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Even though it was a scorcher outside, the tile floor was cool against Sean’s face. It would have almost felt soothing if he wasn’t completely helpless, unable to move, and waiting for the girls to finish John’s makeover and start on his. He couldn’t see much as he strained to look over his shoulder with Amber’s t-shirt tied over his head, but he could hear that they were almost finished.

Things at Camp Fendon had started like they always did. Eight male and five female camp counselors arrived to make some money, while having a lot of fun supervising the campers. July was set aside for the senior campers who were between 16-18 years old. Most of them had been coming here every summer for over half their lives, and they knew the routines. As the counselors were only college students, there wasn’t a lot of age difference between them and their campers.

The Summer camp was owned and operated by Ralph Fendon—a 60 year old who quit his job as a machinist and bought the camp in the early 90s. Everybody knew that Ralph would leave for his own summer vacation during July and spend a lot of his days and nights at the nearby racetrack even during the limited time he was in town. This left the counselors on their own, essentially in charge of everything.

One summer camp tradition was that the male campers and female campers would engage in a mammoth prank war. Door knobs would be covered with vegetable oil and panties would be hung on flag poles. This year was different. First, the counselors had become involved as well, and, secondly, it had escalated quickly to ridiculous lengths. Nobody could remember who started it, but now it was personal.

There were always tensions between the boys and girls at the camp. The grounds were extensive, but they were built during a time when the guys would do outdoor activities and the girls would do needlepoint and other domestic activities. The guys never liked having to share what they considered their lake and athletic fields, and they let the girls know it. Resentments grew on both sides.

When the girls had the lake for a late morning swim, the male counselors snuck into the female counselors’ cabin and took every bra and panty they could find. As there were 78 male campers and only 52 females, there were 8 male counselors and only 5 for the girls. This gave the boys a huge numerical advantage both among the counselors and the campers—a fact that they used to win the prank war year after year.

Now in possession of all their counterparts’ underwear, the male counselors decided to hang them from the trees at the far end of the camp. They took their ill-gotten lingerie and headed to the woods, leaving Pete and Shaun behind to guard their own cabin just in case the female counselors tried to retaliate.

Only now did it occur to Shaun just how ridiculous it was that he and Pete were expected to somehow hold off five angry and determined women. The girls arrived, as should have been expected, and quickly overpowered them. They pushed the boys into their own cabin, and quickly immobilized them between the bunkbed-type cots and footlockers.

Shaun felt horribly humiliated when his crush Amber Lee twisted his arm up behind his back so her friend D.J. could duct tape his hands together behind his back. He felt himself being hauled up to his feet. The scared college boy couldn’t see what was going on, but he felt his t-shirt being cut off his body, leaving him in only his camp shorts.

His ankles were taped together, and then he was made to hop over to where Pete had been.  Meanwhile, Pete was dragged over to the spot Shaun had been laying in as the girls forced them to switch places. Shaun’s shirt was unceremoniously pulled from his head and he saw Amber’s smiling face. With her were D.J. and Diane.

“Are you ready for your makeover?” asked D.J. She was an athletic blonde girl who was a few inches taller than he was. She had deep blue eyes and he searched them for any sign of mercy, but found none. Shaun tried to speak, but his mouth was gagged with Amber’s bikini top and though he could make faint sounds, he couldn’t make himself understood.

Amber began to rub Nair into his chest and legs while D.J. held his taped feet flat so that Diane could apply polish to his toe nails. This was so humiliating. To Shaun’s mind it was far worse than getting your underwear hung from a tree.

As the Nair did its work, it began to itch unbearably. Shaun wanted badly to wash it or at least scratch it. The chemicals were burning his skin a little. He also knew that they would soon make him hairless. The girls could see his discomfort and it made them giggle among themselves.

He couldn’t even wiggle his feet; D.J. made sure of that. Instead, he sat there passively as his toes turned bright red. He could now see what they had done to Pete, and knew that he’d be getting the same treatment. 

“Mmmph!” he grunted into the swimsuit gagging him.

“Don’t even try talking your way out of it,” said D.J. “You’re not sorry, you’re just sorry we got the upper hand.”

“Mmmph!” he tried to scream for help in vain.

“Let’s do this,” said Diane.

Just like they had done to Pete, Amber took responsibility for washing all of the Nair off Shaun with a gardenhose used to water down the dusty paths that led to the cabin. Once she was done, and after making sure Shaun’s body was hairless beneath his eyebrows, she toweled him off roughly.

“Hey girls,” she laughed, “look how girly Shauna looks already!”

Shaun blushed in embarrassment as they all agreed his body was very feminine. Amber helped D.J. and Diane re-tape Shaun, and then began gathering all the boys’ shorts, underwear, and bathing suits into garbage bags while the other girls worked together to paint his toes. 

Unlike Pete, Shaun had long hair, so he got the curling iron treatment from D.J. and Diane when they were done with his nails.  This left Amber to do his makeup. The foundation was cold to the touch, but Amber's soft fingers made its application almost feel like a massage. It was almost enjoyable, even though it felt strange to have makeup on his face. 

