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The Pack: Confessions of a Sissy Pet Book One Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

Legends never tell their own stories. That’s what they have bards for. That’s how was with The Pack. I think that’s why they kept me around—well that and for a boy I did look damn good in a dress and heels. They called me Emily for Emily Dickenson, but I don’t think they had any particular fondness for her writing so much as it was the only female writer that Tyson could think of. 

It was between the ages of fourteen and eighteen that I ran with The Pack, but our association went back years earlier than that. I was just an awkward twelve year old when Cindy and Jana Sutherland moved in across the street from me. I was hoping they had a boy my age because I never did make friends as easily as some. Unfortunately, my bad luck held true to form or maybe I lucked out. It’s hard to say. 

Crest Hill, Illinois wasn’t ready for those girls. We were just a sleepy little suburb of Joliet, which I always thought was a dump whether they got legalized gambling or not. The stupid boats just sat in the water anyway. It wasn’t like they could really go anywhere. You could actually see Joliet State Prison, or at least the fence surrounding it, from my backyard. 

Say what you will about The Pack, but they were a true sisterhood. From the first time they held me down for a makeover, I learned to fear them. I despised they way they would show off for each other sometimes with little acts of teenage cruelty, but they were a sisterhood. You had better realize that if you went after one of them, the rest would always have her back and if you did one of them a good turn, you were in good with all of them. For lack of a better term, I was their pet sissy. 

In those days they weren’t very nice to me as they put me in one humiliating outfit after another and bullied me into embarrassing and emasculating predicaments. Only Lisa Gates could tell me I was her little princess in that seductive way she had that left me unsure if she meant it as a joke, a flirtation, or a statement of fact. 

I honestly did feel like a princess sometimes when I was with them; a fact that I know my dad would have belted me in the jaw for. I was the only boy in a family full of girls and I was Aaron Belle Sr.’s one chance for the football hero he always wanted. The closest I ever got to that fantasy was making out with Plainfield High’s quarterback under the bleachers while the girls took video of it on a camcorder. 

I’m flipping through my old pictures of high school wondering where to begin. How did my hair that so many girls envied begin to recede before I was out of my thirties? I’d never fit into a size ten dress anymore either. I guess the easiest way is to just start with the names. 

The five members of The Pact were Lisa Gates whose dad was on the city council, Priscilla Diaz who hated the name Priscilla so everybody just called her Tyson because she could punch you like a heavy weight, The Sutherland sisters who were fraternal twins. It used to confuse everybody because they were such polar opposites of each other. Cindy was a pretty and refined introvert, while Jana was positively fearless. Matilda Werth was the final member of the group. She was fun loving and bubbly. The only blonde member of The Pack, she was totally into fashion and music. 

I guess that every good legend needs a beginning and every super team needs it’s origin. I’m both proud and ashamed of my part in bringing The Pack together. 

I was really immature as a teenager and when the Sutherlands moved in across the street I was smitten with Cindy immediately. I was outside washing the used Nisan 380-ZX that I had gotten for my sixteenth birthday just the week before. I loved that car and I wanted its bright red paint job to shine, but as focused as I was on that car, when the Ryder truck pulled in front of the Frazier house across the street, I had my attention immediately drawn to Cindy. She was reaching into the back of the truck to pull out a box and I couldn’t help, but stare at the way her tight jean shorts exposed her ample butt cheeks and her long shapely age. When she pulled the box out of the truck, her shiny black hair waved like she was in a shampoo commercial.  I was in love. 

I had no idea how to express what I was feeling.  When she looked over at me, I scowled and went back to soaping up the back fender. 

The next day I’m sitting in English class, when she walks into class. The teacher introduced her to the class as Cindy Sutherland and with a big smile, she waved to the class.  The teacher told us all to make her feel welcome and instructed Cindy to get a seat. Unfortunately, the only two empty seats were on either side of me. I guess I wasn’t all that popular. 

“Hey, you live across the street from me,” she said looking for a friendly face. “I’m Cindy.” 

“I know,” I said totally blowing her off. Inside my heart was pounding in my chest, but I had no idea what to do except to wipe my sweaty palms on my jeans and bring my focus up to the front of the class. 

If I had stopped there, it would have been a familiar story. Cindy was accepted and starting making friends. I kept trying to tear her down, but I just never could get much of a reaction out of her. 

I spent the next month staring at her from my bedroom window, walking home half a block behind her so I could watch her, and being downright mean to her in school. 

I tripped her in English class one day, I would slam her locker shut when I walked past, and I spread all sorts of malicious rumors about her. 




***

 

One day, she was wearing those shorts I liked so much when she was walking home with two other girls. I recognized one of them as her sister Jana, who was also very attractive, but unnoticed by me because of my focus on Cindy. The other girl was unknown to me, but I think I recognized her from school. I guess I never did make much of an effort to learn people’s names. 

Maybe because of those shorts I was following closer tha usually and when Cindy made a joke about our English teacher, I heard it and laughed out loud. Suddenly, the three girls stopped and glared at me. “What you think this some kind of reality show or something?” asked Jana. 

“No, I just overheard. I didn’t think it was that big a deal,” I said. 

“Well it was,” replied Jana. “You’re always spying on my sister too, you perv.” 

“It’s a free country, I can look at what I want,” I said. 

“Look, I’ve tried to be nice to you and you never let me. Everybody at school says you’re a creep and I can see why. Just leave me alone.” 

“Or else,” added Priscilla. 

“Or else what?” I asked feeling defiant. 

“Or else this,” said Tyson punching me right in the stomach. I was not expecting it and he punch was strong enough to knock the wind out of me. I doubled over. 

“Leave him alone, Tyson! He’s not worth it!” cried out Cindy. 

Holy Shit! This was Tyson? I’d heard of her. She was known for absolutely wrecking boys who were stupid enough to fight her and here I had gone and pissed her off. I saw my life flashing in front of my eyes before Jana pulled her away from me.  I was bent over and still trying to catch my breath when they turned and walked away. I thought I might throw up for a second, but the nausea passed and I watched the girls continue down the street. I didn’t want to get too close again. 



Arriving home, I was the only one there as usual. My sisters had so many extra curricular activities that they were rarely home before my mom returned from work at six-thirty. My dad soon followed at seven. 

It was a fairly cool day so the AC was off and the windows were open. I went upstairs to my bedroom and plopped down on my bed. Even though it hadn’t turned out the way I wanted, there was still something exciting about my confrontation with the three girls that excited me. Heck, at that age a rerun of the Golden Girls could excite me. 

I closed my eyes and imagined myself in a foursome. I was just about to complete my dirty deed when I heard a girl’s voice. She was laughing her head off. “Oh my God! I was right! The little perv is upstairs pulling his pud!” 

I had been discovered. Jana had climbed the tree outside my bedroom window and was looking right in my window. I flopped around trying to cover up myself, but I was so frazzled that it seemed to take forever. 

“It’s not what it looks like,” I called out. 

“Well, it doesn’t look like much,” taunted Jana. “How does it feel to be spied on?” 

“You’re trespassing. That’s our tree and you need to leave.” 

“No, you need to open the door and let us in or your reputation at school will be even worse. We’ll tell everybody you were masturbating about Tyson punching you and don’t even try and deny it.” 

“Fuck off!” 

“Do it or regret it,” she said. “It makes no difference to us, but be prepared to lose the few friends you do have.” 

“Can you please just leave me alone?” 

“It’s a free country, isn’t it?” she asked turning my own words around on me. 

“Fine, but you’re not staying long,” I said. 

I trudged downstairs wondering what the Hell they wanted. I opened the door and all three of them greeted me with big shit eating grins. 

“Nice place you have,” said Jana. 

“Yeah, it’s wonderful, what do you want? My sisters will be home soon,” I said. 

“Oh, I can see how it would be confusing for them to see you with girls. I’m sure that’s never happened before,” said Cindy. 

“I’ve got a girlfriend,” I objected. 

“Really?” asked Jana. “How come we’ve never seen her?” 

“Well, she doesn’t live around here,” I lied. 

“Does she live in Canada?” asked Tyson. 

“No,” I said. 

“Well, I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you finish what you were doing earlier,” said Jana. I could tell by the reaction of the other girls that this surprised them as much as it did me. 

“You were doing it before anyway and besides we’ll make your life a living Hell if you don’t.” 

“Fuck off,” I said. “I’m not doing it. Now get out.” 

Tyson approached me and got right up in my face. “Are you saying no?” 

“No, I just…” 

“You know, it sounds like you’re saying no to my friend. Is that what you’re doing?” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Good, now pull out your pathetic little thing and give us a show,” she said. 

I looked for sympathy in any of their eyes, but didn’t see it. I reached into my pants, but was stopped by Jana. 

“Get us some drinks, perv. It’ll give you a chance to build up your courage,” said Jana. 

I went into the kitchen to get some sodas, but when I returned Jana had left the living room and was in my parents’ bedroom. 

“Get out of there,” I demanded. “I’ll get in so much trouble.” 

“You’re already in trouble,” said Cindy. 

“Yeah with us,” agreed Tyson. 

“Relax perv,” said Jana. “I just wanted to find a camera so we could immortalize this moment.” 

“No!” I cried. 

“Oh my God, what else do you have?” asked Cindy. 

“Just a few things from his mom,” smirked Jana as she tossed a pile of shiny black material to me. There was a corset, panties, a garter belt, and stocking all in black, and a pair of my mom’s sexiest heels for good measure. 

“Well, what are you waiting for? Put them on sissy,” ordered Cindy. 

“I can’t,” I protested. 

“Okay, I’m done waiting for this pussy,” said Tyson advancing on me and pulling my shirt over my head. I was so cowed that other than flinching, I really didn’t react. She grabbed the corset and held it up to my chest spinning me around so I was facing away from Jana who began lacing me up the back. 

“It’s too tight,” I protested. 

“Don’t be such a pussy,” replied Jana tightening it even further. Cindy came over and began undoing my belt. 

Before long, they had me completely dressed in my mom’s lingerie. Cindy helped my feet into her heels and strapped them on me, while Jana adjusted the flab on my chest to fit perfectly into the corset’s cups to make it look like I had boobs. 

“Okay, it’s show time,  puta,” said Tyson. 

“Hold on one more second,” said Cindy. Now it was her turn to run into my parents’ room. I was going to be so dead. When Cindy returned she painted my lips with my mom’s cherry red lipstick, put her bright blue azure eye shadow on my eyelids and sprayed me down with about an eighth of a bottle of my mom’s knockoff Giorgio perfume. 

“Are we ready?” asked Jana. 

“Almost,” said Cindy removing the scrunchie from her hair and putting my own longish hair into a feminine high ponytail. “Now we are.” 

“Okay, let’s get it on,” said Jana holding up my mom’s camera. 

“I can’t,” I protested. 

“If you don’t, I’m going to drag you outside and lock you out of your house dressed just like that,” threatened Tyson. 

I reached into my pants and pulled out my dick. The girls immediately began laughing. I don’t know how many guys they’d seen naked before, but I didn’t think I was that small. Besides, they had to have seen it when they undressed me. 

“I still can’t get over how tiny it is,” giggled Jana. “It’s like a two year old.” 

“I wonder what his Canadian super model girlfriend thinks about it,” joked Tyson. 

“Maybe it’s bigger in Canada because they have the metric system,” replied Cindy making another zinger at my expense. 

I felt so humiliated and exposed, but something about that situation turned me on I guess because even though I was aware that Jana was taking photographs that would forever haunt me,  I was soon rock hard. The girls mockingly cheered me on. Soon I closed my eyes and with an audible gasp I came all over my mom’s panties. 

“Nice job sissy,” said Jana. “I can’t wait to see how you explain this to your mom.” 

“I did what you wanted. Can I please take this stuff off?” I begged. 

“Almost sunshine,” said Jana. “You don’t like being here in front of us in just lingerie do you?” 

“No, of course not,” I said crossing my arms in front of me. 

“Tell you what,” she said. “You said you have sisters, right?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Three of them.” 

“How old are they?” asked Cindy. 

“Nineteen, Seventeen, and Fourteen,” I replied. 

“Great!” said Jana. “Your mom’s clothes are too corporate—too boring. I want you to go into the Nineteen-year-old’s room. I assume you’re roughly the same size?” 

“Yeah,” I nodded. We were exactly the same size. 

“See, this is easy. Go into her closet and find her sexiest dress. Put it on and come back here,” ordered Jana. 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. 

“Cause we can,” said Jana. “Now go.” 

“And bring back a pair of pantyhose and a leather belt,” added Cindy. “Now march young lady!” 

“I never expected you to get into this so much,” commented Tyson. 

“I just love this power. It’s surprising me too, but I love it,” admitted Cindy. 

I went up the stairs to my oldest sister Kristine’s room. It was hard enough to walk on those damn shoes without adding stairs into the mix. If she knew I was doing this she would kill me. She actually had a lot of sexy clothes and I was very tempted to pull out some shapeless dress that mom bought her. I didn’t want to risk the girls realizing I had tried to pull a fast one on them. I decided to go with a little black dress that was very short with a trapeze skirt. I put it on and twisted around until I was able to zip it up the back. I was just about to go down stairs when I remembered the belt and the pantyhose. I grabbed a black leather belt out of the closet and a pair of suntan hose from her dresser. I didn’t like giving in, but those girls had a lot on me now and I just wanted them to leave. 

As I stumbled down the stairs, Jana whistled at me. “Looking good!” she called out. 

“Oh you sexy thing,” added Tyson. 

“Here I got the belt and the hose like you wanted,” I said. Cindy motioned for them and I handed the items to her. “Perfect, now turn around.” 

I did as I was told and was taken by surprise when Tyson and Jana grabbed me and bent me over the couch pulling my hands behind my back. Cindy took the pantyhose and began tightly tying my wrists together behind my back. 

“You can’t do this,” I grunted. 

“We just did,” said Jana as Cindy knotted up the pantyhose. I was then pushed down to the floor and Cindy used a belt to strap my ankles together. There was enough extra material in the pantyhose binding my wrists that Cindy was able to put me into a very effective hog tie. My own belt was used to strap my arms together and as a final indignity my smelly sweat socks were shoved into my mouth and tied in place with one of my dad’s ties that they must have gotten when I went upstairs. 

“Mmmph!” I complained, but nothing really came out. 

“Well, you have a fun afternoon,” said Cindy. 

“I can’t wait to get these pictures developed,” said Jana pulling the film from my mom’s camera. 

“You’re fucked,” laughed Tyson and just like that the three girls left me helpless on the floor. 

I hadn’t been lying to the girls about my sisters coming home soon. They all had their own places to be. 

Kristine was working at the mall, Angie would be at basketball practice, and Melissa was probably hanging out with her friends someplace. She was a wildcard. She could be bursting in the door any moment, but I guessed that Kristine would be the first one home. It didn’t matter who found me like this. It wouldn’t be good. 

I flopped around on the floor trying to undo the bonds holding me in place. The stockings made my legs kind of slippery, but there was just no way to slide them through the belt with those shoes on. There was also no way to take off the shoes with my wrists bound behind me. I had hoped that I could just break through the pantyhose, but they were surprisingly strong. There was  knot that I could reach, but it was pulled so tight that untying it was just an impossibility. I was tied too well to slip my wrists through the bonds as well. I was stuck. 

I spent the next twenty minutes flopping around on the floor like a beach whale. I could hear the girls’ laughter coming from across the street. I was devastated by the pictures they had of me, but I couldn’t afford to waste any time thinking about that when someone was sure to come home and discover me if I didn’t get myself out fast. 

I knew that the only way I was going to get my hands free was to somehow cut through the pantyhose binding them, but in a hogtie, I was unable to get to anything sharp. 

I soon discovered that by rocking myself I could move slowly forward like a breakdancer doing the worm only much slower. I spent the next 10 minutes propelling myself towards the kitchen at a sped of about o.1 miles per hour. I was just to the side door, which was right in front of the kitchen when I heard foot steps coming up the back walk. It had to be Kristine. 

I began to panic. I wasn’t fast enough to run and there was no place to hide. I prepared to face the inevitable. I still wasn’t ready for when my oldest sister opened the back door and saw me feminized and hogtied. 

“Holy shit! What the Hell were you doing, David?” she asked. 

“I can explain,” I blurted out. 

“Then I’d like to hear—What the Fuck! That’s my dress. I love that dress.” 

“It’s not what it looks like,” I protested. 

“Are you going to tell me somebody broke in and made you dress up like this?” 

“No...Well kind of,” I said. 

“So if I were to hike up your skirt, I wouldn’t find your underwear soaked. Just tell me now because neither of us want that to happen,” she said. 

“Well yeah, but…,” I paused. 

“You are such a pervert!’ she said. “How long have you been doing this?” 

“Kristine, please. I’ll answer all your questions, but pleae untie me and let me change now. Angie will be home soon.” 

Kristine thought about it for a moment and then knelt down over me. I felt her undo the hogtie and as my feet flopped back down to the ground, I breathed a sigh of relief. Next, she unstrapped my ankles. It felt great to be able to wiggle them around again. 

My relief was short lived, however. She helped me up to my feet and when I turned my back to her and held up my wrists, rather than helping to untie them, she snapped the belt that had been around me ankles right into the tender flesh of my butt cheeks. 

“Ow! What are you doing?” I protested. 

“I want answers and I figure that the best way to get them is to keep you in this humiliating predicament until you talk. We’re going to go upstairs to my bedroom where we won’t be disturbed.” 

“Just untie me and let me get changed first and I’ll tell you everything,” I protested. 

“Not a chance,” she said. “Now get moving unless you want Angie to think she has a new sister.” 

I led the way as we walked into her bedroom. “You’re making this more difficult than it has to be,” I said. 

“You need to learn to walk in heels,” was her only response. 

I sat down on her desk chair and she sat down on the bed across from me. 

“You’re making a mistake,” I said. 

“Keep your ankles together,” she snapped. “I don’t want you flashing me. Now how long have you been wearing my clothes? I’ve seen things moved around before, but I just assumed it was Angie and Melissa.” 

“This was the first time,” I swore. “Did you see those girls across the street when you came in?” 

“I didn’t really notice them,” she replied before looking out her window and seeing the three girls on the front porch across the street. They noticed her and waved so she waved back. 

“They’re the ones who did this to me,” I said. 

“Did you actually let them play dress up with you? You must have a major crush. Which one is it? They’re all kind of cute. 

“I didn’t let them do anything,” I snapped. 

“So what? They made you dress up?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“That’s so twisted. I kind of like it, but how did they do it?” 

“That one Mexican girl,” I said. “They call her Tyson.” 

“She likes chicken?” 

“No, she beats up guys,” I said. 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“No, it’s true.” 

“So she beat you up?” 

“Not exactly, but she threatened me,” I said. 

“Well in that case, you should probably talk to the dean about it when you get to school tomorrow,” she suggested. 

“Are you kidding me? If I do that, it’ll go around the school and I’ll be a total outcast,” I said. 

“Yeah, you’re pretty close to that already.” 

“I know,” I said. “Please untie me and help me clean this up before anybody gets home.” 

“Okay, but you owe me. Start with a shower because you smell like a $5 prostitute. I assume you’ve been in my underwear drawer?” 

“No, it’s mom’s underwear.” 

“Mom’s! Oh this just keeps getting better and better.” 



Kristine really came through for me, she helped me get that damn corset off and cleaned up downstairs carefully putting mom’s stuff away while I took a shower in the upstairs bathroom. I was coming out in my bathrobe just as Angie was walking past looking tired from practice. 

“Oh my! An afternoon shower? That’s two in one day. What’s her name?” 

“None of your business, twerp,” I said brushing right past her. 

I made up my mind to stay clear of the girls. I would get revenge, but I wasn’t going to face all three of them at once and I’d wait for the perfect opportunity to get back at them. This wasn’t something to rush into. 

I walked a different way to school and avoided the girls, but then when I went into the building and walked over to my locker, I was soon joined by my tormentors. 

“Hey girl, are you wearing your panties?” asked Jana. 

“Or your mommy’s panties?” added Tyson. 

“Leave me alone,” I demanded. “You had your friend.” 

“Oh no princess, our fun is just beginning,” said Jana. 

Tyson grabbed me in a bear hug from behind pinning both my arms to my side. She really was strong. It felt like my arms were trapped in a vice. Jana came over and put me in a headlock to keep my head stationary while Cindy advanced on me with a lip gloss. She applied it heavily on my lips and told me to smack my lips demonstrating how to do it. 

Of course I refused, but with both Tyson and Jana tightening their grips, I finally gave in and did as instructed. 

“Very good doll face,” said Cindy. “Now keep it on all day.” 

“I can’t wear lip gloss all day,” I protested. 

“Just tell everybody it’s  chapstick,” suggested Cindy. “It’s just gloss. There’s no color to it. So what if your lips are a little shiny.” 

“Easy for you to say,” I said. 

“Well,” I heard Tyson behind me say, “you really don’t have a choice so get used to the idea.” 

“Fine, just let go of me.  Why are you doing this?” I asked. 

“We thought you needed to learn a lesson and we really enjoy it too,” replied Cindy. “It’s kind of win win.” 

Jana released me from the headlock and said, “Don’t forget, that stays on all day or there will be repercussions.” 

“Serious repercussions,” agreed Tyson as she also released me. The girls walked down the hallway away from me as the school continued to fill up with new arrivals. A group of senior girls walked past me and laughed out loud when they noticed the gloss. “Very pretty,” said one of the girls making a kissing face at me. That did it, I practically ran into the bathroom to wipe the lip gloss off of my face. 

During our second half of lunch, we’d all go outside while they cleaned the cafeteria. Sometimes, I’d just spend the time hanging out with one of my friends, but a lot of times I’d just be alone.  Today was one of those days. 

I should have known better than to be on my own after I had wiped off the lip gloss that I was told to keep on. I was sitting on the top of an old wooden picnic table by the football field totally oblivious to my situation. 

Sure enough, my daydream was interrupted by the ominous voice of Jana. “How nice to see you, princess,” 

she greeted me cheerily. I wasn’t fooled by the cheerful voice. I looked back and saw that Cindy and Jana were with her. They sat on either side of me while Jana stood facing me. Her facial expression looked like trouble

“I see you’re missing your lip gloss, Davy,” teased Jana. “Did you find a cute boy and kiss it all off?” 

“I couldn’t keep the lip gloss on. People could see it,” I said. 

“Well duh,” replied Tyson. “People noticing your lips is the whole reason for wearing lip gloss.” 

“It’s a shame you’re so disobedient,” said Cindy. “You make a lovely little girl.” 

As the girls giggled at her comment, I became increasingly uncomfortable. My discomfort only got worse as Cindy inched a little closer to me while reaching into her purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick. A sudden fear swept over me as I eyed the lipstick tube like it was a snake ready to pounce. This was no gloss; this was bright candy apple red lipstick. “It’s sure a good thing that we’ve got our girlfriend covered. We wouldn’t want you to be embarrassed by having boring lips with nothing on them.” 

She continued her monologue while she leaned over and brought the lipstick to my lips. I retracted my head, at which point Tyson grabbed the back of my head holding me in place. 

“Hold still, doll face,” continued Cindy. 

She applied the lipstick, much to the amusement of her friends. Why were they still feminizing me? Hadn’t they had enough? 

