
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Destined For Dresses 

	by Sandy Thomas and friends , 

	BOOK ONE 

	Terry's stomach was tight . He had never been in trouble before . In fact , he hardly ever did anything worthy of notice but here he was ---- on his way to the principal's office . His father had died when he was young , and his mother had worked hard to raise him and his sister as a single parent . She had always cautioned her children to avoid trouble because she had no money for fines , attorney fees , and the like . As a result , he got average grades , never made a lot of noise , and stayed out of trouble . His one act of defiance , if it could be so labelled , was to let his hair grow down onto his collar like many boys of his age . So , why was he now being summoned to the principal's office ? His stomach was churning anxiously as he entered the door to the outer office . Surely , he was being blamed for something he hadn't done . 

	The principal's secretary looked up from her desk and said , " Go right in . Everyone is waiting for you . 

	Terry's nerves tensed upon hearing her words . " WHAT DO THEY THINK I'VE DONE ? " he thought . The principal was a Mr. Arthur , and no one knew much about him because he was from out of town . He had been a principal for many years , and had an outstanding reputation . Rumour had it that he was a millionaire and only worked for satisfaction . Someone said he made a killing in the stock market in a little penny stock called ' Under Control ' . After its dramatic increase in its value , he cashed in . He drove a ' 71 ' Mercedes 280SE , 3.5 coupe , and lived in a big house secluded on ten acres . It was complete with heated swimming pool and stable . When the new high school was being staffed , he applied and was hired as principal . He was married to a beautiful brunette who was known as ' Miss Roberts ' at school because of a school board rule against married couples working together . Although five feet six in her stockings , she looks petite standing next to the principal's six foot three . Miss Roberts had a nursing degree , and was employed as a health teacher and school nurse . Her pleasant personality made her an immediate hit with boys and girls alike , and she quickly gained everyone's trust . 

	Entering Mr. Arthur's office , Terry blinked with hesitation and bafflement at the gathering before him . Mr. Arthur said , " Terry , come in and sit down . We've been waiting for you . " Terry took the one remaining seat . Looking around as Mr. Arthur shuffled some papers on his desk , he counted five boys besides himself . Terry knew a couple of them from his previous school , but he had never seen the others . Being rather shy and quiet , he didn't have many friends . Having been directed to enter a new school by the school board , also did little to help in that regard . The school district had recently been re-divided and BUSTER CRANFORD High was a brand new school . Everything , including classrooms , stadium , swimming pool , chemistry labs , computer room and gymnasium was new . Because Terry lived on the old district's border , he knew few students from the year before . Mr. Arthur asked each boy to introduce himself and tell a little about ' who we are . ' As they went around the circle , Terry still had no idea why they were there . He tried to imagine why he would be called to the principal's office on the first day of school with this group . As it turned out , the whole group was extremely dull . This gathering very much resembled a ' nerd ' convention . On top of that , none of them was very tall or athletic . The only obvious factor in this gathering was that not one of them was outstanding in any way . The first one stood and said , " My name is Larry and this is my first year of school here . " Mr. Arthur interrupted , " Tell us about your extracurricular activities in Junior High . " Terry listened in confusion because he hadn't done anything in Junior high . What was he going to say ? Larry stuttered , " Ah , I did go to one basketball game . 

	The students , each in turn , introduced themselves . The group quickly realized that none of them had been involved in their previous school's athletics or extracurricular activities worth noting . When everyone was finished , Mr. Arthur spoke again . He was a smooth speaker . His voice was resonant and impressive , not unlike those Sunday morning television preachers . He told the group he wanted to stimulate a school spirit and inspire a future loyal alumni . His gentle manner was unlike other ' hard as nails ' principals the boys had known . His voice was calm and his gaze steady as he told of his vision for winning school teams and infectious school spirit . His voice carried a unique persuasiveness . He spoke enthusiastically of winning teams , motivated students and a peppy school spirit . His contagious vitality was all well and good , but each boy kept thinking , " WHAT DOES ALL THIS HAVE TO DO WITH ME ???? " His mellow baritone simmered with barely checked fervour when he asked , " Well ? What do you say ? Are you all in ? " They all looked at one another and finally , Larry asked while biting his lip , " In what ? " " Oh , " Mr. Arthur said , " I guess I got carried away and forgot to tell you why I asked you all here . " His voice lowered , losing its steely edge , and he answered in a matter of fact tone . " I have quite a challenge with this school . The seniors have all been transferred here from other schools under duress , and frankly , they don't care a hoot about this one . The football team has never played together , and most of the students don't know one another . " His voice was tender , almost a murmur , and the boys instantly liked him . He continued . " Over the years , I've found that team spirit is not with the football stars , prom queens , or the other athletic and beautiful students . School spirit starts from within the student body and works its way up . Each one of you were chosen because you are average , plain , unexciting and haven't been burned out ' by being too involved in another school's identity , and none of you have the physical attributes to play sports so , in short , you are perfect . " " Perfect ? " Terry asked . " Perfect for what ? " " For the pep squad . I want you ' men ' to organize a pep squad and to have rallies , dances , and maybe even lead a few cheers at the ball games . You are all juniors and sophomores , so you have at least two years to get the job done . That job is to create an intense spirit and pride level in our athletic program . " " Isn't that the cheerleader's job ? " " We'll need both , " Mr. Arthur announced . " The try-out for the cheerleaders is Friday , and when we find out which girls are chosen , you'll work closely with them . You won't object to working with pretty girls , will you ? What do you say ? " What could they say ? A rehearsal was set up for Friday after school at the cheerleader try-outs. Out of over 600 students at BUSTER CRANFORD HIGH , over 40 % were girls . Terry figured at least half of those wanted to be cheerleaders , and probably half of those actually thought they had a chance to make the squad . Probably half of those wouldn't try out so ... 

	The boys were surprised when only three girls were at the try-out . They needed six minimum . One of the girls told Mr. Arthur , " There was an article in the school paper ridiculing the ' dumb blonde ' image of cheerleaders . I don't think the girls want to chance being made fun of at this new school . " " No problem , " Mr. Arthur said undaunted , " We always have the pep squad to fill in on the cheers . " The six boys looked at one another and wondered if Mr. Arthur had the ability to pull this school together . Maybe it was too much of a job ? 

	In the next week , the six boys and the TWO girls , ( one never showed up again ) made up cheers and some rally songs . It's very hard to just come up with cheers that rhyme with BUSTER CRANFORD . You know ... " give me a ' B ' , give me a ' U ' . 

	The two cheerleaders were Betty and Ellen . Both were very attractive and had been cheerleaders at their previous school . That was probably the only reason they were there . Mr. Arthur was still most supportive and positive . He was at every practice , keeping up the small group's enthusiasm . To make a long story short , after a major recruiting effort , only five girls would agree to be cheerleaders . Since ' beggars can't be choosers ' all five girls were taken to Lee's Boutique , a dress shop owned by Mr. Arthur and Miss Roberts , to be outfitted with uniforms . The six boys received their pep squad uniforms at the boutique as well . They were very nervous being in a ladies dress shop and were very glad when the ordeal was over . Their uniforms consisted of a pair of long white trousers and a long sleeved blue sweater . The sweater was decorated with a megaphone displaying the letters BC and underlined by the name of the school mascot , BEAVERS . The girls uniforms were similar . They had a short white pleated skirt for away and blue for home games . Their sweater , with the same insignia as the boys , was sleeveless . Underneath the sweater , they wore a satin blouse with loose fitting long sleeves . A practice schedule was setup . Fridays at lunch was set for rehearsals and pep rallies were to be held after school before the football games . Because of these rallies , and to call attention to the two squads and the Friday games , Mr. Arthur informed the spirit leaders that were to wear their uniforms to school on Fridays . Mr. Arthur was a born promoter . 

	The pep squad proved to be a very popular group with the student body , and as soon as word got around , five additional boys volunteered their services , bringing the total participants to eleven . Betty had the most experience of the five girls , and she was elected captain . After the first pep rally , she took Mr. Arthur aside and demanded , " Find us another girl or we are all quitting . All the cheers are made for six . For example , we have , ' Give me a B - U - S - T - E - and no one to take the ' R ' . " " " Betty , just relax ... don't you know someone you can get to fill out the team ? " Mr. Arthur asked . She shook her head . She had transferred from one of the smallest of the schools divided , and against her will , she had been assigned to attend Cranford High . Mr. Arthur pondered , " I'll tell you what . The boy's have a large group , and eleven isn't a very workable number . How about if the five of you get together and select one of them to fill in as a cheerleader for the remainder of this year ? I believe that would that be a workable solution . What do you say ? " Betty thought over his suggestion for a few moments , and a smile gradually spread across her pretty face . " Yes , " she replied thoughtfully . " I think having a boy cheerleader would be neat ---- just like the ivy league colleges . I'll talk it over with the girls and let you know who we select as our new member . " 

	Later that day , Betty informed Mr. Arthur that Terry Hemm was the chosen boy . He called Terry aside to inform him of the problem with the cheerleaders and his changed status . " I can't do it , Mr. Arthur , " Terry responded . " Why not , my boy ? " " My afternoon schedule is very tough , and I can't attend lunch practice because I have math class at one . 