Amber was meticulous with her makeup application, brushing on loose powder after the liquid. As she lined his eyes with jet black pencil, she smirked and asked “Cat eyes?”

“What else?” said D.J.

"His eyes really do pop with makeup.  He is starting to look quite a bit more girly," said Diane.

"I'm trying to do his makeup the same way I do my own," replied Amber.

"Keep doing it," said D.J. “It’s working.”

Amber chose to blend a soft purple and a deep rose eyeshadow on Shaun’s eyes, while applying thick mascara to his lashes.  He looked so pathetic, with his heavily made up eyes and soft curls peering out over the swimsuit stuffed in his mouth.

“I could do a lot better job if I could take out the gag,” said Amber as she finished his eyes.

“Not just yet,” said Diane.

“Yeah, I don’t want to hear him screaming for mercy right now,” agreed D.J. “It’s time for the clothes.”

The girls untaped Shaun and Pete’s feet and hauled them into standing positions. “You know, if you guys would have worked on your tans instead of staying inside playing video games we wouldn’t have to put pantyhose on you,” said Amber.

“Don’t you dare run these,” said D.J. “We don’t have many at camp.”

Both boys were dressed.  The girls had obviously planned ahead because they had a strapless bra and matching panties in fuchsia for Shaun, and in baby blue for Pete. Because they were strapless, the bras could be attached to the guys without untaping their wrists.

Shaun was put into a fuchsia halter dress that came just past his knees in back, but rose to thigh level in the front. It had ruching detail all down the front of the dress, making it look very dressy for summer camp. Shaun couldn’t help wonder who would bring such a dress to camp even as they girls crammed his feet into a pair of white high-heeled sandals.

“You know Shauna’s polish clashes with that dress,” said Diane.

“It’s close enough,” replied D.J.

“Let’s take care of Pete,” said Amber.

“I think that’s Priscilla now,” teased D.J. She could hear him groan into his gag and considered it a victory.

Pete was placed in a baby blue strapless chiffon dress that fell at his mid-thigh in flirty pleats. It was a very sexy dress, but much more appropriate for camp activities than the one that Shaun was in. The girls paired that dress with white strappy high-heeled sandals as well, and they actually fit him perfectly.

The bathroom was constructed so that the toilets stalls and sinks were in the front part and behind a wall were five shower stalls. The boys were led back to the shower stall and made to face each other.  As D.J. pressed their bodies together, Diane wrapped rope around the torsos leaving their faces only a couple of inches away from each other.

“I wish we could put lipstick on them,” said Amber.

“Why can’t we?” asked D.J.

“We’d have to take the gags out obviously,” replied Amber.

“Do you really think these two want to scream for help and have anybody see them like this?” asked D.J.

“That’s a really good point,” agreed Diane.

Diane removed Pete’s gag and D.J. removed Shaun’s so that Amber could paint both boy’s lips—with a bright pink lipstick for Shaun and a smoldering red one for Pete.

“Please,” begged Pete. “Let us go.”

“Oh we will, eventually,” said Amber. “For now, pucker up.”

“Look, I know we’ve been jerks,” said Shaun. “What do you want from us?”

“Right now,” said Diane. “We want you to get down on the ground.”

“What?” asked Shaun just before the girls lowered them to the ground and tied their ankles together.

“Have fun, boys,” said Amber as the girls began to leave.

“Are they going to be okay like that?” asked Diane.

“We’ll get some of the senior campers to watch them. I’m sure they’ll be happy to,” said D.J.

“Speaking of the senior campers, I wonder how they’re doing with Matt and John,” pondered Amber.

“I’m sure they’re doing fine,” said Diane. “Those two aren’t that smart.”

Just then the girls heard the chime of a text message coming from the pocket of Pete’s shorts. The boys’ clothing was in one of the garbage bags D.J. carried, and she picked it up.  The message was from Jose.  He sent a picture of the guys hanging up the girls’ bras and panties in the trees on the other side of the camp grounds.

“That’s my underwear, I’ll kill them,” said D.J.

“We knew they’d do that,” reminded Diane, “we prepared for that. Anyway, we’ll get our revenge and having to wash our underwear is a small price to pay.”

“Wait a second,” said Amber. “Text back that we need to meet him somewhere alone.  Be mysterious and tell him to hurry.”

“Where at?” asked D.J.

“Tell him the docks,” suggested Amber.

After D.J. sent the message, the girls had a good laugh.  Soon Amber was on her own phone alerting Jenelle and Paula that they could ambush Pete at the docks if they hurried.

“Let’s get the password from Pete,” said Diane. “It’ll make this easier.”

 

***

 

For the life of him, Jose couldn’t figure out what Pete was talking about. He couldn’t believe he was missing hanging the girls’ underwear in the trees for this. After looking all around in vain for five minutes, he decided to just text Pete and have him tell him what he should be looking for.

Jose: What the Hell am I supposed to be looking for?

Pete: You haven’t seen it?

Jose: No, what am I even looking for? I don’t see anything.

Pete: Look at the bottom of the dock.

Jose: The bottom?

Pete: Yeah, lay down and look underneath.

