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	Steve is a college freshman who just wanted a normal life. His new roommate however had other ideas for him. She decided to make him as absolutely girlish as she possibly could.

	Written in 2005, this was the third story I ever finished and by far my most controversial. It's also one of my personal favorites. Like my other early stories, I'm presenting it here in its entirety so you can enjoy all of it.

	Please remember that this is nothing more than a work of fiction. It's not real, it never was real. None of the characters are even based on real people. It's all nothing but a simple crafting from my mind, so please treat it that way.

	So I now invite you to print this out in whatever fashion works the best for you... curl up in a nice comfortable chair... and step into the shoes of someone who is about to have an incredible experience. I truly hope you enjoy - "Girlish."

	 

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	The University was nestled in the hills just outside of the city. After driving for almost eight hours, I was filled with pride and excitement as soon as I spotted the campus wall that told me I had finally arrived. I was thrilled to finally be going here. It had been a longtime dream and now, I had finally arrived. It almost didn't happen. My SAT scores were only barely high enough to qualify and I had originally gotten a letter that told me I was qualified and accepted, but no space was available for me. The letter also told me I had been put on a waiting list in case a space opened up. Then, right around the beginning of August, a new letter came telling me a space was available if I wanted it. Did I want it? You bet!

	Of course there were some minor problems. There were no dorm rooms available for one thing. But I had made a trip out here two weeks ago to do some looking around and the campus housing office had pointed me to Mrs. Whitaker's rental house. She has several old Victorian style homes that she renovated and turned into rental places for the students. Fortunately, she had one bed available in a house that was only a few blocks away from the campus. The house has four bedrooms and each bedroom has two beds and two desks. When she rents a room, she puts either two boys or two girls in the same room. But as she told me after I paid my deposit, what happens after we move in is none of her business and she was not my mother. As long as we paid our rent and didn't wreck the place, she didn't care or even want to know what happened there. According to her, I would be sharing the back upstairs room with a football player named Bruce.

	As I drove up to the house I saw three other students sitting on the wide front porch talking. I saw them all look my way as soon as I turned into the driveway and drove to the parking area in back. As I was pulling one of my suitcases out of the trunk, all three of them came out the back door to meet me; two drop-dead gorgeous girls and one huge guy.

	"Hi, I'm Bruce," the guy said to me as he held out his hand.

	"Hey Bruce, I'm Steve," I said as I set my suitcase down and shook his hand. He was really, really big. I estimated close to 300 pounds and way over 6 feet tall.

	"This is Melissa and Jill," he indicated as he introduced the two girls to me.

	"Hi Melissa. Hi Jill," I said to them. Melissa had long blond hair and bright blue eyes. Jill had long dark hair and brown eyes. All three of them looked very athletic. It sure was nice to be greeted by such friendly people.

	I looked back at Bruce and said, "I guess we're going to be roommates."

	"Not exactly," he replied. "There's been a slight change of plan. I'm rooming with Melissa. You're going to be rooming with Jill."

	I'm sure the look of shock on my face showed just how hard it was for me to come to grips with that concept as I looked back and forth between Bruce and Jill. I saw a definite look of amusement on Jill's face as I finally got out a, "But..." and that's all I could say.

	Bruce just said rather matter-of-factly, "Like it or lump it. That's the way it's going to be. If you don't like it, go find someplace else to live."

	I was still having a bit of trouble sorting this all out, but I realized that there was no other place for me to go. As I looked again at Jill, I summoned up my courage and said to her, "I'll be very glad to share a room with you." And the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was true.

	"Good," said Bruce with a note of satisfaction in his voice. "Let me help you with your stuff. It's the least I can do." Then a second later, as he was grabbing a box out of my trunk, he looked down at me and said, "Boy, you sure are a scrawny one, aren't you." Then he turned and carried the big box into the house.

	I've always known I was small, but I guess since most of my family was also on the short side, I considered myself normal. I just knew there were lots of taller people in the world.

	Melissa and Jill each grabbed a small bag from my trunk and we headed into the house and up the stairs.

	"Our room is back here," Jill said as she led me to the room that I had originally been planning to stay in. At least that much hadn't changed. The room had two twin size beds, two desks, and two wooden locker/closets in it. Much like a dorm room I supposed. "I got back yesterday," Jill said as she put my bag on the only unmade bed in the room. "I absolutely couldn't wait to get away from home again. How about you?" she asked. "Ever lived away from home before?"

	"Not really," I answered as I set my suitcase down and looked around the room. "I made a trip out here to find a place to stay two weeks ago, but otherwise, this will be my first time."

	"You'll love it," she said to me. "There's a lot you'll have to get used to, but otherwise, it's a lot better than living with your parents."

	I liked living with my mother. My father had died a long time ago, and our entire family had been really close ever since. "I'm looking forward to it," was all I replied to that.

	"Put your stuff away later," she suggested. "Come on down and visit for a while so we can all get to know each other."

	"Fine by me," I replied as I finished checking out the room. It looked like she had taken all the furniture on the left side of the room, which left me everything on the right side. I certainly had no problem with that. I just wasn't sure how rooming with a girl was going to work out. On the other hand, she did seem to be really friendly.

	As we walked out through the front door and onto the porch, Bruce reached down into a cooler and threw me a beer. "Catch," he said as he threw it at me. I was a bit surprised, but I caught it cleanly. He smiled as he held up his own beer and said, "Welcome to college life."

	"Thanks," I replied as I held up my unopened beer can. I had only tried a few sips of beer once before and I knew I wasn't fond of it. My family wasn't really the drinking type, but I guess I didn't want him to know that so I just opened the can and took a big swig - awful!

	We spent quite a while talking out there and I learned (over and over again) that Bruce was an athletic major and was on the football team. Melissa was a cheerleader and Jill used to be one. But while Melissa was also majoring in athletics, Jill was majoring in economics. The other four members of the house were also back on campus but were just out. Aaron was an engineering student and supposedly into some strange stuff, exactly what they didn't say. Mark was into computer science like me and actually liked to help everyone out with their computer problems, although half the time nobody could understand what he was talking about. Brenda and Sharon were both enrolled in the pre med program and spent a lot of their time at the hospital.

	When I finished my beer, Bruce threw me another one. He was on his third since I sat there I noticed. I also noticed that my head was not as firmly attached to my shoulders as it usually was, but I opened the can and took a swig anyway - just to be polite. I still didn't like it.

	"God you're scrawny," Bruce said, looking at me again. It's very embarrassing to be told that over and over again. "Look at the size of his wrists," he pointed out. I'll bet they're not any bigger than either of you girls."

	"Let's see," said Jill as she walked over and held her wrist next to mine. "I think mine is actually bigger than his is," she giggled. Her wrist was definitely a bit thicker than mine was. "How do you find watches to fit such a tiny wrist?" she asked.

	This was definitely getting embarrassing. "Well, I usually have to have a lot of links taken out of the band and there are a lot of styles that I just can't wear. The one I have on now is really a bit looser than I would like it to be."

	"Let me see your watch," Jill said as she grabbed my left arm and pulled the stretch band off of my hand. She put it on her own arm and said, "It fits perfectly on me. I like it. Here, try my watch on." With that, she took her own watch off her arm and fastened the clasp around my wrist. It actually fit me perfectly. "We should switch watches," she said. "My watch fits you better and I like your watch better. It's easier to read."

	Before I could say another word, Bruce asked, "Just how tall are you?"

	Why did he have to keep harping on how small I am? "I'm a full 5 foot 5 inches," I told him.

	"Stand up." Melissa said. "Jill, stand back to back with him." Both Bruce and Melissa came over to examine our respective heights. "It's true, he's a little bit shorter than Jill is," Melissa said.

	Bruce leaned down and put his face right in front of mine and said, "Not much of a man, are you!" I think the beer was definitely getting to him.

	"Uh..." I started nervously, trying to find something to say.

	"You ought to be wearing dresses like a girl," he said directly to me again and emphasized his point by poking his finger into my chest and almost knocking me down before he went back to his chair. I didn't think I was going to like him when he got even more drunk.

	Melissa and Jill both started to giggle. "That's a great idea," Jill said. Then it looked like a light bulb had gone off over her head. "Come on Mel," she said as she grabbed my arm and started pulling me toward the door. "I've got just the thing for him."

	I wasn't exactly sure what was going on, but I also didn't seem to have any choice in the matter as I was pulled into the house by both girls. Somewhere in the back of my mind I had a suspicion that it was probably going to be embarrassing.

	As we headed for our room upstairs, Melissa said she needed to use the bathroom and headed for one upstairs at the front of the house. "That's a good idea," I said more to myself than to anyone else.

	Jill obviously heard it because she just said, "Use the one next to our room. We usually let the front two rooms use the one up there and Brenda, Sharon and us can use the one back here."

	"Works for me," I said as I went in to finally relieve myself. I had a bit of a problem locking the door, and finally had to just pee and hope nobody would come in. When I finished, I walked into our room and saw Melissa was already there looking into Jill's closet. "How do you lock the bathroom door?" I asked.

	"Oh, it's broken," Jill replied. "It hasn't worked since before I came here. It's never really been a problem though. Now take your clothes off," she told me as she reached into her closet to pull something out.

	"Huh? What for?" I asked.

	"So we can try this dress on you," she said exasperatedly like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

	"I'm not going to wear a dress," I said to them in horror as things finally clicked into place. I can be so dumb at times.

	"Yes you are," said Melissa matter-of-factly.

	"Now get undressed," Jill said again to me.

	"But I don't want to," I replied, looking for a way out of it.

	"I really don't care what you want or don't want," Jill said. "If I tell you to do it, then you're going to do it. And the sooner you realize that fact, the happier we'll both be. Now are you going to take your clothes off, or do we have to take them off you?"

	"I can't!" was all I could say.

	"You get his pants and I'll get his shirt," Melissa said. And with that, they both pushed me back on the bed and began stripping my clothes off. No matter what I said or did, I soon found myself stripped down to just my jockey underpants. I was very embarrassed. "Now, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Melissa said teasingly as she pulled me to my feet.

	"Here, put these on," Jill said as she handed me a pair of her pantyhose.

	"But..." I started, looking for something to say.

	"Stevie," Jill said, coming over and looking me straight in the eyes. "Just sit down on that bed and put them on. Don't tell us what you don't want to do because we don't care. Just do it!"

	She didn't seem to be leaving me any room to do anything else, so I sat down on the bed.

	"Roll them up like this before you put them on," she said as she showed me how to do it. It took some struggling, but I finally got them on. I'm sure my face was very red as I stood up and pulled them into place. "That's better," she said finally. "You can keep that pair and get me a new pair tomorrow. I don't want to wear them again after they've been on your hairy legs. Now, let me slip this on you," she said as she pulled a bra over my arms and fastened it behind me. "Get a couple of pairs of my socks," she said to Melissa.

	Melissa dug into one of the drawers in Jill's closet and came back with two pairs of her gym socks which she then stuffed into the cups of my bra. "Much better," Jill said with some satisfaction. "Now, put this on." She handed me the dress she had gotten out of her closet. The dress was a yellow cotton print with tiny red flowers all over it. The back zipper was already unzipped so I bent down and stepped into it and pulled it into place. "Good enough," she said as I was pulling it over my shoulders. I could tell that Melissa was trying hard to stifle her laughter.  Jill zipped me up in back, then grabbed the wide ribbon that was sewn into the waist, pulled it very tight and tied it in back. I felt stupid as they both looked at me. The material was very soft against my skin and when I looked down I noticed that there was a lot of distance between the bottom of the skirt and my knees. I had never worn a dress before and it felt really weird.

	"I think he needs a little make up," Melissa said.

	"Definitely," Jill replied. And with that she sat me down at her desk and opened her top drawer exposing a huge collection of jars and other items. "Now just hold still for a few minutes," she said as she began pulling stuff out of the drawer and putting this and that and who knows what else on my face. She finished it all off with some pink lipstick. All the makeup she put on me had a slight odor to it, and the taste and feel of the lipstick on my lips was really strange. I kept licking my lips and pressing them together again to try to get used to it.

	"I think he likes it," Melissa said as she watched me.

	"We'll have to get him some," Jill answered teasingly.

	"Uh, that's quite alright," I said to them. "It's just feels really strange on my lips."

	"How about his shoes?" Melissa asked.

	"Let's see if mine will fit him," Jill answered, going over to her closet. "Here, try these on," she said, handing me a pair of tan sandals with small chunky heels.

	I generally wear a men's size 8 shoe, and when I tried to put Jill's shoes on, they were very tight and my heel hung over the back a little bit, but I managed to get them buckled without too many problems. "They're a bit small on you, but I think you can make do with them for today," she said. "Now let's go down and show you off."

	"Do I have to?" I asked, grabbing at straws.

	"Stevie..." Jill started to say exasperatedly. Then she stopped and stared at me as she thought for a moment. Suddenly, her eyes lit up and she said, "Stephanie! I think I'm going to call you Stephanie, from now on!"

	"Oh, I like it," said Melissa with a huge grin.

	"Now go downstairs Stephanie and don't even think about asking if you have to again," Jill said as she pushed me out into the hall.

	The pantyhose on my legs felt cold and hot and electric, all at the same time. The dress brushing against my legs seemed to tickle as I walked. The bra around my chest felt very restricting and uncomfortable. It all felt very weird. And I felt very stupid.

	As we once again headed out onto the front porch, I noticed that there was another guy out there talking to Bruce. "Hey guys," Jill said as we walked out. "I'd like you to meet Stephanie."

	What could I do, I was the center of attention. So I struck a pose throwing out my hip and holding up an arm with my wrist bent and said jokingly, "Hi everyone," in as girlish a voice as I could muster, trying to be funny.

	Bruce and the other guy just smiled at my antic. "How's he look now?" Jill asked Bruce.

	"Much better!" Bruce declared, sounding somehow satisfied. "Someone like him ought to be dressing like that all the time."

	"Stephanie, this is Mark," Melissa said, introducing me to the other guy. Mark was tall and lanky. He looked like he would have been a good basketball player.

	"Hi, Stephanie," he said jokingly. Then is whole face seemed to change as he shrugged off how I looked and began telling us about the new server he just got and about his plans to put a wireless network in the house so we can all access the internet faster and save money. They were right, this guy was very passionate about his computers. Since I was planning to major in computer science myself, I figured I really needed to get to be friends with him.

	At some point, we ordered a couple of pizzas to go with the beer. When they arrived, Bruce and Mark paid for them and the rest of us told them we would kick in a few dollars later since our money was upstairs. I saw the delivery guy keep glancing at me. I was tempted to wave at him, but in the end, I just sat in my chair trying to be as unnoticeable as possible. I doubt I was very successful.

	A few minutes after the pizza arrived, another guy came walking up the sidewalk. He definitely caught my attention. His short hair was bleached blond and was spiked up in the front. He was wearing mostly black leather, and as he got closer, I noticed that he had a lot of piercings. He had one in his eyebrow and each ear had at least four. "Hey Aaron," Bruce called out to him as he approached the steps. "Good to see you again, my man!"

	"Bruce the Bruise!" said Aaron as he got to the top of the steps and slapped his hand into Bruce's. Then his eye's caught me and he just starred, studying me. I couldn't tell a thing about what he was thinking as he looked at me. Talk about a poker face!

	"Aaron," said Jill after a few seconds, "this is Stephanie, my new roommate." Did she have to introduce me like that?

	"Aaahhh..." he practically purred without ever taking his eyes off of me. "Nice to meet you Stephanie," he said to me at last. I nearly jumped out of my skin when he said it. Not only because of the way he said it to me, but because I noticed that his tongue was pierced too. How could he stand that and how could he talk with that thing in his mouth?

	We all sat out there talking about life and school and whatever until it started to get too cool. Then we moved into the living room. A little while later, two girls came in from the back. I could only assume that they were Sharon and Brenda. "Hey, everyone," said the larger of the two girls. She was a little on the plump side but seemed to be very friendly. The other girl was smaller and plain and didn't say anything.

	"Hi Sharon," said Melissa as she ran over to her and gave each of them small hug. "Girls, this is Stephanie," she said, turning around and pointing at me. I was really getting tired of that, but what could I do?

	"Oh boy!" said Sharon, "what have we got here? Mel, what on earth have you all been up to?"

	"Just a little bit of good old fashioned fun with the freshman," Melissa answered. Then she turned to me and introduced the new girls. "Steph, this is Sharon," she said, pointing at the larger girl, "and this is Brenda," she said as she pointing at the smaller one.

	"Hi," I said to them both as I got up out of my chair and went over to meet them. For some unknown reason, getting up seemed like the proper thing to do.

	"Turn around Honey," Sharon said to me as I got closer. "I want to see how that dress looks all the way around."

	So I played the game and spun around so she could see it all. "Not bad," she said as I finished. "Nice to meet you Stephanie." Then she came over and gave me a small hug.

	Brenda just stood there with her eyes wide open and staring. She hadn't yet said a word since she got there. Instead of hugging me or saying anything, she just raised a hand and gave me a little wave, mouthing the word "Hi." I had two first impressions of Brenda, very cute - in an understated sort of way, and very shy.

	"I don't mean to be a party pooper," Sharon said, "but I really need to get my stuff unpacked. See you later." And with that she headed upstairs followed by Brenda who still kept staring at me for as long as she could.

	A little while later, I was sitting in one of the big over-stuffed chairs listening as Mark was telling me how he would "teach me the biz" as he called it, when I suddenly heard a small voice from behind me say "Stephanie..." When I turned, there was Brenda holding a leftover piece of pizza in her hand. She came up close to me and whispered, "Put your legs together." My face turned beet red as I realized I had been sitting there listening to Mark with my legs spread wide open. I slapped them together real quick as Brenda walked off giggling.

	That was enough for me and I finally said to everyone that I needed to get my stuff unpacked too and figure out what to do with everything.

	"Okay," said Jill. "It's probably a good idea. Let me know if you need help with anything. Do you know where the lockers are in the basement?"

	"Yes," I replied, "Mrs. Whitaker showed them to me. See you later." And with that, I finally went upstairs to get out of that dress!

	As I got to the top of the stairs, I heard my cell phone ringing. "Oh shit!" I screamed to myself. "I didn't call Mom!" I ran to the room and dug my cell phone out from the pile of clothes on the floor just as fast as I could. Mom berated me a bit for not calling her earlier but she understood that I needed to meet and spend some time with my new friends. As I was telling her how nice everybody was, I was thinking to myself, "How can I tell her that I've just spent most of my time here dressed like a girl, and that I've just been introduced to most of the people in this house as Stephanie." The answer was simple. I didn't tell her.

	One thing about my mother, she likes to talk - especially on the phone. As soon as I finished telling her how nice everyone seemed to be, she started in telling me about the latest gossip she heard from her sister.

	As I sat on the bed and listened, I started working with one hand on trying to get those darn shoes off. They were killing my toes. I had just managed to get one shoe off and was starting on the second, when Jill entered the room. She just looked at me and smiled, then went to her closet and got something out of it. Then I just sat and stared dumbfounded at her as she removed her shirt right in front of me. I could hear Mom still talking in the background, but I have no idea what she was saying. Then Jill turned toward me with a mischievous grin on her face and removed her bra, exposing her breasts totally to me. She rubbed them a bit then picked up the oversized t-shirt she had just gotten out, pulled it over her head and pulled it down. She then reached up under the shirt, undid her jeans, let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them. Somehow, it was the most amazing and sensuous thing I had ever seen. After picking up her clothes, she smiled at me again and walked out of the room. All the while, Mom kept talking, never noticing that for once I wasn't paying any attention at all.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	As Jill walked out of the room, she had a huge grin on her face from just thinking about the look on Steve's face. She wasn't usually the type to tease like that, but she just couldn't resist. She walked down the hall and stopped in front of an open door. She saw Aaron and Mark inside. Mark, as usual, was seated in front of his computer and Aaron was searching through a stack of CDs. "Hi Aaron," she said as she walked in and sat down his bed. As usual, just being around him made her feel slightly giddy.

	"So what's new?" asked Aaron as he sat down in his desk chair across from her. "How's Stan?"

	"Stan? That jerk! We had a great time all summer, then just one week before we were supposed to leave to come back here, he tells me he's going to another school, clear across the country! He didn't even give me any warning. I'll kill him if I ever see him again!"

	"Too bad," said Aaron. "I know you really liked him. So what's up with Tinker-Bell?"

	"You mean Steve?"

	"Is that his real name? You only told us it was Stephanie."

	Jill laughed. "We were just having a bit of fun with the new freshman that's all. He's so small that Bruce figured he should wear a dress like a girl. Too bad it has to end though. It was fun and I rather enjoyed seeing him like that."

	"Why does it have to end? You could keep him that way."

	"What do you mean?"

	"Make him wear dresses all the time. Dominate him."

	"Aaron, you must be crazy. I can't do that. I'm not into all the crazy stuff that you are." Aaron continued to just looking at her. "It would be fun though," Jill finally admitted with a giggle. "But I wouldn't know where to start or how to go about it."

	"I know someone you can talk to about that. I'll call her for you. In the meantime, I suggest you find some way to keep Stephanie, if that's what you're going to call 'her,' under your thumb - so to speak."

	"How?"

	"If I know you, you'll think of something. Just start slow and take your time with this. You don't want to scare him off completely. And you know you'll have to be firm with him - all the time."

	Jill contemplated that for a moment, then said giggling once again, "I wonder just how girlish I can make him?"

	"I don't know," Aaron replied. "I have a feeling that that's probably up to you. By the way, I have something down in the basement that may help."

	"What?" asked Jill, curious about it.

	"Well, one of the best ways to control a guy is to control their cock. If he can't get hard, then eventually he'll do almost anything for relief. I have a little device that I used on one of my 'friends' a while back that totally prevented him from playing with himself. It locks on to his cock and he can't get it, or himself, off. And, it's mostly invisible under his clothes so he can wear it all the time."

	"You're kidding?" Jill said, amazed. "But how would we get it on him?"

	"We'll have to put it on him, whether he likes it or not. I can help with that."

	"Oh," said Jill, suddenly thinking of something, "I can also give him the excuse that since we're rooming together that I don't want to take any chances of him trying to take advantage of me." Then she laughed, "Can you imagine a little squirt like him taking advantage of me?"

	"Not really," laughed Aaron. "But that's a great idea. Tell you what, you go check on him, while I call my friend for you. Then I'll find my little toy down in the basement and bring it to your room. And I think maybe I should also bring a little rope to keep his hands out of the way and make him realize he's not going to have a choice in the matter."

	"Great," said Jill, suddenly excited. Her eyes sparkled as she turned just before leaving the room and said, "Thanks Aaron, this is going to be fun!"

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	I had finally gotten off the phone with Mom shortly after I got Jill's second shoe off. As I was struggling with the zipper in the back of the dress, Jill walked in again and said, "Here, let me help you." Then she stopped. "Wait a minute," she said, "what are you going to put on after you take this off?"

	"I have a new pair of pajamas in my suitcase," I told her. "I don't usually wear them to bed, but I thought they might be a good idea for here. Looks like I was right."

	"Let me see them," she said. So I pulled one of my suitcases up on the bed and dug through it and pulled out the pajamas, still in their package. "Yuck!" she said. "You're not going to wear those!"

	"What's wrong with them?" I asked.

	"They're awful!" she said. "Here, wait a minute. I've got something better." Then she dug into one of her drawers and pulled out a nightgown with small flowers all over it. The nightshirt she was wearing wasn't nearly as feminine looking as this one.