“That’s a good little girl, Davy; now hold still while I put on a little blush.” She looked at me closely. “On second thought, you are already blushing so much it’d be wasted on you. You look so pretty. Here, have a look.” 

Cindy opened up the compact from her blush and held a little mirror in front of my face. I was dismayed to see a feminine looking boy or a masculine looking girl with bright red lipstick and very red cheeks. I looked around, and felt fortunate that no one else had witnessed my latest humiliation. But Jana, as though reading my mind, took care of that in short order. She pointed to a group of girls standing and talking to each other about twenty feet away. As I looked closer, I realized it was the seniors who saw me with the lip gloss on earlier. “Do me a favor, Davy, and go over and ask if any of them have any eye shadow you can use. If you come through with some eye shadow, I’ll leave you alone and let you wipe off the lipstick. If you don’t? Well, we’re going to make you keep the makeup on all day and wear makeup to school for the rest of the week,” said Jana. 

“You know we can do it too,” added Tyson. 

I tried to find a way out of the predicament. “Please girls, I’m really sorry for being a jerk to Cindy. I promise it won’t happen again.” 

Jana would have none of it. “Go you little bitch, before I put you over my knee and give you a spanking and it will be one you will not forget.” The girls laughed yet louder. I needed no more prodding. I reluctantly made my way over to the group of girls. I decided to take the direct approach and not show any fear. 

“Excuse me,” I said, as I got close. “Do any of you have any eye shadow?” I tried to fold my lips inside my mouth in an effort to hide the lipstick. For a moment I was successful. 

“Why do you want eye shadow?” asked one of them, a petite brunette. Her eyebrows were furrowed in confusion. 



“Don’t you recognize our little lip gloss boy from this morning?” asked the girl who was making faces at me by my locker. 



“Oh yeah,” said a tall redhead. “I recognize the little  Barbie doll now.” 

“It’s for my friends over there.” I pointed to the girls and folded my lips again. This did two things; both of them were not at all good for me. One, while speaking, I exposed my newly painted lips to the four seniors. 

Secondly, when I pointed out the girls the seniors turned and saw my three tormentors laughing heartily while observing our little transaction. The seniors weren’t dumb and they quickly sized up the situation. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that I was the victim of some kind of hazing. The faces of the senior girls lit up. They pounced on the opportunity to join in the fun. 

“Come on now, ‘fess up, the eye shadow is for you, isn’t it?” asked an African-American girl who was the fourth member of the group. 

“N-no, really,” I stammered, “It’s for my friend. Please, can I just get some?” My cheeks were burning furiously from all the blushing I was doing. The girl who made the faces was enjoying herself. It seems that almost everyone at the school had a mean streak. 

“How cute,” said the girl who made the face, “He’s like a little schoolgirl, wearing lipstick and blushing like that. I’ll tell you what; you can have some eye shadow if you let me put it on you.” 

”No way!” I refused. 

“Then you don’t get any eye shadow.” 

I looked back at the girls who had sent me over and I knew I had better come back with the eye shadow. 

“Okay,” I shrugged resigned to my fate. 

She eagerly reached into her purse and produced some light blue eye shadow. When she reached up with the applicator, I instinctively closed my eyes. While she applied it, I could hear Cindy, Jana, and Tyson in the distance laughing hysterically. I heard the African-American girl squeal, “Oh shit, I can’t believe this!” Indeed, neither could I. When she was done, the mean girl stepped back to admire her effort. 

“Oh yes, little Cinderella, you look lovely for your prince.” Again, the girls had a fit of giggles at my expense. 

I had had quite enough, and turned to walk back over to my other tormentors. “Thanks for coming by, cupcake. Be sure to come by if you need to borrow anything else. I have a dress that would look stunning on you.” 

I walked from four giggling girls to three wildly laughing ones. As I approached them, the bell sounded, signaling the next class. 

“You can go clean up, Davy,” said Cindy through tears of laughter as she handed me a Kleenex. “But from now on, you wear panties to school and I’ll be checking. Do you got that?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“That’s yes ma’am,” snapped Tyson. 

“And curtsey when you say that,” added Jana. 

“Yes ma’am,” I said awkwardly trying to approximate a curtsey. 

“You’ll have to work on that,” said a giggling Cindy. 

I quickly wiped off the lipstick and ran straight to the bathroom, which fortunately was empty. I used the liquid soap in the bathroom dispenser to wipe off the eye shadow. I just shuddered with angst thinking about having to wear panties tomorrow. 

The rest of the day could have been described as uneventful except that I was so on edge. I had expected my ordeal to be over after they left me dressed and hogtied in my living room. Now they were expecting panties. I did the math and figured if I kept the pair from my mom that I had already worn, I’d only have to borrow four pairs from my remaining three sisters. There were always laundry mishaps. If a pair or even two went missing, there was no reason to think that they’d ever blame me. 

Unfortunately, borrow the panties was easier said than done. When I got home after school, I was again the first one to arrive. I crept upstairs and entered Angie’s room. I opened her underwear and looked down at her huge collection of panties. She’d never miss one pair. Unfortunately, a huge wave of revulsion came over me. Stealing my own sister’s panties would make me just as big a perv as they said I was. Wearing them would probably make me worse. Throughout the evening, I kept thinking that I could borrow just one pair of panties I’d be okay, but I couldn’t. 

Instead, I washed the pair I had from my mom in the sink. Even I had some standards and the girls had made me soil them. Because I couldn’t hang them to dry for fear of being discovered, they were still rather wet in the morning, but I didn’t have a choice. I went to school in the damp panties. 

 

I spent the day jumping at shadows and trembling with fear anytime I went to a common area where the girls could be. Instead of going outside for the second half of lunch, I got a library pass. I thought that I had successfully avoided them all for the day mostly by avoiding my locker, but it wasn’t to be. Just as I was leaving at the end of the day, I walked past the gym and was immediately dragged into the girls’ locker room by Tyson. “Going somewhere?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I was going home,” I said. “The day’s over.” 

“That depends,” said Jana her sister at her side. “Did you do what we told you to do?” 

“Yes,” I said nervous at being in the no man’s land of the girls’ locker room.” 

“Then prove it,” said Tyson. “Drop trou and show us.” 

“Here?” 

“No, at the fifty yard line of the football game Friday night,” said Jana. “Do it.” 

Shamefully, I pulled down my pants and revealed my panties. “There are you happy?” 

“Those look like the panties we found for you the other day,” commented Cindy. 

“They are,” I replied as I pulled my pants back up. 

“We specifically told you to borrow a pair.” 

“Well yeah, but--,” I took off running for the door, but Tyson was on me before I took two steps. She used my momentum against me and slammed me into the wall. I only hit it with my shoulder, but the force of the impact knocked me off of my feet and she quickly pounced on me. She hauled me to my feet and twisted my right arm high up my back while her other arm snaked around my neck putting me in a choke hold. 

“What should we do with little bitch boy here?” she asked. 

“Bring him over here to the bench,” suggested Jana. Tyson forcefully sat me down as Jana began opening the unlocked lockers. 

“What are you doing?” asked Cindy. 

“I’m looking for something,” she said. “Go grab the  Ace bandages from in front of the coaches room,” 

instructed Jana. 

Soon after Cindy returned with an armful of the ominous looking bandages Jana proclaimed, “There it is!” and proudly held up an old pink sports bra from the bottom of one of the lockers. 

In short order, Tyson had stripped me down to my panties and Jana fastened the bra around my chest stuffing it with some of the bandages. The girls used practically all of the athletic bandages to restrain me to the bench. 

When they were done I couldn’t move an inch from the position they had bound me in, which was lying on the bench with my arms anchored to my sides.  I also couldn’t see anything and I was very thoroughly gagged. 

The last sound I heard was Cindy saying, “Next time we give you an order, you had probably better obey it. 

We may not be so nice next time. Well, have fun. I think the girls basketball team should be in here in about half an hour. I bet they’ll just love your cute little bra and panties.” 

For the next fifteen minutes I struggled, but made absolutely no progress. I didn’t hear her enter, but I felt her begin undoing my restraints. “Well, this is interesting. Let’s see who we have here,” she said. 

Her voice was familiar, but I couldn’t pinpoint it without seeing it. Neither of us had anyway to know it, but that chance encounter probably forever changed both our lives in ways we could never have imagined. 

“Hello Dave,” she said recognizing me at least. “Nice panties.” 

“Hi Lisa,” I replied. 
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I had been tied up in just a bra and panties in the girls locker room. Once I realized that there was no way out of my bonds, I had resigned myself to an extremely humiliating afternoon when Lisa Gates found me. 

Lisa was a total outcast at school. Her father was on the city council and he sucked at it. People blamed him for casting the deciding vote on a sales tax increase and the students were especially mad that he championed a bill cracking down on bars that served underage drinkers. 

Lisa had been one of the more popular girls in her class before her father was elected. When old friends turned their back on her she felt devastated and torn because of her love for her father. She was cute enough girl, but no guy wanted anything to do with her just in case her condition was contagious. 

“So how did you wind up here?” asked Lisa. 

“Long story,” I said. “I don’t suppose you’d untie me. 

“Sure, why not,” she said. 

I was just about to breathe a sigh of relief when we both heard the sound of female laughter. Two girls on the basketball team were entering the locker room. Lisa worked really quickly to cover the upper half of my body up with a blanket and throw her duffle bag over my feet. She sat between me and the doorway to block as much view as she could. 

“Hey, are you ready for practice?” she asked nervously. 

“That’s why we’re here.” 

“Awesome, I’ll see you out on the court,” replied Lisa. 

“Whatever.”  The girls continued to the other side of the locker room ignoring their oddly behaving teammate. 

“That was close,” said Lisa

“You’re telling me,” I replied. 

“I don’t have extra clothes for you and the rest of the team will be here any moment.” 

“What am I going to do?” I asked. 

Lisa thought about it for a moment, “Well I can’t really get you out of here yet, but I have an idea. You’re really going to hate it.” 

“Does it involve me being tied to this bench?” I asked. 

“No, it doesn’t mean that at least,” she said. 

“Then I’m in,” I said. 

She untied me as quickly as she could knowing that her teammates could be arriving any moment now. The girls hadn’t made it easy for her and I wished that she could just cut me loose, but there was no knife or scissors nearby. Eventually she got through all the knots and helped me up. 

“Now what?” I asked. 

“In you go,” she said opening a locker. 

“What?!” I asked. Before she could even answer we heard more girls approaching and she swiftly slammed the door shut before turning and greeting them. When they had passed she whispered to me, “I’m sorry, but it’s dangerous for you to be out in the open. I’ll fake being ill during the middle of practice and come in to get you when the coast is clear.” 

“Please hurry, this is a really tight squeeze,” I said. 

“I’m going to put my lock on here just so no one else uses this. I’m sorry,” said Lisa. 

For over an hour I stewed in that tight locker. It wasn’t completely horrible as I got to watch two of the later basketball players changing. I concluded that Melanie Trumbo was even better looking with her clothes off and was probably the best looking girl in the school. I also discovered that Pamela Lucas stuffed her bra. Still, it was with a deep sigh of relief that I saw Lisa return for me. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t get away earlier,” said Lisa. “Do you know what they did with the rest of your clothes?” 

“They took them with them,” I said. “We’ll probably find them hanging on a light pole.” 

“Well, you get to wear my basketball uniform out then. Turn your back to me,” she instructed. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I had just seen two of her teammates naked. 

She slipped her school clothes back on and handed me her basketball uniform. I didn’t even think to remove my bra and panties, which caused her to give me an odd look. 

“Okay, let’s get out of here,” I said. 

“My car is just outside. I didn’t want to have to walk too far after practice,” she said. 

I wasn’t out of the woods yet. Being discovered leaving the girls locker room could get me in a lot of trouble or being caught in a Lady Tiger basketball jersey could get me a world of humiliation. Lisa checked to make sure the coast was clear and then I followed her out and into her car. 

“I really owe you for doing this,” I said. 

“Yeah, you kind of do,” she said. “I’m going to have those girls after me now for letting you go.” 

“Well fuck them,” I said even as the thought of Tyson punching Lisa made me squirm. 

“I’ve said that about too many people,” she said. 

“Cause of your dad?” I asked regretting it as soon as I said it. 

“Of course,” she replied. 

“Well, I don’t want to add to your troubles,” I said. 

“It’s a little late for that now though, isn’t it? It’s not like I could tie you back up in the locker room, even if I wanted to.” 

“You don’t, do you?” 

“Nah, I’m not that mean,” she said. “I just wish I knew where they were.” 

“Oh that’s easy,” I said. “Jana and Cindy live across the street from me and they have the place to themselves after school so they hang out there.” 

“Every day?” 

“No, sometimes they go to the mall or just chill at the park, but usually,” I said. 

“Well, I guess it really doesn’t matter. I’ll take you home, but I need the uniform back. I don’t dare miss practice tomorrow.” 

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you don’t look like much of a jock.” 

“I play point guard. I’m not one of the big girls banging it around inside,” she said. 

“Makes sense. Turn left on Larkin,” I said. 

“What house?” asked Lisa following my directions. 

“The third one from---Oh shit!” I exclaimed. 

“What?” 

“My sister Angie is home. She can’t know about this,” I said ducking down so that nobody could see me through the window. 

“Okay fine, I know this is awkward, but which one of these houses belongs to Jana and Cindy’s family?” 

“It’s the light blue one on the opposite side of the street.” 

Lisa slowed down so that she could take it in. “I think they’re home.” 

“Another reason not to stop,” I said. 

“You remember when I shoved you in that locker?” 

“Yeah it was only like fifteen minutes ago when you let me out,” I said. 

“Think you can trust me one more time?” she asked. 

“I don’t like the way you say it, but so far you’ve been the only friend I’ve got,’ I said. 

“Great, what size are you?” 

“Size?” 

“Dress size and shoe size.” 

“Oh Hell,” I sighed. 




***

 

“I really am sorry,” she apologized, “but I think it’s the best way to get them off your back. Obviously, you’re helping me out too.” 

“I don’t really see how this helps me and I’m scared as Hell to face them all again, you have to know that.” 

“I do, just have some faith,” she said

I could see that having a politician for a father must have rubbed off on Lisa. Somehow she had convinced me to let her dress me up in full drag and tie me up.  She even convinced me to let her to put a dog collar around my neck.  It was going from bad to much worse, but she convinced me that it was the only way to really improve my situation. 

Lisa shoved a clean pair of purple panties in my mouth and slapping a piece of duct tape over it. It looked like a gag, but anybody determined enough could use their tongue to dislodge it. My hands were already tied behind my back. What was it that all these girls knew how to tie a guy up? Lisa then clipped a leash on the dog collar around my neck. “It’s now or never,” she said helping me out of the car. 

I was so worried about my sister seeing me bound and led on a leash in Lisa’s Wonder Woman Halloween costume that I almost stopped worrying about the girls waiting for me inside. 

When Lisa decided to dress me up to see the girls, she didn’t just go looking for a dress that would fit me. She tore apart her closet to find the most humiliating outfit to put me in and this Wonder Woman outfit fit the bill in spades. She assured me it was necessary for what was next so on went the bustier and short shorts. 

“Can we walk a little quicker?” I asked. 

“I’m surprised you can keep up in those boots,” she said. “Your legs really do look great by the way.” 

Lisa led me up the steps to the front porch and rang the doorbell. Jana obviously sprinted to answer the door, but was very surprised to see us. 

“Lisa? What’s going on?” she asked. 

I could see Jana and Tyson looking at us from the living room. The confused looks on their faces soon gave way to laughter. 

“Get them in here,” called out Tyson. “I want a better look.” 

“Oh my God! This is so awesome,” cheered Cindy. 

Jana opened the door and Lisa took on a different attitude. I could see it in her walk and the way she carried herself. “Well, I see I have you to thank for my new sissy. I wanted to come here and show my gratitude in person.” 

“We didn’t give him to you,” said Tyson. 

“Well that’s embarrassing,” said Lisa. “I saw him tied up in his little bra and panties and just assumed he was there for whoever wanted him—gift wrapped even.” 

“Sorry Lisa, he was supposed to borrow some panties and he didn’t, so we had to show him his place,” 

explained Jana. 

I was completely flatfooted when Lisa kicked me in the back of the knees and dropped me to my knees. It hurt badly enough that I actually shouted into the gag. 

“I like to make sure he knows his place too,” said Lisa. 

“You know, we don’t actually own him. We just make him do stuff,” said Jana. “It’s not like he has a pink

slip.” 

“So let’s share him. There’s no reason that we both can’t be make him do what we want. I think Lisa’s definitely in the spirit of things,” said Cindy. 

“You think too small,” said Lisa. 

“What are you talking about?” asked Tyson. 

“Look, guys our age are jerks, right?” said Lisa. 

“Yeah, that’s pretty much old news,” agreed Cindy. 

“Well, they also are terrified of losing their fragile grip on masculinity,” continued Lisa. “So why not give our little Wonder Woman here to me. I don’t know what he did, but I’m sure you can find another boy who is equally deserving of being a girl.” 

“This isn’t like it’s our thing,” said Cindy. 

“It could be,” said Lisa. “You have to admit, it’s a lot of fun.” 

“It is,” said Tyson. 

“Okay,” said Cindy. “It’s a fun thought, but we have one sissy and we  are not going to stop having fun with him, but you’re welcome to join in.” 

“That seems fair to me,” said Lisa. 

Things didn’t quite work out the way that I had wanted them to. Not only would Jana, Cindy, and Tyson still torment me, but now Lisa was joining in too.  She later told me that it was so that she could keep them convinced that she was on their side, but I could tell she was enjoying it. The one change was that while they were still feminizing me, there seemed to be much less malice in it all. 

They did return my clothes to me and allow me to wipe away the makeover that Lisa had done to my face before I left. As I walked down the front steps hoping that all vestiges of my feminization were gone, Jana called after me. “Don’t forget panties tomorrow and for being so difficult, you can either wear a bra or pantyhose. It’s totally up to you.” 

When I got back over to my house, I ran straight up to my room and locked the door. I dove onto my bed and tried to figure out what had just happened to me and what I was going to do about it. Before long, I was reaching into my pants and playing with myself through the panties. Now, don’t read too much into this. Like many young men my age, I was afflicted with a constant need to masturbate. I was surprised that my right arm wasn’t twice the size of my left from all the extra workout it was getting. 

I know that a lot of readers would probably start suspecting that I liked what was happening to me. That’s way too easy to say. I hated being emasculated this way and I hated having these mere girls with so much power over me. I also loved the attention I was getting from girls who would normally not look twice at me. I was completely and totally conflicted. 

Even though I did like the attention, I didn’t want to deal with the consequences of disobeying the girls again tomorrow. I took a deep breath and walked down the hall to Kristine’s room. 

“Hey sis,” I said knocking on her open door. 

“I know that tone usually means you want something,” she said looking up from the Cosmo she was reading while sprawled on top of her unmade bed. “What is it?” 

“I’m in deep trouble,” I said. 

“Is it about the other day?” she asked. 

“Yeah,” I replied nodding my head. 

“Are those three girls still picking on you?” 

“Well, it’s four now.” 

“Wow, Dave you sure make friends quick,” she said. 

“I know, but I’m a dead man walking if I don’t do what they want.” 

“I don’t suppose there’s any way I can get you to just go to the Dean about these girls?” 

“I can’t,” I said. “It would only make it worse.” 

“Suit yourself,” she said. “You do make a cute girl, but stick to dresses. You don’t have the ass for pants.” 

I frowned at her comment, but soon remembered that I needed her help and changed my expression. “I need to borrow some panties and some pantyhose.” 

“Oh gross, no way,” she replied. 

“I know sis, but if I don’t borrow a pair of pantyhose and panties to wear tomorrow, they’re going to really mess with me,” I said. 

“Tell the damn Dean,” she replied. 

“I can’t,” I said. “Please Kristine.” 

“I’d love to help you, but I will not wear my underwear after you have worn it,” she said. 

“I’ll buy it from you,” I said. 

“Hmm,” she said looking me over. “We are about the same size.” 

“Yeah, I won’t stretch them,” I said. 

“I have a pair of panties that are kind of ratty that I can give you,” she said rising from her bed and digging through her dresser drawer. She pulled out a pair of baby blue bikini panties and a pair of nude pantyhose. “It’s not like I need panty hose tomorrow anyway.” 

“Thank you sis, I can’t thank you enough,” I said. 

“Is this going to be a daily thing?” she asked. 

“I was figuring I could steal panties out fo the hamper or something until the girls gave up on this stupid idea.” 

“Are you sure you don’t want to just tell on them?” she asked. 

“I’m positive,” I said. 

“Then you’re going to be wearing this stuff a long time.” 

“Let’s hope not.” 

“How much money do you have?” she asked. 

“About $75 or $80 bucks,” I replied. 

“Good, that’ll be enough. You’re going to repay me for the pantyhose. The panties are a gift. I get off work tomorrow at four,” she said. “Meet me at the shop and we’re going to have a little sister time tomorrow.” 

“At the mall?” I asked in disbelief. 

“Relax, it’s not like you’re going to have to take your pantyhose into a dressing room to try them on, but you need enough of each for the week.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

“If you steal our panties and I’m going to tell the others so you’re going to have to buy your own. The only question is do you want me to buy them for you or do you want to do it?” 

“I’ll meet you after school,” I said. 

“I thought you might see it my way.” 



This time when the girls checked to see what I was wearing the panties and hose Lisa was with them. I was so ashamed when they pulled me aside and made me pull down my pants to reveal my sisters panties and pantyhose. 

“Good job this time, sissy,” said Cindy. “Blue is such a manly color.” 

“Yeah, tomorrow try pink,” suggested Jana. 

“As long as you keep doing what we tell you, you’ll be alright Dave. I would hate for you to get in trouble again,” said Lisa. “You’ll have your panties and hose tomorrow, right?” 

“Yes, I’m taking care of it,” I said. 

“Good, you can pull up your pants,” said Cindy. 

“No playing with yourself in the hallway,” jeered Tyson. 

I was happy to get the heck out of there. I tried my best to focus on my class work. Throughout the day my mind kept turning back to the shopping trip with my sister that afternoon. 



I arrived at the mall at four on the dot. My sister was still behind the counter, but waved to acknowledge me when she saw me looking in the doorway. 

“Hey Dave, why don’t you have a seat? I’ll be done here in a minute.” 

I sat down on a bench outside and tried to relax without much success. It was only now occurring to me how embarrassing it would be if one of my classmates saw me shopping for panties with my sister. If they thought they were for her, it would have still been nearly impossible to explain. 

When my sister finally came out of shop, she was all smiles. “Relax,” she said. “It’s just shopping.” 

“I know, it’s just weird,” I said. “I mean I’m shopping for stuff guys are not supposed to wear.” 

“The way I figure it,” she said, “you have three choices. You can tell on them, continue to be found in unusual places hogtied in women’s clothing, or you can go along with them. It’s up to you.” 

“Yeah, this is the best choice out of three horrible ones,” I said. 

“Then let’s get it done. Keep a positive attitude and it’ll be over before you know it,” she said. 

“Okay, where to?” I asked. 

“I was thinking we’d find most everything we need at the Target, but there is a small boutique in the mall that I’d like to check out first, if you’re okay with that,” she said. 

“Yeah, but why?” 