	" I assume you are referring to the rule about ' no class changes ' after the first week of school , " Mr. Arthur responded . " If it weren't for your schedule , you'd do it for the school , wouldn't you ? " Seeing no way out , he answered tentatively , " I guess so . " 

	" Well , since I'm the principal and I make the rules , that should pose no problem . Let me see what I can do to work out a better schedule for you . If everything comes together as I expect , we'll be like those ivy league colleges and have a man on the cheerleading squad . Come see me in the morning , and I'll give you your new class schedule . " The next day Terry went by Mr. Arthur's office to find that he'd ' worked out ' a new schedule alright . " Scheduling the proper classes for you was tough . There were lots of conflicts , but I finally worked your schedule so you now have the same afternoon classes as Betty and Ellen . Your tough classes are in the morning instead of the afternoon , " he said , handing Terry his new class schedule . As Terry looked over his new schedule , he began to regret his commitment to become a cheerleader . He also regretted that he lacked the courage to just quit and walk out on the whole crazy thing . He knew that few boys would dream of allowing himself to become so entangled in an activity hitherto undertaken only by girls . On the way out of Mr. Arthur's office he looked down and took a good look at his new schedule . " What ? He turned around and before he could say a word , Mr. Arthur interrupted , " That's the only way it would work ... I know you'll try it ... for the school . " He waved the boy out of his office. 

	He walked down the hall , his head down staring at the piece of paper that controlled his daily life . What did it all mean ? His new schedule substituted Home Economics for Wood Shop and added ' Secretarial Skills ' , a course that included typing , shorthand , and filing , for Business Administration . By accepting this revised schedule , he was making a commitment for the semester . Terry's jaw dropped when he saw that he had to take his gym class with the girls . There was no alternative since everyone involved in special activities had to schedule gym with his or her group . This included members of the athletic teams , yearbook committee , band , and of course , the cheerleaders . State school policy made gym mandatory for all students , and except for health reasons , there were no exceptions . 

	He was assigned a locker in the girl's gym which was put into the small dressing room used by the instructor . She told him that for appearance sake , and to stifle any curiosity of those who looked in and might wonder what a boy was doing in a girl's gym class , he would be required to wear gym clothes similar to those required for the girls . That is , a leotard type aerobics outfit and the white regulation tennis shoes he wore for cheerleading . In addition , she had a strict rule that all students with hair longer than five inches , MUST tie it back in a ponytail or wear it up some other way . She was not having any accidents due to hair getting into someone's eyes . She wrote a letter to Terry's mother explaining her requirements so she could purchase the correct outfits . Terry was next shocked to discover that he was the only boy in his Home Economics class . His situation was not helped by the fact that Miss Dickson , the instructor , was a confirmed feminist and strongly resented any masculine invasion into traditional feminine activities . She had not been pleased with the intrusion of this boy into her previously all female class . She vowed to Mr. Arthur that she would make no allowances whatsoever in her required projects or class assignments for him . This was accepted by Mr. Arthur who replied , " Of course not , Miss Dickson . I respect your right to conduct your class as you see fit . " 

	Terry looked around uncomfortably at the fifteen female classmates in the room . He instantly regretted this substitute course forced on him by the schedule changes Mr. Arthur had arranged to accommodate his participation in cheerleading . Like in gym , he was feeling very out of place . The room had many work tables with sewing machines , full length mirrors and footstools for standing on while hemming up skirts and dresses . All these things were foreign to Terry . Since he was a week late starting this class due to his schedule change , Miss Dickson called him aside for an indoctrination speech . This speech gave Terry an ominous feeling that this would be a totally humiliating experience . She wore an adamant expression as she said , " This year , all students will be required to complete a series of sewing projects . Some are mandatory , others will allow you to express your new skills and creativity . All elective projects must have my concurrence before you start . To facilitate the work , I have teamed everyone in pairs , but one group has three members . Since you are both cheerleaders , I will assign Betty as your partner . This is primarily to allow you to help one another with the hemming of skirts , dresses , etc. Here is a list of the projects you are required to complete . " Miss Dickson handed him a printed sheet which he read with a sinking feeling . The sheet read : The following are your Home Economics - Sewing class projects . You must complete them all to get credit for this course . No substitutions are allowed . Note : Each garment will be graded on design , finish and the fit as worn by the student who made it . 

	Project 1 - Simple , straight skirt . Hem must be 2 " above the knee . Pattern will be provided . 

	Project 2 - Walking shorts . Back zip design . Full leg with mid - thigh length . Pattern will be provided . 

	Project 3 - A man's long sleeved dress shirt .

	Project 4 – Simple knee-length dress . Pattern will be provided . 

	Project 5 - Cocktail dress . Student's choice of pattern . This project is to provide you with experience in sewing dressy styles . Once you have selected your pattern and proposed material , you must obtain teacher's concurrence before proceeding . 

	Final - Floor-length gown . Same requirements as Project 5 . 

	Terry scanned the page twice before laying down the paper . Skirts ? Dresses ? Gowns ? Surely , Miss Dickson didn't mean he was to make those feminine things like the girls .... and to fit himself yet ! To clear up this misunderstanding , Terry asked , " Miss Dickson , about this project list , surely you don't expect me to make these girl's things ! I guess you haven't had any boy students before , so could I substitute pants and things for the items ... " He was cut off in mid - sentence by Miss Dickson . " Certainly not ! The list is non negotiable , period ! State law makes up the guidelines for this course . Girls are required to make men's clothing , so it won't hurt you to make a few girl's things . Having a boy in my class was definitely not my idea , and I will make no concessions on your behalf ! I made that clear to Mr. Arthur when he made the assignment . Therefore , if you continue taking my class , you had better be prepared to make , size , and try on all the items listed . Is that clear ? Now , if you have further concerns about this matter , you had best speak with Mr. Arthur . After all , this was his idea . Now , join Betty and prepare to make yourself a skirt . Because of your transfer , you are a week behind the other students . " She brusquely finished and strode back to the front of the room with an air that told him there would be no further discussion on the matter . 

	When he arrived at cheerleading practice that afternoon , he found the girls eagerly waiting for him . " Now that you are a cheerleader , " Betty said , " we don't want people to falsely identify you as a member of the pep squad . Therefore , we have decided to make a minor change in your uniform . " " What now ? " thought Terry . " Instead of your long sleeved sweater , we feel you should wear a sleeveless sweater and white blouse ' I mean shirt like ours , " she continued . " At home games when we wear our blue skirts , you can wear blue slacks to match . That won't be too bad , now what do you say ? " " I can't wear an outfit like that ! " he argued . " Everyone will call me a sissy . " " Nevertheless , " she retaliated , " we all agree and we have already voted . The majority rules , you know . Meet Mr. Arthur after practice , and he'll see you get your new blouse , sweater , and slacks . " That very afternoon , Mr. Arthur took Terry to his shop and picked out several shirts , sweaters and pants . Terry wasn't sure but he thought they might be girl's clothes . They smelled a little like perfume . Terry squirmed for hours that evening dreading to show his mother and sister , Irene , his new sweater and white shirt , give them the teacher's note about his gym uniform , and to tell them about his typing class and the embarrassing items he would have to make , try on , and wear in sewing class . As he expected , his mother's reaction was shock , followed by anger . " What are these people trying to do , make you into a sissy ? You agree to help them out , and this is the thanks you get ? I'll go down there tomorrow , and we'll get this straightened out . Pronto ! " His sister , Irene , on the other hand , took these strange requirements in a different context . Secretly pleased with the opportunity to harass her younger brother about wearing girl's clothes , appeared to consider the request reasonable in light of his new status . " Oh , come on , Mom ! Don't be such a prude . Wearing a loose shirt and learning how to sew and type certainly won't hurt him . How many times have you said how much you wished more men knew how to sew buttons and zippers ? This is not the fifties . " " Maybe you're right , Irene , " Mrs. Hemm sighed . " I guess we could wait a week or so to see what happens . " Irene , who worked as a clerk at a local department store , continued to press her advantage by promising to buy the required leotards and hair ties the next day . " If I play my cards right , maybe I'll get even for all the hell my little brother put me through , " she thought to herself . 

