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	French Exchange

	Luke stared at his schedule in disbelief. The only thing worse than the five ridiculous classes that he was now registered for, was the long discarded copy of the form that showed which classes he had signed up for. He had somehow never received the letter from the university with his schedule on it. He didn't even remember getting an email from them reminding him which classes he had signed up for, that had apparently been sent ten days ago. He again cursed the antiquated registration system that DuPont College used because he knew at this point it would now take nothing less than an act of God to move him out of these classes and into something that would be in the slightest bit useful for his engineering major.

	French would be difficult because he had taken Spanish all through high school, but that wouldn't be the worst of it. He was signed up for a sociology class called Gender Roles in Society; Women in Literature: An Exploration of Feminist Fiction in the English department; Fashion Design and Retailing; and finally Modern Dance an Introduction. How could anybody see this schedule and not realize it was obviously a clerical error? He had registered himself and he certainly hadn't signed up for any of these classes. He resigned himself to attempting to induce the required act of God, calling up the faculty adviser and trying to get himself removed from at least some of these courses so that he could still salvage something from the semester.

	Helene couldn't help smiling at Luke's misfortune, after all she had orchestrated it herself. It was relatively easy to play the pretty, but confused French girl struggling to register for classes in order to distract the IT savvy guy for a few minutes. While he went to find her a course catalog, she had quickly used his computer to change all of his classes. She had also just slightly altered his email address in the system so that it was off by one letter and so he would be oblivious to any notifications about his schedule while there was still time to make changes.

	This was an almost sybaritic power and Helene reveled in it. Exulting in Luke's misfortune and thought of how much fun it would be, as he was forced to squirm in a fashion design class. Ever since she'd heard that her host family would have a boy who was roughly her age she had decided to have some fun with him, but when she saw how naive, trusting and downright gullible he was, well that just settled it. He would not soon forget the year that Hélène Chartier had spent living with his family.

	Hélène Chartier was a very pretty girl, though few guys would actually call her hot. Her beauty was undeniable but it came with a sort of ethereal quality that invoked an air of chasteness and innocence, in reality she was anything but innocent. People instinctively trusted her and that was very foolish of them. If people trusted her and even voluntarily gifted her the very tools which she could then use to set about their demise, who was she to turn them down?

	Her lineage was an old and proud but slightly disturbing one. Since the age of sixteen, she had lived with her roommate Christine, in a small flat on the southern outskirts of Paris. Now eighteen she was ready to take on the world and had set her sights, initially, on America.

	The Chartier name was quite well known, in certain circles. She was descended from among others, the notorious French criminal mastermind known as Fantômas who had terrorized Paris and the rest of the world at the turn of the twentieth century. Unfortunately, the same genes that allowed her to inherit his brilliant mind also allowed her to inherit his sociopathic and sadistic traits as well. "In life some people" she reasoned "were predators and some were prey." She definitely enjoyed being ensconced in the former category.

	When Luke first picked her up at the airport he was excited. When he'd first heard of the arrangement he had assumed that he'd wind up with some French guy who he could probably have talked soccer with, or something. Instead he was astounded to discover that there would be a girl, his age, staying in his house. But Helene wasn't just any girl however. Despite her modest clothing style, there was no doubt she was indisputably beautiful. He would lie on his bed and stare at her picture for hours on end that summer waiting for the day that she would arrive. If he was nervous about going to college, having a student to look after who wasn't even used to America, would make him feel seasoned and wise. If he showed her that she could depend on him, maybe some sparks would even develop between them. Helene had other ideas.

	She had immediately ingratiated herself with her host family. Luke's stepsister Julie was thrilled by the new arrival. Julie was only a year younger than Luke and she was a result of his father's first marriage. His new dad had been in his life since right after his third birthday and had been the only father he had ever really known. Now though, he had to share him with this stranger who was only a year younger. Luke's mom and dad had gone out of their way to make Julie feel like part of the family, and he couldn't help but be a little put off by having to share their affections. For her part Julie also slightly resented Luke, he always seemed to get things first leaving her with the hand-me-downs. He was always the older brother and so was given 'manly' chores like clearing the yard, whilst she had to do the household chores like the laundry and cleaning the house.

	Julie and Helene immediately hit it off, they too were only a year apart and had many of the same interests. Julie loved all the attention that Helene brought her with her exotic French origins. Helene relied on Julie quite a bit to help her find her way in a strange new world. She wanted to enjoy herself and become more Americanized during her time here, which was why she 'd dropped the accents from her name, although she still pronounced it the same way.

	Luke's mom and dad also took an instant shine to their French boarder. She insisted on doing her share around the house and immediately took over laundry duty. While Luke's mom had insisted he do his own laundry since his fifteenth birthday, Helene wouldn't hear of it. Luke was thrilled to be able to relinquish this dreaded and tedious task until the day when Helene accidentally left a pair of Julie's bright red socks in with his sweat socks and underwear. All of his whites now took on a very deep pinkish hue, which Julie found hysterical.

	"I have made a terrible mistake" sniffed Helene as she approached Luke, almost in tears.

	"Oh no. What happened?" asked Luke.

	"Bref - I'm afraid a pair of Julie's socks got in with your underwear wash and it is all gone very pink" she apologized.

	"Pink? Oh man!"

	"I am so sorry. I feel like such an idiot” she sobbed.

	"Well don't. They're all underneath my clothes anyway. Nobody will even notice" he assured her.

	"Je suis vraiment désolé, I will make it up to you" she smiled hugging him tightly.

	"That's not necessary" he blushed.

	"Oh, but I insist. I need to send an email back home" she chirped.

	Luke didn't think much of it for two weeks, but then a large box arrived in the mail from Paris for Helene. He called out for her and she happily raced down exclaiming, “It came! It came!"

	Luke was already charmed by her accent, but the pure joy that she expressed was infectious. He couldn't believe it when she told him that the package was for him. She tore open the packaging with the help of a pair of scissors that Luke found her and dumped the contents out. Inside were a dozen pairs of underwear in every color and hue he could think of. He looked at her puzzled.

	"You ordered panties from France?"

	“Oh no silly, they are French men's underwear" she beamed. “They are for you."

	"Err, I don't think they're men's" objected Luke as he held up a pair and noticed a distinct lack of fly.

	"Why sure they are silly" giggled Helene as she showed Luke one of the tags written in French, as if he could read it.

	"They don't look like any men's underwear I've ever seen."

	"Oh, and you are now the expert on fashion, non?”

	"No, I guess not..."

	"It's what all the hot French guys are wearing now, but perhaps your American women don't like sexy French guys?"

	 

	"Alright" he laughed. "You talked me into it."

	Luke went along with her advice and began wearing the underwear everyday despite a smirk from Julie when she saw the underwear on the floor. She was pretty familiar with the style known as boy shorts. In fact, she owned a few herself. Two days later, when Helene did the laundry again, the rest of his old tighty-whities were disposed of leaving him with only the French underwear in his drawer.

	Luke was a very sound sleeper. He was one of those teenagers who could sleep through a bomb blast and if he was up before noon in the summer, he considered it the middle of the night. Julie was the polar opposite, if she had five hours of sleep she was up and raring to go early the next morning. One Thursday morning near the end of summer, Julie and Helene sat on the couch watching old television shows and discussing life. It was eleven o'clock and they had been chatting for four hours when Julie made an innocent comment.

	"I can't believe my lazy brother. You know he's been asleep the whole time we've been talking and he'll probably stay in bed for another three more hours" exclaimed Julie.

	"He has a meeting to go to with his adviser at one, so I doubt he'll be sleeping too much longer” replied Helene.

	"If his meeting's at one, I guarantee he'll sleep until at least noon."

	"T'sais, he is lucky that we are not in France. There someone would have played a prank on him" laughed Helene.

	"A prank? You mean..., oh yes, let's do it. Come on, we have to" clapped Julie with glee.

	"Ca te dit? Well, what could we do? Hmm” pondered Helene. “Do you have any loud or garish nail polish?”

	"Yes!" exclaimed Julie. "I just bought some gel polish. It's so difficult to remove and it's a very shiny bright red."

	"That sounds perfect” smiled Helene.

	The girls stopped by Julie's room to get the polish and then crept into her stepbrother's bedroom. He was fast asleep sprawled out on the bed despite bright sunlight peeking through the corners of his blinds, illuminating his room adequately for the girls to see what they were doing. Luke was on his side which allowed very good access to his fingers, but in that position his toes would be a great deal trickier.

	"Let's see if we can get two coats of color on before sealing it with the top coat" whispered Julie.

	"That sounds like an excellent idea" agreed Helene.

	Despite giggling continuously throughout the process, Julie moved with a deft and stealthy touch that soon had Luke's fingers tipped in a brilliant candy apple red. Helene managed to move the comforter exposing his bare toes and Julie attempted the difficult task of painting his sideways facing toes. It was certainly not a professional looking pedicure, but she managed to make it look fairly neat. When the fingers had dried, Helene took the bottle of polish and went over Julie's work leaving the nails a brilliant red before Julie sealed the color in with a top coat.

	"Oh God, that stuff is so bright and such a pain to get off” snickered Julie as they stumbled out of the room still giggling.

	“You do such good work” laughed Helene.

	"Unfortunately I need to get going soon. I wish I could be here to see his reaction when he wakes up. Maybe we should wake him" pondered Julie.

	"We could, but I think it'll be even funnier if he discovers the polish on his own."

	"Yeah you're probably right."

	"You said he has an appointment at one?"

	"Pretty sure; let me know how it goes when he spots it. I want all the details" smiled Julie.

	"Certainement" agreed Helene watching as she walked out the front door. As soon as she left, Helene crept back into Luke's bedroom and quietly turned off his alarm clock. Then she went back to the living room and waited, it was 12:40 when she rushed into Luke's bedroom.

	"Luke! Didn't you have an appointment this afternoon?" She queried.

	"Don't worry" he responded groggily without opening his eyes, "That's not until one."

	"Mais, its 12:40, allez!"

	"Oh hell no! My damn alarm never went off and I have to see my adviser" he panicked."

	"Here, stay still a second." Helene slipped the sandals from his bedroom floor onto his feet.

	"Thanks" nodded Luke. His eyes barely managing to focus as he rushed around. He'd slept in his shorts and quickly grabbed his car keys and wallet. Placing them in his pocket, he opened the dresser drawer where he kept his t-shirts, but found it empty.

	"Oh no, I am washing your shirts. They are in the machine right now. Here, take this one" she instructed, tossing him one of her own t-shirts.

	Luke grabbed the shirt and pulled it on, shouting his thanks to Helene while running out to his car. He jumped in and sped off in the direction of campus. It wasn't until he stopped at a stop light that he noticed his fingers, and then his toes.

	"What the Hell happened?" he exclaimed slamming his hands forcefully into the steering wheel. He was already going to be late, but he knew he simply had to remove the nail polish before anyone saw him. That's when noticed the shirt that he was wearing, it wasn't too horrible but it was clearly Helene's. It was a light blue with a bright fuchsia script spelling out the word 'coquete'. Luke didn't know enough French to understand the word, but he did know that the script writing was a bit girlish for his liking. At least it didn't seem to obviously be a girl's shirt or anything. That would have been all he needed.

	Luke drove as fast as he could to campus, but didn't arrive there until 1:10. He rushed to the bookstore in the hope that they'd have nail polish remover. He brusquely cut in front of two girls at the till, apologizing for the emergency and quickly throwing a $5 bill at the startled cashier, before racing out of the store without even waiting for change. It was only when he sat on the bench outside the store and began to try and remove the polish that he realized he should have grabbed some cotton balls too. He used the tissue in his shorts pocket to try and wipe off the nail polish, but was having no luck. The two co-eds that he'd cut in front of looked down on him as they passed with a mix of bemusement and anger.

	"That was very rude you know" insisted one of the girls, a tall redhead who he might have noticed was rather cute if he hadn't been quite so focused on his fingers.

	"Why isn't this working?" he asked exasperated looking up at her.

	"How should we know, and why should we care?" asked her friend, an equally attractive African-American girl with big brown eyes. "Even if we did know, we certainly wouldn't tell you after the way you cut in front of us like that."

	"Look, I'm sorry, but I have to meet with Professor Shepherd and I'm already twenty minutes late" complained Luke.

	"Dr. Sheila Shepherd?" asked the redhead.

	"Yeah, that's her. She's my adviser" he was confused by their tone.

	"Good luck coquette" laughed the African-American girl as they both walked off together.

	With most of the bottle of remover spilled on the ground, Luke had no choice but to give up on removing the polish from his finger nails, let alone from his equally glaring toes peeking out of his sandals. Resigned to his fate he ignored the strange looks and mocking laughter and raced over to Dr. Shepherd's office. He arrived and threw open the door to see Dr. Shepherd talking quietly to a female student.

	"I have an appointment” panted Luke out of breath from the frantic run over.

	"You 'had' an appointment” snapped Dr. Shepherd. "Assuming that is, you are Luke Merchant, then you should know that you are over a half hour late. I am now meeting with my 1:30 appointment. Who was polite enough to arrive on time. If you call the department secretary then maybe you can book another appointment. I believe I may have an opening in a few weeks time. Now, kindly close the door behind you as you leave."

	"Please Miss Shepherd. I'm in a real bind."

	"That's Doctor Shepherd" she snapped emphasizing each syllable in her degree. "Do you think that your situation is any more important than other students, ones who manage to avoid such tardiness with their appointments?"

	"No, and I'm really sorry but please, I need your help" he groaned.

	"With your punctuality as well as your studies it seems. Take a seat outside and possibly I will be able to squeeze you in at some point. Now close the door" instructed Dr. Shepherd.

	Luke backed out of the room, quietly closed the door and breathed a sigh of relief. Things were not going the way he had hoped they would. He sat down and waited as appointment after appointment went into Dr. Shepherd's office. Ruefully enduring the barely stifled giggling from student after student who snickered at his shirt and painted nails, unwilling to leave and resolve that problem in case he missed a brief opportunity. Finally at 4:30 he was the only one left and Dr. Shepherd agreed to let him in.

	"I am giving you a huge break by even seeing you now. My usual office hours ended at four. What is it that you want?" she asked rather abruptly.

	"I'm a freshman and I went to register for my classes a few weeks ago. I signed up for two math class, biology, a survey of American literature in the 19th century and basketball" he explained.

	"So? Freshmen do that every year, the hard part is actually taking the classes" she smiled "What's the problem?"

	"All my assigned classes are wrong. Somehow I'm in all these girly classes that I didn't sign up for" he complained.

	"I wasn't aware that our classes had a gender bias."

	"But I'm in fashion design, dance, French 2, gender roles and feminist literature."

