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   Calendar Girl

    

   I was leaving my three o’clock Abnormal Psychology class, when I ran smack into him. He wasn't any taller than my 5'7" and he was kind of skinny. He did have these amazing deep blue eyes and his longish hair was well groomed, but the way I seemed to keep on running into Brandon Coakley, just kind of creeped me out a little. He was nice enough, but I was beginning to think he had my whole schedule memorized. 

   "Hey Jennifer, wait up," he called after me. 

   "Hi Brandon, I'm kind of in a hurry. I have to be over at Delta Theta in ten minutes." 

   "Well, never let it be said that I get in the way of sisterhood." 

   I loved my sisters. I was proud that I had been accepted into the sorority and my pledge class was the absolute best. Bid night was only two weeks ago and while freshmen had some menial jobs to do and couldn't live at the house, we were in. We had survived Hell Week, but even that was a breeze since the administration began cracking down on hazing a few years ago. 

   "Well you know what they say, Brandon;  sisterhood is powerful."

   "So can I see you when you're not in a big hurry?   I thought maybe we could go out and listen to some live music or if you want, just take a walk, maybe."

   "Good job Brandon. Live music and long walks were two of my hobbies in the freshman register, but then you knew that, didn't you?" 

   "Well, I wanted to know more about you," he said defensively. 

   "I'm just busting your chops, but I really do have to run."

   I made my way towards the house, not wanting to be late. Sharon caught up to me and we walked there together. At least if I was late, I wouldn't be alone. I liked Sharon, she was half Dutch and half Lebanese and the combination worked for her. She had the most amazing long black hair and unlike me, she was very well endowed up top. 

   "Hey Jen, I saw you talking to Brandon. Do you like him?" 

   "He's nice enough," I replied. "He's not my type, but he seems sweet."

   "Don't let that fool you. I can't stand upper classmen who read the freshman register like it's a menu. He told me he was into shopping and political causes when he read that I was."

   "For me it was live music and long walks," I laughed. 

   We entered the Delta Theta house together. We were the oldest sorority on campus, but we had the newest house. Our alumni were very generous and Delta Theta had a reputation for being geniuses when it came to fundraising. 

   "Hi girls, you're right on time. We like that. Go get a soda or water if you want. We're meeting in the study," instructed Heather Grayson. In addition to being the pledge chairperson, she was also my big sister. She had classical good looks with long blonde hair and a flawless complexion. Though she was only 20, she carried herself the way I imagined the CEO of a large company would. 

   We piled into the study and greeted our sisters. There were 14 of us in our class, which was a little small in a house with 63 students. DuPont College wasn't a party college, but it had a very active Greek life. It was exciting to think about the upper classmen in the house crammed into this room to decide whether to extend bids to us our not. There was a power point set up, just like there was when they voted on us. 

   "What we talk about today must not leave this room," warned Heather. She was joined by Alyssa, our fundraising chairperson, though Heather was clearly leading this conversation. Of course, we all agreed with her request. 

   "Fundraising is very important to our sorority. The money we raise funds our formals as well as buying luxuries for the house like our nice television and even more importantly, we donate a lot of money to charity. The battered women's shelter we support in town would not be able to provide the same level of services without the $85,000 we donated last year," stated Alyssa proudly. 

   "Most of our fundraising comes from our annual pinup calendar as well as from pictures of the model. Everything kicks off with the Homecoming.  That's really the coming out party for the lucky girl," added Heather. 

   I had heard about the calendar and even saw a wall displaying the former models, they were all so glamorous and sexy, I didn't know if I could even aspire to such a thing. Maybe Linda with her long legs or Robyn could do us proud. 

   "Our calendar girl is a fundraiser that each freshman class organizes. It's one of your first chances to make your mark on the house," stated Alyssa. We all turned to each other and smiled. We were excited to be able to repay our older sisters for their trust in us. Heather started the slide show. 

   "The first Delta Theta calendar models were four sisters in 1942, who arranged to have a photographer do pinup photos of them for their boyfriends who had gone off to war," explained Alyssa. 

   "Wow!  They're like my grandmother's age. I couldn't see her doing that," announced Cindy to laughter from all of us. 

   "They shocked the college when they decided to sell the calendars on campus with the proceeds going to buy war bonds. By the 1950s, the calendars were getting very scandalous and without the war, some people were very upset about the racy photos, but we kept making them. By then, we had switched from multiple sisters to one calendar girl a year. This is the 1953 calendar girl, Anne Marie Hullett." the slide showed a very statuesque brunette who looked very glamorous. 

   "She's beautiful," whispered Sharon. 

   "I think she looks a little like you," I responded. 

   "In the 1960s, the campus radicalized and we had some pretty heated arguments in the old house about whether to continue the calendar or not. The sisters who were feminists were upset at what they said was objectifying women," explained Alyssa. 

   I could see their point, but I thought about the good that the money the sorority raised did, and I was glad that we continued the tradition. 

   "In 1968, the tradition changed," interjected Heather. 

   The slide showed a picture of the perfect 60s hippie chick. She was provocatively on a white bear skin run with a fire place behind her. Her long sandy brown hair covered her ample breasts, which were sticking out the top of her jade green dress with bell sleeves. Her legs looked sexy in her black leather boots. They had what looked like a three-inch heel and came up to her knees. 

   "I want boots like those," said Ashlee. 

   "She is beautiful," I replied. 

   "He is beautiful," Heather corrected me, emphasizing his gender. 

   The whole room immediately broke out speaking in disbelief. That model would have looked right at home in the old magazines I found in my uncle's garage. Besides, why would the sorority have a male model when they had a house full of beautiful young women? 

   "That doesn't make any sense, you're putting us on," I laughed. 

   "We wouldn't do that," responded Alyssa. Oh my gosh could she be serious? 

   The next slide showed a very ashamed looking college boy having a bra strapped around his hairless chest. He was clearly in a bathroom and his hands were cuffed above his head to a shower rack. 

   Alyssa and Heather showed us several more pictures on the power point. Each model was prettier than the one before it and was followed by a picture of a rather reluctant male student being fitted with feminine attire. 

   "Some of you may have dressed up a male relative or a friend and you know how fun it can be, but somehow they didn't turn out looking like these models. That's because you didn't have 5 weeks to concentrate on only them while you worked on their feminine appearance and mannerisms," explained Heather. 

   "Administration lets us get away with this?"  questioned Sharon. 

   Heather fast forwarded through the power point until the 1980s. There was a picture of an incredible blonde model. She was sitting on a large rock, with the library and its fountain in the background. She was wearing a black bra and black skirt, you could see the tops of her black stockings under the skirt and she had on the ultimate CFM pumps. Her arms were adorned with opera length black gloves and she wore a pearl choker and pearl bracelets over each glove. Her mouth was done up with a generous amount of ruby red lipstick and she totally looked like something out of an old music video. 

   "This is why the administration doesn't bother us about this;  the Delta Theta calendar girl of 1984."We all oohed and ahed. I loved the history of fashion and this power point was like taking a trip down memory lane. 

   "She's very hot, so?"  asked Cindy. 

   "You know him," replied Heather. 

   "I don't think so," answered Shelia. 

   "Wait a second;  did you say this picture was why the administration leaves us alone?"  I questioned my big sister, but I think I already knew. 

   "That's right. Picture the model without any hair," added Heather helpfully. 

   "Oh my God, that's Dean Morris!" I yelled. 

   The room exploded into laughter as one by one my sisters recognized him. We were now beside ourselves with excitement for this project. 

   "You should see him as Madonna," laughed Alyssa before settling us down. 

   "Sisters, as you can see, you have a very impressive tradition to uphold. Your task is to find this year's Delta Theta calendar girl. He needs to be as pretty as any of these models when you're done," added Heather. 

   "He also should be easy to control. Not all of our calendar girls fight this. If you pick a crossdresser, he'll be in Heaven, but if you don't he's going to resist," said Alyssa. 

   "And pick a guy who deserves this kind of treatment. If you're going to make him a pinup girl, why not let the punishment fit the crime," suggested Heather. 

   "Above all, have fun. We don't have a lot of time because the calendars need to be ready to sell before Christmas break. That means the printer will need the photographs by December 3rd. Have a list of contestants by next Tuesday and if you could get a picture to help your sisters decide, that would be even better." added Alyssa. 

    

   ***

    

   A few days later Sharon, Linda, and I were trying to study for our French final when the topic of the project for our sorority came up. 

   "Have you girls thought of any candidates?"  I asked putting down my boring text. 

   "No, it's a pretty mean thing to do to a guy," explained Sharon. 

   "It's also a lot of fun. My aunt and her friends did it to a guy when they went to DuPont. He cleaned their house, waited on them, and they humiliated him in the most outrageous ways if he didn't follow orders. It sounds like so much fun and I can't wait until we have a model of our own to train, but I don't have anybody in mind. I wish Aunt Amanda's sissy was still in college," Linda confided. 

   "Well, Jen has someone who'd be perfect," suggested Sharon. 