	The next evening , true to her promise , Irene came home with a bag marked " Giselle's Sportswear " . Giving the bag to her brother , she told him to go upstairs and try on the two gym outfits she had bought for him . They were both similar in design , made of shiny stretch material with stirrup type pants and leotard step in tops . Each also had a wide elasticized belt and one had a built in support top . Terry was numb as he tried on the first one which was in a vibrant blue and white colour . The other was equally bright , but in pink and white . Not even commenting on the fact that he was being expected to wear a completely feminine outfit , he moaned to his mother while his giggling sister looked on with obvious amusement . " Irene ! Why did you buy pink ? " " That's not pink dear . It's called Fuchsia . " she explained , " and here , I got you some matching hair ties . " Irene pulled out another small bag and produced several ponytail elastics in pink , white , and blue colours . They were the thick , fuzzy , covered elastic type . Not the simpler type Terry had seen some of the boys wearing . His sister motioned him into a chair where he dejectedly allowed her to brush his hair . In a few moments she had snapped the elastic in place and teased her brother , " Oh , we'll have so much fun doing each other's hair now . " " Oh , sure ! " Terry said and walked over to his closet mirror and surveyed his image . His slimness was impossible to hide in the pink and white stretch aerobics outfit . NO boy ever wore things like this . And his hair . . .it was no longer visible from the front . He reached around and found the braid his sister had sneaked into his hair ! " Sis ! you weren't supposed to do that , " he complained . " The letter said your hair must be either worn up , or tied back in some way . I didn't know that you wanted me to put it up ! Hang on , I'll go get my bobby pins ... , " she finished and pretended to move to the door . " Wait !!! You know what I meant , " pleaded the exasperated lad . Mrs. Hemm calmed her son down and assured him that things would be fine . After all , his gym teacher was thinking in his best interests . 

	Some aspects of his predicament weren't that bad . Terry caught himself actually enjoying the aerobic classes . They were lead by Miss Samuels in the gym . She was beautiful , perfectly made - up with cosmetics , always with earrings and long , neatly lacquered nails . Her hair hung nearly to her waist in a thick braid which swayed to the music . To clinch her look , her breasts moved up and down to the rhythms of the dance music much more than those of his fellow students . Terry caught himself looking forward to gym class and working up a hot sweat watching Miss Samuels ! The most embarrassing time for Terry in gym class was when Miss Samuels called for the girl's to do their ' bust ' exercises . Terry had to join them as they crossed their arms and performed their exercises to disco music . " Move slowly and breath rhythmically , " Miss Samuels announced , " Now for the ' bust line circles ' and then the ' pectoral cramp ' . These raise and firm our bust lines . " He turned purple when Miss Samuels blazed , " Smaller circles , Terry . " The class laughed . Poor Terry ! He should have been given an ' A ' for effort because his sissy appearance wasn't all his fault . Hair hadn't started growing on his face , or anywhere else in abundance . People had always commented on the smoothness of his skin , and his voice was still one of the few sopranos left in his class . He was a loner and preferred to walk home alone . This caused him to be considered stand-offish . The whole school was aware he was taking a girl's gym , doing girl's push - ups , and even bust firming exercises . This also did nothing to enhance his masculine image among his fellow students . The aerobics didn't add any muscle to his body but firmed what he had . His wiry frame was thin , he had a feminine square-ness to his shoulders , and his arms and legs were soft and rounded . What little weight he had , he carried in his hips . 

	To avoid the teasing of the other students , Terry immersed himself in his class work and cheerleading activities . Even then , there were many humiliating instances . One of these was the time he spent in sewing class learning about materials , different styles of stitching , cutting cloth according to patterns , and sewing on buttons and zippers . Most often , he found this time more embarrassing than wearing his sweater and shirt at the pep rallies and football games . The shirt he realized had ' darts ' and the pants some kind of shiny , elastic material that clung to his legs . They were hard to get into because of the tight , wide elastic waist band . 

	His plan of seclusion worked fairly well until the day Betty cornered him after cheerleading practice and said , " Terry , your hair is all over the place , and it detracts from the overall image of the cheerleaders . The rest of us think it's about time you had your hair trimmed . " He was entirely agreeable to her suggestion , as he was becoming increasingly self conscious of his shaggy mane . He started to head off in the direction of his usual barber , when Betty and Ellen grabbed his arm and told him they were taking him to a place patronized by all the cheerleaders . 

	Now , there are unisex hair salons , men's barber shops , and truly fancy feminine beauty salons . The place the girls took Terry was of the latter variety . He felt silly going into the place . It had soft pastel coloured walls , and there were lots of beautiful women in all stages of beautification . As far as Terry could see , there was not a single male in the place . The beautiful woman who met them at the reception desk smiled , looked at her appointment book , and pronounced , " You must be Terry Hemm . Right ? " " Uh ... yes ... but how did you guess ? " , Terry replied . 

	" Well , you're the only boy in our appointment book today . I took the call when a Mr. Arthur made your appointment this morning . I'm Evelyn , the manager here . Mr. Arthur has already given me his credit card number over the phone , so you are paid in advance . We're all set to take you . Let's see , I've got you scheduled with Janice . Please walk this way . " Evelyn walked sexily into the salon motioning that Terry should follow . Terry giggled , there was no way he could , " Walk that way ! " Betty gave Terry a shove and said , " We'll be back in a little while to give you a lift home ... ta- ta ... have fun . " 

	The tone of her voice disturbed Terry . How long did she think a haircut would take anyway ? He hoped he didn't have to wait for them after he was finished . Evelyn introduced Terry to an attractive blonde , probably in her early twenties . " Janice , this is Terry , the boy we discussed this morning . " Terry thought he noticed a knowing look pass between them . " Oh , yes .... I remember . Don't you worry , I'll take good care of him . Hi , Terry . Have a seat . " Janice offered him the stylist chair at her work station . Evelyn left as Janice began to tie the plastic shampoo cape around Terry . Soon he was tilted backwards as Janice shampooed his hair . When she was done , she wrapped his hair in a towel and sat him up . She talked as she brought over a cart with all sorts of paraphernalia in it . " Your friends said you're a cheerleader at Buster Cranford , right . " " Uh - hmm , that's right . " Terry muttered , thinking that he was about to be teased regarding his interest in an all female activity . " I think that's just great ! It's about time one of the schools around here got in step with the rest of the country . You watch those college cheerleaders . They have lots of guys . I love seeing them do those acrobatic routines and tumbling . Here it's always the same old boring routines by the school prima-donnas . " Janice complained . " Wow ! " thought Terry . " She really under- stands ! " Then out loud , " Yeah , that's why I joined up . I didn't know there were no other guys involved , " the young lad gushed on . Soon he was telling Janice all about his school . He even slipped up and mentioned his sewing class . Janice worked on his hair while listening attentively . Terry was ecstatic that he finally found someone who believed the same way as himself ! However , eventually he could tell he was going on somewhat and changed the subject . " You know , Janice , I've been trying to get around to getting a haircut for over a month now . My hair has just gotten too shaggy . " " Oh , I think the length is great and it's very trendy . It just needs some styling and a little trimming of the ends , " Janice said as she looked his head over with a professional air . Then , she bent over in a kind of conspiratorial way and said , " What I would suggest , is a body wave . Your hair could look like a lion's mane if you wanted . Keeping this length you could wear it tied back when you take gym and for cheerleading . It would be very chic . You'll have a head of hair like a rock star . " " Hmmmm , a body wave .... what's a body wave , " thought Terry . He pictured himself with a wild lion's mane head of hair ..... yeah , that would sure counteract the sissy outfits he had to wear .... yeah , a lion's mane ! " That sounds great Janice , go ahead . " She quickly combed out his wet hair and was soon taking a section of it near his forehead and combing straight out ..... then he saw her reach into one of the cart's bins and take a pink permanent wave rod and wind his hair on it . He gulped , and asked " Is that how you do a body wave ? " " Yes , a body wave is a gentle permanent . It gives body and waves to your hair . You'll be able to set it on big rollers to have a smoother pageboy look . Or , if you like , you can set it on smaller rollers for a curly perm look . That would also look quite nice on you . " Janice explained as she sectioned and set more and more of Terry's hair . 