	"Ah, those classes are not manly enough for you and your brightly painted nails, is that it? If only you had bothered to come in when you got the letter or the email you could have dropped these classes without a hitch, but at this point the allocating and scheduling have all been done, the odds of getting anything to replace them are very small. This could well turn out to be a wasted semester for you."

	"But I can't take those classes, it would be humiliating" whined Luke.

	"You think that taking my class in feminist literature would be humiliating? You're not exactly giving me cause to want to help you." She glared at him.

	"I'm sorry Miss...Doctor Shepherd, but you know what I mean." He pleaded, trying the 'little boy lost' look which sometimes worked for him.

	"Look, you're a freshman, you're going to be taking some general education courses. Why not just give it your best, you never know you might even enjoy some of them. Next semester you can take what you like. But I can tell you that if you try to drop these classes now, you're not going to be able to find anything better, if at all to replace them at this late stage."

	"So you're saying my best choice is just to keep the classes that I have?"

	"I'm afraid so. It's your only option, nobody likes their freshmen classes anyway."

	"I guess that's true, but I wish they weren't all so girly."

	"I'd appreciate it, if you wouldn't toss that word around like it's something that's beneath you. I've dedicated my life to studying girly things" she snapped.

	"Oh I'm sorry. I guess I'm just feeling sort of trapped is all. I promise you, if I stick with your class, I'll be sure and give it my very best effort" he swore to her.

	"See that you do, Luke. College is a lot of fun, but it also requires a lot of work and that's whether you're in my class or another more 'manlier' one." She smiled.

	Leaving Dr. Shepherd's office, Luke felt crushed. He had hoped to get at least one class that he liked, but instead he just knew that he'd now be in for a long and miserable semester. His interaction with Shepherd herself didn't help. He was now convinced that she was either going to be a real ball buster or she had already developed an intense dislike for him - probably both. He had no way of knowing that soon after Luke had left her office, she had begun giggling to herself wondering what was behind his t-shirt and nails, this soon broke into outright laughter.

	Luke threw open the door when he arrived home. His parents had gone out to dinner with another couple and told the kids they'd have to fend for themselves. That was fine with Luke as he had some serious vengeance on his mind.

	"Where are you, Julie?" He bellowed.

	Ignoring Helene he stormed up the stairs to confront his sister. He found her in her room calmly texting a friend on her cell phone. She barely glanced up when he barged into her room.

	"Hey Luke" she giggled. "That's a real cute shirt you've got on."

	"What about my nails?" He demanded.

	"Oh, well yes, they're pretty too, I hadn't noticed" she smiled innocently.

	"I mean. What did you do?" he demanded through gritted teeth. "The polish won't come off. Get it off me, now!"

	"Excuse me! I don't think I like your tone" she replied haughtily, while surreptitiously snapping a quick picture with her cell phone.

	"How do I get this stuff off?" he demanded grabbing her arm firmly. “This is the last time I'm asking nicely!"

	"Whoa, you'd better back off now or I'll send this picture out to everybody you know" she threatened.

	"You wouldn't dare." He sneered.

	"Try me" she barked back at him, firmly.

	"Look, I can't walk around with this stuff on my nails. What do I have to do to get it off? Remover won't work" he complained, his tone completely changed from aggressive to docile.

	"That's because it's not normal nail polish, its gel" smiled Julie.

	"So how do I get it off?" He sighed.

	"Well first, take your hands so the nails are facing me and hold them up so they're about level with your chin."

	"Fine" he said complying. "Now what?"

	"Smile" she teased as she took a quick burst of pictures.

	"Julie! I'm warning you." He growled ominously.

	"Hey, that was just for the scrapbook. Now, if you want me to help you remove that polish, you'll first swear to no retaliation, and that you won't tell mom or dad. You'll also owe me one...a very big one" she giggled.

	"Fine, whatever I swear, just please help me get it off." he replied glumly. Over the next half hour Julie helped him remove the nail polish by soaking his hands in acetone and then scraping off the remaining polish. Luke didn't like being beholden to her especially when all she was doing was removing the polish that she'd put on in the first place.

	 

	***

	 

	The next day was Luke's 18th birthday. He didn't have any big plans but his parents had decided that they should make such a memorable birthday special for their son. So they took Julie, Helene and Luke out to one of the best restaurants in the city for a lovely meal and then had cake and presents upon returning home. Luke was overjoyed at their kindness.

	"Aw dad, no way! You absolutely did not have to give me your car." Luke could barely contain his excitement.

	"Shush don't tell your mother, but I get a new car out of the deal too and it should be paid off just in time for when you graduate, so then I can get that little sports car I've always wanted" smiled Greg, Luke's father.

	"Don't even think it. I'll be overdue for a new one long before then and your sports car days are so over mister" joked Luke's mom.

	"I'm only 44" complained Luke's dad.

	Luke. "Well, I'll take it and thank you” replied

	"We just didn't want you trying to drive to school every day in that old clunker of yours” reassured his mom. "We thought you could give it to Julie, so that she'd have a car of her own."

	"Great" replied Julie, "I always wanted an old clunker with 75,000 miles on it."

	"Julie, it's your brother's birthday, don't spoil it" snapped Luke's father.

	"Step-brother" corrected Julie under her breath, annoyed at being given a hand-me-down again.

	"Please, I would like to give Luke my present now, if I may" interjected Helene.

	"Oh, that's really not necessary" smiled Luke's mother.

	"Au contraire, an 18th birthday is a big event in France" smiled Helene.

	"Julie, I don't suppose you got your brother anything?" asked Luke's father accusingly.

	"We both went in on this Mr. Merchant" lied Helene smoothly.

	Luke tore open the blue wrapping paper on the package that Helene had handed him. It wasn't a very big gift, but Luke was excited when he found the bottle of French cologne inside. He began to inspect the writing on the box, but was interrupted by his dad.

	"That's Gentlemen Only I believe. I hear it drives the girls crazy" he said.

	"We're all suckers for French guys" laughed Luke's mom.

	"Wow, thanks Helene" exclaimed Luke genuinely excitedly, then almost as an afterthought added, “oh and thank you too Julie."

	Luke opened the box and took out the bottle, spraying it on himself in quantities that only a boy who grew up with only body spray could.

	"Not so much, you'll kill the ozone" laughed Luke's mom, waving a hand in front of her face. "Yeah, you don't want everyone coughing when you walk by" added Luke's dad.

	Luke's parents were rather surprised by its aroma, thinking it smelt a bit feminine for such an expensive guy's scent. The cologne had nodes of strawberry leaf, violet and jasmine but then French men always did have a reputation for being far more sophisticated than their American counterparts.

	"It smells great" smiled Luke's mom but turning her head away.

	"Yeah, I might want to borrow it sometime" smirked Julie.

	"I am so glad you like it” smiled Helene. In the wastebasket of her room upstairs was an empty bottle of Miss Dior Cherie. She would make sure it was disposed of properly before the unlikely event that anybody made the connection to Luke's gift.

	 

	***

	 

	Luke began his first day of classes with high hopes for his college career, but a little less confidence in his first semester. His first class of the week was in the dance studio which was stuck way out on a corner of campus away from most of the other classroom buildings. He then had a two hour break before French class started, but French was immediately followed by his sociology class in gender roles. This would be his schedule on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday for the next fifteen weeks.

	Because Luke's email address was no longer accurate in the university records, he'd missed out on an introductory letter from his dance instructor Madame Chouinard, which had included among other things, instructions on what to wear to her class. Instead he showed up in jeans, a DuPont t-shirt, and gym shoes.

	Entering the dance studio, he saw a woman stretching out. She had grasped the barre against the far wall with both hands and was concentrating on doing some kind of knee bends that required her to thrust her butt way out, Luke could not help admiring her magnificent ass as it was repeatedly thrust towards him. He had heard about the great bodies that dancers sometimes had and this woman certainly did not disappoint. It was plump and tight without appearing to have the least bit of fat or cellulite. She had clearly dedicated herself to developing those muscles for her craft. Luke became lost in his thoughts admiring her sexy, lithe body as it gyrated, when she suddenly came to an abrupt stop. He realized that in the mirrored wall, she could see him gawking.

	"Enjoying the show?" asked the dancer.

	"Uh, n-no. I-I mean yes, you have a great body" he stammered.

	"Oh, it's the nail polish boy" smirked the girl. Now he recognized her, it was the redhead from the bookstore. He wasn't exactly happy to find out she'd be another student in this class.

	"Look, I'm sorry about the bookstore. Somebody played a prank on me with the nail polish and I was running very late for a meeting. I shouldn't have forgotten my manners" he apologized.

	"Where are your dance clothes?" she asked suddenly.

	"My dance clothes?" he replied puzzled.

	"Yeah, this is a dance class. You need to be dressed appropriately or Madame Chouinard will have a major cow."

	"Do you know her?" he asked worried.

	"Yeah" she snorted, "I'm her assistant."

	"You?" he asked surprised, "I thought you were a student."

	"I'm a senior and I'm also her teaching assistant."

	"So... what can I do?"

	"I think they sell some basic dancewear back at the bookstore. You'll need to get the correct stuff and do it real quick or you'll be late for the class as well, and start out on her bad side. Take it from me, you really don't want to be on Madame Chouinard's bad side" she warned.

	"Okay thanks, I'll hurry back” he replied and began to race across campus, fighting his way through crowds of students to get to the bookstore. Class would be starting in less than fifteen minutes and he still needed to find the dance-wear, buy it, get back to the class and get changed. He raced to the clothing part of the bookstore, found the dancewear and then stood frozen. He stared at a dizzying array of clothes none of which looked familiar.

	"Good morning Luke" chirped Helene. "I thought I saw you rushing this way."

	"Hi Helene, sorry I can't talk now. I'm trying to figure out what clothes I need for dance class" he replied quickly.

	"It's modern dance, is it not?" asked Helene.

	"Yes, and I'm dead if I don't find something and get back there, like now."

	"Here" she said, "handing him four packages she had just pulled off the shelves. "I've done dance before. These should work."

	"Oh wow! Thanks Helene you're a life saver" he smiled and rushed to check out. This time, he decided it was better not to try and cut ahead of the two people in front of him.

	All eyes turned to Luke as he walked into dance class. The slack jawed silence turned first into tittering and then a wave of giggles swept the room as Luke entered. He was already feeling slightly self-conscious about his outfit, but Helene had seemed to know what she was doing. Now everybody was laughing at him in his grape camisole leotard with built in bra. His legs were encased in white tights with pink ballet shoes on his feet.

	Looking over the other students Luke felt his face go flush. He was the only guy in the class, with eleven female students. Madame Chouinard glared at him for the interruption, but he soon joined the other students in some warm-up exercises. Though this was a beginner's class most of the girls had danced in high school and at least knew how to warm up. Luke tried to awkwardly ape their movements.

	"So, you're not a dancer either, I see" whispered the redheaded assistant.

	"No, I have absolutely no idea what I'm doing" he sighed.

	"Well, it's a beginner's class. At least it will go slow for you. But why didn't you get some men's dancewear?"

	"I, I don't know about this stuff" he replied exasperated.

	"Well, I think you look cute" she snickered. "I have a dance skirt that would match that very nicely."

	"Very funny" he glared.

	"Aw, I'm just teasing you. My name's Megan" she smiled.

	"Hi Megan. I'm Luke."

	As she went over to help another student, Megan smiled to herself. With Luke around this wouldn't be a boring class. Between the nail polish, the dancewear, and the way he smelled of one of her favorite perfumes, it looked like it could be very interesting.

	In French class, Helene immediately made a beeline for the seat next to his. Luke was surprised to find her in this class, but she explained that she had heard that a French class would help her with her English. This made some sort of sense, but her English was already very good. From the moment Professor Herbert began his class, there was to be not a word of English spoken. Fortunately from what he could make out from the syllabus, most of the grade for the class would come from projects and skits, so with a lot of help from Helene he might do alright. Tests only accounted for 30% of the grade and with some reliance on Helene he felt he could ace the other parts of class. He'd also have her to practice his French with at night.

	As the professor had everybody introduce themselves to the class in French, Luke began to get nervous. Helene wrote out what he should say phonetically for him. So when it was his turn he stood up and confidently told everybody in the class, "Je m'appele Luke et je suis très luxueux toujours. J'aime bien être glamour et j'adore les chaussures."

	The other students looked at him confused, wondering if this was an idiomatic expression that they didn't know or if they had somehow just misheard him. Professor Herbert looked on amused that a student had introduced himself as being very fancy, very glamorous and loving shoes. " Très bon, Luke. Je pense que nous allons tous profiter de vous avoir dans cette classe."

	All the female students loved Professor Herbert. He had a deep baritone voice that sounded so sexy when he spoke French. He was also a world traveler full of amazing stories, a gourmet chef featured on some local television and a good looking man of less than thirty years. Helene smiled and told Luke that the professor thought that they would all enjoy having him in this class, Luke beamed widely at the professor's positive response.

	One of Professor Herbert's favorite teaching techniques was to hold free flowing conversations at the end of class. The students were describing the three things that they would need with them if they were ever trapped on a desert island. Luke handed Helene a scrap of paper with the words 'matches, shotgun and ammunition' on it. The note that she handed back said, "Une petite robe noire, des chaussures assorties et du rouge à lèvres."

	Luke would have died had he known everybody had just heard him say that he'd want a little black dress, matching shoes and lipstick. He heard giggles from the class as the professor asked him if he needed lipstick in case there was someone there to kiss. Luke looked over at Helene who nodded and he took that as a sign that he should reply "oui". Luke left the class feeling on top of the world. This was a professor that actually liked him.

	He walked to sociology with Helene. Just as he feared Luke started noticing that the gender makeup of the class was tilting over ninety percent female. By the time Professor Emily Autry arrived there were thirty one women and only three guys in the class. Dr. Autry was a pleasant, almost grandmotherly looking figure who had once served in the Clinton White House as some sort of adviser on women's issues. She had a reputation for being very knowledgeable but also of awarding students with grades based on how much they agreed with her views.

	"Hey, I almost didn't recognize you without your painted nails" joked the black girl he had met outside the bookstore.

	"Uhm, hi” was all he could muster in response.

	"My roommate told me that you were in her dance class. She said you made quite an impression today" she giggled.

	"I don't even want to think about it" shrugged Luke.

	"Do you two know each other?" interjected Helene.

	"Oh, I just love your accent. Are you actually French?" asked the girl who introduced herself as Pamela.

	"Hi Pam, my name's Helene. Yes, I'm really French, from Paris, I'm just spending the year in America and Luke here is part of my host family." 

	"That's awesome" smiled Pamela. "I've always wanted to see France."

	"You would love it there, you must come over and I'll show you around" promised Helene.