Jose: Underneath?

Pete: Yeah, underneath. Those bitches are dead meat.

Jose did as he ‘Pete’ instructed and—lying on the hot sand—he tried to peer at the underside of the dock, but he really couldn’t see anything and certainly nothing insidious. He was just about to text Pete again when he heard something behind him.

The sand had muffled the sound of Paula and Jenelle creeping up on him until they were almost on top of him. They pounced on him and pinned him to the sand. Paula twisted his arms up behind his back while Jenelle used soft clothesline to bind them together. Once he was immobilized the two girls pulled down his shorts and underwear and pulled a magenta bikini bottom up his legs and tied the top around his chest.

“I’ll get you for this,” he said finally breaking the silence.

The two girls ignored him and got to work with the same sort of organization that their three teammates had used on Pete and Shaun. Together, they applied Nair to his body, painted his toenails hot pink, and enjoyed his discomfort as they completed his transformation. Once they rinsed off all his body hair by dumping buckets of water on him, they toweled him off and then applied Maui Babe Browning Lotion to his skin. They wanted him to get a very deep tan quickly.

Paula was a wiz with makeup so she worked on that, while Jenelle finished his nails and the browning lotion.

Paula, a tall redhead, began spreading foundation on his face. Fortunately, Jenelle and Jose had very similar complexions. She brushed his lashes with dark black mascara, and carefully accentuated his eyes with black liquid liner.

Paula watched Jose's increasing embarrassment as she dabbed rose and metallic pink shadow over his eyelids,

and emphasized his cheekbones with two shades of blush. She nodded knowingly as he swooned under her skillful hands. She drew a Cupid's bow around his lips, filled in the outline with shiny pink lipstick, and then added a clear gloss. She whistled through her teeth at the end result: a very pretty little sissy.

Jose’s hair was short, but the girls had come equipped with a long brunette wig, which Jenelle styled and attached to his own hair with bobby pins. He would have to take them out to remove that wig, and without the use of his hands there was little chance for that.

When they were finally finished, they looked down at their prisoner with glee. They needed to stow him somewhere he wouldn’t be rescued, so that they could go help their friends deal with the rest of the male counselors.

Suddenly, Jenelle had an idea. She stripped off her camp t-short and shorts leaving herself in only a yellow string bikini. Jose couldn’t stop staring at the way that her amazing golden brown body glistened in the noon sun. Jenelle noticed Jose staring and she smiled to herself. She whispered something to Paula and Jose could see a huge smile crawl across Paula’s face. She nodded vigorously at what her friend was saying.

“Okay, up you go,” said Paula hauling Jose to his feet.

“I can’t move my legs, remember?” asked Jose snidely.

“So hop, like a bunny,” ordered Jenelle.

With the assistance of his two captors, Jose was able to hop down the pier and onto the passenger seats of one of the camp’s paddle boats. Jenelle climbed into the driver’s seat and Paula carefully climbed onto the back of the boat.  While Jenelle secured Jose’s feet together, Paula attached him to the front seat with more of the clothesline. When they were done, they did not think that there was anyway for Jose to get free without help.

Paula climbed off the boat and back to shore leaving Jenelle to paddle the boat.  The small lake in the camp grounds was great for swimming, but it only took about ten minutes to paddle out to the exact center. She looked over at her prisoner and gave him a wicked smile.

“What are you going to do?” asked Jose nervously.

“I’m going to swim back to shore,” said Jenelle proudly.

“What I’m supposed to do?” asked Jose.

“Work on your tan,” said Jenelle as she got up and dove right into the water, splashing Jose.

“You can’t leave me out here,” pleaded Jose.

“These can’t tip over, especially not on calm water on a calm day, and there are no other boats out here.  Enjoy yourself,” said Jenelle. “You’ll probably drift back to shore at some point. If not, I’ll send somebody out to get you.”

 

***

 

When Matt and John got back to their cabin, they were pissed. Pete and Shaun had been given the important job of defending their cabin against reprisals from the girls, but they were nowhere to be seen.

They carefully inspected their cabin just in case the girls did something more subtle to them.  They tore all the sheets and blankets off their beds and looked all around for any evidence of the girls being there. They didn’t think to check for their missing clothes.

“What the hell is wrong with those two?” asked Matt looking under his bed.

“If the girls found out what we did, they’d be out for blood,” said John.

“No shit. I think we’re okay, though.” Said Matt breathing a sigh of relief.

“I don’t think mom would like you using that kind of language,” said Matt’s little sister Kristine. She was eighteen years old—two years younger than Matt. John, who was only nineteen had a massive crush on her, but never acted on it or said anything out of respect for Matt.

Kristine was accompanied by her best friend Wendy Lo who was a very attractive Chinese girl with a bad attitude.

“What do you want twerp?” asked Matt.

“Where are the girl counselors?” replied Kristine. “We have crafts.”

“Well, they’re not here,” said Matt, “so beat it.”

“Hey look, we pay a lot of money for activities here. It’s bad enough Fendon has left us here with you losers, but all of our counsellors have run off and you’re all we have. You’re getting paid to do this, so start earning your paycheck,” said Wendy.