	In twenty five minutes , the subdued lad stared at his image in the big mirror . His head was completely covered with pink hair curlers . After some very smelly applications of lotions to the rods , then sitting around for 30 more minutes , Janice rinsed his hair thoroughly and removed the rods . He looked at his hair now . Though wet it was obviously full of waves . Janice made another suggestion , " Terry , I strongly recommend that we set it now . It's always better to do that every day after a perm for a couple of weeks . That keeps your hair from getting frizzy . Later , the perm softens , and you can set it or leave it to dry naturally . " He didn't reply right away . He trusted this girl , after all , she certainly had the right ideas about cheerleading . He was confident that she would make him look good . So , he sat again for twenty minutes as Janice put some kind of mousse on his hair , then again sectioned it and set each section on large , plastic hair rollers . Now , he felt really silly . Sure , he had seen men getting perms at the stylists , but not on these kinds of rollers . These , he had only seen when his mom or sister set their hair . Since Janice was so nice to him , he just kept quiet and hoped Betty and the others didn't get back too soon . Janice finished setting his hair and then led him to a row of hair dryers where he was given some magazines and told to sit under one of the clear plastic hoods as warm air swirled all around his head . " Sorry , " Janice yelled over the roar of the dryer , " All we have is girl's magazines . " He hadn't been under the dryer for more than 5 minutes when he saw Betty and the " troop " return . Of course , they instantly spotted him ... in rollers , with a hair net over them , reading of all things a Mademoiselle magazine ! The smile on Betty's face told him that he wouldn't live this down for a long time ! After 40 minutes , Janice returned and took him back to her work station . The hair net and rollers were removed leaving his collar length hair in a mass of large tubular curls . Working with a brush , hair pick , and hair spray , Janice soon had his hair in very full , soft wavy mass . It did look like a lion's mane ...... but , but also ... it could also be mistaken for a girl's style . Janice showed him how he could alter the look by pulling it all back into ponytail ... a very fluffy curled ponytail . Well , that again could resemble a girl's style .... Terry wasn't sure . In her exuberance , Janice went on , ignoring the fact that the waiting cheerleaders were craning their necks and giggling while watching Terry's hairstyle variations , " Another look that works really well , " she said excitedly as she scooped all his hair up and pulled it to the top of his head , " with this length of hair is just sweeping it up and forming it into a bun at the crown here .... my girlfriend always wears hers this way ... , " she continued as she slipped a couple of bobby pins in . Betty and company were of course near hysterics at this point . Terry was excruciatingly uncomfortable and at a loss how to politely stop this friendly , if somewhat absent minded woman . Finally , Janice caught herself , " Oh ... I'm sorry , I just got carried away . Your hair is so beautiful , I forgot that you wouldn't be interested in up do's . I don't do many boys . " With that she pulled out the pins and once again formed it into the tousled wavy mass . Finally , Terry was on his way out . He thanked Janice as the girls escorted him out . She replied as he was near the door , " Remember , you should set it with large rollers for a couple of weeks until the perm softens . On second thought , why don't you come in once a week ? I'll be glad to do it for you . " " Uh ... thanks Janice ... I'll see you . " Terry mumbled as Betty ushered out onto the street , smiling proudly at the youth with the perfumed flowing hair that moved luxuriously with his every step . 

	Terry had been blushing so much of late that his face was lit up like a neon sign . The embarrassment he experienced was to be endured all over again when he got home and faced his sister's cruel teasing . Seeing her embarrassed brother enter the door , Irene laughed out loud , rushed to his side , ruffled his blonde curls , and chided him . " Well , what do you know ! Here's Miss Fluffy , himself ! " " Irene ! " their mother exclaimed , " I think Terry looks very nice . " " Of course Mother , he looks simply adorable . Just utterly , I mean . " She put one hand on his hip and fluttered the other daintily as Terry fled to his room . 

	Of course , wouldn't you know it , Betty just had to call his sister that evening to ask her how she liked his new hairdo . Terry guessed what else Betty was telling her just by hearing one side of the conversation . " Oh , really , he must have forgotten to mention it .... That's what I thought . I always set my hair after washing , and I would think he would need to set his as well .... Oh , that's no problem , between mother and myself , we have more than enough rollers ... Sure , we'll help him for the first few nights , but I'm sure he'll soon get the hang of it and be able to do it himself .... Well , it's been nice talking to you too Betty , bye . " 

	Later over dinner . " You neglected to mention that the hairdresser told you to set your hair after each washing , " Irene proclaimed . " If you don't , it will frizz up something awful . " " Irene ! I'm a boy . I can't wear hair rollers ! " Terry protested . " Oh , phooey . Didn't you get your hair set today ? " " Well , yes .... but that was different . " he moaned . " Sure , " Irene interrupted , " There , you were in a public place . But now , you're afraid to set your hair in the privacy of your own home ? " " Well .... as long as nobody sees me , " he finally conceded . " Damn that Betty anyway ! " 

	Unknown to Terry , Betty had a meeting with Janice , the hairdresser , that would plunge him deeper into femininity . With the offer of a substantial " tip " , Janice assured her cooperation and participation in Betty's devious plot . Betty even supplied her with a scenario designed to make the cheerleaders more ' consistent ' . Janice had taken a liking to Terry and was hesitant to involve herself in this deceitful conspiracy , but since hairdressers don't make a lot of money , she reluctantly agreed and joined this shrewd alliance . 

	" Your hair is losing its set , so I made an appointment for you this afternoon at the hairdresser's , " Betty told Terry during sewing class the day of the Fairmont game . " Tell Janice to give you a French braid . That way , your hair won't get in your face when we do our flips . " Terry nodded , not knowing what a French braid really was . He hated what was happening to him . He felt so unmanly . As Betty said , Janice was expecting him when he arrived at the salon . For some reason he did not understand himself , he felt at ease with this very competent hair dresser . While she worked with his hair , he told her more and more about his experiences in cheerleading and the other students attitude toward him for undertaking this formerly all girl activity . After styling his hair in the requested style , she showed him how to care for it and to braid it himself if he desired , which he doubted . She listened politely while he confided about his girlish classes and activities . He told her about his fear of looking funny ---- like a sissy . Janice occasionally asked a question or made a complimentary statement . When she was finished with his hair , she said seeing how all this bothered him , " Perhaps the reason your classmates scorn you is because you don't present the appropriate image for your role . " 

	" What do you mean ? " 

	" Show business ! Whether you realize it or not , you're in a variation of show business . You are playing a part like an actor , but you aren't wearing the proper makeup for your role . " " Makeup ? Boys don't wear makeup . " " That's where you're wrong ! All actors in the movies , on stage , and on television wear makeup . I thought everyone knew that . " " What kind of makeup do you think I should wear ? " asked the bewildered boy . " Oh , a little around your eyes , on your cheeks , and a bit of gloss to highlight your lips ought to do the trick . " 

	" I can't do that Janice ! " he rebutted . " The guys at school would laugh . " " They are already laughing , so fine , " she answered . " I was just trying to help you . Who knows , it might bring out your male facial features ? Just don't complain to me any more about how the other students treat you . ' He thought over her suggestion for a few moments before answering . She did make sense , in a peculiar kind of way . Finally , feeling he could trust her as he had done with his hair , he threw up his hands in resignation and said , " Alright , maybe you're right . Go ahead . Put makeup on me if you're so sure it will help . What do I have to lose ? Nothing I have done helps very much , that's for sure . " 

	Now that she had his confidence , she could go about her assigned task and earn her tip ( bribe ) money . True to her recommendation , she applied liquid makeup , blush , eyeliner , eyeshadow , mascara , and bright red lipstick to the hapless boy's face . However , all of this was done in a much more exaggerated manner than she had led him to believe . When she was finished , no one would suspect he was a boy , even though he was still dressed as one . 