	Luke shifted uneasily in his chair as the two girls continued to talk over him. At least they weren't talking about him. The class wasn't that bad, though at times Luke felt as if everybody's eyes darted to the three male students as if challenging them to disagree every time Dr. Autry made a disparaging remark about men.

	By the time his final class had ended, he was exhausted. The work load was much greater than it was in high school, but even worse he found himself completely out of his element in all these classes. Only French really seemed to be going well which was completely down to Helene. Though even the short assignment that Professor Herbert had assigned, on what they would do if they were in Paris for a day seemed beyond him. He tried to look up every word on some free translation software, but Helene shook her head explaining that his paper would made no sense when the software was done with it. She explained that all languages have idiomatic expressions that don't translate literally. For instance, "look at all the paintings in the museum" is not a phrase a French person would ever be likely to use. They would use a French expression such as "je voudrais aimer de liquez crème fouettée hors de votre corps" Luke recognized the French word for whipped cream and didn't understand how that would fit in. He thought it was a very silly language.

	On Tuesday, Luke drove Helene to campus as they were in fashion design and retail together. Helene really seemed to be excited about this class and was talking a mile a minute about her love for fashion. He hoped that it would at least be a blow off, unfortunately that wasn't to be the case. When he walked into the class and saw sewing machines where the desks should be he let out an involuntary moan that was noticed by Helene who smiled to herself delighting in his misery.

	In a class full of fashion crazed students being from France instantly makes you very popular. Unfortunately as the class began to fill up, Luke soon felt out of place with 14 girls and a guy who wore a scarf and referred to himself as Rarity. Luckily a very beautiful strawberry blonde sat at the sewing machine to his right; he recognized her as Allie from his dance class.

	"Hi" he smiled at her.

	"Hey, its Luke isn't it?" she asked.

	"Right, we're in modern dance together."

	"It's nice to see somebody I know" she smiled.

	"I know what you mean. There are like no guys in my classes" he sighed.

	"Oh, that's got to be rough" she sympathized. "You know, I've got a friend who you might be perfect for."

	"Cool" he replied puzzled why she would offer to introduce her friend.

	"You would love Erin. Everybody always does. Maybe the three of us could go out together sometime, that way there'd be no pressure on either of you."

	"That'd be great, I would love to do that” he beamed.

	When the instructor arrived all the small talk stopped. Ms. Hill was a former New York fashion model who went into the design business after her runway days were done. She still had many industry connections and loved encouraging students to take chances and be creative. Soon the students were dividing up into the fashion equivalent of lab partners. Luke was disappointed to see Helene snatched up right away, but Allie made a great consolation prize especially if she had a friend to set him up with. His mind fantasized about having Allie and her hot friend together for a threesome.

	He was in such a good mood when he left that class that even Professor Shepherd couldn't ruin it. He sat near the back of her class and watched as it filled up. As he expected it was mostly female students. However, out of a class with thirty-five students Luke numbered among ten guys. He was a bit surprised to see Megan from his dance class enter the room. She took the seat behind him smiling to herself when she noticed the red boy shorts he was wearing creeping out the top of his pants.

	Dr. Shepherd wasn't the kind of professor who spent all her time joking with the students and telling personal anecdotes, but she had a passion for her subject matter that could be contagious for an open minded student. Megan and Luke both sat in their seats enthralled as she recited a version of Sojourner Truth's Ain't I a Woman from memory. With Jane Eyre to be completed in just over a week Luke envisioned himself spending many late nights working on Dr. Shepherd's assignments.

	Driving Helene home they discussed the day's classes. Traffic was a bit congested by an accident and that caused the usually short drive home to take nearly forty minutes.

	"I think it's great having you in so many of my classes, Luke. It gives me such a lot of confidence to be able to discuss things with you" cooed Helene.

	"Thank you. I wish I could have taken the classes I wanted but I am very glad you're in French with me" he replied.

	"Oh you'll pick it up in no time" she waved a hand. "Besides you really impressed our professor today."

	"It's going to be hard to meet any girls in these classes" sighed Luke.

	"Really?" she replied, "It sounds like your classes are all women. I do not understand."

	"It's just a bad situation when you're the only guy. They tend to gang up on you and you never feel comfortable."

	"Oh that is nonsense. Girls will like you Luke. You have a pretty face and you are smart." she coaxed, "You just need to do something about your skin."

	"My skin? I don't understand, I don't have acne or anything."

	"No, I mean that it's very rough. I think kissing you would be like kissing... how you say sanding paper?"

	"Sandpaper? Really, it's that bad huh."

	"Do you use soap?" she asked.

	"Of course I do."

	"Ah, then that is the problem. Soap dries out the skin. You need to use a body wash."

	"I don't know" he replied unsure.

	"Again you doubt me, Luke. I can only tell you what girls, French girls, like. Maybe American girls are different, but I don't think so."

	"You're right and I will trust you. You haven't let me down so far, I've gotten several compliments on the cologne."

	Now that Luke had agreed to use a body wash, Helene made sure to pick some up at the nearest drug store later that day. She picked out a very cheap bottle that had an overwhelming odor of lilacs and strawberry that she thought would compliment his perfume. She needed it strong to cover up the odor from the extra strength depilatory she was also purchasing.

	 

	***

	 

	"I don't know Helene, this is really feminine smelling. It'll make me smell like flowers" complained Luke as he sniffed the body wash.

	"That's because you are sticking your nose in the bottle. Besides, it will really make your skin kissably soft" assured Helene. That is something you would like, no?"

	"Yeah, definitely" said Luke. "Alright I'll give it a try."

	Helene smirked as she saw Luke enter the bathroom. She had been very careful to mix in just a little of the depilatory in a very subtle way. When he left the shower Helene pretended not to notice Luke's overpowering feminine odor and instead stroked his cheek and complimented him on how soft his skin felt. As Luke kept using the altered body wash, his hair got patchier and patchier. One afternoon as he was watching television with Helene clad only in his shorts and t-shirt, Julie entered the room.

	"Ew gross" said Julie wrinkling her nose.

	"What?" asked her paranoid step-brother.

	"Put some pants on. Your hair is all splotchy and looks disgusting."

	"Hmm, she is right, it might be a slight reaction to the body wash, your hair does seem to be rather clumpy" agreed Helene.

	"You didn't tell me that body wash could make me lose all my hair" complained Luke.

	"C'est pourri! It's not usual but has been known to happen. Hey relax; there is a simple solution for it. I can get some vitamins for you that will stop this but you should probably shave the rest of your body hair off. It would look better."

	"What? No way” complained Luke.

	"A lot of European men do it" said Helene. "I think it started because swimming and cycling are such popular sports over there, but it caught on because hairless men are sexier."

	"Oh I love swimmers. Those hairless chests with the big pecs are so, so hot" agreed Julie winking at Helene when Luke wasn't looking.

	"I will make you a deal" suggested Helene in her most seductive French accent. "Why don't I draw you a nice warm bath and then I will shave you. You can put your swimsuit on so I don't get to see anything that I shouldn't but it will feel so relaxing and oh so sexy, believe me. Ca te dit?"

	"I'd make it with cold water if I were you. If you do that to my geeky brother he's going to be popping a boner the whole time" added Julie.

	"Oh grow up Julie. You're so immature. Why can't you be more like Helene?” exclaimed Luke, “Helene, I'd simply love it if you would shave me."

	"Argh, excuse me I think I'm going to throw up" said Julie walking off to her room.

	"Oh this will be such fun" clapped Helene as she ran to draw the bath for him. Luke wasn't so sure about losing all his body hair but he liked the thought of Helene getting that close to him in a bubble bath. He stepped into his trunks and few moments later emerged from his room. Helene told Luke to go on and get in the tub, she'd be right in.

	"Allez! And take off your swimsuit when you're in the water” she advised. "Don't worry I won't see anything with all the bubbles."

	"Bubbles?"

	"You would prefer to take a bath in your bathing suit?"

	"No" smiled Luke not believing his luck. He decided that this was most likely just the French way and tried to act cool and nonchalant about it. 

	When Helene returned, she was overjoyed to see that Luke had indeed discarded his swimsuit on the floor. "I hope that water is warm enough for you."

	"It's wonderful, and you're wonderful for doing this."

	Helene was meticulous when it came to removing all the hair from Luke's body. She was also very soothing and teasing with her hands. As she shaved Luke's legs one hand drifted further and further up his thigh until it was mere inches from his rapidly hardening cock. By now Luke was becoming very nervous worried that he was about to have a very embarrassing accident. Helene, reading Luke like an open book only increased the teasing that her hands were doing. With gentle strokes and feather like touches she searched for more hairs to remove. She even "accidentally" lost her balance and managed to splash her shirt, making her heaving breasts seem even more perfect, and so close to him.

	As she ran the razor up his thigh a final time, he could take it no more. Without warning and in one humiliating spasm, he shot his load right onto her delicate wrist.

	"Oh uh, I never---huh, I mean, I... I'm sorry, really sorry, Helene” sputtered a mortified Luke, blushing at what he had just done.

	"Lick" was Helene's only command as she brought her cum covered wrist up to his mouth. He was so humiliated and ashamed that he humbly followed her instructions without even thinking of the implications. Shame faced he sighed deeply.

	"N'importe quoi! It is nothing to be ashamed of Luke. You are a young man and I am a young woman. It is only natural n'est pas? Enfin I have finished with the shaving now. Why don't you sit back in the nice warm tub for a moment or two and just relax."

	When Helene left the bathroom she was intercepted by Julie. "We need to talk."

	"Sure Julie, what's on your mind?"

	"I want in."

	"What? In on what?"

	"Don't give me that. I want in on what you're doing to Luke."

	"I don't think I understand what it is you are talking about, Julie."

	"Come on. You can't tell me it's a coincidence that you have my brother denuded, wearing girl's underwear, dousing himself with more perfume than a Parisian whore, and who knows what else."

	"T'sais? You are observant" smirked Helene

	"It'd be hard not to be. Look, I won't stop you. I just want to help you, like I did with the nail polish" pleaded Julie.

	"I will consider it" said Helene. "It is important that things are not rushed."

	"I promise to do what you tell me and nothing more."

	Helene smiled and nodded.

	 

	***

	 

	Sewing had been Luke's least favorite class, but it was starting to pick up thanks to being the partner of Allie. He looked forward to seeing her in dance class but sewing was much less frenetic and they could talk more.

	"Luke, how much basic sewing do you actually know?" asked Allie as he sat down next to her one day. Helene was already hard at work with her own partner.

	"Not a stitch" he laughed at his little witticism.

	"Hmm."

	"What's the problem?" he asked his mood suddenly getting more somber.

	"Well, Ms. Hill is really demanding and I'm worried that you're not going to be able to sew well enough for our first project. I'm sorry, I don't mean to be mean. If you want a shot at doing the sewing then that's fine."

	"No, you should do it, I'm sure you'll be far better at it than I am."

	"Great" she said breathing a sigh of relief. Our first project is to create a skirt. I want to do something that's fun and original."

	"Could we do something short, I like legs and maybe in a dark blue or something like that?”

	"What about more of a sapphire color with some lace at the bottom? We could make it short but give the legs a kind of peek-a-boo effect."

	"Sure, that sounds great" agreed Luke trying to sound enthusiastic but finding it hard to really care about a skirt of all things.

	"Hey, this is going to be fun working with you. Go ahead, go behind the panel and take off your shoes and pants."

	"What?" he asked startled.

	"Well, it's hardly going to fit if you put it on over your pants is it?"

	"You want me to wear the skirt?"

	"Duh, one of us is going to have to be the model and the other is going to have to be the seamstress. You seemed to agree that we would be better off if I was the seamstress. And besides the model always has a much easier job."

	"Err, I don't know” he said shaking his head.

	"Please Luke. I don't want us to fail at our first task, I wouldn't have agreed to be partners if I knew you weren't going to do anything. Come on, look I'm begging you. I'll make sure you and I go out with Erin before next week. You two would be perfect for each other" she pleaded batting her long lashes at him.

	"And you swear that this Erin is hot?"

	"I think so....Yes! Erin is hot. I swear."

	"Alright, though this is going to be really embarrassing."

	Allie couldn't help smiling when she saw Luke strip to reveal his shaved legs and black and orange boy shorts. She also couldn't help but wonder if he wasn't protesting a little too much about modeling the skirt especially considering that he smelled so fruity and feminine right now. "You really have to have a lot of guts to be a model. I really appreciate it."

	"Thanks, I guess I'm just confident in myself" he lied glibly.

	"I can tell. And that's so important Luke. Promise me that you'll always feel free to be yourself. The people who care about you, will still care about you."

	"Sure, that's the plan" he replied although confused by her comments.

	"You really do have great legs, perfect for a skirt. We'll need to figure out how to accessorize our final product."

	"Accessorize?"

	"Well sure, you can hardly just walk out there in a skirt without a top or shoes and expect to be taken seriously, now can you?"

	"No, I guess not" moaned Luke, wondering what else he'd be modeling by the end of this task. For that matter what would he be doing by the end of the semester if this was just the first task? He wished again that he'd not been forced to take this class, even with Allie as a partner.

	 

	***

	 

	That night Luke was thrilled. Allie had called him to confirm that she wanted him to meet her and Erin at a dance club on Saturday evening. Allie had informed him that people of all sexualities were welcome there and it was usually a fun crowd. He rushed to tell Helene the good news and found her in her bedroom chatting with Julie.

	Knowing that her step-brother would be occupied for a while, Julie slunk back to her room and found the outfit that they had picked out earlier that afternoon when Helene discovered that she had been a dancer in high school. Julie slid her outfit into the bag that Luke carried his dance clothes to class in, removing his new dance outfit and hiding it. Then for good measure she swapped out his combination lock for her old lock from high school. Luckily they were the same model but the added bonus was that Luke didn't know her combination. She made sure to adjust the lock so that it wouldn't actually close on its own and stealthily snuck back to her room.

	She exited his room and had just plopped down on her own bed seconds before Luke exited Helene's bedroom still as high as a kite. "Hey loser. Don't spend all day pining away in your room, you'll never get a boyfriend that way" he teased.

	"Oh yeah, like I really need to get out more." Julie didn't even bother with a snappy comeback. This almost disappointed Luke who merely shrugged and trudged back to his own room, while Julie lay back grinning thinking about all the fun they would have the next day.

	Sure enough when Luke arrived at school for French class, he entered the men's locker room which was mostly deserted and nonchalantly began to strip. Unzipping his duffle bag he was at first confused by the sight of the black, fuchsia and purple sequined fabric that he found inside, until he remembered that this was his sister's costume from the performance assembly last year where the dance team had performed a great little Latin number. But pulling the outfit from the bag, he could think of nothing more humiliating to wear.