“Where the Hell do you get off talking to me that way,” barked Matt his nostrils flaring.

“John, can you please talk some sense into my brother,” pleaded Kristine giving her best puppy dog eyes. “We just want to do the crafts, we’re bored.”

“Well….” began John.

“It would mean a lot to me,” said Kristine moving right over to John and brushing up against him.

“Okay,” said John quietly almost under his breath.

“What? Are you crazy?!” demanded Matt.

“Come on Matt, it won’t be that bad,” promised John.

“Oh thank you,” said Kristine.

“You coming too?” asked Wendy.

“Sure, why not?” replied John.

“You know, I’m not any happier about having you leading the activity than you are leading it,” said Wendy sourly.

“What is it anyway?” asked John.

“Some kind of fashion thing,” said Wendy. “I don’t know. It beats sitting around all day.”

“Fashion? Really? Fuck,” cursed John.

The four of them went into the large central cabin which was used for serving meals as well as group activities. It was kind of quaint with the old wooden picnic tables and benches, but it also hadn’t been remodeled or even painted since 1988 and it was beginning to show the signs of age.

As John followed Kristine to one of the tables, he saw that the girls had all sorts of dresses, shoes, makeup, and even lingerie laid out. He had no idea what this activity was, but he was absolutely embarrassed by all the women’s clothing in the room. This was not the sort of activity he felt comfortable being in charge of.

“What are you supposed to do?” asked Matt.

“It’s a fashion show thing. I guess, it’s kind of like playing dress up,” replied Kristine.

“Aren’t you all like going to college in the next year or two?” mocked Matt.

“I know,” sighed a very tall girl with long blonde hair. “I’m going to Stanford in a month, but Fandon came out with the activities and he thinks playing dress up is what eighteen year old girls do now.”

“It’s not that bad, Jill,” said Kristine. “It kind of reminds me of me of when we were kids, but yeah it’s kind of stale.”

“You know what wouldn’t be stale,” said a petite black girl whose eyes seemed to constantly sparkle, “what if we dressed up those guys?”

“Oh yeah, Neka!” exclaimed Kristine. “That’d be great.”

“Uhm, I don’t think so,” said John nervously.

“Oh please, John!” pleased Kristine turning so that she was leaning on John and her hand was brushing against his chest. “You would be my hero.”

“It’d be way too embarrassing,” said John though everybody could see he was getting flushed from Kristine’s affections.

“Aren’t I worth a little embarrassment?” asked Kristine reaching over and picking up a makeup brush from the table. She playfully flicked John on the nose with it, smiling up at him.

“Okay fine, just nothing I can’t easily wash off,” begged John.

The girls all cheered and quickly set upon him. John was inwardly whimpering as the girls eyed him hungrily like a piece of meat. He couldn’t deny Kristine anything though.  He looked toward his friend, but Matt just shook his head in obvious disappointment.

“You’ll never catch me wearing makeup!” said Matt.

Kristine ignored her brother and appraised John’s face like an artist preparing to sculpt a lump of clay. She spoke to John, but more to the girls about the importance of a good foundation to cover any trace of facial hair and really make the eyes pop.

"That's exactly what I want. Your eyes and mouth show your emotion, you know,” said Neka.

Jill began to lay out a large assortment of product on the table in front of John, who was clearly too smitten with Kristine to object as she applied a liquid makeup and then began dusting on a loose powder. "Did you want to keep the eye brows?"

"Yes!" screamed John, snapping out of her spell in a panic.

"Can you just neaten them up without making them really narrow and arched?" Kristine asked Neka mercifully.

“What?!” asked John. “No!”

"Yeah, that's easy," she replied grabbing a tweezers and pulling out stray hairs from John’s brows. It did make him look more feminine, but his eyebrows wouldn't cause him to get any odd looks when he returned to life as a male.

“See? You don’t look that different,” said Kristine as she held up a mirror for him.

“Okay fine, but don’t do anything like that again without my permission,” warned John as Matt looked on disgustedly.

Next came a rather detailed discussion about colors and blending that John and Matt could scarcely keep up with. As Jill used a pencil to apply eyeliner, John couldn't help flinching from the sharp object tracing his eyes. The mascara and eyelash curler were only slightly less worrisome, but the girls managed to really bring out his eyes in a way that Kristine agreed was perfect for his face.

Matt snorted and wandered off while his little sister continued feminizing his friend. John felt like he had sat there for an eternity as Kristine and her friends applied makeup only to decide it wasn't quite perfect and cleaned it off to try something else.

John’s ordeal finally ended as Kristine finished putting a pink bubble gum lipstick on his lips and having him blot with a tissue. Neka held up a mirror so he could see his face.

“Okay, that’s weird to see,” said John. “I do kind of look like a girl I guess. Are we done now?”

“Almost,” assured Kristine as she lifted John’s shirt off of him. “Just a few more things I promise.”

Neka and Jill took a large padded mulberry colored bra and stuck his arms through the straps. “Oh geez, a bra too?” complained John.

“Relax,” said Jill as she fasted the bra behind his back.