“Well, my friend works there and she said they had just put a lot of stuff on clearance. We might be able to get you better quality for a lower price,” she said. 

“I don’t really care about quality,” I said. 

“You should. It’ll last longer and you will really feel the difference against your skin,” she said. 

“Okay, just lead the way,” I said. 

We went into a small lingerie shop and I nearly fainted from all of the frilly feminine things there. I followed my big sister in anxious to get this whole experience over with. 

If you’ve ever seen Empire Strikes Back you know that scene in Cloud City where Han and Leia are walking with Lando and he tells them that he’s made a deal to keep the Empire out of Cloud City. Then he opens a door to reveal Darth Vader and Han realizes too late that he’s been betrayed by his best friend. That’s bascially what happened to me. 

“Good, my friend is working here today,” she said pointing out a woman in a midnight blue sweater with flaming red hair halfway down her back. 

“Does she need to know about this?” 

“She already does,” said Kristine. 

“Why did you tell her?” I complained. 

“She needed to know for the bra fitting,” said Lisa coming up behind me. 

My own sister had led me into a trap. All four of the girls were standing behind me with predatory grins. They clearly had evil intentions for me. 

“Jen, these are the girls I told you about. Help them out if you can,” said Kristine. 

“What?!! You set me up, you bitch!” I shouted a bit louder than I had meant to. 

“Don’t talk to your sister that way,” said Tyson looking menacing. “Apologize this instant.” 

“Just tell me why,” I demanded. 

“I could see that you were never going to stand up to them and this chicken shit kind of following directions thing was just going to get you in more trouble, so I had a little negotiation with the girls,” she said proudly. 

“Negotiation? About what?” I demanded. 

“About you,” she said. “You do what they tell you now and it won’t be too bad. You’ll even be able to come home without Angie and Melissa finding out, which I would think you would be thankful for.” 

“Behave David,” said Kristine. “I know the girls can handle you if you step out of line with them, but don’t embarrass me with my friend Jen.” 

I watched as she walked out the door leaving me feeling betrayed and abandoned. 

“So, Kristine told me a little, but what exactly did you have in mind?” asked Jen

“We’d like to get him measured for a bra,” said Jana. 

“That’s easy enough.  Why don’t we going into the back where there is a little privacy and we’ll see what his numbers are,” suggested Jen. 

“Excellent,” agreed Cindy picking up a very flimsy pink and black bra and taking it with her. “I’d love to see him in something like this.” 

“Oh yeah, very sexy,” agreed Lisa. “I like that one a lot.” 

“Go ahead and take off your shirt, Dave,” said Jen. I thought I knew all of Kristine’s friends, but I didn’t know Jen at all. I guessed she was just a work friend. She took her tape measure and had me hold out my arms to my sides so that she could measure my chest. “He has a size 34 chest. Obviously, he’s only an A cup, but there are ways to enhance that.” 

“The bra I picked up is a 34,” said Cindy. “Let’s have him try it on and we can stuff it with tissue.” 

Jen took the bra from Cindy and looked it over, “If I could make a suggestion, we have some very pretty padded bras that will help his look and shape a lot more than a flimsy bra like this; pretty as it is.” 

“That’s a great idea!” exclaimed Tyson. 

“Yeah, the more realistic the better,” agreed Lisa. 

Jen led the girls over to another rack and pointed to several bras that she thought would be good while I stood shirtless and humiliated shivering in the back area. Cindy grabbed every one and brought them back to me It was crowded inside the small bra fitting area as everybody crowded around Jen.  "This is the 'A' cup one," 

Jen said as she pulled the first bra over my arms and shoulders and fastened it in the back then adjusted the straps. 

Lisa pulled two pair of pantyhose out of her purse and she stuffed them into the bra cups. Lisa always seemed so prepared. As usual, I felt stupid as the girls gawked at my chest. That was so backwards from how it should be.  The pantyhose didn't seem to fit in too well and bulged out the sides. 

"I don't think the cups are going to be big enough," Jana said. "Let's try the next one." Oh great, they didn’t want me to just have breasts, they had to be huge. 

After the 'B' cup bra was put on me and the pantyhose were again stuffed inside, the girls seemed much more pleased. Cindy had me put my shirt back on again so she could see the affect. "That's much better," she said. "Much more like I want. Let's try the 'C' cup now." 

Again the process was repeated, now with an even bigger cup. With my shirt on, the girls seemed to be very pleased, but I couldn’t even see my feet when I looked down anymore. That was when Lisa finally offered her opinion. "I think I kind of liked how he looked better with the 'B' cup," she said. "For some reason, the size seemed to look more natural on him." 

"He did look good with the 'B' cup," agreed Tyson, but the 'C' cup is much more noticeable." 

"Do we want him to look more noticeable, or normal?" Lisa asked. "Besides, the 'B' cup may be easier for him to get used to." 

"That's true," Jana said sounding almost disappointed. "Tell you what," she said turning to the sales woman, 

"He’s got $80 and I’m willing to kick in what we’re short. We’ll take four in the 'B' cup and one in the 'C' cup. 

Cindy, why you help me pick some different colors?" 

"Of course," Cindy said happily. 

As soon as the saleswoman had taken that bra off of me, Jana spoke up again. "Can he wear one of them out of the store?" 

"Of course," the saleswoman said. "Is this 'B' cup acceptable?" 

"It's great," Jana said happily. A few seconds later, I found myself once again in the 'B' cup bra with the pantyhose stuffed inside of it. 

Once my shirt was on again, we went to the register and I paid. I was glad to be out, but now I was walking around with a very visible bra stuffed and padded. I hadn't been able to look at myself in the mirror in the dressing room since Tyson had been standing in front of it. Now that I could see my reflection, I realized just how ridiculous I looked with breasts. If I stood straight up, I could no longer see my feet. All I could see were two gently rounded mounds protruding from my chest. This was not how I had planned on spending today. 

Lisa walked over to me and gave me a quick hug. "You look good," she said simply. 

Jana and Cindy picked out a black, a tan, and a red bra for me. I was already wearing a white one. The 'C' cup bra that Jana picked was a very bright purple. 

As I walked out of the store, I noticed that my arms occasionally brushed against my new breasts. It was like a constant reminder they were there. I guessed that this was just something else I would have to get used to. 

“So are you done with me now?” I asked still partially mesmerized by the two mounds protruding from my chest. 

“You’re slouching,” said Cindy. 

“So, that’s how I walk,” I replied. 

“That’s not how a lady walks,” said Cindy. 

“I’m no lady,” I said. 

“Well you had better learn to be,” warned Tyson. 

“Relax,” said Lisa. “Let’s show him the right way.” 

So right there, in the middle of the mall, about sixty feet from the food court, the girls made me watch as Cindy and Lisa both demonstrated the very feminine hip swaying walk that they wanted me to adopt. I didn’t refuse exactly, but a part of me definitely was fighting against their coaching. Once they saw I could walk as they wanted, they would make me do it all the time at school and I’d become a total laughing stock. It also didn’t help that we were drawing a lot of attention. I didn’t look like a girl, but a boy with breasts and a black bra underneath his white shirt. 

After watching several minutes of my awkward attempts to get the walk down, Jana declared, “He needs heels. He’ll never get this down without heels.” 

“Oh no,” I said. 

“Oh yes,” replied Jana. “There’s a shoe store right over there.” 

“We didn’t really talk about getting him shoes,” said Lisa. 

“Yeah, but he obviously needs them and it’ll be fun,” said Cindy walking over towards the shoe store without even waiting for the rest of us. 

“Come on,” said Tyson pulling me by the arm. “When she’s made up her mind then it’s useless to resist her.” 



The shop was clean, but not particularly fancy. There were boxes piled high on shelves and display models on small pedestals sticking out from the wall. The girls fanned out and looked at different styles, but none of them looked particularly easy to walk in. 

A pretty young woman who couldn’t have been more than a couple of years older than Kristine saw us and made her way to the middle of the group. “Can I help you?” she said to nobody in particular. 

“You sure can,” said Cindy. “We’re looking for some heels for him and we don’t want to break the bank.” 

“The boy with the boob job? Is this some kind of put on or are you just doing your Halloween shopping about 350 days early?” 

“We can go someplace else if you’d rather,” said Cindy. 

“Miss? I’m sorry, what’s your name?” asked Lisa. 

“My name is Janice,” replied the woman. 

“Janice, this is my brother. He’s a total jerk, but I do love him like a sister should.” 

“Really? You don’t look much alike,” she said. 

“We are steps. His father is actually really cool, but that’s not the point. The point is that he’s been a real pig,” 

she continued. 

“Oh really?” replied Janice glaring at me. 

“Yes, he touched my friend Cindy here inappropriately and he could get expelled for it. Cindy has been nice enough to agree not to get him in trouble if he agrees to let us show him how the other half lives.” 

“Hmm, are you sure he doesn’t deserve to just be expelled. I think with his type it’s good riddance,” said Janice. 

“I know, but then he doesn’t learn anything and just becomes somebody else’s problem,” said Jana. “My sister has been through so much, but this is what she wants.” 

“I do,” said Cindy. 

“Are you sure there’s no way you can help us?” Asked Tyson. 

“Sure, I guess one sale is as good as the next,” she said. “Besides, it sounds like he’s getting off light. Maybe I can help make sure that he doesn’t. What were you thinking of?” 

“Well,” said Cindy. “As you can see, we took him bra shopping, but he doesn’t walk right. We’re trying to teach him how to walk and we thought that heels would help with that.” 

“Do you have a style in mind?” asked Janice. 

“Well, we’d love something very girly and frilly, but we intend to put him in dresses a lot so maybe something a bit basic might be better,” said Cindy. 

“Hmm, I’ve got just the thing,” said Janice. “Sit down over there and put your foot up on the horse.” 

“I’ll go get a footie,” she said. 

“Oh that won’t be necessary,” replied Janna. 

“I’m afraid it is,” replied Janice. “It’s part of the health code.” 

“No, I just meant he’s already wearing pantyhose,” said Janna. 

“Hah! You may wish you had been expelled before it’s all over, bitch,” snapped Janice. “Let me measure your foot.” 

I trudged over to the chairs pissed that I had falsely been identified to this woman as some sort of sexual predator. I certainly was not. She followed after me and helped my off with my gym shoe and sock. She delighted in telling the girls that I wore a size ten woman’s shoe. “We have a lot to choose from in that size. We’ll find him something perfect.” 

“That’s awesome!” exclaimed Cindy. “Thank you!” 

“It’s my pleasure. Sit tight and I’ll be back with some options,” she said. 

Janice returned with a half dozen boxes. She really did not like me after what Lisa had told me and she didn’t make any bones about showing it. 

“I thought you’d probably want a simple pump,” she said. “These are on clearance so they should fit right in your budget?” 

“Why are they on clearance?” asked Cindy. 

“Look at the heel on these things. It’s about four inches tall and very narrow. They’re very sexy, but they’re just not very comfortable,” explained Janice. 

“Well, he hasn’t worn heels very much, it’s not like he’ll know the difference,” said Jana. 

“Slide them on,” said Janice. I fumbled awkwardly. She scowled at me and did it herself. “Now stand up.” 

Again, I was not very graceful. My feet started hurting almost immediately and I had to lean on both Lisa and Jana for balance. I could see the smirk on Janice’s face. She was really enjoying my discomfort. 

“They’re absolutely perfect,” gushed Cindy. “Thank you.” 

“Oh, just the look on that little bitch’s face is reward enough for me,” said Janice. 

“How much are they,” asked Tyson. 

“$29.99,” replied Janice. 

“That’s definitely doable,” said Lisa. 

“I also have a gift for you,” said Janice opening another box to reveal a pair of ruby red sequined shoes with about a six-inch heel. My calves ached just looking at them. 

“Those are amazing!” cheered Tyson. 

“I love them,” said Jana. “They just say sissy.” 

“You are so nice,” said Cindy. 

“I know you’re low on funds, but I thought two pairs for thirty bucks was a pretty good deal,” said Janice. 

“Can he wear those out of the store?” asked Jana. 

“Oh no,” I sighed. 

“Oh, I think I’d insist on it,” said Janice. “You know, if you put some small locks through the straps, he won’t be able to take them off.” 



“This is so embarrassing. What if I see somebody I know?” I complained as we stepped out of the store. 

“Then you offer them a blowjob to forget the whole thing,” said Tyson. 

“I’m serious.” 

“So am I,” she replied. 

“Do whatever you had to,” said Jana, “but you’re kind of our little feminized pet and with what we have planned for you people are going to notice you sooner or later.” 

“Can we at least go now?” I asked. 

“You forget, we’re here for panties and bras,” said Cindy. 

“Yeah, you had so much fun, you forgot what you came for,” said Tyson. 

The next few hours were so annoying. We got me plenty of panties and hose thanks to a $50 donation from my sister Kristine that I hadn’t been aware of. 

After we were done, we had enough time that the girls made me try on a few dresses. We weren’t buying anything, but they just wanted to see how a tight dress would look over my new boobs. They were very happy with the results. 

During the ride home the girls laughed and giggled about our adventure at the mall. They teased me and made me the butt of constant joking and teasing to the point that I felt like the guest of honor at a pig roast. 

“I hope you liked dress shopping, Davy,” said Cindy. “I see a lot of it in your future.” 

“Yeah, you’ll be wearing dresses more than any of us come summer,” agreed Jana. 

“It’s really time to start discussing a few rules,” said Cindy. 

“Rules?” I asked not liking where this was going. 

“Well for starters, we don’t want to see all this body hair,” said Cindy. 

“I’m not even that hairy,” I protested. 

“Too hairy to be a girl, but not hairy enough to be a boy,” said Tyson. 

“I think we should fix that,” said Jana. “Legs, arms, chest, and underarms are to be kept smooth at all times.” 

“That seems fair,” said Lisa. “What else.” 

“Well, Davy got two absolutely delightful pairs of new shoes, I’d hate to think of them just stuffed in the back of a closet,” said Cindy. 

“Yeah, you need to practice at least twenty minutes a day on your new shoes,” said Tyson. “And we’ll check too. If you don’t make progress, you will be wearing your new shoes at school too. I think I have some of those little locks Janice suggested.” 

“Of course, it goes without saying that you’ll be wearing your new panties, hose, and bras to school everyday,” said Jana. 

“Everybody will see if I wear a bra,” I complained. 

“You don’t have to stuff it and it is getting warm enough to wear a baggy sweatshirt to school. You can hide them,” said Lisa. 

“Is that everything?” asked Jana. 

“I don’t like having to hunt the sissy down whenever we want something,” said Tyson. 

“Me neither,” agreed Cindy. 

“You are too meet us at your locker 15 minutes before school starts and after school too. You will remain there for 15 minutes after school if we are running late.  If we want to meet you at lunch, keep an eye out for a note in your locker.” 

“We won’t be happy if you don’t show up because you forgot to check,” said Tyson. 

Now at this point, it would be very easy to dismiss what I’ve written as one of those forced feminization books where the sissy recounts the horrors that he endured as the girls turned him into a simpering little sissy. That’s not what this is. 

Now that they had my only ally Kristine helping them, I couldn’t hold out all alone against them. I mostly became docile as they dragged me further and further into femininity. The rest of my story is pretty clichéd and uninteresting so my intention was never really to tell you about it in breathtaking detail. 

The one thing that is different about my story is the girls who feminized me and the events that took them from friends and acquaintances to sisters with an unbreakable bond. In this story, the important isn’t the prey it’s the predators and these predators hunt in a pack. 
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Kristine was completely unapologetic for what she had done by turning me over to the girls in the mall. “I had to get a bra fitting. Do you have any idea how embarrassing that is?” 

“I’ve gotten one too,” she replied. “Isn’t Jen great?” 

“You betrayed me,” I said sullenly. 

“I’m sure you feel that way,” she said, “but, it’s not like you were going to stand up to them anyway. I just got them to take it easy on you.” 

“It didn’t feel easy,” I replied as I walked across the room in the ridiculous and painful heels that the woman in the shoe store had gifted me with. 

“You really have to sway your hips more,” said Kristine. As much as I felt she betrayed me, I was going to be in deep trouble if I didn’t impress them with my walk so I listened to her advice, humiliating as it may have been. 

I was supposed to be tested on heels over the weekend, but the girls hadn’t been available or else they had forgotten. I hoped for the second, but suspected the reason was probably the first. 



Sure enough, at lunch time when I got to my locker on Monday, there was an ice cream card shaped note inside my locker. It was from Cindy telling me to meet them all there at 4pm that afternoon—a full hour and a half after my classes were over. I wasn’t happy, but I had a paper that I could work on in the library so I did what I was told. I didn’t want to wind up in the girls’ locker room again. 

After getting some quality research done, I arrived back at my locker to find the girls waiting from me. The looks on their faces betrayed their evil intentions. 

“I’m sorry that we missed you this weekend sissy,” said Jana. “We’ll make it up to you now. I hope you have been practicing.” 

“Fortunately, you have tiny feet,” said Cindy dropping a pair of shoes at my feet. 

Now, I may have improved walking in heels, but effortlessly stepping into them was another matter. The shoes that the girls brought were pumps so there was no strap to attach. I had to lean on Cindy for balance. 

“Okay, walk down to the stairs at the end of the hall, turn around, and then come back here. If you do a good job, you’re done,” said Jana. 

As I walked away from the girls, I could hear Tyson whistle at me. I felt like a young woman coming back from the club through the worst construction site. I was glad that Kristine had worked with me on swaying my hips. 

Everything seemed to be going alright Lisa was shouting out encouragement and while Cindy and Jana were heckling me at least they were making fun of me for walking too well and not too poorly. 

I got to the stairs and prepared to turn around when I heard noises coming from under the stairs. I stopped and listened and determined that it was a girl crying. In that moment I totally forgot about the girls judging my walk and went over to her. 

“Are you okay?” I asked not recognizing her. 

“Go away,” she snapped wiping tears from her eyes. 

“Look, I just wanted to help,” I said. 

“Thank you,” she said softening her tone. “Now please just go away.” 

“Okay whatever,” I said. 

“Wait! Why are you wearing heels?” she asked. 

“It’s a really long story,” I said. 

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. 

“Unfortunately, I need to. These girls are making me wear the shoes and I need to get back to them.” 

“So you’re like their little bitch or something?” she asked. “This is interesting.” 

“I’m not their bitch,” I protested. 

“No? So are you a crossdresser or something?” she asked. 

“I have to go,” I said and began walking back to the girls who were very puzzled by where I had gone mid-demonstration. 

“Where the Hell were you?” called out Tyson. 

I didn’t know what to say, but unbeknownst to me the girl from the stairwell had walked out into the hallway to watch the show. 

“Looks like sissy’s got a fan,” said Jana. 

“Who is she?” asked Tyson. 

“That’s Matilda Werth,’ said Lisa. “She’s in a few of my classes. She’s alright.” 

“Has she been crying?” asked Cindy. “It looks like it.” 

“Hi Matilda,” said Lisa waving to the girl across the hallway. Matilda halfheartedly waved back. 

“How do you like our pet?” asked Cindy. 

“I think you’ve got a future lingerie model there,” said Matilda. 

I kicked off my shoes and handed them to Cindy. She told me, “You passed, but be sure you keep practicing.” 

We walked over to Matilda. She was trying to keep up a brave front and forced a smile as we approached. “It looks like he’s been practicing,” she said. 

“Well, we insist on it,” beamed Cindy. 

“How are you doing?” asked Lisa. 

Matilda looked at me as if she was wondering if I had somehow communicated what I had seen of her under the stairwell to my friends. 

“Pretty good,” she replied. “How about you, Lisa?” 

“Yeah, I am doing okay,” she replied. “Are you still with that one guy, I think his name was Adam?” 

Matilda didn’t start crying or anything, but it looked like her whole demeanor changed like a black cloud had suddenly appeared over her head. 

“It’s complicated,” she said. 

“Most guys are,” said Jana. 

“I don’t think I’m complicated,” I said. 

“Seeing how you walked in those heels, I don’t think you are most guys either,” said Matilda. 

“Oh, somebody just got dissed,” teased Tyson. 

“What are those marks on your neck?” asked Jana. 

“It’s not a big deal,” said Matilda. 

“Those look like finger prints,” said Tyson. “Who choked you?” 

“What? No, look it’s just that he loses his temper sometimes. That’s how guys are you know,” said Matilda. 

“That is really not how most guys are,” said Cindy, “even the ones who don’t wear heels.” 

“Hey,” I protested. 

“You don’t deserve this,” said Tyson. “No woman deserves this.” 

“It was my fault, though. I got him mad by talking to another guy and he gets really jealous.” 

“That’s not right,” replied Jana. 

“I’m going to kill him,” said Tyson. 

“No! If he knew I told you, he’d be pissed,” said Matilda. 

“He will be more than pissed when I’m done with him,” said Tyson. 

“She’s not going to try and fight him,” reassured Lisa, “but you can’t stay with a guy that tries to choke you. 

You have to know that.” 

“I love him,” said Matilda. “You need to mind your own business.” 

“We will,” promised Cindy. 

“Hey, would you like to see our little sissy all dressed up?” asked Jana. 

“Mom will be home in twenty minutes,” said Cindy. “We won’t have any privacy.” 

“I have privacy, but there’s nothing in my closet that’s less feminine than what he’s wearing now,” said Tyson. 

“Hey!” I protested once again as the girls laughed at Tyson’s joke. 

“I never have privacy,” complained Lisa. 

“We could go over to my place,” offered Matilda. 

“Really?” asked Jana. 

“Sure,” said Matilda. “I have got the place to myself until late. I’ve got a huge room upstairs and even when my parents come home, they won’t just barge into my room. Plus, I have got some outfits that I would love to see sissy model.” 

“Great,” said Jana. 

“I drove and I can give everybody a ride,” said Lisa. 

“Sure,” said Matilda. “Just follow me.” 



I was crowded into the backseat between Jana and Cindy on the ride to Matilda’s house. It was rather a tight squeeze despite all three of us being on the skinny side. 

“You know why we’re doing this Davy,” said Lisa looking back at me after stopping at a red light. 

“Yeah, because you love embarrassing an humiliating me,” I said. 

“Come on,” said Cindy elbowing me. “That’s not the only reason.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“How self-centered are you?” replied Lisa. 

“Oh, you’re trying to cheer up Lisa,” I said. “At least my humiliation will serve a purpose.” 

“It will,” replied Tyson. “We also are going to get to the bottom of this thing with her boyfriend. I’m going to kick his ass.” 

“Is it any of your business?” I asked. Tyson just glared at me and I didn’t want to say anything else. 

Matilda had a really nice house. I wondered what her parents did that they could afford a big house with a circular drive like I had only seen in the movies before. She pulled in just before we did, so it was a little less intimidating than ringing her bell would have been. 

“Come on in everybody. My room is upstairs,” she said. 

“You’re sure we will have privacy?” I asked. 

“What are you worried about? You look more like a girl than any of us do,” said Jana. 

“Do you guys want any sodas or anything?” asked Matilda. 

“No, we’re good,” said Tyson. “Maybe later.” 

Matilda’s room was about double the size of my bedroom and just about as neat. It wasn’t that she was a pig or anything, but she was one of those girls who seemed to throw her clothes all over the place instead of in her closet or dressers. Not only did she have a nearly infinite supply of clothes, she had a black dressmaker’s dummy on a small table in the corner of the room. This girl was seriously into fashion. 