   "I do not." I sat looking confused. 

   "What about Brandon?"  

   "No, he wouldn't be right," I responded. 

   "Who is Brandon," interjected Linda. 

   "He's this guy who has been stalking her around campus after he saw her picture in the freshman directory," responded Sharon. 

   "Oh, I hate when upper classmen do that. Is he at all feminine?"  asked Linda. 

   "Oh yeah, tiny, deserving, and I bet he'd be easy for Jen to control," responded Sharon. 

   "I couldn't. There's just no way."

   "Why not?   Isn't college where you stop being a girl and become an assertive young woman?"  asked Sharon. 

   "She has you there," interrupted Linda. 

   "But, I wouldn't even know where to begin."

   "It'll be easy. We can help you," offered Sharon. 

   "It's what sister’s do." agreed Linda. 

    

   ***

    

   The next day Brandon cornered me leaving French class. Linda and Sharon smiled slyly at me and Shelia nodded in encouragement. 

   "So, parlez-vous Francais?"  he asked. 

   "Hey Brandon, I'm still learning," I replied. 

   "French is the language of love. I bet I could teach you."

   "Oh, do you speak French?" 

   "Uhm, no" he muttered. 

   "So, would you like to go for that walk tonight?"  I suggested, breaking up a long uncomfortable silence. 

   "Actually, I have a date tonight. How about tomorrow?"  he offered. 

   "A date?  With who?"  I asked, somewhat shocked. 

   "I've been seeing this one girl, Donna since the first week of school. It's nothing serious and I was thinking of breaking it off with her, I swear," he promised. 

   "Donna?  Is she a freshman too?"  I demanded. 

   "Uhm yeah. I like to show the new girls around campus," he confessed. 

   "Well, you can show me around tomorrow, that is unless you and Donna have plans," I teased. 

   I spent the next day researching our little Brandon Coakley. He had gone out with 4 different freshmen last year as far as I could tell. He'd swoop in on these unsuspecting girls and he relied on playing the percentages. If he asked a dozen of us out, at least a handful would be dumb enough to say yes. It was only October and I believed I was girl number three this year. He didn't seem to have a lot of close friends on campus and he was from Florida so his family lived a long way away. Both of those things would make it easier to control him. 

   The next evening, we went for a long walk. I kept trying to find reasons to be mad at him so that I could go through with what I was contemplating. Fortunately, for Delta Theta he didn't disappoint. He insulted my friends, women in general, girls who played sports, sororities, and people who liked puppies and kittens all on a one mile hike. I decided that he was exactly the type of guy our sisters had in mind in the 60s when they started using a crossdressed calendar girl. 

   When we got back to my dorm, I asked him if he'd mind coming back to my room. My roommate Dawn was busy working on a project in the chemistry lab and would be out late. 

   "I really enjoyed our walk, Brandon. I never met a person who knew so much about everything," I said knowing that he would miss my snark. 

   "So would you like to see more of me?"  he asked pulling me closer. 

   "A lot more," I said absent mindedly undoing a button on his shirt and sticking my hand inside. His chest was smooth. 

   "Would you do me a favor?"  I asked seductively. 

   "Anything, babe," 

   "I need a picture for my sorority." I began taking off his shirt. 

   "Uhm, no nude pictures, OK?"  

   "Oh no, nothing like that. I just need a shirtless photo. We're doing a wall of the cutest guys on campus."

   "No shit?"  He was like putty in my hands. I had him pose for a half dozen pictures. I really liked the last one. The flex that he did showed his complete lack of muscular definition that would make him an ideal candidate. 

    

   ***

    

   When we next met to discuss the candidates, Heather and Alyssa had taken the pictures and put them in another power point so that we could weigh our options. I was proud of my sisters for having found many candidates and hopeful that it wouldn't be necessary to use Brandon for this after all. 

   The first contestant was a somewhat large guy about to burst out of a bikini. His face was square shaped and he looked all wrong. Cindy proudly proclaimed, "He lives down the hall from me. He'll do anything we tell him."

   "That's great Cindy, but he's not exactly super model material," sighed Heather. 

   Melissa had a found a guy who was very pretty. He could have been a great calendar girl with very little effort, but as we discussed him more, we decided that he was just too fragile. He seemed to be questioning his own sexuality and he really didn't need us pushing him way over the line. 

   When Heather showed Brandon's picture, an excited hush came over the crowd. 

   "Such a puny chest and smooth as a baby's bottom," offered Sharon. 

   "Wait a second, I know that guy. Oh, he was calling me up every night after he saw my picture in the freshman register," complained Robyn. 

   "Oh my God, he's in my gender studies seminar. What an asshole. He had a teaching assistant in tears the other day because he wouldn't shut up and let her talk. Then he acted all big like he won an argument," added Alyssa. 

   "He's a pig. He dated my roommate at the beginning of the semester. Then broke up with her when something better came along," chimed in Stephanie. 

   "Wow, he sure gets around," commented Heather. 

   "I think we've got a winner, sisters," smiled Sharon. 

   I was proud to have found us the winning candidate, but worried because I knew that getting him to do it would require a lot of effort on my part. He wasn't going to like what we did to him and I'd have to be the one to leave him no choice, but to agree with it. 

   "We'll help you. We're all in this together," smiled Linda as if reading my mind. 

    

   ***

    

   I knew that if we were going to reel in this barracuda that I would have to be the bait. He was persistent, I'd give him that, but he was definitely attracted to me and he had a one track mind. For the next two weeks, I played up to him. I started using his own tricks on him by finding out where he'd be on campus so I could "accidentally run into him."  I became an expert on his hobbies. I now knew more about ice hockey than any person should really know. Finally, I made sure to call him regularly on the phone. 

   A few dates later and we had become an item. We spent a lot of time together, but I just couldn't pull the trigger. As I got to know him better, I realized that he had some very endearing qualities. He also was a bit of a pompous windbag and a borderline misogynist. If anybody deserved what we were going to do to him, it was Brandon. 

   Heather approached me one day, when I was watching television in the house's lounge area, "So, how are things with Brandon?" 

   "I still haven't been able to make my move," I sighed. 

   "Well, I don't want to put any pressure on you, but we've only got a little over a month to pull this off."

   "I know. It's just hard to make the big move," I said shrugging me shoulders. 

   "Well Halloween is coming up, why don't you get him to dress up for that?" 

   "We could do that, but that's not really much of a plan. Hey, do what we tell you or we'll show pictures of you in your Halloween costume around campus. It's not much of a threat," I shook my head. 

   "No, I guess not. I know you'll think of something. There are an awful lot of us, if we just wanted to make him do it."

   "If I can't come up with anything by November 1st, that's what we'll do."

   Fortunately for me, I did see an opportunity before then. I had a paper due a few days before Halloween for my abnormal psychology class. I knew, I could spin this to trap Brandon, but good. We were studying the DSM and had to take one of the controversial disorders and explain whether we thought it was actually a disorder or not. Professor Miller gave us a list of possible topics and I was delighted when I noticed that crossdressing was on there. I immediately began working on a short research paper on internet gaming disorder and had it finished in a number of days. Part of our research included an interview with somebody affected by the potential disorder and my younger brother sure qualified. 

   The night before my paper was due; Brandon came over to my dorm room so that we could work on our homework together. We didn't have the same classes, but I always found studying less boring when somebody was suffering through it with me. Brandon however was frequently distracted. Tonight was no different. Soon after he entered my room, he was all over me. I expected as much when I picked out my study outfit for the evening of a tight yellow and blue tank top and jean short shorts. 

   "Hey, hands off!" I feigned anger. 

   "I'm sorry, babe. I didn't mean anything," he apologized. 

   "Oh, it's not you. I'm trying to write this stupid paper for my ab psych class and it's due tomorrow," I sighed, "I was supposed to interview somebody and I didn't see that part of the assignment, so I'm probably going to flunk this."

   "Oh freshman," he smiled reassuringly, "you have a lot to learn. How did you get through high school without faking a paper?" 

   "Fake it, you mean like pretend I did an interview?   He wants a copy of the interview. He would know." My bottom lip started to quiver and I wiped the corners of my eyes as if I was beginning to cry. 

   "We can fake the interview too. Just interview me." He put his hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eyes smiling. 

   "OK, I can do that. I bet I can disguise your voice on my computer. The paper is on crossdressing so you need to pretend to be a crossdresser who dresses to pick up guys. He's going to know you're a student, so just say you're a college student. I started the recorder on my IPhone, "OK, speak I need to get the level on this thing right."

   "What do I say?"  He asked. 

   "I don't know. Say what's ever on your mind, you goof," I laughed. 

   "Fine, my name is Brandon Coakley and I like Jennifer Johnstone very much. She's the greatest addition to DuPont College in my three years here and I'm very lucky that she likes me too." The mock sincerity was dripping from his voice like syrup, but I pretended to eat it up. 

   "Oh Brandon, you are so sweet. I can't wait to get this paper done, so I can show you my gratitude, but we better get this interview finished," I paused, "so tell me how long have you been crossdressing?" 

