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   ~Chapter One: a Fateful Bet~
 
    
 
    
 
   When I think back on all of this, it doesn’t sound real even to me, but I swear it’s all true. It started when I was hanging out with a bunch of jocks in the dorm room next to mine at a well-known northeastern university. This was my first time away from my parents for any extended time, and I was working to get over homesickness by socializing as much as I could.
 
    
 
   After spending hours in various offices trying to clear up some mistakes in my records, I was way behind in making friends. Everyone else seemed to know each other from the mixers and meetings I’d missed, and I was doing my best to catch up. 
 
    
 
   It was a Tuesday night in early September, just the first week of classes. We were all still getting to know each other. A few of the guys were teasing me. I’d played some pranks on many of them—that was my way of making an impression—and I guess they felt like paying me back. 
 
    
 
   One of the biggest guys there, a burly lacrosse player named Pete, pointed at me and said, “Hey look at Mark! He has breasts just like a girl!”
 
    
 
   I was pissed off and embarrassed as the assembled jocks laughed at me. Since I was about 12, I’d had some fatty tissue on my chest, and yeah it did look a little like tiny tits. They were even more conspicuous on my slim body. I was about 5’9” and only weighed around 125 pounds. Still, I was shocked that he’d call everyone’s attention to my embarrassing attributes.
 
    
 
   I hated it when people pointed out my small, feminine conical growths. It made me feel emasculated. Making matters much, much worse, the only female present had to chime in. She was a beautiful girl from down the hall named Stephanie. 
 
    
 
   She was stunning. Her hair was light brown and her hazel eyes flashed with mischief and excitement. She had a tight, sexy body and a huge, enticing smile. Unfortunately, that smile was at my expense at that moment. Curse my horrible luck! In the entire world, this girl was the last person I wanted involved in this discussion.
 
    
 
   I knew her. We’d gone to the same high school, and she always seemed preoccupied with me for no reason I could ever figure out. Maybe it would all blow over quickly, and we could go back to comparing our taste music, movies, and so on. Anything but this! I should have known Stephanie would have the opposite agenda.
 
    
 
   Steph and I knew each other pretty well, actually, especially considering that we traveled in totally different circles. She was a cheerleader and one of the cool kids. I was a nerd—captain of the chess team, president of the model U.N. club, and editor of the school paper. We’d gotten along OK, although she did get angry with me at one point. In a weird coincidence, that had something to do with….
 
    
 
   While I was lost in thought, Stephanie was saying something to Pete. When I looked up, they were both smirking at me. I’d hoped that this topic was going to wrap up soon and never come up again, but apparently the group had other plans. I fixed my pale blue eyes at Stephanie in warning, trying to look fierce. I couldn’t help undermining my tough guy expression by nervously twirling my long, dark brown hair.
 
    
 
   When Pete asked, “What’s your cup size?” I automatically assumed he was talking to Steph. To my queasy surprise, he was asking me! Her smile was absolutely huge as Steph laughed with the guys about me having “huge bouncy breasts.” This of course was an absurd exaggeration. I wasn’t that feminine!
 
    
 
   I wondered, “Why is Steph so eager to discuss this anyway? Maybe she;s self-conscious about her own tits?” They weren’t tiny, but they sure weren’t huge either. She was acting very strangely, I noticed. Seeing her seemingly more than a little too much into all this, I recalled some odd things about her I’d heard and saw back in high school. I felt a nasty chill as I felt a sickening sense of deja-vu remembering them.
 
    
 
   I’d heard some rumors that Stephanie and her friend Katie—another pretty cheerleader and her best friend—had been dressing guys up as girls. It made no sense to me, and I didn’t think anything much about it back then. At least not until they started trying to talk me into letting them dress me up as a girl. 
 
    
 
   I had absolutely no interest in that! I’d been bullied somewhat, and the last thing I needed was to be seen in a skirt. No thank you! Finally, after nagging me for much longer than was reasonable, the two beautiful cheerleaders let it drop. That is, until our school had a “slave auction” for charity event. 
 
    
 
   Usually the cheerleaders and jocks were “sold” to the highest bidder. In our senior year, someone proposed the clever idea of having the cool kids bid on the nerds too. I was roped into the tradition—you can’t say no to a good cause, right? I was puzzled when Steph bid $200 on me, and seemed thrilled to “win” me. 
 
    
 
   This made absolutely no sense. She could have any guy she wanted, and she did. She always dated some star athlete. With the one exception of me refusing to be dressed up as a girl, she could’ve gotten me to do anything. Her homework. Her chores. You name it! So why was she paying so much money for—and attention to—an uncool kid like me? I wasn’t just out of her league; I was from a different galaxy. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t like the answers to these puzzles when I was stunned to learn exactly what she wanted her “slave girl”—meaning me—to do. She was planning to stop by my house 6 a.m. before school, and prepare me for my day in service to “my mistress.” I can’t remember who told me, but I was tipped off that she’d planned to dress me in her cheerleading uniform, and show me off around the school. 
 
    
 
   I wasn’t stupid. I was having none of that. When she knocked on our door early that morning, I told my mom I was too sick to go to school, and she sent a furious Stephanie home. For a few weeks after that, she and her friends called me a coward and a pussy. Sadly, I wasn’t new to that kind of abuse, so I just shrugged it off. Katie, who had been pretty nice to me, froze me out. It wasn’t that big a deal. I was in the friend zone with her anyway, so who cared?
 
    
 
   Looking back on all this, I noticed a distinct and very troubling pattern. But that insight came a bit later. At that time, in that dorm room next to mine, I was just trying to avoid complete humiliation. This wasn’t going well, as Steph and Pete began loudly comparing my chest size with hers. It was all completely idiotic, and I told them so.
 
    
 
   Pete snarled when I asked him, “Dude—why are you staring at a guy that way in the first place?” 
 
    
 
   Steph quickly took charge of the situation. She said, “I bet your boobs are bigger than mine,” her voice dripping with scorn. 
 
    
 
   All eyes turned from her pretty face to me. Leaning back on one of the beds, I was stunned by this asinine challenge. I felt this was a betrayal. After all I thought Steph and I were friends. As bad as these emasculating but humorous insults were, the situation was about to take a serious turn for the worse.
 
    
 
   Steph looked around the room and grinned in preparation, then she crossed the line saying, “I bet you’d look better than me in my Halloween costume, Mark. I’m going as a prostitute! I’d love to see you in the sexy red nightie I’m planning to wear.”
 
    
 
   This went beyond any cruelty I’d ever heard from her. I was off-balance and annoyed. Without thinking, I said, “I’d take that bet!” 
 
    
 
   I was trying to deflect and defuse the situation with humor, but that backfired when she offered to get the hooker outfit for me! Like an idiot I said, “Sure, I’ll give it to my girlfriend.” 
 
    
 
   Of course I had no girlfriend, but I was hoping none of them knew that. To my surprise, Stephanie dashed out the door, and was back in minutes with a bright red bundle in her hand. With a huge predatory grin, she tossed the skimpy red nightgown at me. 
 
    
 
   I caught it and threw it back to her in one motion. My face reddened in shame to match the candy apple color of the slinky material. Did I mention all this was in front of 5 or 6 macho varsity football and lacrosse players? I was even more angry and humiliated than before as once again, they all laughed at me and disparaged my manhood.
 
    
 
   Desperate to get her back, I took Stephanie up on her other stupid challenge saying, “I bet your tits are way bigger than mine!” 
 
    
 
   Looking back now, I realize how pathetic and foolish that sounded. But at that moment, all I was thinking about was embarrassing Stephanie. I figured that I’d challenge her to go topless, and she’d have to back down. Big win for me!
 
    
 
   Stephanie put her hands on her hips defiantly as she set the terms, “O.K. that bet is accepted, Melody!” 
 
    
 
   I cringed as she feminized my name, but worse was coming as she added, “This is the bet. Whoever has the bigger boobs loses. The loser has to go out on a date dressed as a total slut!” 
 
    
 
   She seemed to be getting very excited by all this, and incipient fear made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Unfortunately, my temper got the better of my basic common sense yet again. Angrily, I fired back, “But that’s no penalty for you! That’s what you do every day!” 
 
    
 
   That got a big laugh from the guys and a dark, threatening look from Stephanie. “Maybe I can turn this around?” I thought. Encouraged by the response, I plunged onward saying, “If you lose, you have to go out on a date with me, and give me a blow-job!”
 
    
 
   Steph was visibly furious as she said, “Fine, but if you lose, you have to go out with whoever I choose. And give him a blow-job!”
 
    
 
   I almost choked at this and my first thought was to refuse. I wasn’t anti-gay, but there was no way I could do that! I was about to back out when Stephanie went for the jugular saying, “If you pussy out, you’ll be admitting that your boobs are bigger than mine, you girl!” 
 
    
 
   I had no idea where Steph’s growing hostility was coming from, but I couldn’t see any way out. Especially after the guys agreed with her, probably just because she was so hot. Looking at Stephanie, I realized this was insane. I’d rather be having sex with her than comparing breast sizes with her. 
 
    
 
   On that topic, I knew there was no way my chest could be more developed than a sexy girl’s! Despite my unnerving fear of giving a guy a B.J., I agreed to the terms of the bet. When she said that the loser would be decided by a vote of everyone in the room I had no objection. 
 
    
 
   I expected her to back down rather than expose her bare boobs anyway, so I felt safe. But before I could tell her to show us her breasts, the room voted that my tits were bigger. I was furious!
 
    
 
   I yelled, “How can you say that? You can’t even see her tits!”
 
    
 
   “That’s the point,” said Bill, a stocky football player, about 6’3” and 275 pounds. 
 
    
 
   Everyone laughed at that, except for Stephanie and me. I didn’t think it was funny that I’d supposedly just lost the emasculating bet. She didn’t appreciate hearing that her boobs were so small as to be basically invisible. 
 
    
 
   Trying to reverse the humiliating verdict, I demanded that Stephanie show her chest to everyone to prove her tits were bigger than mine. 
 
    
 
   Again to my surprise she agreed saying, “Yes, I will, but only if we’re now betting double or nothing, and if you show everyone your titties!” 
 
    
 
   My “titties?!?!” I was getting more insulted and embarrassed every minute! 
 
    
 
   Not helping at all, Pete said, “Makes sense to me. Mark’s tits are double Ds, and Stephanie’s are nothing!”
 
    
 
   The room exploded in guffaws and cries of “good one!” and “now that’s funny!” At this point, Steph and I were both livid. To loud laughter and cheers, we flung off our shirts, but she refused to take off her bra. This time, the jocks at least made a show of comparing. I felt kind of creeped out as they stared at my chest and smiled. Steph seemed to enjoy the attention. She smiled and winked at them.
 