“So what do you want to wear first, sissy?” she asked. She seemed a million miles from the girl I had seen crying her eyes out earlier. I was in no hurry to put on dresses again, but I guess it was doing some good. 

“How about pants?” I asked. 

“I have some really sexy jeans that would make you regret saying that, but I don’t think you have the ass for jeans,” she said. “Let’s get you into your underwear first.” 

“Strip sissy,” ordered Tyson. 

“Find him something sexy in that dresser over there,” said Matilda motioning to a low dresser. “Pick something that will go with an azure dress. I think I want to see him in the dress I wore to my aunt’s wedding.” 

“Perfect,” said Cindy. “I bet he’ll look great in it.” 

The dress was very feminine. It had a mock neck and flared sleeves, I guess they’re called bell sleeves. The hem was longer on the right than on the left by about a foot so it showed off a lot of leg. 

“What do you think, Davy?” asked Lisa. 

“You don’t really want to know,” I said. 

“You know it might be fun to make him gush over several outfits and tell us why he wants to wear them,” 

suggested Matilda. 

“I like that idea,” replied Cindy emerging from the dresser with a black lace bra and panties. “Tell us why you like that dress, sissy?” 

“Well, it’s very pretty,” I said. 

“If you can’t do better than that you’re going to be wearing it home,” snapped Jana. 

“You wouldn’t dare,” I said. 

“If you don’t want to find out then I suggest you convince us you really want to wear that dress,” replied Jana. 

“Fine, I love that it’s very different from most dresses. The way that it’s not straight at the bottom is really kind of cool,” I said. “I like the color too. It’s not light blue or dark blue it’s like a beautiful ocean.” 

“That’s almost poetic, sissy,” said Tyson. 

“I agree,” said Matilda, “but I really don’t like calling her sissy.” 

Tyson chuckled at the use of female pronoun for me. “I think her and she are much more fitting for Davy.” 

“Yeah, but Davy as a name isn’t really appropriate either,” said Cindy. 

“How about Davida,” suggested Tyson. 

“Ew, that’s an ugly name,” replied Matilda. 

“Yeah, I’ve never known a Davida either,” said Jana. 

“Well, what about something extra girly like Rachel,” suggested Matilda. 

“I think that’s better, but I’m still not sold,” said Cindy. 

“Well, she’s a regular poet with that description she gave,” remarked Jana. “How does Emily grab you?” 

“Oh, like Emily Dickenson,” replied Lisa. “I really like that.” 

“Any objections to Emily?” asked Jana. 

“Yes,” I protested. 

“You don’t get a vote,” said Tyson. “Emily’s your new name, so you better get used to it.” 

“Speaking of getting used to things,” said Lisa. “I think we should talk about Adam while Emily changes.” 

“Wow, that’s pushy,” said Matilda. 

“Yeah, a bit,” agreed Jana, “but we’re worried about you.” 

“Look, I know he mistreats me sometimes, but I’ll deal with it. Most of the time he’s a teddy bear.” 

“So he only belts you once a week or so?” asked Cindy. 

“That’s not fair,” said Matilda. 

“Neither is getting punched around by your supposed boyfriend,” said Jana. 

“Let’s all calm down a second,” said Lisa. “Matilda, just understand that we care about you and--.” 

“You don’t even know me,” said Matilda. I felt so pathetic as I zipped up that dress. Things had gotten ridiculously tense and I thought the last thing anybody needed to see at that moment was me modeling Matilda’s dress. 

“Maybe we should go,” suggested Jana. 

“Just know that we care no matter how well we know you,” said Lisa. 

“And know that if I see that asshole lay another hand on you, I’m going to rip off his dick and make him eat it,” said Tyson. 

“You’re not helping,” said Cindy. 

Matilda helped me to unzip the dress and as relieved as I was to have avoided a fashion show, I was still disappointed by how things had ended. 

During the drive home the girls were angry. They didn’t blame Matilda, but they were still mad at her for not having the strength to confront her boyfriend even with them backing her up. Tyson was especially pissed. Taking shit from anybody was against her nature. 

“I know that sucked,” said Lisa. “Still, it’s not like we were going to get her to suddenly admit her boyfriends was a loser to us and dump him. Maybe we planted a seed.” 

“It didn’t feel like it,” said Cindy. 

“It wasn’t a total loss, you gave me a name I hate,” I said. 

“Now that you mention it…,” said Jana. The whole car laughed at my joke. I hoped that if I could get in good with the girls, they might just take it easy on me, but I was about to be sorely disappointed. 

“You know, that brings up another new rule,” said Cindy. 

“Oh no, what now?” I asked. 

“Since we went through all the trouble of picking out a pretty new name for you, the least you can do is answer to it.” 

“Yeah, from now on if we say Emily, you had better act like you understand it’s your name. Got it?” 

“I guess,” I said. “You’re not making this easy.” 

“Think of it as the price of beauty,” said Cindy. 

“Also,” continued Jana, “tomorrow we want you in bra, panties, and hose.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Is this all necessary?” I asked. 

“No, but it’s fun and you’ll do it,” said Lisa. 

“Fine,” I groaned. 

“Don’t be such a downer,” said Cindy. “We’ll probably have something new for you to do tomorrow.” 

“Probably,” I agreed. 



When I got home, my sister wanted to know all about my day. I got the feeling that she was living vicariously through the girls who were tormenting me. She couldn’t stop laughing when I told her the girls were now calling me Emily and expecting me to answer to it. 

Sure enough, the next day at school the girls were waiting for me. They were at least nice enough to pull me into an empty classroom, where they could check my underwear without exposing me to my classmates. 

At lunchtime I was sitting at my favorite picnic table when Matilda came up behind me. She wanted to see if I was wearing a bra, but she didn’t want to make  it to obvious, so she gave me a backrub. 

“Hmm, somebody has her bra on today,” said Matilda. “What color is it?” 

“It’s tan,” I said. 

“Well that’s no fun. I was thinking maybe something in a hot pink,” she replied. 

“You actually give a good back rub,” I said. 

“You bet she does and she knows she shouldn’t be giving one to a faggot like you,” barked her boyfriend Adam. 

“You’re being rude,” snapped Matilda. 

“So what, you think this loser is going to do anything about it?” asked Adam. 

“Look, I don’t want any problems,” I said. 

“I bet you don’t,” barked Adam shoving me in the shoulder. 

“Adam don’t!” screamed Matilda. I didn’t know if this guy was that jealous or just the big an asshole, but I backed away only to have him advance on me and aggressively get in my face. He wasn’t really all that big, but he was bigger than me and certainly angrier. He punched me in the stomach and I doubled over. 

What followed is still in some doubt throughout Crest Hill and the surrounding towns. Was it a sucker punch? 

Yeah, it probably was. Did Tyson mean to do it? She was pissed enough to hit him. I don’t think it mattered to her whether he was looking or not. I was honestly too consumed with my own pain to notice. All I know, is she saved me from getting my ass kicked. 

With one punch to the jaw, she sent the bigger boy sprawling and stumbling backwards. She caught up to him and punched him again sending him to the ground. Jana and Lisa pulled her off of him before she did something she might regret, but as soon as the other girls’ backs were turned Cindy pounced on top of him.  I was a little surprised because unlike Tyson, fighting boys was not her style. She had no intention of punching him though. Instead she came armed with a bright red lipstick. She sloppily coated his lips with the waxy substance before using it to write B-I-T-C-H-! on his forehead with large two-inch letters. 

“What did you do?!” screamed Matilda at Tyson. “I told you not to hurt him.” 

“Not when he’s punching my friends. Your boyfriend is an animal and he needs to be put down!” said Tyson. 

Did she just call me her friend? This was really unexpected. Cindy climbed up from off of Adam and put her arm around me to steady me. 

“Are you alright?” she asked. 

“I’ve been better,” I said, “but I’ll be okay.” 

I looked back and saw Matilda trying to help Adam up. He was still a bit staggered and disoriented by what had happened. I wouldn’t want to be near him when he recovered. I knew that Matilda would be at ground zero and I felt guilty about it. 

Enough people had seen the two punch fight that word spread quickly. I honestly felt like a celebrity because people who had heard that it started after Adam punched me all wanted to know what happened. 

Punching out one of the biggest assholes in the school, gives a person a certain amount of street credibility. 

Kids who’d had run-ins with Adam thought of Tyson as a hero and a lot of girls looked up to her for doing it. There were always those guys who saw a girl punching out a boy as somehow being a direct challenge to their own manhood. They were sure to accuse her of a cheap shot. Finally, as she began to get a lot of attention, some of the popular girls got quite vicious. 

Of course we all got called to the Dean to explain what happened. I left out the part about Matilda giving me the backrub only to find out if I had a bra on. I explained that Adam smacked Matilda around and that he had just punched me in the stomach when Tyson intervened. 

The Dean would have been well within his rights to suspend Tyson. She had a long history of getting into fights and this time was very public and Adam never even threw a punch at her. However, the Dean appreciated the fact that she was defending me. He told me, “You are lucky to have a friend who will defend you like Priscilla.” 

I was pretty sure the Dean was kind of amazed that a cute girl could put that kind of hurt on eighteen year old boy. Instead of suspending her, he gave her eight weeks of Saturday school. She’d have to get up early in the morning to go to the school and do yard work, but at least her parents wouldn’t be pissed at her. 

Tyson took the detentions in stride. One side effect was that she wound up in detention with all of the worst behaved kids in the school. She got along with them pretty well and they respected her because most of the time when a girl was placed into the heavily masculine world of Saturday detention, she acted like she never saw a rake

before in her life. Tyson wasn’t like that. She worked harder and better than any of the boys out there and that meant they could take it a little easier. 

At first, Adam stayed away from the girls. He didn’t want another beat down from Tyson and he knew that another one would permanently destroy his reputation at the school. However, it wasn’t long before he started to believe all the alibis and excuses he was making about his first clash with Tyson. We all knew he was taking things out on Matilda, but we had given up on trying to get her to listen to reason. 

One day, several of us spotted her with a black eye. It didn’t take a Stephen Hawking to figure out where that had come from. I felt sick to my stomach seeing it and I know that Cindy actually cried over it. 

Nearly a week later, I was sitting in front of a mirror in Cindy’s bedroom. She had decided that now that my walk in heels was decent, she had decided that makeup would be the next thing that I would have to master. Lisa and Cindy were both sitting next to me at the mirror giving me pointers on what to do while Jana and Tyson sat on the bed looking bored. 

“You know,” said Tyson. “That Adam is only getting worse. I think he actually wants a rematch.” 

“Don’t you?” asked Jana. “You’re always saying that he needs to be put down and stuff.” 

“Yeah, but I got lucky last time with the Dean. If I really did fight him again, I don’t think I’d be let off so easy.” 

“Easy?” I said screwing the cap back on the lipstick I was using. “You’ve got a whole lot more Saturdays to work.” 

“Yeah, but it’s not bad work and if we get done with everything fast enough they really don’t hassle us.” 

“You just like being one of the few girls there surrounded by all those bad boys,” said Cindy. 

I saw a pillow whizzing past my head in the mirror and I knew that Tyson had launched it at Cindy. 

“Ouch, that’s a zinger,” said Jana. 

“Hey, I’m not knocking it,” said Cindy. “More than a few of those delinquents are pretty damn hot. Seeing them sweating in the hot sun, wouldn’t exactly be punishment,” said Cindy. 

“We’re in the wrong month for hot sun,” I said. 

“Oh, do your eyes over,” snapped Cindy in mock irritation. 

“Getting back to Adam,” said Tyson. “What do we do?” 

“It’s really none of our business if Matilda doesn’t want us to intervene,” said Lisa. 

“Okay fine, but today he smashed and dumped my lunch all over my cafeteria tray,” said Tyson. “He keeps trying to push me just a little further hoping he can get me to snap.” 

“You just have to ignore him,” said Lisa. 

“If he can mess with her lunch and still have teeth left then, she’s held back about as much as she can,” said Jana. 

“If you hit him, you will get in big trouble,” said Lisa. 

“I wish I could help. He’s not that big, but he’s bigger than me,” I said. 

“Size doesn’t mean that much,” said Tyson. 

“Okay, well he could kick my ass,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 

“Yeah he could,” said Tyson. “It’s okay.” 

“Do you have to hit him?” asked Lisa. 

“You want her to just go on letting him keep messing with her?” asked Cindy. 

“What if she could take him down a peg or two without punching him out?” asked Jana. 

“I’m listening,” replied Tyson. 

“Well, no offense Emily, but we’ve managed to take her down more than a few pegs with only minor physical violence,” said Jana. 

“Yeah, but we had really good blackmail on her,” said Cindy. 

It was hard to have the girls talking to me like I wasn’t even there so I just focused on redoing my eye makeup to their satisfaction. 

“Well, we can get blackmail on him too,” said Jana. 

“Do you really think it would work?” asked Cindy. 

“We already made it work once, now we just have to make it work again,” said Jana. 

“I think it’s going to be a lot more complicated than that, but if you’re going to try then I’m in,” said Lisa. 

“What do you think Emily, would you like a little sister?” asked Cindy. 

“You really don’t want me to answer that,” I said. 

“No, I guess not,” giggled Cindy. “Okay, let’s figure this out then,” said Tyson. “I think I know where we can ambush him if you’re serious.” 

When you are a high school boy, there are certain things that you have to hide from your family. When mom calls you for dinner at the worst possible time, you don’t yell back, “I’ll be down in ten…make that five minutes. 

I’m masturbating.” 

Every guy in my high school probably thought they were clever having some old box or suitcase under their bed where they hid their pot or their porno mags. Trying to hide something like my feminization was much harder. 

With Kristine and the girls at school giving me hand-me-downs, makeup to practice with, and assorted items to hide there was always a good chance that somebody would see something. That was only the tip of the iceberg though. I had to practice my makeup skills, my walk, and just acting feminine. There was a chance that any one of my sisters could walk in on any of those things. What did me in though was none of those things. 

The girls had plans that day so I was allowed to go home and have the afternoon to myself. They’d give me a call that night and check that I had done the task they gave me. In my locker at dismissal time I found a post it note attached to a plastic bottle. I could tell it was from Cindy by the writing. It read, “You’re getting hairy. When you get in shave everything below the neck and use this bubble bath. We’ll see you tonight.” 

Sure enough the bottle was full of floral smelling bubble bath. 

Needless to say, I did what I had been told to do. By now my resistance was pretty much crushed. I had the house to myself and it wasn’t like I was dreading a warm relaxing bath anyway. Unfortunately, it was too relaxing. 

After I finished shaving I laid back in the warm bubble bath and before long I was sound asleep. I didn’t wake up until I heard Angie pounding on the door, “What are you doing in there, you creep?! Are you playing with yourself?” 

“Go away, Angie. I’m warning you!” I yelled back out to here. 

The problem was, since I had the house to myself I had left my clothes in my bedroom and figured I’d just wrap myself in a towel when I left. Unfortunately, when I did finally leave I had to walk right past Angie. 

“What the Hell, freak? You smell like a bouquet of flowers.” 

“I wanted to take a bubble bath,” I protested. 

“What did you do?” she asked wide eye and trying to stifle a laugh. “You shaved off your body hair.” 

“No, I didn’t.” 

“Oh my God!” she screamed. “My brother’s a sissy.” 

“No!” I barked. This could not be a bigger nightmare. I ran to my bedroom and slammed the door shut. 

“I can’t wait to tell everybody about this,” Angie shouted through the door. 

“Just leave me alone, please,” I yelled back at her. 

“Open up the door and I’ll think about it,” she replied. “Stay in there and I’m printing this in the school newspaper.” 

“Angie don’t!” I pleaded. 

“Then open the door,” she said unsympathetically. 

“If I do, what will you do?” I asked. 

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “Worry about what I’ll do if you don’t do as I tell you.” 

I got up off my bed and opened the door. I was still only wearing the towel as my sister walked in with an arrogance that sent a shiver up my spine. 

“So brother dear, I don’t want that towel slipping and causing any accidents. Is it safe to assume you have some appropriate underwear somewhere?” 

“Yeah, I can put on a pair of boxe--,” 

“That’s not what I asked,” she snapped. “I want you to go back into the bathroom and when you come back out I want in a bra, panties, and stockings.” 

“I don’t have any of that stuff,” I lied. 

“Really? That’s your final answer?” 

“Yeah sis, I’m sorry, but I don’t have anything like that.” 

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll tag you on my post.” 

“No, don’t do that. I’ll get changed,” I said rummaging around for the requested items. 

“Good, maybe by the time you get back I’ll think of a suitable punishment.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“How else am I going to teach you not to lie to me? Now hurry up before I get mad.” 

I felt like I’d seen this movie before, but what could I do? I raced into the bathroom and came out dressed the way she wanted. When I came out, she was going already going through my female wardrobe. 

“I tossed a pair of shoes by the door for you,” she said. 

“Just keep this between us. That’s all I ask,” I said. 

“We’ll see. I think for now, some pictures are in order,” she said. “Put on some makeup while I go get my camera.” 

“You can’t,” I said. 

“Sorry, but I need some proof,” she said leaving me to do my makeup. It wasn’t easy because I was still shaking with fright. 

I barely noticed my sister Kristine enter my room. I was so focused on my makeup that I was totally zoned out. “What are you doing?” she asked. “Angie’s home and your door isn’t even closed.” 

“She knows,” was all I could say. 

“I think I see,” said Kristine. “She’s making you put on the makeup?” 

“Yes, she wants pictures,” I said. 

“Finish what you’re doing,” she said plopping down on my bed. 

It was embarrassing to be fixing my makeup in front of Kristine. I mean, it was already mortifying to be doing it for Angie, but this only made it worse. 

“You really are a natural at this,” said Kristine. “It took me a lot longer to master makeup application.” 

“It took me awhile to find the cam--,” began Angie before spotting Kristine. “Oh hi sis. You knew about this?” 

“Yeah,” she replied. “I walked in on him all dressed and tied.” 

“I wish I had seen that,” she said. 

“Well we have a little time before mom or dad come home if you would like to have him dress up for us, but no pictures. I’m sorry that’s too dangerous.” 

“Well, I just wanted something to hold over his head,” said Angie. 

“I’m sure you did and the thought occurred to me too, but he’s only doing this because some girls at school are making him and he’s got enough to deal with them already,” said Kristine. 

“This could be so awesome, though. I’m sure he’d do about anything not to have any pictures get out,” said Angie. 

“I’m sure he would,” said Kristine. “I’m telling you though, I don’t want to go there and neither do you.” 

“Fine,” said Angie, “but I want to see him all dressed up.” 

“Of course,” said Kristine. “Okay, entertain us sissy.” 

It was humiliating to be dressing up fro my sisters, but I felt like I dodged a bullet in not having to pose for pictures. 




***

 

The next day at my locker was a note to wait outside the third floor men’s room and make sure nobody went in. This surprised me a bit as the third floor wasn’t really used for much of anything. The school had expanded to three floors during the baby boom, but foolishly when the population shrunk again they stopped having classes up there.  That meant that the third floor no longer was up to code and couldn’t be used for classrooms anymore without extensive work that the school board would never pay for. 

When I got upstairs the men’s room had an out of order sign on it.  I took my post in front of the door and tried to listen inside. There was definitely something going on in there and it was driving me crazy not knowing what. 

At one point, a couple of freshman approached me. 

“Hey, what’s the deal?” asked the tall one. 

“Sorry, it’s flooded,” I replied. “I’m just waiting here until the janitor can get the water shut off. He doesn’t want anybody in there.” 

“Well okay. Have fun playing assistant janitor,” he replied and they left. 

Geez, even the freshmen were busting on me now. I really wanted to tell them off, but decided it was more important for me to remain guarding the door. 

I heard some loud female laughter coming from inside and then the door slowly opened. Jana stuck her head out the door and saw me. “Any problems?” she asked. 

“No, just a couple of freshmen,” I said. “I got rid of them.” 

Jana motioned and soon Cindy and Lisa stepped out followed by Tyson who was dragging a very unhappy girl in sequined champagne colored prom dress. Her hands were bound behind her and she was trying to resist, but it was all she could do to maintain her balance in the gold high heeled sandals on her feet. I soon realized that it wasn’t a girl, but a guy. In fact, it was Adam. 

“What’s going on?” I asked. 

“You got a little sister,” said Jana. 


“You know what they say about sissies and potato chips,” said Cindy. “You can’t stop at just one.” 

“I guess not,” I said. 

“What do you think?” said Cindy. “I did his makeup.” 

“It’s certainly thick,” I said. 

“Not everybody can be as pretty as you,” said Lisa. 

I could see Adam was furious and frustrated, but his mouth had been gagged very well and his cheeks were bulging to contain the panties that had been shoved into his mouth. 

“We should get a move on it before we’re discovered,” said Tyson pushing Adam in front of her. 

“Are you coming, Emily?” asked Jana. I didn’t know if I really had a choice or not and I was dying to see where this was leading so I followed. 
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It seems that I missed a lot. By the time, I arrived at the third floor bathroom; so much had happened to Adam that he would never be the same. The funny thing is that I could relate. 

As Adam’s furor over what Tyson had done to him grew, he blamed Matilda as he saw Tyson and the other girls as he friends even though she cut herself off from them out of loyalty to him. 

The girls had lured him up to the vicinity of the bathroom masterfully. He had heard they went to the third floor girl’s bathroom to smoke and gossip and he had heard that Tyson was talking shit about him. He made up his mind that he would go upstairs and confront her after school. I’m sure he envisioned how flustered the girls would be when they discovered him there. They’d regret starting anything that was for sure. 

When he go up to the third floor, Adam made a beeline right for the girls’ bathroom. He pounded on the bathroom door and sure enough Tyson came out to open it. 

“Oh, it’s you,” said Tyson. 

“Yeah, it’s me,” he spat. “I understand you’ve been talking shit about me.” 

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch. We haven’t been talking shit about you, but we have been talking about you and you are shit. I understand your confusion,” called out Cindy. 

“You think you’re funny,” said Adam glaring at Cindy in the most intimidating way he could. 

“You’re not going to be happy until I put you on your ass again,” said Tyson. 

“You want me to kick your ass little girl, bring it on,” said Adam. 

Having been on the receiving end of a Tyson punch, I can’t really blame Adam, but he was totally focused on her. He never saw Jana creeping behind him. She was laying down on her stomach right behind him and very carefully she tied a slipknot into a piece of rope and looped it around Adam’s ankles. She held onto the other end. 

When Tyson and Cindy finally managed to get Adam angry enough to charge forward, Jana yanked on the rope, tightening it around his ankles and tripping Adam up. He fell face first with a thud and then Lisa jumped into action. Before he knew what had happened, she was duct taping his wrists behind his back and the girls were dragging him into the boys’ bathroom. 

Stuff like this was the whole reason that I started referring to the girls as The Pack. This big macho jerk went looking to fight a girl one on one as if that would prove anything. Instead, they had quickly made him their bitch by working together. 

I’m going to stop myself for a second here. I figure at least some of you are going to read all these depictions of fighting and giving guys forced makeover and think that this is all really stupid. The best way I can explain it is to say that back then our high school had a toxic masculinity. Guys would keep track of who could sleep with the most girls and guys proved their toughness to each other through constant fighting. Every guy’s value and worth were tied into virility and masculinity. You guarded those things with your life. 