	When he was finally allowed to view himself in the mirror , he was astounded . " Janice ! " he almost screamed . " I thought you were going to use just a little makeup on me ! This is way too much . I look like a girl ! I can't go to the game looking like this . Everyone will really make fun of me . " Janice was feeling sorry that she had joined the conspiracy to make Terry look like a girl , but she was in too deep to back out now . " Oh , no , " she said in a reassuring voice . " Just wait and see . I'll wager no one at the game teases you tonight . When you have on your uniform , you will be dressed and made up in a manner that is completely consistent with the role you're playing . Mark my words . Makeup is so you don't look washed out in lights . " 

	Irene was just arriving home from work when a repressed Terry came out of his room in his uniform with his satin sleeves billowing and his makeup intact . " WOW ! " she exclaimed . " You look sensational , little brother . I hope you are gone by the time my date arrives . If you aren't , he might take you instead of me . " 

	" Don't tease me , Irene . I feel badly enough as it is . " 

	" I'm not teasing , " she gasped . " You really do look gorgeous . Who did your makeup ? " 

	" Janice .... at the salon . " 

	" Well , she sure did a perfect job . Remind me to use her the next time I have a real heavy date . " 

	Before long , the doorbell rang . Betty and the other cheerleaders had come to give him a ride to the game . Betty had told the others in advance that Terry would be wearing makeup , and that they should react as if nothing were out of the ordinary . However , even she was overwhelmed by the image before her . " Terry .... , " she said , trying to regain her composure . " You're gorgeous ! I'll venture no one teases you any more . " The other girls were speechless , and not much was said on the way to the football stadium , making Terry feel even more self conscious . At the game , the six Buster Cranford cheerleaders made their usual high intensity entrance into the stadium , bringing everyone to their feet . Then , the sextet began to mould audience enthusiasm for the next fifteen minutes . Only after the kick-off did people begin to wonder about Terry's appearance , but by then , they had settled down to watch the game . Only after the attractive cheerleaders returned to their field bench did Mr. Arthur appear to notice Terry's face and hair . " My goodness , Terry , " he asked , " Is that you ? Why , you're even wearing makeup , aren't you ! What a novel idea ! I must say , it really enhances your appearance and makes you look very pretty ...... striking ..... even dramatic . " Terry's eyes lowered to his lap , and his makeup covered cheekbones took on an even deeper hue . True to the predictions of Janice and Betty , no one teased him or made any inference that he was a boy . In fact , the fan response seemed more in- tense than at the previous games , even though the team ended up on the short end of a 34 - 7 score . 

	These events combined to further confuse Terry . Janice must have been right about using makeup up to portray a certain image . That must be the reason the students stopped teasing him . After much thought over the weekend , Terry finally reached a monumental decision . He would refuse to wear his frilly blouse and makeup to any more football games even if that meant having to quit the cheerleading squad . 

	The following Monday morning when he informed Betty of his decision , she was obviously displeased and said in a spiteful voice , " Before you try to quit , you had better talk with Mr. Arthur . He went to a lot of trouble to assemble the cheerleading and pep squads . He takes a lot of pride in them , you know . I'll run this by the other girls . They won't be happy either , I can assure you ! " Terry walked away from her feeling much less certain about his decision than the day before . " Mr. Arthur just has to understand , " he thought . " He can't expect a boy to wear that silly blouse and makeup like a girl , can he ? " His logic appeared sound , he was sure his principal would concur with his conclusion . 

	That afternoon in sewing class , Miss Dickson informed Terry and Betty that they were to adjust the hem of the skirts they were making in class the next day . " Remember , " she reminded them . " Everyone is to wear a half slip and high heels for their fitting . There is simply no other way to insure the hem is correctly adjusted . " Terry had dreaded the moment that he would receive those instructions . He had seen several of the girls go through this exercise in the past few days . They would stand on the fitting stools while their partners would inspect their skirt hem for the proper length and fit . He had even gotten over his embarrassment from seeing them remove their skirts , and while sitting in their slips , make minor adjustments to a button , zipper , or hem . This gave Terry a different problem . Although he had a nearly completed skirt , he obviously did not have a half slip or high heels . He knew his only possible source of supply for these items would be to borrow them from his sister , Irene , and she would tease him unmercifully before loaning them to him . This thinking could not have been more on target ! 

	" You want to borrow WHAT ? " Irene howled when he asked to borrow a half slip and high heels . " Please Irene , " he pleaded . " Don't make me feel worse than I feel already . I have to try on the skirt I'm making in sewing class tomorrow , and I have to wear a half slip and high heels to get the fit right . Please , can I borrow them from you ? Please ? " " Do you have your skirt with you ? " a still very much amused Irene asked . 

	" No , it's at school . " 

	" How long is your skirt ? " she asked , delighting on the phrase " your skirt " . " Two inches above the knees . Why ? " " Because we must find a slip the proper length , you dummy , " she answered . " A girl doesn't just wear a slip . She has to have one the right length for the skirt she is wearing . Come up to my room , and let's find a skirt the length of yours and a slip that will be just right . " In her room , Irene continued to make comments designed to further embarrass her brother by referring to HIS skirt , HIS slip , and HIS high heels . Irene made him try on every skirt she owned over the next hour , trying to find one that was the required two inches above the knee . She found some fault with each in turn . Finally , when he put on a straight skirt very similar to the one he was making , except hers was green and his was black , Irene said , " Ahhh . Now I know what else is wrong ! You have a bulge where a girl doesn't have one . I'm afraid you will have to wear a tight panty corset to hide that ! " 

	" IRENE ! " 

	" You don't what the girls seeing THAT , do you ? " Irene continued , " They'll laugh and point . And , you are still wearing your jockey shorts . The key is to ' blend in ' . Skirts and slips are designed to be worn over panties to give the wearer a smooth fit . " Reaching into her drawer , she handed him a panty corset and a pair of soft nylon hip hugger panties and instructed him into go into the bathroom and put them on . " But Irene . " he started to protest ...... 

	Her eyes turned from amusement to anger , and she cut him off saying , " Listen here , cutie ! Do you want my help or not ? " 

	" Yes , but ..... " 

	" Then get in there and let's see if we can get rid of that lump . Now do as I tell you ! " she demanded . At first , Terry thought that the corset was too small . He struggled and finally got it over his hips . Its tightness took his breath away . " Oh my , " he gasp wondering if he could wear this garment all day at school . When the subdued boy returned wearing the corset and soft panties underneath his slip and skirt , things progressed much more quickly . After checking that he was now ' smooth and flat ' , Irene had him wobbling around in a pair of black three inch pumps . " You had better wear those things for the remainder of the evening to get used to them , brother dear , " she said . " If you stumble around like that tomorrow , you'll fall off the fitting stool and hurt yourself . " 

	Irene had him in the dining room setting the table and getting used to walking in his heels when their mother came home . " Irene ! " she demanded . " What have you done to your brother now ? " " Don't look at me Mother , " Irene defended herself . " This was all his idea ? " " His idea ? What do you mean ? " " School . He has to try on the skirt he made at school tomorrow , and he asked to borrow a slip and heels . I'm just loaning him some of my things and teaching him how to walk in the heels so he won't fall and break his neck . " " Is that true , Terry ? " his mother asked . Although Irene's version of the story was different from his , Terry answered , " Yes , Mother . She was helping me . ' Mrs. Hemm looked at her son in the tight skirt and heels , shaking her head . " I just don't know .. . " she moaned . 

	While Irene was putting his hair up on rollers later that night , she heaped another humiliation upon her brother . " I want you to shave your legs before you go to school tomorrow . I know they don't have a lot of hair on them , but what there is looks really gross when you wear a skirt . " " No way , " Terry said , " I'll get ribbed at school . " " No you won't . You don't even take boy's P.E .. just do as I say or give me back my clothes . " From past experience , he knew arguing with his determined sister about the feminine things that were being forced on him would only make matters worse , so he obediently said , " Yes , Irene . " " One more thing , " she stated . " You can take your slip and heels to school in a bag , but you should wear your corset and panties underneath your pants . That will conceal them in case someone looks in your bag . Now , good night and good luck on your project . " " Stand still ! " a still angry Betty instructed as she worked at hemming up the embarrassed boy's skirt . 