After stuffing the bra with a couple of Nerf basketballs, Kristine selected a dark rose midi dress with long sleeves, a sexy thigh high slit, and a tight fit through the bodice. The dress was so form fitting that it really shocked John when he saw it over the stuffed bra.

“Are you done now, at least?” asked John. “I really feel ridiculous.”

“Just one more thing.”

As she said that, Neka and Kristine both took one of his arms and brought them together behind his back where Jill was able to zip-tie them. The girls stood back and high-fived each other on their successful mission even as John began to try and free himself from the plastic bands holding his hands together behind his back. “Hey! This isn’t funny!” he protested.

“Oh sweetie, it’s fucking hysterical,” said Kristine as she reached into a bag and pulled out an electric razor. She turned it on and it’s very buzz made John shudder. “We’re going to have so much fun.”

“Matt help!” called out John, but only when he looked over across the room, did he see Matt laying across a table, where he was bound and gagged while a half dozen girls were painting his fingers and toes, and doing his makeup.

“Silly sissy,” teased Jill. “Nobody is going to help you now. You’re in our clutches and it’s time to play dress up.”

“We play for keeps,” said Neka wrapping a belt just under John’s padded bra to pin his arms to his sides. The girls had timed it perfectly. They had waited until they had a bra and a dress on John before they restrained his wrists and arms. That meant that they were free to continue their makeover without interference and without worrying about how to get his dress or bra on over his bondage.

Kristine began to run the razor up his long legs until they were hairless.  The girls were well-prepared and even went as far as rubbing lotion on the legs afterwards to make them silky smooth. John just sat there helplessly pouting as the girls finished their work.

They put a pair of heels on his feet, which were small enough that a pair of Neka’s sandals fit him perfectly. After spraying him down with some very floral smelling perfume and placing a long straight blonde wig on his head, the girls led him over to the center of the cafeteria.  Still bound, he was sat on top of a table in the center of the room. As the female campers saw the counselor’s now feminized appearance they all began to laugh and whistle at John. He felt like he was a POW in some war between the sexes.

A few moments later, Matt was also escorted to the center of the room. When Kristine got a look of her now feminized brother, she couldn’t stop laughing at his appearance. He was clad in a black bardot crop top and wet look faux leather mini skirt. He struggled to walk in a pair of black thigh-high boots.

Kristine giggled at his heavily made up face and long black curly wig. John took a look back at his friend and decided that he got off easy.

“Just darling, big brother,” teased Kristine.

“Eat shit, Kristine,” replied Matt glaring at his sister.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said Kristine. “You’re not being a very good prisoner. I’d hate to have to punish you.”

“Okay boys,” said Jill. “Here’s the deal, if you cooperate, we’re going to tie you back to back sitting on top of that that table.  If you resist, we’re going to tie you face to face lying together on the door.”

“It’s your choice,” agreed Neka.

“Back to back,” mumbled Matt glumly.

“Oh no, if you want us to tie you back to back, I want to hear you both ask me nicely,” said Kristine. “Let’s hear it.”

“Please tie us back to back,” replied Matt.

“Yes, I’d like to be tied back to back,” agreed John.

“Alright, if that’s what you really want,” said Kristine.

Kristine grabbed a long piece of clothesline and ran around both boys tying them together back to back.  Their ankles were tied to the benches by the other girls leaving them immobile and helpless. 

They were warned that if they screamed or talked back that they would be gagged with their male underwear, so they stayed mostly quiet. Little did they know that there were few people who could have heard their screams and done anything about it.

 

***

 

Kyle was just walking back from hanging the girls’ underwear in the trees at the edge of camp.  What his friends didn’t realize is that he didn’t actually take any underwear from Wendy Fischer. He’d had a crush on her forever and the last two years they actually did something about it. He didn’t have the heart to steal her underwear and if he had stolen it, he certainly wouldn’t have been hanging such a valuable prize from the trees.

He walked into his cabin and was disappointed to see none of the other boys there.  This was not good. Shaun and Pete had been instructed to keep guard and even John and Matt headed back before he did. 

They all should have been there. What if the girls had concocted some sort of crazy revenge for stealing their underwear? Kyle climbed up onto his top bunk and took advantage of his privacy to begin rubbing himself through his pants. Even though he had refrained himself from touching Wendy’s underwear, he’d been horny since he was so close to it.

His phone beeped and he looked down to see that he had received a text from Wendy:

 

Wendy: Thanks for not messing with my underwear.

Kyle: I wouldn’t think of it.

Wendy: The girls are really pissed. They want Revenge.

Kyle: Not worried, there are more of us.

Wendy: Well, I’m neutral.

Kyle: I know.

Wendy: Since they’re gone. Do you want to come over?

Kyle: I don’t know.

Wendy: I’m wearing my teddy.

Kyle: I’ll be right over.

 

Buying lingerie seemed like such a gamble to Kyle when he did it, but he really wanted to take his relationship with Wendy to the next level. Besides, she did have a birthday at the beginning of camp and she seemed very appreciative of the gift. Kyle combed his hair and put on a cleaner shirt. He splashed on some cologne and rushed over to the girls’ cabin.