	The black sequin patterned spandex lined leotard with foil lycra trim had an organza backed skirt that was three rows of black, fuchsia and purple ruffles to cover the butt. This wasn't helped by also finding in the bag a pair of elbow length black gloves with sequins, a black bow for his hair, black fishnet tights and finally a pair of fuchsia Latin dance sandals with a T-bar and three-inch heels. He slumped down on the bench at the thought of having to wear this outfit in front of his class, especially after his first day and he roundly cursed Julie who obviously had done this to him.

	Luke began to weigh his options but quickly realized there was only five minutes until the class started and he didn't dare to try and run for a more manlier dance outfit and risk Madame Chouinard's wrath for being late. He decided he had no choice but to bite the bullet and reluctantly put on the dance outfit. It couldn't be any more embarrassing than the first day of class when Helene had given him that ridiculous one from the bookstore, could it? Although she had apologized profusely afterwards claiming that she'd obviously made a mistake. She did seem to make a lot of mistakes, all at his expense. He quickly stuffed his own clothes in his locker and snapped the lock on, locking the door whilst hoping that this class wouldn't be too rough.

	Luke's first problem was the three-inch heels on these dance shoes. He had never worn heels before and these definitely weren't meant for a novice. Looking down, he was fascinated by how shapely the shoes made his calves. As he walked out to the dance studio he caught a glimpse of himself in one of the locker room mirrors and promptly decided that nothing was worth this much embarrassment. He rapidly retreated back to his locker fully prepared to put his clothes back on and accept his instructor's anger over his tardiness and incorrect dress code.

	Unfortunately the lock wouldn't work, it simply refused to open. He tried the combination four times, then stopping and starting again another three times before trying to force it open with his bare hands, finally sighing and exhaling deeply through his nose he again slumped down on the bench. Both his car keys and his cell phone were safely locked away in the locker that was denying him access. Punching his locker door and bruising his knuckles in the process, he decided his only option was to see if there was a janitor or somebody he could call to maybe cut the lock off. Doleful and apprehensive as that meant biting the bullet and walking out into the dance studio in what he was wearing, he again headed off to class.

	Luke remembered full well the torrent of snickers and giggles as he'd walked into dance class the first day, but this was far, far worse. The laughing was neither subtle, nor concealed, it was loud and brazen. Even Madame Chouinard couldn't control herself as despite a valiant effort she burst out laughing at the ridiculously feminized male entering her class.

	"My dance clothes were swapped for these" he muttered gesturing at his attire by way of an excuse.

	"Well, I'm so glad you swapped them because I think with this outfit you'll be the highlight of the semester, if not the entire year. You've definitely topped your first day." She chuckled.

	"Please, I need to get the lock on my locker cut off so that I can get my own clothes out."

	"I'll give physical services a call for you" smiled the redhead assistant who couldn't help shaking her head at Luke.

	"Look, it wasn't my choice. My step-sister must have swapped one of her old dance outfits for mine."

	"Sure" replied Megan. "That would explain the leotard and maybe even the fishnets, but why are you wearing the gloves and the bow in your hair."

	"Err, I don't know. I guess it just went with the rest of the outfit." He looked down embarrassed.

	"Oh my Latin princess, you make this class so entertaining, I can hardly wait to see what you’re going to do for us next." Exclaimed Madame.

	As Luke glumly went to stretch before the class started, he could feel the entire class staring at him. Megan did feel a bit sorry for Luke who seemed nice enough when she talked to him, but somehow she couldn't resist waiting forty-five minutes to make the call for a janitor to cut open his locker. After composing herself, Madame Chouinard had no trouble treating Luke like any other student but he couldn't help feeling ashamed and embarrassed as he heard the majority of his classmates whispering about him and giggling.

	When class ended Luke made a beeline straight for Megan. He had no idea that she had only placed the call to physical services about ten minutes earlier. "Did they cut the lock yet?" he asked frantically.

	"I'm sorry; but they'll be at least another forty-five minutes."

	"What am I going to do?" He wailed. "I guess I can hide in the locker room until they get here but if that's how the dance class reacted, I can't imagine walking through the halls like this."

	"Aren't you forgetting something?"

	"What?"

	"We have a big exam on Jane Eyre in about fifteen minutes with Dr. Shepherd and I don't think you want to miss that, just for a little wardrobe malfunction. Like Madame Chouinard, Dr. Shepherd doesn't mess around. You miss that exam and she'll fail you without a pause."

	"Oh God that's right. With all these outfit problems I totally forgot about it, but I seriously can't walk through the halls dressed like this."

	"Well, I could try to make it a little less embarrassing, if you want."

	"Please, anything would help."

	Megan quickly and skillfully applied lipstick, blusher, eyeliner and mascara to the frightened freshman's face. She played with his hair and used the bow to make it look more feminine. "There that's as good as I can do in this little bit of time."

	"What? How's this going to help me?"

	"Well admittedly you'll still be wearing a humiliating dance outfit through the halls, but at least this way you'll look more like a female dancer" she said as she stuffed the built in bra of his leotard with an old pair of blue legwarmers.

	"I don't know..." he hesitated.

	"Well, that's the best I can think of to help you. Now, I also need to change, and fast."

	"Sorry, thank you Megan."

	Resigning himself to more total humiliation Luke stumbled out of the dance building and started across the quad towards the English building. The dance class had helped him get good enough in the heels to not keep twisting his ankle, but he was hardly fluid enough to look graceful. Instead his ankles wobbled with each slow halting step that he took. People sped right past him but he only got a couple of cat calls. He could hear his fellow students talking about him as they passed him, as though he wouldn't hear them, which only increased his humiliation.

	"You aren't very good in those shoes yet, are you?" laughed Megan as she easily caught up with him.

	"I've never worn shoes with heels before."

	"Really?" she asked, looking askance at him.

	"What's that supposed to mean?"

	"Nothing, but it's not exactly the first time I've seen you in women's clothing is it? You also seem to have removed all your body hair and you're wearing perfume."

	"That's French cologne." He snapped at her.

	"Yeah, okay whatever you say. Look put your heel down first, one foot in front of the other, then follow it with your toe and take smaller steps."

	"That'll just make me slower."

	"It'll be faster than a trip to the emergency room."

	Megan and Luke finally arrived at their classroom just as Professor Shepherd was passing out the tests. She looked crossly at the interruption but took one look at Luke and began laughing as did the rest of the class.

	"I do not tolerate lateness, but I'm willing to make a huge exception in this case."

	"He had trouble walking in his heels" chipped in Megan.

	"Of course he did. Please tell me that's your lucky test taking dress."

	"I couldn't get my locker unlocked and had to wear my dance clothes here” replied Luke bashfully.

	"And those are your dance clothes are they? I really must check out that class sometime."

	As the class rocked with laugher, Luke wanted to tell her that his horrible sister had switched clothes with him, but with the class already acting like they were watching open mic night at the Apollo, it seemed better to just accept the humiliating situation. He hurriedly sat down to take his exam and though he was obviously not completely focused, he was pretty sure he aced it. Professor Shepherd was a good teacher and he really felt he was learning something even if it wasn't a course that he would voluntarily have picked for himself.

	After class, Luke was able to get his locker cut open. When physical services finally opened it, he was as shocked as anybody to find his bag of clothes completely gone. All that remained in the locker were his car keys, which were now on a rubber purple high heeled shoe key ring, a cheap pink plastic wallet with his stuff inside, and his cell phone now in a very feminine pink protector. The janitor scratched his chin confused by what was going on but just assumed that Luke was a pervert.

	By now Luke was very troubled because he couldn't figure out how Julie had done it. She'd have had to have cut a class in order to make the switch. The good news was that meant that he could get her into a world of trouble with their parents. Walking to the student center to meet Helene was yet another embarrassment for Luke. His calves were killing him, but he was getting much more used to walking in heels now.

	"Oh no Luke, what happened to you?" asked Helene barely suppressing a giggle.

	"My bitch of a sister" complained Luke. "She swapped my dance clothes for hers."

	"That is so mean. I am sorry Luke."

	"She is dead when I tell our parents. She must have cut class to come over and steal my clothes when I was taking my English test."

	"C'est naze! That is very serious. Cutting a class would never be tolerated in France."

	"Yeah? Well my parents won't tolerate it either.”

	"Are you sure that it was her that did this?"

	"Somebody who knew the combination to the lock removed my stuff when they knew I was in English. It's pretty easy to put two and two together."

	"Ouais, enfin I like Julie" smirked Helene, "but if she did this then you must tell on her for her own good if nothing else."

	"I intend to. Nobody makes a fool out of me like this and gets away with it."

	He missed the look that Helene shot him.

	Luke was fuming the whole way home and it was all Helene could do not to laugh in his face. He had no idea that she was the one who'd removed his things from the locker and stashed them in another student locker for use at a later time. When they got home Luke raced up to Julie's room, but she wasn't back yet. He washed the makeup that Megan had put on him off and changed into his own clothes. Julie arrived home around four-thirty, about an hour before their parents were due home.

	"Good afternoon brother or should that be sister? It's so hard to keep track of these things."

	"You are such dead meat, bitch. You screwed up this time." he said grabbing her arm.

	"I'm not the bitch here and if you want to see what dead meat looks like, you just keep on touching me." She responded.

	Quickly he released her. "Do you have any idea how embarrassing that was for me?"

	"No, but if you'd like to share, I would absolutely love to hear all about it."

	"Where are my damn clothes?"

	"Oh those old rags, I ditched them. You didn't want them did you?" smirked Julie.

	Luke was absolutely livid, she wasn't even denying it but she had hers coming. However when their parents arrived home things went rather differently to the way he'd imagined. It was when they were all sitting at the dinner table for their evening meal that Luke raised the subject. Rather than calming down since arriving home, his sister's smug attitude about her crimes had only managed to made him even angrier.

	"We need to talk" said Luke addressing his parents with urgency.

	"What's the matter?" asked his mom.

	"Julie switched my dance clothes with one of her dance costumes from last year."

	"Oh that's mean. Did you have to miss your dance class today because you didn't have your little costume?" asked his mom, rather condescendingly.

	"No, I wore the one that she'd put in my bag. It was extremely humiliating."

	"It had to be" interjected Helene. "It was so very feminine, what with all the little sequins and those gorgeous ruffles, and then he had to wear it for the entire day."

	"I don't understand" said his dad furrowing his brow.

	"She switched my lock too. So I couldn't open my locker to get my clothes out and then when I finally got the lock cut open, all my clothes were gone."

	"Son, I don't..."

	His dad's thoughts were interrupted by Luke's phone ringing loudly. Even Luke was surprised to discover that his ring tone had been changed to the song Man, I Feel Like a Woman. He quickly checked the number and found out it was Allie, but she'd have to wait. Flustered, he fumbled to stop the music.

	Julie just snickered at the table before Helene interrupted telling her, "T'sais, in France it is quite serious to steal a man's dance clothes."

	This caused Luke's own mother to explode in laughter before making a valiant attempt at regaining her composure and apologizing.

	"Julie, don't mess with your brother's clothes please. But I have to say this sounds like just a juvenile prank. You should have seen what your mother and I--" began Luke's father.

	"But dad" complained Julie. "I didn't do it."

	"Bullshit!" exclaimed Luke.

	"We're at the dinner table and last I remember we had manners" said Luke's mom piously.

	"Manners? You don't understand" argued Luke. "The only way that the bitch could have done this, was by cutting some of her own classes."

	"Enough of that language, especially as your mother says, at the dinner table! But you do have my attention" said Luke's father, his tone getting much more serious and looking pointedly at Julie.

	"Dad, I didn't do it, any of it. He was probably just trying on my clothes again and sort of got confused."

	"What? I don't try on your clothes" reacted Luke angrily wondering where that accusation had come from.

	"Really? Half of my panties and bras are strangely missing" retorted Julie causing their mom to look over at her son and wonder.

	"That's a lie" cried Luke his voice cracking.

	"Okay, let's all try to calm down here, so we can discuss this rationally" said their father. "When were your clothes stolen?"

	"It happened while I was taking my English test, so between 9:15 and 10:45" said Luke.

	"Well?" asked Julie's mom raising an eyebrow at Julie.

	"I took a physics test at 9. You can call the school and check if you want, but I'm sure it'll be graded by tomorrow, so you can see the results for yourself.

	"That class ends at 9:50” snapped Luke thinking furiously.

	"True, but then I have history and there were presentations today, so I took a bunch of pictures with my phone" said Julie calmly showing her phone to her dad.

	"You could have given your phone to a friend and had them do that while you were stealing my clothes." Persisted Luke desperately.

	"And here are some selfies that I took with my friends in the same class” said Julie somewhat smugly.

	"What? Let me see that?" He couldn't believe it. She had practically confessed earlier. Now he looked like a liar and a total fool in front of his parents. "This, this is impossible."

	"Is it possible; that you were looking at Julie's old dance outfits, not trying them on or anything and maybe, accidentally got the outfits mixed up with yours?" asked his mom.

	"No mom. I don't know how she did it, but I know she did."

	"Well, I don't think so" said Julie's dad pronouncing judgment. "I think that you're under a lot of strain right now, what with starting college and everything. I think you're probably taking it out on your little sister, very unfairly. I also think that you should apologize to her, right now."

	"Julie, I'm so sorry I thought you would do such a mean thing" said Helene jumping in.

	"Wait, those are very convenient photos to have ready, giving her an alibi if she didn't do anything." Luke knew that he was now clutching at straws, but wasn't ready to give up yet.

	"That's just about enough from you Luke, falsely accusing you sister because you've messed up and embarrassed yourself." Thundered their father at Luke. "Apologize, now!"

	Knowing when he was beaten, Luke looked down and mumbled “I'm sorry Julie."

	"That's alright" comforted Julie patting her brother on the shoulder. “I know it's tough for you right now, but if you ever need to talk I'm always here for you. I really don't mind about the dance costume, although that Latin number was one of my favorites, but please stay out of my underwear in future. If you ever want to go shopping or borrow something, I'm happy to help."

	"I think a ‘thank you' would be nice right about now, Luke." Said Luke's mom, before looking at him strangely and shrugging her shoulders before taking another fork full of her Tilapia.

	 

	***

	 

	Luke's week had been utterly miserable, one of the worst of his young life but the weekend was finally here and with it a chance to meet Allie and her friend Erin, who sounded every bit as great as Allie herself was. She'd promised him that Erin was beautiful and smart and funny. What more could he ask for. He was primping himself in the mirror when Helene entered his room. "Good luck tonight. Allie told me all about setting you up with her friend."

	"She talked about me?"

	"Well, t'sais the three of us are in class together, no?"

	"No... I mean yes, yes of course we are. What did you tell her?"

	"I told her that you were an étonnant young man with many outstanding qualities and if she helped you to find happiness, well that would be a wonderful thing."