	Terry felt like melting into the carpet as he stood barefoot on the stool wearing the skirt he had made . Although he was wearing his sister's corset and panties , he hoped Miss Dickson wouldn't notice , and he omitted putting on the slip and heels when he changed into his skirt . He was one of five students standing on stools while their partners checked their hemlines . There was one main difference ; however , the other students were all girls ! Miss Dickson walked around the various working students like a drill instructor , examining their efforts and pointing out errors . When she came over to where the red - faced Terry was standing she noticed his bare feet and lifted the hem of his skirt . " MR . Hemm , " she demanded , " didn't I instruct all ... I mean everyone to be sure to bring half - slips to wear under your skirts AND high heels so that the hems could be adjusted correctly ? " " Uh..yy - yes Miss Dickson . " Terry mumbled as the other students stared upon hearing the strict teacher's comments . " Well ? Then why aren't you wearing them ? " " Uh ... they're here ... in my bag . " he stammered . " Then get them on ..... Now ! " " But , Miss Dickson , " the embarrassed boy pleaded on the verge of tears , " don't you think this is going too far ? " " I said NOW , ..... young MAN ..... and I meant NOW ! " she demanded in a harsh voice . Sheepishly , Terry stepped off of the stool . As the other grinning students watched him out of the corner of their eyes , Terry picked up the plastic bag that contained his sister's half slip and high heeled pumps and stepped into the changing cubicle . He knew the girls would be watching under the short door while he put on the required embarrassing garments . He could hear snickers as he stepped out of his skirt , stepped carefully one foot at a time into the lacy slip , and replaced his skirt , carefully fastening the button and closing the zipper securely in back . As he sat down on a chair to put on his pumps , he could again here the giggles from the girls who could see his efforts underneath the door . He cringed as he opened the cubicle door and walked through the whole classroom to resume his perch in front of Betty . The slimness of the skirt and the height of the heels gave him a very funny , little mincing walk . The class giggled as he stepped up onto the stool , once again having to hike his skirts up girlishly to allow his legs the room to make that step . He then stood atop the stool , carefully keeping his balance as he now towered three inches higher than before because of his heels ! " Terry ... I think the hem is a little too high here , said a still amused Betty . The lace of your slip shows when you walk . I think you will have to move the hem down about a quarter of an inch . " " Okay , Betty , " he replied . " I'll do that right ... , " his reply was cut short . RIIIIIIIIIIIIG ! RIIIINNNNGGGGG ! Without thinking , he was about to remove his skirt and lower the hem of his skirt while sitting in his slip , like he had seen the girls do . " What's that ? " Betty asked over the loud and shrill ringing of the fire alarm bells in the halls . " Oh , no ! " , moaned Terry . " ALL RIGHT LADIES , OUT THE DOOR THIS INSTANT !! FIRE DRILL .... OUT THE DOOR AND TO YOUR LEFT . USE THE MAIN ENTRANCE . LET'S MOVE IT ! " shouted Miss Dickson as she herded the class out the door like a Marine drill instructor . Terry found himself caught in the rush of girls . He didn't have time to change his clothes . He would have to go outside in his skirt and heels . There was no alternative . He hurried as much as possible , but his slim skirt and high heels forced him to take short dainty steps . When they stepped out into the main hallway , the sewing class merged into crowds of other exiting students . Within seconds , Terry was aware of many eyes upon him and fingers pointing . As he stood out in front of the school building , he kept his eyes down and tried in vain to hide behind his classmates . Soon , he heard wisecracks from some of the boys in the crowd and , if possible , became even more embarrassed . " Oh , Terry , nice bottom ... love to see it in a mini ! Ha ! " " Hey Terry ... your slip is showing ! " Before long , many of the students were openly laughing at his predicament , and he was near tears . Things couldn't get much worse ! Or could they ? 

	Unlike the usual fire drills , which last about five minutes , and everyone is allowed to re - enter the school , this time they heard sirens . Suddenly , several police cars pulled up to the curbs . Officers rushed past the crowds and entered the building . About five minutes later ..... perhaps the longest five minutes Terry had ever experienced the school door opened and Mr. Arthur came out with a portable megaphone . " COULD I HAVE YOUR ATTENTION PLEASE . " he said and waited as the crowd quieted down . " IT SEEMS THAT THE SCHOOL HAS RECEIVED A BOMB THREAT ..... " There were the usual jokers who cheered and whistled in delight . However , when they saw Mr. Arthur's eyes roaming the crowds for the sources of these noises , they shut up . He continued " THOUGH I AM SURĔ THIS IS SOMEONE'S IDEA OF A JOKE ..... THE POLICE ARE REQUIRED TO CONDUCT A COMPLETE SEARCH OF THE BUILDING CONSEQUENTLY , NO ONE WILL BE ALLOWED TO RE-ENTER THE BUILDING UNTIL TOMORROW MORNING . " " If it's still standing you mean ! " some brave heckler shouted from the obscurity of the crowd . " SO ... YOU ARE ALL DISMISSED FOR THE REMAINDER OF THE DAY . " He finished and immediately returned inside . Terry was pale as snow . Betty , who stood beside him put her arm on his shoulder and said , " Gee .... tough break kid ..... I guess we'll have to wait until tomorrow to finish the hem . " " Uh ... sure . " Terry muttered as he found himself standing more and more in the open as the crowd dispersed . Finally , there he was in a skirt and high heels , with no clothes to change into and facing a long walk home through the centre of town ! He thought of removing his skirt and slip then walking home in his shorts , until he remembered that he was wearing Irene's corset and panties ! " Don't feel so bad , " Betty joked . " I'm not uncomfortable , and I'm wearing a tight skirt and heels . " She was enjoying teasing the obviously perturbed lad . " I've got my car here . Would you like a ride home ? " " You're not mad at me anymore ? " he asked . " I'm not exactly happy about your decision , if that's what you mean , " she responded . " I haven't had a chance to talk with Mr. Arthur or the other girls yet . But hey , I can't stay mad forever . Do you want a ride or not ? " " A ride ?! Would I ! " he exclaimed with joy . " Well , come on . " Betty said indicating he should follow her to the parking lot . The long walk to the parking lot included at least two stops along the way as lingering groups of guys stopped the pretty cheerleader to chat . Betty , of course , had no qualms about standing there and talking . Meanwhile , Terry was dying as the boys were obviously suppressing their laughter at his attire . One boy said , " LOOK ! Great legs ! " then added , " Terry even shaves his legs like the other cheerleaders . " 

	Finally , they got to the car where he tried to manage his tight skirt . He eventually pulled his skirt up , revealing a generous portion of his nylon slip above its lacy hem , and stepped into the car masculine style . " That's no way to enter a car in a skirt ! " Betty chided . " Get out and do it again . This time , remember to sit on the edge of the seat , slide back , then swing your legs around . That will keep the back of your skirt unwrinkled . " Terry looked at her with apprehension . " Do it , " Betty ordered . Terry got out and after several tries , he was able to slip in the car without his dress riding up . " Knees together ! That's it . . .now straighten your hem , " Betty said approvingly . 

	At last , they were on the road , but after a few minutes , Terry noticed they were heading in the opposite direction from his home . " Betty , where are you going ? " he asked . " Oh , didn't I mention , I'm supposed to drop by the Burger Factory for a Coke with Russ and his friend Kim . We'll only be there for a little while . Anyway , it's early ... only 2:00 . Don't worry , I'll have you home by 4:00 . When Terry indicated he would wait for her in the car , Betty poo - pooed that idea . " Oh , right ..... it's 97 degrees in the shade , and it'll be 130 in the car in about ten minutes . If you are too snobby to join us for a cool drink in the air conditioned restaurant , then you deserve to wait outside the car . " " Betty , c'mon ... I can't go in there wearing a skirt and high heels ! " he bemoaned . " Yes you can ! You've been in that skirt for an hour already . At least 400 students saw you in it . If you don't want to look like a sissy , lets try something . I bet the people in the restaurant won't realize you're a boy . They might take you for a flat chested girl , but not a boy . Besides , the people we're meeting are friends of mine from Chevalier High across town . They don't even know you , silly . Here , let me help you a bit , " she stated as she pulled a brush from her purse . " Let's just fix that hair a little . You must be hot and sweaty with that mass of hair on your neck . Turn your back to me . " Betty commanded . Terry was too emotionally spent to resist . Obediently , he turned in the front seat with his back to Betty . He felt Betty brushing his hair off his cheeks and to the back . She continued for a few moments and it felt relaxing ...... actually pleasant . Finally , she had it all tightly pulled to the back and up . He heard the sound of an elastic being securely fastened around the base of the ponytail . He thought she was through and moved to turn around . " Wait I'm not done yet . A moment ago you didn't want to go with me , now you're in a big rush ! " Betty admonished and went back to work . Terry couldn't tell what she was doing , but he felt his hair being pulled and manipulated slightly for a minute , then another elastic was being snapped on . Finally , she seemed to be pushing his hair against his head in back , then he felt little pokes as something , he guessed bobby pins , were inserted . The finishing touch was a white ribbon over the rubber band . 

	" There that looks much more appropriate with that skirt and this hot weather . Now turn around . " Again he obeyed , now lost to her demanding tone of voice . He knew what was coming , just like at that football game last Friday night . She had her makeup out and soon was applying blush , mascara and lipstick to his face . She could tell he was about to cry . She whispered softly , " Just relax ... trust me , this is the best way ...... " 

	When he looked at her handy work in the mirror , he gasp , " I can't go in like this . . .I look like a . 