Just to be safe he peeked in through the window to see if this was some kind of ambush, but the coast appeared to be clear. He took a deep breath and walked through the door. He finally saw Wendy and she looked great in her tight t-shirt and short shorts, but she was most definitely not in the teddy.

He did see the teddy on her bed along with some very sexy stockings and a pair of skyscraper heels. He really wanted to see her in this outfit; there just wasn’t much privacy in the cabins.

“Hey Wendy, you’re looking good.  Are you sure this is safe?” asked Kyle.

“Yeah, it’s all good,” replied Wendy. “You’re safe.”

“Did you decide against the teddy?”

“Not exactly, only I’m not going to be the one to wear it.”

“You’re not?” asked Kyle.

“No,” replied Wendy. “You are.”

“I don’t understand. You want me to wear it?”

“Yes, you’re going to wear it, plus the other lingerie, plus makeup, and I’m going to style that gorgeous hair of yours into something more pretty,” explained Wendy softly as she strode up against her boyfriend and rubbed against him.

“Why would I do that?” asked Kyle.

“Because you like me and you want me to be happy and the other girls noticed I didn’t have my underwear violated. I promised them I’d take care of you and if I don’t they’ll be mad at me. You wouldn’t want that to happen, would you?” cooed Wendy.

“No, I guess not, but what do you mean take care of me?”

Wendy kissed Kyle softly on the lips embracing him with her arms as she did. She did so slowly and seductively before finally pulling away and smiling at him before continuing on.  “I know you had to notice that none of the other guys were at the cabin.  Didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I was just going to look for them when you texted me.”

“That’s because they’ve all been captured and dolled up already.”

“No way!”

“Yes, well except for Brad and Cole.  They’re next though.  We have all the others right now.”

“I can’t believe it.”

“It’s true. You can try texting or calling, but they won’t be over to reach their phones.”

“I have to call Brad.”

“Now, you don’t,” said Wendy touching a delicate manicured finger tip to his lips.  “You’re going to let me have my fun with you and since the other counselors are in the same boat it won’t be that humiliating. Afterwards, I’m going to make it all up to you. If you do what I want, you’ll get everything you had your heart set on for this summer. Please consider it.”

“I don’t know.”

“Aw come on, I will so make it worth your while,” said Wendy aggressively rubbing his cock through his pants.

“Alright, fun,” said Kyle now clearly flustered.

“Okay, go sit on my bed and take off your shoes and socks. I’m going to paint your toes,” said Wendy. Kyle let out a deep breath before doing as she said.  She sat across from him on a desk chair looking up at him and smiling as she dabbed coral nail polish on his toes.

“I can’t believe I agreed to this,” said Kyle.

“Relax, while that dries I’m going to do your fingernails.”

As Kyle looked down at his coral fingernails, Wendy couldn’t help laughing. “What I  do for you,” he said.

“You’re really going to like this part. I think your fingers are dry so you can strip now.”

“Strip?”

“Everything,” she said smiling seductively.

“I need to shave you,” she said.

“Oh God,” sighed Kyle.

Kyle could scarcely contain himself. Though she was fully clothed, being naked in front of Wendy had gotten him excited, but the way that she was so close to him had him entirely aroused. He could feel her breath. He could feel her breasts. Even the way that the razor glided so teasingly smoothly up his body as she removed all his body hair had him trembling.

“I think I’m going to need to do something about that,” said Wendy.

“Oh yes please,” begged Kyle.

“If you’re a good boy and cooperate with everything I tell you,” promised Wendy.

After Kyle had his body hair removed, Wendy helped him with his clothing. She began by sliding the thigh high stockings up his now smooth legs. The sensation of the silky material was driving him wild and Wendy used that to her advantage softly dragging the sheer material over his legs before putting them on him. She could hear him making barely audible moans at the sensation.

The heels that she had her boyfriend put on were totally outrageous. They had five-inch high heels and standing in them was difficult enough for Kyle. The idea of walking in them seemed beyond him even as Wendy helped him take a few faltering steps around the cabin.

Finally, Wendy helped him on with his teddy. He felt ridiculous to be wearing the item that he knew was extremely sexy. That’s why he had purchased it for Wendy after all. The high neck of the teddy covered up his lack of breasts while its keyhole opening exposed the area between where breasts would be. The red lace color just seemed to cry out sex. Kyle was so turned on.

Wendy sat on Kyle’s lap to do his makeup. The combination of the soft brushes on the skin, the girl he loved sitting on his lap with only a thin piece of material separating him from her body, the way she oozed sex when she moved, and the warm feeling of her breath on his body left Kyle beside himself with lust. He wanted to kiss her, but he knew she’d get pissed if he messed up his lipstick. “One more thing,” she said.

Wendy went over to the nightstand next to her bed and grabbed a coil of soft white rope.  She approached Kyle with a wicked look on her face.

“Wh-what’s that for?” he stammered nervously.

“It’s for you,” she said smiling coyly. “I’m afraid I need to tie you up for this.”

“You never said anything about that,” replied Kyle recoiling.

“Don’t you trust me?”