    
 
   She asked if having us “cup our boobs” would help them decide, and they all enthusiastically agreed. When I refused, they said I’d lose automatically unless I went along. So more humiliated than ever, I put my hands under my “assets” and lifted. I felt like dying as they whistled appreciatively at what they called my “bodacious tatas.”
 
    
 
   The guys voted again, and again I lost! 
 
    
 
   I called bullshit on the whole thing, and started to storm out of the room. Before I could escape, two giant jocks grabbed me and insisted that I live up to my part of the bet or else they’d kick my ass. When I tried to respond, Stephanie swooped in on me and told me to stop being such a sore loser. 
 
    
 
   Steph grabbed my arm, and pulled me out of the room. She said, “This is gonna be so great! You’ll be sooo sexy, Melody!”
 
    
 
   Stunned and humiliated, I was babbling all kinds of lame excuses and demanding to be released. She ignored me as she marched us over to the girls’ wing. She looked ecstatic, like this was some amazing long awaited dream come true for her. 
 
    
 
   For me, all this made no sense. “What the hell is going on?” I wondered. Things were happening much too fast!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Two: My Feminization Begins~
 
    
 
    
 
   Stephanie gathered five of her best friends, and explained that they were going to completely feminize me. They all took this bizarre announcement in stride, and didn’t even ask her why this was happening. If anything, they seemed excited about this. Looking back now, I should have been more surprised that they weren’t at all surprised. At that point, however, I was trying to process this humiliating turn of events.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s roommate Katie—a sweet, attractive brunette I’d also known from high school—was laughing with her hand over her mouth. She’d always been so friendly and kind. I was surprised and upset that she’d agreed to go along with Stephanie feminizing me. Worse, she seemed to be almost as into it as Stephanie was! 
 
    
 
   Nancy and Tracey were also roommates. They lived next door to Stephanie and Katie. Nancy was very pretty, but Tracey was stunning. Nancy was an athletic girl about 5’5” with short brown hair and eyes the color of dark chocolate. She always seemed to be smiling and joking around with people. 
 
    
 
   Tracey was a statuesque brunette, nearly 6 feet tall, with a stereotypical “ice queen” personality. All the guys lusted after her, but she treated all of us with equal disdain. She played varsity field hockey, and I’d heard her parents were wealthy Bostonians. 
 
    
 
   I wasn’t too familiar with the other two girls, Jackie—a blonde, and Gina—a ginger. They, like the rest, were intent on helping Stephanie with her plan to dress me up as “a sexy slut.” I begged them for mercy. 
 
    
 
   That failed, so I claimed Stephanie was lying about the bet. Bad move. When she heard that, she slapped me across the face. Not hard, but enough to sting and get my attention.
 
    
 
   She demanded, “You better apologize and admit everything I said is true, Melody!”
 
    
 
   I tried to appease her by saying I was just kidding, but when she pulled her arm back to strike again, I quickly obeyed her orders. The other girls joined in with Stephanie laughing at me and calling me their bitch. My mouth gaped in open astonishment. “Why are they doing this to me?” I thought, “This cannot be happening!”
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, if it wasn’t happening, the girls didn’t get that memo. They dragged me into the girls’ bathroom where they stripped me and spread Nair all over my body. As they did this, Stephanie ridiculed my penis, calling it a cute little clitty. 
 
    
 
   Tracey actually cupped my junk in her hand and declared it was “too tiny to matter.” In other circumstances, I’d have welcomed her attention. But not like this! To my shock and total embarrassment, it got hard from her handling it, along with the humiliation. 
 
    
 
   The girls discussed what my slim, petite body and submissive tendencies revealed about my lack of masculinity as I squirmed in naked mortification. 
 
    
 
   Katie observed, “You’re lucky you’re so petite and feminine. This is gonna be easy.”
 
    
 
   Tracey went on and on about what a “Miss Priss” she thought I was, coldly agreeing with Katie, “Yeah, he’s more of a girl than a boy.”
 
    
 
   This emasculating talk continued for about fifteen mortifying minutes as the smelly lotion made my skin itch. Satisfied that this treatment had lasted long enough, they roughly shoved me into a shower and turned on the cold water. 
 
    
 
   This made my cock shrink, and washed away all of my leg, chest, and underarm hair. To be honest, I didn’t have much hair even before they depilated me. I was a late bloomer, and only had to shave my face a few times a week. 
 
    
 
   Of course the girls commented on this and all my other feminine traits. Nancy remarked, “Gawd, I wish I had her smooth, shapely legs.” As an ice hockey player, she’d developed large, strong leg muscles. I noticed that around this time, they all began referring to me as “she” and “her.” This only magnified my sense of emasculation. 
 
    
 
   They made me wash my hair with a flowery shampoo and conditioner. Then, they rubbed a girly smelling moisturizer all over me. After toweling me off somewhat gently, they pulled me into Stephanie’s and Katie’s room. There, they forced me to put on sexy pink panties with a white lace trim, and a matching pushup bra. 
 
    
 
   “Little Melody doesn’t even have to stuff her bra!” Stephanie smirked, pointing at my chest. The others nodded in agreement, and expressed bewilderment that I’d let myself in for this by betting against Stephanie in the first place. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t recall her explaining those circumstances, but I was too embarrassed to be suspicious. Looking down at the perky twin mounds on my chest, I couldn’t dispute their emasculating comments. 
 
    
 
   I was beyond humiliated as they all agreed that my body was very feminine and quickly moved onward with my transformation. They rolled some sheer black pantyhose up my legs, and then made me step into a very short, very tight denim miniskirt. 
 
    
 
   Before zipping it closed, they put a tight, nearly see-through white blouse on me, buttoned it up and tucked it into the skirt.  They fastened the micro mini tightly around my waist. I kept shaking my head, astonished that Stephanie’s risqué clothes fit on me at all, much less this well.
 
    
 
   As if reading my mind, Stephanie mused, “My clothes fit her perfectly. Hmm....”
 
    
 
   Katie laughed, “Look! You can see the pink of her bra through that top!”
 
    
 
   With excitement bordering on ecstasy, Steph began doing my face. This next phase of my ordeal began with the application of sexy smoky eye shadow, black eyeliner, and ample mascara, plus more than too much eyebrow plucking. Without pause, she rubbed pink blush onto my cheeks and spread bubblegum-colored lipstick on my pouty mouth. 
 
    
 
   To my shame, my feet were also the same size as Stephanie’s, and she made me wear her sexiest cowgirl boots. They had a two-inch heel, came up to my mid-calves, and were a pale pink with feminine frills and an elaborate design. A few pink bangle bracelets, a rose quartz necklace, and matching clip-on earrings completed my slutty young coed look. 
 
    
 
   Finally, they pronounced my transformation complete. When they forced me to stand before a mirror I was stunned. They’d made me look like a sexy little cock tease! I was completely humiliated as they praised me for looking like eye candy.
 
    
 
   Stephanie said, “Wow Melody, who knew you were such a pretty little chicklette? You’ll give all the boys boners for sure.” In a daze, I let them lead me back toward the room where this all started. I was in deep denial about how I looked, and refused to accept that I was about to go on a date with a guy! 
 
    
 
   Stephanie decided I should go out with David, a tall good-looking football player with dark brown hair and eyes. He was always very friendly to me, but sort of shy. I noticed that he showed very little interest in all the cute coeds who were very interested in him. 
 
    
 
   David was unusually soft-spoken and almost timid, a strange combination from an athlete who stood about 6’5” with around 240 pounds of pure muscle. He lived in the dorm room next to mine with Bill, another football player from Los Angeles. 
 
    
 
   I was just a freshman, and they were junior college transfers. Still they’d been generally friendly toward me. I’d spoken with both of them a lot. I knew Bill had a wicked sense of humor and liked David Bowie music. David was homesick for California. 
 
    
 
   The bet with Stephanie had taken place in their room, the room I was being brought back to. Only now I was dressed as a sexy girl! “No, no, no,” I muttered to myself as the girls marched me to my doom, “this can’t be real; it has to be a nightmare.”
 
    
 
   At this point as noticed something that probably should’ve been obvious. Something was way off about Steph. I was almost catatonic with humiliation, but I still could tell she was acting out of character. She had a strange look on her face. She seemed excited, almost aroused, by what was happening. 
 
    
 
   I saw something else in her eyes. She looked angry? Hungry? I couldn’t quite place it. Before I could even ask her about this, she was presenting me to a room full of jocks I thought were going to be my friends.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Three: a Date with David~
 
    
 
    
 
   When David first saw me, he looked put off. When he realized it was Stephanie escorting me, something clicked. He squinted at me and smiled widely in recognition. While all the other guys hooted at me and called me names like sissy or worse, David was oddly quiet. I’m pretty sure he did a small fist pump when Stephanie announced that my date would be with him. 
 
    
 
   The guys were joined by Stephanie, Katie, Nancy and Tracey, all of them remarking on my sexy feminine appearance. Gary said, “I doubt he ever was a guy to begin with.” 
 
    
 
   Ever-perky Katie helpfully told the guys, “Her name is Melody now!” 
 
    
 
   Bill nodded and agreed, “That name fits her perfectly, just like Stephanie’s clothes,” he laughed. “Except Steph’s blouse is too tight across Melody’s bigger tits!” he added as my face burned red. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie glared at me, as if all these small tit jokes at her expense were somehow my fault. She didn’t waste a second before smirking at me, “Have fun Melody dear! Try not to do anything I wouldn’t!” 
 
    
 
   Pete asked, “Is there anything you wouldn’t do, Steph?” but she wiped the grin off his face with another angry look. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t have much time to react, but the humiliating comments just kept coming. 
 
    
 
   As David led me into the hallway, Bill yelled out, “Fuck her! I did!” Then he realized what he’d said and threatened to punch anyone who repeated that. Apparently the guys were seriously having trouble thinking of me as one of them. I was overwhelmed with a helpless sense of emasculation at this realization. 
 
    
 
   Before I could even consider my predicament, I was busy staggering and trying not to fall on my face in the high-heeled boots they’d made me wear. David escorted me to the elevators, steadying me with a possessive arm around my shoulders. We rode down the four floors in an awkward silence. Soon, we were out in the warm night air. 
 
    
 
   The strong, silent football player walked me across the different quads to College Town, the commercial district just off campus. After pausing to consider where we should go, he decided to take me to a bar. The whole time he surprised me by acting like he was attracted to me! As we walked along, he put his arm around me again. 
 
    
 
   We arrived at one of the less-crowded student hangouts, and found a quiet booth. There, he bought me several drinks, and all the while behaved like a perfect gentleman. He held my hand, and smiled at me just like I was a real girl on a real date with him. A few hours passed and I’d had several screwdrivers. They tasted like slightly bitter orange juice and I liked them. 
 