	"Thank you Helene, that really means a lot to me. I'd better get going though."

	Luke arrived at the club early. He was such a nervous wreck about the night that he left half an hour before he should and then drove like a maniac only to get there far too early. Anxiously he sat at a small table watching the door. Club Juneau was a very alternative place that had only opened up in this sleepy little town eighteen months ago. It seemed to attract the self-described freaks from all the nearby communities. Gays and straights were pretty boring compared to the many different sexual orientations that descended on Juneau on a nightly basis. Saturday nights the crowd was much tamer, with ten people watchers for every person there worth watching.

	Waiting for Allie and Erin to arrive he too became a people watcher. Although he wasn't really focused as he was concentrating on how great it would be when Allie finally arrived. Had he been looking slightly more intently he might have noticed the woman in the tight black dress, big retro glasses and flaming red hair who'd staked out her own table in the limited seating, gaining a great vantage point to film or photograph Luke's small table from. Helene smiled as she observed her prey noticing with delight his obvious anxiety.

	Life for Helene had never been easy. Her family was well-to-do, but self-centered, abusive, and often on the wrong side of the law. She'd left home as soon as she was able, blowing through considerable sums of money enjoying the high life for the next couple of years. Had countless affairs with some interesting people of both sexes before she finally met a striking French-Algerian of twenty named Fatma. Fatma was as beautiful as Helene and both of them were very clever, but neither of them really felt like they had anybody else. They soon discovered that they shared a passion for destroying men. Helene had always felt great resentment towards people with supportive families like Luke's, which clearly put him firmly in her sights. She longed to return to Fatma but for the next few months she would amuse herself toying with Luke, rather as a cat does with a mouse. Batting it back and forth between its paws, teasing and tempting it to try to escape or fight back, before finally devouring it.

	Finally Luke spotted Allie entering the club. She looked as radiant as ever in a purple sequined dress that caught the bright lights of the club and drew even more attention to her radiant beauty. She was accompanied by a blonde boy who looked about her age and looked like he could have been plucked straight from the pages of a magazine. Of course Allie would have a hot date. Why wouldn't she? Still he hoped her friend Erin was everything she said she was. Especially, since this was now clearly turning into a double date.

	"Hi Allie" said Luke nervously standing to greet his classmate. He leant forward and hugged her close thinking she felt as amazing as she looked. "I'm excited to be here and can't wait to meet Erin."

	"Hey Luke" replied Allie smiling broadly. "Well, here he is, this is Aaron."

	The blonde boy stepped forward and greeted Luke with a hug that took him completely off guard. "Mmm, you smell great" said Aaron.

	"Oh my God, Allie" said Luke staggering back almost as if shot. "I'm not gay. You didn't know that?"

	"What? I'm sorry Luke, maybe I shouldn't have assumed but you were bemoaning the lack of boys in your classes, the way you dress and act, and share girl talk with me in class, how could I have ever suspected differently?"

	"Hey, it's alright" interrupted Aaron. "We all have to find our own sexuality. I'm not strictly gay either, I'd say I'm at most thirty-percent gay." It was now Allie's turn to be confused. "Huh,

	I don't understand. Are you're saying it's like a spectrum?"

	"Well I wouldn't go that far, but kind of yeah" said Aaron. "Look I just know I'm out there and I like both women and men, maybe the latter a little more, and transgendered people most of all. It took me quite a while to get there though and I'm guessing it'll take Luke awhile I'm sure."

	"I'm definitely and very positively, absolutely straight" contradicted Luke adamantly.

	"I feel really foolish now. I even asked Helene. I'm so sorry Luke" said Allie.

	"Please don't apologize, at least not on my behalf" said Aaron. "We're just three people who are out and having fun, maybe there won't be any sparks between Luke and I, but that's fine it doesn't mean we can't all have a good time together."

	"Aaron's right and I apologize for my clumsy, phobic reactions. Please let me make it up, would you like to dance Allie?" he asked clumsily.

	"Um, I would like to see you two dance. You guys go and dance for this lady first, then we'll switch partners."

	"I believe we've been commanded by our lady, Luke. Shall we show her what she's missing out on?"

	"Err, I don't know" hesitated Luke. "I'm very straight you know."

	"Ah, how about if I solemnly promise not to have sex with you on the dance floor then?" Swore a smiling Aaron as he offered Luke his hand.

	Reluctantly Luke accepted. He couldn't but help really liking Aaron. He had a way about him that was very open and likeable. Still Luke liked Allie even more and that's who he had to try to impress now. Dancing with Aaron was strange but it wasn't like this was a slow song. What they were doing was nothing that he hadn't seen girls do together at parties many times over.

	It wasn't long before he had Allie in his arms dancing slowly, it felt wonderful. Despite not finding the wonderful romance he'd been dreaming of, he had to admit that he had a great time in spite of himself. All three of them danced together in groups of two and three. They finally left the club feeling very tired but declaring that they should do it again very soon.

	In Luke's reverie he missed seeing Helene striding right past him in her red wig. She looked down at her phone and counted that she had taken 41 pictures that night, for which she might have a future use. She raced to beat Luke home.

	As he drove home he thought back on a very pleasant evening, but there was one thought that kept nagging at him. He couldn't help wondering what Allie meant when she said that she'd talked to Helene. Why wouldn't Helene have told her that he wasn't gay? Surely she knew that? He would have to get to the bottom of that. If somehow she thought he was gay then she would never consider him as a potential lover.

	On the Sunday, Helene was scarce and Luke could think of nothing to say to her that didn't make him sound either gay or simply unhinged. Finally by Monday he'd worked out an entire speech in his mind. He had learned that her sewing class partner Robyn and she had gotten overly ambitious in designing a dress rather than just a skirt for their first project, then Robyn had come down with a virus and was going to be absolutely no help. Helene sighed that she would be spending every spare moment in the sewing room trying to finish their project by herself so that it would be ready for class tomorrow. Sure enough, as he entered the sewing room about an hour and a half before French class he found Helene looking like something out of an old French movie. She was on her knees working hard on a beautiful crimson dress with a fitted bodice and full sleeves.

	"Hi Helene, do you have a moment, I need to talk to you" said Luke.

	"Oh Luke, it sounds like you have something very serious to say. Is it très impérieux, how you say 'an emergency' because this dress is a catastrophe?"

	"Well yes, it is important, to me anyway" said Luke meekly.

	"Then we must talk, but could we do it in our French class? All we will be doing is planning our skits and turning in our papers today."

	"Well I'm afraid it's a bit private."

	"Hmm, I hate to ask you to do this, but do you think you could help me? If you do, we can discuss whatever you want, while I work on this désastre. Ce te dit?"

	"Okay, I guess that would be alright. I'm not much with a needle and thread though."

	"Oh yes that's right. I forget that you're only in here because of that scheduling erreur. Mais, I know what we can do. Viens, come with me" she said leading him over to a platform and bringing the dress with her.

	"No, no I don't feel comfortable with this" objected Luke as he became aware that Helene was going to make him into her dress dummy just as Allie had done with the skirt.

	"Laisse tomber, but we'll have to talk after couture, as I don't have the time otherwise. Please Luke, of course you don't have to do this, but it would be such a big help to me and we could talk for the next ninety minutes about your sujet sérieux before the French class. Nobody will see you. Can't you do this petit affaire pour moi?"

	Helene's increased use of her native language in her gloriously sexy accent combined with her deep blue imploring eyes easily melted Luke's resistance, and against his better judgment he found himself agreeing to help her. "Okay... I guess, but we really need to talk while I do this."

	"But of course, I'm all yours. You'll need to take off your shirt and pants though, if you don't mind."

	Moments later Luke was clad only in a pair of light green boy shorts and Helene had him stepping into the dress. He immediately noticed that it was a very shiny gown. "We are very lucky, you are practically the same size as Robyn" said Helene as she busied with making it hang right, pinching it and pulling it about his body. "So, what did you want to talk about?" She mumbled with a mouthful of pins.

	"Somehow Allie got the impression that..., that I was gay” complained Luke.

	Helene smirked behind him as she grabbed the 138 Nylon and pulled it tighter. This was an incredibly strong thread that she had used throughout the dress. The dress itself was made of ultra-durable polyester silk that would stand up to just about anything. "I suppose that must have made your date the other night very difficult. I'm so sorry."

	"Did you tell her that I was gay?" He twisted round trying to look at her.

	She quickly responded by pulling him back straight again before replying, "Moi non, why would I do such a thing?" She bent down beginning to sew the back of the dress. "It's very important that you don't move your arms until this is finished. Keep them at your sides and take a step back so that you're up against the stand."

	"Alright" agreed Luke doing just as he'd been told, "but she said that she talked with you about setting me up."

	"Oui, with someone named ‘Erin'. I thought it was a woman that she was suggesting."

	"Ha, I made the same mistake," laughed Luke. "but are you sure you didn't say anything that would make her think I'm gay?"

	"I have no idea, I don't think so" replied Helene as her nimble fingers quickly sewed the back of the dress.

	"Well she does now and I have no idea what to do about it."

	"She talks to you more than she does to me. But maybe I can talk to her. I could even make her aware of your feelings for her, if you want."

	"Would you? I would really appreciate that." "Then think of it no more. I have to get something really quickly and I will be right back."

	"Sure, but please hurry. We have to get to French class soon." He called after her as she left.

	Luke waited there impatiently for Helene to return. He was so nervous that somebody would see him in this extremely feminine gown, and was so relieved when she returned.

	"I think we are finished for today. Could you take the dress off and hang it up for me, I'd really appreciate it. I know you can't be thrilled about me seeing you in your underwear so I will leave you now and we can meet later in class” she said hurrying out of the sewing room before he could respond.

	Luke reached behind himself to unzip the dress but found he had no access to the zipper. He had been sewn to the back of the platform and the sleeves of the dress had been sewn to the bodice leaving his arms trapped at his side. The way that it was sewn meant that even if he tried to use all his might to rip free of the platform, he was still unlikely to succeed. He strained his muscles to the utmost but the first thing that felt the stress was his neck and he realized that he would surely choke himself before he could pull away. In desperation he began to try wiggling out of the dress, but it was impossible. He'd been securely sewn inside the dress and to the platform, he was undeniably stuck.

	"Oh hell" he cried. There was no doubt but this had to be deliberate. It suddenly dawned on him when all these things had started happening to him and everything began to make perfect sense. No wonder Julie was able to pull that prank in dance class. She'd never had to show up on campus, Helene had done it. He thought back to the nail polish incident, the pink underwear and he no longer had any doubts why Allie had thought he was gay. He was left to twist and wriggle waiting for somebody to come by. The only question that he had was whether Helene had been deliberately doing these things to purposely humiliate him, or whether it was just a series of harmless pranks that he had blown out of proportion. He was left hanging off the wall for the next hour before a group of girls entered the room giggling. It was only after much pleading and outright begging, with the girls having a really good laugh at his expense, that they eventually agreed to cut him free.

	He dressed quickly and rushed over to the French class, but was too late. Pamela was just leaving the class talking to a male student named Dennis, who was good looking and seemed popular with the girls. He seemed to be having exactly the type of freshman year that Luke had hoped to experience.

	"There you are" said Pamela. "We missed you.”

	"I was tied up. I see I'm too late now, but I still need to get my paper to Professor Herbert or he'll lower my grade two letters."

	"Oh, don't worry about it” chirped in Dennis, "Helene took care of it for you."

	"Sh-she did?" he replied nervously.

	"Yes, she gave both of your papers to Professor Herbert. She said you were still getting dressed or something” replied Pamela. "Hey, she also gave in the skit you wrote. I'm really impressed you're willing to do that, it's so funny."

	"Uhm yeah. Look, sorry but I need to run” said Luke before he practically sprinted to the parking lot. He usually gave Helene a ride on Tuesdays and Thursdays, but she had made other arrangements today, presumably to work on the dress. Like a bat out of hell Luke sped out of the parking lot. He really needed to confront her and he needed to do it now. He wanted to do it before his mom and dad got home as well, as this would give him four hours to put the fear of God in her without them around to hold him back.

	He was just pulling onto his block when he heard Man, I Feel Like a Woman blaring from his cell phone again. Damn he needed to change that ringtone. Looking down at the screen he saw that it was Professor Herbert calling him.

	"Hello professor" he answered.

	"Luke, we missed you in class today."

	"I'm sorry, but I got hung up and only made it right after class ended."

	"Well you're allowed three absences per semester, but don't abuse it."

	"Of course not professor."

	"Luke, I need to ask you something and I need you to be very honest with me. Did you write the paper that Helene turned in for you?"

	"Well... yes professor. Is it alright?"

	"The French is excellent. You are much better than any student I can recall at idiomatic expressions."

	"Thank you professor. Although I'll admit I did get some help from Helene."

	"But the thoughts are all yours, Luke?"

	"Yes sir." He affirmed, wondering what he had just committed himself to.

	"Well in that case, I accept. Thank you. I'll see you tonight at seven-thirty."

	"Professor..." said Luke before he was cut off. This was getting worse and worse. What the hell had Helene put in that paper?

	Luke charged into the house and sprinted up the stairs. He was practically out of breath by the time he arrived at the guest bedroom where Helene was staying.

	"Oh Luke, there you are. We missed you in class today" she chirped.

	"I know what you've been doing and it stops right now!" He growled.

	"Are you angry Luke?"

	"Angry? Of course I'm bloody angry. You've been making a fool out of me, you bitch."

	"Moi? As if I would ever do such a thing." She chuckled.

	"You have been fucking with me, feminizing me, setting me up ever since you moved in here, but you took it too far with that little stunt you pulled in sewing today. Now, I've got you red handed."

	"Ah, so I guess you know now, but I don't see how that's going to help you."

	"Because if you don't leave me alone, I am going to get you kicked out of this house and University, and then sent back to France."

	"Oh you are so cute when your nostrils flare like that."

	"I'm warning you bitch, don't try it anymore. I will fuck you up."

	"You are so adorable little Luke with your temper tantrum. You're cracking me up."

	"You know, fuck it. I'm going to my parents and to the university right now, they'll have your ass back on a plane to France before dinner tomorrow night."

	"Silly boy, I think you've seen too many movies, you know where the detective figures out who's the criminal and then the gendarmes come and take them away. All you have actually succeeded in doing is upping my timetable, because I no longer have to hide what I am doing. It's really quite funny when you think about it."

	"I'm not laughing. You only got away with all that stuff because I made the mistake of trusting you. Well that's never going to happen again. It's over and you're getting kicked out. I'll make sure of it."

	"You think so, do you?"

	"No, I know so."