   "I began to wear women's clothing when I was in high school. I think that's when I discovered boys for the first time. At first, it was my sisters' clothes, but I started buying my own." He confessed. I smiled to let him know he was doing great and to keep him going. 

   "What do you like to be called when you crossdress?"  I asked. 

   "Uhm, I like to be called Brandi," he said off the top of his head. 

   "So, do guys like you all dressed up?"  

   "I've never had one complain. Guys think I'm pretty hot when I'm Brandi."

   "And do you have sexual relations with these men?"  I asked clinically. 

   "Oh yes, I love to suck a guy and feel him growing in my mouth and every now and then a girl needs to have her ass filled, too."

   "Do you feel that crossdressing is a disorder?" 

   "Not at all, I love it. Ever since I got to DuPont, I've been crossdressing every chance I get."

   "And how many men do you think you've slept with in that time?" 

   "It's hard to say;  this year, I've been with maybe a little over a dozen men."

   I stopped the app and then told him, "That was excellent. You saved me."

   "You know I'd do anything for you."

   "Anything?"  I batted my eyelashes and tried to act seductively. 

   "Uhm, yeah anything."

   "We'd have to go to your room." I traced my finger up his chest. 

   "Sure, I'll text my roommate and tell him I need some privacy tonight."

   "You do that." I began to take lingerie from my dresser and some very sexy shoes from my closet. Brandon's eyes popped out of their sockets imagining me wearing these things. Little did he know, I had been accumulating the proper tools from my sisters since I hatched my little plan 3 days ago. He looked a little confused when I added two dresses from my closet, but he wasn't complaining. 

   We made the walk over to his dorm and when he kissed me, I kissed him right back. We made out for a few moments before I pulled away. 

   "Damn this paper, I would like to ravage you right now."

   "What, this is about the paper?"  He had a one track mind. 

   "Of course it's about the paper. It's still due tomorrow. I have another favor to ask. I'd like to get some pictures for the paper. I'll make sure your face is blacked out so nobody will know it's you, but it would sure make this paper seem much more authentic."

   "That's why you wanted to go back to my room." He sounded so disappointed. 

   "Well, my room is obviously a girl's room. He would have known it didn't belong to a guy. I promise, I will make this up to you."

   "So what do I do?" 

   "It'll be fun. I brought you some clothes. I want you to get some shots of you getting ready. You're not very hairy and with your face blacked out, it doesn't matter if your face looks feminine at all."

   Reluctantly, he complied with my requests and actually did have fun with it. I even got him to put on some makeup so I could photograph him putting on his face. I nearly lost it watching him comically try to attach his stockings to the garter belt, but when we were done, he had been dressed in 2 dresses, several teddies and baby dolls, heels, makeup, a bra, stockings, and a garter belt. He had posed as if he was shaving his legs, painting his nails, and doing his makeup. 

   "You saved me," I kissed him on the lips. It was wet and tight. He was a good kisser. 

   "You're just going now?"  He asked with an annoying whine in his voice. 

   "I still have to do the paper," I sighed. "However, if you are over at Delta Theta tomorrow evening at 6 p. m. you will get the sexiest surprise you have ever had in your life."

   "Will you wear the lingerie I wore tonight?"  

   "Oh, lingerie will be worn. Don't worry about that," I laughed, "touching his nose with the tip of my finger."

   I immediately rushed over to the Delta Theta house with my phone. Sharon had her own YouTube channel in high school and was an expert at video editing software. I wanted to get the pictures and audio in her hand as quick as I could. 

   "Did he do it?"  she asked excitedly. 

   "He did great!" I announced unable to contain my enthusiasm. 

   "It's just his first modeling job of many," agreed Linda

   The three of us went to the house computer. It was faster than any of the ones we brought to college ourselves. It was purchased specifically to handle the pictures for the calendar so this seemed like a pretty appropriate use. Sharon was beside herself with how great the footage was. 

   The next evening, we all took our places in the television lounge and Sharon placed a certain DVD in the player. It wasn't long before our guest arrived. Brandon was over about 10 minutes early, but that was alright. We were ready for him. 

   "I'm sorry I'm early. I was running some errands and they got finished early," he whispered as he entered the lounge. 

   "I'm almost done. We just have a short video we have to watch and then I'll take care of you," I smiled. "It's pledge class stuff. Have a seat."

   I made sure there was an open seat next to me. I didn't know how he'd react to the video and we had half a dozen girls assigned to grab him before he did something stupid like destroying the DVD player. We had plenty of copies already anyway. 

   The video began. It zoomed in on the back of what appeared to be a woman applying lipstick in a mirror. The music began to play a punk version of the song I Enjoy Being a Girl. The next picture showed that it was clearly Brandon and he was applying mascara. More girly pictures appeared clearly showing Brandon's face, then the voice over started, "My name is Brandon Coakley and I like to be called Brandi. I began to wear women's clothing when I was in high school. I think that's when I discovered boys for the first time. At first, it was my sisters' clothes, but I started buying my own. Guys think I'm pretty hot when I'm Brandi. I love to suck a guy and feel him growing in my mouth and every now and then a girl needs to have her ass filled, too. . ."

   There was more to the video, but it was interrupted by Brandon yelling what the Hell before getting to his feet and charging the television. He was intercepted by my sisters and they held on for dear life as he bucked like a bull. 

   "Calm yourself Brandi or with one keystroke, you go viral," threatened Sharon imperiously. 

   "No!  You can't do this. I just said those things for Jennifer's abnormal psychology paper. That's why I posed for those pictures too."

   "You mean the paper I did on online video game addiction?   That doesn't make any sense," I responded coyly. 

   "You bitch!  I was doing you a favor," he spat angrily at me. 

   "Oh, you'll be doing us all a big favor," said Linda tightening her grip. 

   "Settle down Brandi. Take a seat and we'll tell you just how fucked you are," I ordered. 

   "And remember, just one keystroke and you're going to be the talk of campus and your home town and probably your future employers."

   Reluctantly, Brandon took a seat and I began to explain to him the history of the calendar and all the great things that it was used for. 

   "Can you just cut to the chase?  I don't care about this shit."

   "Fine Brandi," I said, "You've been selected to be our pinup calendar girl for this year."

   "Not fucking likely. I've seen those girls. They're hot. Hell, I bought a calendar the last two years and you bet I jacked off to those models. You can't replace a pinup model with a guy. You've seen my pictures."

   The reaction to Brandon's confession was a mix of revulsion and laughter before Sharon finally interjected, "Those were dudes you were masturbating to bro."

   "No! No way." He was shocked. My sisters couldn't contain their laughter. 

   "And just think, next year guys will be jacking off to your picture," taunted Robyn. 

   "Think about it. Did you ever see those models on campus except for promoting the calendar?"  I asked. 

   "But, they looked like women. . . hot women. I don't."

   "You just leave that to us. We've got about a month to make you convincing." offered Linda

   "There's no way I'll do it. I'd be a laughing stock if anybody found out."

   "Yeah, that's a lot better than having that video released of you putting on makeup and talking about fucking guys."

   Brandon put his head in his hands. He was having a very bad evening. His only choices were to be humiliated by having that video released online or risking certain humiliation by being busted as the sorority's pinup girl. 

   "OK, I'll do it," he said reluctantly. "What do I have to do?" 

   "I'm glad you asked. For the next month you will eat, sleep, and think girl. You will be living here while you go through intensive training. We need to get you to the point where you are not only able to pass in the pinup pictures, but up close so you can promote this calendar. There's a battered women's shelter counting on this and we're not going to let them down," I said solemnly. 

   "We'll let you have your privacy for now, but that won't always be possible. You have the bathroom to yourself. There's a bathtub in there already, we'll run you a bubble bath. You need to shave and I do mean everywhere. When you are done, there are a white bra and panties and some slippers waiting for you as well as a pink robe. Put them on and then meet us down here," instructed Heather. 

   "And give me the keys to your dorm. Cindy and I will go over and get your things," demanded Sharon. 

   "No. . . Just no. Look, the part about spending a month here, I could go for. Nothing though, changes the fact that I look nothing like a pinup girl and there is no way I'm wearing bras and panties," insisted Brandon. 

   "You know, don't just put it on the video sites. I would think there are some lady boy sites that would really like the video too," suggested Linda. 

   "While you upload, do you want me to post it on social media?   The quicker we get it on people's walls, the quicker they can share it with their friends," added Robyn. 

   "Wait!  Don't do that. Come on. Please," he pleaded. 

   We sat stone faced in silence. If he thought we were soft or merciful now, we'd never get him in line when we wanted him to do the tough stuff. We left the ball in his lap, but we all knew there was only one play he could possibly make. I had trapped him too well. 

   "Well, your bubble bath is waiting." I looked him square in the eyes so that he'd know I wasn't going to flinch. 

   "You're making a big mistake," he said as he made his way towards the bathroom looking for all the world like a condemned man. 

   "Oh, and Brandi. . ." I added. 