    
 
   Unused to alcohol, I quickly got tipsy. Before long, my fear of being recognized as a guy in a skirt started to diminish. We chatted almost as if I wasn’t a forcibly feminized male freshman. Eventually, I even relaxed somewhat. 
 
    
 
   An hour or so later, I was fading from the drinks and all the stress of being a boy tarted up as a sexy slut. The constricting feeling of the bra was a constant reminder of how I was dressed. I wondered if Stephanie’s bra was too small on me?
 
    
 
   I softy asked, “David, could you please take me home?” He nodded, and we set off back toward our dorm. Drunk and exhausted, I was even less steady in the heels at this point, so I leaned on David for support. He didn’t seem to mind at all, and sort of held me in his strong arms the whole way. A cool breeze blew up my short skirt. That felt weird, but not too horrible.
 
    
 
   As we walked by dozens and dozens of other students, I realized that no one was pointing and laughing at me. It was pretty dark out, but even so! While I was relieved that I escaped exposure as a cross-dressed sissy, the reality was troubling. None of them—not even one—noticed I was a guy. I wasn’t thrilled to know that I passed as a girl so completely. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Four: Any Bed in a Storm~
 
    
 
    
 
   When we returned to our floor, I realized the girls had taken my clothes and my room key was in my pants pocket. They refused to answer my knocks on their door, and I was wondering what to do. By this time, the hallway was spinning. Still, even, as drunk as I was, I had enough wits left to realize a few things. 
 
    
 
   First, that I couldn’t wake my grouchy roommate Steve at this hour, much less face him looking like this. We weren’t on the best of terms already. I’d barged in on him with some chick, and we had many other arguments and complaints about each other. Second, that I couldn’t get into my room without making all those problems much worse, especially not looking like this. 
 
    
 
   That left me tired and disoriented, with nowhere to sleep. As it happened, there was a strange, scary woman named Melinda who lived on our floor. She was a sophomore with strawberry blonde hair, and blue-grey eyes. 
 
    
 
   She wasn’t physically imposing, standing a few inches shorter and weighing even less than me, but her attitude was intimidating. And that was even before I saw her walking the halls in a leather cat suit, brandishing a whip!
 
    
 
   Melinda had a double room, but no roommate, maybe not that oddly enough. This was the room next to Stephanie’s, five feet from the door I was knocking on. I guess Melinda heard the noise, and came out to see what was going on. That turned out to be me, drunk and desperate. All dressed up, with nowhere to go. 
 
    
 
   Before I could think or even blink, Melinda took me by the hand and told me to spend the night in her room. She more ordered than offered. She firmly pulled me over to her spare bed, and guided me onto it. If I’d been sober, I probably would have run away. Instead, I passed out quickly, still wearing the entire jailbait ensemble.
 
    
 
   Later that night, I woke up handcuffed to the metal bed frame. I could see by flickering candle light that Melinda was wearing her black leather dominatrix cat suit outfit, with a huge strap-on pointed right at me. She pulled down my pantyhose and panties, and then lifted my legs over her shoulders. She slathered Vaseline on and inside my crack, and moved into a superior position on top of me. 
 
    
 
   “This is the rent due for staying in my room, you sleazy little hooker,” she whispered as she rammed in and out of my ass with smooth, deep strokes. 
 
    
 
   I don’t know how long this lasted, but the pressure on my prostate and on her clit finally pushed us both to shuddering climaxes. She pulled out with a slurping sound, slapped my ass, and climbed into bed beside me. Exhausted, I passed out again and slept until morning. When I awoke, Melinda was spooning me. I never felt more like a slut.
 
    
 
   By the time I’d extricated myself from Melinda’s clutches, I was sure this whole ordeal was finally over. Yes, I still had to do a very feminine walk of shame down the dorm hallway, and no I’d never live this down. But at least I could put this whole nightmare behind me. 
 
    
 
   When I checked the time, I realized with tremendous relief that my roommate had already gone to his early classes. All I needed was my room key, and this would all be over! I’d get into my own room, get back into my own clothes, and get on with my life.
 
    
 
   They told me college would be packed with new experiences, but still! I’d never imagined I’d be dressed up as a girl, in a short tight denim miniskirt, cowgirl boots, pantyhose, bra and panties, and then made up as a sexy slut. I never expected to go out on a date with a big macho football player. I especially never thought I’d be butt probed by a scary female wearing a kinky cat suit! I was in shock about all of this, and eager to put it all behind me.
 
    
 
   My escape plans quickly failed to materialize. I couldn’t persuade the girls to give me back my key, so I couldn’t even get into my room. They all denied they had even seen my key, but Stephanie “generously” offered to clean me up and get me a change of clothes. 
 
    
 
   A quick shower later, I needed something to wear! Out of options, I had to graciously accept when Steph said she’d loan me an outfit to wear to class. I hoped that this one would be less provocative, if not any less feminine. 
 
    
 
   I demanded, “Steph why are you doing this to me? 
 
    
 
   She said, “You owe me this! I was all set to have the day of my life before you backed out of our agreement in high school!”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” I asked, honestly having no idea what she meant.
 
    
 
   She stared at me as if I had ruined her life and started lecturing me, “You robbed me of the chance to display you as a completely feminized cheerleader in front of all of our classmates and teachers. You would have looked so adorable!”
 
    
 
   I was waiting for the punch line, so I didn’t say anything, but what she said next wasn’t funny. At least not “ha-ha funny.” More like “psycho weirdness funny.”
 
    
 
   Steph wasn’t joking. She was angry as she growled, “I would have made sure everyone knew you were wearing sexy panties under your skirt. You would’ve been so cute, and I would have even made you take your yearbook pictures in the uniform! But you had to pretend you were sick, you coward.”
 
    
 
   I was sitting there self-consciously in her bra and panties, and she was carefully doing my makeup as she described what she had planned. I was stunned by what she’d planned to do to me back in high school. I was going to lie and claim that I really had been sick that day, but I could tell she’d never believe me anyway.
 
    
 
   I knew she was up to something bad, but I had no idea. As she spoke, the image of my nearly averted public emasculation chilled me. The idea of my humiliation immortalized in the yearbook gave me a dizzying sense of vertigo. 
 
    
 
   My disorientation multiplied as she said, “I just love feminizing boys. I don’t know why, but as long as I can remember, nothing else ever got me turned on. No guy ever refused me. Not once. Ever! Except you. You’re the only one who ever escaped from me. I’m just making up for lost time!”
 
    
 
   This was unexpected! “Wait,” I cried, “are you telling me everyone you dated let you dress them up as a girl?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, DUH!” she rolled her eyes, “what did I just say?”
 
    
 
   “Not Hank Hamilton the star basketball player?
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah!” she snapped impatiently, “he had to wear panties under his boxers!” 
 
    
 
   “No way! Not Jack Wellstone? The linebacker?”
 
    
 
   “Umm yes way! Are you like stupid?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “But he’s built like a mountain! What in the world did you find that would fit on him?” I asked, fascinated by the unimaginable image.
 
    
 
   “That’s not important, Melody!” she waved her hand at me dismissively.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God! Don’t tell me you dressed up Pete or….”
 
    
 
   “Shut up!” she yelled, “stop asking questions!”
 
    
 
   I wanted to challenge her more. It would probably only just provoke her, and I wanted to get all this over with. I was also pretty overwhelmed by all this.
 
    
 
   I had no idea she—and I guess Katie—had been humiliating the most popular jocks in school, many of whom had impugned my masculinity after letting these girls feminize them. This was incredible new information that I found impossible to process. 
 
    
 
   I understood that after I’d foiled her plans, she’d felt denied for months. Clearly she wasn’t used to not getting her way, and wasn’t able to just move on. Even so, her level of emotion was all out of proportion. 
 
    
 
   She had this kinky feminization fetish, I got that, but she was far beyond obsessed about me. I felt like saying all this to Stephanie, but—to be honest—she was scaring me. Apparently, I had become her White Whale. Like a sea captain driven mad by a vendetta, she needed to have her revenge on me. She had to make me hers.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   ~Chapter Five: to Class in a Dress~
 
    
 
    
 
   I was slowly beginning to fathom the depths of my dilemma at this point, and sat in silence as Stephanie put the finishing touches on my sexy coed look. After an embarrassing breakfast with her at the dining hall, I made my way across campus to the academic buildings.
 
    
 
   I was wearing the outfit Steph picked out for me: a sky blue sundress with white kitten heels. She gave me a simple white bra and lacy blue panties to wear under the dress, along with some matching accessories including a little navy blue purse. 
 
    
 
   Soon, burning with shame, I was trying to take notes with a bright red pencil in an Astronomy lecture. After that, I was hoping to be inconspicuous during an American History subsection. 
 
    
 
   Then, I was praying no one would recognize me at my Comparative Government lecture. I was more than confused when I didn’t attract any notice, except for some guys and a few girls checking me out appreciatively.
 
    
 
   As with the date the night before, no one who didn’t know me seemed the least bit interested in me. I wasn’t confronted or even mocked. No one asked me why I was dressed as a girl. Once again, I felt conflicted. I sure didn’t want to become a target of ridicule, but I didn’t want to think I passed so easily as a girl either. It was all very confusing and distracting.
 
    
 
   All the while, I kept counting down the minutes until I could get back to the dorm and have my roommate let me in. I couldn’t wait to put on a pair of boxers and jeans. “This is horrible, but it’s almost over,” I thought as I scurried back to my room to end my emasculation. 
 
    
 
   I hoped Steph would be satisfied by all this, and just let it go. “Even if not, what could she do about it anyway?” I asked myself reassuringly. When I arrived, Steve let me in, but my salvation was denied. 
 
    
 
   Apparently while I was away at class, some of the girls went into our room and took all of my stuff. All my clothes, all my shoes, my beloved music system and CD collection, everything. 
 
    
 
   I begged Steve to loan me some clothes, but he just laughed at me. I was stunned. I knew I could come off as brash and inconsiderate, but how could he refuse me this help? True, we’d never gotten along that well. He had early classes and complained that I woke him up all the time when I came in late. But seriously. 
 
    
 
   It wasn’t all my fault though. His mom woke me up with 9 AM calls nearly every morning. The phone rang and rang and rang after he’d already left for his 8:30 AM classes. I kept telling her he would never be in after 8, but she kept calling anyway. 
 
    
 
   Maybe I’d been a bit rude to her, but I hated getting woken up early. We’d bickered about this and other mutual nuisances. Still, couldn’t he give a brother a break? Apparently not.
 