	"I can't wear that" I said.

	"Yes you most certainly can!" she told me. Then she turned me around and unzipped the dress, pulled it off me and unfastened the bra for me since I was having trouble doing it myself. I was soon left standing there in just my underpants again. Then she pulled the nightshirt over my head and left me to put my arms through it while she hung up her dress. I guess I was doomed to spend the rest of the night dressed like a girl too. "Aren't you going to unpack your stuff?" she asked since I was just standing there like I didn't know what to do with myself.

	"Oh, good idea," was all I could think to reply.

	"When you're done, just put that package of pajamas back in your suitcase before you take it all downstairs to storage. I really don't want to see you wearing them - ever!"

	I was just about finished putting everything away when Aaron knocked lightly on the door and then just walked in carrying a piece of rope and a plastic zip lock bag. I was very embarrassed to be seen standing there in that nightgown, especially when he smiled at me. He threw the zip lock bag full of what looked like little plastic pieces on Jill's desk and told Jill that she could expect a call from his friend sometime tomorrow morning.

	"That's great!" Jill said excitedly.

	"I see that you've got Stephanie well in hand already," he said. "Let's see if we can help you with that other problem now." Did everyone really have to keep calling me Stephanie? I didn't say anything about it though. I was wearing a rather feminine nightgown after all. Maybe the name did fit - for the time being anyway.

	"Great," said Jill. "How do you want to go about doing this?" she asked, getting up off her bed.

	Aaron turned to me and said, "Hold out your hands."

	"Huh? What for?" I asked.

	"We're going to do a little magic," he said to me. I don't know why (yes I do - it's because I'm stupid sometimes), but I held my hands out to him. He slipped a loop he had made in the rope over my wrists and tightened it, then without warning, he suddenly pulled my arms up high over my head and propelled me backwards up against the half open door. He pulled the rope over the top of the door then said, "Up on your tip toes," while he pulled harder on the rope, pulling me to my toes. He spent a moment on the other side of the door then walked around to my side and pushed me backward until the door was closed. I was stuck hanging there standing on my toes with my arms stretched as high as they could go.

	"What's going on?" I asked, suddenly very confused and a bit frightened. "Let me down!"

	"In a few minutes," he told me. Then he went over to the desk and grabbed the zip lock bag. "Hold his nightgown up," he said to Jill. And with that, I suddenly found my underwear exposed again as Jill raised the nightshirt up out of their way. Aaron came over to me again and said as he was looking at my underpants, "Doesn't really look like there's much to bother with down there, does it." And then with one quick move, he yanked my underpants down to the floor.

	"Hey!" I yelled.

	"Looks like I was right," he said, ignoring my protests.

	I couldn't see what he was doing, but I felt him playing around with my cock and it felt like he was attaching whatever was in the bag around my cock and balls.

	"Watch closely," he told Jill as he showed her exactly what he was doing. Then he finally finished by saying, "Then you just put this lock on here and you're done. He can't get it off."

	"Amazing!" said Jill. "He really can't get it off?"

	"Nope," said Aaron.

	"What do you mean, I can't get it off?" I asked. "What did you put on me?"

	"Just a little device to make sure that you won't be causing Jill here any distress," Aaron told me.

	"I wouldn't do anything like that!" I said.

	"And now, we know for sure that you won't," Aaron said to me. "And I'm sure that Jill will sleep a lot easier for it." Then he pulled my underpants back up into position. "See," he said to Jill. "You can hardly tell it's there."

	"No," Jill said. "I've certainly seen bigger packages in a man's underwear. But, in his case, it's actually making him look like he's got a lot more than what's really there. I'll tell you what I really wish though, I wish there was someway that we could make his whole thing disappear altogether, so that there's no bulge in his underwear at all. Make him look more feminine there."

	"Hmm," said Aaron "an interesting idea. I like a challenge. Let me see what I can come up with."

	"Take that thing off me!" I said angrily. "And let me down!"

	"Oh, we're certainly going to let you down now," Aaron said, "but that device is staying on you. Jill here now has the keys and it will be up to her to decide when that thing comes off of you." Then he moved right up to my face and said, "So if you ever want any relief, if you know what I'm talking about, then I strongly suggest you do whatever she tells you to do." Then he turned to Jill and said, "Let me know if you have any trouble." And with that, he slowly opened the door, pushing me forward on my tip toes as he did it. He untied the rope from the other side and pulled it back over the top to the inside letting my arms down. I was so relieved to get that pressure off. As he pulled the loop off of my hands, he said to me, "Oh one other thing, you can probably manage to pee standing up if you really try, but you'll find it much easier to sit down to pee from now on." Jill started laughing delightedly. Then with a smile, Aaron said "Ciao," and walked out.

	"What did he put on me?" I asked angrily as I pulled up my nightgown and pulled down my underpants to take a look. I didn't care how I was exposing myself at that point. My cock was encased in some kind of plastic cage. There was a plastic ring that went behind my balls and over my cock that the cage was attached to. I pulled every which way I could on the darn thing, but I couldn't get it off. "Please unlock me," I asked Jill finally. "I don't want to wear this thing. I promise I won't ever even try to touch you. I'm not that kind of person."

	Jill had been watching me delightedly the whole time. "I know you're not, but that thing is staying on you. So if you know what's good for you, then I suggest you do whatever I tell you to. It's that simple. Now, let's take your stuff downstairs. I'll help you."

	Reluctantly, I pulled my underpants back up and picked up two of my now very light bags while Jill picked up two smaller ones and I followed her down to the storage lockers in the basement. I felt very ashamed walking through the house in that nightgown, especially now with that device locked on me underneath. Fortunately, the only other person we saw along the way was Brenda who just stared at me. I'm fairly sure she was doing her best not to laugh.

	A little while later I learned that it was definitely much easier to pee sitting down. I could manage it standing up, but I still had to pull my underpants completely down and then I would have to stand way over the toilet. Sitting down was really the only practical way to manage it.

	In bed that night, I also learned that it wasn't really comfortable to sleep on my stomach anymore. The hard plastic dug into me and hurt. I woke up in the middle of the night in a bit of pain. My cock had started to get hard and was being stopped by that device which didn't let it expand enough. It didn't take much before I had shrunk back down to being comfortable again. I would have to watch myself very carefully. I was used to masturbating every day either in bed at night or in the bathroom and I knew that eventually I was going to have a problem. I'd just have to see how things sorted themselves out. It was a long night.

	The next morning, Jill "insisted" that I wear her pantyhose again as I got dressed for my first day of classes. At least no one could see the pantyhose since they were hidden under my socks and pants. I was concerned about that device showing through my pants, but Jill assured me that it couldn't be see at all. "In fact, you look more normal now," was how she put it.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	As Jill came out of her first morning class for the day, her cell phone rang. "Hello?" she said.

	"Jill, this is Aaron's friend. He asked me to call you."

	"Oh, wonderful!" said Jill excitedly.

	"Are you free for lunch today?"

	"Sure, I don't have any classes between 11:30 and 2:30."

	"Then meet me at my office at 12:30. Go to the Curriculum Advisor's Office and ask for Ms. Carter. I'll tell them to expect you."

	"Great! I'll see you then." The first day of classes was usually a wash and boring for Jill and her first class had been no different, but now things were definitely looking up. "The Curriculum Advisor's Office?" she thought to herself. That was interesting. She could hardly wait.

	At 12:25 she was there introducing herself to the student worker at the front desk. "Yes, she's expecting you," the worker told her. "You can go right back. It's the third office on the left."

	"Geez," Jill thought to herself as she walked to the back office, "she actually is a school advisor. I hope I'm not going to get into trouble for this."

	The door was open when she got there and she saw a middle aged woman seated at the desk inside. Before she could knock, the woman looked up, smiled at her and said, "Are you Jill? Come on in and have a seat. I'm just finishing up some paperwork. Oh, and please close the door."

	As Jill sat down, she saw that Ms. Carter was a very attractive woman, probably in her early forties.

	Ms. Carter finished the papers she was working on, threw them into a basket on the corner of her desk and looked up smiling.  "Hi Jill, I'm Ms. Carter, as you know by now. I'm very happy to meet you. Aaron has told me a lot about you."

	"It's nice to meet you too," said Jill.

	"Before we talk about any... other things... that we can get into more over lunch, I took the liberty of pulling your file. I see that your previous advisor was Mr. Wilson."

	"That's correct," said Jill wondering where this was going.

	"Since Mr. Wilson is no longer with us, would you mind if I had you transferred to my list?"

	"Not at all," said Jill, surprised.

	"Good, that way it will be easier if I need to help out and I can keep a closer eye on your situation. Just so you know, I've also taken the liberty of assigning Stephen to my list too."

	"Oh, okay," Jill said, wondering where all this was going.

	"Now, Aaron told me a little bit on the phone last night, but I want to hear it straight from you. What is it you're trying to do?"

	"Well, I've been thinking about it all last night, and really, what I'd love to do is to make Steve as absolutely girlish as possible. I know it sounds silly, but if you could have seen him in my dress yesterday, and if you just knew a little bit of what I felt when I forced him to wear it... well, wow! It's like I can't get enough of it."

	"I see," said Ms. Carter, "and just for the record, I think I do have some idea of what you're feeling. By the way, Aaron told me he was going to put a cock restraint on Steve last night. How did that go?"

	"Oh my God!" said Jill, "it was great! You should have seen it. He can't get the thing off. And this morning when I asked him to wear my pantyhose to class, he just did it. I could tell he wasn't happy about it at all, but he didn't say a word. He just put them on."

	"Ah, so you've got him wearing something feminine under his clothes to class already."

	"Yeah, I figured that no one could see it so it shouldn't be any trouble for him."

	"That's true." Ms. Carter just looked at Jill for a moment then said, "Now, if I agree to let you do this... and if I agree to help you... then there's some things that you will absolutely have to agree to. Is that understood?"

	"Yes," said Jill tentatively. She was a bit confused by the sudden change in direction.

	"Now, for one thing, Steve was a late acceptance. Not that we don't think he can't handle the school work, but some of his scores were not quite as high as we would have liked, particularly his writing and math skills. You on the other hand have outstanding grades from your communications and math classes. So I expect you to make sure that his grades don't ever suffer. I don't want to ever see less than a B in his classes. Is that understood?"

	"Sure," said Jill, somewhat surprised. "I'll be more than glad to help him."

	"Okay. Next... this is not something that he asked for or even wants and school life is about a whole lot more than just learning stuff from books. I want him to have a good social life. No ifs ands or buts! And don't worry, I know that not everyone will want to be around him, that's normal, but he absolutely must have a good relationship with at least some of the other students. I intend to keep a very close eye on him and I want to see him happy, despite what you're going to do to him. If I see any indication that he's being totally ostracized from everyone then I can guarantee that I'll not only put a stop to this, but I'll come down on you like a ton of bricks. Understood?"

	"Yeah, sure," said Jill. "I guess that's only fair."

	"Good," said Ms. Carter. "Now that we understand each other, are you hungry?"

	"Yeah, starving," said Jill, surprised again by another change in attitude and direction.

	"Good, how about the Burger Barn. I'm buying."

	"Great! I love that place."

	As soon as they got into Ms. Carter's car, Jill noticed another personality shift take place. Suddenly, Ms. Carter was no longer business like and totally opened up and became quite chatty. "I just love turning men into pretty feminine playthings," she said gaily as she drove out of the parking lot. "I've been doing it since I was in college, and don't ask me how long ago that was!" The rest of the trip, Jill spent listening to a little bit of her history and experience which Jill soon realized was a lot.

	The Burger Barn was a good 15 minute drive from the campus and by the time they got there the main lunch crowd was beginning to thin out. "Do you mind sitting out on the patio today?" Ms. Carter asked. "It's a nice day and we can talk easier there."

	"No," said Jill, "that's fine."

	As soon as they had been seated and had placed their orders, Ms. Carter looked at her watch, then took out her cell phone and made a call. "You know who this is. What's your status? Good! I'm at the Burger Barn seated on the patio outside. Find me! Ten minutes!" Then she hung up. "I have a number of people that I take care of professionally, so to speak, and that was one of my newer ones. He's in his car and not far away, so I've just given him ten minutes to find me for a diaper check."

	"A diaper check?" asked Jill, totally astonished and wondering if she had heard right.

	"Of sorts, with some of my subs, I punish them by putting them into diapers for a week. The only problem is that once I get them into diapers, they find it usually takes a whole lot more than a week to get out of them."

	"What do you mean?" asked Jill.

	"Well, I have a lot of rules and I'm very strict about enforcing them. I keep tabs on every one of my subs so that I usually always know where they are and what they're doing. And sometimes I either show up unannounced or more often, as you just saw, I call them and make them come to me. All I have to do is rub my hand over their bottom and I know if they're wearing a diaper or not and if it's wet.

	"And I know that you're dying to hear some of the rest of my rules for them so basically it goes like this. They initially get put into diapers for one week. During that time, they have to label in permanent marker every diaper they wear with the date and the time they put it on. Then whenever they change themselves, they have to mark the time they took it off then fold the diaper so that the information can be seen. All their diapers have to be saved for me in a plastic bag until I can inspect them. I allow them time for a shower or bath, but otherwise, the times on the diapers all have to match up. I require that they have at least 5 diapers every day. At least one of those diapers must have a bowel movement in it and every single diaper must be pee soaked enough for my satisfaction. I don't want to see any dry or even barely wet diapers. I like to see them soaked. For every day that there's no messy bowel movement, they earn another 5 days in diapers. For every diaper that I don't think is wet enough, they earn another 3 days. Usually, during the first time I look over their diaper collection, they earn themselves about another two weeks stuck in diapers. They quickly figure out after that that if they ever want to get out of diapers again, they can't relieve themselves anywhere but in their diapers and they have to get used to them being really wet.

	"Then just for fun, or in case I think they need some extra punishment, I pick a day - usually on a weekend, and increase their required number of diapers for that day up to seven or eight. Let me tell you, in order for them to meet my requirements for that day, the only thing they can think about for that 24 hours is finding ways to keep wetting their diapers, over and over again.

	"By the time their diaper punishment is finally over with, every one of them is ecstatically happy to throw away all of their ugly male underpants and replace them with pretty panties - which they are then happy to wear permanently.

	"The person that should be here shortly is now in his third week of this and is coming along very nicely. He's learned that he has to do whatever I tell him to do, no matter what that may be."

	"Wow," said Jill, "but is all that really necessary? I mean, I'm sure that the diaper thing works great, but Steve has to room with me, and I'm not really interested in having that kind of mess and especially the smell around all the time."

	"Of course not!" answered Ms. Carter. "That's just something I do with some of my subs. What's really most important is for you to get Steve to do the things that you want him to do. You say that you want to feminize him, then that's the direction you need to be heading, and I think that you're off to a really good start. The biggest piece of advice that I can give you at this point is that you have to be strict, but fair with him. Reward him for doing something right, but also punish him for doing anything at all wrong. Don't be afraid to use your imagination. And you might want to go slow with what you're doing to him. You don't want him to be so scared he drops out of school.

	"If I may be so bold, may I offer some suggestions for you to think about?"

	"Please do," said Jill, "that's the biggest thing I need right now."

	"Well then, I suggest you get yourself a notebook with a calendar in it to keep track of things - such as what his punishments are and when they're supposed to be over. You might want to also keep track of a budget in there for Steve too. You're going to have to get him some new things and you don't want to abuse his money situation too much. Also, keep in it kind of a diary of your thoughts and ideas as things progress, not just what you did for each day, but also your ideas and wants for the future. By the way, you might want to have Steve keep a diary too, one that you can read, that expresses his thoughts about everything too. Don't punish him for his thoughts, but let him know that he can be free to express his real feelings there. That way you can track any mental progress toward where you want him to be.

	"One thing that came to mind for me earlier is that you've already got Steve into pantyhose. Make him get more, and make him start to learn about different brands so he can develop his own sense of what type he likes. Also, in these situations, subs are usually started out in panties first so you may want to consider them as your next clothing item to tackle.

	"And finally, since you've already taken a big step and gotten a cock restraint on him, you need to use that to your advantage. Set up a weekly relief session for him.  If he's been good, then he gets to masturbate, if not, then he has to go another week. But when he does get to relieve himself, make it under your terms, not his. If he doesn't like it, then that's tough. It should always be under your conditions.

	"You could also possibly have him write an essay before each relief session. If the essay isn't up to your standards, then he has to keep working on it till it is. He doesn't get any relief until it suits you. Possible topics might be things like: 'Why I Like To Wear Girls Clothes,' 'Why I Hate Boys Clothes,' 'Why I Want To Be A Girl,' 'Why I Hate Pants.' You get the picture. Mix the ideas up all the time, but make sure they're always pointed toward your goals for him. The idea is that over time, he will gradually convince himself that these are things he really wants too."

	Just then, a young man hurried up to the table. Before he could even say hi, Ms. Carter saw him and said to him in a very no nonsense voice, "There you are. It took you long enough. Come over here." The man didn't say a word, but looking very embarrassed, he stood close to Ms. Carter and allowed her to run her hand over his pants, front and back, to feel the diaper underneath. "Good enough," she said at last. "Now get out of here."

	"Thank you, Mistress," he said giving her a small polite bow. Then he turned and hurried away.

	Jill was astonished, but also let out a small laugh. "That was absolutely precious."

	"Yeah, he's still embarrassed about it in public, which is something I like, but he's learned to trust me and to do as he's told."

	At that point their lunch finally came and they spent the rest of their time together discussing details for Steve.

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	I distinctly remember standing out in the hallway late in the afternoon of my first day of classes. I was talking with two girls and one other guy from the class about making time to get together for study sessions. As we were talking, someone came up behind me and said, "Hi Stephanie. How were your classes today?" I know I instantly turned beet red as I turned and saw Jill standing there with a huge smile on her face.

	I didn't even get a chance to answer her before one of the girls I was talking to said, "Stephanie?"

	"Oh sure," answered Jill. "He didn't tell you? That's the name he prefers to be called by."

	"Jill," I said, "please... that's not right." I didn't get a chance to say any more because Jill just forged ahead.

	"Besides," she went on to the other kids, "look, he likes to wear pantyhose like a girl too." And with that, she quickly pulled up my pants leg exposing the pantyhose underneath.

	One of the girls in front of me let out a small scream of astonishment, the other one just laughed. I think the guy was too surprised to say anything - fortunately. "Oh, I never imagined," said the girl who screamed.

	"So it's Stephanie then?" asked the other girl.

	"Of course it is," said Jill. "I know he seems shy about it, but you might want to pass the word." Then with a smile she walked away.

	I was totally mortified and didn't know what to say. I just wanted to get out of there fast. Fortunately, I did have an excuse. I had received a note from my last professor telling me that I was wanted in the Curriculum Advisor's Office that afternoon. "I have to get to an appointment," I said to them and just hurried away. I know it was the wrong way to handle that, but I was too embarrassed to do anything else.

	Later that afternoon, when I finally got back to our room, Jill was there waiting for me. "So how was your day today?" she asked. She seemed to be positively beaming.

	"It was really going well until you embarrassed me like that this afternoon. Did you have to do that?"

	"Yes I did. Now don't get comfortable, we need to make a quick trip to the store. I told you that I wanted you to replace the pantyhose I gave you yesterday and this is as good a time as any."

	We got into Jill's car and she drove all the way out to Wal-Mart. On the way, she chatted really nicely with me about my classes and also a little bit about my family and my financial situation. I remember it as being a fairly pleasant trip.

	Once we got into the store, she led me straight into the women's department and over to the racks of pantyhose. "Now, these are what I gave you to wear," she said pulling a package out of the rack. "While we're here, I want you to get yourself two more pair, and make sure they're different brands and colors."

	"Why?" I asked.

	"Because like it or not, you're going to be wearing them," she said rather firmly.

	I had a feeling that there wasn't going to be much arguing about it. So I just looked through the rack as quickly as I could while she walked away to look at something else. I felt very stupid and foolish looking for pantyhose. I quickly picked out two pairs that I recognized as being popular brands and made sure that the colors weren't the same. I showed them to Jill and she approved of them and handed me the pair she had pulled out for herself. Then we went over toward the school supplies where she picked out a large notebook and then another smaller one that had a really pink feminine cover on it. Jill paid for the notebooks, and I paid for the pantyhose. I was embarrassed, but the cashier just smiled at me as I handed her the money. Jill decided to stop at McDonalds on the way home so she wouldn't have to worry about dinner later.

	As soon as we got home again, Jill made me put on one of her skirts and a pretty top to go with it. When I begged her to please not make me wear her shoes because they hurt my feet so badly, she seemed to have no problem with that so I just stayed in my stocking feet. She also didn't put any makeup on me again which I was grateful for.

	I didn't really have a lot of homework to do, but there was a lot of reading I needed to get started on so both of us spent the next few hours working on schoolwork. Eventually, I finished my reading and started to get bored. I wanted to go downstairs to watch TV, but not dressed the way I was, so finally I just interrupted Jill and asked her if I could change into my own clothes so I could watch some TV.

	"Why?" she said to me. "You're dressed perfectly fine the way you are. If you want to watch TV downstairs, just go, you don't need my permission to do it. But that skirt and top stay on!"

	I didn't really want to leave the room dressed like I was, so I sat back on my bed again and looked at some of my school books a little more. Eventually, I just thought to myself, "The heck with it! Everybody else saw me in a dress yesterday, if they don't like it, tough. It's not like I have much of a choice here." So I screwed up my courage and went downstairs to sit in the living room and watch TV. When I got to the living room, the only people in it were Bruce and Melissa who were sitting together on the couch. "Uh oh," I thought to myself as I walked in.

	They both smiled when they saw me and Melissa said, "I love your outfit."

	I really wanted to just tell her to shut up, but I kept my mouth shut and sat myself down in one of the overstuffed chairs as far away from them as I could get. Fortunately, they didn't say anything else to me and we all just watched the movie that was on. A little while later, Jill came in and sat down too but she didn't say anything.

	When the movie ended, Jill and I both got up to get ready for bed. Jill suggested that I take my shower first which I gratefully accepted. She also told me that while I was in there, I better shave my legs too. She didn't want to see any more ugly hair under my pantyhose. I was not too happy about that order, but what could I do? Shaving my legs took a long time and by the time I was finally finished, Sharon was knocking at the door demanding that I hurry it up. I think she was about to yell at me when I finally opened the door, but as soon as she saw me in my nightgown, she just stepped back and stared wide-eyed at me. I just walked right past her.

	Back in the room, Jill sat me down on my bed and said she wanted to talk. "Oh no," I thought to myself, "more bad news."

	"I think it's only fair that I tell you what's going on," she started.

	"Good," I said to her, totally interested. Maybe now I could find out when this big joke would end.

	"From the moment I started dressing you up yesterday, I felt a huge surge of power that I just can't seem to get enough of. It seems that I absolutely love seeing you dressed up like a girl. So whether you like it or not, and believe me, I really don't care if you don't like it... in fact, I think that's some of the fun of it... I'm going to start making you as girlish as I possibly can."

	"Huh?" I said. "But I don't want to be girlish and I don't want any of this!"

	"Like I said, that's part of the fun for me." I was about to start arguing again, but she raised a finger and stopped me. "And, in return, I'm going to do everything I can to make sure you do as well as you possibly can in all your courses. I'm really good with communications and math and between Mark and Aaron they can help you with everything else."

	"But it's still not right!" I said, getting a bit angry. "I don't want to do this. It's not fair!"