   "What?  I mean yes?"  He turned around hopefully. 

   "Don't even think of going to the police or campus authorities on this. If you're lucky, they'll think you were just having a wet dream when you tell them that a sorority kidnapped you and if they believe you and decide it is a criminal matter, all the tabloids are going to pick up the story of the college student who was forcibly feminized. You'll be more famous than we could ever make you," I warned. 

   When he returned from the bath, he had a nice lavender smell. It was a big improvement from his normal smell of body spray and body odor. His skin was also nicely soft, although on closer examination the backs of his knees were missed entirely and he didn't even attempt to do his rear or crotch areas. Those would have to come later. He stumbled into the room on his sandals, which sported unfamiliar heels. He had been pretty clumsy when I took pictures in his dorm room so I expected it. 

   "Oh nice improvement, panty boy," teased Sharon. 

   "That's panty girl," I joked. 

   "Look, this is hard enough without you all laughing at me," he whined. 

   "Get used to it, bitch. We own you," commanded Heather. 

   "It's not that bad. Come on," said Cindy getting to her feet. She was a very pretty blonde girl with a smile that just melted people. She could be a bit of a ditz, but deceptively smart. She was also a dancer and very graceful in her walk with the kind of sway that turns a guy's head. A lot of girls my age can wear heels without falling or breaking our ankles, but she did it the way that movie stars used to. We agreed we wanted her to coach Brandon on his walk. She was already attired with a cute pair of three inch open toed black pumps looking out of place with her yoga pants and Delta Theta t-shirt. 

   "It's easy for you to say. You girls have been wearing these things forever. I haven't," he complained. 

   "Most girls don't wear them very much, but I'll show you how it's done and then you'll have a great walk too," offered Cindy generously. 

   "If you're just photographing me for some stupid calendar, I don't really need to know how to walk. I think I'll pass." He was being really difficult. 

   "If you don't listen and take coaching from Cindy, I'm just going to put you on the treadmill and I guarantee you'll learn after you fall on your face a few times," I threatened. 

   "I know the main thing is the calendar, but we're going to have to promote it and that means being seen in public. If we sell them to students at a football game or in the student center, they will all went you to sign the calendar for them," she said patiently. 

   Brandi clomped along in the unfamiliar heels getting encouragement from Cindy. Every time he moved clumsily, she'd remind him "take smaller steps", "walk heel to toe", and "it's just like you're walking a straight line."  Sharon kept calling up high heel tutorials on her laptop for Brandi to watch. 

   After twenty minutes, Brandi was clearly uncomfortable in the shoes and she let us know it. Again, we didn't show her any sympathy and she quieted down. After an hour, she was starting to get the hang of it. She wasn't graceful, but she didn't look that much different than any other college girl in a pair of heels. 

   "I think I'm getting blisters," complained Brandi. 

   "Well, we can stop for now," agreed Cindy, "but you're going to have some homework. You need to watch the videos some more and keep practicing."

   Brandi collapsed onto an overstuffed chair in a most unladylike fashion and kicked off his sandals. He began to massage his feet, while Sharon looked on in disbelief, "what do you think you're doing?" 

   "I'm resting my feet. Cindy told me we were done."

   "No, Cindy's done. It's not even 9:30 and we need every minute to count if you're going to get ready in time. Now, you're in Linda's hands, so do what she says," commanded Sharon. 

   Linda approached Brandi carrying a pink tape measure. Brandi did not like where this was going, but Linda wordlessly just motioned for him to get out of the chair and began to measure and call off numbers. I wrote them down. 

   "Her chest is 35. Obviously cup size won't matter," remarked Linda. 

   "Cup size? ' he asked nervously. 

   "Have you ever seen a pinup girl with a flat chest before?"  I asked. 

   "Her waist is 28," added Linda. 

   "We can work on that," assured Heather. 

   "Her hips are 29 and her penis is actually a respectable 7," snickered Linda. 

   "I don't think we'll need to know that," I responded laughing. 

   "What can I say?  I like to be thorough." 

   "Do you mind?"  he asked embarrassed. 

   "Not at all," she smiled. "How big are your shoes?" 

   "I wear a size 8," he responded. 

   "That's like a woman's 10," explained Alyssa. 

   "Good, those won't be too hard to find," I smiled excitedly. "Alright, you're mine now, Brandi. We need to get those brows taken care of and then you get to learn all about makeup."

   "Hasn't this gone on far enough?"  he whined. 

   "You have no idea, princess." I lead him to the bathroom where I had my supplies and had him sit down on a chair that was placed in front of the bathroom sink. 

   "Do we have to do this before bed?"  He asked. 

   "Well, the makeup isn't necessary tonight really, but this is," I said picking up a tweezers and plucking a hair from his right brow before he knew what was happening. 

   "Ow, quit it." He tried to block my arm with his hand, but I grabbed him by the wrist and dug my nails in. 

   "This is going to hurt a bit, but there isn't a girl in this house who wasn't tough enough to endure it. Are you that big a crybaby?"  I asked accusingly. 

   "It's going to be noticeable," he complained. 

   "Aw Brandi, a lot of this is going to be very noticeable if people know what to look for. People are going to spot some of this and you better get used to it. Now, are you going to let me continue or am I going to have to call some sisters in here and we'll tie you to that chair so I can work in peace?"  I asked. 

   He didn't answer, but nodded his head and tensed up his entire body while closing his eyes. I took that as an invitation and plucked away. I didn't give him super arched eyebrows because they just don't look natural, but I gave him a very feminine pair that would definitely stand out as shaped and decidedly not masculine. 

   "OK, we're done." I held up a mirror and he sighed. I could see tears welling up in his eyes so I didn't push it. 

   "Oh God, they're girl's eyebrows," he trembled. 

   "Yeah, they are and they belong to a girl named Brandi. Remember that," I instructed matter-of-factly. 

   "What else tonight?"  he asked. 

   "I wasn't going to, but I'll take it easy on you. The key to learning how to do makeup well is to play and experiment, but I can tell that you're in no mood to play. That can wait for tomorrow. The girls should be back with your stuff by now. Do you want to go to bed?"  I asked. 

   "It's still early, but been a tough night," he justified. 

   "OK, you have to be up early anyway. You'll be rooming with my big sister. Heather is great, but you better not cross her or you'll regret it," I warned. 

   "I don't have class until 11," he corrected me. 

   "You have a lot to do even if you don't know it," I told him, leading him to the bedroom. I showed him his closet and let him get changed into a pink nightie. I had him put it on right over his panties so I didn't have to leave the room. As he got into bed I opened a dresser drawer pulling out a coil of soft white clothesline. 

   "What the Hell are you doing?"  he asked in a panic. 

   "Relax Brandi, it's only for tonight. You're not exactly in the right frame of mind and we don't want you trying to run off in the night. Once you learn to obey your big sisters, we won't have to do this. Now, put your wrists together in front of you," I commanded. 

   "You're all insane," he said, but he complied and just as I had practiced with Sharon and Linda, I wound the rope around his wrists tightly, but not too tight before cinching it off and then attaching it to the wooden slat at the top of his bed. I tickled him under his arms just to see if he could slip free, but he seemed to stay secure. 

   "I better stop before you wet the bed," I moved down and tied his ankles to the bottom corners of the bed and put a sleep blindfold on him. It would allow Heather privacy when she changed her clothes and it would also leave him confused and unsure if he was being watched which would give him second thoughts about trying to escape. 

   "Now, just to make sure my big sister feels extra safe," I reached into the dresser drawer and pulled out a chastity device that the girls had used before. It was a simple tube that would lock on his penis and make it useless unless we unlocked him.

   "Wait!  What is that?   Keep that away from me," insisted Brandi as he thrashed around on the bed. I don't know if he knew what was coming next or just knew from my tone of voice that he wasn't going to like it.

   I lifted the skirt of his nightie and pulled down his panties. Boy was he going to be in for a surprise in the morning. "All done. Sweet dreams, Brandi."

   As I left the room and made my way back down to the lounge, I received a round of applause from my sisters. I was so proud. I never thought that I'd have the courage to do such a thing and to see their reaction made me want to call home, but then I decided that there were some things my parents were probably better off not knowing. 

   Walking back to the dorm, I was very jealous of the upperclassmen that get to live in the sorority. I wouldn't get to see Brandi until 1 p. m. tomorrow and the suspense was killing me. I laughed at the thought of Heather waking him up at 6 a. m. for morning aerobics before a pedicure and a manicure with clear polish and a lot of makeup tutorials to watch courtesy of Sharon. 

   I went back home for a very sleepless night. I think I tossed and turned so much that I woke up my roommate. I felt guilty about that. I had two classes the next morning, but I couldn't concentrate. In French class Sharon caught me making a shopping list for Brandi and chimed in as well. There are certain things that every girl needs to have in her college wardrobe. Yoga pants will only cut it so far. He was going to need skinny pants, a little black dress, a tote bag, girl jeans, some cute tops, and a feminine jacket with the winter weather coming. We started thinking about accessories, lingerie, and all the little things that she couldn't just borrow. I was glad that we had a fund set aside for this from previous fundraising. 