	"Alright, let us consider what will happen then. First, you'll get in trouble for cheating in your French class. If you're lucky you may only get an F for that class, but DuPont does have a rather strict honor code so expulsion isn't out of the question. Then there's the video that I shot of you walking around campus in your little dancing dress. When that goes out on all the social media, it could even go viral, you'll be famous or should that be infamous?"

	"You wouldn't dare." However he was sounding less than sure, even to himself.

	"Oh, it gets better Luke. I've got all sorts of pictures of you dancing with that other boy at the night club, what was his name again, Aaron? Now I know your parents are very open minded and supportive, but when Julie leaves those pictures out for your parents to find, well you'll have a real fun time explaining everything. Of course they'll come around eventually, but I foresee a lot of long, intense family discussions in your future as they let you know that, disappointed in you as they might be, they just want you to be happy."

	"I--" he gaped at her, realization dawning on him.

	"Then there's Julie. She has much, much more stuff to drop on you when I leave, including pictures of you in your dress during sewing class. Face it, I can turn you into a pitiful, humiliated laughing stock, probably even get you kicked out of university and certainly guarantee that no girl in this state is going to even look at you without laughing. Or..." she paused dramatically, “you can get down on your knees right now and beg me to become your owner."

	"Wait, Helene can't we just--"

	"I said down, bitch." She growled imperiously.

	"I'm not..., I'm never going to..."

	Suddenly with an almost feline grace, Helene sprung to her feet and slapped him hard across both cheeks, forehand and backhand. Tears began to stream down the frightened boy's face. "Down, on your knees, now." She intoned.

	"I... I can't." She bitch slapped him again. This time even harder and large red spots appeared on both of his cheeks. Reluctantly, broken he dropped to his knees, sobbing.

	"Now tell me who owns you?"

	"You... you do." He managed between gulps.

	"Say it as a sentence, bitch-boy."

	"You..., own me, Helene."

	"Good, that's better, now ask how you can serve your owner!"

	"How can I serve you, Helene?"

	"You'll improve with practice, at least you'd better for your sake. For now, go to your room there's an outfit I've kindly laid out for you on the bed. I don't want any back talk, just go to your bedroom and put on the outfit that's on your bed. Be back in here, on your knees in fifteen minutes or you will be punished."

	Glumly, shoulders slumped and head hanging down a beaten Luke shuffled over to his room. Lying on his bed were a lacy black bra and panties set, a pair of fishnet stockings, a short black French Maid's outfit and a pair of shiny black sandals with a very narrow three-inched spiked heel.

	Luke was mortified. He couldn't believe what he was about to do, but she hadn't shown any hesitancy to humiliate him so far and he knew if he called her bluff, she would make good on all her threats. If he played along there was always a chance that an opening to free himself would present itself at some point. He knew beyond any doubt that if he stood up to her now, and lost, he was doomed.

	"On your knees Jacqueline, what did I say earlier? Don't start out by disobeying me, you really won't like the consequences. When you come into my room to await my orders, it must always be on your knees. Eyes down, you can look at my pretty feet if you want."

	Luke quickly complied. He didn't like that she had also given him such a girly name, but didn't see what he could do about it. "I await your instruction Helene."

	"Good, asking how you can serve your owner is a very good instinct to have. Is your phone in your bedroom?"

	"Yes Helene." He looked up at her surprised.

	"Bring it to me."

	Luke arose with some difficulty in the heels and went back to his bedroom to retrieve his phone. As she held out her hand he placed his phone in it. "Here it is Helene."

	"Obviously" she smirked. "Today is a very important day for you. It's when you begin your transition to dresses and full feminization. I am going to put on your face and then fix your nails. When I am done we will document your transformations on both our phone cameras. Stay on your knees but come closer and I will do your makeup for you. You'll need to pay close attention because it won't be long before I'll require you to be able to do this for yourself."

	"This is insane" he muttered.

	"Fine Jacqueline, I told you what the repercussions would be. If you can live with them just tell me to stop. Otherwise ask me nicely to make you pretty. The choice is yours."

	He struggled with himself, knowing now wasn't the time to fight back as she was ready for him and he couldn't win, but his pride made it so hard to simply submit. Finally he managed to force himself to say the demeaning words.

	"Please make me pretty, Helene." He whispered.

	"Very well" she said accepting his acquiescence. She began by smoothing a liquid foundation on his face to even out his complexion and make the powder sit better. After applying powder she dabbed blush on his cheek bones going just a bit heavy because she thought it was appropriate for the slutty maid look. She blended gray and purple and sky blue around Luke's eyes and gave him cat-like eyes using a dark eyeliner. Luke had naturally thick eyelashes and they took well to the heavy mascara. She used an eyelash curler to make them step out even more. A very bright lipstick and gloss made his cherry red lips really shine and painted his finger nails with the same gel polish that he had been forced to go to school in on that first humiliating day since Helene had moved in. "Unfortunately, your hair still needs to grow a bit more before we can do much with it. I do have something that will help you though. This long blonde wig will look good with your natural coloring. Put it on."

	"Yes Helene" he said reluctantly taking and donning the wig. She helped him straighten it, fluffing it around his shoulders. It was made of very high quality synthetic hair and was a deep honey blond color that appeared luxurious. It was cut straight with bangs and went down his back past his shoulders.

	"We'll need to do a little something about those eyebrows tomorrow. But for now, I think you look magnifique. Go look at yourself in the mirror."

	Luke slowly walked over to the full length mirror on the other side of her room. When he looked, he couldn't help but stare, at himself, initially straight on, then from all angles. He really did look like a woman. He wasn't especially hot, but he was definitely kind of cute. The short skirt and heels showed off incredibly shapely legs even if the heels were making it virtually impossible to walk, while simultaneously killing his feet. The breast enhancing bra gave him a slight cleavage and lent a far more feminine shape. He was lost in studying himself when he saw a camera flash and realized that Helene was taking his picture. Desperately he wanted to run and hide but she not only made him stay there, but pose in some of the most humiliatingly girly ways imaginable. He pouted, blew kisses, ran his fingers through his hair, played with his "breasts", and adjusted his stockings. Finally, she declared that she was done.

	"Since you are dressed for it you need to clean this house. I want to see it vacuumed, dusted and generally tidied; you can leave cleaning the floors for now."

	"I can't do that, Julie will be home any minute." He protested.

	"And that's a problem, how?"

	"She'll see me." He squealed, as if it should be obvious to anyone with half a brain.

	"Jacqueline, she's been living with you now for years. If anybody knows you're a little sissy bitch better than her, I don't know who it would be. You just remember to curtsey when she sees you and there won't be any problems."

	"But, but I can't--"

	"Just remember to curtsey, that's all."

	"Please, my parents will be home in two hours."

	"Then I suggest you get started. If you complete all your work, to my satisfaction, your parents need not know that we have acquired a new maid."

	"Yes Helene." He turned to go, demoralized and defeated.

	"So, how does it feel to be turned into a French maid, by an actual French girl?"

	"Lousy."

	"Aw" she pouted and then giggled, "mon petit chou-fleur adorable you are in for such a fun time now that we fully understand each other. Now scoot. Go clean, Jacqueline."

	 

	***

	 

	Stumbling out of the room still very unsteady on the heels, Luke climbed down the stairs using the banister to guide him safely. He didn't dare waste any time lest his parents see him like this and got started immediately. He was just dusting the end tables in the living room when Julie came in.

	"Now isn't this a sight for sore eyes. My brother the sissy maid" taunted Julie laughing as she mocked her feminized brother. "When I saw the maid's uniform that Helene had bought, I wondered how long until she'd have you in it."

	"Don't make fun of me, Julie!" demanded Luke.

	"Ha, or what? Is my bitch of a brother going to threaten me with his duster?" asked Julie.

	"No."

	"Get down on your knees bitch, over there in front of the couch. I want a foot rub."

	"But mom and dad will be home soon and I have to finish the cleaning."

	"Then I suggest you shift your ass so you can get back to your chores and still have enough time to change."

	"Yes Julie" said Luke as he got down on his knees to do as he was told.

	"What's your maid name, little brother?" asked Julie sitting down in front of him.

	"My maid name is Jacqueline."

	"Aw, that's so pretty" she teased. "Jacqueline, look at me and listen very carefully. If you ever say no to me again, I will have my friends over from school and you will serve us all drinks as my maid, and then you will put on a fashion show for us flouncing around in every girly dress and skirt I can find. Do you understand me?"

	"Yes Julie."

	"That's Ms. Julie to you from now on, Jacqueline.”

	"Yes Ms. Julie."

	"You're going to do all my household chores for me, from now on."

	"Yes, Ms Julie."

	"And I think that I'll have Dad's car and you can have your old clunker back."

	"Yes, Ms Julie."

	"Good girl, I think we understand each other. Now my feet aren't going to rub themselves are they? Take off my shoes and socks and get to work." Luke meekly complied. He gave his sister a fifteen minute foot rub before she ordered him to stop and continue cleaning the house. While she rushed upstairs to talk to Helene who was busy sending some very interesting pictures she had taken with Luke's phone to Professor Herbert."

	"That maid's outfit is sweet. He looks so defeated" admired Julie.

	"Oui, I think so too. I've been sending some pictures he posed for over to Professor Herbert."

	"Do they have a date tonight?"

	"I wouldn't quite call it a date, but they are meeting and Professor Herbert just texted Luke back to see if he was willing to meet him 'dressed'. I don't see any reason why he wouldn't want to" joked Helene.

	"I have this amazing red dress, that I'd be willing to loan Luke, I mean Jacqueline, for the happy occasion. I know that he still needs a lot of clothes. After all a girl can't have too many clothes."

	"That'd be great. He can wear the pumps if you don't have any shoes" suggested Helene.

	 

	***

	 

	It was seven-fifteen when Luke pulled up to the restaurant. He'd nearly hit the floor when he found out that the paper he had told Professor Herbert he had written was actually a long love letter to the man, and the sentiments in it were all his. Herbert had a reputation for chasing pretty young women, and the occasional man, from his classes. Evidently Luke's unintentional flirting in class had made quite an impression as had the photos of him in the French Maid's outfit. Now he was entering an out of the way bar wearing a red lace dress that showed off a ton of leg. The bra was not only designed to enhance the bust of the wearer but with a pair of chicken cutlets in the cups, he even appeared to now have a healthy set of B-cups. He looked like a very attractive young college girl, but walked like a drunken frat boy as he tried to maintain his balance in the heels.

	Twenty minutes later Luke watched as Professor Herbert walked into the quiet bar and spotting him quickly approached his student date. Herbert was trying to be discreet but his olive colored tweed jacket even had the ubiquitous patches on the sleeves. There was no doubting that this was a college professor. Luke was taken aback when Herbert kissed him on both cheeks in greeting.

	"I must say Jacqueline, you make a very lovely young woman" complimented the professor.

	"Th-thank you" stammered Luke.

	"When I read your paper and I saw you bragging about how pretty you were when all dressed up I wasn't sure, but after seeing those French maid pictures and now with you here like this I must say you are absolutely stunning."

	"Professor, I didn't write that paper. I don't really speak more than a couple of words of French."

	"What?"

	"It was Helene. She's been writing my papers and telling me what to say in class."

	"And your test?"

	"I'm sorry, I copied off her."

	"You little liar" snapped Professor Herbert. "How dare you?"

	"But I didn't know what else to do. I was accidentally put in advanced French and I couldn't drop and replace it. She said she'd help me and so I tried to tough it out."

	"So you don't know any French?"

	"Not really."

	Herbert laughed out loud before addressing Luke, "Well then you're in quite a pickle, aren't you?"

	"I suppose I'm going to have to take an F now."

	"A bad grade? Seriously. Do you really think you even deserve an F grade? Why wouldn't the university just kick you out when they find out you've been systematically cheating your way through my class? This isn't just one case of cheating, you've just admitted you don't know a word of the language."

	"Professor, I--"

	"You better get used to the idea that your student days are pretty much over. No other school is going to want a cheater either."

	Luke began to tear up. He was openly sobbing as all the dreams of his future came crashing down around him. "What have I done?'

	"Okay, wipe away your tears, I hate crying, from a boy or a girl" said Herbert handing him a napkin. "Look, I own a cottage out on the lake. If you'll spend the weekend up there with me as Jacqueline, I promise to show you a very good time, pay for anything you need, and I will even give you an A in my French class."

	"What?" Luke was dumbfounded. A moment ago he had no hope, but now here he was being thrown a lifeline. Admittedly he was sitting in a bar wearing a red dress and heels and his professor wanted him to spend the weekend with him at his cottage in order to get out of all the trouble he was in. He wavered, undecided almost preferring it when he had no choices.

	"Do you know what the phrase 'Voulez-vous des frites avec ça?' means? No, of course you don't, sorry stupid question. Well it means 'Would you like fries with that'?" mocked Professor Herbert. "Somehow I really don't see you working in construction looking like that, so I'm guessing that means a hairnet for the rest of your life."

	"Alright, I'll do it." Quickly blurted out a frightened Luke.

	"Excellent Jacqueline. Bring a swim suit, a couple of daytime outfits, and at least one dress for going out on the town. You will have a wonderful time I'm sure."

	The next day, Luke was forced to model the skirt for his sewing class. He was surprised to learn that Helene and her partner had made a skirt as well. Which meant that the dress from yesterday had been totally for his benefit, and bondage. He was forced to model the skirt for the whole class which meant that Allie and Helene worked to get him ready. Allie hugged him when they received an A for their efforts but it hardly felt worth it when the price had been standing in front of the class wearing the skirt with a blouse, padded bra, stockings and heels.

	The next day he was back in a dress for French class but after dinner he was summoned to Julie's room where he sat in her desk chair while Helene plucked his eyebrows. She wasn't making them highly arched, but she did want them to go from slightly bushy male eyebrows, past unisex to somewhat feminine. It was a challenge for her to see just how far she could push it without going too far and having Luke's mom and dad wonder what was going on.

	"I have a fantastique one-piece swimsuit that we can give to Jacqueline for the weekend" said Helene. "It has a halter and an open back so it'll be très sexy. But we should give your back a good waxing before you go."

	"Is all this really necessary?" asked Luke.

	"Well you could go and buy your own but I don't think you have a lot of money lying around, do you? Or are you going to ask mommy and daddy for a loan to buy a sexy swimsuit perhaps?" joked Helene.

	"He's already seen you in my red dress but you can borrow my green one if you promise not to spill anything on it” offered Julie.

	"I don't want your dress" complained Luke petulantly.

	"Great, I'll get my purse" said Helene. "I think it will be such fun to shop with you. I'll bet there are going to be all sorts of dresses that we can make you try on and model for us in the store."

	"Oh, can we get him a makeover at the counter too?" chirped Julie.

	"Okay, okay. I'd love to wear whatever clothes you have for me Ms. Julie."

	"Aw, what a sweet little sister you are Jacqueline" beamed Julie.