“Well yeah, but…”

“I did say I’d take care of you, right?”

“Okay, just not too tight,” pleased Kyle.

“Oops, almost forgot,” she said before retrieving a pair of falsies from the bed and stuffing them into the top of Kyle’s teddy. She couldn’t help, but be amused by his distraught expressing at suddenly having a pair of C cup breasts.  She maneuvered behind him and after planting several soft kisses on the back of his neck. He sighed heavily.

Kyle was surprised at how efficiently and securely Wendy was securing him. She crossed his wrists behind his back and then cinched the ropes. He felt very helpless even before she began running rope around his body to secure his arms to his sides.

“Okay, try to get loose,” said Wendy.

“I can’t,” replied Kyle.

“Really try.”

Kyle struggled against the bonds trying to pull his wrists free and slip out.  He knew he was thoroughly trapped and admitted it. “You got me good. Now, can you please take care of my erection? You make everything such a turn on.”

“Alright,” she said. “I did promise.”

Wendy walked over to her night stand again and grabbed a red plastic cup.  She looked inside and smiled.

“Wh-what’s that for?”

“Oh good, all the ice has melted,” she said picking up the cup. “I’m sorry, but you can’t wear that teddy with a big bulge.”

“No, you said you’d take care of it.”

“I am, honey. I like you and you’re fun. I hope we can pick up where we left off later, but I like my friends too and sisterhood is powerful as they say.”

“No!” exclaimed Kyle as Wendy dunked his dick into the ice cold water until it had completely shriveled up. Finally, Wendy used athletic tape to pull Kyle’s flaccid member behind him and tape it in place.

“No more bulge,” she said as she used her own panties to gag her deflated prisoner. “Now, we have a little walk to take.  I’ll go slow because I know those heels are a bitch to walk in.”

 

***

 

After finishing hanging up the girls’ underwear from the trees, Andrew and Chris went out looking for frogs. They had a fun follow up prank, and needed at least half a dozen frogs to carry it out. They eventually found four of them, but it took them awhile and they were a few hours behind everybody else returning to the cabin.

“What the Hell?  Where is everybody?” asked Andrew.

“Let’s find out,” said Chris pulling his phone from his pocket and texting Kyle.  The boys plopped down on their beds, but after five minutes, when there was no response from Kyle, they tried Matt, but again received no response.

“Just try them all.  I want to know what’s going on,” said Andrew.

One by one, Chris called all the other counselors.  They were both dismayed that nobody responded right away, but then they heard the ding of Chris’s phone going off. With Andrew reading the screen over his shoulder, Chris replied:

 

Pete: Hey Chris, if you’re looking for your friends, they’re a little tied up.

Chris: What are you talking about?

Pete: You’re next, Chris.  Is Andrew with you?

Chris: Not funny Pete!

Pete:  It’s not Pete. It’s D.J.

Chris: Why do you have Pete’s phone?!?!

Pete: You’re next.

 

“Shit!” exclaimed Chris. “Do you think that’s real?”

“Yeah,” replied Andrew. “That’s why we couldn’t get ahold of anybody else.”

“They say we’re next,” said Chris grabbing a baseball bat from a corner of the room.

“We’re sitting ducks here,” said Andrew. “Get your camping gear together.”

“Yeah, good idea,” said Chris.

Within ten minutes, the boys managed to stop looking out their windows long enough to get their gear packed and go running off into the woods. The camp itself was on a twenty-six acre property and they hoped that they could find a remote enough place that D.J. and the other girls would have a very difficult time finding them. They settled on a small clearing not far from the lake and kind of tucked away surrounded by large conifer trees.

As it would be dark soon, they started a small campfire and set up a small, but functional tent and prepared to hold out using all the survival skills that they had learned over their years at the camp. The fire was kind of warm during the summer evening, but the light was comforting. If the girls came around, they’d hopefully see them approach.

“You know,” said Andrew, “we should sneak back over to the main camp about one in the morning and see if we can figure out what’s going on.”

“Do you think they’ve got our friends locked up somewhere or something?” asked Chris.

“They would have answered otherwise, so this will be a rescue mission,” replied Andrew.

“Okay, I’m going to take a leak and then let’s figure out how we’ll do it,” said Chris getting up and walking to find a place to relieve himself. 

He walked about fifty yards away and peed against the side of a large tree. He hadn’t realized how long it had been and it felt good to expel all that waste.  He was gone for maybe five minutes.  As he relieved himself, he had a bright idea. As he walked back to the camp fire, he called out, “Hey, let’s see if we could kidnap some of the girls and do a hostage....”

He stopped talking suddenly when he realized Andrew was gone! In his place was a velvet plum colored dress that he guessed was somebody’s prom dress. On top of the dress was a note, which he immediately read.

 

One chance to do this the easy way---Take off your own clothes, and put everything on. Everything!.

 

Chris yelled, “Never!” before ripping up the note and tossing it in the fire.

He was angry now, but he was also all alone. He knew the girls were out there watching somewhere and toying with him, the way that cats do with mice.

He couldn’t deny the truth any longer. They had taken Andrew—who was larger than he was—quickly and efficiently without him even hearing it.  They could take him down any time they wanted to.