   "I'm actually really looking forward to going shopping with him. It'll be fun putting a wardrobe together from the ground up," confessed Sharon. 

   "This probably makes me a bad person, but I like it," I said sheepishly. 

   "We all like it. It's fun to dress a guy up. I used to do it with my little brother. He looked a lot like me."

   "No Sharon, I mean I like humiliating him. When he backed down after you threatened to post the video I felt so powerful and I spent last night just thinking about the look in his eyes when I started plucking his eyebrows. I should feel guilty, but I don't." I began to discuss the cafeteria with her in French as our teacher walked by. 

   "That's kind of awesome," she said admiringly. 

   "No, I think I'm a sadist. I read about it a little in abnormal psychology. I hope I'm not a budding serial killer or something," I said in jest. 

   I couldn't wait to see him. Brandi was all I thought about all morning so I borrowed a page from his playbook and stalked him. I blew off my second morning class and waited for him outside of his gender studies seminar. Alyssa was with him keeping a close eye on our little sissy. We had a sister in all of his classes except for his 19th century survey of British literature class. He was storming away from Alyssa when he ran smack into me in the hallway. 

   "Going somewhere, Brandi?"  I asked. 

   "This is awful. The girls all noticed my eyebrows and the feminine bath products I had to use," he complained. 

   "Alright, calm down. Let's go have lunch in the student union and we'll talk about it," I reassured him. The other students were spilling into the hallway and I noticed a group of about six girls who were giggling and watching him closely. I got up close behind him and I snapped his bra strap loudly. He jumped and fumbled his books. The girls clearly saw me do it and began to laugh out loud. As his books spilled out of his arms and unto the floor, the laughing girls came over and helped to pick up the books. 

   "Oh thank you girls," I said, "I'm afraid I startled Brandi."

   "Brandi? I thought his name was Brandon," asked a redhead. 

   "So it is," I laughed. One of the girls put her arm on Brandi's shoulder and told him to be more careful. He didn't realize it, but I knew she was feeling for a bra strap. 

   "Let's go girls." Alyssa decided to get into the act. Confused, Brandi followed us to the student union. We grabbed a table right in the center. Before we even got our food, I asked for details on how the day went. 

   "It was horrible," whined Brandi, "Heather left me like that all night. She woke me up at 6 in the morning so that I could do aerobics with her and a half dozen other girls. I had to wear tights and dance around. I’ve never felt so embarrassed."

   "I bet you looked cute. Then what?"  I asked. 

   "I had to use more of that shower stuff you gave me yesterday. It smells so girly and sickly sweet," he complained. 

   "I don't know what you're complaining about. I like lavender." Alyssa pretended to inhale deeply in his general direction. 

   "Then class was the worst part. I sat down where I usually do," he explained. 

   "By all the cute girls," interjected Alyssa. 

   "Anyway, Alyssa starts sniffing around me and says 'Wow, one of you smells nice. 'She drew all kinds of attention to me. Of course the girls I was sitting by noticed." It seemed that the more outraged he got, the more engrossed I got. I looked over at Alyssa and she was quite proud of herself. 

   "So, they know you like to smell girly, so what?"  I asked playing devil's advocate. 

   "So, after that they noticed that I don't have any hair on my arms anymore and that my eyebrows are all plucked. I tried to play it off as good grooming and I think they were satisfied that I was just a guy who liked to take care of himself, but as I was writing notes, the teacher's assistant was walking around and I guess my jeans were low and she could see my panties. She hates me," he complained. 

   "I don't see why. Did she say anything?"  

   "She told me my panties were showing, loudly enough for all the girls around me to hear. I couldn't get out of there fast enough."

   "I have never been so humiliated in my life," he complained. 

   "Well, it's over now. Let's eat. I'll go grab us some lunch," I announced. 

   "I can barely eat, but I better. Get me a barbecue cheeseburger and onion rings," he requested. 

   "How about you Alyssa," I asked

   "I'll have the same."

   "Coming right up." I ordered a chicken sandwich for myself, the burger and onion rings for Alyssa, and a garden salad with a light vinaigrette on the side for Brandi. As I brought the tray back to the table, I noticed that the girls who had picked up Brandi's books after class were sitting not far from us. I decided to have a bit of fun, since I had an audience and all. 

   "What the Hell is this?"  asked Brandi demanding an answer. 

   "Oh, we have like a month to make you look like a pinup girl. So greasy fried foods aren't on your menu for the rest of the year," I insisted. 

   "Fuck that. I'm not eating this crap," he barked drawing attention from the girls from class. 

   "You do not get to talk like that to me, bitch. You had better learn who is calling the shots around here soon and I'll give you a hint, it's not you." I tried to meet his anger with a cold and demanding calm and a withering glance. As I hoped he would, he backed down. 

   "I'm sorry Jen." He gave me the look of a puppy ashamed to have wet the couch while his owner was out. 

   "You should be," said Alyssa between bites of her burger. 

   "He will be. Saying you're sorry is a good first step, Brandi; but it's not enough. Alyssa, can we borrow your hair clips?" Alyssa wore her hair long with two small ivory colored flower hair clips. 

   "Sure," she replied taking them out. 

   "Put them in Brandi's hair. I want to see what we have to work with," I instructed. 

   "Oh fun," said Alyssa pulling back the hair from Brandi's face and applying the clips to make a reasonably girlish looking hairstyle out of his long flowing locks.  Brandi sat there glumly, but didn't object. 

   "What's your next class?"  I asked. 

   "It's Brit Lit," he replied. 

   "Great, we're going in the same direction. I'll make sure you get there safely. Now, those hair clips stay. You can take them out only in the Delta Theta house. Do you understand me?" 

   He nodded. 

   "I asked if you understood me," I repeated myself forcefully. 

   "Yes, I do," he muttered. I could hear the giggling from his classmates behind him who could obviously here the entire conversation. I felt so alive and excited. I didn't know how I'd make it through the next hour of class. 

   We threw out our trash and I thanked Alyssa for her donation. I then marched Brandi over to the humanities building, taking delight at every smirk or odd scare that Brandi received. "I'll see you at the house after class. Don't keep me waiting," I demanded. 

   I raced to the Delta Theta house immediately after class. Friday classes were only 50 minutes, so I knew that Brandi should be at the house by 1:15 at the latest. At 1:20 I began to get pissed. At 1:30 I began to get nervous. When Brandi finally walked in the door, I demanded to know where he had been. 

   "I know I'm late," he apologized, "I got held up by Professor Shepherd."

   Doctor Sheila Shepherd was a Delta Theta alumnus from the class of 2006. It wasn't much of a secret as she was in old yearbooks and such. She was one of the better volleyball players that DuPont ever had and was all over the volleyball record book and athletics guide. Sheila was also a college friend of Linda's aunt Amanda; that's right, the one who once feminized a sissy maid of her own. Between her experience with a pinup girl of her own from her Delta Theta days and Linda's aunt's maid, she was well versed with feminizing guys. This had to be a very interesting chat. 

   "Why would do she that?"  I interrogated Brandi, not letting on that I was no longer pissed. 

   "The. . . the clips in my hair caused a commotion in class," he stammered. 

   "Why would they cause a commotion? They look very nice."

   "Guys don't wear hair clips. People could see I had them on."

   "Guys might not wear hair clips, but you do; go on."

   "Professor Shepherd was upset about the disruption and asked me to see her after class."

   "Did you tell her what we were doing to you?" 

   "I did." He nodded meekly afraid to meet my gaze. 

   "You know, you'll have to be punished for that, right?" 

   "I know."

   "What did she say?" 

   "She told me that I shouldn't try blaming you for something I clearly was enjoying. She accused me of choosing to wear the hair clips to her class to be a clown since there were no Delta Theta sisters there to force me," he recalled clearly upset. 

   "She makes a lot of sense."

   "I don't want to do this."

   "Don't argue; just tell me what she said next."

   Brandi took a deep sigh afraid to continue, but unable to do anything else with me staring him down, "She said that before I brought any complaints to Dean Morris, I better have my facts in order because she would tell him about my hair clips."

   "Well, you should remember that. Now, let's get working on your makeup," I commanded. 

   We had a long afternoon of working in front of Heather's vanity. Having him able to apply his own makeup wouldn't be important for this role at all. I would do his makeup for the calendar and for any public appearances, but I was going to insist he learn it well enough to work at any department store counter simply because I could. After dinner, Cindy worked with him on his walk and his mannerisms before Linda started working with him to develop a female voice. If he was going to fool anybody, he needed a lot of work, but Linda was a drama major and she was quite good with voices. I left the house at 11 p. m. after tucking Brandi into bed. I restrained him again even though it was no longer needed. I just enjoyed it too much to not do it again. Patting him on the forehead I told him, "Have a good night's sleep. We have a busy day of shopping tomorrow."