	Together the girls were able to assemble most of what Jacqueline needed for the weekend. There was a short trip to get him his own makeup and a little something sexy for the bedroom. Helene saw the way that Professor Herbert looked at Luke when he danced in front of his entire French class dressed as a cancan girl, kicking his legs up high and flipping his skirt from side to side. She knew it was going to be a very interesting weekend.

	Luke told his parents that he was going camping with some friends for the weekend but on that Friday afternoon he got out of Julie's car wearing the very skirt that he and Allie had made in sewing class and a white peasant blouse embroidered with flowers at the neckline that he had borrowed from Helene. He looked great, a week of being forced to mince around the house practicing his walk in ever higher heels had made him much more natural and graceful in them. Professor Herbert gave Jacqueline a big kiss on the lips which was documented by Helene's camera before he took his student's suitcases and put them in the car. Looking much like a condemned man Jacqueline got into Professor Herbert's car.

	Three days later the girls had Jacqueline kneeling on the floor dressed in the forest green and white baby doll that Professor Herbert had bought for her, a pair of white thigh high stockings were attached to a matching garter-belt and on her feet were the black pumps from the maid's outfit.

	"So he didn't fuck you? Really?" asked Julie.

	"No, he didn't Ms. Julie."

	"Not even a little blow job perhaps?" asked Helene.

	"No, he said he had a code. He had no problem putting leverage on me to get me into his room, but he wouldn't force himself on me and he wouldn't deflower me without my consent. Mostly we just kissed and cuddled."

	"Aw, a true romantic" snickered Helene.

	"He still seems a bit shady to me. Professors shouldn't be sleeping with their students." Stated Julie.

	"Well, next time you will be more ready, or should that be readier?" queried Helene. "Well anyway, Julie will work on making you much more feminine and submissive and I will teach you the art of rapports sexuels or ‘making love'."

	"Why? Why are you doing this? Just tell me that at least" pleaded Luke.

	"I can't deny it Jacqueline. I love the power that I feel over you. I enjoy watching you squirm and struggle even as I take every ounce of your masculinity away from you. I know you don't want to be a girl or feminized and that's what makes it so delicious for me to impose my will and make you into one" answered Helene.

	"Frankly, you've been kind of an ass to me ever since I had to move in here. I'm just having fun watching you, as Helene said, wriggle and squirm to avoid becoming sissified. Watching your pathetic attempts at fighting it are so funny. No matter what you do, you lose each and every time, and you are becoming such a girl now you know?" taunted Julie.

	"I think he's about ready for his big break in French class tomorrow" declared Helene putting down the tweezers.

	"I bet Professor Herbert won't even be able to concentrate on the class when he sees our Jacqueline" joked Julie.

	 

	***

	 

	It was now Helene who drove Luke's car to school. Taking his car away from him just helped to cement her position as the superior one in their relationship. Today Luke was especially nervous because he would be changing into his cancan girl outfit, which was placed neatly in the back seat to avoid getting it wrinkled.

	"This is going to be so much fun today Jacqueline. Think about it, the most masculine thing you will do all day is your modern dance class" crowed Helene.

	"You think I'm just some little toy, don't you?"

	"Yes." She brazenly replied. "Oh, speaking of toys, that reminds me. Open the glove compartment will you. Go ahead."

	With great trepidation he opened the glove compartment unsure what he would find. What he saw was a very large pink dildo with realistic balls and a suction cup, a bag of pink zip ties and a small makeup bag.

	"What's all this stuff?"

	"I should have thought that was obvious. We still have fifteen minutes until we get to school. I want you to take a lipstick from the bag and apply it to your lips. Then I want you to practice sucking on that dildo, you need lots of practice. So from now on you will carry it with you at all times."

	"But we're in my car, somebody might see."

	"Since you're riding in what's now my car, they had better see a very enthusiastic cock sucker, if they do look this way."

	"Please Helene, don't make me do this."

	"Now now sissy, do as you're told."

	Luke used the vanity mirror on the passenger side sun visor to help him apply his lipstick. He did have a few problems as Helene seemed to deliberately find the bumps in the road. Finally lips done he picked up the large pink dildo and looked at it. "It's so, so life like."

	"What do you mean? Ha, in your dreams sissy boy, yours looks nothing like that. All you have is a micro dick, more of a clit really. Go on shove that lovely bitte in your gueule."

	"I-I can't."

	"Put it in your mouth right now, sissy. I won't tell you again."

	Reluctantly he obeyed her command feeling the rubber cock filling up his entire mouth and hitting the back of his throat.

	"See, easy! Now plant some kisses on the head" she instructed and he hesitantly complied. "Good, I think you're a natural. Now, I want you to run your tongue up and down the underside."

	Luke pleaded with his eyes, but didn't dare object. Instead, he did just what Helene wanted. Unfortunately for Luke they were approaching a stop light and checking in the rear-view mirror Helene spotted a group of four young women in the car behind. Judging by the direction they were heading, Helene guessed they were probably DuPont students. She stopped at the light and waited for them to approach, which they did pulling up right next to them. She made sure to distract her passenger by having him tilt his head back, place the balls of the dildo in his mouth and begin sucking on them hard and noisily. She continued with a litany of precise and detailed instructions before telling him, "whatever happens next don't you dare take that cock from your pretty little mouth."

	Before Luke could even fathom her latest directions to him, she laid on the horn causing the entire car load full of girls to look over in their direction. They stared over surprised and puzzled until they saw Luke sucking on his dildo like a pro, then began to point and laugh. The closed window absorbed most of their catcalls but Luke was extremely aware of them. He whimpered but continued to pleasure his rubber cock.

	"Smile and wave to your new fans, sissy."

	Luke gulped and then shame faced looked over and smiled at the car full of laughing girls. He even managed to wave at them with his free hand.

	"Now a big kiss on the side window for them." Helene demanded.

	Luke removed the dildo from his mouth and planted his lipsticked lips on the window and left a print to a loud cheer from the girls in the other car. Helene could hear his groans of humiliation.

	"Just think we can do this every Tuesday and Thursday morning. Won't that be fun?"

	He tried not answering simply putting the dildo back in his mouth, but she was having none of it.

	"Well?" she demanded.

	"Yes Helene."

	"That's what I thought." She smirked again, her face beaming with delight.

	"Alright" said Helene as the light turned green and she hit the gas. "You go dance your little fanny off and then meet me in the sewing room. We're going to use it as a staging area to get you ready for your big moment in French class today. Needless to say, you'll be wearing your cancan girl outfit home."

	Luke didn't think things could possibly get any worse but he was in for a surprise. When he arrived at his dance class, he found out that the class had been asked to perform at the Christmas show. Megan would be in charge of it and he prayed that she would not make it too embarrassing for him.

	"Is our overall grade really dependent on this?" he asked her as they walked across campus together after the class.

	"Oh yeah, it's mandatory, but hey it'll be fun."

	"I'm just nervous about getting up in front of all those people, especially in some humiliating costume."

	"Oh don't worry, I'll try to take it easy on your delicate male pride. It certainly won't be as bad as that Latin number you wore" she laughed. "Actually, that's part of the problem. It's really hard to find songs to do with a class full of women and you."

	"I'm sorry to be difficult, but I do appreciate you trying to make me comfortable."

	"You have French next right? Why are you heading this way?"

	"I have to go to the sewing room to get my costume for my French skit."

	"What's your costume?"

	"Don't laugh."

	 

	"Me? I'd never laugh."

	 

	"I'm a cancan girl" replied Luke sheepishly.

	"Oh my God. I know I said I wouldn't laugh but that's too funny" she made a futile effort to stifle her snickering, but before long was laughing loudly.

	 

	"Yeah I know, it's going to be real embarrassing."

	"Embarrassing? It's going to be hysterical. Hey, I don't suppose I could get you to cross-dress for a number or two at the Christmas show could I?" She asked still giggling.

	"Oh no, I've had more than enough humiliation for quite awhile with the dance class."

	"Oh go on, please? Pretty please" Megan pleaded.

	"Don't you think I've been humiliated enough?"

	"I suppose, but at least it can't get any worse, can it?"

	“Huh, I don't know about that, somehow it always seems to!"

	"Please. At least think about it. I bet with a good costume nobody would ever know."

	"Look okay I'll think about it” he lied. "but now I need to run."

	Luke was surprised when he arrived in the sewing room to find not only the other two girls and the boy from his group, but also Allie there. One of the other girls was also a cancan girl and was already getting into her costume. He saw another dress draped over a chair and sighed.

	"I'm glad you're here, Luke" said Helene pleasantly. "I asked Allie to help get you ready. She was very happy to."

	"Thanks Allie."

	"Oh, I can't wait to see this Luke. You're going to be such an amazing cancan girl when I'm done with you” beamed Allie.

	"Great" he replied sarcastically feigning enthusiasm.

	Between them, Allie and Helene quickly got Luke fully made up as the other students stood by giggling. He worried that it wouldn't be long until somebody noticed he was now hairless. He pretended modesty to get some privacy so that he could change into his dress without anybody seeing the panties he was wearing. Helene had only that morning switched him from boy shorts to bikinis and there was now no possible doubt that he was wearing panties; but, because the entire class would be seeing his panties during the dance, she supplied him with a pair of pink rumba panties covered in lace.

	Already wearing a strapless padded bra with the panties, Luke pulled a pair of black fishnet pantyhose up his legs. Allie immediately noticed the way that he bunched the stockings before rolling them on and decided that her hunch had been right, he had more experience in women's clothing than he let on. Helene carefully placed the blonde wig on his head and brushed it out. She topped that off with a small black headband holding a large blue feather while Allie approached with Luke's dress.

	She held it out while he carefully stepped into it. As she zipped him up she whispered "You look absolutely fantastic. It's such a shame you don't like boys because you and Aaron would be perfect for each other."

	Luke’s face took on a pained expression as he desperately wanted to tell her that she was the one that he wanted to be with; but wearing his cancan girl dress and with all the makeup, he just couldn't bring himself to utter those feelings to her. Helene could see the expressions on his face and smiled to herself mistaking it for humiliation. He was lucky she didn't realize his true feelings or she would have made the situation far tougher for him.

	After Allie had helped Luke step into a pair of high heeled black boots he was now ready. Helene took him by surprise by liberally spraying him with some rather strong floral smelling French perfume saying, "If you're going to look the part, you may as well smell the part, right?"

	"Right" confirmed Allie taking a good whiff of Luke and smiling. "You smell very pretty Luke."

	"Alright ready? Its show time" said the other cancan girl.

	The presence of the other girl in a similar costume made it a little less humiliating for him, but he was still extremely self-conscious. He realized that the guys passing by them honestly thought that he was female. They were still paying close attention though because he was dressed in a risqué blue and black costume that only came to mid-thigh. They both caused quite a commotion as they walked to their French class. Luke decided that even the girlish accessories he was wearing were sexy. He reached up with his fingerless blue lace gloved hand to hold onto the blue feather in his headband lest a strong breeze undo all of Helene's work. The black lace choker he wore around his neck concealed his Adam's apple and only added to his girlish appearance.

	It was a silly three minute skit that they performed in front of the French class, followed by the two dancers managing an energetic cancan for nearly five minutes afterwards. Luke thought it was pretty awful as most of the other group's did five or six minutes of talking in French and showing off their language skills. Still, as Luke saw the look of lust in Professor Herbert's eyes there was no doubt in his mind that they'd both get an A for this performance. The other girl also realized this and after they finished gave him a big hug and a kiss for letting her in on an easy way to an A grade. Herbert had let them go first since the two girls were in such elaborate costumes and it didn't seem fair to make them stay like that.

	Sure enough after their applause had died down and the other skits started, the other girl went to get changed back into her jeans and t-shirt. Luke shocked everybody by simply going to his chair and sitting down in his cancan dress. This for Luke, was actually more embarrassing than the dance. All eyes in the class stared at him wondering why the cross-dressed boy didn't change. He figured anybody who wasn't already wondering about him what with all the things Helene had tricked him into saying in class, his passable feminine appearance and his elaborate costumes, had made up their minds by now that he was a sissy.

	After that class, it was time to go home for the day even though it was barely half past one. He'd been standing next to his car for about twenty minutes before Helene arrived to unlock it for him. She popped the door open and as soon as Luke got in she immediately made him practice sucking on the dildo again. They were still in the car park when she demanded that he start sucking.

	"Slather your lipstick all over it. Make love to it and let that dick know you really care" she ordered.

	"Yes Helene" he meekly replied.

	"We are going to have some fun when we get home" she exclaimed. "You have no idea how hard it was for me to do that stupid skit knowing you were up there in you cancan costume and everybody was looking at you. This power I now have over you makes me so wet. I get so turned on I would ravage you right here and now if I could."

	Helene wasted no time in racing home. Entering the house she immediately ordered Luke to his room to change into the lingerie that Professor Herbert had bought him and to wait for her there. She'd be there shortly.

	As Luke changed out of his costume and into the lingerie he wanted to protest. What he wanted more than anything was to yell at Helene but he dared not draw her wrath. Especially when he knew that the end result would leave him no closer to an escape from his current predicament. He had just finished getting dressed when Helene stepped into his room. Strangely she was wearing her bathrobe when she entered, quietly closing the door behind her. He wasn't sure what that boded for himself. What he did know was that she looked utterly amazing, he would have given just about anything to be able to lay her down on the bed and fuck her brains out right then and there; but he knew that there was more chance of her suddenly sprouting wings and flying off into the distance. Instead, he waited patiently for her next humiliating instruction.

	"You made me so wet in class today Jacqueline. Now you will be rewarded for that" she announced before opening up her robe. She was wearing a pair of my old underwear and sticking out of the fly was a large flesh colored dildo, which she had strapped to below her waist. Luke was so intimidated by the strap-on he almost didn't notice that she was topless and her magnificent breasts were on full display with her robe now wide open. When he finally noticed her standing before him in her full glory he could think of nothing else. Her body without any clothing to hide it was even more spectacular than his imagination had dreamt up. "Get on your knees my little bitch. It is time to worship your Goddess."

	He gulped "Yes Helene", his voice was full of the usual fear, but now there was something else there and she could sense it. Her new sissy was already in complete awe of her.

	"Take your tongue and just tease the tip. Kiss the head of my cock."

	"Yes Helene” he replied eagerly planting soft kisses on the head.

	"When you suck a dick, especially mine, I expect you to moan, sissy."

	"Mmmh, yes Helene." He moaned loudly.

	"That's better. You love this don't you? I want you to remember that. Now beg me to put my cock in your mouth."

	"Please will you put your cock in my mouth, Helene?"

	"Oh, I think you can do better than that."

	"Please let me suck your big juicy cock, my Goddess. Please."