	" A girl , " Betty interrupted , " See how easy it is . Now remember what I told you and keep your knees together ! " 

	" I can't ! " 

	" YOU WILL OR WALK HOME . " 

	As he swung his legs out of the car and walked with Betty toward the restaurant , Terry let his hand drift up to the back of his head and felt the neatly braided bun Betty had pinned his long hair into . He noticed that Betty too had her hair in that style . It was actually quite sexy ..... on a girl ! Terry was totally confused as to how to act . Here he was walking into a public place wearing a skirt , makeup and girl's hair style . He was terrified , but he had no idea how to get out of this strange situation . Betty made the introductions around the table . Kim turned out not to be a " Kimberly " as Terry had assumed . Yet , Kim certainly wasn't a jock like his friend Russ either . He had long , dark hair and a soft face . Still , Terry felt Kim was no more masculine in physique than himself . Russ , on the other hand , was huge ! As the star tackle on the football team , he was 6 ' 2 " and must have weighed 200 pounds . Of course , Betty introduced Terry as one of her " friends " from the cheerleading squad . She didn't say boyfriend . Terry just smiled and tried to avoid conversation . Betty seated Terry beside Kim , while she slid in next to Russ . Russ and Betty had gone together for awhile when she attended Chevalier High , and they were getting back together . Kim was his old buddy from elementary school days . Soon , Terry found himself in the uncomfortable position of having to carry on small talk with Kim . Speaking softly , Terry tried to make his voice sound like a girl's . To himself , he sounded silly but he didn't realize this made him sound quite sexy . " I would have guessed that you were a cheerleader because Buster Cranford has the prettiest girls as their cheerleaders , " Kim complimented Terry . Betty overheard that remark and gave Terry a knowing look . Terry told Kim about the fateful fire drill and how he was caught in the middle of a fitting in sewing class . To Terry's amazement Kim responded , " Really ? In Sewing class ? I guess I should confess ..... I'm one of only three guys at Chevalier High who takes Home Ec . It's one of those Affirmative Action deals the school board has going . We have too many girls in our district . Are there any boys in your class ? " " One , " Terry answered with a red face . " I guess it's okay . I'm not into sports like these other guys . My other extra curricular is Drama . " Kim stated . " Hey , " Terry thought , " this guy is nice . " Since he started attending Buster Cranford , he had made no male friends . It seems that his participation in " cheerleading " made him a loner not to be assocated with . " Sewing ? Really ? What do you make ? " Terry queried wondering if Kim also was making skirts . " It's real stupid . They make some boys take the class , but they forget to change the state study guidelines for the course . We all have to make the same things . Well , I started with some casual shorts and a shirt , but they are going to require us to make some girl's clothes too . Next , I guess I'll make a dress for my mom . " " How do you plan to check the fit ? " " Oh , uh ... " Kim was hesitant , " I guess I'll have to get one of the girls in class who's about her size to try it on , " he quickly and quietly added . 

	Time flew by as Terry and Kim enjoyed their conversation together , and before they realized the time , almost two hours had passed . They were so intent on each other that they didn't hear Betty's joking comment , " Those two seem very interested in each other , don't they . " Before the two couples split up , Betty saw an opportunity to humiliate Terry further , and said , " Hey gang , why don't we double date this Saturday night for the Chevalier dance ? " " Sounds great to me ! " Russ chimed in . " Kim , you need a date . You don't mind escorting this pretty young lady here , do you ? " " I'd love to ! That is , if she'd like to be my date , " Kim added blushing at his presumption that any girl would want to go out with such a sissy as himself , especially a pretty cheerleader . Terry , at that moment , could literally feel the sad self doubt in Kim's voice . A feeling he had always had , even before he became the school joke . He felt compassion and without really thinking answered , " I'd love to be your date , but ..... I can't because ah . " Betty's wide eyed stare of surprise was brief as she butted in , " Sure she can , I'll help take care of her problem . Okay , Terry ? Won't you be Kim's date ? This dance is real important . " " Yeah , maybe I guess so . " Terry was struck by what he had just done ! He had accepted a date with a boy . Sure , it was the friendliest boy he had ever met , but a boy just the same ! What was he expected to do ? What if someone he knew recognized him ? How could he explain to his mother that he was going to a dance ... with a date ..... in a dress with a boy ! 

	Once they got back into the car , Betty broke out into laughter . " Wow , I had to nearly drag you in there , and the next thing I know you've got yourself a boyfriend and you're going on a date ! Boy , you're a fast mover ! " " I can't go ... I .... his feelings would have been hurt if I had refused ! You set it up ! " Terry fired back . The walk to the car had given him lots of time to realize the magnitude of what he had gotten himself into . " I'll call him and tell him I'm not feeling well ..... cancel out . " " Cancel out ? " Betty countered . " And , that wouldn't be cruel ? A telephone call will hurt his feelings less than telling him in person ? He'll think you were just too gutless to say you wouldn't date a sissy like him in front of his friend . Sure , go ahead and call him ..... good idea ! Good idea ? You'd really do that , wouldn't you ? " Terry now realized calling Kim to cancel the date would definitely be mean ! " Or , " Betty continued to taunt him . " You could cancel Saturday ..... and remake the date for another day . I guess you two WOULD rather be alone , " she purred in a suggestive voice . She was thoroughly confusing Terry . Finally , Terry blurted out in anguish . " Alright ! If my mother says it's okay , I'll go with you on the double date Saturday . I won't hurt his feelings ..... and I won't let you trick me into going out alone with a guy , " he said with finality in his voice . Terry knew there was no way Betty could explain this to his mother ? " Betty drove Terry home and came in the house to explain " poor Terry's " problem filled day and current dilemma to his mother . 

	However , when they arrived , no one except his sister Irene was home . Obviously , she was somewhat surprised , but yet amused , to see her brother still wearing his skirt and heels , with his hair swept into an attractive up do and wearing makeup . Betty's telling of the fire drill incident brought a devilish smile to Irene's face . The restaurant conversation was related in such a way that made Terry look like a Good Samaritan who felt sorry for the lad because he didn't have a date and because he had failed to see through his disguise . A disguise Betty admitted she had talked Terry into ' for a lark ' . Finally , Irene had heard out the entire ' story ' ( very tactfully edited by Betty , who wasn't aware that Irene was as thrilled with Terry's progressing femininity as herself ) and said , " I know you are very soft hearted Terry , and I'm sure you did the right thing . I just know that boy would have been very hurt if you had turned him down , or had revealed that he was being tricked . You've gotten away with your little deception so far , but in the future , and especially on your date , you had better watch yourself . By the way , what do you plan to wear on your date ? " 

	Turning red , looking down at the floor , and shuffling his feet , Terry stammered , " I ... I don't know . I haven't thought about ..... that . ' " Well , you had better start thinking about that , " answered Irene . 

	" That's one of the first things a girl thinks about when she agrees to a date . How about you Betty , what will you be wearing ? I know you have already thought about that ! " " I have this cute little cocktail dress with a halter top , and I think I'll wear my hair up since it's so hot . It also shows off my dress better . " Betty replied . " Oh , and of course bright coloured makeup and nails . " " That sounds great ! I'll have to remember to buy Terry some nice shades of lipstick and nail enamel . I also agree with your hair ideas . In fact , I haven't mentioned how nice your hair looks up like that Terry . " Irene remarked as she walked behind her brother to further inspect his hair . " You should wear your hair up like this more often in this heat . " " I'll tell you what ! " Betty continued . " I'll make salon appointments for both of us Saturday afternoon , Terry . After all , we want to look our best for our men , don't we ? " she teased . Terry was in shock . His mother would end all this foolishness . " Thanks Betty , that's very kind of you . " Irene replied . Terry was amazed at how his family and friends always did the thinking for him . He may as well have been a pet or something . Didn't he have anything to say in matters relating to his own life ? 

	After Betty left , Terry said , " I'm going upstairs to change out of this skirt and heels . " " Wait , don't do that , " Irene said . " Wear it at least until mother comes home . I know she would love to see the pretty skirt you made at school . You should also leave your hair up like that for the evening . It will be cooler and it does look very elegant on you . " " But Irene .... " Terry started to complain . " Don't ' but ' me , " she said , cutting him off . " We both know you need me to help you get ready for your dance date Saturday night . Now , if you're going to start complaining every time I ask you to do something I feel to be in your best interest like last night , you can forget me . I'm out of here ! You are the one who accepted this date , not me . " As she turned to leave , he quickly reconsidered her request and called out to her . " Irene , wait ! You win . I'll do as you ask . " " That's more like the obedient sister I've always wanted , " she said smiling . " I'm not really asking for much . Now come on and help me get dinner ready . " 

	" I don't know if I approve of this whole thing , " Mrs. Hemm said after being told of her son's strange day . " I've never even heard of such a thing . Are you sure that you want to go through with this , Terry ? " " Of course not ..... I don't want to Mom ..... but I don't know how to get out of it now " he answered with his voice trailing off . 