	She just looked at me and said, "Life isn't fair, so get used to it."

	"For how long?" I asked still very angry.

	"How long? There's no time limit on this. I intend to work on you to make you look, act, and think as absolutely girlishly as possible. This is for the total foreseeable future as far as I'm concerned. And by the way, in case you ever decide to get ugly about any of this, I'm more than sure that both Aaron and Bruce will be happy to step in and help me out, if you know what I mean. So if you don't want to tangle with those two, then I suggest you do everything I say. Understand?"

	"Yeah... and no!" I replied. I was disheartened and confused. This was certainly not a direction I had ever planned for my life. But I really didn't have a clear way out of it. I had nowhere else to go if I wanted to remain at school. "But what about everyone else?" I asked. "What are they going to think? And what about school, I don't want to get thrown out?"

	"First of all," she said, "the school has a very open-minded policy towards such things so there's no problem there. And as far as everybody else, well they're just going to have to learn to deal with you as you're going to be. I know it's not going to be easy for you, but you'll learn to deal with it. I'm going to make sure of that. In fact, I'll bet things will get much easier for you the more you progress."

	"It's still not fair," I said dejectedly.

	She smiled at me, "Like I said, life isn't fair." Then she picked up the pink notebook from her desk and handed it to me. "Here," she said, "this is for you. From now on, I want you to keep a diary every night of exactly what you've done and how you feel about everything. And I want you to be absolutely honest in everything you write in there. Don't worry about being punished for anything you might write that you think I won't be happy about. I want you to feel like this is one place where you can always express your absolute real opinions about everything and anything. Okay?"

	"Okay," I said, taking the notebook from her. I really wasn't happy about any of this. What was I going to do?

	"Now, while I'm in the shower, why don't you get started on your first diary entry?"

	As Jill headed for the bathroom I picked up a pen and laid across my bed to start writing. Keep a diary? What for? What a waste of time. Well, if she wanted to know exactly what I thought about everything, then fine! As I started writing about my day, I decided I'd let her know, in no uncertain terms, exactly what I thought about everything. I was as graphic as I possibly could get in explaining my dislike for the way she had treated me and for what she was planning to do to me. Afterwards, as I lay back on my bed reading, I felt better. Somehow, just writing all that down and getting it off my chest made me feel a bit better. When Jill came back, she asked me if I had finished and I told her I had. I was disappointed that she didn't even look at what I had written. Instead, we spent about an hour talking nicely together about school, family, and life in general. It was "sort of" a pleasant time.

	The next day, I wore a new pair of pantyhose under my pants. I didn't like the way they felt against my skin as well as the pair I had gotten from Jill and I told her so.

	"That's one of the reasons why I wanted you to get some different types," she said, "so you can learn what kinds you like best."

	I had a break between my first and second classes that day so I went into one of the campus snack shacks to sit and study for a while. As I was sitting there, one of the girls I had been talking to in the hallway the day before came over.  "Hi Stephanie," she said as she sat down uninvited.

	I was a bit surprised, but I was also kind of glad for someone to talk to. "Hi," I said back to her, not wanting to push the Stephanie bit.

	"Are you wearing pantyhose again today?" she asked with an amused look on her face.

	"Yeah," I said, "but it's not like I want to."

	She looked a bit confused at that, and asked, "What do you mean?"

	"Remember that girl yesterday that told you my name is Stephanie?"

	"Yeah, sure, how could I forget?"

	"Well, unfortunately, I have to room with her. And she's taken it into her head that she's going to force me to become as absolutely girlish as possible in every way she can think of. Which by the way, is not something I want at all! It's just that I can't seem to find a way out of it."

	She just stared at me for a few seconds. "That's unbelievable," was all she could say.

	"I have no idea what else she has planned for me, but for now, I have to wear pantyhose all the time, and she also seems to be keeping me in skirts or dresses whenever I'm at home. It's very embarrassing."

	"I'll bet it is," she said kindly. "By the way, my name is Courtney. I don't think I got a chance to tell you that yesterday."

	"My name is actually Steve," I told her.

	"Well, maybe if your roommate is going to be trying to make you more girlish, I had better get used to calling you Stephanie instead," she said. "Besides, I'm really bad with names, and obviously, I've already got you pegged as Stephanie. Do you mind?"

	What could I say except, "No, that's alright." She was being so darn nice about it all. We sat and talked for quite a while about what classes we had and discovered we were together in four of them. I was glad to have a friend.

	Later in the day, we discovered that the other two people who had been in the hallway with us, Diane and Josh, shared the same four classes. We decide to form a permanent study group together. Courtney, fortunately or unfortunately, I'm not sure which, made a point of telling them about my supposed fate. She never called me anything except Stephanie, and I guess since she was doing it so openly, everybody else called me that too.

	So for the rest of the week I wore pantyhose under my pants and skirts and dresses at home. Nobody in the house seemed to object. In fact, they seemed to expect to see me that way. The only odd one was Brenda. She just stared at me wide eyed and never spoke to me.

	Jill was a bit of a nuisance about my school work though. Absolutely every single homework assignment I did had to be approved by her before I could call it finished. All the work for the computer courses I had was turned over to Mark for his double checking. Mark was different about checking my work. He liked to expand and show off his knowledge about everything he looked at. I learned a great deal from him. I also quickly realized that it was showing in my class work too. It didn't take long before everyone else was looking up to me as being one of the smart ones in my classes. I felt good about that.

	Every night before I went to sleep, Jill made sure I wrote something in my diary. To the best of my knowledge though, she never looked at it, although she said she would eventually.

	One other thing I guess I should mention, that darn cock restraint I had to wear made my nights more and more unbearable. Every time I could feel it tugging at me or if I knocked it the wrong way, it would be like it was trying to make me aroused - the very thing that it absolutely prevented. It was a very frustrating time. I think wearing the pantyhose all day helped to keep things in place better so it didn't happen during the day as much, but believe me, I was developing more and more of what I can only describe as a sexual "buzz."

	On Saturday morning Jill said we were going shopping. "Uh oh!" I thought to myself. "Things are about to get worse." And I was right. This time, when I got dressed, she didn't let me put any socks over my pantyhose. I was very afraid they would show and I mentioned it.

	"Get used to it," was all she replied - smiling evilly at me.

	We headed out to Wal-Mart again, and once again I found myself in the ladies section, which really didn't surprise me. In the car, Jill had told me that she figured we could spend about forty dollars this week on things for me. That sounded a bit high to me, but I didn't say anything to that. "You need some new panties," she said as we walked over to the lingerie section.

	"Oh great," I thought. "Well, at least nobody can see them if I wear them." I just hoped that nobody was noticing the pantyhose at my ankles just then.

	Jill spent some time picking out about ten pairs of panties for me that were not really too expensive. She also held them up against me and asked me what I thought about each of them. All I could really say about any of them was that they were okay. Unfortunately, she made me stand there and sort though them and choose which seven pair I liked the best. That was very embarrassing. Before we left the lingerie section, I had to pick out two more pairs of pantyhose for myself. I was allowed to get one brand that I knew I liked, but the other pair had to be something new again.

	Then we headed over to the shoe department. I had a feeling I wasn't going to enjoy that.

	Jill said she wanted to find me a pair that I could wear with either a skirt or pants. She looked over the shoe selection carefully while I just stood there and watched. "Do you see any that you like?" she asked.

	"Nothing I really want." I replied. That brought a smile to her face.

	"Tell you what," she said, "why don't you look through the shoes and pick out a pair for yourself."

	"Do I have to?" I asked.

	"You might want to," she said with a sly grin. "Otherwise, I might just make you buy something like these," she said as she picked up a pair of black pumps with a very high and narrow heel. Then she looked at them with a thoughtful look on her face. "You know, actually these would be great for you. They would definitely look great with either a skirt or pants. Very classic! What do you think?"

	I looked at the shoes in total horror. "Uh... no thank you," I said. "Can we please pick out something a little ... easier for me?" I asked.

	"Sure," she said putting the shoes back. "Find something."

	I searched among the shoes with a bit more interest now. I didn't really want to wear the heels that she had selected but there just didn't seem to be any that could pass for boy's shoes. Eventually, I found a pair that had a squared off toe and a chunky one inch heel that looked a lot plainer. "How about these?" I asked as I picked up the box. "There doesn't really seem to be much here that I like." I added.

	"You're right about that," she said as she looked at the shoes I had selected. "They don't really look that great, but try them on."

	"Do I have to?" I asked. "Can't we just buy them and I can try them on at home?"

	"No silly. You want to make sure they fit don't you?" So I had no choice but to remove the shoes I had on and try on the shoes. Several women saw me doing it with my pantyhose exposed and I heard a few soft giggles, but what could I do? Unfortunately, the shoes were too small for me. The box said they were my size, but they were just too small. Jill said there must be a difference in sizes for men and women. I had to walk over in my stocking feet and find the same pair of shoes in a larger size. Fortunately that pair fit. It felt really strange to stand there openly in the store in those shoes and I know my face was nice and red.

	"I have an idea," said Jill as I stood there in those shoes. "As you said, there isn't much of a selection here today. Why don't we check out what they have a Payless. Then we can always come back here and get these if we need to."

	"That's fine with me." I said gratefully. I just wanted to get away from there. I was also really glad to get my own shoes on again as they covered up my pantyhose a bit more than the shoes I had tried on.

	Payless had a much bigger selection and before we got very far into the store Jill honed in on a pair of high heeled sandals in a special display. "Oh I love these," she said enthusiastically as she picked up a pair.

	"Jill, please," I said with a lot of concern and pleading in my voice. "I absolutely can't wear anything like that. Please."

	"Not for you, silly," she said. "These will be great for my date tonight." I was very much relieved as I stood there and watched her try them on then walk over to a mirror and admire them. She seemed really happy about them. "Okay, your turn. Find something," she told me when she was finished.

	I walked up and down the aisle looking at all the shoes in my size. There just wasn't anything I was really happy about. The few pairs I suggested and showed to Jill she wouldn't allow me to even try on because she said they looked totally like boys shoes and I couldn't wear them with a skirt. Finally I held up a pair that she approved of completely. They were black with a narrow but slightly squared off toe. The top of the shoe would only go about half way up the top of my foot, but that was better than many of the shoes I saw. Unfortunately, the heel was about an inch and a half high and while it wasn't exactly narrow, it was tapered a bit so that it wasn't really very wide either. They just didn't look like they could pass for boy's shoes - so naturally I had to try them on, and naturally, they fit just fine. Jill was delighted with them. I was embarrassed. The two sales girls who I had just realized were standing at the end of the aisle were both staring wide eyed at us and doing their best not to laugh too loudly.

	I saw Jill look over to the sales girls with a grin on her face. "Any problem if he wears them home?" she asked them.

	The two girls didn't even try to hide their laughter. "No problem at all," one of them replied.

	"Wait a minute," I urgently pleaded. "I can't wear these out there."

	"Why not? You're going to have to get used to them eventually and there's no time like the present."

	"But I can't!"

	"Stephanie, stop that! You know you're going to do it if I tell you to. Would you rather wear a pair like I just bought instead?"

	"No, I said feeling once again defeated." Jill helped me box up my old shoes and we headed for the checkout counter. Walking in those shoes felt really strange. The heels were certainly a lot higher than anything I had ever worn before and I could really feel them hitting hard with every step I took. I felt like I was walking very clumsily, which I guess I was. Just walking back to the car made me feel like the whole world was watching me, and I was scared. I know that a few people we passed were looking at my feet, but fortunately nobody said anything. My emotions were definitely on overload!

	When we got home, it was back into another skirt and top for me, only now I had shoes and panties to wear all the time too. Jill made me gather up all my socks, underpants and the one pair of shoes I had worn to class everyday and take them down to the storage lockers. She had me put them into the suitcase that still held the pajamas I had bought and then she took my suitcase and locked it up in her locker so I would have no way to get at my things.

	When we got back to the room, she sat me down on the bed to explain some new rules as she put it. I was afraid I knew pretty much what they would be. I was both right and wrong.

	"First of all," she said, "you're to wear panties and pantyhose from now on. Since we've gotten rid of all your boy's underpants and socks, I'm sure you realize that that's going to be the case."

	I just nodded my head at that and said "I had pretty much figured that out."

	"Good," she said. "Now that shouldn't really be too much of a problem for you since nobody should be able to see your panties anyway, right?"

	I just nodded my head and said "I guess so." Then added "But everyone can see the pantyhose!"

	Jill just smiled at that and said "That's right. Not only will they be able to see your pantyhose, but they're all going to see your pretty new shoes too. I want you to wear them whenever you go out, including to class."

	I looked at her with horror in my face. When she had taken away my old shoes I had planned on wearing my sneakers everywhere, and now I wouldn't even be allowed to wear them. "Please Jill, no!" was all I could say.

	"I told you that I'm going to make you as girlish as I possibly can and at some point people are going to notice. So you better start getting used to it." There wasn't an ounce of compassion in her voice at all. I was having a very hard time picturing myself wearing those shoes to class. "You don't have to wear them while you're at home, although I suggest you start getting used to them. But every time you leave this house, you had better be wearing a pair of girl's shoes on your feet! If you need your sneakers for any reason, you'll have to let me approve it first.

	"Now for the next thing," she said. I couldn't believe it, what more could she possibly want from me? "I know you're probably starting to get a bit, shall we say horny." I just nodded my head a bit and looked at the floor. "Well, tomorrow you may get your chance to relieve yourself. But... only under certain conditions."

	Conditions? I wanted to ask what conditions, but remained silent.

	"First of all, I'm requiring that you write me a paper. The subject of the paper is going to be 'Why I Love to Wear Girl's Clothes'. The paper will have to be double spaced and a minimum of two pages long. I'm going to require you to make sure that all the spelling and grammar are correct. If not, you're going to have to keep rewriting it until it meets with my approval. And don't try to write anything about not wanting to wear girl's clothes. Your goal is to convince me that you do!"

	"But I don't want to wear girl's clothes," I protested.

	"I know," she said, smiling at me. "That's part of the reason for this exercise. So I suggest you either think of some reasons, or start inventing them." I just couldn't believe it.

	"Next!" she said suddenly. I still hadn't recovered from the thought of the paper she wanted me to write, and now there was more? "Once I approve your paper, you're not just going to be unlocked and allowed to go off somewhere by yourself for a little while. When you jack yourself off, it's going to be under whatever conditions I decide and while I, or anyone else I decide, is watching you."

	"Jill, that's crazy!" I protested, totally flabbergasted and outraged. "I'm not going to do that!"

	Jill just smiled at me and said, "Then I guess you're not going to be getting any relief this week, are you?" And with that she walked out of the room.

	I just couldn't believe it. She wanted me to jerk myself off in front of her? It was outrageous! That was something that I knew should be absolutely private. I knew I just couldn't do it and I spent the next few hours brooding about it. I thought a few times about the paper she wanted me to write, but I didn't have a clue as to what to put in it. And since I knew I couldn't jerk myself off in front of her either, I just didn't write anything.

	Later that afternoon, I was laying back on my bed reading an assignment while Jill was painting her toenails in preparation for her date that night. When I finished reading, Jill saw me put my book down and said, "Take you pantyhose off for a little while."

	I had already taken my shoes off since they had started hurting my feet and a chance to get even more comfortable was really welcomed. When Jill finished her nails, she told me she wanted to paint mine too and had me sit in her chair. I wasn't really too happy about it, but I did anyway and put my feet up on her bed while she painted my toenails. It was certainly a day of indignities for me. Unfortunately, when Jill finished my toes, she decided she was going to do my fingernails too. I pleaded with her not to, but that only made her smile at me as she told me in no uncertain terms to put my hand out on the desk for her to work on. A little while later I had matching finger and toenails in a soft but noticeable shade of pink. I just kept staring at them not knowing what to do with them. Jill seemed genuinely amused. "How long do I have to wear this?" I asked her.

	"All weekend," she replied like she was surprised I had asked.

	"But Jill," I said, suddenly remembering something that made me panic, "I'm supposed to get together with my study group tomorrow afternoon. I can't wear nail polish there."

	Jill looked at me with a bit of anger in her eyes. "Of course you can, and you will wear it! You know, I'm starting to get really tired of you saying I can't and I don't want to. If I hear it one more time, I'll not only send you to that study session wearing nail polish and heels, but you'll be wearing a skirt too."

	"No!" I screamed. I was in a definite panic now. It was all just a bit too much for me. "I don't want to do it, and I'm not going to do it, and you're not going to make me do it!"

	I could see that Jill was really mad now. "That does it," she said. "You definitely need an attitude adjustment, and you better start preparing yourself because you are going to be wearing a skirt while you're studying with your friends tomorrow." And with that she got up and headed to the door.

	"No way!" I shouted angrily at her back. "I'm done with all this! I'm a boy not a girl, and I'm not wearing any more girl's clothes!" She didn't even answer me, she just left the room. I didn't care, I started tearing off every stitch of clothing I had on. I pulled for a few seconds more at that miserable cock restraint, but that was hopeless. I didn't have any boy's underpants or socks, so I simply didn't wear any, and put on my own jeans and a shirt. I was angry, but felt really good about what I had just done. A few minutes later, Jill came back into the room. She was followed by Bruce and Melissa. "I want my other clothes back!" I said forcefully to her.

	"No," she said simply and calmly. "You're not getting them. Instead, you are going to get punished - big time - especially now that you've changed your clothes again. Okay guys, he's all yours." And with that, Bruce pushed past her and headed right at me.

	I don't know what I was thinking, but I just screamed at him "Get the hell out of here!" I think I started to try to hit him too, but he never even felt it. He just came at me and picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. Two seconds later, I was being carried down the stairs kicking and screaming to the living room. When Bruce took me off his shoulder in the living room, I saw that Aaron was there holding some ropes that looked like they were attached to one of the big stuffed chairs.

	I was trying furiously to fight them, but my efforts were totally useless. A minute later, I was bent over the back of that chair with my arms tied to the legs in front. "Pull that shirt off of him," I heard Aaron say from behind me as I felt him undoing my pants and pulling them down and totally off me. My shirt was pulled over my head and onto the ropes that held my arms. As soon as I was totally naked I felt more rope being tied to my ankles and soon my legs were spread and tied to the chair legs in back. I was still trying to wriggle free, but I was getting nowhere. I was scared and angry and my language was not leaving that to any doubt!

	Jill came over to me and put her face close to mine. I could see she was holding some kind of paddle in her hand. It looked like it was made of metal and had a lot of big holes in it. "I'm very tired of you telling me you can't do something when I know perfectly well that you can. And your little outburst upstairs was not nice at all. You need to learn to be a lot more respectful toward me and to trust my judgment, not yours. This is for your own good whether you like it or not!" And with that she walked around behind me and let fly with that paddle right on my backside. Oh wow did that sting, and I started cursing and yelling all over again at them.

	"Wait a minute," I heard Aaron say over my tirade. "Allow me to warm him up for you. From the way he's carrying on, it sounds like he's going to need a lot more than what you're doing to him."

	"Be my guest." I heard Jill answer, and a moment later, I was being bombarded with blow after blow as fast and hard as Aaron could deliver them. Oh boy did I holler. The pain from one blow could barely register before the next one hit me. I struggled and cursed for all I was worth, but it did no good. After what seemed like an eternity, which probably was more like a minute, Aaron stopped. Somewhere along the way I had stopped cursing, but now I was crying really hard and occasionally just begging them to please stop. I hurt so badly, I just wanted it to end.

	"Your turn now," I heard Aaron say to Jill.

	"Thank you, Aaron," I heard her say politely to him. "Now," and with that she swung and hit me again and I jerked again still crying. "That was for being so negative about what you can and can't do." Smack! "That was for telling me you won't do something after I told you to do it." Smack! "That was for your whole bad attitude about all this. And this is for your behavior toward me upstairs and arguing and yelling at me." And with that, she started to hit me over and over again as hard as she could. She was nowhere near as strong as Aaron was, but I was so sore already that every blow felt like a knife being thrust into my backside. I cried and cried and cried.

	When she was finished, she came around to the front of the chair and put her face near mine again. "I hate you all! I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!" I said to them over and over again.

	"That may be so," Jill said to me, "but other than this little party, I think we've all been very nice to you since you got here. We've been taking a lot of our time to help you with your schoolwork, and I know you said how much you appreciate that and how good it makes you feel to be so smart in your classes. Now, if you want that to continue, and I hope you do, then I suggest you start listening to me and doing what I tell you to." I just cried. "Now am I going to have any more trouble out of you?"

	"No," I cried.

	"Then I'll untie you now and you can go back upstairs." A minute later all the ropes were off of me and I was doing my best to straighten up. My backside was absolutely on fire. I just picked up my clothes in my hands and still crying, made my way painfully back upstairs. I was so miserable that I didn't really get dressed again. Instead, I put my nightgown on and got under the covers in my bed and cried myself to sleep. I know Jill came in and out a few times, but it hardly even registered in my brain. I just slept.

	Sometime in the middle of the night, I heard Jill come back from her date. It woke me up and I rolled over and watched as she changed into her nightgown and put her clothes away. She was so beautiful. She went out on dates and had lots of fun with other people. Would I ever get to date a girl? I wanted to do what everyone else did so badly, but it didn't look like it was ever going to happen now. Not as long as I was going to be kept in girl's clothes.

	I strongly considered dropping out of school, but I had really wanted to come here so badly. I thought of tell my mother about it all, but I could just hear her saying to me, as she had so often, that I had to learn to fight my own battles. She couldn't always be around to help me. So I was stuck. It just wasn't fair! And soon I was back asleep again for the night.

	Sunday morning I spent doing laundry and I had plenty of it to do since I had to wash all of Jill's clothes that I had worn as well as my own. At least it was something that I could stand up to do. My backside still burned and sitting down was uncomfortable to say the least. I don't think I hardly spoke to anyone that morning. I just tried to keep to myself. I was sulking I guess.

	I spent a lot of time worrying about going to that study session. We had two tests coming up on Monday and thanks to the efforts of Mark and Jill, I knew everything cold. I had tried to tell Jill that I knew everything well enough to not go to the study session, but she wasn't having any of that. She said I was going and that was that.

	We were supposed to meet at the library at two o'clock, and as each passing hour came, the butterflies in my stomach got worse and worse. At one fifteen I went upstairs to get dressed. Jill wasn't around so I quickly put on my pants and shirt. I was hoping I could get out of there without the skirt and that maybe she had forgotten. I did wear the heels. I knew there was no way I could get away with not wearing them. I grabbed my book bag and headed quickly downstairs toward the door.

	That's when she caught me and stopped me. "Where do you think you're going?" she asked sternly.

	"To my study session," I said like there was nothing wrong.

	"Back upstairs for a minute," she commanded.

	"Jill, please," I pleaded as I looked at her with a pitiful look on my face. "Please..."

	"Upstairs!" was all she said. So I turned around and slowly headed back up to our room with her right behind me. "Did you think I had forgotten?" she asked. "I told you that you were going to wear a skirt to this session today and I meant it. You're going to have to learn that I'm not going to back down on anything I tell you to do."

	And with that she started rummaging through her closet. "Yes!" she said at last, "this should be perfect." She held out a short black mini-skirt for me. I looked at it with horror in my eyes. My legs would be completely exposed. "Come on," she said. "Get those pants off and put this on. You're going to be late. Or do you want another beating?"