    
 
   I asked every guy I knew to loan me a pair of swear pants and a t-shirt, anything a guy could wear. They all looked at me in my cute little dress and heels, then laughed in my made up face and flatly refused. I begged all my (supposed) friends for help, and then moved on to beg complete strangers for some pants. All to no avail. 
 
    
 
   After knocking on literally hundreds of doors, I learned that the girls had talked everyone into letting me hang out to dry. It was some sorority pledge thing, they’d claimed. “That doesn’t make any sense!” I tried to argue, “Why would a sorority care what I wore? How would they even know?” 
 
    
 
   I’d explained this to dozens of people and not one of them was willing to side with me or even listen to reason. Most of them weren’t even slightly sympathetic, and most of them acted like I deserved this humiliation. It dawned on me that I didn’t have a single real friend or even a kind stranger I could turn to. I felt abandoned, betrayed, and alone. 
 
    
 
   In desperation, I set off for the basement laundry room, hoping to find some male clothes I could steal and wear. Unfortunately, I needed a room key to get in. Without any other plan, I stood outside the locked door, hoping someone else would come by and open it. 
 
    
 
   After waiting in vain over an hour for a chance to sneak in, I gave up. With a growing sense of shame, I went back to the 4th floor, still dressed as a pretty girl from head to toe. My humiliation kept going on and on. I was stuck as a girl for a while longer. How much longer? I had no way to know.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ~Chapter Six: the Nightmare Continues~
 
    
 
   Eventually, I was reduced to seeking salvation from the not so tender mercy of the dorm’s girls, so I set out for Stephanie’s and Katie’s room. 
 
    
 
   When I begged her to return my stuff, Stephanie giggled and told me she knew nothing about it. She admitted that she’d heard “someone” sold my stereo, CDs, and all my clothes. She said according to the grapevine, “someone” had even gotten their hands on my wallet, and took all the money out of my bank account, about $850. 
 
    
 
   That same “someone” used the money to buy me girls’ clothing, and thoughtfully left it all in her room as their gift to me. According to Stephanie, the $1000 or so “someone” had raised from selling all my stuff and cleaning out my savings still couldn’t buy enough to make a real girl’s wardrobe. 
 
    
 
   “Lucky for you, Melody.” she said grinning, “you can always count on your big sister, me!”
 
    
 
   I soon found out what she meant by that. Stephanie gathered all the girls on the floor, and they held a little party for me. They each donated some of their clothes, makeup, shoes, and other items to me. I now had a wide assortment of skirts, hot pants, dresses, leggings, blouses, and panties running the gamut from practical cotton bikinis to sexy thongs. Also bras, including sexy push ups, lacy slut wear, and practical sports bras. 
 
    
 
   “I’m surprised you didn’t have bras of your own, Melody,” Stephanie said, “considering how voluptuous you are!” The other girls laughed at this, agreeing my boobies must have been so sore without the needed support. They seemed pleased to be remedying this for me.
 
    
 
   Of course Stephanie had some heels and boots that fit me, and four of the girls held out cute sexy little shoes they thought I could wear. I felt a deep pang of regret as Stephanie insisted I keep the hot red nightie she’d offered me—was it just the night before? She threw it at me again, but this time I had to keep it, shocked at how much had changed in less than twenty-four hours! 
 
    
 
   Most shocking was the sheer volume of feminine clothing they’d given me. This was enough to last weeks or months! What could they possibly be thinking? I wasn’t planning to wear any skirts, dressed, bras, panties or even girls’ jeans ever again!
 
    
 
   Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, Stephanie demanded that I thank the girls for their gifts. When I mumbled an insincere “thanks,” she barked, “Not like that, girl!” When I looked at her with obvious befuddlement, she said, “Show us you’re thankful by giving us a fashion show!”
 
    
 
   I was already utterly demoralized and exhausted from all the stress of traipsing around as a girl and getting refused any help. Still, I reasoned that if I went along with this latest humiliation, then the whole twisted experience could finally come to an end. I had no male clothing and no money to buy any. That was a real problem, but I knew I’d figure out a solution. 
 
    
 
   I was confident that the girls would have to lift the boycott they’d imposed on me borrowing clothes from the guys—wouldn’t they? I was sure that some of the guys would loan me a few pairs of pants, a few shirts, and some shoes that would fit me well enough. Before too long, I’d be back as one of the guys again, and this disaster would be far behind me. 
 
    
 
   I nodded to signal that I’d go along with this latest insult against my masculinity, once more biting my tongue to get through this temporary humiliation. Talking like the announcer at a red carpet fashion spread, Stephanie said, “Melody is a foxy little coed in her sapphire blue sun dress with cute white kitten heels. She’s trying to pull off the innocent prim and proper look.” 
 
    
 
   Suddenly her voice took on a very nasty edge, “Who does this nasty girl think she’s fooling? She was seen draped all over a football stud, the tall, dark and handsome David on a romantic date last night. Nice going girl! But then she had a filthy girl on girl after party featuring bondage and anal sex. What does that make her, girls?”
 
    
 
   The crowd answered, “Slut! Whore! Skank! Slanky Whore! Total Lezzie Slore!” My face burned as I felt cheap and disgusting. For reasons I couldn’t name or explain, I felt ashamed and worried that David would find out that I dated him but ended up screwing someone else. Wait, why would I even care about that?
 
    
 
   Trying not to laugh, Stephanie resumed her fashion show emcee banter, “So the innocent good girl look does not go well on Slanky Whores like Melody, but here’s something that does!” She was indicating a lacy white bra and a thong, sheer white stay-up stockings with a fancy pattern, and a pair of red fuck-me pumps with a three-inch heel. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie explained that this was the costume she’d bought herself for Halloween, but that it was much more fitting for me to wear it. I rolled my eyes at this. There was no way she was serious! I exhaled in palpable relief as they moved on, even though what followed was more than embarrassing enough.
 
    
 
   I was shocked that Steph was extending my humiliation another day. I’d counted on her feeling satisfied by feminizing me twice. Didn’t that more than pay off the supposed debt I owed her from high school? This was disheartening and inexplicable. I was sure she’d be getting bored by now. 
 
    
 
   To my horror, it was obvious that the opposite was true. She seemed to be getting more excited as she went along with this effort. Her friends were also enjoying my emasculation; maybe as part of some kind of feminine group think. Their well-organized actions and the way they all seemed to know what to do strongly implied that this was all planned well in advance. 
 
    
 
   Based on what she’d already revealed about her obsession with feminizing me in high school, it seemed likely that Steph had begun scheming to do all this to me for a while. Maybe even from the minute I told her we were going to the same college. She probably started pulling most of the dorm into the plan during orientation. 
 
    
 
   I’d missed most of the introductory events the first few days when there was a serious glitch in my class schedule. Maybe I was getting paranoid, but I wondered if Stephanie had a hand in causing that too? It was all too much. When would it end?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Seven: New Look and a New Room~
 
    
 
    
 
   The girls made me try on one sexy outfit after another. Tight skirts, even tighter short dresses, even shorter flouncy-tiered skirts, sparkly short dresses, bubble skirts, and skater dresses. I was learning more than I ever wanted to know about women’s clothes. Finally, Stephanie said it was time for me to model my “hooker outfit” for everyone at the dining hall. 
 
    
 
   I was sucker punched by this statement. She actually wanted to display me in front of my fellow students as a prostitute! I refused to wear the degrading outfit, but Katie and Nancy—who played varsity women’s ice hockey—grabbed my arms. Meanwhile Tracey—the powerfully built, beautiful but aloof field hockey player—brandished her stick at me. More accurately at my crotch. 
 
    
 
   “It’d be so easy to score two quick goals right now,” Tracey said in her posh New English accent. “Put on the hooker clothes now, or watch me flick your testicles into that garbage can first, and then you’ll wear them anyway. All the same to me. You know, castrating you would accomplish two things. The pain and bleeding will make you experience your first ever period. And with your balls gone, your panties will fit perfectly, even with a maxi-pad tucked inside.” 
 
    
 
   She said all this without a hint of humor or anger, just a very bored near monotone. Despite my struggles, I couldn’t break free from the girls holding me. As Tracey pulled back her stick and aimed it at me, she called out, “Can any of you tricks loan this poor girl a sanitary pad? It looks like she’s about to have her first red storm!” She continued lining up practice swings aimed at my balls. I felt so overwhelmed I started crying.
 
    
 
   “Hey. Hey, crybaby! Put on your outfit and stop acting up. We don’t have all day. The dining hall closes at 8:30!” Nancy said harshly. I sniffled and nodded, and she said, “There, that’s better. You’re gonna be a good girl for us, right?” Sadly, I nodded again. 
 
    
 
   The fight drained out of me, and soon my “good girl” clothes were off of me. I let them remove my sundress, my bra, and panties, my frilly socks, and white shoes. They giggled and ridiculed my feminine, hairless body, as they demanded I put on the tiny white thong. Soon, they’d rolled the stockings up my long, thin legs, and made me step into the sexy red pumps. 
 
    
 
   “Watch this!” Stephanie called, as she clasped the white pushup bra onto my chest, forcing my little tits up and together, creating the illusion of ample cleavage. Finally, she wrapped the nightie around me and made me do a twirl. Noting that the sensuous ensemble barely covered my ass, the assembled girls laughed and once again disparaged my masculinity. They didn’t even give me a blouse to cover up the tight white bra!
 
    
 
   I’m ashamed to admit it, but the way all those items of sexy clothing were clinging, tugging, and sliding all over my smooth body was arousing me. I felt over-stimulated by sensations from the friction and pressure, especially on my chest, butt and crotch. I had no time to consider what all that meant before the girls flew into action.
 
    
 
   They worked like a NASCAR pit crew. Faster than my eyes could follow, they’d moussed and volumized my longish brown hair, painted my nails a candy apple red, and dabbed my face with a rainbow of colors from several bottles and palettes. All these concoctions and artistry remade my nerdy boyish face into an attractive, even sexy feminine look. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie dragged me to a mirror and said, “Now there is a prostitute worth at least $50 a fuck and $10 a suck. After working hard for a few good nights, you’ll have enough money for some more sexy new slut clothes.”
 
    
 
   Katie, pretending to be encouraging, said, “Hey Melody, work them streets girl! You can get some cash and buy yourself some sleazy outfits to help you strut your stuff. That way you’ll make even more money!”
 
    
 
   The way they spoke, I couldn’t tell if they were serious. I had to assume this was all a load of crap. There was no way a bunch of coeds were going to pimp me out for sex, to guys! No way! So I just played along, trying to figure out how to get them to lend me something less outrageously feminine, when a familiar voice spoke behind me.
 
    
 
   “Hey Mark,” it was my annoying roommate Steve, “you’re not coming in my room dressed like that. I try to be open minded and all, but looking at you all tricked out could give me AIDS! Anyway, I’m asking Ken to be my roommate. You can bunk with one of the other girls. Whatever. I don’t care. You’re gone. Bye!”
 