	" Oh , come on Mom ! " Irene implored . " What can it hurt ? He's already a cheerleader and takes girl's gym , for heaven's sake . " " I am , but I'm quitting ,” interjected Terry . 

	" Well , since you are quitting , I guess I'll go along with this ..... but not for long . I don't like this business very much , I can assure you both . " Irene was ecstatic , and she squealed with delight . " Oh , Terry ! You look so chic in your new skirt ..... and with your hair up , you look much older ! Did you do it yourself ? " " No ... Betty did it for me . " Terry answered , " Now can I change clothes ? Mother has seen me now . " " Oh , alright , " Irene conceded . " Those heels are a little high for around the house , but you should practice wearing your skirt for the rest of the evening so that you will be comfortable wearing one on your date this Saturday . " 

	Terry moaned . 

	Terry was summoned to Mr. Arthur's office after school the following day . He correctly assumed his principal wanted to discuss his decision to quit the cheerleading squad . Still , when he entered the office , he was surprised to find Miss Roberts and the other five cheerleaders as well . He could tell all of the girls , including Betty , had been crying because of their red eyes and streaked makeup . " Come in and have a seat , Terry , " said Mr. Arthur . " We want to hear your reasons for quitting the squad . If you quit , we will be forced to disband the cheerleading program because five is an unworkable number . Also , we're too far into the season to recruit a new member . Now , why do you plan to disrupt our entire ' school spirit ' program ? " " I just can't do it any more Mr. Arthur . I was always embarrassed by having to wear that frilly blouse to school on Fridays and to the football games on Friday night . When I had to have my hair styled like a girl's and wear makeup last week , that was the final straw . This has gone on long enough , too long in fact . Boys aren't supposed to be cheer- leaders , and they certainly aren't supposed to wear makeup . ' " How about skirts and high heels ? " Miss Roberts asked . " You wore a skirt and high heels outside yesterday during the bomb scare , didn't you ? " " Yes , but ..... my class ... " " And you have a date to go to a dance with a boy Saturday night ! " Betty said scornfully . " Don't forget that little fact . How would you like us to spread the word about that all over the school ? " " Y .... you ..... you wouldn't ..... " he stammered . He was near tears , and he knew he was quickly losing control of the situation . 

	" We probably won't have to , " she countered . " Your friend , Kim , is coming to our game Friday night , and he expects to see you out there in a short skirt cheering along side of the rest of us . How do you think he'll react when he finds the pep squad cheering in our absence , or sees you in your trousers ? He thinks you're a girl , you know . " " B ... but , I ... I can't ..... I won't come to the game . ' " " Yes , you can , " Mr. Arthur stated emphatically . " and you will ! Because of your involvement with this boy , you have not only put your own reputation in jeopardy , but the reputation of the school as well . In retrospect , I can envision no solution other than the one Betty alluded to a moment ago . That is for you to continue to perform as a cheerleader and maybe even wear a regulation cheerleader's skirt to school on Fridays and to the football games on Friday nights for the remainder of the season . " " But Mr. Arthur , I'm a BOY ! " 

	" " Very well , " Mr. Arthur responded . " I suppose the final decision must be yours . Your choices , as I see them , are : 1 ) wear a skirt and perform with the cheerleaders , or 2 ) quit and let everyone find out that you have a date with another boy . What will it be ? " " Betty . You wouldn't tell ? " Terry asked . " Not until I leave this room , " Betty smiled . " If those are my choices , " Terry responded , " I guess I'll have to ..... have to ..... wear a ..... a ..... skirt , but I don't want to . I will be so embarrassed , and everyone will laugh and make fun of me . " " Good choice ! " Mr. Arthur beamed . " I'll make sure no one makes fun of you at this school." 

	The girls were clapping their hands , jumping around , and crying all over again . However , this time , they were crying tears of joy . In conjunction with their joy , each girl , in turn , kissed the embarrassed Terry on the cheek and welcomed him back to the squad . " We like you on the squad , " Betty said . " It's fun . " Now that the decision has been made , we must get busy , " Miss Roberts said . " Come along with me to Lee's Boutique , and I'll help you get outfitted with your new uniform . " " Miss Roberts ..... please don't make me ..... not a skirt .... maybe pants again ? " he sputtered in protest . She cut him off saying " Let's you and I under- stand each other right from the beginning . You just said you wanted to wear a uniform with a short skirt like the other girls on the cheerleading squad to keep your ' boyfriend ' from discovering your secret , and I agreed to help . If you don't want that help , just say the word , and I'll forget the whole thing . Do you want my help or not ? " " I'm sorry , Miss Roberts , " he apologized . " I need help but you just have to understand ..... " 

	After a short ride into town , a very red faced Terry followed Miss Roberts into the dress shop . She directed him into a dressing room in the rear of the store and told him to undress while she brought in a few things . " But Miss Roberts , why do I have to undress to try on a skirt ? " he asked . " Can't I just take off my pants ? " She frowned at him and said , " Certainly not ! If you just put on a skirt and go out there Friday night , you'll still look like a boy , and everyone , including your Kim , will know . That's not what you want . We both know that . So , before you object again , hear me out . I plan to create an illusion designed to make you appear very feminine and , in the process , protect your identity . I can do that very effectively by using a variety of unique products manufactured by a company called Under Control - along with some special techniques I learned while working with a theatre group some years ago . I'm a nurse and a married woman , so there's no reason to be embarrassed by your semi - nudity in my presence . Now , go into the dressing room , remove all your clothes , and I'll be with you shortly ! " When Miss Roberts entered the dressing room , she was carrying a basket containing a variety of boxes and several pairs of panties and bras in different styles and colours . As she had instructed , Terry was in his undershorts and stood before her blushing for all he was worth and desperately trying to cover himself with his hands . " Very good , " she said while looking him over and taking a small flesh coloured strap out of one of the boxes . " I see you have decided to enter into this endeavour with a spirit of cooperation . We'll start with this . It is called a ' Shroud ' , and it is designed to pull your boy-ness up and back between your legs . This will accomplish several objectives other than the obvious . For instance , when the Shroud is properly adjusted , you will find sitting with your knees together to be the easiest way to relieve the pressure . Sitting in this manner will quickly become your most comfortable position . You will also learn to walk from the hips with your legs together and develop a fitting provocative walk , among other things . Now , before you put it on , you should thoroughly massage yourself with this cream . It is called ' Abate ' , and in time it will relieve any dis comfort caused by your Shroud . Let's put it on , and you'll see what I mean . " Terry was flushed and scared . The cream was cool and mentholated causing an intense coolness . " Oooaaahhh , " Terry sighed . Reluctantly , after applying the Abate , Miss Roberts handed him the Shroud and turned her back . He lowered his hands , took the Shroud , stepped into it , and pulled it up . She showed him how to adjust the waist strap to the correct pressure , but when she adjusted the crotch strap by pulling a back strap up briskly , he nearly doubled over in pain . " That's much too tight , Miss Roberts , " he gasped . " Of course it is if you insist on standing with your legs so wide apart , " she admonished him . " Remember what I said about keeping your knees together ? " He quickly pulled his legs together , and immediately , a good portion of his discomfort was relieved . She had him bend over and move around . Handing him a pair of white nylon hip hugger panties , Miss Roberts said , " Put these on , and this part of your disguise will be complete . " He followed her instructions as if in a trance . " You will quickly adjust to the pressure of your Shroud if you wear it constantly , even under your trousers and at night , " she continued . " If you only wear it when you wear a skirt , you will undergo increasing discomfort --- even greater than you are experiencing right now . " Miss Roberts continued , " Whenever you take a bath , always remember to use the Abate before replacing your Shroud . Also , panties are softer and much more comfortable than jockey shorts . Since you won't be needing a fly , due to your Shroud , you should wear them every day as well . I have several spare Shroud's here for you , and we'll select an ample supply of panties and bras to take with you when you leave . " She knew a protest was on his lips , and not wishing to give him time to complain or to reflect further on his predicament , she produced two small breast like appendages and said , " These are called ' Pert - T Breasts ' . These are small because your friend Kim saw you the other day looking very flat chested . We can't have you show up all of a sudden looking overly endowed , or he would get suspicious . I hope you don't mind ? " 

	Terry shook his head . 

	THE END OF PART ONE OF THREE
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