	There just didn't seem to be any way out of it for me. I slowly took my pants off, then took the skirt from her and put it on. I had been wearing skirts around the house for a week now, but somehow this was totally different. The skirt was a bit stretchy so it fit tight and the bottom of it just didn't seem to come very far below by crotch. When I looked down at myself I didn't see much skirt at all, just pantyhose and my shoes. The butterflies in my stomach felt like elephants.

	"Okay," she said with a big smile as soon as I was ready. "Let's go."

	When we got back downstairs, Bruce and Melissa were at the door waiting for us. "Very pretty," Melissa said with a big smile as soon as she saw me. "We thought we'd tag along for a few minutes, just to make sure he gets there all right."

	"Great idea, thanks," said Jill. And there it was. Any thoughts I had about going somewhere and just hiding out for a while were completely dashed.

	There was a major moment of panic as I went out through the door into the cool light of the afternoon, but I just kept on going. There was nothing else for me to do. We all walked together all the way to the library. As I walked, I just kept looking at the sidewalk in front of me. Mostly all I saw was my stocking clad legs and shoes, stretching out in front of me, over and over again, reminding me over and over again just how exposed I was. My legs looked like they belonged to someone else, not me.  It was a hopeless fantasy.

	It took us almost twenty minutes to walk there, then up the stairs and into the library. I know people must have been laughing at me but I had kept my head down for the entire trip. Now though, I had to look up and find my friends. Eventually I spotted them at a long table in the back. I stopped as soon as I saw them. I was late so they were all there ahead of me. How could I approach them?

	"It's a quarter after two," I heard Jill say to me. "I don't want to see you back at home till at least five thirty. If I see you before that, then you'll be wearing that skirt to class tomorrow too. Got it?" I just looked at my friends with more horror in my eyes. The thought of wearing a skirt to class, especially the one I had on, was more than I could bear. I just nodded my head. "Good, you better go see your friends then," she said.

	And with that, it was up to me to leave the protection of the people I had been with, make my way across the room and totally humiliate myself in front of my classmates.

	I walked slowly across the floor, straight ahead. I didn't look left or right, I couldn't. All I could look at were my friends as I approached them. I could feel Jill and the others standing there watching me as I went. About ten yards from the table, Diane first caught sight of me and turned her head staring. The others quickly followed suit. At about five yards from the table I just stopped. Nobody said a word, they all just stared at me. Finally, I knew I had to break the silence. "May I please still join you?" I asked tentatively. Nobody said anything for a second. Then before anyone could say anything, I just blurted out, "I know how stupid I look, but I can't help it. They're making me dress this way!"

	I could see that Josh was trying to find something to say, but he just couldn't find any words. It was Courtney that finally put a big smile on her face and said "Of course you can. We've been waiting for you." The ice had been broken and I felt a whole lot better.

	"Wow, you've got legs," Diane said as I made my way to the back of the table where I hoped I couldn't be seen as well.

	I don't know if she was serious or teasing, but I'm sure I blushed. Sitting down on that hard chair instantly reminded me of the beating I had gotten the day before as my backside sent an itching-burning feeling to my brain that just wouldn't seem to go away. Josh must have noticed how tenderly I had to sit down because he asked me if I was okay. "Yeah," I replied, "sort of. I'm afraid I got the spanking of my life yesterday and it's still hurting a lot."

	"Poor thing," Courtney said teasingly, but with some sympathy. "Now, you've got to explain this to us," she said, suddenly changing the subject. "You're the only one here who knows how to do this stuff." And with that, I spent the next few hours tutoring them on the things we needed for the tests the next morning.

	A little before five o'clock Josh decided that he'd had enough and it was time to leave. "Anybody want to get something to eat?" he asked.

	"Great idea," the others seemed to agree. All except me.

	"I don't think that's a good idea for me," I said. Then I looked at my watch. If I got home too early I would have to wear this skirt to class in the morning, and I had no doubts that Jill would make me do it too. "Can't we stay and study for a little while more?" I asked.

	"Why?" Courtney asked. "You already know all this just fine, and I think we all have it down pretty well now too?"

	"Well," I said a bit tentatively, "Jill threatened me that if I got home before five thirty that she would make me wear this skirt to my classes tomorrow too. And it won't take me very long to walk home."

	"Oh," said Diane, "I guess that would present a bit of a problem for you. Why don't you come and get something to eat with us then? That way you'll be out plenty long enough."

	"Uh... Diane," I said a bit exasperated. "I don't really want to be walking around everywhere in this skirt, if you know what I mean?"

	"Why?" Diane asked playfully with a teasing look in her eyes. "I wear them all the time. See." And she stood and twirled around to show off the skirt she was wearing. I was still searching for a good come-back to her when she said, "Just teasing. But you're still going to have to get out of here and walk home eventually anyway."

	"While we're talking about it," said Courtney, "you told us that Jill has it in for you and that she's determined to make you more 'girlish' as you put it. It looks like she's started upping the ante a bit. What are you going to do about it?"

	I just looked at them. That was the million dollar question that had been plaguing me since it all started. I looked at Josh. "Don't ask me," he said. "I don't have a clue how to help you."

	Finally I just said. "I don't know. I've pleaded and pleaded, and tried to find a way out of this but I just seem to be stuck." Then without thinking I told them about some of the new rules Jill had set for me. "She's requiring that I wear not just pantyhose, but now panties and girl's shoes all the time too. She even took me shopping for them yesterday and made me pick them out myself. It's going to be very embarrassing."

	"God!" said Josh unbelievingly.

	"Poor thing," said Diane almost teasing again. "So you're going to be wearing those shoes to class tomorrow?"

	"Yeah," I said. "She took my old shoes away and locked them in her storage locker."

	"Well, no problem then," Diane said with an air of confidence. "You'll just have to wear them and make the best of it and that will be that." She said it so matter-of-factly that it took me a minute to let it sink in. And she was absolutely right of course.

	I wound up sitting by myself at that table for another half hour till it was just a little before five thirty. Then I summoned up my courage and walked quickly, not so fast as to attract too much attention, but determinedly anyway, out the door, and all the way home. As soon as I walked into the house and closed the door behind me, I looked at my watch, five forty, "Yes!"

	As I passed by the living room I saw Melissa and Bruce watching TV again. Melissa called out to me, "How did it go?"

	I stopped and looked in. "It went alright." I said simply.

	Jill came out of the kitchen holding a carrot in her hand and asked, "So, what big problems did you have?" That stopped me. At first I thought she was just kidding, but she seemed so serious. "I mean, did you really have any problems at all?" she asked.

	She was serious! And I tried to find a way to answer her, but the longer I stood there with her watching, the more I realized that I didn't have any real problems at all, if you don't count the fact that I was just out in public with my friends while wearing a skirt. As the realization finally hit me, all I could answer was a sheepish "I guess there were no problems."

	"Good," she said simply. "And by the way, you look good in that skirt. Anytime you want to wear it to school is fine by me."

	"No thank you," I replied. "May I go now?"

	"Sure," she said. "Don't let me keep you from anything." And she turned and walked back to the kitchen chewing on the carrot.

	I went back to my room and just sat on the bed feeling a bit mind-numb. I had to sort out my feelings, but I didn't really even know where to start. But I was soon interrupted by the ring of my cell phone, Mom again. I had talked to her on Wednesday night too, so there wasn't much for me to say to her. There was no way I was going to tell her what was really going on, so I just assured her that everything and everyone was fine. That's all she really needed to know and she spent the next twenty minutes telling me about her last couple of days and all the gossip. It was sort of comforting to hear about everyone and everything else and I didn't have to think about my problems for a little while.

	On Monday morning, I dutifully dressed myself as required and then, as politely as I could, asked Jill to please remove the nail polish from my fingers. "I don't think so," she answered. I'm sure she saw the look of horror that registered on my face. "I like the way it looks on you, and after wearing a skirt out with your friends yesterday, I don't think that asking you to wear fingernail polish is too much for you to handle now."

	"But, you said I only had to wear it for the weekend," I pleaded.

	She looked at me sternly and asked, "Are you arguing again? Are you telling me that you can't do something when I know perfectly well that you can?"

	That backed me down really fast. "No," I said. "I was just hoping."

	"Good," she replied. "Get used to it."

	So I went off to classes wearing nail polish and girls shoes and pantyhose that showed whenever my pants legs rode up. In my first class I picked a seat in the back of the room hoping I would be less conspicuous. When Diane and Courtney came in together they were confused by this and asked what I was doing back there. "I just thought it might be better," I said.

	Diane put her books on her regular seat and walked back to me with a look of excitement in her eyes. "Are you wearing a skirt again?" she almost laughed as she asked it.

	"No... fortunately!" I replied. "Just these darn shoes and she also made me leave the nail polish on." Unfortunately, another girl heard us and got curious and wanted to see my hands.

	I had no option other than to show her. "Oh, pretty," someone else said as the group around me grew. Then someone else wanted to see my shoes better, so I had to stand up and lift my pants leg to let them all see. It was very embarrassing, but in the end, Diane made me get my books and go back to the front where I usually sat. During the test, I know the professor saw the nail polish on my fingers, but he never said anything.

	So that's how I spent my second week at school. On Wednesday, Jill touched up the nail polish so it would continue to look good. She seemed very pleased with me and for some reason very proud of herself. I guess I was starting to get the reputation of being a bit eccentric or weird. Maybe I was, but not by choice. If that's how everybody thought of me, well, it could be worse I guessed.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Jill was doing homework at her desk while Steve/Stephanie was at the library, when she was interrupted by a soft knock on the door. She was surprised to see Brenda there. "Can I talk to you for a minute?" Brenda asked.

	"Sure," said Jill, totally surprised to see that it was Brenda, and alone at that. Brenda was never seen when not in the company of Sharon, and she hardly ever talked to anybody else. She was the most timid person that Jill had ever met. Jill moved over and sat on her bed and motioned for Brenda to do the same. "What's on your mind?"

	"Well..." Brenda mumbled, not knowing where to start. "I was just wondering if it would be all right if I talked with Stephanie sometime?"

	"Talk with Stephanie? Of course you can talk to him, anytime you want." Jill was so confused by the question she really didn't know what to make of it.

	"Well, it's just that... I mean... Well... I saw you go out on a date with someone else last night and... well, I didn't know if you and he were..."

	Jill almost laughed. "No problem Brenda. Stephanie is not a boyfriend. He's more like... How can it say it?" She had to think for a moment. "I know... He's my 'project'! I'm not dating him. I'm just trying to see how girlish I can make him. Why should it matter though?"

	"Oh, I wouldn't want to get in the way if you and he were, well, you know.  Besides, I have a really big problem around men, but when Stephanie is dressed like a girl, it doesn't seem to bother me as much." Then she suddenly got an excited look in her eyes. "Did you see me last week when you first dressed him up? He was sitting in the living room talking to Mark and I walked over to him and told him to put his legs together! You don't think it was too much, do you?"

	Jill was flabbergasted. Brenda had said it like it was the most outrageous thing a person could ever do. "Too much? Of course not! Brenda, I don't understand, you said you have a problem around men. What is it?"

	Brenda suddenly looked agitated and nervous. "I gotta go," she said, getting up and heading for the door.

	"Brenda, wait! Please talk to me! Please tell me what's wrong. What's going on? Please sit down again." Brenda looked very uncertain, but walked over and sat down looking at the floor. "Brenda, please... talk to me."

	"I don't know. It's hard."

	"Please?"

	There was something very dark about the way Brenda looked. That was the only way Jill could describe the girl as she looked at her. The word troubled couldn't even begin to explain the vibes she felt coming from her.

	Finally, Brenda opened her mouth. "Men... hurt me," was all she said.

	"They hurt you?  How?"

	"They've always hurt me."

	"How, Brenda? What do you mean?"

	"First it was my father. He used to get drunk and beat Mom and me up all the time, real bad. Then later, instead of raping my mother when he was done, he started on me instead."

	"Are you saying that your father raped you?"

	"Mm hm. Lots of times. He was so smelly and drunk and big and he just hit me and threw me around. Then he'd tear my clothes off and have at me." She looked up with a look of almost triumph in her tear streaked eyes. "The best day of my life was the day I heard he ran his truck into another truck and died!"

	Jill wasn't sure what she could say. Brenda was in tears. "Brenda, he's gone now. You've survived. You don't have to be afraid of him anymore."

	"There's more." Brenda said simply.

	"More?" Jill asked astonished. What more could there possibly be?

	"When I was a senior in high school, a friend of mine and me were walking home from school together. A group of guys we had never seen before grabbed us, dragged us into the woods and raped us." At this point, Brenda was crying so hard that Jill just reached over and pulled her against her so she could hold the girl. "They beat us and stripped us and put tape over our mouths and taped our arms behind our backs and then they all raped us. They were dirty and smelly and foul and evil! And when they were done, they just left us there like that. It was the next day before anyone found us."

	No wonder she was so shy. And of course she would have a problem with men. "Did they catch the guys?" Jill asked.

	"No. The police looked, but they couldn't find them. We heard that they were suspected in several other rapes too, but they never found them."

	"I'm glad you told me," Jill said, trying to comfort her. She sat holding her till Brenda's tears finally started to subside and she could sit up again.

	"I'm sorry," Brenda said.

	"Brenda, you have nothing to be sorry about. Thanks for telling me. I don't know what I would have done if it were me." Then she had another idea. "Hey, when you're ready to talk to Stephanie, would you like it if I were there with you?"

	Brenda though for a minute then said, "Yeah, it might help. Sharon keeps telling me that I need to try to do things by myself again, but it's hard, especially around men."

	"You know something else?" Jill said, thinking of something that might put Brenda more at ease about Steve. "We fixed Stephanie so that he can't use his penis for anything other that to pee with, unless we let him."

	"What do you mean?" asked Brenda with a confused look on her face.

	"We locked a cock restraint on him the first night he was here. He can't get it off, and it won't allow him to get aroused at all."

	"You're kidding? What did he say about that?"

	"He doesn't like it, but we're not giving him any choice in the matter." Brenda almost giggled at that. At least it was a spark of life. "You just let me know when you want to talk. Or if you feel like it, just do it yourself. You don't really need me. I'll just be there if you want."

	"Okay. Thanks," Brenda said with more of a smile on her face. "I gotta go." Then she got up and headed toward the door but turned and stopped just before she went out. "You won't tell anybody about what I said, will you?"

	"Not if you don't want me to." Jill answered sincerely. "My lips are sealed."

	A hint of a smile showed on Brenda face. "He really has some kind of restraint on him, and he can't get it off?"