    

   ***

    

   In the morning, when I returned to the house, Brandi was already up and reading a woman's magazine. His bright red toe nails stood out under the open toed shoes that he was wearing with his sweatpants and Delta Theta t-shirt, obviously somebody had given him a gift. 

   "Good morning Brandi," I greeted him, "I love the toes."

   He nodded, but said nothing about the polish. Instead he fumbled, a weak "Hello Jen."

   "You have a choice today Brandi. We're going to do a lot of shopping. Do you want to wear boy clothes or girl clothes? If you wear boy clothes, everybody will see this when you go to try things on, and yes, you will be trying things on. If you wear girl clothes, you're going to have to work really hard to be able to pass."

   "I think I'd rather wear my boy clothes."

   "OK, suit yourself. We're going with Linda and Sharon. They'll be meeting us here."

   After the other girls arrived, we decided to take Sharon's car. Linda rode shotgun and I rode in the backseat with Brandi. 

   "Aren’t you excited to finally have some pretty clothes of your own?"  asked Linda. 

   "Oh, you can tell he's absolutely thrilled," laughed Sharon breaking an awkward silence. 

   "The way I see it, we have two different things to shop for. Brandi will need some very fancy clothing for public appearances and also some staples for everyday wear," I explained. 

   "I think she'll want some very sexy lingerie for both occasions," teased Sharon. 

   "That goes without saying," I replied. 

   "Oh some pretty bras and panties and I bet she'll love wearing a silky camisole," teased Linda. 

   "This is going to be a lot of fun," I replied, "I'm really looking forward to watching her model evening gowns for us. That's the sort of dress that she's going to need for appearances."

   "Oh you are going to be so pretty, Brandi," taunted Sharon. 

   I had taken over $2,500 from the calendar fund for wardrobe and essentials. I knew we'd probably spend close to it. The mall was packed today, as it was a Saturday morning and it was the weekend before Halloween with some stores already having sales for the holidays. 

   We started in the shoe section of a large department store. Brandi watched me closely while Sharon and Linda fanned out and held up heels to show us. These terrified Brandi with good reason. 

   A young woman, not much older than us approached as I was looking at pumps. She had very pretty red hair and had that perky kind of personality that is so treasured in retail. 

   "Hi, I'm Siena," she greeted us. "Can I help you with anything?"  

   "That'd be great Siena. He needs at least three pairs of shoes. We'd like some basic black pumps, something fun that could go with an evening gown, and then something he could wear with either a skirt or pants. We will probably need some specific things to go with particular outfits later."

   My announcement that the shoes were for a guy, stunned Siena into silence. She took a look over at Linda and Sharon who were still browsing and then she looked over at Brandi who looked like he would have liked to be anywhere else at that moment. Then she took a deep breath and she was her old perky self again. 

   "Let's move over to the chairs, sir. I want to measure your feet to make sure we have the perfect size for you before I start bringing you shoes to try on." she led him over to the seats and straddled the horse that is there for salespeople to sit on. I sat looking amused at the scene unfolding before me. As she removed Brandi's shoe he sat there stoically, but when she removed his sock, he suddenly panicked remembering his painted toes. I took that as my cue to act. 

   "Just sit there. Act like this is the most natural thing in the world," I whispered. 

   Siena pulled off the sock revealing her customer's deep red toe nails. Brandi's face was now flushing. It would soon be as red as her toes were. 

   "I really like that shade," she confided to him with a smile before returning with boxes of shoes for him to try on. She placed a nylon stocking on each foot for sanitation and fit and then she was ready to begin. With each pair, she placed them on his fert and, if necessary, strapped them on. She then had the embarrassed partially feminized male walk around the store. Siena was beginning to get into it. 

   "I don't know what you are up to," she told me while he was walking away in a pair of open toed red pumps, "but I'm glad you brought him here. This is the most fun I've had at work in a long time."

   "We'll be back again. He will need some shoes for specific outfits. Hey do you have some red boots for him, about knee high?"  I asked. 

   "I'll check the back." She quickly returned with a few pairs and one was perfect. It had a heel, but not too high. I could tell that Sharon and Linda were as puzzled as Brandi about why we got them. 

   In all we bought five pairs of shoes before making our way to a variety of clothing stores to get all the wardrobe staples that a college girl needs. We probably could have let him off the hook about some of it, but I was in charge and I wanted him thoroughly girlified. Besides, the more he was dressed completely as a woman, the easier it would be for him to stay in character when the time came. By the time we were done he had some dresses and skirts with enough cute tops that he would not have to wear pants for the next month. We got him some pants too, but Linda mentioned that it would be idea for him to get used to wearing skirts since that's what he'd be in when he was in public. Finally, we headed to the makeup counter. 

   "It's time to get you your own makeup." I had Brandi sit on a tall chair in front of the makeup counter in the same department store where we had bought his shoes. At least we were nice enough to make it a short walk. 

   "Ok, but why am I sitting here?"  He asked. 

   "You're not going to like this Brandi, but we have an appointment to get you a makeover."

   "No, people will see me," he complained. 

   "Yes, they will. Get used to it." I wasn't pulling punches. 

   "Yes, Jen," he acquiesced. 

   "It'll be over before you know it and then we can get you out to the car. It's right outside, but this is necessary."

   A tall Nordic-looking woman in her mid-thirties approached us. Her makeup was a bit overdone, but I suppose that's typical for the makeup counter. She was quite pretty though. 

   "Hi, are you looking for anything in particular?"  She asked courteously, "We have a gift bag with any purchase over $30 today."

   "Hi Catherine," I said reading her name tag, "I'm Jen. We spoke on the phone. I believe we have an appointment with you."

   "Ah yes, is this the gentleman we talked about?"  she asked already knowing the answer. 

   Sharon elbowed Brandi in the ribs and produced a weak, "hi" out of him. 

   "We wanted an evening look preferably with smoky eyes," I informed her confirming what we had already discussed over the phone. 

   "This is a little strange, I have to say, but he's not the first guy we've done. With the longish hair, he probably won't get too many odd looks either. I wish we could offer a bit more privacy."

   "Don't worry about it. He'll be fine," smiled Sharon. 

   I was actually a bit disappointed in the makeover. Catherine did an amazing job and when Linda pulled back his hair, he did look very much like an attractive young woman. Unfortunately, I was starting to crave his humiliation and I expected a public makeover in a crowded mall would be terrifying and emasculating for Brandi, but it didn't take long for Catherine to cover up his masculine features and create a feminine masterpiece. I could tell that even she was a bit surprised at how well he was turning out. I excused myself from my enthusiastic friends and told them I would meet them at the car and to buy every product that Catherine used as well as some basics for everyday. 

   With Halloween only a few days away, a super store had opened up. I knew for a fact that Brandi had been planning to attend a massive Halloween blowout and I wasn't about to let her miss it. In fact, he had been begging me to go with him for some time now. My big sister had a Catwoman costume that would be perfect for me, but I had something very special in mind for Brandi. In the back of the store there was a woman in zombie makeup and I asked for her assistance. 10 minutes, and $129 later and I had the perfect Halloween costume for Brandi. 

   When I met everyone back at the car, they wanted to know where I had been and I just couldn't keep it to myself any longer. 

   "Well, Brandi invited me to a Halloween costume party and I accepted. I am borrowing a Catwoman costume from Heather. I just went to find the perfect costume for Brandi to compliment it," I smiled enthusiastically. 

   "No way, is there a Batman costume in that bag," laughed Sharon. 

   "Batgirl, maybe?"  asked Linda. 

   "Wonder Woman," announced a clearly disappointed Brandi as he pulled the busier from the bag. 

   "Oh that's why we got those red boots earlier," remembered Sharon. 

   "But, now all of his friends will see him in the Wonder Woman costume," laughed Linda. 

   "Well, there's a reason they call it a secret identity. Besides, we won't go quite as elaborate as we do for the calendar shoot, so I don't think anybody will recognize him," I added. 

   "You know, I really kind of like Brandi," confessed Sharon.

   "Really?" asked Linda a bit shocked.

   "Yeah, actually when she's all dressed up, she's kind of hot.  I wouldn't mind giving that Wonder Woman costume a bit of a workout when we get back," she teased reaching down and squeezing Brandi through his panties.

   Brandi let out an audible moan, while I sat there in stunned silence and Linda giggled nervously.

   "Oh I forgot that you're all locked up.  Oh well, too bad," said Sharon giving an exaggerated frown.  All Brandi could do was gasp.

   A lot of romantic comedies have that one scene where some classic rock song plays and the romantic heroine tries on a bunch of outfits while either her friends or her boyfriend shake their heads and reject them all until they find just the perfect outfit and they all smile. I'd like to say our trip to an upscale dress shop to find Brandi's appearance outfits was like that, but it wasn't. When two of us liked a dress, the third one rejected it as being too church dress or too formal or not looking right with Brandi's body type. 

