felt my leash pulling my collar up and realized that I could
not raise up.

Darlene had tied the leash to the head end of the brass bed.

I felt my legs and bottom lifted up and my panties removed. Then, a pillow was
stuffed under my bottom. Next, a strap was attached to my right foot spread-eagling it
towards the right corner of the foot of the bed. Then, my other foot was strapped to
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the left corner of the foot of the bed. I was bound on the bed. My legs were spread. I
was helplessly at her mercy.

She then chuckled again. She slipped the pillow case out from under the collar.
She placed a set of headphones over my ears and taped them into place using hair set-
ting tape. Then, she pulled the pillow case back down and stuffed it through my collar.
I had no idea what the headphones were to be used for, but I suspected that I wouldn't
like it, whatever it was.

In a moment, I heard soft gentle music. There were also some kind of sounds in
the background with the music but I couldn't be sure what they were. In a little while,
I began to feel lethargic.

I drifted off to sleep.

In my sleep, I kept dreaming that Darlene wanted me to act like a girl as much as
possible, and that she would reward me if I did. I also dreamed that if I was not femi-
nine enough, I would be punished. I dreamed that I really wanted to act like a girl;
Darlene was sexually aroused by my acting like a girl; and, she was turned off if I did-
n't act girlish enough.

Later, I felt soft hands rubbing cream on my penis and testicles. I could feel cream
on my nipples inside my bra. Different music stirred my ears. It didn't take long for
me to spring to an erection. As I began to climb towards the peak of ejaculation, the
soft arousing hands moved to other areas of my body. When I subsided, the soft
hands resumed caressing my male member and arousing me.

For quite a while, I was kept just below the threshold of orgasm. I was throbbing
for release! I squirmed and wiggled. I moaned. I screamed into my gag. I tried to
thrust my body up to the hands that were playfully teasing me. My heart pounded
with my need. Yet, I was kept just below the threshold of release. This continued for
some time. How long? I don't really know.

Finally, I felt a body straddling me and then I felt myself being slipped into the soft,
moist, warm, recess of a female. I thought that it felt like Darlene, but I wasn't sure.
My senses were clouded with my desperate need to get release. I really didn't care who
it was that was arousing me. I just wanted to ejaculate.

The woman on top of me was being cruel. She didn't move, she just sat immobile
on me, enveloping me, letting me struggle to move and knowing that I couldn't move
much at all. Then she began to wiggle herself on top of me. She started to move her
pelvis in a circle. She was arousing herself greatly while not letting me get enough
stimulation to take me on into an orgasm.

Soon, she began to catch up to the level of my fever. She still moved herself in
such a way as to hold me below my threshold. She was teasing me to frustration!

I wanted to explode, but I wasn't being aroused enough to do so.

She began panting and began an excited, spasmodic pulsing. In her frenzy, she
started working me up to a fever pitch.

She exploded into a first climax. She clawed my shoulders as she held on and
shuddered through her first climax. Then, she began again. This time she allowed me
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to move so that I was just as aroused as she was. In no time at all we were both shud-
dering through almost simultaneous orgasms. Again, she used her claws to hold onto
her position on top of me.

I passed out.

When I came back awake, Darlene let me loose to go to the bathroom. After allow-
ing me to ease the pressure on my bladder, Darlene forced me to return to the bed-
room.

There was nothing fun to me about the way I had been tied, gagged, and blind-
folded. Even the sex wasn't much fun. I quickly decided I didn’t want any more of
that punishment. If working at walking, talking, and acting like a woman would keep
me from being punished again, then I would work at those things. I would go along
with whatever she wanted to avoid a repeat of this.

I thought back to my childhood. As a child, like all children, I had occasionally
spent the night at a playmate's house. Some of my friends had sisters. I envied the
sisters their clothes. I envied their dresses that were tight around their bodies from
the waist up and exposingly open from the waist down.

One of my friends had told me that his older sister would regularly punish him by
making him wear her old clothes. Clothes that would exactly fit him.

I had secretly wished to be punished that way. I had secretly wanted to be made to
wear tight fitting girls clothes and to be made to act like a girl. Now, by being made to
wear the corsets, bras, waist cinches, and all the other tight girlish things, my secret
childhood fantasy was actually being fulfilled.

Darlene, said it was time for bed. She laced me more tightly into the corset. Then,
she carefully put a large dollop of womanly smelling cream onto each of my nipples in-
side the cups of my bra. In bed, she then held and cuddled me until I drifted off to
sleep.

I woke up in the middle of the night. My penis was being creamed. I could feel that
already blobs of cream had been placed on my nipples. I felt myself `coming to atten-
tion'.

Darlene had handcuffed my hands through the headboard frame of the brass bed.

I could look at what was being done to me, but I couldn't participate. It was look
but don't touch.

My intuition told me that if I said anything, Darlene would gag me to keep me si-
lent.

She was taking a perverse delight in my being forced into the passive, receptive,
role of a female.

Soon, Darlene straddled me and that familiar feminine moistness enveloped me
again. She began at once to work us up to that glorious peak. I was helplessly being
ridden toward a climax. All I could do was watch it happen. I had no control at all.

The next morning, in the shower, I noticed that my nipples had really started to
itch. And my breasts felt rather tight.
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