	"Yep!" Jill answered somewhat proudly, then she watched as Brenda left and closed the door behind her. Jill had to put her homework away for another time. There was no way to think about school work after Brenda's little visit.

	~~~~~~~~~~

	On Monday afternoon, just after her last class of the day, Jill's cell phone rang again. "Hello?" she said after pulling it out of her purse.

	"Hi Jill, this is Ms. Carter.  I was just wondering how things were going with you and Steve?"

	"Well, actually I think things are going fairly well now." Jill replied. "I have to admit though that I almost blew it this weekend and I think we came close to losing him, but it all seems to have worked out just fine." Then Jill proceeded to catch Ms. Carter up on everything that had happened over the weekend. Finally she added "I think though that maybe it was all for the best, because he seems to be much more willing to follow my directions now."

	"Sometimes a good beating is necessary," Ms. Carter said, "but you have to be very careful. Remember, it's only been one week and this is not something that he wants. Not yet anyway. Getting him to want it is part of your job. And that reminds me of something else. Jill, what does he call you?"

	"Call me, what do you mean?"

	"I mean, does he refer to you in any special way? For instance, I require all my subs to refer to me as Mistress Carter whenever they talk to me or even talk about me. It's a sign of respect. And I think that something like that would help Steve to associate you with the respect he needs to be showing you."

	"I don't know if I really want to be called Mistress. I'll have to think about that. But you might be right, maybe he should refer to me in some special way."

	"It doesn't have to be 'Mistress,' it can be anything special that you want. I'll just leave that up to you. By the way, I was walking around the school today and did I happen to see him wearing some lovely new shoes to class?"

	"You sure did," said Jill enthusiastically. "Did you see his nail polish too?"

	"No, I didn't get that close, but I did notice that he was with a group of other kids who seemed to accept him quite well. I was very glad to see that."

	"Yeah, they were probably his study group. There's a group of about four of them that have a bunch of classes together. I think they're relying on Steve to help them since we're making sure that he knows all the answers."

	"Wonderful," said Ms. Carter. "May I ask what you're planning next for him?"

	"I really don't know," said Jill. "I've got to tell you though that I stood out in the hallway earlier today and just watched him talking to his friends. And he looked somehow a bit different even from a distance. Maybe it was his shoes and the way he stands and walks in them that made the difference. I'm not sure, but I just looked at him and thought, that's my project. I made him wear those shoes. He's becoming what I want him to be. And it made me feel really good."

	"I know exactly what you mean. I think you're definitely starting to understand a bit more of what it's all about."

	"Yeah, I think so. As to what's next, I don't know. I want something visible, but I know I have to go slow. I was thinking I want to do more with his shape, but I'm not sure how. I guess a bra will be in order, but should I really give him tit's this soon? And I wish I could find a way to make his hips and backside a bit bigger. It's a lot to think about."

	"As you said, you do need to go slowly. This isn't easy on him and small changes are much easier for him to accept than big ones. Just keep me informed and let me know if you need any more advice."

	"Okay," said Jill. "Thanks for everything. Bye."

	As Jill walked home she had a few new things to think about. She didn't really like the connotations attached to the word Mistress, but she also knew that Ms. Carter was right. She just needed a new way for Steve to refer to her that signified respect.

	That evening she was watching TV for a few minutes before going to bed. In the show, a little girl walked up to the young woman that was babysitting for her and addressed her as Miss Julie. It was so sweetly done that it touched Jill, and instantly she knew that she had the answer to her dilemma, she would have Steve refer to her as Miss Jill from then on. She went to bed with a smile on her face that night.

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	It didn't really bother me when 'Miss' Jill announced that from then on she wanted me to call her "Miss Jill" instead of just "Jill." Actually I wasn't really happy about it, but I mean, why? She's only a couple of years older than I am and we're rooming together for heaven's sake. But if it would keep her happy and keep me from getting another beating, then that's what I would do.

	While we were talking, I took the opportunity to bring up another subject that was starting to bother me. I had been amazed at the reaction, or more precisely the lack of reactions from the other students about me wearing obviously girl's shoes and nail polish all the time. Yes, it did disturb me a great deal, but everyone else, once they knew about it, they seemed to get used to it real fast. And it was like, that was the end of it. Maybe this new confidence was part of the reason, but right after 'Miss' Jill told me how she wanted me to address her, I broached the subject of my getting a little bit of sexual relief.

	"I told you what you have to do," was all she said to me.

	So from that minute, I started planning what I would write. I knew it would have to be a complete work of fiction. Deep down, whenever I thought about it, I really didn't want to wear girl's clothes. What I really wanted was to be like everyone else and do the things that everyone else did. But I knew that saying anything like that wouldn't get me any relief. And things were getting to the point where every time I felt that 'thing' they had stuck on me pulling on me or even when it prevented me from getting hard, it was like it was only fueling my need even more.

	As the week progressed I started to dread getting to Saturday because I knew that it would probably mean more humiliation for me. Bruce's first home football game was scheduled for Saturday afternoon though, and Miss Jill had said that we needed to go to show our support. Actually, I was very much looking forward to it, for several reasons I guess. First of all, I enjoyed football, and secondly, I hadn't really been out of the house to do anything fun since I got there. Then there was another reason, I was hoping that it would keep me out of the stores with Miss Jill.

	Unfortunately, Saturday morning came all too early and Jill made sure that I was up and dressed in plenty of time to go shopping as soon as the stores opened. "Oh great," I thought to myself as she tried to hurry me up. I dreaded what was about to happen to me.

	Instead of Wal-Mart, this time Jill drove us to a factory outlet mall out by the highway. Our first stop confused me a bit since she took me into a sporting goods outlet. "When we go to the football game later, we need to show our team spirit," she said. "A lot of us wear these team shirts when we're at the games." She led me over to a rack that held a bunch of T-shirts patterned to look like the team football jerseys.

	"All right!" I said enthusiastically. "This is great! Hey, you know, I used to have one of these shirts for years. I finally wore it out and my mother threw it away on me. I could have killed her."

	I started searching for a shirt in my size, but Jill strongly suggested that I just get an extra large one. "It'll be easier to wear over heavier clothing as the weather gets colder," she explained. Very practical, I thought, so that's what I got. Jill suggested though that I get one that had Bruce's number on it, something that she seemed to like more than I did. But I was still happy to get the shirt. The price of the t-shirt blew almost half of the $50.00 budget that Jill had set for me for the week. I was kind of happy about that part too.

	After that, Jill and I walked a few doors down and she led me into a really trendy clothing outlet. "I love this store," Jill said as we walked in. Somehow, I didn't think that I would. "I'm going to look around and shop for me for a while," Jill told me. "You need to start finding some of your own clothes so you won't always have to borrow mine. Find yourself a new skirt," she told me.

	Buy myself a skirt! I knew it, things were bad again! I just hoped I wouldn't be wearing it to class on Monday. I spent about ten seconds standing there looking at all the racks of skirts, and the variety simply floored me. "What for?" I suddenly found myself asking her.

	Jill looked over at me and I could see she was suddenly getting angry. "What do you mean what for? To wear of course..."

	"No, no, that's not what I meant," I interrupted before things got worse. It had been a bad choice of words. "I meant, like for what kind of occasion, or for what purpose, you know? I mean there are skirts here that look like they should only be worn to some kind of formal party and I can see others that I'm not sure where they should ever be worn. Was there any special kind you had in mind?"

	Jill walked over to me and I was very afraid she was going to be mad. I could just see myself in a mini skirt on Monday. But instead, she walked up with a big smile on her face, put her arms around me, gave me a big hug, and said, "I could kiss you." Surprise! Now, what had I done? "I'm so happy you're really trying to do this right. Why don't you look for one that you think is casual, not fancy. Or think about one that you might want to wear to class someday, not necessarily right now, but later perhaps."

	Wear to class? At least I had some relief knowing that it wasn't going to be soon. "Okay," I replied. I spent about twenty minutes browsing among the skirts while she shopped.

	When she finally came back to see how I was doing, I showed her the skirt I had picked out. It was a long denim skirt. I could see in her eyes that she wasn't really happy about it and was about to say so, but before she got the chance, I blurted out, "I figured that the weather is going to be turning real cold soon and this would help keep me warmer. Besides, I see a lot of the other girls in school wearing them a lot and I figured that it was really in style." I didn't tell her my real reason for picking this one, that it was long and I wouldn't be showing off my legs. Also, the denim material was heavier and more like the jeans that I was used to. Maybe deep down I hoped that it wouldn't be noticed as being a skirt so much.

	Jill looked at me with her mouth wide open and shock in her eyes. Then she simply walked over to me and kissed me on the cheek. "You're so sweet, and you're absolutely right. It's a good choice. Why don't we try to find a top to go with it too?"

	So we looked at all the sale racks and she finally suggested two different ones from a five dollar rack. They were both long sleeved. One had a white collar on a soft yellow print material and looked to be a bit tapered at the waist and the other one was more like a soft pink sweater material with a round neckline that buttoned half way down the front. At five dollars each, I would be able to buy both of them. And the best part for me was that I knew that would be the end of my purchases for the day.

	Unfortunately, Jill suggested that we try our new clothes on before we bought them and she led me over to the changing rooms in the back. There weren’t any attendants there, just what looked like two closets. Jill sent me in with instructions to put the skirt on and one of the tops then come out so she could see how it looked. I wasn’t happy about that, but I didn’t say anything and went in to get dressed. I put the skirt on and the yellow shirt and cracked the door open to see if Jill was standing outside. She wasn’t. “Jill?” I called.

	“I’m in here,” I heard her say from the other changing room. “I’ll be right out.” She came out a minute later and seemed disappointed that I was still in the changing room and not standing outside. “Get out her where I can see you.” I sheepishly opened the door all the way and stepped outside. I felt very foolish. “How do I look?” she asked me with a smile on her face as she twirled around to show off a cute little dress she had found.

	I almost forgot about myself as I watched her. “You look great,” was all I said. Maybe I didn’t enjoy trying on clothes, but it was obvious that she did.

	“Okay, let’s look at you,” she said at last. I just stood there while she scrutinized me. “Turn around,” she ordered. So I slowly turned all the way around. “It looks good on you,” she said at last. “Put the other top on and let me see it.” So I went in and changed into the pink top. When I came out, she smiled and said, “It looks good on you too, pink is a good color for you. You just need some boobs! We’ll have to work on that. Okay, go change again.” I was very relieved to hear her say that and I wasted no time in getting my pants back on again. Boobs! I hoped not soon.

	My budget was blown, but Jill wanted to stop in the jewelry store before we left just to look. I didn’t mind since I knew that the worst was behind me now. Inside, Jill spent a lot of time looking at some of the rings and bracelets while I just followed her around. Then, while she was looking at a display of earrings I saw her suddenly look up and stare at a sign advertising free ear piercing with the purchase of a starter set. She just stared at that sign for a second, then looked back at the earrings, then looked up at me with an absolutely triumphant look in her eyes. “Stephanie, let’s get your ears pierced,” she said.

	I was horrified. “But Jill, I don’t have any money left.” Any excuse would have been fine with me, but this one happened to be true.

	“Don’t worry,” she said, “my treat.” And with that she left me standing there while she looked for someone to help us. She came back a few minutes later with two salesgirls who seemed to be more than anxious to help us out. I had noticed them watching me earlier but had chosen to ignore them. Now, I didn’t have any choice.

	“Which earrings were you interested in?” One of them asked.

	“These pink ones,” Jill responded, pointing at a pair of shiny pink crystals in the display case.

	“Oh yes,” the salesgirl said, “they’re very pretty.” She unlocked the case and pulled the box of earrings out and handed it to Jill.

	“They’ll be perfect!” Jill declared happily.

	“If you like, you can pay for them now while she’s getting ready,” the second salesgirl offered.

	“Good idea,” said Jill, and she walked off with one of them to pay for the earrings, leaving me to watch in growing fear as the other girl took the earrings out of the box and dropped them into a dish of some kind of liquid.

	A moment later, the sales girl I was watching brought a small stool around from behind the counter and told me to sit on it. The butterflies in my stomach were getting noisier and noisier.  She stooped and looked at each of my ears critically, then took a pen and must have made a mark on each of my ear lobes. About then, Jill and the other sales girl came back to watch.

	“Just about ready?” the other sales girl asked.

	“Mm-hmm,” said the girl working on me. “What do you think?” she asked about where she had her marks.

	“I think that looks great!” Jill responded excitedly.

	A moment later I felt something hard being manipulated around my ears and as I looked up at Jill with a pleading look in my eyes, I suddenly felt a sharp pain. Then it was over. My body was simply registering shock. The first one was done. I now had one pierced ear and the salesgirl was walking around to my other side. A moment later, I had two pierced ears. I wanted so badly to say “Please don’t do this,” but it was too late, it was all over. I knew I was stuck with them. I felt embarrassed, sorry for myself, and very much like hiding. But that was impossible.

	“All done,” I heard the salesgirl say.

	“They’re beautiful,” Jill squealed in delight.

	“They do look good on him,” the other salesgirl added.

	“Pink is definitely a good color for him,” the one who did the piercing said.

	“Yes it is,” Jill agreed. “Come look in the mirror,” Jill told me. “What do you think?”

	My heart was still pounding and my brain was working overtime to accustom itself to what had just been done to me. I got up slowly from the stool, still in shock, to look in the oval mirror on top of the counter. I dreaded what I knew I was going to see. As I looked, there before me, just noticeable to my eyes, were little pink shiny lights reflecting back from my earlobes. I turned my head from side to side to get a better look. I wanted to touch them but I was afraid to.

	”What do you think?” Jill asked again.

	I knew I had better answer something at least semi-positive. “They’re very nice,” I managed to say, still staring at myself. What I really wanted to do was to scream at the top of my lungs and ask, “Why me?” Fortunately, I controlled myself.

	Jill, in a suddenly much happier mood than she had been in all morning, thanked the salesgirls and practically pulled me out the door.

	On the way home, we stopped at McDonalds for a hamburger. I really didn’t want to get out of the car, but I knew I had to. I had gotten used to being seen in the pantyhose and heels with my pink nail polish, but now I felt like my earrings where huge beacons saying “Look at me! Look at me!” It was foolish I know, but that’s the way I felt. I’m sure a lot more people stared at me, but what could I do about it? I ignored them and ate my lunch while Jill and I talked about this and that and how nice my earrings looked on me. Sure.

	That afternoon, Jill and I and Aaron and Mark all walked to the stadium to watch the game. In a moment of inspiration, I had asked Jill earlier if I could please wear my old sneakers since it was such a long walk. I was really surprised when she agreed immediately. I was very happy about that. So were my feet. The team t-shirt that I put on over my shirt came down to my knees, but I didn’t really care. Comfortable shoes can do that to you sometimes.

	The stadium was huge. After watching games from my High School stadium this felt awesome. It was a close game, but we finally won by three points in the last quarter. I noticed that Bruce had managed to wrack up a few unassisted tackles during the game. I couldn’t always see the cheerleaders from where we sat, but whenever they came down where we could see them, they were great. Melissa was easy to spot. To be honest, I really enjoyed watching them as much as the game. That afternoon was without a doubt the happiest time I had spent since school started. I felt like a different person as we all walked home. I had even managed to forget about my new earrings.

	I was still happy when we got home and without being told, changed into my new skirt and yellow top. Then, because the skirt was a bit long without shoes, I put the heels on too. Jill asked me if I wanted a bra to go with it, but I declined. As if in answer, Jill went through my closet and pulled out two of my shirts and a pair of my jeans. “I’ll just take these down to the storage room for you,” she said simply. I watched silently as three more pieces of my male life were removed from me.

	By then, it was after my usual dinner time so I went down to the kitchen to make myself a sandwich. I noticed going downstairs one of the minor problems that that skirt was going to cause me. I couldn’t see my feet beneath me on the stairs. I remember having to go down very carefully.

	While I was standing at the counter making my sandwich, Sharon and Brenda walked in the back door. “Hi,” I said to them barely turning around.

	“Hi, Stephanie,” I heard Sharon reply back to me as I finished making my sandwich. Then I heard her exclaim “Stephanie! You have earrings! Let me see.” It was embarrassing, but I walked over to her and let her turn my head left and right so she could get a better look. “They’re lovely!” she said at last. “I know you’ll really like having your ears pierced. Pierced earrings are so much more comfortable to wear than clip-ons.”

	“I’m not so sure,” I replied, “just the thought of having pierced ears still scares me.” Then I did what I had been too afraid to do before. I reached up and touched one of them. It felt hard against the smooth soft skin of my earlobe. I could feel the sharp pointy spike behind my ear and the little clip that held it in place. I shuddered a little bit. I also wondered if they were going to cause me any problems sleeping at night.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to them. I really like them on you,” she said as she started to turn toward the door. “Enjoy your sandwich.” And with Brenda in tow, they headed toward the hallway.

	Just as they got to the door, I heard Brenda say to her, “Go on ahead Sharon, I’ll be up in a minute.” I turned with a bit of surprise as I picked up my sandwich to carry it over to the table. It was one of the few times I had ever heard Brenda speak. I could see Sharon’s eyes grow very wide.

	As I tried to sit down at the kitchen table, that long skirt seemed to get in my way and I had to set my food down and adjust the skirt just so I could sit more comfortably in it. I was beginning to think that I had made a really bad choice when I bought it. I heard Brenda chuckle from the doorway a little bit as she watched me, then she said, “I really like your earrings too. They look very pretty on you.”

	I’m not sure why, but for some reason I was both startled and shocked. I guess it was just that, Brenda talking to me, was something that was a bit out of the ordinary. I could see that Sharon had moved further down the hallway behind Brenda and seemed to be watching us intently. “Thanks,” I said simply to Brenda. Then for no reason that I know of, I said, “Would you like to sit down?”

	She seemed to think it over a little bit. There was almost a look of what I would describe as panic in her eyes, but after a few seconds she said a quiet, “Okay,” and tentatively walked over and sat in the chair opposite from me. Behind her, I could see Sharon raising both arms in the air and it looked like she was mouthing “Thank you God, Thank you God,” over and over again. What was up with these two anyway?

	Brenda seemed really shy so I asked her if she would like me to make her a sandwich too, but she declined saying she and Sharon had already eaten. “Can I talk to you?” she asked in that shy tentative way just as I took the first bite of my sandwich.

	“Sure,” I said with a mouth full of food, “I’d like that.” I’m not sure why, but that last statement seemed to bring that frightened look to her eyes again. I watched her for a moment, realizing that she was struggling against leaving and running away. I wondered why but didn’t say anything.

	She seemed to hesitate a bit, then finally she said, “I’d just like to know, what you think about all this?”

	Huh? That caught me a bit off guard. “What I think about all what?” I asked, not sure I knew what she was talking about.

	“I mean, well… I mean what do you think about dressing like a girl all the time?”

	I just looked at her. She was serious. “I hate it!” I said. “It’s very embarrassing – all the time. I feel people looking at me and laughing at me everywhere I go.”

	“Do the other kids give you trouble about it at school?” she asked.

	“No, not really,” I replied, thinking about it. “They all seem to know what’s going on and why I have to dress this way, and they don’t really give me any trouble about it at all. There are some that I know are uncomfortable around me and some that I know make jokes about me, but most of them have been pretty nice about it all.”

	“So what’s your big problem then?”

	I didn’t even have to think to answer that one. “It’s just not right!” I said. “I’m a guy, not a girl. It’s all just so… embarrassing! And besides, I want to do things that everyone else does. For instance, Jill is upstairs right now getting ready for another date. She goes out all the time. What girl would ever want to go out with me? It’s just not fair!”

	She just seemed to look at me for a second while I was feeling so sorry for myself then she said quietly, “I might.”

	“Huh? You’d go out with me dressed the way I am?”

	For some reason she suddenly looked very panicked and I knew that she didn’t really mean it. Then she said, “I really might… just not yet please! But maybe later.”

	What did “might” mean I wondered, still skeptical. I wasn’t really sure how to answer her but I tried to be polite and leave her offer open at the same time. “I’d be more than happy to go out with you sometime. Although, you’ll have to realize that I’m afraid Jill may start sending me out wearing skirts and dresses soon. She hasn’t really mentioned it yet, but I get the feeling that it’s coming. I’m not sure how you’d feel about that.”

	“Actually, I’d like that a lot better,” she said sounding very sincere. That surprised me. “Why don’t you try dressing more like a girl all the time?” she suggested. “That way, people will think you’re a girl and they won’t stare at you so much.”

	It was an odd concept. I hadn’t thought of it before, but the more I thought about it now, the more it frightened me. “I… don’t think so,” I finally said. “Just the thought of it scares me to death. Even last week when Jill made me wear that miniskirt to my study session, I was so sick with embarrassment I could hardly function.”

	“You wore a miniskirt somewhere?”

	“Yeah, she made me wear it to the library where we were meeting. I didn’t really have much of a choice. I didn’t want to get another beating.”

	I could see sudden clouds of concern on her face. “Beating?” she asked cautiously.

	“Yeah, I kind of got mad about it all and mouthed off at Jill. The next thing I knew, Bruce was carrying me downstairs and Aaron tied me to a chair, then he blistered my backside with a paddle before handing it to Jill to finish me off. It hurt to sit down for days. After that, I decided that I had better do as I’m told. I may not like it, but until I find a way out, I’m stuck going along with it.”

	Brenda was silent for a few moments.  I could see she was troubled. Then she finally said. “I’m sorry you got a beating. That wasn’t nice.” Then for no reason I could think of, she got up, came around the table to me and gave me a quick hug. It was so surprising. It felt really nice, and for some reason, comforting. Here was a girl who had hardly talked to me since I got here, coming around and giving me a hug. It was my turn to stare wide eyed at her for a change. As she walked back to her chair, she laughed a bit and said playfully, “I’ll bet you looked cute in that skirt.”

	“I don’t really know,” I answered truthfully, “I don’t ever look at myself.” But then catching on to her sudden mood change I added, “But I’ll bet you’d look a lot better in it.” I could quickly see by her reaction that something in what I said really bothered her.

	“I don’t wear skirts anymore,” she said in a very troubled voice.

	“Why?” I asked.

	She seemed to hesitate then said, “I have my reasons.” Then she added quickly, “I’ve got to go.” And with that she quickly got up and left the kitchen leaving me to sit there with a puzzled look on my face.

	When I got back upstairs, Jill was sitting waiting for me. She was completely dressed for her date but for some reason she seemed anxious to talk to me. “So, I saw you talking with Brenda a little while ago. How did it go?”

	I wasn’t sure why she should be so interested but I just said. “It was okay.” What was the big deal about it anyway? “Something seemed to be bothering her the whole time she was there, but she’s really very nice.”

	“You be careful around her!” Jill said warningly. “She’s… let’s say… timid… and a bit frightened right now. Don’t you do anything that might hurt her!”

	“She came and talked to me!” I said defensively. “But if you like, I’ll try to avoid her in the future.”

	“No, you putz! That’s not what I mean at all. I want you to talk to her! Just be careful what you say to her, that’s all.”

	“Why?” I asked. “What’s her big problem anyway?”

	“That’s not for me to say,” Jill replied. “That will have to wait for her to say, when or if she decides to.” Then she changed the subject on me. “Before I go out, have you got a draft yet of the assignment I gave you?”

	“Yeah,” I said, still wondering what was going on with Brenda. I would just have to be patient. I handed Jill the printout of what I had written so far. She grabbed a pen, then sat and read it making occasional marks on the paper for me.

	“Here,” she said as she handed it back to me when she was finished. “Overall, it’s pretty good, but it needs to be formatted to the school standards. Also, you need to add a little bit more. It’s about half a page too short.”

	Too short! It was all I could do to come up with the fiction that was in the paper now.

	“If you want any relief tomorrow, you’d better get cracking again.” And with that, she got up and went out for her date.

	The frustration in my loins was getting pretty severe, as was my frustration with life in general. So with no other choice in sight, I picked up my laptop and headed out to the front porch to work in the cool evening air for a while.

	The formatting problems were minor and were quickly fixed. The real problem was that I just didn’t know what else to write. I stared at my subject line of ‘Why I Love to Wear Girl’s Clothes’ for a while, but I just wasn’t getting any inspiration. I was about to close it all up and head back in the house when Brenda suddenly came out and without asking, sat down next to me.

	“Hi Steph,” she said after a few seconds. “I’m sorry if I upset you earlier. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

	“You didn’t hurt me,” I said, surprised that she would even think to say such a thing – let alone the fact that she was suddenly talking to me again.

	She just sort of looked at the floor with a sad look on her face. I could tell she was still troubled and was having a hard time of it. “It’s just that…I’ve been beaten too,” she finally got out.

	I was surprised. “You mean Aaron and the others beat you too?” I asked incredulously.

	“No, no. Not them! They’ve all been really, really nice to me.” I was relieved. “I’ve been beaten by… other people,” she said at last. “And it’s not something that I really want to talk about,” she added quickly. “But I just wanted you to know. I’ve been beaten and made to do things I didn’t want to do too.”

	“I’m sorry,” I said sincerely. “I didn’t know. If there’s ever anything I can do to help, please let me know,” I added.

	“You’re already doing it,” she said as she finally looked up at me. She had a small bit of a smile on her face and it struck me how really pretty she was. “What are you working on?”

	I looked down at my laptop with a sense of frustration. Before I could answer her question, I realized she was leaning over my shoulder and was reading the title.

	“Why I love to wear girl’s clothes,” I heard her read aloud. “That’s a funny topic for a class paper.”

	Okay, so I was embarrassed again. “It’s not for class,” I said. “It’s something that Jill said I have to write.”

	“Why?” she asked simply.

	I wasn’t about to tell her that writing this paper was my only hope for a chance at sexual relief. But what could I tell Brenda? “Because… I won’t be very happy if I don’t write it,” I said at last.

	“You mean she’ll beat you again?”