    
 
   As he walked away he told his friend Ken, “It’s kind of too bad. If she was a real girl she’d be hot.”
 
    
 
   Ken answered, “Hell yeah! If she had a pussy, I’d bang that all night long. She’s a sexy bitch.”
 
    
 
   Hearing this, the girls broke into hysterics. One by one they said, “You’re a girl now!” And, “Uh huh, that’s what we see you as!” And, “Right! That’s what alllllll your guy friends see you as.” And, “You’re not just a girl, you’re a sexy, easy lay they all want to fuck.” And, “You’re just a basic slut. You know that now?” 
 
    
 
   I was disgusted, humiliated, and devastated. How could those guys even pretend to consider me as “hot” or as someone to “bang?” What was wrong with them? And these mean girls were even worse, saying guys would want to fuck me? Calling me a girl and easy? I was so angry I almost started to cry. It wasn’t even close to true and it wasn’t funny. It was cruel!
 
    
 
    
 
   They brought me to the dining hall, and limited me to a salad with no dressing. “You’ve got to watch your girlish figure!” In my glaring slut wear, I was the center of attention among guys and girls alike. I saw David, Pete, and Bill at a table across the way. The first offered me a kind smile. The other two made kissy faces and waved at me in a limp-wristed, girly gesture. It was demoralizing to realize that hundred of kids were witnessing my complete emasculation.
 
    
 
   After dinner, the girls escorted me back to the dorm. It was about 24 hours since Stephanie and her friends feminized and exposed me as a girl. Now, they were saying this humiliation wasn’t over. I didn’t want to accept that. 
 
    
 
   I’d been sure that this was just going to be a few hours of torture, and then it’d be all over. Suddenly, there didn’t seem to be any way out. According to everyone I spoke with, I’d be stuck as a girl for at least another day. Maybe longer? This prospect depressed and upset me.
 
    
 
   Steve had thrown me out of my room. All my male clothes were gone, replaced by the girliest wardrobe imaginable. As if in answer to my unspoken question “Where can I go now?” Melinda opened her door, and told the assembled coeds to help her bring my new feminine belongings into her room. In shock, I realized they’d been planning this together all day at least. It was even possible that I’d been set up starting some days ago!
 
    
 
   They made quick work of moving me in. Before long, they’d hung up all my dresses and blouses in my closet, put all my sexy underwear and bras into drawers, and set my high heeled shoes and boots on the closet floor. There wasn’t anything remotely masculine in any of it. 
 
    
 
   Some makeup and feminine styling products were placed in a girly kind of beach bucket. They set up the rest of my makeup by a mirror on the dresser. They made up the extra bed with turquoise sheets and a thick white girly comforter, and tossed pastel colored pillows on top. 
 
    
 
   They decorated my side of the room with some girly items like whimsical lamps and boy band posters. Somehow the girls had managed to paint a garish horizontal red stripe just above the bed on the wall. The shade perfectly matched the short slutty nightie and the hot red lipstick they’d made me wear. All this marked me as both a girly girl and a harlot. This was my house warming party, I observed ironically. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Eight: Sex with a Dominatrix~
 
    
 
   After the girls left, saying, “See you around, whore!” Melinda scampered to where I laid on my bed, and began caressing me. “You’re such a pretty little thing,” she moaned into my ear, “so sexy!” I felt her breath, hot and steamy on my neck. Her pupils were dilated as she pushed me down on the bed. 
 
    
 
   I felt goose bumps as I noticed the huge lump in her pants. Melinda wasn’t any noob. She was an expert dominatrix. With no wasted motion, she had me handcuffed to my headboard, face down. I was now helpless, and dressed as a total prostitute. 
 
    
 
   In seconds, she’d lifted up my barely there red nightie, pushed my thong aside, and was preparing to lube my butt for another pounding. I braced myself for the assault, but Melinda seemed to remember something. 
 
    
 
   She jumped off my bed, and reached under her own bed. She took a bag from a sturdy-looking footlocker, and pulled out something I couldn’t see. Satisfied, she tossed the bag back into the locker, and shoved the whole thing back under her bed. Then, she sidled over to me, holding something behind her back. 
 
    
 
   Moving methodically, she sat on my legs, immobilizing and spreading them with her knees. Expertly, she reached between my thighs, grabbed my cock, and deftly slid what felt like a tube over it. Then, using some kind of wires and tiny locks, she attached it in place.
 
    
 
   “Now!” she said with excitement, “now you’re really a girl. No dick in the picture at all!”
 
    
 
   “What? What the hell did you do?” I gasped, craning my neck to look over my shoulder at her.
 
    
 
   “Nothing to worry your pretty little head about,” she answered, patting me on said pretty little head, “now where was I? Oh yeah.”
 
    
 
   As the dominant woman calmly began lubing up my ass, I rattled the handcuffs that chained me fast to the headboard—not violently, more in resignation than anything else. My expression betrayed my hopelessness. I knew from trying last night that I could never break free. She smiled down at me with a feral look, and pulled down her sweatpants. 
 
    
 
   Once again, she aimed her strap-on at my crack and moved in to impale me. Unlike last night, I wasn’t drunk. This time, I felt the first rude intrusion deep inside me, and groaned as she started pumping me hard and fast. As she rode me, she slapped my butt and verbally degraded me.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were a hot little piece of ass last night, Melody,” she grunted, “but look at you now! I love the way your sexy titties hang down while I fuck your tight little pussy!”
 
    
 
   Melinda knew what she was doing. She listened to my moans and keyed in to my body language, reading my writhing and matched her movements to maximize my reactions. As she softened and slowed her thrusts, the pain lessened and the stimulation increased. 
 
    
 
   She timed and aimed each movement carefully, as if she were probing for something. She kept changing the pace and depth as she went along, until she hit some sensitive spot inside me. Suddenly, my entire body felt electrified. My cock tried but failed to get hard inside its rigid prison, as waves of pleasure washed through me. 
 
    
 
   Gasping and cooing, I surrendered to a very feminine orgasm as Melinda cried out triumphantly. “That’s it, you dirty slut! I own you now!” Slick with our shared sweat, my spent body slumping on my new bed, I had no volition to deny even a word of it. 
 
    
 
   The next morning, Steph’s clique filed into my new room. They made sure I cooperated as the queen bee mean girl dressed me in a red skater dress, a white cardigan, and tan boots. I had to wear a bra and panties again, and waited for Steph to do my hair and makeup in a young manic pixie look. The other girls had to go to class, leaving the two of us behind.
 
    
 
   “How long do you think you can get away with this,” I asked somewhat angrily, gesturing at my feminized form. 
 
    
 
   “For as long as I want to, bitch,” Steph snapped, “and I don’t appreciate your attitude!”
 
    
 
   “But this is ridiculous! So I backed out of a dare or whatever….”
 
    
 
   “Slave Day!” she corrected.
 
    
 
   “Whatever!” I continued, explaining, “you’re ruining my life! People will….”
 
    
 
   Before I could continue, Stephanie rushed me and tackled me into my bed. At first, I thought she wanted to fight. Instead, she held me down and kissed me with enough force to bruise my lips, thrusting her tongue deep into my mouth. When she stopped to take a breath, I tried to say something, but she immediately kissed me again—even harder if that’s possible.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, Melody,” she gasped, finally coming up for air, “you have no idea how long I’ve waited to do this!”
 
    
 
   I said, “All you had to do was ask!”
 
    
 
   “I did ask!” she scolded, “I asked you all the time, but you said no!”
 
    
 
   “You never asked me to…oh,” I said realizing she meant feminizing me, not making out.
 
    
 
   “Yeah ‘oh!’ Duh, you idiot!” she pouted, “I wanted to see you all dressed up. I wanted to make you into a girl. I asked you over and over but you denied me. Me! No one denies me, but you did! I hate that! The more you said no, the more I had to! I had to turn you into a girl.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I understand all that now,” I said, not really understanding at all. I was shaken by the vehemence and obsessiveness in her tirade, but I still hoped that I could reason with her, “but look—you’ve gotten all that. You’ve kept me as a girl since Tuesday night!”
 
    
 
   She shook her head overriding my argument, “No! You just don’t get it! After a while that wasn’t enough. You made me sooo mad! I had to make you suffer for what you did. No one defies me, least of all a skinny nerd. I plotted and planned. I set up the Slave Auction and won you fair and square, just so I could emasculate you in front of the whole school. I had everything all ready to publicly humiliate you, but no! You had to be a complete jerk and ruin everything! I was suffering all summer, thinking about how you tortured me.”
 
    
 
   I could tell this wasn’t going well, but I still thought she’d relent if she only understood. So I answered her, my voice drenched in outrage, “Even so! You’ve gotten all that and more! You made me go out on a date with a guy, you stole all my money and clothes, and you made me move in with a sex-crazed—I don’t know what she is, but she fucked me in the ass. Twice!”
 
    
 
   This made Stephanie euphoric, “OH MY GOD! You are such a little slut! I want to fuck you in the ass too! I bet you liked it, you cheap hooker. I want to dress you up as a complete slore and fuck you! I’m going to video it and send it to your parents. I’ll post it on YouTube. You’re going viral, bitch. You’re going to be a sensation!”
 
    
 
   When she saw all the blood drain from my face, she laughed, “Nooo I wouldn’t do that to you. Not unless you’re a bad girl. A very bad girl. Now, I think you know where we stand, Missy. I won you in the auction last year, and I own you. Your ass is mine. M-I-N-E, MINE!”
 
    
 
   As I felt my life collapsing into a horrendous, humiliated hell, I incongruously thought, “What is it about cheerleaders and spelling out words?” Then, I wondered if Stephanie planned on going out for cheerleading here at college? Lastly, I realized taking time to even wonder about that proved I had lost my mind, and needed to get some psychiatric help. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie demanded I admit that she “owned my ass,” and made me repeat it over and over. This seemed to turn her on, and she jumped on me again. This time, she felt me up under my bra and inside my panties as she kissed me furiously. I can’t deny that it felt really good on my chest, but I couldn’t feel a thing through the chastity device.
 
    
 
   When Steph halted her amorous assault on me to investigate, she realized my cock was locked away. This delighted her more than ever, and she said it served me right. Then, she went back on the attack and brought herself to multiple orgasms rubbing herself against my chastity tube while I went berserk with sexual frustration.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Nine: My Feminine Mystique~
 
    
 
    
 
   As the days passed into weeks, the novelty of flouncing around campus as a girl faded. Those who knew me seemed to forget I ever was a guy named Mark, and new acquaintances never saw me as anything but a feminine coed named Melody. 
 