He picked up the dress and saw that there was even more stuff underneath it. Dark pantyhose, a padded black bra and panties, black wedge heels, and a brown wig that was close to his own hair color, and a brown paper bag. He paused and thought about it for a moment.  He hated to do this to himself, but the girls would probably get him much worse if he didn’t.

He stripped, then stepped into the panties and fumbled around with the bra.  Putting the pantyhose on was another challenge for Chris, but he did it before putting the dress on.  It was ankle length, but it had a long slit in it that showed his right leg all the way up to his thigh.

Once he was in the feminine clothes, he opened the brown paper bag.  There was a short piece of rope, a sleep-mask blindfold, and a pair of heavy handcuffs.  Wasn’t it enough that he put on the clothes they told him to?  There was a note in the bag as well and he pulled it out.

 

Sit down and tie your ankles together with the rope.  Do it securely. After that, put on the blindfold and lie on your stomach. Put on the cuffs behind your back and we’ll be by to pick you up shortly.

 

“Fine!” yelled Chris complying with the instructions on the note.

He grabbed the bag and took it over to a smooth patch of grass to reduce the chances of any bugs or spiders that lived in the woods crawling over him.  He tied his ankles somewhat securely and put the black blindfold on over his eyes.

He had second thoughts as he lied down, but still went ahead and put the heavy cuffs on his wrists.  He was thoroughly helpless now and he knew it. A few minutes later, Chris could hear the giggling girls approaching. He could tell that they were all there laughing at him.

“Chris, I always said you were the smart one,” said Paula bending down and tightening the cuffs.

“You avoided nail polish, a shaving, and a whole bunch of other mean things by cooperating,” agreed Wendy.

“Let’s get you back to camp,” said D.J. “We’re having a party and you’re one of the guests of honor.”

 

***

 

The guys were all escorted out by some of the senior camper girls and placed on their knees on the camp’s stage.  Sitting in front of them on five wooden chairs were the female camp counselors.  They had smug looks of satisfaction on their faces as the girl campers in the audience cheered for their counselors.

All of the male counselors still had their hands bound behind them, although some had been repositioned. It was nine o’clock now and that meant that Pete and John had been captured nearly ten hours ago.  The girls were happy to be in charge and humiliate their rivals, but they didn’t want to torture them…too badly.

The torches that lit up the stage and the audience gave the scene the appearance of warriors captured by a tribe of Amazons, except that these warriors weren’t wearing armor but dresses, heels, and makeup.

D.J. spoke, “Well, how’d that little prank war work out for you?”

“I hope you’ve learned the natural order of things,” said Jenelle.

D.J. went on, “Unless you want to spend the rest of summer bound and gagged, there are going to be some definite changes around here. This camp is about fifty years behind the times, and we’re going to bring it into the twenty-first century.”

Matt grunted into his gag in protest, but he could barely make a noise louder than a soft moan.

Diane continued, “We’re going to make a new schedule and you and your campers will be giving up some of the areas that you have monopolized because Fendon’s old fashioned way of running things.”

“For the foreseeable future,” said Paula. “This camp is under new management.”

The girl campers cheered.  As the boys peered out the windows of their cabins they cringed. None of them wanted to step out there and face the wrath of all these girls, but they knew changes were coming.

 




EPILOGUE

 

D.J. looked back in satisfaction as she walked past the stage, leading a group of campers to the archery range. The boys were working on the camp performance night.

“You’re not kicking in unison, boys,” yelled John.

“Your kicks aren’t nearly high enough either,” added Jose.

The two counselors were thrilled to be wearing camp t-shirts and shorts in the morning at least. At night the girls made the. wear other things, but for now they let them retain some dignity with their charges.

“What part of ‘one singular sensation’ are you not understanding?” asked John.

“Look this is important guys, let’s take it from the top,” said Jose.

They were doing the same show that they’d been doing since the 1970s at the camp. Eventually, any girls who wanted to join the production would be encouraged to fill out the cast, but if they just wanted to do archery or camp out in the woods, that was fine too.




[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

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

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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THE BASS PLAYER
WEARS PANTIES

A rock band finds themselves
short of a bass player, but he
may have just walked into the
music store that Chelsea works
at to try and shoplift a bass.
The only problem is, Chelsea’s
band FoxFire is exclusive
female.

Being an all girl band has some
advantages and they don’t
want to mess it up for a bass

= player, so they come up with a
| unique solution to their prob-

- lem, whether he likes it or not.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page
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I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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KYLIE GABLE CLAUDIA ACOSTA

CRLS:

THARTY YEARS OF FEMIMZATION AMD FRIEVDSHP

THE SISTERHOOD
of SISSIFYING

In 1988 two high school seniors
discovered they had the same
boyfriend. They got revenge the
best way they knew how--by
bringing in another friend and
feminizing him.

This friendship lasts through a life-
time of feminizing the guys that
foolishly piss them off and even
extends to the next generation
when they tutor their daughters on
how to forcibly feminize a guy. It's
bondage and bonding that lasts a
lifetime.
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.
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