	“No, at least I don’t think so. Let’s just say that it’s a reason I don’t want to talk about.”

	She seemed to think about it for a few seconds then finally said. “I guess I can accept that. Like I said, there are some things that I don’t want to talk about either. Can I help you with it?”

	Help me? It was a wonderful offer, but I just wasn’t sure if I wanted to share what I had written so far. But I did need help so I said, “Please.”

	She picked up my laptop and set it where she could read it better and read through my paper. “This isn’t too bad,” she said when she was finished. “The more I think about it, it was a great assignment for Jill to give you. Maybe you’ll find some ideas that will help you want to wear girl’s clothes more. Now, you’ve mentioned looking sexy, and pretty, but how about comfort and the materials? They use a lot of different materials when they make girl’s clothes and the fabrics are often softer so they feel really nice. And I’ll bet that having to carry things around in your pockets all the time can be uncomfortable so not having pockets can be more comfortable. And now that I think about it, one of the biggest things is the sheer variety of clothes. All boy’s clothes look pretty much the same, but there are tons of different styles for girls. And wearing different styles can be just plain fun!”

	She had just given me enough material for six papers – just that fast. But I latched on to one of the things she said. “Comfortable?” I said. “I’m not sure about that. That bra she had me wear the first night I was here wasn’t exactly comfortable. And for that matter, neither are these heels I’m wearing.” I held my foot out to show her my foot.

	She laughed a bit. “Most girls would laugh to hear you call them heels. They’re what, about an inch?”

	“Inch and a half,” I said. “I measured them.”

	“Well, take a look around you and you’ll see that most of the girls are either wearing flats or heels that are much higher.”

	“Well, these are more than enough for me,” I said. “I’d like the flats a lot better I’m sure, but Jill wanted me to get something that would go with either a skirt or pants. But you were right about the fabrics. A lot of what Jill has made me wear did feel really soft. I can use that to finish my paper. And for once, I’d be writing something that might be true.”

	“Good,” she said happily. “I’ll just leave you to it then.” As she got up and left, she seemed to be in a very happy mood, much different than I had ever seen her before.

	I finished my paper with lots of extra lines to spare. I just hoped Jill would approve of what I had written. I really wanted some relief.

	When I woke up Sunday morning, I noticed that Jill hadn’t come home yet. Somehow I was betting she was having a good time. As I was shaving in the bathroom, I couldn’t help but notice my earrings. In the past, I had always just shaved the few hairs off of my face and that was that. I never really looked at myself before. But now, with those pink lights staring back at me, I was really forced to. “I don’t ever look at myself,” I remember telling Brenda. Well, now I was almost forced to. I noticed my light brown hair, curling at the ends and hanging down over my ears. I needed a haircut, but somehow I didn’t think that Jill would approve. I remember my mother suggesting I get one before I left home, but naturally, I didn’t. I looked at my eyes, my mouth, my nose, and the shape of my face. Did those earrings make me look more feminine? More like a girl? Maybe. As I said before, I never really looked at myself before. I never really bothered looking in the mirror after I got dressed either. That morning was different though. I had put on the long skirt again, but this time I wore my pink sweater with it. Did I look like a girl? Not really. But I just didn’t think I looked much like a boy either. I remember Brenda suggesting I should try dressing more like a girl so people wouldn’t notice or laugh at me so much. Would it work? What was I thinking? I turned away from the mirror, disgusted with myself for even harboring such thoughts.

	Jill didn’t come home until the middle of Sunday morning. She seemed a bit tired, but happy. I was doing laundry when she came in. “Hi Stephanie,” she said as she walked into the room. “Did you finish your paper yet?”

	Right to the point – which was fine by me. I couldn’t wait to get some relief, and the more I thought about it, the worse it seemed to get. “Yes,” I said, and handed her my latest printout.

	She sat down and picked up her pen again and started reading. I went back to folding my clothes. “Okay,” she said as last. “This is pretty good. I really like the last part you wrote.”

	“To be honest with you, Brenda helped me with the idea,” I said, not knowing if it was the right thing to say or not.

	“Brenda helped you?” she said, totally shocked.

	“Yeah,” I replied, still not knowing what the big deal was.

	“Tell me about it,” she said, sitting down on her bed. She was staring at me intently. She certainly seemed interested for some reason.

	So I sat down on my bed and told her about how Brenda came out on the porch and that she had told me that she had been beaten too and then she read what I had written and she offered some suggestions. That was about it.

	Jill looked at me for a second, then got up and came over to me. I didn’t know if I should be afraid or not, till I saw her smiling at me. She poked her finger, hard, into my shoulder and said, “The ball’s in your court now. The question is, what are you going to do with it?”

	Huh? What ball, what was she talking about? “I’m not sure I understand,” I said at last.

	“Men! You really don’t get it do you? She likes you, you idiot!”

	“She does?” I just kind of sat there with my mouth open. Somebody actually liked me?

	“So what are you going to do about it?” she asked.

	I just sat for a moment thinking. “She did say that she might go out with me sometime, just not yet though.”

	“I’m not surprised,” Jill said thoughtfully. “Just talk to her for now.  Get to know her.”

	“That would be nice,” I said. “I kind of liked talking to her both times yesterday. You know, she’s kind of pretty when she smiles,” I said thoughtfully. “I don’t understand why she doesn’t try to fix herself up more.”

	“She has her reasons,” Jill said flatly.

	I kind of shook myself out of it then and got back to the subject of me. “So, is what I wrote good enough?”

	“Yeah, it’s pretty good,” she said.

	“So, when can I … you know, get some relief?”

	“Tonight,” was all she would tell me to that one.

	Then I thought of something else. “Miss Jill, our study group has decided to meet every Sunday afternoon. Do I have to wear a skirt again this week?”

	“Not if you don’t want to,” she said. “But you certainly can if you like.”

	“Uh… no thanks,” I said. “Not this week.”

	I was the second group member to get to the library that day. Josh was there ahead of me. I know he stared at my earrings for a few seconds, but other than that, he didn’t say a word. I was grateful. Diane and Courtney, on the other hand were a different story. As soon as they saw my earrings they went on and on about earrings and what kind they liked and then on to other jewelry. I didn’t really want to be, but as the center of attention, I was stuck in the middle of the discussion. Josh got tired of it and started to get up to leave. “I’m interested in studying, not jewelry,” he said as he got out of his chair. Thank you Josh!

	“He’s right,” I said. “We really need to work on this stuff.” I didn’t, but I know they did. That seemed to change the subject and I spent the next two hours teaching them what they should have already learned.

	That night, about nine o’clock, Jill finally said it was time. I was more than a bit apprehensive since I didn’t really want to do this in front of her, but I also really wanted some relief. She had me stay dressed as I was from the waist up, but I had to strip in front of her from the waist down. That in itself was really no problem since we were roommates after all and she had really seen everything anyway. When I was naked below, she walked over to me with the key in her hand and unlocked that infernal cock restraint. Oh, the relief I felt when it came off. Not so much physical, but the psychological aspect of being rid of it was a huge wave of relief.

	“Okay,” she said, picking up the panties I had just taken off and handing them to me. “I want you to kneel down on the floor and wank yourself off with these.”

	I know my face turned red as I simply kneeled there on the floor and started to put the panties up against my member. But she stopped me before I could get started. “Wait a minute!” Then she picked up the paper I had written and handed it to me. “Read this aloud while you’re doing it,” she said.

	I wasn’t happy about it, but for that matter I wasn’t happy about everything in general. So I started to read the paper while I rubbed myself with my own panties.

	I don’t know why, maybe it was the fact that my mind was distracted by my own reading, or maybe it was just that I had spent so much time unable to get hard, but for a while, absolutely nothing happened with my cock. It refused to get hard. Oh, believe me, just touching it felt wonderful! But, it refused to respond.

	When I finished reading the paper, I looked up at Jill with a look of total frustration in my eyes. “Read it again,” she said simply. So for the second time, I started plowing my way through it. This time, maybe something in what I read slipped into my mind, I don’t know, but at last I started to grow hard. By the time I finished reading it for a second time, I was fully hard. I looked up at Jill with a look somewhere between triumph and ecstasy. “One more time,” she said. So I read it one more time all the way through. My excitement was definitely growing.

	When I finished reading, Jill came over to me and took the paper from my hand. I closed my eyes as I fully enjoyed what I was doing. Then from out of nowhere, the memory of walking to the library last week while wearing that miniskirt flashed into my mind. And for some reason, all I could think about was watching my legs wearing pantyhose and those shoes reaching out over and over again, taking step after step. Why, I don’t know, but I was finding it incredibly erotic and intoxicating. I was being betrayed by my own memories, memories that I hadn’t thought were good ones before. And eventually it was too much for me. My orgasm was incredibly intense. I was practically hyperventilating. Every muscle in my body was spent and I slouched over till my head touched the floor.

	Jill let me just stay that way for a while till I recovered enough to get up. “Get yourself cleaned up, then just put your nightgown on,” she said. “Don’t bother with panties yet.” So I wiped myself off, put my nightgown on and went into the bathroom and washed myself really well. It felt wonderful to wash down there without that restraint. When I got back to the room, I fully expected Jill to put that stupid thing back on me again and I had braced myself for it, but instead she said, “Aaron wants to see you before I put this back on.” And with that she took me by the hand and led me straight over to Aaron’s room.

	I was more than a bit worried about seeing Aaron. I think I would rather have just had the restraint on again. In Aaron’s room, I noticed that Mark was out. It looked like Aaron had been listening to CDs again. “Has he cum?” he asked Jill.

	“Definitely,” she replied.

	“Good.” Then he took me by the hand and led me over to the corner of the room. He had a rope there strung through a large eyebolt that was screwed into the ceiling. More ropes again! Now I was really afraid. “Don’t worry,” he said smiling, “this is just to keep your hands out of trouble while I measure you.”

	Measure me? He proceeded to pull my nightgown off of me before tying my hands to each side of the rope. Luckily, instead of pulling my arms up high, it just held them a little over my head, but still, all I could do was stand there and let him do whatever he wanted to me.

	He got a measuring tape off of his desk and then started to measure me. He measured every inch of me from the waist down to my thighs. He spent a particular amount of time on the circumference of my penis. With each measurement, he wrote down his findings on some kind of chart he had drawn up. Then he got out another piece of rope and tied it tightly around my waist. Then he measured it again. He redid almost every measurement he had already done, only this time tying the rope tightly to reduce the measurement first. When he got to my penis, instead of the rope, he just pulled the measuring tape really tight.

	“Okay, that’s it,” he said at last. “You want me to put that cock restraint back on before I untie him?” he asked Jill.

	“That might be a good idea,” she replied and went back to our room to get it.

	“What were all the measurements for?” I asked, now that I felt it was a good time to ask.

	Aaron smiled. “I’ve come up with a new design for a cock restraint for you. A friend of mine owns a manufacturing company and has agreed to make it for me. I just needed to get your exact measurements. If it works like we think it will, we’re going to market it and hopefully make some money.”

	Before I could really digest what he had just told me, Jill came back into the room and handed the restraint to Aaron and within seconds I was securely locked up again and he was releasing my hands. A new cock restraint and one that Aaron had designed. I couldn’t even imagine it, but I shuddered at the thought anyway.

	On Monday, a lot of the girls in my classes noticed my earrings, and just like with Diane and Courtney the day before, they all wanted to talk about earrings and jewelry in general with me. I was beginning to feel like one of the girls. I’m not sure how I felt about that.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Jill stood in the hallway watching Steve talking with his friends between classes. She could occasionally catch a spark of light being reflected from his earrings whenever he moved his head. She felt a huge surge of pride every time she saw him from knowing that he was becoming something that she was creating. As she looked at him, she also felt her lack of patience. She really wanted to see him standing there in a skirt and heels, totally dressed and acting like a girl. Right now he was just somewhere in between. What should be next for him she wondered? He didn’t move or act like a girl, his shape was all wrong, and he needed clothes, clothes, clothes. It would be wonderful if he had an unlimited budget to work with where he could buy everything he needed all at once. But the reality of it was that he didn’t.

	She was fairly sure that he wasn’t aware that she was reading his diary occasionally. He had made mention of that fact in it. But the fact that it seemed to be more private to him had let him open up more in it. He had detailed a lot of his thoughts in it and most of them were about his absolute frustration with his situation. He had also detailed all his talks with Brenda and they were really interesting. She had felt more like she was spying on him while reading them. But his last few entries had been the most interesting. He was starting to look more at himself physically. It seemed that Brenda had suggested he should try to dress more like a girl to avoid embarrassment, and now he was wondering just how he might look. That was definite progress, and she smiled thinking about it.

	So what should be next? As she watched him standing there she decided it was definitely time to start working on his posture and some of the little nuances of being a girl. He stood there like a boy. He had no grace at all. She didn’t know how many times she had told him to put his knees together while he was sitting in a skirt. That was something she was going to have to start taking a harder line about. But as for his outward appearance, she really liked the fact that every week she had added something that was visible to his appearance, but what should be next, a bra perhaps? Then as she watched, one of the girls slung her heavy purse back over her shoulder after it had fallen down to her arm. Another smile came to Jill’s face. “Definitely!” she thought.

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	The past week had been a lousy week, and the next week didn’t look to be much better. On Monday I had to carry my new purse to class for the first time. “Miss” Jill’s new rule, nothing in my pockets anymore and carry the purse whenever I went out. What a pain in the neck! Not only did I have to carry my books, but the purse too. If I put it over my shoulder, it kept falling down onto my arm. If I kept my arm crooked and carried it that way, I couldn’t do much else with that arm – and besides it felt really dorky! If I simply held the strap in my hand I couldn’t use that hand for anything else. What a pain! The end result seemed that I was constantly moving it from my arm to my hand to my shoulder and every combination of those that you can think of.

	“Miss” Jill had been a pain the last week too. “Don’t stand like that, stand like this. Don’t sit like that, sit like this. Don’t do it that way, do it like this.” And over and over again, “Put your knees together!” Nag, Nag, Nag! Doesn’t she know how hard it is to sit with your knees together all the time? I’m not built that way, it hurts!

	Even the paper I had to write on ‘Why I Hate Being A Boy’ didn’t really suit her. She accepted it and I got some relief, but even there she had just let me “do my thing” as she said and hadn’t paid any attention. You would have thought that my climax would have been better, but I just barely enjoyed it.

	She just hadn’t seemed to be herself all week. And now, since Saturday, I had another blouse, a jumper that went over it, one less pair of pants, one less shirt, and a stupid purse that I had to carry everywhere. Aarggh!!! If I didn’t find a way to get some new pants I would be wearing skirts to class real soon. I had only three pairs of pants left in my closet. I kept looking for a bright side and I didn’t see a whole lot.

	My school work was going really well. Everybody seemed to look up to me as the one person in the class to help them – despite how I was dressed. They all just seemed to accept me as I was – or perhaps as what I was becoming. They had figured out that on Monday’s there was always something new and they all couldn’t wait to see me on Monday morning to find out what it was, especially the girls. I think they were taking bets on it.

	I guess I should mention the only other bright side in my life, Brenda. She and I had taken to sitting out on the front porch together in the evenings just to talk for a while. It was a bit cool out there, but we had it all to ourselves, and I really enjoyed that. She was really nice.

	The following Friday though was one I’ll never forget. Jill had mellowed out again after a few days, but on Friday morning told me not to make any plans for that evening – as if I had somewhere to go anyway. That evening, she and Aaron bundled me into his car and he drove us out to the other side of the city on the outskirts of town. As he pulled into a parking lot, I could see the company name ‘Bartholomew Manufacturing’ in bold letters across the front of the building. The front door was locked, but was opened shortly after Aaron knocked by a guy who looked more like he belonged in a motorcycle gang. Once we were inside, Aaron introduced his friend simply by saying, “This is Bart.”

	Bart just looked at me and said with a sneer, “That’s Master Bart to you!” Then he looked over at Jill and said politely “Hi, you must be Mistress Jill.”

	“Just Jill, please. I don’t really like the term Mistress.”

	“Whatever,” said Bart. “Back this way.” And he led us to his office area in the corner of the plant. Once inside he started telling us a little about his business, well actually, he told them. Me, he seemed to be ignoring completely. The business was primarily a plastics product factory that could turn out a variety of products depending on the customer’s requirements. He had inherited the factory from his father and seemed quite proud of how he had made the business grow. Finally he turned to me and simply said, “Strip!” in a very no-nonsense voice. I looked up questioningly at Jill. She simply nodded.

	Aaron piped in at that point and said, “I suggest you do whatever Master Bart tells you to. He’s very fond of dishing out painful reminders to do what he says. I also suggest you don’t say anything unless you’re asked.” I again looked questioningly at Jill, only this time my eyes were a lot wider from surprise… or was it fright?

	“Stephanie, think about it,” Jill said, “you can either do this the easy way, or you can resist and it can go very hard on you. But in the end, we’re still going to do what we came here for. So I suggest you get your clothes off and do as you’re told.”  I just stared at her for a second then reluctantly started removing my clothes.

	While I was undressing, Bart went over to his desk and pulled something out of one of the drawers. “Here it is,” he said to them. He held up what looked a little like a plastic jock strap except that it looked hard instead of soft. It had a sort of triangle shaped piece in the front with a waist band that connected at the top. The front piece didn’t appear to be exactly a triangle though, as it seemed to be tapered down thinner near the bottom. From the bottom of the triangle, two other bands came out in a V shape and connected to the waist band at the back. The whole thing was sort of flesh colored but perhaps a bit more on the pink side. As he held it, he inserted something in the side of that triangle piece and the waist band popped open. I could see what looked like half inch steel ribbon sticking out of the end of the band. The exposed steel seemed to have a series of jagged teeth cut into it that I realized were what the locking mechanism latched onto. “The whole thing is built around these bands,” he was saying, “so despite the plastic covering, it’s really strong. We padded the inside of the waist just a little bit to make it more comfortable, then we sealed it all in plastic. The plastic is really strong, but just a little bit flexible so it will be more comfortable to wear.

	“The front piece holds the locking mechanism and also a series of molded tubes that all lead down to this hole here.” He turned the device up to show them a single hole at the very bottom of the triangle. “That’s where he’ll pee out of now.” Then he turned the device over and I could see what looked like a thick piece of black rubber attached to the inside with a large zipper on it. “The other end of that pee tube is connected to this,” he said, “and this is where we put his penis.” He was smiling as he said that last part, and something in the way he seemed to enjoy saying it told me I wasn’t going to like it.

	He looked up at me to make sure I was finally naked. Fortunately, I was. He grabbed my hand and led me over to the corner where there was a small winch hung from the ceiling. The winch chains were hanging down and there were two padded leather straps attached to them. Bart fastened the straps around each of my wrists, then pushed a button on the wall and my arms began lifting over my head. He stopped the winch just before I was about to have to get on my toes. I wasn’t going anywhere again. Jill came over to me and unlocked and removed my cock restraint. For once, I wasn’t sure I wanted it gone.

	“Let me show you how this works,” Bart said to them as he brought the device over to me. “Oops,” he said, handing the device to Aaron, “I almost forgot one of the most important parts.” He went back to his desk and took something out of a dish of liquid. Coming back over to me he held up what looked like a small plastic tube, maybe a little longer than and inch. It had a round plastic flange about a quarter of an inch up from one side. “He’s going to need this once the device is on,” he said. Then he grabbed my penis and began inserting the long end of the tube right in it! I was so surprised! I tried to wiggle away, but he held me firm, and there was no place to go. It didn’t really hurt, but it didn’t exactly feel normal either. He put it all the way in until the flange stopped it. “There,” he said when he had finished. I just looked up at Jill in surprise. She was only staring at my cock, now with that tube sticking out of it.

	“Okay, lift your leg,” Bart said to me as he held the device out next to my left foot. I dutifully lifted my foot and he slipped the device over it and drew it up to my groin. “The other end of that tube goes right in here,” he said as he pushed the other end of the tube and my penis into a small cupped depression in the end of that black contraption on the inside of the device. He wedged the tip of it in hard, and I realized that if that part was supposed to hold my penis, he had constructed it too small. A bit of relief swept over me as I knew he would have to go back and remake it, and I wouldn’t have to wear the thing yet.

	“It looks too small,” Jill said, sounding disappointed.

	Master Bart looked up at her with what looked like triumph and glee in his eyes. “Not a bit. Just watch.” And with that, he shoved the whole device back into me driving the remaining part of my cock back into my body. “Oh! I didn’t know it could do that,” Jill said, fascinated by what he had just done. “But it still looks like you won’t be able to zip it up.”

	“Oh yes I will,” Bart said with glee. “Keep watching.” He folded the inside flap over my penis and tucked it under the top part.  Then he slowly began pulling up on the zipper. It felt like someone had wrapped their hand around my penis and was squeezing it one finger at a time until he got the zipper all the way up. My penis had been squeezed down into the size of that tiny container. My eyes were bulging. I realized that the top of that tube that held my penis was longer than the bottom and was curved so that with the device holding my penis straight down, my penis was totally covered top and bottom. I was squeezed so tightly that without that tube he had stuck inside of me, I wouldn’t be able to pee at all.

	“God!” I heard Jill say. “Does that hurt?” she asked me.

	“N… not really,” I stammered, still shocked and surprised, “It’s just very tight.”

	“Now we really should take care of these,” Bart said grabbing one of my balls.

	He started to push hard on it, straight up into my body. I was about to cry out in pain when suddenly if felt like something inside of me gave way and my ball popped through and was gone! I was so surprised and was about to ask what happened when Jill beat me to it. “What happened? What did you do?” she asked.

	“I just pushed it back up into its original socket,” Bart said while beginning on my other ball. He pushed hard again, and again, just as I was about to cry out in pain, the pain and pressure went away – along with my second ball. They were gone! “It gets easier the more you do it,” he said as he seemed to be folding the empty sac that was left until there wasn’t much of it either.

	Then Bart stuck the open end of the belt into the matching slot in the waistband and pushed it in. I heard several small clicks as the locking mechanism grabbed each of the teeth on the band. The more he tightened it, the more the whole thing seemed to contract and push itself into my body, until when he was finished, the two straps in the back were very tight, and the front piece was pushing hard into my groin. My poor compressed penis was compressed even more. “There,” Bart said with some satisfaction. “Comfy?” he asked me. I didn’t answer.

	Aaron finally spoke up at that point and said, “One of the biggest challenges we had in building this was creating the one-way valve just below where the catheter goes into it to prevent anything from coming back up the tube and into his penis.” I was beginning to think that it was Bart who had designed and built the entire thing.

	“It sure was,” Bart agreed, “and building that little valve you designed wasn’t easy, but it works. Now, this is the key,” he said as he held up a thin curved piece of metal.

	“It doesn’t look like any key I’ve ever seen before,” Jill said.

	“That’s because it’s designed specially for this,” Bart said. “The curved shape goes into the slot on this side. Then it catches on the release lever inside. You just have to pull it up and it opens the belt. The curved shape doesn’t allow him to put anything flat and straight into the slot to try to open it. It has to be this shape or it won’t go in and it won’t engage the catch. There are also holes at the bottom of the key slot with tubes that lead right to the main pee tube so that any water that gets in it will simply drain out. It should also help to keep the inside of the main tube clean. Here try it.”

	Bart handed the key to Jill and she tentatively inserted it into the slot. Then when it was in all the way, she tried to pull up on it. She had a bit of trouble so she pulled harder. Suddenly, the catch freed and belt popped open. I gave a grunt of surprise and relief. “It’s a bit difficult to release,” she said.

	“We made it stiff purposely,” Bart replied, “to make it harder for him to get out of.”

	Jill then took the open end of the belt and pushed it back into the front piece again. As she kept pushing it in, I once again felt it constricting on my body. “It’s really a tight fit,” she said as the last of the teeth finally locked home.

	“We don’t want it slipping off now, do we?” Bart said with a bit of amusement. “Now, I think it’s time we give it the final test. With your permission Mistress Jill, I’d like to give the pansy here 5 minutes to get out of it. And just so he has a little bit of incentive, will you consent to allowing him, oh say… a week without any cock restraint at all if he can get it off?”

	Jill was still staring at the belt on me with wide-eyed awe. “Oh, sure,” she said as if she only barely heard him.

	“Got that wimp?” he said cruelly at me. I just nodded my head enthusiastically. Any chance to get out of that belt and especially to be without any restraint at all for a while would be absolutely wonderful! He reversed the winch and as my arms came down he unstrapped them. I stood there for a second and just rubbed my wrists. “Well?” he yelled at me. “What are you waiting for? I started your time two minutes ago!”

	With that I began frantically trying to get that darn belt off of me. If I tried to push it down in the front, it seemed to be catching right on the top of my cock. It certainly wasn’t going anywhere that way. If I tried to pull it down in the back and at the sides, it wouldn’t budge either. My hips and butt just seemed to be too big to let it pass. All I did was make it hurt more by trying to push it into a place where it didn’t fit. The only thing that made it hurt less, was to pull it up tighter into my crotch, which was exactly the opposite of what I wanted to do.

	As I danced around frantically trying to free myself from the infernal thing, I heard Bart talking again. “I can’t wait for you to finish your new design,” he was saying to Aaron.

	“New design?” Jill asked.

	“Yeah,” Aaron said. “I had an idea to modify it a bit so that you can give the wearer an instant period.”

	“You’re kidding!” Jill exclaimed.