Nobody could strip a guy of his manhood faster than a girl could. If she started telling tales about how small his dick was or how bad he was in bed, the other guys would never take him seriously again. If a girl beat a guy up, there wasn’t much point for him to show his face in public again. If a girl could put him into panties and even dresses, his fate was sealed as a beta bitch boy. 

Guys who knew what The Pack did to Adam and to me, all laughed about us with a healthy of derision. They all thought that they could never be bested by a handful of girls, but even if they 95% believed that, there was still 5% doubt and the thought that the girls could totally destroy their perceived manhood made guys avoid antagonizing them. It honestly changed the whole school. The days of the most gross and obnoxious boy running things was over. 

Back to Adam.  Once the girls had him in the boy’s bathroom he saw what he was in for. They had an outfit on a hanger and a whole makeup kit spread out on the sink just waiting for him. He knew what he was in for before they even strapped the bra on his chest, but it was too late. He was already trapped. Even worse, they soon had pictures to prove it. Of course he could say that the girls forced him to do it, but that would just raise the question of how a bunch of weak little girls forced a big strong man like Adam. 

By the time the girls came out of the bathroom, with Adam in tow a lot of the fight had been taken out of him, but at the same time it had been replaced by terror and fright makes a person very unpredictable. 

The girls were very careful as they snuck him down to the girl’s locker room. I was almost getting a sense of déjà vu. 

“Nobody will be here until the volleyball team gets back from Oswego in about three or four hours,” said Lisa. 

“Yeah, that’s plenty of time to have some fun,” said Cindy. 

“You can scream if you want,” said Tyson as she ungagged Adam, “but you are wearing a gold prom dress in the middle of the girls’ locker room. I don’t know that your reputation would ever survive.” 

“What do you want?” asked Adam. “You want me to break up with Matilda? I’ll do it. Just let me go.” 

“Naah,” chirped a very chipper Cindy. “She’d just blame us for breaking you up. Date her or don’t date her. It makes no difference to us.” 

“You’re at a crossroads,” said Jana. “I think the question that you need to answer is, do I want to be left dressed like this and hogtied in the locker room for the volleyball team to find.” 

“No!” he practically shouted. 

“Good, then we’re on the same page,” said Lisa. 

“If we untie you, you might be able to make a break for it,” said Jana. “However, we have a lot of pictures of you and I’m sure we’d get a bunch more of you running through the school in your sexy gold dress.” 

“I like the hogtying him in the locker room idea,” said Tyson. 

“Plan B,” said Cindy. 

“If we untie you, you’re going to have to pose for some pictures,” said Jana. “Is that going to be a problem?” 

Adam just shook his head, but the girls waited for him to actually tell them it wouldn’t be. 

“Excellent,” said Jana undoing his bindings. 

The pictures that they took of him started out rather standard with many of the same poses I had to give them like adjusting his stocking or blowing kisses or running his fingers through his hair, but soon things changed when Jana pulled a large rubber dildo from her bag. 

“What is that? There’s no way I’m even touching that!” exclaimed Adam. 

“Relax, we’re not going to make you stick it inside you or anything, but we want your lipstick smeared all over it and we want pictures,” said Tyson. “If  you don’t give us what we want, there’s going to be a big problem for you.” 

“Oh just do it,” said Lisa. “It’s no big deal.” 

“It’s a very big deal,” said Adam. 

“Your choice, but I suspect that when the volleyball players find you, they’ll find that stuck in your asshole if you don’t cooperate,” said Cindy. 

Adam turned ashen white, but he soon nodded and extended his hand for the dildo. 

I suppose I got off lucky in that there were no pictures taken of me with sex toys. Even touching the damn rubber toy made Adam recoil in shame, but it wasn’t like the girls gave him a choice or anything. 

“Okay, now just lick it like it’s your favorite cherry popsicle,” ordered Cindy. They all smiled and giggled with glee as they watched their prisoner perform for the camera. Soon his lipstick was all smeared and coating the dildo and they had enough pics to ruin his reputation entirely. These girls didn’t mess around. 

“Now pull up your dress and pull down your panties and hose,” demanded Tyson. 

“What?!” 

“You heard her,” said Jana. 

“We’ve got plenty to ruin you with already. Your main concern should probbly be just keeping us in a good mood so that we don’t use them all to destroy you,” said Lisa. 

Sheepishly, Adam hiked up his dress and pulled down his panties. At least the girls didn’t make him totally

fuck himself with the dildo, but they sure made it look like that’s what he was doing. 

Now the high school has a gay student alliance and people are a lot more accepted if they are something other than totally straight, but back then it would be devestating for a guy—especially one who prided himself on being so tough. 

“That’s good,” said Cindy. “I think we have plenty of footage now.” 

“Do you want to be tied up in here for the volleyball team to find?” asked Lisa. 

“No, of course not,” he said. 

“Then you probably should leave now,” she said. 

“Can I have my clothes back?” he asked. 

“No,” said Jana. “That’s a perfectly lovely dress you’re wearing. Wear it home.” 

“No, I can’t,” he said. Jana took two steps forward and he immediately backed off. “Okay, I’ll do it.” 

“I thought so,” said Jana. His will to resist had been totally crushed. 

“We’re going to be leaving here shortly after you do and we don’t want to see you taking anything off. If the heels come off, you’ll be back in the locker room waiting for the volleyball team to return and praying they’ll take that huge dildo from your boy pussy instead of using it on you.” 

“Okay,” he replied. 

“And another thing, no more of this okay shit.  It’s yes Mistress Cindy or yes Mistress Jana and you need to curtsey when you say it,” demanded Cindy. 

“I don’t know how,” he practically sobbed. 

“What?!” snapped Cindy. 

“I don’t know how, Mistress Cindy,” replied Adam quickly correcting himself. 

“We’ll have to work on it then,” said Cindy. 

“Not now though,” replied Jana. “You can go, but from here on out you need to wear panties and either stockings or pantyhose to school everyday.” 

Adam could no longer contain his tears, they began streaming down his face and he had to sniffle several times just to be able to speak, “Where am I supposed to get panties?” 

“Ask you mother or your girlfriend or steal them from your neighbor’s laundry. We don’t care, but you better be wearing them,” said Tyson. 

“Last thing,” said Lisa. “We had better not hear about you beating up Matilda or anyone else for that matter. It wouldn’t be good for you.” 

“Now get out of our sight,” ordered Jana. 

It was a sight to behold, seeing a bully who had scared and intimidated me so much reduced down to a sniveling little beta bitch boy. He wouldn’t be bullying anybody anymore and in fact he’d probably cross to the other side of the street if he saw a group of girls walking towards him. He was beaten. 

True to their words, the girls did follow after him hooting and hollering and I was given the task of taking pictures of him as he maneuvered the streets of our hometown in his prom dress and heels. 

He didn’t go home instead he went to Matilda’s house. It’s one thing to put up with a bad boy rebel who beats you because you believe you can change him and he has a heart of gold underneath that rough exterior, but it’s another when that bad boy image is forever shaken. He never laid a hand on Matilda or anyone for that matter ever again, but knowing that Adam was shaving his legs and painting his toe nails and walking the hallways of our school in a bra, panties, and hose just killed his bad boy personae. Soon, Matilda was giving him her best let’s just be friends look and a month later she was inspected his legs to make sure he didn’t miss any spots shaving. 

With Adam’s hold on her broken, Matilda naturally gravitated back to the girls in The Pack. As she was away from Adam, she grew to be appreciative and thankful for what the girls had done for her by feminizing Adam. 

The girls’ reputation grew after the takedown of Adam. Even if people didn’t know he was wearing panties all the time, there hold over him was obvious by the way he looked at them like he was some sort of whipped puppy. 

The ranks of their feminized pets kept growing too as they got cockier and cockier. 

Everyday, there were six boys lined up at attention in that third floor girls’ bathroom stripping down to bra, panties, and pantyhose so that the girls could inspect their painted toes and hairless bodies for defects. Failure to comply with the girls’ orders in a timely fashion would be severely and swiftly punished. 

The weird thing was, having some of the worst boys on the campus cowed didn’t just change the confidence level for The Pack, but for most of the girls at the school as well. Even if everybody didn’t know what was happening with the feminization, they knew that they were beaten and nobody wanted to be next. 

Matilda fit right in with the rest of the girls. Her natural love of fashion and makeup made her an ideal addition to the little feminization club. Things even changed enough that she was now criticizing Adam for sloppy eye makeup and not having his stockings straight. Of course, things had changed for him too to the point that his only reaction to her critique was to apologize profusely and swear to Mistress Matilda that he’d be much more careful in the future. 

The cutest guys even went to community center dances fully dressed and made up, where the girls would make them dance and flirt with other boys. Meanwhile, the completely unpassable sissies would have sleepovers the same night and spend the entire time under the watchful eyes of their mistresses learning makeup application, feminine deportment, and performing fashion shows for the girls’ amusement. 

For the Pack everything was going great until it wasn’t and then it was terrible. Cindy knew that with her friend behind her, there wasn’t another student who could mess with her. If they did, they’d soon be mincing around in a pair of spiked heels wishing they hadn’t crossed her. What she wasn’t ready for was Scott Alday.  He had been a science teacher in the school for the past dozen years and was generally well-respected by the administration and well-liked by the students. He was also a grade A pervert. He would put his balls on a girl’s desk when he walked around the room or crouch down behind her with his mouth just inches from her face to peer down on her paper. His hand would be touching the side of her thigh the whole time. 

If a girl complained about her, he’d immediately apologize that she misinterpreted what he was doing and make her think that the whole thing was just in her head. 

Depending on how much he thought he could get away with, he would eventually drop the subtlety. Ally Leboh swore he fondled her breast during one class, but she sat at the back table so there were no witnesses. 

Meaghan Parker said he rubbed her thigh under her skirt for 3 minutes while the class was watching a movie. She wanted to scream, but she just froze up. 

Now Mr. Alday was the type of teacher that everybody liked. He was good at science and loved to do experiments that were either messy or explosive. His class was loose with no real discipline and he let students call him by his first name. The students who loved him would never believe that he had done anything the least bit improper. There were rumors of other students that things had gone much further with, but those students had all transferred or dropped out. 

Today, it was Cindy who felt Mr. Alday’s crotch rubbing up and down on her back as she took an important test. She didn’t know what to do, but remember she was brimming with confidence. She whirled around very quickly so that her elbow “accidentally” crushed his balls. After a very clumsy and insincere apology, she asked him if he needed something. 

Scott Alday was a predator and a very skillful one at that. He would find the weaker girls, the ones who he knew would never tell and the ones that he knew would blame themselves. In the case of Cindy, she didn’t fit any of these criteria.  She was rather confused by why he seemed to be targeting her. One day after she elbowed him in the balls he asked her to stay after class. 

“I don’t know what’s wrong with you lately. I feel like you have so much potential, but you’re hanging out with a bad element and you seem to be wasting it all,” he said. 

She felt uncomfortable alone in the classroom with him. He wasn’t touching her this time and in fact there was a whole table between them, but she could see the way that he was looking at her and it was both inappropriate and creepy. “What exactly is it that you don’t like about my class work, Mr. Alday? I got one of the highest scores on our last test and my labs always get top marks.” 

“You’ve done well enough I suppose, but well enough isn’t really good enough is it?” 

“I have a B in your class. There are at least a dozen students with a D or lower,” she replied. 

“You’re not like them,” he said. “You could be getting an A.” 

“I think I’m happy with my grade right now,” she said. 

“You seem very complacent. You know that little harem you’ve assembled could cause you quite a few problems.” 

“Harem? What harem?” 

“What do you call those boys who you are keeping in panties?” 

“What?!” 

“Oh yes Miss Sutherland, I know about your little sissy pets. I don’t need to remind you about the hazing scandal here a couple years back. The administration tends to frown on this sort of thing and when our conservative school board hears there was forced feminization involved, there will be a lot of pearl clutching.” 

“I don’t know--,” began Cindy, but she was immediately cut off. 

“Oh spare me the denials Miss Sutherland. I could have any one of those sissies balling his eyes out and coming clean within five minutes of questioning. Is that what you want?” 

“No, what do you want?” 

“Only what’s best for you, Cindy. I want to help you to see that bright future I know is out there for you,” he reached over the desk to take her hands in his. She resisted every urge to scream, but this violation of her personal space angered her. It was all she could do not to slap him. 

“So what do you want from me,” she said through gritted teeth. 

“Be here at six-thirty tomorrow morning for some early morning tutoring. We’ll get your grade turned around in no time,” he said. 

“But I have a B,” she replied. 

“Do you?” asked Mr. Alday. The threat was very clearly implied. 



Cindy’s mood was fouled for the entire day. When she sat down across from me in the cafeteria I almost dreaded the conversation. Fortunately, it wasn’t long before Matilda spied her across the room. She could tell right away that something was wrong and headed over our way. 

“Hey Cindy, how about this meatloaf? It definitely is a loaf, but I’m not so sure about the whole meat thing,” 

said Matilda. 

“Hey,” was Cindy’s only reply. 

“I know you’re miserable, but that’s like my best material,” said Matilda. “What’s going on or do you want me to explain to you why Jell-O salad is not technically salad.” 

“Oh God, anything but that.” 

“Well then spill,” said Matilda. 

“It’s Mr. Alday. He’s been all over me in class,” said Cindy. 

“That doesn’t sound like Alday. He’s a soft touch,” I said. 

“Not like that,” said Cindy. “He touches me and looks at me inappropriately. He’s a total creep.” 

“Okay, that does kind of sound like Alday,” said Matilda. 

“Has he done anything to you?” 

“No, but I’ve known girls.” 

“Did any of them go to the administration?” 

“No, it was never really overt enough,” said Matilda. “They were sure what he was doing, but it was his word against theirs.” 

“Is that really a problem?” I asked. 

“If there are that many girls making the same complaint, he’ll lose his job. It’s pretty serious for a teacher to

be groping his students against their will.” 

“Yes and no,” said Cindy. “There’s a good chance nothing will happen or he’ll be let off with a warning.” 

“Even if he does get punished, people will drag your name through the mud. He’s popular. They’ll say that the girls led him on or dressed to provocatively. Some people will always believe that he’s not at fault, the girls are. 

Remember, Mr. Alday is a very popular teacher.” 

“But would they really just cover it up?” I asked. 

“They’d say they’re investigating, but then nothing would ever get done. Meantime, the girls still get trashed,” 

said Cindy. 

“Remember Anita Hill?” asked Matilda. 

“So you just go along with him?” I asked. 

“For now,” said Cindy. “At least I know what he’s doing. He won’t find me an easy mark because I’ll have my eyes wide open.” 

“Let’s think about this,” said Matilda. “Maybe we can help you out.” 



The next morning, we were at school before six am. That’s right, I said we. Tyson, Jana, Lisa, Matilda, and myself hid in the back closet of the science room so that we could listen in on the conversation with Cindy. It was a tight fit back there with dried out chemicals and only lab kits. At one point I accidentally jabbed myself with a scalpel for dissecting frogs and it took all my willpower not to scream out loud. 

Cindy arrived for her private tutoring session right on time to find Mr. Alday already waiting at her desk. He looked up from his newspaper to say, “I see you are punctual Miss Sutherland, that bodes very well for our little enterprise.” 

“Enterprise? I thought this was a study session,” said Cindy. 

“Oh it certainly is,” said Mr. Alday. “That’s all that I meant.” 

“I thought you usually targeted the more vulnerable girls.” 

“I don’t know what you think this is and I do not appreciate you using the term targeting,” said Alday. “If you feel targeted you can leave.” 

“No, that’s okay,” said Cindy. “I want to improve my grade.” 

“Good,” replied Alday. “Besides, your friends in the back closet and you are extremely vulnerable.” 

“My what?” 

“Oh come now, Miss Sutherland, I never leave that door open. I am pretty sure I’ll find your sister and the other miscreant members of your little girl gang back there trying to get the goods on the perverted science teacher.” 

“Well it’s true, isn’t it?” 

“You can come out ladies,” called out Mr. Alday. One by one with sheepishly emerged from the back closet. 

“Good morning, Mr. Alday,” said Lisa. 

“You can all cut the crap. I am sure you heard Cindy say that I prey on vulnerable girls. First off, that’s a complete misreading of the situation and secondly, you are probably the most vulnerable girls I’ve ever known.” 

“I don’t think so,” said Tyson. 

“I do. Maybe, I shouldn’t say girls since I’m including your little pet in the group, but I imagine that he’s more girl than boy by now anyway.” 

“With all due respect Mr. Alday,” said Lisa. “That’s uncalled for.” 

“Please, spare me the mock concern. You’re one of the ones ho did this to him and besides that’s why you’re so vulnerable.” 

“Why is that?” I asked. 

“They’ve gotten greedy. You’ve done things to so many boys. I told this to Cindy yesterday. I’m surprised she didn’t mention it to you, but if you think you have anything on me, but I have much more on you and two of those

boys played basketball for me. I can promise you that it would take only a few minutes for me to get them singing like canaries.” 

“Go ahead,” said Jana. “We didn’t do it to any guys who didn’t deserve it.” 

“I’m sure the college admissions offices will see it your way and not however the tabloid shows sell it.” 

“You know, you’re very clever Mr. Alday. You even knew we were hiding in the closet. I’m surprised you didn’t see the tape recorder I planted in this room,” said Jana. 

For the first time, Alday seemed rattled, he got up from the chair and practically threw Cindy out of the way as he raced over to the bookshelves trying to find the tape player. 

“What’s the matter Mr. Alday?” asked Cindy. “You seem all flustered.” 

“Where the Hell is it?!” he demanded. 

“I’d just grab it and make a run for it, but I kind of want it to record you flying off the handle about it,” said Jana. 

“I am a teacher. It is illegal to record me without my permission! Tell me where that recorder is or I will have you expelled before first period.” 

It was amazing to see Alday’s whole façade crumble. He had been so calculating, but now he was swearing and saying things that would actually get him in trouble and on top of that he was being stupid. Tape recorders in the early nineties weren’t that sensitive. There were only so many places that you could place one if you wanted to pick up on the classroom conversation. 

“You’re getting warm,” said Jana. “Warmer…Oh, now you’re ice cold.” 

It was that final taunting that put Alday past his breaking point. He grabbed Jana forcefully by her arm and barked at her as I had never heard him before, “Give me the fucking recorder right this instant!” 

Unfortunately for Mr. Alday, he violated a cardinal rule of The Pack. You do not violently lay hands on a member unless you are prepared for the other members to get involved. Matilda and Cindy grabbed at Mr. Alday to pull him off their friend and though he kept his grip, he was too distracted to even notice Jana’s foot coming up and connecting with all the force she could muster into his ball sack. Just looking at it made me wince. Tyson grabbed him and pushed him so he was bent over the lab table. We were in big trouble now. 

Lisa raced back into the science closet and grabbed a half dozen rolls of duct tape. While she shoved his own tie in his mouth and wrapped tape around his head until she had a very effective gag, Tyson twisted his arms behind his back and taped them in place. Within a couple of moments he was gagged and hogtied on top of a lab table. 

“What the Hell just happened?” asked Matilda. 

“I think I just pissed away my college education,” said Jana. 

“I’m sure you can pick up a trade in prison,” said Tyson. 

“This isn’t funny,” said Cindy. “We’re fucked. 

I watched Alday squirming and writhing around on the table. I had been in that position, but I felt absolutely no sympathy for him. I wasn’t even that concerned with myself. Right now, I was just worried about the girls staying out of trouble. They were right, this could blow up big time. 

“What are we going to do with him?” asked Lisa. 

“We can’t let him go,” said Tyson. 

“Well the other option is what? Killing him?” asked Lisa. 

Cindy just started laughing to herself. The poor girl must have been delirious. 

“What’s so funny?” asked Jana. 

“Well, if we had the right clothes and makeup, we could turn him into our newest sissy. I’ve always wanted a teacher for a bitch,” said Cindy. 

“No way,” said Lisa. “That’s much too dangerous.” 

“There is no way out of this that isn’t dangerous,” said Jana. “Besides, if we go down for this, let’s take him down with us.” 

“I don’t like this at all,” said Lisa. “Maybe you’re right though.” 

“What do you think, Mr. Alday? Do you want us to get you a pretty dress to wear?” asked Cindy. She got what she obviously wanted when he began flopping around wildly again. 

“Great, but where are you going to get these fabulous clothes,” I said. “I have a few things in my locker, but I know you want more than what I have.” 

“Cindy, come with me,” said Matilda. “I’m in the drama club and I know we have some great outfits left from when we did Chicago last month that Mr. Alday will just die for.” 

“Hurry back,” said Lisa. “I know it’s early, but people are going to start showing up and I don’t want to risk anybody coming in mid-makeover.” 

As Cindy and Matilda left, Jana rubbed the side of Alday’s face. “We’re going to make you beautiful, sir.” 

“We may never be able to get you fired, but after we’re through with you no student will ever take you seriously again,” said Tyson. 

“Do you two have this?” asked Lisa. 

“You mean watching the prisoner? No sissy has gotten away from me yet,” said Tyson. 

“I’ll be back,” said Lisa. 

One good thing about the old science lab was that it was built with some ridiculous safety features. There were two doors in the room in case a fire broke out and the doors were much more solid than the doors other classrooms had. There was also no glass that allowed anybody in the hallway to see inside. If you were going to totally violate a teacher you couldn’t ask for a better place. 

“We’re going to have to cut off these clothes,” said Jana to me. “Do you want to see if he has a decent scissors?” 

“There are a whole lot of scalpels in the back room,” I said. I jabbed myself earlier.” 

“Go get them,” said Tyson. “They’ll do the job.” 

“Feeling kind of vulnerable pervert?” asked Jana. “Maybe this will give you some idea of how the girls in our class felt.” 

We were very careful cutting the clothes off of Mr. Alday, though I think Tyson took a definite pleasure in removing his boxer shorts. He certainly didn’t have much inside them. I felt much better about my penis size after seeing his. 

“We really should just cut this off and be done with it,” said Tyson tracing the blade of her scalpel along the underside of his cock. She didn’t put enough pressure on it to draw blood, but I’m surprised he didn’t pee himself right there. 

By the time Cindy and Matilda made it back their arms overfull of dresses and other feminine clothing, Tyson and Jana had made Mr. Alday completely naked. I didn’t want anything to do with the scalpels, but I did take his shoes and socks off. 

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Cindy, “but we kind of had to mix and match.” 

“I was right about the flapper dresses from Chicago, but your shoes are from My Fair Lady and your corsetry is from The Crucible.” 

“It’s going to take all of us to dress him against his will,” said Jana. 

“Where’s Lisa?” asked Cindy. 

“I just got back from making a few phone calls,” said Lisa almost on cue. “I told our sissies that they were to get here as soon as possible and make sure nobody tried to come into the lab.” 

“Smart thinking,” said Matilda in admiration. 

“Now, let’s undo the hogtie and help him to his feet. I don’t think we have to untie him, but we probably should start with the corset,” said Cindy. 

Tyson unceremoniously cut the tape connecting Alday’s wrists to his ankles and with Jana’s help hauled him up to his feet. None of us could understand his muffled cries, but I was sure that it was something like “you’re

making a big mistake.” 

Once corseted, Matilda slid a pair of sexy black hose up his legs and attached them to the garters on the corset. 