    
 
   Each morning, Steph dressed me in a cute little outfit—a flirty skirt, or a pretty dress—had her way with me, and sent me on my way. On weekdays, I demurely sat through my lectures and sections. On weekends, the mean girls made me chat and gossip and shop with them all day. At night they took me out clubbing, to the bars, wherever they thought a bunch of coeds would have fun. 
 
    
 
   This became my new life as I settled into the bizarre routine. After about a week, I stopped nagging the guys and even the girls to lend me anything to wear resembling male clothing. I’d given up, tired of their laughing and asking, “But what would a sexy girl like you need with male clothes?” 
 
    
 
   It didn’t help my case for my masculinity when Stephanie forced me to learn how to do my own makeup, and Melinda insisted that I keep my body hairless and soft. The girls kept me on a strict diet, and that slowly reshaped my body. 
 
    
 
   While Stephanie and most of the other coeds were well on their way to gaining the infamous “freshman fifteen” pounds, I’d lost 10 pounds from my already skinny frame. This due to my diet, the aerobics they made me do, and the ongoing stress of living as both Melinda’s sex toy and the feminized play thing of the other dorm girls. 
 
    
 
   I was down to about 115 pounds and, at my height, I was one of the slimmest girls in the dorm—if not at the whole university. Stephanie could no longer fit in some her tightest and sluttiest clothes. When she gave them to me, my look and reputation took a turn for the whorish. I saw the way men stared at me as I walked along in my skimpy outfits. 
 
    
 
   Even after all this time, Stephanie delighted in humiliating me. She’d walk me to classes, and smirk at the reactions my super trashy look evoked from everyone. The girls would mutter, “slut!” and “OMG, can you believe she’s wearing that in public?” Guys just drooled. To my endless embarrassment, all this attention turned me on. Stephanie realized that, and she constantly taunted me about it, calling me a horny nympho and accusing me of enjoying all of it. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie especially loved seeing me in a short plaid schoolgirl skirt with a tight blouse tied off in the Britney Spears “Hit me baby, one more time” style. She’d make me wear knee socks and black patent Mary Janes with two-inch heels to complete my sex-kitten look. Then, she’d happily parade me around the campus. In the chilly October weather, my nipples would harden and show through my sheer white bra invitingly. 
 
    
 
   Despite the undeniable stimulation I felt, she was wrong, I hated my feminization. I hated guys looking at me as if I were a piece of meat. I hated girls glaring at me and calling me a whore. I hated all of it. I just didn’t have any will left in me to fight against Stephanie or Melinda. I tried to focus on my schoolwork, if only to take my mind off my helpless, hopeless situation. 
 
    
 
   Every time I’d tried to resist or rebel, Stephanie, Melinda, and the other girls found some way to make my situation even worse. One time, I refused to wear a skirt because it was way too short, and they made me wear it with a bright pink thong. 
 
    
 
   Another time, I tried to hide the Britney outfit so I wouldn’t have to wear it again. When they found out, they made me wear my hair in pigtails, and threatened to send me out without panties. Thankfully, they decided to use the latter only as a threat to hold over my head and to ensure I’d be a “good girl.” 
 
    
 
   Of course I never forgot Stephanie’s vow to video herself fucking me, and post it to the Internet. I was truly trapped. This became my emasculated, feminized life as the days and weeks became a total blur.
 
    
 
   A few things stand out from the overall haze of endless humiliation. Once, as I was running late for class after repairing the damage Steph did to my hair and makeup, David was getting out of the elevator as I was getting in. He jumped back into the car to ride down with me.
 
    
 
   I probably would’ve thought this odd, but I was preoccupied with getting to my French class. We were having a quiz that day, and I was heading to a disappointing C for the semester.  I kept getting marked down in oral presentation for referring to myself with masculine rather than feminine forms. I gave up trying to explain to Madam Giroux why I kept doing that. 
 
    
 
   David strode alongside me, easily keeping pace as I trotted along in my pink dress and white heels. “Where ya going, Mark...or do you prefer Melody now?”
 
    
 
   I turned to see if he was mocking me, but his face showed only sincere concern. I began to answer, “Mark! Of course!” with real irritation, but something made me pause.
 
    
 
   David looked hurt at the anger in my voice, and took a deep breath as if trying to inhale the courage to overcome the silence. Eventually he found the resolve to ask me something, which was this, “Why do you let them do this to you? Keep you as a girl, I mean. I mean,” he repeated, “there’s...it’s...I mean...I like it....”
 
    
 
   As late as I was, I came to a full stop. “Wait. What? You like it? What about it do you like exactly?” I was starting to get angry again, but when I looked at David, it seemed like he was worried. Like worried that he’d hurt my feelings? Or something?
 
    
 
   “I’m saying this all wrong,” he fretted, “I mean, you seem happier? Like this? You’re nicer to everyone. People all...like you more...this way.  I...like you more....”
 
    
 
   “Look. I’m late for a French quiz,” I huffed, but when I saw how hurt he looked, I offered, “let’s meet for coffee or something. Like about 3:30? At the student union? I have no idea what you’re trying to say? But I can tell you’re trying to help, and a I need all the friends I can get right now.” I noticed that I was ending all my sentences with “up talk” turning statements into questions, like most of the girls did. 
 
    
 
   Questioning inflection or not, that seemed to work. A cloud lifted from his face. “I’ll see you there, Melody,” he smiled.
 
    
 
   I got an A on the oral quiz. For the first time I remembered to use the feminine form. Coffee with David afterward was...sort of nice, but kind of weird. He was very attentive, supportive of my bizarre situation, and generally very sweet. 
 
    
 
   Shy as he was, I had trouble getting him to explain what he’d meant before when he’d said he liked me like this, as a girl. He was either evasive, embarrassed, or both. Eventually, he confided that I reminded him of a girlfriend he had back home, the love of his life. 
 
    
 
   She’d died in an accident or from a horrible disease—he never explained, I guess it was too painful? But when he saw me dressed as a girl that first time, he felt like she had come back to him. I noticed he was looking at me with a longing and intensity that made me nervous. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t think he’d hurt me or anything, but his expression along with that story about me looking like a dead girl kind of weirded me out. I thought of myself as a straight guy, all outward appearances to the contrary, and I wasn’t about to be any guy’s girlfriend. Not even one as kind and strong and handsome as David. Wait. What was I thinking? Confusion!
 
    
 
   After that, David and I had lunch or dinner together every once in a while. He was easy to talk to, and I got used to him staring at me. After all, in the little outfits I usually wore, guys stared at me a lot. At least David was very respectful, and always treated me like a princess. I tried not to think about why I liked him treating me like a princess. 
 
    
 
   My mannerisms were becoming more feminine. Partly because Steph and her clique drilled me in how to sit, walk, talk, and even think like a girl. Also, I didn’t want to send mixed signals to a campus full of people who saw me as a girl and expected me to behave accordingly. 
 
    
 
   My attitude toward my feminization began to change too. I realized that the more I fought the girls, the worse it was. But if I acted like a girl, they’d treat me like one of them. This was a lot better than being the target for their scorn and abuse. 
 
    
 
   Steph never got tired of dominating or feminizing me, however, but I was getting used to even that. She was absolutely beautiful. I’d had a crush on her for years, and fantasized about having sex with her. Now that it was actually happening, it was arousing and exciting. This even though I never imagined I’d be wearing sexy lingerie or she’d be penetrating me instead of her!
 
    
 
   As the end of October approached, I realized that Thanksgiving Break was only about a month away! Once I was home and away from these girls, I could go back to masculinity. It was still a ways away, but it was getting slowly closer every day. I knew I could keep going through the feminization as long as I didn’t think about it too much. 
 
    
 
   The only problem was that before I could make my Thanksgiving escape, I had to survive twice-daily ravishing, once from Steph and another from Melinda. And I also had to deal with Halloween. 
 
    
 
   The college sponsored a big party called the “Boo Bash” with crazy costumes and big prizes for the best and more original costumes. It was kind of a big deal, and I just knew Steph and the girls would be all over this opportunity to humiliate me in front of the whole campus!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Ten: Halloween Plans~
 
    
 
    
 
   With dread, I realized the Halloween “Boo Bash” was coming up at the end of the week. Considering the clothes the mean girls made me wear on a daily basis, I couldn’t even contemplate the outrageous costume they’d dream up to degrade me. I knew it’d be the worst yet, but I didn’t want to think about it. Still, I was scared. 
 
    
 
   I hadn’t had any sexual release as a male since this ordeal began. Melinda never even mentioned unlocking my chastity cage. For a while, I searched the room trying to find the key, but I never could. I’d begged her to release me, but she pretended not to even know what I was talking about. “What do you mean, ‘unlock your tube?’ Where would a slutty little girl like you wear anything like that?”
 
    
 
   Before long, I was resigned to experiencing sex as a female, penetrated by my dominant partner, and never able to assert myself as a male. Speaking of that, Melinda proved to be an ardent and artful, if overly aggressive, lover. She made me squeal as she rammed me with her hard latex cock. She was odd and hard to connect with. She talked to me and treated me as if I was a sex-crazed whore, but I think she was actually fond of me in her way. 
 
    
 
   Melinda liked her sex very rough, but I didn’t, so she sort of compromised. She’d slap my ass or take me over her knee and spank me just about every day. But she wouldn’t use her bullwhip or paddle. Those she’d save for her paying clients. How she got away with running an S&M business from our dorm room, I’ll never understand. It was just one of the many incredible things going on in this crazy place. As usual, I didn’t think about it very much. Life went on day by day. 
 
    
 
   When I got back to the dorm one afternoon, Stephanie, Tracey, and Katie were having a loud argument. I could overhear them as I went to unlock my door. I paused and listened. At first, I couldn’t gather much other than their harsh tones, and I only understood scattered phrases when they shouted. They said things like, “What? That’s stupid!” and “Boooring!” and “Oh no, you’re too gross!”
 
    
 
   Curious, I quickly entered my room and put my ear to the wall just in time to hear: “...my field hockey uniform, no way! What if she stains it? Her thingy is locked up, but it still leaks. Why don’t you (something I couldn’t understand) your cheerleading uniform?” Tracey was whining.
 
    
 
   “No, not my (muffled) not allowed. Hold on! Maybe my pompoms uniform from high school? That’d definitely fit her!” Stephanie sounded excited, as she usually did when contemplating another new and soul-crushing humiliation for me.
 
    
 
   Katie, typically upbeat, seemed amenable to wherever this was going, but she had another idea or two, “yeah that’s good, but (something, something) ...Ballerina or maybe fairy princess?”
 
    
 
   With the campus-wide Halloween “Boo Bash” coming up in a few days, I had a very good idea what that discussion was all about. I pictured myself on display in one of the ultra girly costumes they’d mentioned after another. 
 