   We had an excellent sales associate who loved the challenge of finding outfits for what she believed was DuPont's first annual drag show. However, it took us nearly two exhausting outfits to find a dress for Homecoming, one for manning a sales table at the student union, and one for our winter formal. Having her already in makeup helped us with the illusion, but we were anxious for her breast forms to arrive. 

   Now, that we had a full wardrobe for Brandi, I laid down the law with him. As long as he was in the sorority house, he was to be fully dressed in his new clothes and makeup. He could change to go to class, but that was it. Even seeing his friends was off limits except for Halloween and any other costume parties where he could still dress as a woman. Heather was a bit surprised that I was going to make him live as a woman, but she was willing to help enforce the rule. In fact, at our chapter meeting, the house was enthusiastic to support keeping him feminine for the duration. Brandi truly was upset. In fact, he was upset enough to go to Dean Morris with the problem. 

   The Dean accused Brandi of wasting his time with a juvenile fraternity prank. When Brandi persisted and swore that we were keeping him against his will, even going as far as showing him the bra he was wearing, the Dean threatened him with an expulsion hearing. He told him that "these accusations are so serious that if you can't prove them, I will see to it that you are expelled for slander." In the end, Dean Morris got him to recant the whole story. When the Dean later called us to report what had happened, I thanked him and complimented him on his calendar photos from 1984. I could hear him cringing on the other end of the line.  "Sisterhood is powerful," I thought laughing to myself at the sniveling administrator on the other end of the phone terrified of offending us and having his Madonna pictures leaked.

   Once both Professor Shepherd and Dean Morris proved unsympathetic, I think Brandi decided that any authority figure he went to would be equally unhelpful. After that, he was much easier to control. For the next two weeks, we made sure he worked his ass off to learn how to pass. I had started dating a sophomore named Craig and as a sort of final exam, I invited him over to the house to meet Brandi and my sisters. I don't think it ever occurred to Brandi that I would date somebody else while he was trapped at the house. 

   Pulling Craig close as we walked into the front parlor, I announced to everybody, "Hey sisters, this is my boyfriend Craig. Craig, this is Linda, Brandi, Sharon, Cindy, and my big sister Heather."

   "You told me he was cute, Jen. You never told me he was hot." smiled Heather. Craig blushed, but Brandi blushed even deeper to see another guy treated like a big stud while he sat there in a black and white plaid skirt, a very well-filled-out tight black sweater, black hose, and his black pumps. His hair was now sporting a very feminine style and his face was perfectly made up, by his own hand. He smelled of Aquolina Pink Sugar. 

   "Hey girls," said Craig nervously. Meeting a girl's sorority could be like meeting her family only worse because of the sheer number of sisters. 

   "So Craig, how did you and Jen meet?"  asked Brandi in a seductively husky voice. Everybody knew that the plan was to let Brandi do all the talking and to see if Craig noticed anything. 

   "Well, we are in the same French class together and I'm in a study group with Sharon. She set us up."

   "Well, that was lucky. We're really protective of Jen you know," Even though Brandi was trying to cooperate, there was a real tension in the air in part caused by his jealousy. If Craig was still fooled, we were golden. 

   "Oh, I'd never hurt her. I'm just lucky I found her," replied Craig. I gave him a peck on the cheek. 

   The conversation went on for another ten or so minutes. Later, Craig told me that he was sure that Brandi didn't like him, but otherwise he had no clue. I told him that she was just protective and I bet she'd be dancing with him at the homecoming dance. In fact, I'd make sure of it. 

   The homecoming dance was set to be Brandi's coming out party. We would be taking pre-orders for the calendar and that meant showing off our lovely model. We told him that it was very important that he seduce and charm the guys because his desirability was our greatest selling point. 

   The morning before the homecoming football game, we took Brandi to the salon. We wanted a better makeup job than we could do and more importantly, we wanted to get her acrylic nails and hair extensions. I had already cleared it with Tatiana who does my hair and she was more than happy to oblige us. She even arranged for us to have some privacy in a backroom. 

   "I can't do this," Brandi was beside himself. 

   "I'll let you in on a little secret Brandi. Tatiana is the best chance that you've got right now." I looked down at Brandi. She was terrified and shivering underneath the pink sheet they had put over her. 

   "What do you mean by that," he asked. 

   "You're going to be going out there and you’ll be meeting a lot of people today. Every little bit more feminine that you can become is one less potential person who could blow your cover, and I warn you if you blow your cover, that won't be the only thing you're blowing?" 

   "What?! You can't be serious!"

   "Hey, we've got to raise a lot of money one way or the other."

   Tatiana was a real pro. She managed to make small talk in a way that calmed Brandi while she threaded the extensions through his hair and gave him long crimson finger nails. We didn't want anything too extreme, but she definitely needed to show glamour and sexiness. It would pay off in future calendar sales. 

   Tatiana didn't overdo the makeup as it was daytime, but she did a great job making his eyes pop and creating much fuller lips than Brandi was born with. She let us use the back area to help Brandi change into her outfit for the game. For the game, Brandi would wear a sapphire colored one-shoulder chiffon dress that came about 3 inches above his knees. It was sexy without being skanky. His legs were encased in sheer pantyhose and he wore the black pumps on his feet. Even the black lace bra and panties he wore were added to make him feel alluring and sexy even if nobody would see them. Tatiana styled his dark black hair into a sophisticated updo, which showcased his long dangling pear-shaped blue and white sapphire earrings. He looked amazing--sexy without putting too much effort into it. 

   Unfortunately, when we got him over to the table that we had set up to take preorders on the calendars, things didn't go so well. There were still 4 hours before the football game would start when we got to our spot outside the stadium. It was so early that the tailgaters and alumni weren't even drunk yet. As people made their way over to the table one of the sister's would greet them and point out Brandi to them. 

   "So, you're the model for the calendar this year? That's great. I'm going to pick one up for sure." A student excitedly greeted Brandi. 

   "That's uhm good. Happy to have you buy a copy," he replied flatly. 

   "Why don't I ever have girls like you in my engineering classes?" 

   "I don't know. I'm not engineering major."

   "Well, what do you major in?" 

   "Uhm, philosophy, maybe?" 

   "Alright, nice to meet you Brandi."

   Linda pulled Sharon and me aside after watching the train wreck that was happening before our eyes. 

   "Well at least' he's fooling them," I said. 

   "Yeah, they don't think he's a guy, they just think he's a boring bimbo," sighed Linda. 

   "He's killing our sales. Guys know they are going to want to look at the pictures, but they have a fantasy about the calendar girl. They want the whole package and he’s blowing it for us. If only there was a way for him not to have to talk," complained Sharon. 

   "Yeah, what good is an appearance by the calendar girl, if she can't talk though?"  asked Linda. I was a million miles away staring at an empty table not far from where we were set up. It was for some fraternity charity, but they were probably too hung over to be here anytime soon. 

   "Are we keeping you from anything Jen? You seem distracted," asked Sharon. 

   "Set up that table about 5 feet from ours. Put one of the cash boxes on our table and move Brandi to the end near the cash box. I'm going to make a sign," I responded. 

   The girls did as I instructed and Brandi cooperated, though if he knew what I had in mind he would have been kicking and screaming. I got a marker and made a big sign that I taped to the small table. I handed Brandi a peppermint, which he gladly took. 

   "Listen, there's been a change of plans," I told him. 

   "Plans?  What change?"  He asked confused. 

   "Well, we're going to be charging guys five dollars to kiss you," I informed him. 

   "I can't kiss a guy. I'm not gay," he insisted attempting to rise up out of his chair. 

   "I'm sorry, but with all we have on you, you don't really have a choice, so we'll get you some kissable lipstick and you need to pucker up, calendar girl."

   He was livid, but he also knew I was right. He looked around and saw that Linda and Sharon were backing me up so he sat quietly and tried to block what he was about to do from his mind. The very first customer approached the table with the cashbox. 

   "Hey, I'll buy a kiss," he declared. 

   "Oh, you won't be able to stop at just one," I teased. 

   "Well, for five dollars, can it be open mouth?"  He asked. 

   "I'll tell you what, if you make it $10, it can be," I responded, "And, if you give me your email, I'll take a picture with the phone and have Brandi email you the picture."

   "Sure, I'll pay $10 for that," he replied. 

   "You are an evil genius," declared Linda. 

   "Don't ever get mad at us," joked Sharon. 

   Over the course of the next 4 hours, Brandi gave 300 closed mouth kisses and 60 open mouth ones, once word spread that for an extra five bucks you could play tonsil hockey with her. Just as important, I got us the email addresses of 350 guys who would be great potential calendar customers and pictures of Brandi kissing that many guys if I needed extra blackmail. We also got about 600 preorders for the calendar, which was 250 more than we were hoping for. 

   Later that evening, Brandi attended the homecoming dance with us and I made sure her dance card was full. I made her dance several times with Craig, just to show Craig that there were no hard feelings. By the end of the night, she had improved her confidence with guys and was better about talking to them. 

   "When this is all over, I could have a lot of fun with you Brandi," teased Linda.

   "Fun?" stammered Brandi nervously.