I never really appreciated just how much stuff our drama department had. He was attempting to struggle, but Tyson was damn scary with the scalpel and when she brought it back up to his balls, he behaved again. 

A pair of simple black pumps was placed on his feet and Jana took some black electrical tape and used it to make sure they stayed in place. 

“What’s next?” asked Lisa. 

“Well normally the dress, but that’s going to be such a pain. Let’s do the makeup,” said Cindy. 

Matilda and Cindy had taken over the makeup. At first Cindy was going for bright pinkish hues, but then Matilda reminded her that the dress really needed something more sophisticated. They decided on bright red lips and dark eye makeup.  The final touch was a long blonde wig also courtesy of the theatre department. 

“Time for the dress,” said Cindy. 

No sooner did Tyson cut through the tape holding his wrists than we were all lifting his hands high above his head so that Matilda could lower a black sequin beaded short flapper-style cocktail dress onto him. It fit perfectly and even I was amused at how his struggles were making the dress’s fringe wave. 

“Do you want duct tape or rope?” asked Cindy. “There was a bunch of rope backstage.” 

“I think duct tape for the hands,” said Jana as he began to wind the tape tightly around his wrists. Even when Tyson stopped holding them they just lay there helplessly as they were tightly wrapped. 

“I think I have we can use the rope too,” said Tyson who began winding it around his chest in an inescapable spider web. 

Once his arms were restrained, we all helped him up so he was sitting on top of the lab table. Tyson and Jana each secured one of his legs to the  Bunsen burners on the far edges of the table leaving him in a position that closely resembled the splits. Another rope attached his torso to the sink so he wouldn’t fall backwards and hit his head if he struggled too much. He looked so miserable to have absolutely no control in his own classroom. 

Cindy took the bright red lipstick that they had used on Alday and used it to write  PREDATOR on his forehead and  PERV on each of his cheeks. 

This was going to cost us all, but at least we’d be taking this monster down with us. Jana practically skipped over to the spot behind the test tubes where she had secreted her tape recorder. “Just remember, if you tell on us, we’ll play this recording for the principal and the school board.” 

“Thank you for all your help,” said Cindy. “You’re right, it was very educational.” 

We were giggling when we left the room and saw a half dozen of our sissies standing guard just as they had been ordered to. 

“Good job,” said Lisa. “Keep people out for another half hour and then you’re free to go.” 

We had forty-five minutes until classes started—probably ten minutes less until the shit hit the fan, but everybody kept a brave face. We had no other choice. 
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I wasn’t kidding when I said things were going to get crazy in ten or fifteen minutes. Mr. Alday was found by his first period class of which my sister Angie was a member. One by one students entered to see their teacher dressed like a flapper and doing splits. It was actually a good thing that he was so well liked or there would have been way more students taking pictures with their cameras. As it was, there were at least a half dozen who did just that. 

It wasn’t just the dress or the bondage either. They had tied him in such an immodest position that the students untying him got a good view of his junk straining against his panties and hose. There was some debate over whether he was hard or not and frankly I never did find out. It didn’t matter—it was a better story that he was hard so that’s what people naturally believed. I suppose it was possible, my own mind played tricks on me when the girls were forcing me into my sisters’ clothes and hogtying me. 

It’s not that Alday didn’t play ball. For all his arrogance, he knew he was beaten. He was just terrible at lying despite being a born manipulator. 

The first thing he came up with is that some of his former students did this to him, but it was strangely sexual, especially when they had to have stripped him naked to do it. His good natured “boys will be boys” didn’t fly considering just what he had been through. So, he adjusted his lie by saying they wore masks and he couldn’t identify them if he wanted to. However, the administration still considered this very inappropriate behavior and if he condoned it than he was just as inappropriate as the perpetrators. 

His final story was that it wasn’t good natured and he was traumatized by the whole incident. Why was a gang of masked youths marauding from the school? He didn’t want to sue, but he demanded something be done about security. 

Even though his story was full of holes, believe it or not, the threat of a lawsuit got the administration off his back. Within a few days he believed that he had lucked out and soon he would be able to go back to his old life. 

That is until the following Monday morning. It was six-thirty when he sat down to read the morning paper at his desk as was his routine. That’s when the girls from The Pack showed up. Of course, they had me with them. 

“Hi teach,” said Cindy as she sauntered up to his desk and sat down on top. She was wearing a short black and gray checked skirt and his eyes bugled with a mix of desire and fear. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“I thought I’d get some more of that early morning tutoring you’re so good at,” said Cindy. 

“I am a teacher,” said Alday. “I demand that you leave or I will call security.” 

“Great, we have a tape they’d love to hear,” interjected Jana. 

“What is it you really want?” asked Alday. 

“Well, you know about the sissies we have in this school. You told me as much, right?” 

“Yes, I think it’s disgusting.” 

“Now, is that anyway for the newest member of our little sorority to talk?” asked Cindy. 

“What? This is absurd, I’m a teacher,” he protested. 

“The question is how long will you be a teacher if they find out the truth about you,” said Lisa. “Think about that.” 

“I’m not going to just capitulate and let you put me in panties.” 

“Of course not, you’ll let us put you in makeup, and dresses, and stockings, and heels—so many fun things in your future,” said Cindy. 

“What purpose do you think this serves?” 

“You know, I’d like to file a complaint against you and get you fired and sent to prison for what you’ve done to myself and other girls, but the whole system feels stacked against me. I’ll get my name dragged through the mud

and half the students will think you’re the poor innocent teacher and I’m the teenage vixen temptress. People will call me slut and start rumors about me.” 

“So maybe you should back off,” he said slowly regaining his confidence. 

“Oh, we have enough to take you down,” said Cindy. “Don’t get me wrong. I just don’t think we can do it without bringing me down with you.” 

“Then we have a standoff,” said Alday. “You know the United States and Soviet Union managed to survive through mutual assured—“

“Shut the fuck up,” barked Tyson. 

“Yeah, nobody cares,” said Matilda. 

“My main goal is to make sure you don’t take advantage of any more students and I could do it by getting you arrested or by making you wear this,” she said as she pulled a pink cock cage from her purse. 

“Wait a minute,” said Alday. “There is no way that you’re putting that on me.” 

“Yes we are,” said Cindy. “Either the easy way or the hard way.” 

It was only at that moment that Alday noticed that Jana was creeping up on his left side and Tyson was on his right. He was trapped. 

“I have a girlfriend,” he said. “She’ll know.” 

“Then you’d better break up with her before she starts asking a lot of embarrassing questions,” said Jana as she advanced on him. 

I immediately stepped into the hallway as I had been told to do. The school was mostly empty this early, but only one person wandering in could ruin everything. My job was to prevent that. 

Within five minutes, I could see that the girls were no longer holding him and Mr. Alday was struggling in vain to pull the cock cage off of him. It was useless. Even I had avoided that indignity. 

“Quit your sobbing,” said Cindy. “We’re not done with you yet. I know you don’t like to have rules in your classroom, but I’m about to explain our rules for you.” 

“What are they?” he said weakly. 

“First, it’s obviously going to be panties for you from now on,” said Cindy. He just nodded. 

“Second, no more body hair. You have to break up with your girlfriend anyway, so that shouldn’t be a problem.” 

“It’s going to be so nice to have such a nice smooth teacher,” said Jana strumming her hand up and down his arm. 

“There’s also the matter of pantyhose,” said Cindy. “We’ll add other things to your wardrobe as we see fit.” 

“As you see fit,” said Alday. “And you expect me to just go along with whatever new dictates you come up with.” 

“I don’t expect you to do much of anything,” said Cindy, “but just remember if you decide to drop your pants for another student, she better see your panties, hose, and cage.” 

“Why should I go along with any of this?” asked Alday. 

“Because it will allow you to keep your job and it will keep you out of prison. Those are two very good reasons if you ask me,” said Lisa. 

“You haven’t really given me much of a choice,” he said. 

“Like the choice you gave to your students?” asked Jana. 

“Now, you can go in the back closet and shave and put on the panties, but don’t put on the pantyhose until we make sure that you haven’t missed a spot on your legs. Then we’ll show you how to properly put on hose,” said Cindy as she gave him a small shopping bag. The look on his face was one of bloody murder, but she was holding all the cards and it made no sense for him to challenge her at this point. It was so degrading and humiliating to go into the back closet, as they had ordered, while the girls and their feminized pet male lounged around his science lab. 



When I got home that afternoon, Angie was waiting for me. Kristine was home as well, but Angie had been so occupied with her extra-curriculars that we hadn’t had a chance to talk since she had discovered the state the girls had left Mr. Alday in. She really wanted to find out what I knew. 

“So Dave, I see that you weren’t the only one forced into panties,” said Angie. 

“Yeah, I guess you would have seen what they did to Mr. Alday,” I said. 

“Your little friends have gotten quite the reputation. The rumor is that they’ve got over thirty boys that they’ve done this to.” 

“It’s not even ten,” I said. “Don’t believe everything you hear.” 

“Well, I’m sure you like playing dress up with them,” said Angie. “Some boys are really getting pissed about it though.” 

“Do people know they’re behind what happened to Alday?” asked Kristine

“Oh yeah,” replied Angie. “It’s kind of an open secret.” 

“It sounds like you’re happy about that,” said Kristine. 

“Well, Mr. Alday is one of my favorite teachers,” said Angie. “I think that what they did to him was a disgrace.” 

“The guy is a perv, Ang. He just creeped on the wrong girl this time,” said Kristine. 

“The way I understand it, she led him on,” said Angie. 

“First, he’s a grown man. ‘She led me on’ is no excuse when you’re 20 years older than she is,” I said. 

“Secondly, I was there and he was the one initiating everything.” 

“I had a feeling you were there,” said Angie. 

“I just kept look out. They did all the real work,” I said. 

“So, what happens now?” asked Angie. “They can’t exactly go to the authorities without admitting what they did to him,” said Kristine. 

“They’d be willing to take that chance,” I said. “However, they’ve got their own ideas about how to keep him in line without going to the police.” 

“Oh God, let me guess, dresses?” asked Angie. “I liked playing dolls as much as the next girl, but these girls are obsessed.” 

“They’ve also got him in a cock cage,” I said almost boasting. 

“Just be careful, Dave. This could blow up on them and on you in a very big way,” said Kristine. 

“Our little sissy brother is as much a victim as anybody,” said Angie. 

“He’s not a victim,” said Kristine. 

“Only because you wouldn’t let me turn him into one. If I had my way he could be shining our shoes right now.” 

“I may have blown it with that decision,” said Kristine. 

“I know,” agreed Angie. 

“Hey, I’m not your bitch,” I said. 

“But you are a bitch,” replied Angie. 

“I am not,” I said. 

“Mom and dad won’t be home forever,” said Angie. “Can we at least have her put on a dress and cook dinner?” 

“No, no way!” I protested. 

“You know,” said Kristine. “I have been really nice about not letting Angie totally turn you into a serving maid. It seems like it’s the least you could do.” 

“I’m not going to do it,” I said. 

“Suit yourself,” replied Kristine. “However, I can’t say I’m inclined to keep Angie away from you, if you’re not going to do one little thing for us.” 

“Oh let me at him, sis,” said Angie. Geez, for a younger sister she sure was predatory. She was sizing me up the way a dog looks at a pork chop. 

“Your choice,” said Kristine. 

“Fine,” I said getting up and going to my room to go change. It was really humiliating to be treated like a bitch in my own home like this. 

I returned to my sisters after I had dressed in a simple red dress, black pumps, and black bra, panties, and hose. 

I was wearing a simple strand of pearls and matching earrings. 

“Oh my God!” Exclaimed Angie. “You are going to make somebody a wonderful wife.” 

“She’s like June Cleaver with the pearls,” agreed Kristine. 

What followed was kind of like kids playing adult. First, I got a frilly pink apron from our kitchen and got sodas for my sisters as they watched television and waited for dinner. 

My dad was a good cook and he insisted that I learn my way around the kitchen so when I was a bachelor out on my own, he didn’t want me having to eat out every night because I didn’t know how to cook. 

However, even if I had wanted to cook the girls an elaborate gourmet meal, we had nothing like that in the freezer or pantry. After running down their options with them, they chose a frozen sausage pizza. It was pretty hard to look domestic pre-heating the oven, tossing the pie inside, and declaring the moment of creation eleven minutes later. I busied myself setting the table and refreshing their drinks before finally announcing that dinner was served. 

Kristine’s loyalties were still so confusing to me. I knew that she was the only thing that had stopped Angie from really taking advantage of the situation, but at the same time, she hadn’t always taken my side. She was enjoying me serving her dinner just as much as Angie was and there was also that matter of setting me up for the bra fitting. I knew that I shouldn’t count on her, but I also knew that I did need to trust her if only to save me from Angie. 

After dinner, the girls let me sit down to eat the pizza that was left. There was more than enough for me. When I was done, I cleared the table and cleaned the dishes before going back to my room to change into my male clothing before my mom and dad came home. 



The school was definitely abuzz since Mr. Alday was found crossdressed and bound in his classroom. He was a very well-liked teacher in part because he was a very relaxed teacher who didn’t expect much from his students—

not in academics and certainly not in behavior. Alday was very rarely called Mr. Alday by anybody older than freshman year. Most everybody just called him Scott. Students without much aptitude in science or who didn’t like putting in the work, counted on Alday’s class to get him through the science requirement. If he was fired or put on leave, it would be very bad for those students and they were determined to get to the bottom of things. Rumors that the girls had been femininizing boys in their classes had spread and of course they became the prime suspects for who had done such a horrible thing to Mr. Alday. 

I was getting my books at the locker the next day, when Tracey Hammond and her friends Monica Bruce and Yolanda Sanchez approached me at my locker. 

“Hey Dave,” said Tracey, “I need your help.” 

“Okay Tracey,” I replied. “What can I do?” 

“Well, would you mind coming with us? It’ll only take a moment,” said Tracey. 

“I kind of have to get to class.” 

“It’ll just take a moment, I promise,” she said. 

“Okay,” I replied following them underneath the same stair where I had heard Matilda Werth crying. “So, what’s with all the mystery?” 

“Sorry,” she said. “We just want to protect your privacy. We heard a horrible rumor and we just need to know if it’s true. If it is true, it’s not your fault and we promise we will help you.” 

“What is this rumor?” I asked squirming uncomfortably because I could only think of one rumor involving

me. 

“Just tell us the truth,” she said. “Are Cindy and Jana Sutherland feminizing you?” she asked. 

“What does that even mean?” I asked wrinkling my brow. 

“Are you wearing panties right now?” asked Yolanda. “We’re not going to judge you.” 

“Of course not,” I said. “Guys don’t wear panties.” 

“Well then could you please just drop trou and show us?” asked Monica. “Then we’ll be out of your hair.” 

“I can’t do that. I don’t want you all seeing my underwear,” I protested. 

“Come on Dave,” said Tracey. “It’s no big deal.” 

“It is to me,” I said. “I’m sorry, but I’m not wearing panties. Now if you’ll excuse me I need to get to class.” 

“Hold on,” said Monica. “Nobody blames you. They tricked you or something. Just show us so we can put a stop to this.” 

I pushed passed them and went to my class without even looking back. A disturbing thought came to me though as I made my way through the still crowded hallway. If I admitted that I was at that very moment wearing girl’s underwear everything would be blamed on the girls who did this to me. I mean, even a popular teacher had been put in the same terrible situation. I wouldn’t be considered a freak, I’d just be part of the evidence showing that Mr. Alday was innocent of being a pervert. I could be free from having to be anybody’s bitch or maid, yet here I was fighting tooth and nail to not reveal anything. Was I too embarrassed to admit it or was it something else. As I spent more and more time with the girls, had I grown to enjoy being their little feminized pet? The thought terrified me even as I waved to Matilda and Cindy and caught up with them for a friendly word before heading to class. This was my new normal. I know people had to find it strange to see the standoffish lump in the back of the room now rushing to catch up to two of the most feminine girls in the school for girl talk. I was only beginning to see what a threat that was to the high school’s social order. 

My grades had really started improving and I was much more focused in my classes now. I suppose that’s why I was taken so unaware when I was heading to lunch and I was intercepted. Tracey, Monica, and Yolanda were back and this time they had brought Tom Jurszak with them. Tom was an offensive lineman on the football team and he was six-foot-two and flirting with three hundred pounds. He wasn’t the least bit fat and I was pretty sure he could curl my weight with either arm. 

“Danny,” said Tom. “The girls said you ran away from them earlier.” 

“Yeah, I guess I don’t want a bunch of girls looking at my privates,” I said. 

“That may be, but there are some really bad rumors going around and we all have to make sacrifices. I don’t know if you heard what happened to Mr. Alday, but we’ve got to get to the bottom of this. I have a game Friday night.” 

“If you don’t want us to see your underwear, go in the men’s room and show Tom,” suggested Tracey. 

“Sorry, I’m just not comfortable with this arrangement,” I said. 

“Not as sorry as I am,” said Tom grabbing me in a full nelson. 

“Look, it’s going to be really easy to tell. Supposedly it’s not just panties,” said Yolanda. “Reach under his pants leg and see if he’s wearing hose.” 

Monica grabbed my right leg to hold it steady and Tracey pulled up my pants leg to reveal a totally hairless leg in a pair of suntan hose. “Oh my God! It’s true,” exclaimed Yolanda. Next Tracey traced my shoulder until she found my bra strap. Even though they were being kind of subtle with their movements the girls were starting to draw attention to us. Tom was pretty much always the center of attention with his massive size anyway. 

“Let’s take him somewhere where we won’t be disturbed,” said Tracey motioning to the closest girls’

bathroom. I had been spending way too much time in these things lately. 

They shoved me inside and got a few bemused looks from some freshmen who were freshening up their makeup in the sinks. 

“You need to leave,” demanded Yolanda and the girls scurried. 

“Okay, we meant it when we said that nobody thinks any less of you,” said Tracey. “The girls forced you into

this by blackmail right?” 

“Yeah,” I said honestly. I didn’t want to admit that I was starting to enjoy it now. 

“See, it’s not like you wanted to wear any of this stuff, but you can help us stop these girls. You want to do that, right?” 

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. 

“Great,” said Monica. “We need to document what they did to you. Tom won’t let anybody else in here, but we need you to strip so that we can take pictures. 

“Pictures?!” I practically screamed. “That’s how they blackmailed me. If I wanted people to see pictures of it, they wouldn’t have been able to blackmail me.” 

“I get that,” said Tracey, “but this isn’t about you anymore. If they’re doing this to teachers, where will it stop?” 

“Let’s just get this over with,” said Yolanda. 

“I want to, but…” 

“But what? You can’t honestly be trying to protect those girls after what they did to you?” 

“No, it’s not that,” I said. 

With their bruising football playing bouncer standing guard, it was pretty clear that I wasn’t getting out of the bathroom until they let me out. That would require me doing what the girls wanted. I was humiliated that they already knew what I was wearing, and I really just wanted to get out of there. 

“Does my face have to be in these?” I asked. 

“I’ll tell you what,” said Tracey. “We need at least a few with your face for proof, but if you cooperate we’ll keep them to ourselves and we’ll take others without your face in case we need to share them.” 

“I’m sorry, this is so embarrassing,” I hesitated. 

“It’s not your fault,” said Monica caressing my right shoulder. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of.” 

I went ahead and took off the bra. I could see the girls staring curiously at the cups and I was sure that there must have been a rumor about me taking hormones. I turned my back to them in discomfort. 

“Pants too,” said Yolanda. She was the one who had the camera. It was one of those cheap instamatic things that tourists use. I stepped out of my clothes leaving me in just my bra, panties, and hose, and painted toenails. I was beginning to wonder what poses they’d put me in, but then Yolanda started snapping pictures and I remembered that they weren’t blackmailing me and didn’t need humiliating pictures. They just wanted proof. 

“You can put your clothes back on,” said Yolanda as she used up the last picture on the roll. You don’t have to wear those ridiculous panties anymore.” 

“I didn’t really bring any male underwear,” I said as I pulled my pants back on over the panties. 

“Well, suit yourself I guess,” said Tracey. “Thanks for the help. Do you know who else they got?” 

“Got? You mean dressed?” I asked. 

“Yeah, what other guys are they making wear panties?” asked Tracey. 

“No, I really don’t know their names,” I lied. 

Even without my help, they had no trouble tracking down the others. Adam was more than happy to tell them everything he knew. 

I noticed things had changed after school that day. Lisa had heard that there was a big shoe sale going one at the local mall and she insisted on taking me. Matilda was following along when we went out to the parking lot. 

Lisa’s pride and joy was that car she had, but somebody had spray painted bitch on the passenger side door and slut on the driver’s side. There was other superficial damage like a broken car antenna. 

“What the Hell?!” asked Matilda. 

“Those bastards!” exclaimed Lisa. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said

“It’s not your fault,” said Lisa. Maybe it wasn’t. I couldn’t really know, but just the suggestion felt like I took a baseball bat to my conscious. 

“Those assholes!” exclaimed Lisa. “Why can’t they just leave us alone.” 

“Hey, did any of the other girls drive?” asked Matilda. 

“No, Tyson doesn’t have a car and Cindy and Jana are only a few blocks away,” said Lisa. 

“You don’t think they’d go after all of you, do you?” I asked. 

“Whoever did this may have just been pissed at Lisa, but it could be a chicken shit sissy. I wouldn’t put something like this past Adam,” said Matilda. 

“It has to be one of the sissies. Why else would somebody do this?” asked Lisa. 

“Well, what about Mr. Alday?” I asked. 

“You don’t think Alday is responsible, do you?” 

“Well, not directly,” I said. “Some students are really pissed about what happened to him.” 

“Wait,” said Lisa. “What students? How would anybody even know.” 

“Well, some students even were asking me. There’s a lot of rumors about what you did,” I said. 

“Who was asking questions?” asked Lisa. 

“Hold on,” interjected Matilda. “What about the lockers.” 

“Huh?” I asked. 

“We should check out the lockers. They may have been hit as well,” said Matilda. 

“Okay,” said Lisa. “We’re not done discussing this though, Emily.” 



Sure enough, we rushed inside to find Jana and Cindy at their adjoining lockers cursing up a storm. Across the two lockers in still wet black spray paint somebody had written the letters C-U-N-T-S. 

“They got Lisa’s car too,” said Matilda. 

“That sucks. At least we won’t have to pay to get the lockers cleaned,” said Cindy. 

“What the Hell’s going on?” asked Tyson arriving on the scene. “I heard about the lockers. They really did a number on them.” 

“They got Lisa’s car too,” said Matilda. 

“Well, watch your back. I imagine we’re next,” said Tyson. 

“Not if we have anything to say about it,” said Jana kicking her locker loud enough to leave a dent. 

“Young Lady!” snapped Mrs. Willoughby poking her head out from the classroom at the disturbance. “That locker is school property.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Jana. 

“Did you write that? What are you doing?” asked the elderly teacher who always seemed about a year away from retirement but was still one of the best math teachers in the school. 

“Of course, she didn’t write it,” said Tyson. 

“That’s horrible. Who would do such a thing?” said Mrs. Willoughby. 

“I don’t know, but when we find them…,” said Tyson. 

“Watch the language,” interrupted Lisa. 

“Well when you find them, kick their ass,” said Mrs. Willoughby before ducking back inside her classroom. 