	“No, really. I’m planning to use the front piece to hold some kind of a liquid to simulate a woman’s period and have it drip out of the pee tube. I just haven’t worked out the delivery method yet. I don’t want it to run out all at once. Even better, I’d like it to be variable so that sometimes he would have a light flow, and sometimes he would have a heavy flow. You could load the liquid in it, you wouldn’t even have to tell him, lock the belt on him, and wham, instant period. And there wouldn’t be anything he could do about it. I’m afraid it will have to go sort of on the back burner for a while though, I have more pressing school projects that have to come first.”

	Bart looked over at me as I was still pushing and pulling on the belt, and getting nowhere. “I think I can safely say that he’s not going to be getting out of it.” I looked up at them with pure frustration in my eyes. “Okay Wimp, put your panties back on. Let’s see how it looks under them.” I dutifully pulled my panties out from the pile of clothes on the floor and pulled them on. They completely covered the belt and as I looked down. From what I could see, there wasn’t much of a trace of it at all and my crotch area looked totally flat and strange to me.

	“God, look at that!” Jill said in astonishment. “He looks like a girl down there now with that thing on.” She seemed to be getting more and more excited. “Put your pants back on,” she ordered. So I quickly found my pants and pulled them on. Jill came over and pulled them up at the crotch to look. “There’s no sign of anything there,” she said excitedly. “I love it! You two did a wonderful job. Aaron, you’re a genius, and you Bart, are the craftsman of the year.” She ran over and gave Bart a big hug and planted a kiss on his cheek, then did the same with Aaron.

	“You can finish getting dressed now,” Aaron said to me as Jill continued to tell them how delighted she was. They were all very happy about it – but I certainly wasn’t.

	As I was getting dressed, Aaron started to tell Jill about some other things we needed to know. “With this design, he’s going to probably need to wear some kind of pad in his panties all the time. Since he’s peeing through a tube now, it may drip a bit even after he thinks he’s done peeing.”

	“That should be no problem,” Jill said happily, “we’ll stop on the way home and get him some.”

	“Also, you should probably take it off of him once or twice a week to clean him up good. The catheter tube should be dipped in some kind of antiseptic solution too just to keep germs out.”

	“How about what we use for his earrings? Will that work?”

	“That should be fine.” Aaron said.

	As we walked back out to the car, I was really happy to get out of there and away from Bart. I didn’t like him. As soon as we were in the car, Jill said, “I can’t wait till tomorrow.”

	Tomorrow, what was happening tomorrow I wondered? I had sort of been looking forward to going to another football game, I hoped I still could. I wasn’t looking forward to our weekly shopping trip though. Now it seemed I had something else to worry about.

	A little while after we got home, I had to pee for the first time. That’s when the real impact of that device hit me. There was no question about standing or sitting to pee. With the old device I sort of had an option, I could stand if I really wanted to, but it was a lot easier to sit. Now, with this new device, there was no option. In fact there wasn’t anything – and that was the problem. Before, there was always something there that I could see and touch, for my whole life there had always been something I could pull on and feel. Now, there was nothing. I couldn’t even feel my trapped and compressed penis inside the device anymore. I pounded with my fist on the hard front cover and didn’t feel a thing. It was like losing an arm or a leg. I wanted to reach out and touch something there so badly like I had always done, but now, there was nothing to touch. I knew that in reality it was all still there, but just knowing it did no good. For all intents and purposes, it seemed to be gone. Not even a bulge. And losing it hit me hard.

	As I sat to pee, all I could do was to relax my muscles and let it out. With that catheter in my penis, I couldn’t really feel myself peeing. Fortunately I could hear it as the pee rushed out of me, through the device, and splashed out in a stream straight down into the water. I kind of had to listen for when I was done. I sat there for a few extra seconds to let it drip but didn’t hear anything. I took a bit of toilet paper and wiped the pee hole and saw that the paper got just a little bit wet. I knew I was going to need those panty liners Jill had picked out for me. The whole thing left me very depressed.

	Back in our room, Jill still seemed to be happy and excited. She redid my fingernails again, even though it was only Friday and I had touched them up on Wednesday. She usually filed and shaped them once a week on Sunday and then on Wednesdays I had to touch them up if they needed it. She said that doing nails relaxed her and it was something she enjoyed. In the time since I had gotten to school, my nails had grown out longer and now, filed to a very feminine taper, I thought my hands looked more like girl’s hands. When I had complained to Jill about the length getting in my way as I typed, she had just said, “Get used to it.” Now that they were longer still, I found myself moving and using my hands differently to avoid chipping the polish or scratching myself with them. It was another inroad that had been made on me towards a girlish end.

	That night, I discovered that sleeping in the new device was a lot more comfortable than the old one. Lying on my stomach didn’t pose any problems at all. No dreams of anything that might cause me to get hard or erect woke me up because it was like there was nothing there to worry about getting hard or erect. I could dream of it all I liked with no pain - it just didn’t do any good.

	Saturday morning, Jill practically dragged me out of bed and pushed me to get ready for shopping. We went back to Wal-Mart again. I thought we would be heading straight for the lingerie section since my paper that week had been on bras and bra fitting – a simple research paper for once. I dreaded the thought of having to wear a bra. But once in the store, Jill surprised me by heading straight over to the junior’s department and started looking at jeans. I was a lot happier about that.

	She picked out a pair of low rise jeans that had fancy embroidery on the back pockets and a colorful belt, and then she took me over to the fitting rooms. “He wants to try these on,” she said to the attendant there. The attendant didn’t look too happy about it and stared disapprovingly at me for a few seconds. “Please,” Jill said to her. Maybe it was my earrings, but she finally relented and sent me back to one of the rooms with the jeans while Jill waited out in the store for me to come out wearing them.

	The jeans seemed to fit me fine especially since they seemed to stretch a bit. They were a bit tighter in the crotch than I was used to, but that certainly wasn’t a problem, anymore. When I went out to model them for Jill, she pronounced them as being a bit too big and made me stand there while she went to get another pair. Too big? I thought they were just fine. The legs were a little too long, but that was a problem I usually had even with boy’s jeans. As I stood there waiting, I noticed the attendant staring at those jeans on me. Her eyes were wide open as if in surprise. I ignored her like I did most other people when I was out. Jill came back a few minutes later with two other pair, one the same as what I had on, and another pair that looked awfully feminine too. Both of them were a size smaller than the ones I had on.

	As I pulled on the smaller sized jeans I realized they were going to be a lot tighter and I was glad for that stretchy fabric. When I modeled them for Jill, she got very excited and pronounced them as perfect. For some reason she couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the front of them. I modeled the second pair for her too and she liked those too. I complained about the length of the legs, especially the second pair. She told me that I just needed higher heels. I decided not to push that one.

	After that, it was back to look for another pair. Instead of jeans, this time Jill picked out a dressier pair of khaki colored slacks for me. They had a stretch waist and no fly opening or pockets of any kind. Trying them on, I realized they were a lot more comfortable than those tight jeans and the legs didn’t seem to be quite as long. They were just awfully feminine. Jill liked them on me and that blew my budget for the week.

	Jill practically rushed me out of the store and back to the car. I realized she was driving a bit faster all the way home. As soon as we got there, she had me put on the first jeans I had tried on. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled me over to Aaron’s room and knocked on the door. When the door finally opened, it looked like Aaron had just gotten up. I could see that Mark wasn’t in the room again. “I just had to show you how he looks in his new jeans,” she said excitedly.

	Aaron just stood back for a few seconds looking at me, then smiled and said, “They really look great on him.” I could tell he was still half asleep.

	The door to Bruce and Melissa’s room was open so Jill dragged me down there next. Bruce wasn’t there, but Melissa was. “Mel, look at his new jeans,” she said excitedly as she dragged me into the room.

	Melissa turned from doing her hair and looked over at me. She smiled and said, “They look great on you.” Then she looked closer and I saw a look of amazement come over her face. She looked up at Jill and said, “What did you do? It’s incredible! The front looks just like a girl! There’s no sign of a bulge at all.”

	What was the big deal I wondered as Jill and Melissa talked? I walked over to the mirror in the room to look at myself for the first time in those jeans. At first, it looked like I was just wearing a pair of jeans, but then as I looked closer at my crotch I saw that I really did look like a girl. The tight jeans accented and showed off my now completely smooth crotch. Forget my earrings shouting out how girlish I was, now my flat crotch broadcasted it even more! I suddenly felt very self conscious and embarrassed about wearing them.

	When we got back to our room, Jill almost proudly went through my clothes and grabbed my last three pair of pants. She folded them on her bed, picked them up, and before she carried them down to the storage room said, “This is a big day, from now on, no more men’s pants for you.” Then she happily headed downstairs taking a major link with my male past with her.

	I sat on my bed feeling very dejected. At least I had some pants now, even though they were girls’ pants. But the way they showed off my crotch, I almost thought that wearing a skirt would be better. At least no one would notice then the reshaping of my groin.

	I had to wear my heels to the football game that week. The legs on my new jeans were just a bit too long for my sneakers and Jill didn’t want them to drag on the ground behind me. Fortunately, the big t-shirt I was wearing covered my crotch area completely so I wasn’t self- conscious about my jeans at all. Jill wasn’t happy about the way it hung down, but she didn’t make me take it off. We lost the football game that day, but I had a great time anyway.

	Later that evening I found myself having a lot of trouble studying. I kept thinking about losing my “manly bulge” and the rest of my male pants. I guess I get moody at times, but I started feeling really sorry for myself. I went out to the front porch to sit for a while. Brenda wasn’t home yet and I found myself really wishing she would get back soon.

	Just as I saw Sharon’s car turn in the driveway, my cell phone rang. It was Mom. When she asked how I was, I just said, “Fine,” and that was it. She seemed to pick up instantly on the fact that something was wrong and kept pushing me so I said, “We lost the game today.”

	“Stephen,” she said, “I know you better than that. This isn’t the first game your team has lost this season. Now what’s the problem?”

	I guess all my frustration that day came to a head because without really thinking about it, I just blurted out, “They’re turning me into a girl!”

	“What?” she said. “What are you talking about?”

	“They’re making me dress like a girl.” I replied.

	“Stephen, is this one of those hazing things? If so, you know it will only last a few days then it’ll all be over. Maybe it will be fun.”

	“No Mom, it’s not hazing. They’ve been doing this to me for a long time… since I got here!”

	“Stephen, you’re not making any sense. Why don’t you start from the beginning and explain it to me.”

	So that’s just what I did. I hadn’t wanted to do it, in fact, I didn’t want to tell my mother at all, but I found myself starting right from the very first day and telling her everything – well almost everything.

	Brenda came out to the porch while I was talking and listened for a while. Then she simply leaned over, planted a kiss on my cheek, and left me alone to finish my tale. I talked for a good twenty minutes straight. Thinking about it, it was probably the first and only time my mother had never said a word on the phone for that length of time.

	When I was finished, she said she simply didn’t know what to say. She asked me if I was going to quit school. “No,” I emphatically told her. “I’m doing really well.”

	“Well, what do your other friends seem to think about all this?”

	“They really don’t seem to care at all,” I told her. “They all know what’s going on and don’t really give me any problems about it.”

	“Well, how about the school? Doesn’t the school have any rules about something like this?”

	“No, they have a very lenient policy towards such things.”

	“Well Stephen, I simply don’t know what to tell you. You’re too far away to come home every night. As I’ve told you in the past, you’re just going to have to learn to fight your own battles. I can’t always be there to help you. And I simply don’t know what to tell you about this. It’s all a bit hard for me to believe.”

	“There’s nothing you can do,” I told her, “and I’m trying my best to fight this thing. I just don’t seem to be winning yet.”

	“Well good luck to you then. And in the future, don’t be afraid to tell me these things. I’m your mother.”

	“I know Mom. I’m sorry.”

	“Well I’ll hang up then – I love you Stephen.”

	“I love you too Mom.” And it was over. I did and I didn’t feel any better. Now my own mother knew and with her mouth, so would everyone else back home. I was glad I wasn’t there.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Steve’s mother sat for a long time just thinking. It had been a strange phone conversation – not like anything she had ever imagined she might hear from her son. She wanted to help him so badly, but she didn’t know how.  She thought about calling her sister to talk about it, but decided against it. In fact, she didn’t really feel like telling anybody about it yet. All day Sunday she brooded about it too. What could she do to help Stephen?

	Early Monday morning, she phoned in to work to tell them she would be late. Then she started making phone calls to the school. Who could she ask about such things? She got bounced around from department to department, from person to person until almost an hour later, she found herself talking with a Ms. Carter in the Curriculum Advisor’s Office.

	“Yes Ma’am, I’m very familiar with your son’s situation,” Ms Carter said into the phone. “Since he was a late acceptance, it’s part of my job to keep a little closer watch on his progress. I can tell you that academically, he is far exceeding our expectations. In fact I recently spoke to each of his instructors and the general consensus is that he’s pretty much at the very top in all of his classes. None of his instructors seem to feel that the way he has been dressing has been in any way a problem in his classes. I even had one instructor tell me that if dressing more like a girl could improve the test results that much, then maybe all the students should try it – even the girls.”

	“But doesn’t the school have any rules about this? Isn’t there anything you can do to help him?”

	“I’m sorry, but this school maintains a very open policy towards such things, and so far, the way he has been dressing has in no way hindered, or been any kind of problem to the classes. This business of him being forced to dress that way is a private matter. He is not a resident in our dorms and so the school has no jurisdiction of any kind in this case. I wish I could help you more, but there’s nothing I can do. I can tell you though, that he doesn’t seem to be having any problems with the other students. Every time I’ve seen him, he seems to be in the company of lots of friends. So he is getting along socially as well as academically.”

	“Well, thank you for your time. I just don’t know what to do for him.”

	“If I may make a suggestion?”

	“Please!”

	“Your son appears to be going through this fighting it all the way. He’s trying to appear to be a man while at the same time he’s dressing more and more like a girl. He’s straddling the fence, if you know what I mean. Perhaps it would be easier on him if he tried to dress and act completely like a girl and blend in more.”

	“That’s a strange suggestion to hear from you! I was hoping for some way to get him out of this and back to his old self again instead of pushing him further into it.”

	“I’m sorry, but it’s the best suggestion I have for you.”

	“Well, thank you anyway.” And with that, she hung up the phone in annoyance. It was so frustrating! She had no way to help him and it seemed that the school didn’t care – maybe they even approved. In desperation, she picked up the phone again and dialed her sister.

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	On Sunday I actually asked Jill if I could wear my long skirt to my study group meeting because I dreaded showing off the way my crotch looked in those jeans. Jill seemed happy to hear my request but instead of saying it would be okay, she said maybe next week. She wanted me to wear my new jeans or the slacks all week.

	I went off to my study session early and sat down at our usual table before anyone else got there. When Courtney and Diane got there, they sat down and we talked for a few minutes, then Diane said, “Okay, so what’s new this week? I don’t see anything different.”

	I just blushed and said “I’m wearing girls jeans today, and all my boy’s pants are now gone.”

	“Really? Let me see.”

	I had really been hoping to avoid it but I dutifully got up and modeled my new jeans.

	It took Courtney only a moment to focus in on my crotch and almost yell with amazement, “God, Stephanie, look at your crotch! You look like a girl there now. How did you do that?”

	“I’d rather not talk about it,” I said as I sat down again to hide myself.

	“No, really, I want to know too,” said Diane.

	“Please,” I said, “it’s not something I want to get into right now.” Just then I was saved from anything further when Josh came up with three more kids from some of our classes. It seemed that our study group was getting larger.

	As we studied, or more properly as I was trying to teach them all, I kept having to get up and walk around to help each of them individually. I felt like everyone was looking at my crotch every time I did it. It really embarrassed me, but what could I do except to try to ignore it.

	It seems that with the larger group we were starting to make more noise and the library staff cautioned us a few times about it. That was when Josh got resourceful and arranged for us to have one of the private rooms reserved for us every week. Our new room was great. It had two long tables stuck end to end and a blackboard hung on one wall. It was almost like a small classroom and I decided to use it as such. It wasn’t long before I was writing on the board for everyone to see instead of just putting it all on paper. As I stood there in front of them, I could still feel them looking at my crotch, but I knew that they were really having to concentrate more on the school work than on me, so it didn’t seem so bad.

	Sunday night was my scheduled time for sexual relief and I couldn’t wait to get that belt off! When Jill finally said it was time and popped the catch on the belt, the sudden relief was almost painful. I slowly undid the zipper and gently eased my poor penis out of that device. It looked all wrinkled and white and still seemed to hold a bit of the shape it had been in. I breathed a huge sigh of relief as I finally removed the small catheter tube from inside it. Jill suggested that I take a quick bath at that point to clean it up since it smelled. I gratefully agreed. While in the bath, I sponged off the belt too to keep it clean. My cock seemed to get back to normal after a minute or two. I think I was mentally worried that it wouldn’t and would stay all scrunched up forever.

	I didn’t have to read my essay as I worked myself off that week. I guess it was only logical since the subject was so different. Sometime just before I climaxed though, I had another vision enter my head that for some reason really excited me. It was what I had seen of myself as I looked in the mirror while wearing my new jeans the day before. The mental image of my flat crotch was enough to put me over the edge and I spilled myself into the panties in my hand. Later that night as I thought about it, I started to wonder why those tiny images of me dressed as a girl were exciting me so much – first the sight of my legs and shoes when I was wearing that miniskirt, and now how I looked in my new jeans. It started to worry me.

	In school on Monday, I still felt like everyone was staring at my crotch all the time, but what could I do about it? Nobody said anything except to tell me how cute they looked on me. Diane and Courtney pressed me again during one of our breaks and I finally relented and told them about the device I was wearing. They both wanted to see it, but I wasn’t about to go that far.

	That night, as Brenda and I were sitting out on the porch again, she asked me about how I had gotten my crotch so flat, and again I relented and told her all about it, both the old device I had been required to wear and now about the new one. I was grateful that she didn’t ask to see it. Then I told her that that was part of what I couldn’t tell her about before, that I had to write different papers for Jill before I could get unlocked from the devices to get any kind of sexual relief. She just seemed to smile and blush as I told her. Then she quietly looked down at the floor and said, “I guess I should tell you that I’ve been going to therapy several times a week.”

	That surprised me, “What for?” I asked.

	“I guess you could say I kind of have a problem with men.” Then as I was about to ask what she was talking about, she suddenly got up and I could see she had that troubled look on her face again. She seemed very frustrated. “You don’t know how hard it is for me to talk about this, even after all this time.”

	Now I was really confused. “You don’t have to tell me about it if you don’t want,” I said.

	“No, I feel like I owe it to you to tell you. You’ve been awfully nice to me, and you don’t know how much I appreciate that. And I don’t want you to feel like I’ve been using you – well, in a way I guess I have, but I want to tell you because I really like you, and I want you to keep being my friend.”

	“Okay,” I said, not sure how to answer that.

	She paced around on the porch for a few seconds then sat back down next to me and just looked out at the street while she spoke. “It all started with my father,” she said. Then she told me all about being beaten and raped by him and how bad it had been for her and her mother. Then just when I thought it was over, she started telling me about being raped in high school. I couldn’t believe it! And I thought I had problems! Somewhere during the last part, I realized that there were tears falling down from her eyes and I reached over and held her close while she talked. She never looked at me, she just stared out into space the whole time. When she was finished, I had a thousand questions I wanted to ask, but I didn’t ask anything. I just sat silently holding her next to me and enjoying the crisp cold air of the evening with her in my arms.

	Sometime later, she broke the enchantment and kissed me on the cheek. “Now you know a little about why it’s easier for me to be around you as a girl than when you’re dressed as a boy. Boys still scare me… a lot! But for some reason, seeing you dressed as a girl, I found that I wasn’t so scared of you. Then, with all this time that we’ve spent talking together, I found that I really like you – and I know you’re a boy, but it’s like at the same time, you’re not.”

	I wanted to say something smart-assed like, “Thanks a lot!” but I didn’t. Instead I said, “I like you a lot too. You don’t know how much I look forward to talking with you alone out here every evening.”

	She seemed to like that because she smiled and said, “Me too.” Then she laid herself back against me again so I could hold her and she snuggled into me. She seemed to be very contented and happy. I know I was.

	On Thursday, I wore the kaki colored slacks to school and instantly realized how much more comfortable they were to wear. They weren’t tight or restricting and the material was a lot softer and felt really nice. I decided I needed more like them. When I asked Jill later that evening if I could get another pair on Saturday, she just smiled at me and said, “If you have enough money left. There are other things you need more. And besides, you can always wear a skirt if you want.”

	I had been dreading that, but knew that eventually it would be inevitable. I had a feeling that a bra was next on Jill’s list for me but I had been fooled last week. This week the topic of my paper was ‘Why I Love to Wear Makeup,’ so I took the opportunity to ask Jill just what clothing she was planning for me to buy that week.

	“I’m not sure yet,” she replied. “You definitely need some bras, but we’ll just have to see.” I knew it! I was certain that a bra would be next. Maybe she wouldn’t make me stuff anything into it and no one would be able to tell.

	Thursday night I had just put on a heavy sweater, one of the few male clothing items I still had, before heading out to the front porch to wait for Brenda when my cell phone rang. I was very surprised when I found out it was my mother calling. She didn’t usually call on a weeknight.

	“Stephen,” she began after we had said our hellos. She sounded very tentative, which wasn’t like her at all. “I’ve been so worried about you and your situation and I haven’t been able to think about much else. I want you to know that I sat down at least six times in the last few days to write you a letter, hoping to make all this clearer and easier to say, and every time I threw away what I had written. So this will be a very short call for me, and you know how I can talk sometimes.”

	Sometimes? My mother was a world champion when it came to talking on the phone. “What’s up Mom?” I asked, suddenly worried that something major had gone wrong.

	“Stephen, you know how much I love you and how much I want to help you with your present problem, but I just don’t have a way out for you right now, unless you decide to leave school and come home. I even spent most of Monday morning on the phone talking to officials at your school and couldn’t get any help at all. By the way, it seems that you are doing very well in school there.”

	“Thanks,” I said, still wondering what this was all about.

	“Stephen, I’ve talked this over with most of the family…” Oh great! Not what I need to hear just then. “And we decided that maybe it would be easier for you,” she seemed to hesitate for a moment, “if you just tried to dress completely as a girl all the time. There, I’ve said it!”

	“Mom!”

	“Now Stephen, this Jill person is making you wear more and more girl’s clothes all the time anyway, and we all just thought that maybe it would be less embarrassing for you if you tried to look completely like a girl instead of half boy and half girl.”

	“I know,” I said, “that’s what Brenda told me too. But it’s just not that easy for me. I don’t want to be a girl.”

	“I know you don’t sweetie, but it’s the only suggestion we have for you right now. How much do you have left in the way of boy’s clothes?”

	“Not much, a couple of shirts and some sweaters and a pair of sneakers. Oh, and my heavy coat of course. I lost the last of my boy’s pants last weekend and have been wearing girls pants ever since. And I’ve only got three pairs of them so unless Miss Jill lets me buy some more this week, I’ll probably have to start wearing skirts to school pretty soon.”

	“Well, as you’ve just said, it sounds like you’re dressing mostly as a girl already.”

	“Yeah, but it’s like I can still try to be as much of a boy as I can. It’s just getting harder.”

	“That’s why we’re trying to help you. Does she have you wearing any makeup to make you look better?”

	“No, fortunately! But I have a feeling it will be coming soon. This week I’m pretty sure she’s planning to make me buy some bras, but I can never tell for sure.”

	“Oh my, but then I guess that’s only to be expected.”

	“Yeah,” I agreed reluctantly.

	“Well, I know that your budget isn’t helping you since you can only afford a little bit every week…”

	“Isn’t helping me? I’m glad it’s not more, or I wouldn’t have any boy’s clothes left.”

	“Never the less,” she said, “I’ve decided to put an extra hundred and fifty dollars into your account this week in case you need some things. It’s not much, but it’s all I can afford this week. Maybe next week I can add a little more.”

	“But Mom, Miss Jill will only make me buy more girls stuff!”

	“That’s what it’s for Stephen, so you can try to blend in more and you won’t have to be so embarrassed when you go out.”

	“Well, maybe I can get some more pants anyway.”

	“That’s a good idea. Well, I’ve said my peace and for once I’m going to hang up early. Bye Stephen, I love you.”

	“I love you too Mom.”

	My own mother was now trying to convince me to be a girl! Sheesh! I thought about not telling Jill about the extra money, but I know she double checked the amounts in my account to make sure we weren’t overspending. In a fog, I headed downstairs to the porch to wait for Brenda.

	Jill was elated when I told her about the extra money, she practically screamed in delight. “Do you know what this means?” she asked me, exceptionally excited, “It means that now we can replace all the rest of your boys clothes so you won’t have to wear them anymore! Isn’t it wonderful?” I’m glad she didn’t wait for an answer before heading for the door saying, “I’ve got to tell Mel.” I’m also glad I didn’t tell her about my mother’s suggestion that I dress completely as a girl, although it was starting to look like that was coming sooner rather than later. The more I thought about that, the more depressed I got.

	On Friday, I made sure to wear a boy’s shirt and my favorite sweater to classes figuring it might be my last chance to wear them for a while. Jill had said that she was going to pick up some newspapers that day to check for the sales so we could make a day of it. I know that Jill loved shopping. I never minded it too much until I left home. Now, I dreaded it.