   "You'd be willing to suck a cock for me, wouldn't you, babe?" she asked him turning Brandi bright red.

   At the chapter meeting the next day, I was singled out by Heather for my inspirational idea. They would require all future calendar girls to do the kissing booth and in fact, it could last the whole year with the kissing booth at basketball games and the Spring Carnival. When the sisters voted unanimously to make the kissing booth a permanent fixture, I saw tears again in Brandi's eyes. He had thought she would be done with his servitude after Christmas break. Now, he was looking at 6 and a half more months of kissing guys and mincing around on high heels. Well, that's why we only did this to guys who deserved it. 

   It was the Sunday before Thanksgiving, when we finally did the photo shoot. Our studio in the house wasn't fancy, but it had the required lights and backdrops to do what we needed. Linda would work the expensive digital camera, while Sharon manned the laptop and made sure the pictures that were uploaded to the laptop were their very best. Other girls moved lights and props, while I was in charge of getting Brandi into the appropriate outfits and doing her makeup. 

   We had all spent weeks deciding exactly how we wanted to pose our model. With pinup calendars, retro just seem like the natural way to go and that's the look we went for. We got a huge collection of classic pinup poses downloaded from the internet and we started from there. We would try and use as many of the outfits that he already had or that he could be borrow from one of us, but we still spent over $500 on new clothes. Most of the shots would be taken inside the house, but there were a few that would need to be taken on location too. 

   We decided to start with January, so I had already helped Brandi into a black corset with black thigh high stockings attached to the corset's garters. He wore her very sexy black open toed pumps and a pair of long opera length black gloves. He was sitting in the makeup chair wearing all of that and a pink robe that I had loaned him to keep warm. 

   By now, he was sporting a very convincing pair of breast forms that with the corset gave him a very substantial 36C bust. I decided to go with bright red for his nails and lips with false eye lashes and darkly lined eyes. There was no reason to go subtle on the makeup for this kind of job. 

   "Are you excited?"  I asked him as I did his blush. 

   "No," he replied petulantly. 

   "Not even just a little?"  I teased. 

   "Of course not."

   "Can't you just picture all of those guys buying the calendar and taking it home to masturbate to you? Oh Miss January, they'll moan as they rub a quick one out," I taunted him precociously.

   "It won't be like that," he insisted. 

   "You never wanked off to the calendar before? Those were guys too, you know; but they weren't half as cute as you though." I turned him to face the mirror. He wasn't just a convincing and attractive woman, but every ounce of him was sexy. He couldn't deny it. 

   "What have you done to me?" 

   "Just brought out what nature already gave you. Now, let's go pose for some pictures."

   Linda was immediately impressed when she saw how Brandi looked. "Oh my God, that's amazing."

   "Well, I had a lot to work with. He's always been so feminine."

   "Well girl, let's have you work it," she teased him. 

   "No, this is crazy. I'm not doing it," he demanded in a panic. Linda looked at me as if I knew what to do. 

   "Here, grab him," I said to Linda and Sharon. We were all relatively close so it wasn't hard to do. I signaled for them to pull him over to the makeup chair, which they did, bending him over the seat. I took the wide black leather belt from one of his outfits and I used it to give him the spanking of his life. I didn't want him crying and ruining his makeup or I would have made it last longer, but the 10 lashes on his behind left his ass red and his mood now much more contrite. I wiped off the tears leaving his eye makeup in place and gave him a few moments to compose himself before turning him back over to Linda. 

   She positioned him in front of a white backdrop and had him stand so his right side was facing the camera and his feet were shoulder length apart. She then had him bend over at his waist and bend his arms at his elbows placing his hands on the small of his back. The result was to really stick out his breasts. Then she had him turn his face to the camera and give a playful smile. After Linda took a half-dozen shots like that, Sharon declared them done with January. 

   For February, we wanted something that suggested Valentine's Day without being overt, so we put him in sexy pink lingerie with black lace and had him lose the stockings. We had him kneel surrounded by red roses, though we removed the stems to avoid any issues with the thorns. I even put a red rose in his hair. In this shot, we went a bit more tempting, than overtly sexual. 

   The shoot was hard work and he was shaking from humiliation as Linda put him into suggestive feminine pose after suggestive feminine pose.  He lay reading a text book on the floor with his legs bent up behind him and looking over the shoulder at the camera in a traditional sexy school girl outfit, and he posed sprawled seductively on the couch pretending to talk on the phone with his legs sticking up in the air and his dress up around his waist. 

   I made him slip on a tight longish baby blue sweater that I belted as a ridiculously micro short dress.  He stood with his arms crossed behind his head to stick out his breasts while a seductive pout played across his face.  At last, we were finished with all the studio shots. 

   Brandi was terrified to go on location because he knew just how embarrassing it would be, so we started with the easiest of the outdoor shots. We had him wear a cap and gown over a very sexy pink bra and panties set, black thigh highs, and outrageous five-inch black kitten heels. We had him take a fake diploma that we had created for him and stand in front of the library. 

   "That's great, Brandi," directed Linda. "Now, unzip the front of the gown and pull it out so we can see your pretty lingerie."

   "You're kidding, right?"  he asked. 

   "Have we been kidding about any of this?  No. Now unzip the damn gown before someone walks by and you have to give them a free show," she demanded. I made a move for the belt, which I had brought with and he changed his attitude reluctantly. The gown perfectly camouflaged the breast forms and made it look as if his breasts were all natural. The gown also effectively concealed the lack of an hour glass figure.

   After a picture of Brandi as a snowbunny that we had to take on the quad outside, we went into the student union. Our accomplices had come there earlier to block off a 6 table section for us in a corner. The union was pretty dead as it usually was on a Sunday evening, but Brandi hated being seen in public. Even worse was that we had an audience of about 2 dozen people for this shot as we would be using several fraternity boys in it. 

   I had already helped Brandi with the change of outfit and makeup. In this shot, he was wearing a black and white polka dot dress that was just above his knee, but which buttoned down the front and would have all the bottom buttons and several of the top ones undone. He would be sitting on top of the cafeteria table cross-legged with a lipstick in one hand and a compact in the other, while a representative from the four biggest fraternities sat around the table and gazed up lovingly at her. To the guys, she was soon to be a celebrity and it was exciting to meet her and get their picture taken with such a sexy and glamorous model. Brandi was extremely nervous being on display, especially when we unbuttoned so many buttons, leaving him very exposed and displaying the top of his stockings and garters for the camera. 

   "You know, I'm only half kidding Jen," said Linda. "I really do like seeing Brandi all dressed up."

   "I do too.  The power is just an incredible feeling," I agreed.

   "It's not just the power.  She's just hot.  I don't like girls, but I like her or him or whatever," she confessed.

   "Maybe we can find a way to keep this going after the calendar," I offered.

   We went over and rescued our poor model from his admirers.  By the time we were done, he had personally signed many pictures of herself from the kissing booth and we could see the embarrassment all over her face.

   After a few days, we had the 12 photographs we liked best sent off to the printer. Heather and Alyssa expressed confidence to us that this would be the best calendar yet. Brandi was allowed to go back to his dorm and then to return home for Thanksgiving. Because we'd need him to promote the calendar by making appearances and because we'd keep the kissing booths going, we had to insist that Brandi continue his feminine beauty regimen, but he would have the freedom to do it while living on his own. 

   Unfortunately, everywhere that Brandi went he couldn't help, but see his sexy calendar.  It spread over campus like wild fire.  The calendar sold well beyond my biggest dreams and with the kissing booths and selling autographed pictures of Brandi, we were able to send the shelter a check for $100,000 and still have plenty to put in next year's calendar fund and pay for parties and amenities for the house. 

   Linda actually did begin dating Brandi.  She also dated a more traditional boyfriend at the same time, but really enjoyed being able to feminize and push Brandi around.  The funny thing was, he grew to quite enjoy the humiliation that Linda inflicted on him. 

   For my efforts, I was named President of my pledge class. I had never been so proud in my life. I love Delta Theta and now that I'm in a position of leadership, I can't wait to tell them about my idea to get us free maid service. I have discovered a part of me that I never knew existed before. I like being in charge and I like having power. Even more surprising, I enjoy the humiliation of the male of the species, something that Craig has discovered on those numerous occasions where I have mounted him with my strapon. 

   When the calendar went on sale before Christmas, the sales were massive. In the classroom, where Brandi's British literature class met, a copy of our calendar was thumb tacked to the bulletin board in the front of the class one day when all the students arrived. Everybody just assumed that some student had done it, but when Professor Shepherd entered the room, she didn't seem to be terribly upset at the cheesecake shot adorning her wall. Instead, the instructor whose students knew her to be an ardent feminist gave a knowing look to her student, Brandi Coakley in the front of her classroom. Smiling coyly she turned to the boy and asked him, "Nice photography, don't you think?" 

   





   





KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

    

   Rather than place an ad for the other stories I have written here, I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.  Thanks for reading.

    

   Love,

   Kylie  Gable

   @KylieGable on Twitter
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