“Emily, you were saying that people were asking about us. What do you know exactly?” asked Lisa. 

“I got approached by some students. I don’t know their names, but I’ve seen them around. They wanted to know about rumors that they heard that you all had put me and other guys in panties,” I replied. 

“What did you say?” asked Jana. “This has to be connected.” 

“I didn’t tell them anything. They asked me this morning and I denied it and then rushed to catch up with Cindy and Matilda. You remember that, right?” 

“Yeah,” said Cindy. “It seems weird that they’d be asking questions and then this would happen.” 

“I’d kind of assumed that guys would be too embarrassed to admit what we did to them to talk,” said Lisa. 

“Well, maybe not,” said Jana. “Or else somebody saw something.” 

“Something is bothering me,” said Matilda. “Why didn’t they do anything to Tyson or me?” 

“Give them time,” said Tyson. “We’ll be ready though.” 

“Remember, they could get Jana and me at the same time and Lisa was the only one with a car today,” said Cindy. 

“Possibly,” said Matilda. “I’m just thinking though, what if they were scared of Tyson and didn’t want to hurt me.” 

“You mean Adam?” asked Jana. 

“Yeah, he’s terrified of Tyson publicly kicking his ass and he’s still trying to get back together with me.” 

“That seems kind of flimsy,” said Lisa. 

“I can pretty much guarantee that he’ll be at the playground playing basketball with his friends right now,” 

said Matilda. 

“What are we waiting for then,” replied Jana. 

The playground was very close to our school. It was less than a block away and five determined young women can cover that distance very quickly. Sure enough, he was in a basketball game when we got there. He could see us approaching and he must have known that the girls wanted answers because he missed his next shot by three feet. I was just happy to have the pressure off of me. 

“Adam, we need to talk,” called out Matilda. 

“Uh oh, somebody’s girlfriend is cracking the whip,” said one of his friends. 

“Worse than that, she’s his ex,” joked another. 

Adam was already blushing, and he only saw this getting worse, so he told his friends he had to go and started walking away. He had to exit the court on our side, but at first we thought he was coming to discuss things out of earshot of his friends. Instead, as soon as he got clear of the fence surrounding the court, he took off sprinting away from us. 

“Adam, you bitch! Get back here!” yelled Cindy, which brought laughter from the court. 

Now Jana and Tyson were both very good athletes and they could probably chase down most boys in a flat-out sprint. The problem was that Adam wasn’t most boys. The one advantage that they had was probably in endurance. 

They stayed hot on his heels and he ran through the park and out onto city streets. Jana was half a block behind him and Tyson was maybe twenty feet behind her. The rest of us were well in the distance. After a half mile, Adam was getting winded and after five blocks he was gassed. He took a turn and tried to hide in an alley before Jana and Tyson could see where he had gone to. 

It almost worked except that he was so tired, he took the turn wider than he meant to and bumped into a couple of trash cans. He tried hiding behind a dumpster, but they cornered him and at once he knew he had outsmarted himself. The rest of us arrived just in time to see a tense standoff. 

“I don’t want to fight you,” he said. 

“I’m not surprised,” snickered Tyson. 

“Look, nobody’s fighting. We just have some questions,” said Jana. 

“Yeah, you have some explaining to do,” said Matilda. 

That was enough for Adam. He tried to scale the eight foot high fence at the end of the little enclave and was easily caught by Jana and Tyson who slammed him to the ground. 

“I’ll be right back.  Can you hold him for five minutes?” asked Cindy. 

“There’s five of us,” said Tyson twisting Adam’s arm up painfully behind his back. “That’ll be no problem at

all.” 

“Where are you going?” asked Lisa. 

Cindy just kept walking and pointed up at the ACE Hardware sign hanging from the building to the left of the alley. 

A weird thing I learned is that if a group of girls are giggling and laughing as they lead a guy through a busy commercial district and they’re laughing at having a good time, no passers by will ever believe he is in any real danger even if he’s been restrained tightly in a spider web of rope and gagged securely with duct tape. 

Comments were heard ranged from a passing businessman who said, “Some guys get all the luck.” To a couple of women who said, “it looks like somebody’s in for it.” 

Nobody really seemed concerned for his well-being even though it should have been obvious to anybody that he was struggling. 

The girls weren’t particularly gentle with Adam as they pulled him along to Jana and Cindy’s house. If anybody had seen the girls dragging him, they never said anything and nobody called the police. 

Soon, he was laying hogtied on the bed, while Cindy and Matilda started assembling the items for his makeover. Adam wasn’t like me. He wasn’t huge for a guy, but he was big enough that he’d never be mistaken for a real woman. That wasn’t the point here though. 

Matilda lay over her bound subject and began applying makeup to his face. “I bet you never thought you and I would be back in bed together,” said Matilda as she dabbed foundation on his face. Though the gag had been removed to allow for an unobstructed makeover, Adam chose not to speak in case his mouth got him in more trouble. Instead he just laid there seething as Matilda did his makeup. 

Tyson was standing behind him making sure he stayed pinned down to the bed and he lacked both the strength and will to resist. He just lay there as his ex applied foundation, bright rose-colored blush, cat’s eye liner, thick lengthening mascara and bright blue eye shadow. With a cheap blonde wig pinned to his head, he looked ridiculous. 

There was no doubt he was a man, but he was a seriously feminized one. “I think I’ve done all I can with this one,” 

declared Matilda. 

“Good, it’s my turn,” said Cindy. “I see that despite his recent rebellion, he’s wearing the proper underwear and he’s fully shaved so this won’t take too long.” 

“Put him in something sexy,” encouraged Matilda. 

“Do you have a nice Lycra mini-dress?” asked Lisa. 

“As fun as that would be, I’m afraid dresses are out,” said Cindy. “I know he has some that fit him perfectly at his house, but he’s too big for my clothes.” 

“So, what do we do?” asked Tyson. 

“Well, just because my dresses won’t ft him doesn’t mean I can’t find something adorable, especially since he already has most of the underwear,” said Cindy. “Can you untie him?” 

“Should we?” asked Tyson. 

“You can take him,” said Jana. “Besides, we have plenty of blackmail on him. He knows better than to fight back and get exposed.” 

The girls stripped Adam down to the panties and hose he was wearing and then Cindy tossed him one of her bras. She picked out a pink ribbed crop top and a black and red plaid kilt. He already had on sheer pantyhose showing off his shaved legs and a pair of pink lace panties. 

“Have you been practicing in your heels?” asked Cindy. 

“Yeah,” replied Adam. 

“Pardon me?” she barked in response. 

“Yes Mistress Cindy,” said Adam correcting himself. 

Cindy tossed Adam a pair of old boots that she owned. They had been well-worn, but now they took up space in the back of her closet. They were also about two sizes too small for Adam’s feet, but they still zipped up. He’d have to find some way to manage them. 

“Is he ready?” asked Lisa. 

“I’ll say,” replied Matilda. “I love his new look.” 

Cindy sprayed him heavily with a bottle of Obsession before announcing, “he is now.” 

“Okay, give me your wrists,” ordered Tyson picking up the clothesline. 

“Wait! Why? I’ve been cooperating,” sputtered Adam. 

“Because I said to dammit. Now stop arguing,” demanded Tyson. Adam complied and was soon bound again. 

“So, Adam, who was it that spray-painted our lockers and trashed Lisa’s car,” asked Jana. 

“I don’t know,” said Adam. 

“Really? Because that’s the same sort of stupid shit you’d do,” said Matilda. 

“I didn’t--,” he began, but was taken by surprise as Matilda reached under his kilt and grabbed his balls. The wincing expression on his face let me know just what a hold she must have. 

“Want to try again?” asked Adam. 

“Okay…I did the locker…but I had nothing to do with…ow…the car,” said Adam. 

“Fine,” said Lisa. “Then who did?” 

“It was Thom Davenport and his friends,” said Adam practically screaming. 

“Anything else you want to know?” asked Matilda. 

“No, we’re good,” said Jana. 

“Okay,” said Matilda releasing her grip and watching Adam crumble to the ground. 



It was probably only around twenty minutes later that we returned to the basketball court with Adam. Jana and Tyson wasted no time in securing him to the fence. 

“This is our bitch,” declared Jana. “Cut him loose and you’ll be next. He thought he could fuck with us. You see where that got him. If you fuck with us, you’ll wish you were him.” 

The guys playing basketball looked over at the girls like they were crazy, but when you’re trying to intimidate people, crazy isn’t necessarily bad. The girls looked around as if waiting for anybody to challenge them, but nobody did. Thom and his friends just bided their time going through the motions of a basketball game, which ceased being of much interest the moment their friend had been tied to the fence. Thom swore that those bitches would get theirs before this was all over. 

The Pack: Confessions of a Sissy Pet Book Six Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

The room was thick with the lingering odor of Polo and Camel cigarettes. Principal Wells was a heavy smoker and there was no way that he would make it through a school day without at least a brief excursion to flavor country. 

Fortunately, his secretary Mrs. Ditwhiler did a pretty good job of keeping out unwanted visitors. Keeping the lingering nicotine smell off of the office carpet, fabric covered chairs, or even Mr. Wells himself was a different matter. 

He paced around all six of us. These were the boys who they had identified as being sissified and tormented by The Pact as they now openly referred to themselves. Somehow, they had missed Lyle Harrah and Tim Spier. 

“I just want to make this very clear,” said Mr. Wells. “Nobody thinks any of you did anything wrong and nobody is blaming you, but we have to get down to the bottom of what’s happened to you and to Mr. Alday. What these girls did--,” 

“Allegedly did,” interrupted Stacey Keith his thirty-five year old assistant-principal with less than three years of classroom experience. Miss Keith was clearly more of a human resources director than any kind of instructional leader. 

“Of course,” nodded Mr. Wells. “What these girls have been alleged to have done is quite serious.” 

Adam gave me a look like he wanted to rip me apart with his bare hands at that moment, but he didn’t. I don’t know if it was because the principal was there or because he feared what Tyson would do if she found out. 

“I think you have me here by mistake,” said Toby Garret. “I don’t know anything.” 

“Sit down Mr. Garret,” said Mr. Wells forcefully. 

“The school district has brought in someone for you to talk to. We want to make sure that you all get the help you need,” continued Ms. Keith. 

“I don’t need a shrink,” complained Adam. 

“School psychologist,” corrected Ms. Keith. “She’s quite highly recommended.” 

We were only given about forty-five minutes apiece to meet with the psychiatrist, but even with such short appointments I missed all my morning classes and lunch. 

The administration was obviously very nervous about the rumors of a female sex cult feminizing boys and making them take birth control pills that had been making the rounds because Mr. Wells had actually given up his own office to let the psychologist interview us. 

Dr. Murphy was a young woman with a tight black bun hairstyle and a well-tailored black suit with massive shoulder pads. Despite her corporate barracuda appearance, she had a sympathetic bearing that made you think that she actually was listening to you. 

“Hi David,” she introduced herself. “I’m Dr. Murphy and I’m here to ask you a few questions. Please have a seat.” 

“I really don’t think I have much information to share,” I said. “I don’t know what anybody’s talking about.” 

“David, I can see your bra straps underneath your shirt. Please don’t lie to me.” 

“Well, I--,” I began to stutter. 

“I’m not interrogating you. I really am here to help. If you don’t have anything to say that’s fine, but I need to ask you some questions anyway. It’s my job, you know.” 

“Okay,” I sighed. “Ask away I guess.” 

“Excellent,” she said. “Start by telling me how you know Cindy and Jana Sutherland.” 

“They live across the street from me.” 

“Okay, that’s good to know,” she said. “How do you get along with them.” 

“I guess I’d say we’re friends.” 

“Now, according to your teachers, when they first moved in you were very hostile to Cindy. How did that

change.” 

“I guess I got to know her better,” I lied. 

“Did you meet the other girls through them?” 

“What other girls?” I asked. 

“Priscilla, Matilda, and Lisa,” she continued. 

“Oh yes, they’re friends of Cindy and Jana.” 

The Hell she wasn’t there to interrogate me. I felt a bead of sweat trickling down the left side of my face. 

“How long have you been wearing women’s underwear?” she asked. 

“That’s sort of personal.” 

She frowned at me and then caught her self and changed tactics, “Is wearing girl’s clothes your choice?” 

“Is anything really a choice?” I asked. “I mean according to Freud everything we do is determined by--.” 

“I’m not a Freudian. I don’t believe that,” she said. “You’re sharp, I like that.” 

“I got a C in my psychology class,” I said. “I only took it because business law was full.” 

“I used to like electives,” she said. “Listen, if you’re doing it because you like it I’ll make sure they leave you alone, but if you’re being forced to do something against your will then we need to stop it. It’s sexual assault even if it’s not quite rape.” 

“No offense doctor, but I’m a better judge of that,” I said. 

“Oh? So, 

have you wondered if it’s rape too?” 

“No, but I’ve thought about some of these things a lot. They’re not doing anything to me that I really mind,” I said. 

“Now that does surprise me,” she said. “I hate shaving my legs. Doesn’t that bother you at all?” 

“I’m still only 18. I’m just not that hairy,” I replied. 

“Several other boys told me that what was done to them was quite traumatic,” she said. 

“They’re idiots and assholes,” I said. 

“Well see this is good,” she replied. “I want to get to the bottom of this. Can you please share the girls’ side with me? I’m a feminist and I was a high school girl once. I know what pigs boys can be at your age, present company excluded. Tell me why they’re not to blame for this.” 

“You don’t really want to hear that,” I said. 

“Trust me,” she said. 

“Well for starters, the guys started it,” I said. 

“Even you?” 

“Yes, even me. I think I probably deserved what they did to me. I know those other boys did.” 

“I don’t see how you can possibly say that you all needed to be crossdressed against your will,” said Dr. 

Murphy. 

“Then you really don’t know eighteen-year-old boys very well,” I replied. 

“One of your classmates was locked in a chastity cage. I hardly see that as justified no matter what wrong you may perceive him to have committed.” 

“It didn’t hurt him, did it?” 

“Well, that’s beside the point,” said Dr. Murphy. 

“The girls didn’t force anything on us that we didn’t deserve.” 

“So, you are admitting that they forced it on you.” 

“I didn’t say that,” I replied. 

“Oh, but you did,” she said. “I’ve also got some very interesting pictures of you. I’d be curious what your parents would think of them.” 

“Nice move you just made to blackmail there,” I said. 

“Is that what you think this is?” 

“I’m going back to class,” I said. “Unless you’d like my parents’ phone number.” 

“We’re not done,” she said as I got up out of my seat and walked out of the room. As I got to the outer office, I could see that they had rounded up the girls and were going to talk to them next. I took a seat and tried to communicate with them with my eyes, but what I wanted to convey, that I had supported them when I was pressed, was just too complicated. Instead, I just gave them a thumbs-up sign. 

I could hear some things sitting in the outer office, but I learned a lot about what happened from Lisa and Cindy. 

The girls were all called in to see Dr. Murphy one at a time, where she explained unhealthy sexual fetishes to them and how they could spread between a group of close friends. She told them that with some extensive counseling they could all learn to have healthy and satisfying sex lives as adults. 

Every one of the girls replied to this approach differently. While Tyson more or less told her to shove it up her ass, Lisa tried to reasonably and calmly debate the treatment of girls in the male dominated rape culture of the modern American high school. Dr. Murphy exasperated at these interviews told the principal that they were not ready for treatment. He took this as a green light to throw the book at them. 

“Your reign of terror is about to come to an end,” said Principal Wells. “What you’ve been doing to the boys in this school is deviant and the fact that you tried to pull a respected member of the faculty into it is abhorrent.” 

“What about what those boys did to us?” asked Jana. 

“They’re not the ones being investigated.” 

“Well, maybe they should be,” chimed in Lisa. “Sexual harassment is a serious issue.” 

“Sexual harassment? Since the Clarence Thomas hearing, do you know how many times I’ve heard those words?” 

“And just how many times have you done anything about it?” asked Jana. 

“You may well want to think about crossing that line young lady when I hold your entire future in my hands,” 

barked Principal Wells. 

“What about assault?” asked Matilda. 

“And child molestation?” chimed in Cindy. 

“Those are serious allegations and if there’s anything you want investigated, I will be happy to do that, separate from your own crimes of course.” 

“Crimes?! What crimes are those?” asked Jana. 

“Forcibly crossdressing and abducting boys could be considered sexual assault and kidnapping.” 

“Well, I don’t see the police here, so I assume you think those words are as overblown as we do.” 

“I am trying to handle it quietly as not to ruin your future.” 

“You mean to minimize the scandal,” said Lisa. 

“Well, if you want to talk about scandal, what do you think this could do to your father’s political career if I went to the police?” asked Principal Wells. 

Lisa said that when he mentioned her father she felt sick to her stomach. Somehow it had never occurred to her that what she had done could impact him. 

“So, what do you want?” asked Cindy. 

“We’re going to start with a two-week detention, then you are all going into a sexual addiction counseling program. In addition, if I catch you doing this again there will be automatic expulsions for all of you. Is that clear?” 

“This is bullshit!” exclaimed Tyson. 

“You will watch your mouth in this office young lady,” insisted Principal. He had the power now; he didn’t need to raise his voice. 

The girls filed out of the principal’s office slowly, but when they saw some of us boys still in the office trying to eavesdrop on their conference with the principal, Tyson took two quick steps towards Adam just to watch him flinch. 




***

 

If Principal Wells thought that suspending the girls for two weeks would settle things once and for all he had another thing coming. When the girls were blocked from attending class or participating in time consuming extra curricular activities, they had more not less time to get in trouble. 

The first thing they did was to find out everything they could about Thom Davenport. Everybody knew who Thom was. His family was important because they owned the town’s biggest bank and his mom was on the school board. Coach Alday had taken Thom under his wing when he was just an awkward freshman and though it became apparent that Alday had bought alcohol for him and done other thing things that violated the law and school policy, Thom couldn’t believe that Mr. Alday had done any of the horrible things he had been accused of. Thom was good friends with Adam and he had learned a lot about what the girls were doing from him. He also had seen the pictures that were now circulating of me. I was going to have to come clean with the girls about those pictures sooner rather than later. 

Any pull that Lisa might have with her city councilman father was checked and mated by Thom’s family’s bank and his mom’s position on the school board. 

The first confrontation with Thom came the second day of the suspension. The girls got bored and around three they took a ride by Thom’s place. They took me with as Tyson’s truck easily fit six of us and they were starting to starve for gossip about what had happened at school in their absence. 

“I thought Lisa had a nice place,” said Jana. 

“Yeah, these are some pricey homes,” agreed Matilda. 

“I think you need to take a left at the intersection. He should be on the right side of the next block,” said Lisa. 

This was the old days of navigating without a cellphone. 

When Tyson made the turn Matilda immediately noticed Adam. He was standing under an elm tree and talking to somebody who wasn’t immediately visible. 

“There’s Adam,” said Matilda. “I bet Thom’s with him.” 

“We should panty check him,” said Jana. 

“Do you really want that kind of trouble?” I asked. Jana and Tyson both turned around from the front seat to glare at me.  They were well past caution. 

The truck screeched to a halt about eighteen inches from where Adam was. “I hope you have your panties and stockings on, Eve,” shouted Cindy from the back seat. 

“Fuck off,” said Adam. 

I had seen Thom around and as he emerged from the other side of the tree, I wondered if he knew just what a hornet’s nest he had kicked. He was a tall boy standing at least six-foot-three with wavy blonde hair. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him and he possessed piercing blue eyes that I’d heard several girls mention in passing. He had the charming arrogance of a Kennedy and I hated him for it. 

“You might want to move that piece of crap truck,” said Thom. “You don’t want them impounding it.” 

“I don’t think you’re a good influence on our Eve,” said Matilda. “A few days with you and he’s already acting like a bitch.” 

Everybody knew that Thom loved his Corvette. Of course, it was red, and he loved to drive it way too fast. 

There was no way to really respond verbally to his attack on Tyson’s truck. Jana found another way to respond. 

Tyson’s father always kept a multi-tool in the glove compartment for emergencies. This was like a Swiss army knife for mechanics. It was a pliers, knife, and wrench in one and as Jana hurled it out the car window it struck the

passenger door with a surprising amount of force. It left about a really ugly dent with a four-inch scrape along the paint. 

“What the fuck did you just do?!” He yelled in terror. 

“Sorry Thom, I didn’t have any spray paint, bitch.” Said Jana coldly. 

Thom ran to the trunk of his car and grabbed a baseball bat. Tyson and Jana would have fought him right there, but Tyson didn’t want to bring home the truck with a dent in it so instead she sped off. Adam and Thom piled into the Corvette and were in hot pursuit. 

“Shit! They’re after us,” observed Melanie staring out the back window. 

“Well I can’t exactly outrun a Corvette with this old truck,” said Tyson. 

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have thrown that thing,” said Jana. 

“It’s okay, what are we going to do about these guys?” asked Tyson. 

The Corvette was already close enough to tailgate. As I nervously eyed them inches away from the back bumper, I saw Cindy flipping them off with a gesture that would make any truck driver proud. 

“I know we can’t outrun them,” said Lisa, “but what can they do exactly?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Melanie. 

“They can do a lot.” 

“No, think about it. They can’t run us off the road and if they collide with this huge truck, it’s going to do a lot more than scratch their paint job.” 

“Yeah, you’re right,” said Tyson slamming on the breaks. Thom hit the brakes, but he was too close. He swerved left and scratched the passenger side of his car on the bumper of truck. The Corvette then jumped the curve and hit a large oak tree. By the time contact was made, the Corvette had reduced speed considerably, but that was going to leave a pretty substantial ding in the body. Even though the windows were rolled up, I could hear Thom and Adam cussing out the girls as the truck drove down the street at thirty miles per hour. 

Over the course of the next week, rocks were thrown through windows, tires were slashed, and mailboxes were lit on fire. Thom, Adam, and their friends would never let this rest. They had targeted every single one of the girls and it was all the others could do to stop Jana and Tyson from hitting them back just as hard. We were all in Jana and Cindy’s basement one night as the girls were discussing their options. They had heard that the following week, Thom Davenport’s mom would be pushing the school board to expel them from school. 

“Our mom will be so pissed,” said Cindy. “We don’t even have that long until graduation. It’s going to totally suck having to transfer again this year.” 

“I understand that you have to go to an alternative school,” said Lisa making use of air quotes. “It’s like juvenile detention without the bars.” 

“It can’t be all that bad, can it?” I asked. 

“Afraid so,” said Lisa. “It’s not the sort of thing you want on your permanent record.” 

“My old man won’t care,” said Tyson. “It’s not like he cares about much anyway.” 

“I wish we could just kick those guys’ asses,” said Tyson. 

“Why can’t we?” asked Matilda. 

“Seriously?” asked Lisa. “We’d be in so much trouble.” 

“With who? The school that’s expelling us?” replied Matilda. 

“She’s got a point,” said Cindy. 

“And what would that prove?” asked Lisa. 

“Why does an ass kicking have to prove anything?” asked Tyson. “Couldn’t we just do it because those two bitches really have it coming to them?” 

“So, you want to kick the shit out of them because they deserve it?” I asked rhetorically. “Makes sense to me.” 

“I can’t think of a better reason,” said Jana. 

“I can,” replied Lisa. 