    
 
   All at once, the long-suppressed agony of my weeks of forced feminization came crushing down on me. Before I knew it, I was sobbing into my pillow. This was a mistake as they could hear me through the wall just as well as I could hear them. Even with my crying, I could tell they’d stopped arguing. 
 
    
 
   I heard Stephanie ask, “Hey, did you hear something?” and I quickly tried to muffle myself. It was too late. 
 
    
 
   In moments, they were banging on my door, demanding that I let them in. At first, I held my breath and hoped they’d give up and go away. I wasn’t so lucky.
 
    
 
   “Open up, Melody,” Stephanie called, “we can hear you in there!”
 
    
 
   “Leave me alone,” I complained, exhibiting some all-too rare resistance, “you ruined my life, there’s nothing else you can do to me!” But even I knew that wasn’t true. Also, sooner or later Melinda would return and she’d just let them in anyway. I had no choice so, reluctantly, I opened the door to my three tormentors. 
 
    
 
   I’d heard some or most of the costume ideas they were considering. I’d already been to class dressed as a slutty schoolgirl three or four times. This was good news? I guessed so, and I tried to calm myself with the notion that nothing they made me wear could be that much more humiliating. Again, I underestimated them.
 
    
 
   Katie, who sometimes showed me some mercy, took my hands in hers and looked me in the eye. “Aww! She’s been crying!” she pouted at Stephanie in sincere concern.
 
    
 
   Tracey was as callous as ever, dismissing my tears with a sarcastic, “Yeah yeah, it’s a regular tragedy. The struggle is real.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie giggled at that, and called to me enthusiastically, “Don’t cry girl, you’re going to win the “best costume” contest, and we’re going to help!”
 
    
 
   An involuntary groan of “Oh no,” escaped my pink covered lips, and all three girls giggled.
 
    
 
   “Oh YES!” they replied. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ~Chapter Eleven: Halloween Fun on 10-31~
 
    
 
    
 
   On Halloween day, the four of us were in Tracey’s BMW, a high school graduation present from her daddy. I asked where we were heading, but I had more than a clue. “By now, most of the good costumes are probably long gone,” I tried to assure myself.
 
    
 
   I clung to this hope as we rode several miles off campus toward the nearby mid-sized city. To my mild surprise, we passed one Halloween store after another. What was happening? I thought I knew where we were heading. But could I be wrong? 
 
    
 
   “There it is!” Katie pointed.
 
    
 
   “I know!” Tracey snapped in a snotty tone, pulling into a strip mall lot, and parking her car.
 
    
 
   “Why do you always pick a spot so far away?” Stephanie asked.
 
    
 
   “To not get dents and dings in my car! Duh!” Tracey rolled her eyes.
 
    
 
   “I’ll ding her,” Katie giggled and Stephanie joined in laughing.
 
    
 
   “You’re stupid!” Tracey sniffed defensively. 
 
    
 
   The trio soon reunified in their purpose, and ushered me into a luxurious salon with a bright pink sign reading, “The Chic Kitty.” A bell chimed as we entered. 
 
    
 
   Over the last several weeks, I’d spent most of my waking hours either in class, having sex with Melinda, or surrounded by college girls. Still, nothing could prepare me for the riot of femininity that surrounded us. All around, women were getting their hair cut and colored, their finger and toe nails painted, and so on.
 
    
 
   Fearing the worst, I asked, “What...what are we doing here?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie smirked and said, “You’ll see, Melody dear.”
 
    
 
   She took me by the arm and steered me to the reception desk where she greeted a petite young blonde I thought I’d recognized from my French class. Her name-tag said Christine, and yes she was the girl who sat behind me in French! 
 
    
 
   “Bon jour, Mademoiselle Melody,” she smiled at me warmly. I wasn’t that close to her at all, but she always seemed friendly. Her kind and accepting attitude made me think she probably believed I was transitioning into a female voluntarily. “We have you booked for...the works,” she said checking her computer screen.
 
    
 
   “See you soon!” Stephanie called, as she and Katie headed out the door. I looked at them in shock, and felt little relief when I noticed Tracey was staying behind. 
 
    
 
   I looked at her questioningly, and she sighed, “Those two are going to get their Halloween costumes. I already have mine. I’m wearing my field hockey uniform,” she offered with little enthusiasm. 
 
    
 
   I had other, bigger concerns. I didn’t care what she was wearing or why. I was about to get “the works,” whatever that meant. 
 
    
 
   A few hours later, I emerged from a back room, with some painful damage to my skin, ears, and ego. My hair was lengthened with extensions, lightened to a rich honey blonde, and given a flirty feminine curl. My ears were pierced twice each, and sported sparkly earnings. 
 
    
 
   My skin was buffed; my arms, legs, brows, face, and bikini area were smoothly waxed. My eyelids, lashes, cheeks, and lips were expertly colored and contoured with premium makeup. I barely recognized the sexy girl I saw in the dozens of mirrors as I walked toward my three waiting companions. 
 
    
 
   My heart sank as I saw the three girls holding three garment bags with a fancy feminine logo. I knew Tracey’s costume was in her room, and simple math indicated one of those bags held mine. I forced myself to stay silent, although I was burning with curiosity. I just didn’t see any point in egging them on. 
 
    
 
   The three girls gushed about my makeover, and otherwise chatted happily on the ride back. They tried to engage me in conversation, but I was lost in thought, pondering the image I saw reflected at me. I couldn’t get over my new look. 
 
    
 
   Soon enough, we were at the dorm and it was time to get dressed for the big Halloween party. Stephanie and Katie pulled ultra girly ballerina tutus out of their bags, one in gold and the other in blue. I had a horrible feeling as Tracey pulled the third out of the bag she was holding, the one I was pretty sure was for me. It was even more elaborate than the others, in an iridescent pink.
 
    
 
   Less than an hour later, I was dressed as the prima ballerina waiting for the other girls to get ready. I was feeling more feminine than ever in a tight, shiny pink leotard and shimmering pink tights, my face perfectly made up, my feet in dainty ballet flats. 
 
    
 
   I felt a looming presence to my right, and turned to see David standing above me wearing his football uniform. I had to admit he looked great, albeit uncreative in his costume choice. 
 
    
 
   “So uhh, Mar..Melody,” he began hesitantly. 
 
    
 
   I smiled up at him. “So big and strong, but sooooo shy,” I thought, “how cute!” 
 
    
 
   Out loud I said, “Hey David! What’s up?”
 
    
 
   We’d spoken from time to time after our “date” and throughout my six weeks of forced feminization. He never intruded or seemed to pursue me, and I wasn’t sure how I thought about that. Sort of disappointed, but confused. Why should I care if a guy was attracted to me or not?
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ~Chapter Twelve: Second Date With David~
 
    
 
    
 
   “Well, uh, you look, look, ummm really beautiful,” he stuttered, “Stephanie, ahh, Stephanie said. She said, that I’m your, your date? Tonight?”
 
    
 
   “That was news to me,” I thought, surprised but not disappointed. To him I said, “Wow! That’s, umm, that’s good?”
 
    
 
   He looked down, then—was he blushing? He said, “So, can we umm go?”
 
    
 
   I nodded and extended my arm; he took it. I complained that the rough walkway was hurting my feet through the thin soles of my shoes, and he gently lifted me into his powerful arms, careful not to crush my tutu. Cradled this way, I felt even more delicate than usual.
 
    
 
   In a matter of minutes, we arrived at the student union, and David gingerly put me on my feet. I think everyone there either saw or heard about our grand entrance, but after weeks of daily humiliation, I was inured to gawking and mockery. 
 
    
 
   There was a decent band playing classic rock and wearing various monster costumes. The other students were mainly in simple garb, and no one else was dressed as gaudily as I was. I saw one of the prettier girls in school dressed in an authentic Wonder Woman outfit. I recalled her name was Kylie. I figured she’d be a strong contender for best costume. 
 
    
 
   David brought us two plastic cups of mediocre punch. I sipped at it, unwilling to drink too much because I wasn’t eager to try undress if I had to pee. I was more eager to drink after my date offered to pour some vodka into my cup. 
 
    
 
   After a few gulps of fortified punch, I began to loosen up. Getting both bored and frisky, I grabbed David and dragged him onto the dance floor. Of course I couldn’t budge him an inch if he didn’t let me, but he gallantly humored me. 
 
    
 
   Once we made our way in front of the stage, the singer’s eyes caught mine. After they wrapped up a spirited cover of a Bruce Springsteen song, the band huddled briefly and I saw David trying to check me out without being too obvious about it. 
 
    
 
   The band was ready to start playing again. It took me a few minutes to realize that when the singer said, “This goes out to the beautiful little dancer up front,” he was talking about me! I more quickly recognized the song from the soft piano intro: Tiny Dancer by Elton John. 
 
    
 
   I felt myself blushing as I listened to the lyrics closer than ever before, and realized it’d been a long time since I’d worn the blue jeans mentioned in the song. On the other hand, dressed as I was, the references to the ballerina dancing hit home. 
 
    
 
   I sort of realized that neither of the other ballerinas had made their entrance, or at least I hadn’t seen Katie or Stephanie there. They’d be tough to miss in their tutus. Maybe I just hadn’t looked in the right places? Other concerns distracted me from thoughts of my tormentors. 
 
    
 
   David and I swayed to the melody, holding each other tightly. As the song ended, our faces turned toward each other. My soft, pink lips parted invitingly as I closed my eyes and David kissed me. I moaned in pleasure, my heart beating triple time, and he kissed me again. 
 
    
 
   That was the highlight of the party for me. Getting called on stage around midnight and winning first place in the costume contest was a distant second. Or maybe the second best moment was our grand exit? At about twelve-thirty, David gave me a meaningful look, and I knew he wanted to go. I did too, so I smiled and nodded. 
 
    
 
   Still wearing my first place sash, I moved closer to David and let him lift me again. He carried me through the crowd to unexpected applause, and I felt like Debra Winger in an Officer and a Gentleman. So romantic! OK, maybe that was the first place moment, and the kiss was second? I lost interest in ranking the moments as David held me like a fragile treasure and kissed me all the way home.
 
    
 
   When we got back to the dorm, he carried me to his room. He didn’t even have to put me down to open the door! Inside, there was a note from Bill saying he was at his girlfriends’. I briefly wondered if he and David had prearranged this privacy, but then realized I didn’t care. I’d had a great night, and I was happy to be there with him. With one small glitch. I was still in his arms, but that wasn’t the problem. That was actually quite nice!
 