	"You may. Get your hands off your sides and play with the balls as you swallow that big shaft... come on take it deeper. You can take more than that. Worship it."

	"Mmmh" by now she was fucking his mouth deep enough that he was having a hard time suppressing his gag reflex."

	"How does that taste sissy?" she asked pulling the dildo from his mouth.

	"It's delicious, my Goddess."

	Helene grabbed him behind his head and began to fuck his mouth much harder and faster. She pumped in and out steering her dildo into his mouth, forcing him ever deeper down on her shaft, the other end forced up into her pussy finding all her sweet spots. She suddenly climaxed with power and force, letting out a prolonged moan as she finally came from fucking his mouth.

	"Oh that was so good. You are actually a great cock sucker. Did anybody ever tell you that?"

	"No, no they never did."

	"Well don't worry, they will soon enough. Now get up on your bed on all fours and I'll be back shortly” she said before leaving. Luke followed her instructions and waited patiently about ten minutes before she returned wearing her school clothes. Her strap-on had been put away for the evening. In her hand she carried a black plastic bag and a pair of scissors.

	"Get up on your knees Jacqueline, and give me your hands" she ordered. No sooner did he comply than she began to wrap a pair of pantyhose tightly around his wrists. She took another pair and tied his elbows close together before telling him to lean forward and rest himself on his bound arms. Luke jumped as she reached for his dick and stuck his now throbbing member into a cup of iced water. As soon as she saw it shrivel, she attached a metal tube over his dick and a metal ring around his genitals, with a snap she locked the tube to the ring. "You now belong to me more than ever before."

	"What? What did you just put on me?" he asked in alarm and confusion.

	"It's called a cock cage and you will find that while wearing it you are totally dependent on me, if you wish to have an orgasm or even an erection. I can promise you that you had better start appreciating them because they will be few and far between."

	He was horrified but by now his submission to her had become second nature.

	"Yes Helene."

	"Good, now let's get you comfortable so I can show you your other new present."

	She bound his ankles and knees together before folding him in two and connecting his knees to his elbows. The result was that he was curled up like a little ball. She placed him so his weight was distributed between his arms and his knees and lubed up his asshole.

	"What are you doing now?"

	"You ask way too many questions. Good sissies are seen and not heard. If you must know I was lubricating your cul so I can do this" she shoved a small four-inch butt plug into his ass. "Just relax and the discomfort will subside."

	"No please, it's too big."

	"That's as small as they make. Any smaller and it'd get stuck in there. Come on, take deep breaths."

	As she could see Luke getting a little more relaxed she quickly stuffed his underwear that she had come all over into his mouth and secured it in place with another pair of pantyhose. Helene could hear a chime from Luke's cell phone, which was stuffed in his pants pocket on the floor.

	"You got a text Luke. It's from a girl named Megan" she said in her friendly voice. Luke just grunted. "She wants to know if you've considered cross-dressing for the Christmas show yet."

	I wouldn't miss it for the world. The girlier the better, Helene texted back.

	You are the best. Thank you so much!! Replied Megan.

	"Oh this sounds like a show not to be missed" joked Helene before leaving the room.

	He lay there gagged and restrained with a butt plug up his ass and ruminated on everything that has just happened to him. He wasn't sure what disturbed him more, that she had made him give her a blow job to an explosive orgasm, she had invaded his anus with a toy, or because he couldn't deny that on at least some level he had enjoyed what had happened and what did that say about him?

	If he wasn't tied up so securely, he would have wanted nothing more than to masturbate to thoughts of what Helene had done to him, but he realized those days were now over as long as Helene kept him caged. He sighed in frustration and flopped over on his side. As he shifted, so did the butt plug causing him to let out a little moan.

	 

	***

	 

	For the next couple of months, they managed to settle into a routine, which due to the frustration his blue balls imposed on him, was very difficult for Luke. He had suddenly gone from masturbating regularly, at least daily, to being unable to even become aroused without the tube causing him pain. Luke began to spend more and more time as Jacqueline, being an obedient slave to both Helene and Julie. Helene continued to make him dress up for his classes and around school in general, soon he had become quite passable as a girl. He eventually realized that like a moth to a flame, he was more and more drawn to Helene. He still didn't like all the humiliation but there was something about serving her, being beneath his goddess's feet that just felt so right to him.

	On the day of the Christmas show his entire family were in attendance to see him dance. The modern dance class performed five numbers. In one of those he was Santa Claus but in the other four he was dressed in various embarrassingly feminine costumes, everything from a sexy reindeer to a very Coquettish looking Mrs. Claus. Luke's dad was left speechless as he saw his son dancing in front of all those people in makeup, pantyhose, and heels; but his mom told him he was only being a good sport for helping Megan out with her casting problems.

	The big night for Luke, or in this case Jacqueline came on New Year's Eve. Before the Christmas break, Professor Herbert returned a test that Luke had taken. Judging by the number of obvious mistakes he had missed, he seemed bound and determined to give Luke a B despite his apparent lack of any actual French vocabulary. Helene had received her customary one-hundred percent for the same test. Unfortunately for Luke, Helene who was sitting next to him spotted the note stapled to the back of the test before he did. It was from Professor Herbert and it was an invitation to a very elegant and expensive New Year's Eve party at the Oberon Hotel. It even assured him that a hotel room for the night would be provided.

	"You know, you simply have to go to this, right?" asked Helene.

	"Yes Helene" replied Luke meekly as he was unable to say no to her.

	"Good, just so there are no misunderstandings. You said he was a gentleman to you before and I think he will be again, but this time you will suck his cock. I won't make you do more than that, unless of course the mood strikes you."

	"Thank you Helene."

	"We have much shopping to do before New Year's Eve then."

	 

	***

	 

	On New Year's Eve, Luke arrived at the hotel room early, along with Helene and Julie. The room was as spacious as most hotel suites and it would prove to be the perfect staging area to get Luke ready. He had spent the last few months learning to apply his own makeup and he had gotten quite proficient but Helene was still much better at it. His hair had grown quite long and with extensions it looked very feminine and sometimes even sexy. The girls had made Luke purchase a very expensive black satin bra and panties set, which he wore with a black waist cincher, a pair of silky black thigh high stockings and a lacy black garter-belt.

	"When you take your dress off for him tonight, you're still going to look so seductively sultry" said Helene in a smoky voice.

	His dress for the evening was an emerald green long sleeved sequined dress that would have looked right at home on any red carpet. Luke wore a pair of dangling emerald earrings in his pierced ears and a pair of stylish black leather pumps with a three-inch heel. As he was sprayed with perfume by Helene, Julie couldn't help, but acknowledge,

	"You know, you really are a knockout."

	At 9 p.m. Jacqueline took the elevator down to the ballroom where she found Professor Herbert waiting for her. He was dressed dapperly in a black tuxedo and Jacqueline knew that there were a lot of girls in her French class that would gladly have traded places with her.

	"Wow! You may just be the most breathtakingly beautiful creature I have ever seen” he said. Jacqueline knew that it was partly flattery but she also suspected there was a kernel of truth there as well. She took her date’s arm and together they walked into the ballroom mixing in with all the other young couples in love with each other and with life as they welcomed in the New Year.

	Jacqueline had drunk several stiff drinks to calm herself and she was getting a bit tipsy. She even felt herself hiccupping as he twirled her around the dance floor. There didn't seem to be any Luke left only Jacqueline and she was beginning to really enjoy herself dancing without a care with her handsome dance partner. She didn't want to think of anything else except enjoying tonight and Helene who would be catching a plane back home tomorrow but would surely want to hear all the details before she left.

	As she spun around the dance floor she suddenly found herself face to face with her own family. She was far too pretty for her parents to notice her as their son, but Helene blew her a kiss while Julie smiled and waved as if they were just old friends. Helene had bought tickets to the party for the family to thank them for their hospitality during the semester. Reality closed in on Jacqueline who urged her date to dance over to the other part of the floor.

	At the stroke of midnight Professor Herbert took her in his arms and kissed Jacqueline deeply and passionately. She lost herself in the moment and returned the kiss putting her arms around his neck and returning his affections. She was sure that either Julie or Helene would probably capture the moment on their phones, but at this point she didn't care. She looked over at their table and sure enough they both had their phones in their hands and were grinning.

	"It is getting late and I've had a lot to drink. I've also seen my family in the crowd and that makes me feel uncomfortable" confessed Jacqueline.

	"I am sorry. If I had known that they would be here, I would have taken you somewhere else."

	"It's alright I don't think we were supposed to know, until tonight. I have had a really wonderful time tonight but would you think me terribly forward if I suggested going up to our room?"

	"No, not at all" said Professor Herbert with surprise and more than a little excitement in his voice. "I think that would be wonderful."

	When they returned to the bedroom Jacqueline wasted no time taking off her dress and stripping down to her lingerie. There wasn't as much padding as usual in her bra, but she seemed pretty well able to fill it out. Her breasts seemed a bit puffy and sensitive but she didn't want to worry about it tonight. Perhaps Helene was right and the strict diet she'd had her on had caused this to happen. Helene had even put her on vitamins suggesting that while the twelve-hundred calories a day would shrink Jacqueline down to the right size, she had to be careful to get all the nutrients her body needed.

	"That lingerie is even better than the dress!” the professor said as he approached her.

	"You haven't seen the best part yet."

	Jacqueline pulled down the professor's underwear with all the skill of a Parisian escort, then taking him in her mouth began to give him the blowjob of a lifetime. She worked him moaning the entire time with this sexy kind of sigh that drove him utterly wild.

	"Come on baby cum for me" she cooed and her professor could take no more. He soon exploded into her mouth and all over her face. She swallowed his load and even cleaned him afterwards before heading to the bathroom to clean herself up. She had been taught well by Helene. Jacqueline had finally swallowed another man's seed. It was slimy and disgusting and led to all sorts of questions about his sexuality but all he could think of was how proud Helene would be of what he had just done.

	Throughout the night, Jacqueline and Professor Herbert lay spooned in each other arms until just before six o'clock when Herbert stealthily extricated himself and climbed off the bed. He stared at Jacqueline sleeping soundly and wrote her a note letting her know that the breakfast buffet was already covered and to thank her for such a marvelous evening.

	Half an hour later Helene entered the room with the spare key she had inveigled from the front desk while getting Jacqueline ready for the night. By the time he woke up Helene was already tying him to the bed.

	"What?" he groaned slowly gaining consciousness.

	"Calm down mon petit chou-fleur. It's only me."

	"I was afraid that you'd go home without seeing me again" he said his eyes watering as he gave her his left wrist to secure. "I sucked his cock. He came down my throat and all over my face."

	"I had absolutely no doubt in my mind. Jacqueline is such a good girl and that is what good girls do for their mistresses" in the dim light he thought he saw her smile before she kissed him on the cheek. "I couldn't go without giving you your Christmas present."

	"You didn't have to get me anything."

	"I don't have to do anything pet, but I insist" she said before tying his legs over his head to the headboard next to his arms. He was now laying flat on his back with his ass up in the air and his own caged dick very close to his mouth. Helene unlocked the penis cage and threw it on the bed next to him. "This is your gift."

	Helene lubed up Jacqueline's ass and then plunged her strap-on deeply into him. She didn't make love with the sort of force she had used so many times when she'd fucked his face. Instead it was still powerful, but it was much gentler with real affection. His asshole was now so much larger from all the butt plug training that her dildo slid easily between his cheeks.

	"I love you Helene" cried Jacqueline.

	"I know you do" she cooed. "Now let me fuck you."

	"Yes Helene, please"

	It would be wrong to say that Helene fucked Jacqueline because with every thrust from Helene, Jacqueline rose up to meet it until he finally shot his own load all over his face. It had been so long since he had been released from his cage that he couldn't help cumming and cumming hard. Helene untied Jacqueline's legs and let them rest softly on the bed and the two of them lay together. "Thank you Helene. I can't believe I got to serve you for so long."

	"You have been a good pet Jacqueline. I will miss you."

	 

	***

	 

	Jacqueline cried when his mistress finally left. He knew he would miss her more than life itself. He drifted off to sleep for a few more hours and awoke again around nine. Checkout was at eleven-thirty and Jacqueline was resigned to the fact that he was in for a very embarrassing morning once the maids found him. He even laughed to himself thinking about it.

	"Hello" cried a familiar voice as the door opened. It wasn't a maid at all, but Allie.

	"Wh-what are you doing here?"

	"Relax Jacqueline. I'm here for you."

	"For me?"

	"Yes, you are my Christmas present from Helene. Pretty wild, eh?" She picked up the cock cage from the bed and pulled down Jacqueline's cover.

	"Do you want to be mine?"

	"Oh Allie, more than anything. I've always wanted you, but to be yours well how does a girl get so lucky?"

	"Relax my pet, you're mine now. You're in very good hands." She said as she locked the cage on him.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	EPILOGUE

	 

	The older woman was in her mid-seventies and looking out the window taking in the sights from 40,000 feet in the air. Helene sat on the aisle seat thinking how much she missed Fatma and couldn't wait to get home to her and tell her all about her adventures. She placed a picture of Jacqueline dancing cheek to cheek with Professor Herbert into her scrapbook.

	Pictures of Jacqueline took up two pages of a forty-eight page scrapbook that already had twenty-six pages filled.

	"Excuse me but who is that girl?" asked the older woman.

	"Her name is Jacqueline."

	"Is she French too?"

	"No, she doesn't speak a word of the language."

	"She's a very pretty girl."

	"Yes she is" said Helene. "Very pretty indeed."

	Helene smiled and sat back in her chair contented. It was only four more hours to France and it had been a trip well worth the time.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	FRENCH GLOSSARY

	 

	Bref: In short / to summarize

	Je suis vraiment désolé: I'm really sorry

	T'sais: Ya know

	Ca te dit: You up for it? 

	Certainement: Certainly / for sure 

	Mais: But 

	Allez: Let's go / C'mon 

	C'est pourri: That sucks 

	Ca te dit: Sound good / you up for it 

	N'importe quoi: Whatever 

	N'est pas: Is it not / yes? 

	Enfin: Finally 

	C'est naze: That sucks 

	Ouais, enfin: Yeah, well 

	Étonnant: Surprising 

	Très impérieux: very important / compelling 

	Désastre: disaster

	Erreur: error

	Mais: But

	Viens: Come

	Laisse tomber: Forget it / never mind 

	Sujet sérieux: Serious subject / Important point

	Petit affaire pour moi: Little thing for me

	Moi: Me

	Oui: Yes

	Non: No

	Magnifique: Magnificent / marvelous

	Mon Petit chou-fleur adorable: My adorable little sweet-heart (literally cauliflower)

	Bitte: Penis/prick

	Gueule: Mouth / gob

	Cul: Arse
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