“Why am I not surprised,” said Cindy(?). 

“What if I promised you that you’d still get to kick their asses?” 

“Okay Lisa, now you have my attention,” said Tyson. 

“Good,” smiled Lisa. “I think I may have a way out of this, but it’ll have to wait until tomorrow.” 

“We can be patient,” said Jana. 

The plan that Lisa laid out was either brilliant or insane and I couldn’t figure out which. If freedom is just another word for nothing left to lose, we were going to take full advantage of that freedom. 



The next day, we were waiting in my sister Kristine’s car right next to where Thom had parked his beat-up Corvette. Kristine had an old Ford Taurus that was clearly an old man’s car, but it got her to work. It had the advantage of not being known to Thom or Adam and it had a trunk big enough for our purposes. 

Tyson was very knowledgeable about cars and had done a little research to find out that this model of Corvette was surprisingly easy to steal. She managed to get the hood unlocked and detached the distributor cap. 

After school let out, we waited for Thom to arrive. Waiting sucked, but it also meant that the parking lot would be nearly empty by the time he got there. When Thom saw us all jump out of the car to rush him, he raced to the door and tried to stick his car key in the lock. Tyson had very wickedly put about five strips of Scotch tape over the lock. It wouldn’t hold keep him out for long, but by the time he figured it out, Jana and Tyson were already grabbing his arms. I was a bit surprised to see Lisa getting in Thom’s face. She had a coil of rope, and Thom was going to be hogtied whether he liked it or not, in fact she very much hoped he’d hate it as much as she thought he would. 

With Jana and Tyson bending him over the hood of his car and twisting his arms behind his back, Lisa had him restrained in short order. Meanwhile, Cindy and I had shoved a pair of panties into his mouth and used duct tape to secure them in place. Silenced and hogtied, he was soon unceremoniously stuffed into the trunk of the Taurus. 

I wish I had been there to see how Matilda and Kristine had taken down Adam. I only know what they told me. Kristine and her friend from the mall, Jen, had police uniforms from the previous year’s Halloween. They weren’t those sexy cop uniforms though, they looked a lot like the real thing. I imagine when they showed up at the door accompanied by Matilda; Adam must have been scared half to death. The plan was that they’d tell him that Matilda had filed a complaint that he had abused her, and they were investigating. We thought two female police officers might be stretching credibility, but then again Adam was neither smart nor particularly observant. 

I can only imagine Adam going out with Kristine, Jen, and Matilda to Jen’s car with Adam in handcuffs. How she was able to convince him that her Mazda was a police car was beyond me, but Adam didn’t realize that he wasn’t really under arrest until the car arrived at the mall.  By then it was too late to do much about it. 

It was just after five o’clock and the mall would be open for another four hours, but that wouldn’t affect our plan. No sooner had Lisa asked Kristine for help, then my eldest sister gave her all sorts of good ideas. 

A new boutique clothing store called Lifestyle was opening next week in the space that had been abandoned by a shuttered Orange Julius. For the last month, workmen had been converting the inside of the shop before finally completing their work three days ago. The shop was complete, but not open for a few days. One of their first hires was a former coworker of Jen and Kristine’s named Donna who would be the shop’s manager. With Donna’s permission, we used the empty shop for our base of operations. 

Lisa had thought of everything even down to getting a couple of barber style chairs set up in the shop for today’s festivities. We had just restrained Thom to one of the chairs completely naked when Adam was brought in. 

Already in handcuffs, he was rather easy to control.  Soon, the two boys were naked and sitting next to each other helplessly restrained in the barber style chairs. 

“You are already in big fucking trouble. You better let us go right now!” demanded Adam. 

Matilda had a big angelic smile on her face as she walked over to her ex-boyfriend. She calmly waited for him to shout at her and as he did, she removed a black rubber dildo shaped gag from her purse. I don’t think Adam knew she had that anymore than I did, but soon it was jammed into his mouth and fasted behind his head. 

“I think I like this new side of you,” said Jana. With both boys gagged, it was much easier to do what we had

to do next. 

Speaking as the victim in a couple of these cases, there are some very simple rules to feminizing a guy who doesn’t want to be girlied. First, always have more feminizers than feminizees. We accomplished that. Between myself, the five girls, and the added reinforcements of Jen and Kristine, we outnumbered Adam and Thom by a four to one margin. Donna didn’t want her hands dirty so we all respected that. The other rule was to only untie his wrists when his ankles were bound and only untie his ankles when his wrists were bound. Since Adam was already hairless, the girls concentrated on Thom. With his hands bound he wouldn’t be a match for that many bound and determined women. All Tyson had to do was bring the pink disposable razor up so it was in contact with his balls and he didn’t dare to even squirm. 

We then retied his ankles and shaved after untying him, so we could get at his underarms, we did the upper half of his body too. I was planning to just be an observer, but the girls decided to have me do the honors when they noticed just how uncomfortable it made him to have me doing it. 

“You know,” said Matilda. “I could probably take his hair and do something with it. It’s got a lot of length for a guy.” 

“What did you have in mind?” asked Cindy. 

“I bet I could give him a cute pageboy.” 

“Do it,” said Lisa. “I’m sure he’ll be grateful for whatever you do.” 

“We’ll have to take the gag off,” said Tyson. 

“We could use tape,” suggested Kristine. 

“That doesn’t really work very well,” said Jana. “Tell you what, if he opens his mouth Tyson punch him right in the balls.” 

“Now you’re talking,” agreed Tyson. He sat quietly as his gag was removed and Matilda gave him a fairly trendy girl’s hairstyle. 

“Is there any objection if I do his makeup?” asked Cindy. 

“Just make those eyes pop,” teased Jen. 

“I’ll do my former boyfriend,” said Matilda with particular glee. Any sympathy that she had for the brute was long gone by now. 

The look the girls achieved was more Friday night at the club than drag queen, but both girls did the boys’

makeup thick and noticeable. I was pretty sure that Thom could probably pass if he wasn’t so tall. Adam in certain light might be mistaken for a woman, but it’d be one ugly woman. 

“Now, we just need to dress them,” I said. 

“Not quite,” replied Cindy. “Why don’t you paint their toes, while we do their nails.” 

I was handed a bottle of nail polish and some spreaders and went to work. The girls were going all out as they gave them long acrylic nails. Adams were in bright red, while Thom was given a hot pink. There was plenty of nail art too with rhinestones and various designs on each finger. 

After their nails dried the boys were given their underwear. This was high end stuff. Both boys were stuffed into corsets and I was amazed the way that it made them look like the both had small but noticeable boobs even before any padding was added. Thom’s corset was pink while Adam’s was white. Nude stockings were attached to the garters and chicken cutlets were placed into the cups of the corsets. 

“This is too tight,” I can’t breathe groaned Thom unable to adjust to wearing a corset. 

“Too bad,” replied a very unsympathetic Cindy. 

Matilda grabbed the dresses that had been selected for each boy. Thom was given a slinky pink sequined dress that was ridiculously short with his long legs. Adam was put in a metallic gold dress that had a slit from his ankle up to the top of his right thigh. The girls had outdone themselves in picking out these outfits for maximum humiliation potential. 

With the boys dressed, high heeled sandals completed their outfits and showed off the work that I had done on their toe nails. Adam was getting used to heels by now, but as they were locked on, Thom knew just how trapped he was now. 

“So, I know what you’re wondering--,” started Lisa, but she was interrupted by Adam. 

“I’m wondering if you’ll get tried as adults for forced imprisonment,” scowled Thom. 

“Oh honey, you don’t know half of the crimes we’re going to commit this afternoon,” said Jana. 

“Yeah, well fuck you,” said Adam. 

“Snappy comeback,” said Matilda. “Should we put the gags back?” 

“That won’t be necessary will it be, Thom?” asked Lisa. 

“We won’t scream,” promised Thom. 

“Good, you’re learning,” said Lisa. 

“I don’t think they get just what trouble they’re in yet,” said Tyson. “You’re going to be very popular if we drop you off in the right part of town dressed like that.” 

“How about you do the sane thing and let us go,” said Adam. 

“Oh, you know we’re not about to do that,” said Matilda. 

“Yeah, but the good news is what we want from you right now isn’t that tough,” said Jana. 

“What’s that?” asked Thom. 

“Go down to the food court and get an after-school snack.” 

“Dressed like this? No way,” protested Adam. 

“There are so many worse things we could make you do.  If anybody sees you, just tell them it’s a dare or something,” said Cindy. “It’s not the end of the world.” 

“Trust me guys, they’re letting you off easy,” I said. 

“You traitor,” said Adam. “You don’t have any balls left.” 

“I have a lot more in common with them than I do with you.” 

“Yeah, like a vagina for starters,” snapped Adam. 

“Well, are you going to do it or are we going to tell you about the other less pleasant option?” asked Jana. 

“There is no way in Hell,” said Adam. 

“We’ll do it,” said Thom. 

“What?!” gasped Adam. 

“You heard me. They hold the cards right now and I don’t intend to stay here like this all day,” said Thom. 

“Okay fine,” agreed Adam. 

Even as I helped untie the boys, I was pretty sure Thom was up to something. My best guess was that if people saw him then he’d have even more evidence against the girls. He had something up his sleeve. 

“Okay, all you have to do is go to the food court and order a meal at one of the many fine establishments,” 

said Lisa. “Then sit at a table together and finish your food and drink,” said Lisa. 

“We’ll even pay for it,” said Cindy handing each boy a small clutch purse. 

It was funny watching them walk out into the mall. Adam was trying to help Thom who had no idea how to walk in his shoes.  It’s not like Adam was feminine or graceful, but he was in no danger of twisting an ankle. We followed behind them at a distance, so it wouldn’t look like we were with them. 

The boys got a lot of attention. Even if they had been actual girls, their outfits were entirely inappropriate for girls to be wearing at the mall at five pm on a weekday afternoon. Still, they did what they were supposed to and soon they were sitting down at their table with pizza slices and soda. They cringed with every wolf whistle and rude comment, but I’m sure they thought they had endured the worst that the girls could throw at them. How wrong they were. 

Parading around the mall dressed like a combination of prom queen and Las Vegas prostitute was plenty of embarrassment for Adam and Thom. I’m sure they hated the humiliation, but expected that was all there was. 

Unfortunately for them, things were about to get much worse. Jen and Kristine had a couple of friends who were

both at the local community college. Neither one was actually gay, but they were pretty openly bi and they loved the idea of a good joke that gave some payback to a bunch of arrogant high school bullies. Both boys were very athletic.  Taylor was white and Steve was black, but they were inseparable. 

When the boys had their food and were sitting down at their table, Steve came up behind Thom and Taylor behind Adam. They hugged them from behind as if they knew them.  As the boys blushed and pulled away, the scene was captured by a half-dozen girls with cameras. 

Steve and Taylor sat down in the empty chairs at the table leaving Adam and Thom with the difficult task of trying to get rid of them without causing a scene. Steve and Taylor were gifted at creating terrific blackmail pictures. 

Taylor leaned forward and whispered in Adam’s ear in a way that made them look like far more than friends; Steve leaned in and put his hand on Thom’s thigh and through it all, everybody kept snapping pictures. 

“What are you doing?” asked Thom. 

“Just having some fun,” said Steve. 

“Yeah, nothing for you hot babes to worry about,” added Taylor. 

“We’re not hot babes and you’re drawing all sorts of attention to us,” said Adam. 

“We think you’re hot babes,” said Steve. 

“If people want to stare let them,” said Taylor. 

“Get out of here,” repeated Adam. 

“I don’t think so,” said Steve. “You want us to leave, we want kisses and not little pecks on the cheek either.” 

“No way,” said Adam. “I’m not kissing anybody.” 

“Everybody’s looking at us,” said Thom. “Let’s just get it over with.” 

“This blows,” said Adam. 

Steve grabbed Thom while Taylor moved in on Adam. The two couples kissed at the exact same moment deeply and open mouthed. Adam thought he might throw up, but his cock was somehow aroused by it. Of course, as they kissed all of those cameras recorded everything. 

“I suppose that will have to do,” said Taylor. 

“Maybe another time, ladies,” added Steve. Both boys took a sigh of relief as they left. They finished their food and walked back to the shop to get their stuff. 

“Can we finally go now,” said Thom. 

“That depends,” said Jana as Donna opened the door and let everybody inside. 

“On what?” asked Thom. “We did everything you told us to.” 

“You did and now we’re willing to give you back your clothes and let you leave,” said Jana. “It’s just…” 

“What?” demanded Adam impatiently. 

“Well, I thought you might now want all those pictures that we took of you guys kissing those guys being posted up at school,” said Jana. 

“Oh no,” said Adam. “You wouldn’t dare.” 

“Really? You think that?” said Cindy giggling at his comment. 

“Hey, we said you could go. It’s totally your choice,” said Lisa. 

“What is it you want?” asked Thom. 

“Nothing that you wouldn’t want a cute girl to do to you,” said Cindy. 

“Huh?” asked Adam. I had to stifle a laugh, he was so slow on the uptake. 

“We thought the perfect end to the afternoon would be some blowjobs,” said Jana. 

“Not going to happen,” said Thom. 

“Yeah, fuck you. That’s a line I’m not crossing,” said Adam. 

“That’s your choice,” said Lisa. 

“Why would you even think we’d say yes,” asked Thom. 

“I guess we hoped you might find each other hot,” said Cindy. 

“It’s not like Adam has ever been a very good lover with women,” said Matilda. “I thought maybe he was holding something back.” 

“And then of course there is the picture of you making out with those two guys at the food court, but if you’re proud of them, I think that’s great.” 

“If we did what you want, you’d take pictures of that anyway,” said Thom. 

“Yeah we would,” agreed Lisa. “However, there’s a difference between us taking pictures and putting them up all over school.” 

“Big difference,” agreed Tyson. 

“What’s to stop you from posting these pictures?” asked Thom. 

“You two being the best little angels you girls can be,” said Cindy. 

“No way,” said Adam. “Let’s get changed and get out of here.” 

“Don’t you think I want to?” asked Thom. 

“Then let’s just do it,” said Adam. “They don’t even have any proof that it’s actually us.” 

“That’s easy for you to say,” replied Thom. “Do you know a lot of girls my height?” 

I could see the realization spread across Adam’s face. The girls had them and no matter how degrading or disgusting what they wanted was to him, at least there was a chance of keeping it private. 

“Let me put it this way,” said Lisa. “School will be out in a few months and then I don’t think we’ll have any reason to blackmail you. This is a very short-term arrangement.” 

“On the other hand, if we spread those pictures we already have we could change your reputation forever,” 

said Tyson. 

“What do we have to do,” said Thom. 

“Nothing that Adam hasn’t had me do for him,” teased Matilda. 

The girls had set up a queen size mattress on the floor and now motioned for boys to go lay on it. Jen owned a Polaroid camera, which was very important because we were all sure that we wouldn’t find anybody willing to develop the pictures we had in mind. Of course, there was also a camcorder set up on the tripod for those moments that a still camera wouldn’t do justice. 

The boys plopped down on the mattress together, unsure how to do so modestly in a dress. 

“I think for what we have in mind, it’s going to work better if you’re facing opposite sides of the bed,” said Jana. “Adam why don’t you lay the other way, so your head is facing the same direction as Thom’s feet.” 

“Don’t worry,” added Tyson. “I don’t think it’s his feet we’re going to have you playing with.” 

The boys were clearly nervous and scared.  They had never wanted anything like this and even as they were made to pull down each other’s panties and lick each other’s cocks, they shuddered in shame. Still, with unrelenting instructions, Lisa and Jana soon had them writhing together on the mattress in a sweaty yet feminine tangle growing aroused in spite of themselves. The two feminized males were forced to endure a long and humiliating session of sixty-nine. 

It had been decided that if they didn’t resist, the girls would refrain from making them fuck each other, but this would still be incredibly damaging in our homophobic macho high school. 

The boys were terrible cock suckers. They were total novices, but I wonder if all the humiliation they were feeling had the same impact on them as I had learned humiliation had on me. Despite untalented mouths, both Adam and Thom were soon moaning. The girls were ridiculing them and catcalling, but they still couldn’t resist their excitement.  The girls made them blow their loads on each other’s faces and then lick off when they were through. 

The entire thing immortalized in picture as way as film. The girls had gotten the revenge that they wanted. Now the next phase would be up to me. 



***



The idea was that I’d look like a lawyer, but I don’t think that was really the case. Even though, I wore my sister Kristine’s gray tweed suit with the short skirt that came an inch above my knees and a pink ruffled blouse that Angie grudgingly gave me. I think I looked more like some sort of student in Junior Achievement dressing like what she thought a lawyer should look like right down to a wig styled in a very professional LA Law kind of bob and dark hose and black pumps completing the ensemble. Even my makeup just screamed professional. 

When I walked into the school board meeting, I don’t think anybody in attendance would have thought I was a student let alone a male. 

I sat dutifully through all of the reports, the old business, and the sort of mundane bureaucracy that takes up the bulk of most school board meetings. It was only when they got to new business that I had to be concerned. 

Mrs. Davenport spoke, and she let Principal Wells really have it. “Principal Wells, it has come to my attention that there is a group of deviant girls operating in your school who have been forcibly crossdressing boys and engaging in tawdry sexual acts designed to promote a homosexual lifestyle. A number of boys have reported being forced to attend class in bras, panties, and other unmentionables. I demand to know what you intend to do bout this.” 

“We are aware of the situation,” said Principal Wells. “The girls in question have all been suspended for two weeks.” 

“Two weeks off from school? That hardly seems like fitting punishment for something this severe,” continued Mrs. Davenport. 

“Calm down Irene,” said Jack Nash who owned the town’s Chrysler dealership. “It’s not like these boys are damaged for life.” 

As if on cue, I stood up and announced, “I have information on this situation that I believe this board would find relevant.” 

“I believe this is out of order,” said Principal Wells. 

“Who are you?” asked Mrs. Davenport. 

“My name is David Waller and I am the victim of these despicable harlots,” I said. 

“Why are you dressed that way?” asked Principal Wells. 

“I am ashamed to admit it, but I think those girls have ruined me for pants,” I said. 

“Ruined you for pants?” scoffed Mr. Nash. 

“I will be happy to share my story if it pleases this body,” I said. 

“I’m afraid that we can’t--,” began Principal wells. 

“Go ahead and let him speak,” said Mrs. Davenport. “We need to get to the bottom of this.” 

“Very well,” replied Principal Wells. “You may proceed.” 

“I was first led astray by a couple of sisters named Jana and Cindy Sutherland. Along with their friend Priscilla Diaz, they began to make me wear women’s clothing.” 

“How could they make you do something like that?” asked a young professional woman on the board. We really could have been sisters with our matching hair and similar outfits. 

“They took incriminating pictures of me all dressed up,” I said. “I would have done anything for those pictures not to get out.” 

“Even dress up more?” asked Mr. Nance. 

“Even dress up more,” I replied. “Of course, that just gave them more blackmail to use on me.” 

“I wish we could see those pictures,” said Mrs. Davenport. 

“That’s part of the problem,” I said. “I possess those pictures, but I don’t want them to keep following me around and I worry that if I enter them into evidence, they become part of the public record.” 

I then went over to the smart black leather briefcase I had with me and pulled out an envelope for each of the school board members. We had pre-bent the corner of Mrs. Davenport’s, so I could make sure that she got the right

one. 

As the school board members flipped through the pictures of me posing in lingerie, there were looks of shock from the members. 

“This looks like it may have been more serious than I thought,” said Mr. Nash who seemed to be staring at my photos a bit longer than seemed natural. What the other members of the board didn’t realize was that Mrs. 

Davenport was looking at completely different pictures than the other members of the board. There was Thom doing sixty-nine with his friend Adam. Another picture showed his face absolutely covered with cum. These were definitely reputation changing pictures. Mrs. Davenport sat ashen faced in stun silence. 

“I have to agree with Mrs. Davenport,” said Mr. Nash. “In light of this evidence, two weeks seems too lenient.” 

“I understand,” I said. “If I have to introduce these pictures into the public record, I’ll do it. I also have video of a very disturbing nature with two of my classmates in it that probably should be part of the public record.” 

“No!” practically screamed Mrs. Davenport. She scowled at me, which let me know that she at least understood what my game was. “I think two weeks seems fair and reasonable.” 

“If you think that’s best,” I said. “I’ll be sure to destroy most of what I have to keep it out of the wrong hands, but I’ll save some evidence in case this matter comes before the board again.” 

“Would you like us to take them for safe keeping?” asked Principal Wells. 

“No, I don’t think that will be necessary. Do you?” I asked Mrs. Davenport. 

“No, I think we’ve seen enough,” said Mrs. Davenport. 

I turned and left that meeting breathing a heavy sigh of relief. I kept right on walking until my heels were clicking off the asphalt of the parking lot. All the girls looked at me expectantly. I flashed them a bright smile and mouthed a thank you to my sister. There would be no expulsion. In fact, with the Davenports in line, it was smooth sailing until the end of the year. By June, the girls had a stable of twelve feminized males. Ten were seniors and the other two were turned over to Angie and her friends as consolation for losing my maid services. 



EPILOGUE



I’d love to say that I’m writing this book while wearing a cocktail dress and spike heels, but except for one Halloween costume in my twenties I really haven’t dressed since I was the pet of a group of the most amazing young women I ever had the pleasure of knowing. 

I learned a lot about femininity from them and even though I’m not still wearing dresses, the experience changed the way I feel about women and the way I relate to them. If I’m a reasonably well-adjusted adult, I owe a lot to them and my sisters. It’s funny, but sometimes my mind drifts back to those terrifying and heady days as their loyal pet. 

Everybody always thinks they’ll stay close with their high school friends and in some cases you do. Cindy and I remain very tight and we live within a mile of each other on the north side of Chicago. Through Cindy I’ve stayed in touch with Jana too. Cindy is a seventh grade teacher and Jana is in the military, though she swears to me she can’t be more specific than that. 

Lisa is the mayor of Crest Hill. She’s a much more popular politician than her father ever was. Matilda isn’t rich by any stretch of the imagination, but she owns her own boutique and she found a husband who absolutely adores her and would never raise a hand against her. 

Priscilla just retired from fighting professionally in the UFC. She’s considered a pioneer for women in the sport and people still talk about her fight with Julie Kedzie. 

I’ve done a lot of things in my life and drifted for awhile trying to find myself. Two years ago, I got my teaching degree and I’m teaching science at my old school in Mr. Alday’s old lab. They don’t talk about him much anymore. His past caught up with him eventually and he left in disgrace. I still look at that lab table everyday where the girls tied him, and I swear I can still see them there, angry and eighteen with all the possibilities of the future ahead of them and determined that there was no way a man was going to get in their way. 

Nobody really knows what happened to Adam, but does it matter? Thom was the most successful alumnus from our high school when he became bank president at thirty-one. Unfortunately, the Great Recession wiped the bank and the Davenports out. Last I heard he was working at a dry cleaner. 

I would love to say that the girls are still friends and hang out all the time, but life leads us in different directions. They still get together from time to time though and when they do, they paint the town red. If I’m lucky, sometimes they remember to call me and have me tag along too. I like that.  Maybe one of these days they’ll even have me dress up too. I still have a few things hanging in a basement closet behind some old suits you know, just in case. 
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

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

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable

Patreon -  www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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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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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