    
 
   I felt a mentally jarring jolt as it occurred to me that it all began in this very room, not even two months ago. Only about six weeks, although it seemed like a lifetime ago, I’d come in here as an ordinary guy, expecting to hang out with some dorm-mates. One thing led to another and boom! I hadn’t worn a pair of real pants, a male t-shirt, or even masculine underwear ever since! But that wasn’t the problem either. Well it was, but not the immediate problem. 
 
    
 
   The problem was this: I was still wearing the highly impractical and uncomfortable ballet costume! I pulled David’s head toward mine, tenderly kissed him on the lips, and breathed, “I just have to change out of this ridiculous thing! Let me down and I’ll go slip into something more comfortable?” He complied, lowering me to the floor with a big smile as I giggled at myself for using that trite old Hollywood cliché. 
 
    
 
   As I walked toward the girls’ wing and the room I shared with Melinda, I paused at the room I used to share with Steve. Back when I was...when I was living there. I’d almost said, “Back when I was a boy,” but that was stupid. I was still a boy, wasn’t I? I was sort of sure I was, but I wasn’t really. Nothing made sense anymore, and nothing had since that early September day.
 
    
 
   The entire dorm was unusually quiet. Almost everyone was probably still at the big party or at some after party in College Town. Melinda was gone, somewhere. I quickly went in and just as quickly decided what to wear. The short red nightie that started it all, of course! 
 
    
 
   With amazing relief, I clambered out of the silly poufy tutu and skin-tight leotard. I pulled off the clingy tights and the flats, and changed into what I’d thought of as my red and white hooker outfit. I wrapped the sexy nightie around me. I checked my hair, still totes adorbs, and freshened my makeup. I straightened the seams of my white stockings, slipped on the fuck me pumps, and sauntered back to David’s room. His eyes and smile were happy and wide when he saw me. I lingered in the doorway, a sultry look on my face, and asked him, “Do you like what you see?” 
 
    
 
   It appeared the poor boy was struck speechless, but he nodded yes. He was more than happy as he flew toward me, and scooped me up in his arms. “A girl could get used to this,” I purred, not even wondering why I’d just called myself a girl, or why I was flirting like one.
 
    
 
   Even though he was twice her size, David’s lovemaking was much gentler than Melinda’s. She was always too harsh, even when she was trying not to hurt me. David didn’t even have to try to be tender. He was just naturally kind and considerate. 
 
    
 
   He carried me to his bed and put me down on it as if I were as delicate as a soap bubble and as precious as a priceless gemstone. We cuddled and caressed each other, our passion building, until he politely asked for permission to “love me.” So sweet! Of course I said yes! I’d thought ahead and brought the Vaseline. He was too shy to put it on me, so I prepared myself, lubricating my little hole. 
 
    
 
   He held me in his powerful hands, and laid flat on his back on the bed. Then, he lifted me facing him, and slowly lowered me onto his manhood, so it began sliding deeply into me. This was nice! For once I could control the pace and pressure. I felt fully taken and very turned on. Before long we were both breathing heavily. 
 
    
 
   Moments later, he groaned and I knew he was reaching an orgasm. His excitement triggered mine, and we both climaxed together. We cuddled some more in the afterglow, and I fell asleep in his arms. We woke up together, cleaned up and kissed good morning. I went back to my room to change into a more presentable dress. We met at the elevators, and went to breakfast together. 
 
    
 
   David and I sort of dated from then on, but it was weird. I thought of him as a straight guy, so what did that make me? I wasn’t really into guys, was I? But David was so wonderful and all. I tried not to think about any of this too much. I’d been through a lot of destabilizing experiences, and I didn’t know what I was or was into anymore. I was so confused. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Thirteen: Ready to Go Back Home~
 
    
 
    
 
   After the Halloween Party I became a minor campus celebrity. A lot of the students still saw me as an attention craving little princess or a silly dizzy bimbo, but I didn’t care. I had some good friends, and many other kids just considered me a somewhat overly feminine coed.
 
    
 
   The people who’d known me as Mark generally considered me transgendered and transitioning. Everyone had their own lives, and most of them didn’t seem to care that much about me either way. 
 
    
 
   I haven’t mentioned much about it, but my classes were going well. I liked them, and they were a welcome respite from the forced feminization and other confusing sex-capades back at the dorm. I did my studying, wrote my papers, took my tests, and all that was all good. 
 
    
 
   Finally, midterms were over, and so was the first half of my first semester. Somehow I’d survived everything so far, and made it to the Thanksgiving Break. Suddenly, I realized that it was time to go back home. This was it, my long awaited chance to escape. 
 
    
 
   I was sitting in front of the dorm, eagerly looking for the taxi to take me to the nearby airport. My parents booked me a flight, and I was more than ready to go. I didn’t even pack a suitcase. Why bother? I only had girls’ clothes, like the outfit I wore while I waited. I had no clue how I could avoid letting my mom and dad see me in this little skirt and blouse. 
 
    
 
   I wondered what my macho father would make of his sissified son? Well, there wasn’t anything I could do about that. I’d just have to tell them what had happened, and let them react as they would. The important thing was my feminization was finally nearing the end. Once I got back to my parents’ house, I’d have them buy me male clothing and be out of skirts forever. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what I could do about the chastity cage, but there had to be some way out of it. I mean, what if someone lost the keys? The company that made the damn contraption had to offer replacements. Yes, soon I’d be free again, and this nightmare would end. I sighed at the thought. 
 
    
 
   It wouldn’t be much longer now. My first months at college were unimaginably humiliating, but it wasn’t all always horrible. I’d made a special friend in David, and I was already missing his gentle passion. Paradoxically, as mean as they were to me, my times with the dorm girls were sometimes fun. I’d even come to enjoy sex with Melinda, at least when she wasn’t too rough. 
 
    
 
   My grades were good. Idly, I brushed a lock of hair back from my face, and pulled on the hem of my skirt so it nearly reached my knees. I quickly checked my makeup in my compact, and touched up my face. I snapped the compact closed, and dropped it back into my purse. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, it won’t be long now,” I smiled sweetly to myself, as I crossed one smooth leg over the other at the knee, “soon, I’ll be all man again.”
 
    
 
   To be continued?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ~Chapter Fourteen: Read My Other Books~
 
    
 
   Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   Miss Management Series: If you haven’t already, read all these books. Mitch is force-feminized. His former sex-toys turn the tables on him—using and debasing him for their pleasure. And force him to pleasure others. 
 
    
 
   His torment increases, from book to book as he’s forced to prance around in humiliating feminine outfits. He endures one emasculating ordeal after another, including a walk of shame dressed as a slutty waitress. 
 
    
 
   How can Mitch escape this fate as a feminized sex toy for women and men?
 
    
 
    [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls] [image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)] 
 
    [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl] [image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
   Mindi Harris (Author), Kylie Gable (Illustrator)
 
    
 
    [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51WFkKGnvcL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Lisa was absolutely stunning, standing there, pouting at me seductively. She was leaning against her parents’ car, hip thrust out, throwing all kinds of attitude in a baby blue bikini.
 
    
 
   She said, “anyway, about your penalty for not being as strong as a cheerleader. My mom picked me up after summer practice so I have my cheer uniform in the car....” 

I could see where this was going, and I tried to pull away, saying “No, Lisa!” 

Her fingers were too strong, however, and without much effort she pulled me inexorably toward her family’s white Honda Civic. “Oh yes, Leanne, you’re going to try on my uniform now, and because you agreed to doubling the bet, you’re going try out for cheerleading!” she said.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! Book 2)
 
    
 
    [image: aught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap! Book 2)]The second part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee. Lisa is intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader.

To Lee’s astonished horror, her bizarre and incredible trap seems to be foolproof. Can he escape before the summer ends and it’s time to go back to school for his senior year? Or will he stay stuck as Lisa schemes to turn him into an actual cheer girl? To find out, read this exciting story of female domination and forced feminization.

This 9,900+ word book is for adult readers only. It depicts graphic sex including transgender, forced feminization, humiliation, cross dressing, bondage, female domination, forced chastity, pegging, spanking and more!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Transformed into a Valentine's Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback Kindle Edition by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   Cara, a beautiful twin girl is desperate. Her special date is tonight, Valentine’s Day, and she can’t miss it. But she has strep throat and can’t leave the house. All she has to do is talk her twin brother Carl into taking her place. What could possibly go wrong? 

With the right clothes and makeup, her brother will look enough like her. Her stud quarterback boyfriend Jim won’t even know the difference. Or will he? Find out in this first book of a fun, sexy series!

This 8,700+ word book is for mature readers only. Reader discretion advised. It contains erotic, MTF, transgender, sexual, LGBT, BDSM, kinky, and other fetish content including reluctant and conflicted feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, and LGBT / Lesbian, Gay, Bisexua & Transgender themes, transgender erotica, bi-sexuality, M/m, bisexuality, emasculation, sissy makeovers, and forced sissification. [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51wlcXevXDL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]The blonde’s sapphire eyes burned with anger as she yelled at Mitch, “I knew you’d try something like this!” 

“Please!” Mitch interrupted his long-legged bartender, “I’ll do....” 

“Exactly what we tell you, bitch!” Anastasia snarled. She was feeling that wonderful power surge again, this time even stronger. “You’re going to learn what it’s like to be sexually harassed. I’ll be the manager, and you’ll work a double shift as a Tata girl. Starting tomorrow!” 
 
 
   Defeated, he nodded slightly. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]Julie slapped Mitch across the face, just hard enough to startle, but not hard enough to smear his makeup. 
 
    
 
   “Listen you stupid bimbo,” she said, “you will be a perfect little Tata Girl, and you will do everything we say, or else!” 

Lena and Candy put their hands over their mouths to stifle their shocked giggles while Julie showed Mitch dozens of pictures of his transformation on her phone. 

“Now are you going to be a good girl?” Julie asked. 

Mitch nodded slightly, but Julie wasn’t satisfied….
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]Ana nodded to the other scheduled slutty schoolgirls, Missy and Suzy, who grabbed Mitch and dragged him into the Tata Girls’ ready room. 
 
    
 
   Suzy looked into her locker and said, “I knew I had an extra school girl outfit in here!” 

Missy, who could size up people expertly after working at Hot Topic, looked it over and confirmed, “Yeah, that will definitely fit Mitch. Hey, I have a spare pair of panties in my purse, you know, in case of a walk of shame.”
 
    
 
   Mitch’s feminized humiliation continues!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]”Hey! I’m still a guy under all...this,” Mitch objected, gesturing at his big breasts and feminized crotch. 

“Ha! You, still a guy?” Suzy scoffed again. 

“Annnnnyway,” Missy drawled, “it’s time you returned the favor.” 

She grabbed Mitch’s head and forced it between her thighs, ordering him to “start licking, girlie.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management Part Five is coming soon!
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