	I had expected Jill to rush us out to the stores early Saturday morning, but she didn’t act like she was in any hurry at all. Instead, she spent part of the morning working on me! I had dressed in my last boy’s shirt and sweater again, but she made me take them off and put on my pink sweater. I was afraid she would make me wear a bra too, but fortunately she didn’t. She did redo my nails again though. Then, while my nails were drying, she took her brush and started messing with my hair. She brushed it this way and that way, never satisfied with what she saw. Finally, exasperated with it, she gave up and said, “That will just have to do. It’s getting there, but I don’t know what to do with it yet.” I was afraid to look in the mirror, but I did anyway. Instead of being parted on the side, she had parted it in the middle and then just brushed it sort of straight down all around. The hair in front was too long for regular bangs so it was brushed across my forehead to the side. Since my hair had been getting longer, it hung down halfway across my ears and the little bit of natural curl in it seemed to make it flip up all around. I thought it looked silly, but I dared not say anything.

	“Do you have any pantyhose with runs in them?” she asked me.

	“Yeah, one pair,” I said, wondering why she would ask such a thing.

	“Good, put them in your purse,” she said. “How about any that you’re not really fond of?”

	I made the mistake of saying, “I’m not really fond of any of them.” The look she got in her eye warned me that I might be treading on dangerous ground. So I said, “But there are a few brands that don’t feel as nice as some of the other ones.”

	“Good,” she said, still with that look of warning in here eye, “Grab a pair of them too.” She seemed to be watching me closely as I got them out of my drawer and stuffed them in my purse. As soon as I had, her mood seemed to change again. “It’s too bad Mel is away this week,” she said as she grabbed her purse, “she wanted to go with us and we could have all had a great time.” Since the football game was so far away that week, both Bruce and Melissa had left the day before. We wouldn’t see them again until late Sunday. I was glad. Jill was bad enough to go shopping with, both of them would have been horrible.

	“I have an idea,” she said suddenly. It was one of those times when you could almost see the light bulb going on over her head. “Why don’t we ask Sharon and Brenda to go with us? That would be fun.”

	These shopping trips were total humiliation for me. The last person I really wanted with me was Brenda, mostly because I really liked her. The idea of humiliating myself further in front of her didn’t really excite me at all. But it seemed that I wasn’t going to have any say in the matter since Jill was already heading directly to their room. I, of course, followed.

	Sharon opened the door after Jill knocked and I could see piles of laundry being sorted on both beds. Saturday morning was the day that Sharon and Brenda usually took care of that chore. “Stephanie and I are going shopping and we’re planning to make a big day of it,” Jill told them. “Why don’t you two come along? It’ll be fun.”

	I could see that they both smiled at the suggestion. Brenda was looking straight at me though. I don’t know if she was smiling more at Jill’s suggestion or just because she was looking at me.

	“Oh goodness, that would be fun, but I can’t,” Sharon replied, “I have something I’ve go to do later. But Brenda, why don’t you go?”

	The sudden clouds of fear quickly dropped across Brenda’s face and she said, “I don’t think so.”

	“Go ahead, Brenda,” Sharon urged in almost a whisper. “You can do it! Jill and Stephanie will be right there with you all the time.”

	Brenda’s eyes were wide with uncertainty, but I could see she was considering it.

	“Brenda, you can do it!” Sharon urged again.

	Brenda stood up straight with a look of determination on her face. “Okay,” she said, trying unsuccessfully to sound brave, “I’ll go.” I could see she was scared, but she was also determined to conquer her fear.

	Sharon got up and hugged her. “That a girl! You’ll have a great time.”

	As much as I didn’t want her to go, it was without a doubt a triumph to see her follow us down the stairs to the car. It was one of the few times she ever went anywhere without Sharon, and I knew it was a big step for her. For some reason, she had latched onto Sharon as her safety line and consequently the two were never apart. I wondered how Sharon must feel about Brenda being away from her. I was betting that she was probably elated.

	Jill drove us out to the outlet mall first. “There’s a big sale at the Lingerie Spot,” she explained. Oh, great! I knew it. Lingerie had to mean – bras!

	As we got out of the car and walked toward the store, I mused about what kind of a group we made together, one amazingly vivacious girl, one girl who obviously went out of her way to look plain and not be noticed, and me. And what was I? Did people see three girls, or two girls and an in-between, or was Jill enough that people only noticed her? I kind of hoped for the last option, but deep down, I know that people noticed me a well.

	Once inside the store, Jill headed straight for the bra section. I knew she would. I had steeled myself for it, but I wasn’t happy about it. She looked over lots of bras and asked Brenda about what she thought, while I just stood there and tried to look inconspicuous. Unfortunately, I guess due to the sale, there were a lot of other women there and I was getting lots of smiles from them. Eventually, a saleswoman came up to Jill and asked if she could help. “We’re trying to decide on some bras for him,” Jill said as she nodded her head back toward me. I know my face turned red.

	“Oh my!” the saleswoman exclaimed. “Okay, what did you have in mind?”

	“Well, we already know that he’s going to be a size 34, but we’re not sure what cup size for him yet.”

	“Do you want to try some on him so you can see?”

	“That would be great,” Jill said thankfully.

	The saleswoman took the bras from Jill’s hands and quickly looked through them then said, “May I also suggest you have him try some padded bras. They may help his shape a bit more than these flimsy ones.”

	Jill’s eyes opened wide with astonishment. “I hadn’t thought of that,” she replied. “That’s a great idea. Let’s put all these back and see the padded ones instead.” None of it sounded good to me, and just the thought of padding made is sound worse.

	The saleswoman led us over to another rack and pointed to several bras that she thought would be good. Jill grabbed every one. Then we were led over to one of the changing rooms in the back. The room was small, but big enough for all four of us to squeeze in there. I don’t think that Jill had any intention of not going in with me, and neither did the saleswoman. I’m pretty sure that Brenda came in just so she wouldn’t be left outside alone.

	It was crowded inside and when I was told to pull my sweater off, I had to struggle around all of them to get it off. “This is the ‘A’ cup one,” the saleswoman said as she pulled the first bra over my arms and shoulders and fastened it in the back before adjusted the straps. Jill had me pull those two pair of pantyhose out of my purse and she stuffed them into the bra cups. As usual, I felt stupid. The pantyhose didn’t seem to fit in in the cups very well and they bulged out the sides.

	“I don’t think the cups are going to be big enough,” Jill said. “Let’s try the next one.” Not big enough? They looked plenty big to me!

	After the ‘B’ cup bra was put on me and the pantyhose were again stuffed inside, Jill seemed much more pleased. She had me put my sweater back on again so she could see the affect. “That’s much better,” she said. “Much more like I want. Let’s try the ‘C’ cup now.”

	So the process was repeated, now with an even bigger cup. With my sweater on, Jill seemed to be very pleased. That was when Brenda finally piped up to add her opinion. “I think I kind of liked how he looked better with the ‘B’ cup,” she said. “For some reason, the size seemed to look more normal for him.”

	“He did look good with the ‘B’ cup,” Jill agreed, “but the ‘C’ cup is much more noticeable.”

	“Do you want him to look more noticeable, or normal?” Brenda asked. “Besides, the ‘B’ cup may be easier for him to get used to.”

	“That’s true,” Jill said almost disappointedly. “Tell you what,” she said, turning to the sales woman, “well take four in the ‘B’ cup and one in the ‘C’ cup. Brenda, will you help me pick some different colors?”

	“Of course,” Brenda said happily.

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

	“Of course,” the saleswoman said. “Is this ‘B’ cup acceptable?”

	“It’s great,” Jill said happily. A few seconds later, I found myself once again in the ‘B’ cup bra with the pantyhose stuffed inside of it.

	Once my sweater was on again, we all piled out of that tiny room. I was glad to be out - and I wasn’t. With all those people in there, it had been getting really hot and hard to breath, but now I was walking around in public with two big breasts sticking out of my chest. I hadn’t been able to look at myself in the mirror in the dressing room since Brenda had been standing in front of it. I didn’t see any mirrors around me so I just looked down instead. If I stood straight up, I could no longer see my feet. All I could see were two gently rounded mounds protruding from my chest. Once again I felt like hiding.

	Brenda walked over to me and gave me a quick hug. “You look good,” she said simply.

	Jill and Brenda picked out a black, a tan, and a red bra for me. I was already wearing a white one. The ‘C’ cup bra that Jill picked was also red. Yuck!

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

	Our next stop was a few doors away at the shoe outlet. I was supposed to be looking for a really girly pair of sneakers while Jill and Brenda looked for themselves, but instead, I just hung around them. Jill was trying on pair after pair in different styles while Brenda was looking carefully at some very non-descript work shoes. “Brenda,” Jill finally said to her, “why don’t you try something a bit more feminine?”

	Brenda seemed to think about it, then she just shook her head and said, “No, not this time.”

	In the end, Brenda didn’t buy anything, but Jill bought two pair. Then she turned to me. “Well?” she asked, “did you find anything?”

	“No,” I said, “I didn’t really look. I was enjoying watching both of you.”

	“That’s not what you were supposed to be doing,” Jill said sternly. Then she led me back to the athletic shoes and started to look through them herself. “Sit down and take your shoes off. I’ll pick out a pair for you.” Suddenly I was wishing I had found a pair for myself. Jill came back a few minutes later and handed me a box with sneakers in it that were completely pink. I couldn’t imagine a pair that could look more girly than those. Bending down to put them on was a whole new reminder for me of the new breasts I now had since I felt like I had to almost fight past them to tie the shoes. I’m glad they didn’t make me wear the ‘C’ cup. The shoes fit fine and maybe were even a bit big, but Jill said it would allow me room to wear socks with them. That was a happy thought.

	I had just gotten them off my feet and was about to put my old shoes back on when Jill suddenly stopped me. “Wait a minute Stephanie. Look, they’re having a sale on their boots.” I walked over to look at them in my stocking feet. “I think you should try some on,” she suggested. “They’d look good with a lot of your outfits and they’d also be a lot warmer in the winter.”

	Warmer in the winter sounded really good and I really did need another pair of shoes, but every pair of boots I saw had really high heels and I wasn’t exactly fond of that idea. “Which ones?” I asked, not exactly enthusiastically and knowing that Jill was going to insist I buy something.

	“You pick,” Jill replied. “After all, you have to wear them.”

	That’s when Brenda surprised me by suddenly getting very interested in clothes. “Oh,” she said picking up a gray pair with a wide leather fringe around the top and exceptionally high and pointed heels, “these are really cute!”

	“Aren’t they?” Jill agreed touching the fringe on one of them. “I just love them. I wish I hadn’t already bought what I did or I’d buy these instead. Brenda, why don’t you try them?”

	Brenda seemed to think about it for a second then said, “No, not this time. I’m just not ready for heels yet.” And they thought I was?

	I wasn’t exactly sure I wanted anything with a heel like that so I quickly picked up a dark brown pair that looked a lot plainer and at least had a slightly smaller heel. “How about these?” I asked, showing them the ones I had picked.

	“Sure,” said Jill, “try them on.”

	So I found a box with my size, sat down, pulled my pants leg up over my knees, pulled the right boot on and zipped it up. The boot was contoured to fit the shape of a woman’s leg and it hugged my leg firmly. While I was doing it, Jill came back and placed another box next to me. I stood up to see how the boot felt and instantly noticed how much higher that heel was than what I was used to wearing. “Put the other one on too,” said Jill. So I pulled the other boot on as well. “Walk around a bit,” Jill suggested. Walking was manageable, but definitely a lot more difficult. All my weight was now being pushed against the balls of my feet. “How do they feel?” Jill asked.

	What could I say? “I guess they fit okay, but I’m worried that the heel may be too high for me.”

	“You’ll get used to them,” Brenda said kindly. “You just need to wear them a bit.” And this was from a girl who had just proclaimed that she wasn’t ready for heels yet. “Try these other ones on too,” she said.

	The other pair they had picked out for me, naturally turned out to be the grey ones that they both liked so much. As soon as I stood up in them, I noticed the difference in the heel height. I hadn’t even tried to take a step in them yet when Brenda said, “They look wonderful, don’t they?”

	“They do!” Jill agreed.

	I took a few steps over to one of those small mirrors near the floor to look. All I could see were my legs from the knees down. They looked like women’s legs since all I could see were the boots. I tried walking around in those boots a bit but I just couldn’t seem to figure out how to do it comfortably. My foot was already bent so I was standing on my toes and that narrow heel made me very uncertain about my balance. I knew they both really wanted me to buy those boots, but I was just having so much trouble with them. “I don’t know,” I finally said. “I just don’t think I can manage with these. Can I try the other ones again?”

	“Sure,” said Jill, sounding surprised that I had asked. “They’re going to be yours after all.”

	As soon as I put the first pair back on and stood up in them, I noticed how much easier they were to just stand up in, despite the fact that they had a really high heel too. I again walked over to the mirror to look, and again, all I saw were a pair of women’s legs looking back at me. That was when I suddenly heard Brenda laugh in delight. When I turned to look, she was standing up next to Jill wearing the fringed pair of boots. The look of delight on her face was totally precious. I just stood there and watched as she and Jill hugged each other. Then she came over next to me to look at herself in the mirror too. She seemed to be really happy. I couldn’t stop watching her face. I would give anything to see that look on her face all the time. It positively beamed!

	“Buy them!” Jill urged.

	Brenda really looked like she was going to give in and do it, but in the end, she declined. She looked sad as she sat back down and took them off. “No, not yet,” she said sadly.  “Not yet.”

	I could see that she looked sad, but she just wasn’t ready to conquer all her fears yet. For some reason, I felt defeated for her. “Would you like me to buy them?” I asked without thinking. “That way, you could borrow them whenever you want.” Jill looked at me with surprise in her eyes.

	“No,” Brenda replied, “you seem to be better off with the ones you have on instead. Someday…” Then she looked up at me with laughter on her face again, “But it looks like we wear the same shoe size anyway.” Then she laughed. Why did my heart swell?

	As soon as I put my old shoes back on again I breathed a sigh in relief. Compared to the boots I had just been wearing, the heels felt almost perfectly flat to me. I promised myself I’d never complain about the heels on them again. I bought the dark brown boots despite that fact that I kept telling them I didn’t think I could walk very well in them. They both kept telling me that I just needed practice.

	After that, instead of wandering around the rest of the outlet stores, Jill said she wanted to go out to the mall instead. I got the impression that Brenda was a bit nervous about that, but she didn’t say anything. When I put my seatbelt on in the car I suddenly found another problem with my breasts, where do you put the strap? In then end, I found that it really had to go between my breasts which only accented them all that much more.

	I had never been to the mall Jill drove us to before, but I knew it was supposed to be absolutely huge. Because of the way I had to dress, I was always nervous about being out in public around a lot of people and I mentioned it as we got out of the car. Jill just said that hopefully I wouldn’t feel so nervous after today. I had no idea what she meant by that.

	Jill had parked close to one of the major department stores and that’s where she led us straight inside. I had thought she was going all the way through to the mall itself, but she changed direction just as we could see mall and instead led us straight over to one of the makeup counters. I had already been nervous about going out into the mall area, but now the closer I got to the makeup, the more I felt sick to my stomach.

	There was only one girl at the makeup counter Jill took us to and as soon as Jill walked up, the salesgirl asked if she could help. I couldn’t see it, but I was betting that Jill had one of those really wicked smiles on her face as she said, “We need a new look for him.” Then, as she had done earlier in the day, she nodded her head towards me.

	God I felt embarrassed standing there watching that young woman’s face go through so many stages of shock and embarrassment, then finally compose itself with a big smile as she simply said, “Sure!”

	I was practically whimpering inside as I sat down on the stool for her to look at me. She spoke mostly to Jill and a little bit to Brenda as she talked about needing a good foundation and about colors and lighting and who knows what else. I was so nervous and with my lack of experience I didn’t have much of an idea about what she was talking about anyway. Then she went back behind the counter and started setting out product after product on the counter in front of me.

	The first touch of the liquid makeup on her finger against my face was like a small electric shock. It felt cold to start, then as she spread it over my face, it felt more and more like paint covering my skin, as if I were a kid having my face painted at a carnival. I started to feel like the temperature had just risen 10 degrees. After the foundation, she started talking to Jill about my eyebrows and the next thing I knew she had gone around the counter and came back with some tweezers and was pulling a few “stray” hairs out of them. Ouch! Fortunately, she didn’t pull too many. Then she was talking about colors and blending and accenting, all seemingly at the same time. I really didn’t like it when she put the eyeliner around my eyelids. It almost hurt, but I just sat quietly afraid that if I said something or moved a little too much with my talking, she might slip and really hurt me. The mascara was only a little less worrisome.

	Then it was colors, colors, and more colors. They talked about shades for my eyes, my skin tones, and my lips, all as she was putting different products on me. A few times, she’d put one thing on, then wipe it off and put something else on instead as she showed Jill and Brenda the different affects. The only good thing about the whole experience was that with the three of them crowded around me, it felt like nobody else could see me there on that stool.

	It felt like I had sat there for an eternity as they did this and that and kept changing things on me. My backside was getting numb by the time Jill finally asked, “What do you think?” That was when I realized that they wanted me to look at myself in the mirror next to me. I had been spared that problem before, but now I had to face it directly. When I turned to look, I saw someone else staring back at me. It was sort of me, but very different. The makeup wasn’t bold and didn’t seem to stand that much. It all looked very natural – for a girl. I think I sort of looked good! It was a very odd feeling. There were so many mixed emotions running through me that I didn’t know what to say, I just kept looking at myself. “Well?” Jill asked again, breaking me out of my fog.

	I turned to look at them, and my mouth opened, but I didn’t know what to say. I hated it, but it did make me look much more like a girl and I would probably blend in better.

	As I stood there with my mouth still open searching for words, Brenda came over and rescued me. She gave me a hug then said, “Stephanie, you look beautiful.”

	In a way, it was really very comforting, but it was also not exactly what I wanted to hear. All I could do was smile at her and say, “Thanks.”

	When I did, her face lit up and she said, “You need to smile more. It makes you look so much better.” I wanted to say the same thing to her, but I didn’t.

	Most of the makeup that had been put on me was from “collections” and I wound up “having” to buy one of them, along with several jars of foundation, another lipstick, and two different “matching” nail polishes. The lipstick that matched what I was wearing went straight into my purse. Jill made sure of that!

	It was strange walking out into the crowded mall after that. I thought about my musings earlier when I wondered how people saw the three of us. Did they see me as a girl now? I really didn’t know. “Stephanie, stand up straight,” I heard Brenda say to me as we walked. “You’re all hunched over and looking at the ground.”

	“Why,” I asked. “I always walk this way.”

	“Because girls don’t carry themselves like that,” she said.

	“But if I stand up straight, it’ll make my breasts stick out more,” I replied.

	“Yeah, it will,” she said, “and that’s part of the whole idea. Girls are proud of what they have.” When she saw the reluctance on my face she stopped Jill and led us into the closest store to find a mirror. Jill followed looking confused.

	Brenda stood me in front of the mirror and said, “Look at yourself. You’re not a boy anymore. You may want to be, but that’s not how you’re dressed.  You may not want to be a girl, but that’s what you are now. And unless you start to act like one, people are going to notice that you’re not. And that’s going to embarrass you even more.”

	As I stared at my full reflection in the mirror, that’s what I saw – a girl. But underneath, I also saw a boy, both at the same time. That’s what other people saw too and I was sure of that. That’s why I was always so embarrassed. “But I don’t want to be a girl… and… I don’t know how to be a girl,” I said.

	Brenda came over and stood next to me staring at our reflections in the mirror. “I know. We’ll take it just a little bit at a time.” Then she added, “Maybe for both of us.”

	We stood there for a few seconds like that, just looking at ourselves - two girls. Then she said with a lot more authority, “Now stand up straight. Now lift you head up. That’s better. Now smile.” Suddenly, I saw less of the boy me staring back in the mirror and a lot more of Stephanie there. I turned and looked at Brenda. She was smiling at me.

	Jill had remained silent through the whole thing and had just watched us from a distance. She didn’t say anything, but she had a huge smile on her face as the three of us walked back out into the mall. I tried very hard to stand straight and smile, but it wasn’t easy. Looking up, I saw a lot more people looking at me, and now I was looking back at them. Did they see me as a girl, or as a boy? Were they laughing at me? I still didn’t know. I only knew that a lot of people saw me for sure. I tried so hard to look confident, but underneath I was terrified.

	We stopped and had a salad at the food court. I really wanted pizza, but since both Jill and Brenda opted for the salads I figured I had better blend in. Afterwards, Jill had me fish my new lipstick out of my purse and she handed me her small mirror so I could “fix my lips.” I heard Brenda giggle as she watched me awkwardly trying to apply the shiny pink color. When I was finished, I looked up at her and suddenly giggled a little bit too. “I don’t think I’m very good at it yet,” I said, more as something to say rather than just sitting there looking dumb.

	“You’ll get used to it.” Jill said as she smiled at me too.

	“It looks fine,” Brenda said to me. Then she said, “I need the ladies room.”

	“Good idea,” said Jill.

	I had to go, but I wasn’t too sure I wanted to use a public rest room just then. “I’ll just wait here,” I said.

	Brenda had already gotten up from her chair and had slung her purse over her shoulder. She looked at me for a second then grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the chair and said, “Come on,” in a very exasperated way. And with that I was led, or dragged into the ladies room.

	Luckily it wasn’t too crowded. I knew that frequently women had to stand in long lines. I just went in with them, did my business, and then waited by the door with Brenda while Jill adjusted her hair in the mirror. It was my first time ever in a ladies room, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be my last.

	The three of us headed back out into the crowded mall to shop. I was still trying my best to stand straight and look up (smiling was out of the question). And that’s when it happened. We were just passing by the game arcade when a group of boys walked out. They all looked like high school kids. They all looked dirty and rough. “Hey, look what we have here!” one of them said as he headed straight towards us. “How about a little fun?”

	Brenda was suddenly gripping my arm so tightly it hurt. I could hear her whimpering and I knew she was terrified. Before I could do anything, Jill, who had never stopped walking and had hardly bothered to even look at them just said, “Flake off!” and led us without stopping straight into the clothing boutique two doors away. The boys, fortunately, didn’t follow us in. I guess as a boy, I wouldn’t have entered that store either.

	Jill, never stopping, led us straight to the back of the store where we couldn’t be seen from the outside. There was a chair there and suddenly she was pulling Brenda off my arm and sitting her down. Brenda was crying softly. Jill pulled a tissue out of her purse and handed it to her. Then she stooped down and just held her for a few minutes trying to comfort her.

	I just stood there and watched helplessly. I didn’t know what to do to help. I felt so bad for Brenda, she had been having such a good day. One of the sales women came over and asked if she was all right. “She just needs a few minutes,” Jill said to her. “She’s had a bit of a scare.” The saleswoman backed off a bit and watched. Fortunately, she never looked closely at me… I don’t think.

	Brenda finally stopped crying after a few minutes and looked up at me. Her eyes were red and her face was almost white. “Let’s go home,” Jill said to her. Brenda just nodded and stood up slowly. Together, the three of us headed back out into the mall. Jill and I each held Brenda between us to protect her. I felt like we were leading an invalid. All the way back downstairs to the level we came in on, back towards the store where I had had my makeup done.

	We were almost back to the store when Brenda suddenly shrugged us off and stopped dead. We both looked at her questioningly. She looked straight ahead for a few seconds, then she looked up at me and again just stared. There was an odd look on her face. She turned looking around as if searching for something. “Brenda, what is it?” Jill asked.

	Brenda didn’t answer exactly. Instead she grabbed my arm and said to both of us, “Come on.” And with that she led us straight into another trendy clothing boutique. Now I was really confused. Never letting go of my arm, she led me straight over to another full length mirror and stood me in front of it, then she stood next to me and stared at our reflection again, never saying a word.

	Jill finally came up behind her and said, “Brenda?”

	“I’m tired of being scared,” she said. “I’m tired of hiding. But I’m also tired of being hurt. I just don’t know what to do. And I am scared… so scared!”

	“Brenda, I know you’re scared. And heaven knows you’ve got good reason to be scared. But life does go on - with you, or without you. I don’t blame you for hiding. I probably would have done the same thing myself. But the whole world is still out there, and hiding or not, you’re still part of it. And wouldn’t it be better to face and enjoy the world than simply hiding away in it? The world is always going to be scary Brenda, but eventually, we have to learn to somehow deal with it… and still try to live a little.”

	Brenda never stopped staring at our reflection together and just stood there for a few moments never saying anything. “I know you’re right,” she finally said. “It’s just a lot harder than you think.”

	“I know,” Jill said, “but sometimes we still have to dig deep down and find that courage.”

	Brenda finally turned her head and looked at Jill. She stared at her for a few moments, then she must have smiled because I saw Jill suddenly smile back. “I’m being silly,” Brenda said. “I’m sorry.”

	“You’re not being silly!” Jill told her. “Brenda, we just want to help.”

	“I know,” Brenda said. Then she looked up and said. “Let’s go home now.” Jill and I both assumed our prior positions on each side of her, but she stopped us saying, “No, I’m okay.” And with that, she was the one who seemed to be leading the way back to the car.

	We were on the highway heading home when Brenda suddenly broke the silence by saying, “Isn’t there a bunch of stores like Stein Mart and Ross at the next exit?”

	“Yes,” Jill replied.

	“Can we go there?”

	Now it was obvious that Jill was surprised because she looked over at Brenda, smiled and enthusiastically said, “You bet!”

	Ross had lots of women’s clothes and lots of cheap prices. After we had walked around and looked for a bit, Brenda said, “I really could use a new sweater. Jill, would you help me find one?”

	“Sure,” Jill replied, “I’d be happy to.” Then Jill looked at me and said, “Leave us for a bit and go shop, would you?”

	I didn’t know why, but it seemed like Jill wanted to talk to Brenda alone, so I asked a bit confused, “Shop for what?”

	Jill looked irritated. “Blouses, sweaters, skirts…you need girly things. Now go! Shop!”

	So I left them – reluctantly I might add, and started looking around at what was there. I had picked out two blouses and a sweater and was looking at some slacks that I thought might be comfortable when they came and found me. “How are you doing?” Jill asked.

	Brenda seemed to be calm and was actually smiling again. She was holding a new sweater in her hands that looked like it would be pretty. “Fine, I think,” I replied. I showed Jill what I had found. She liked one of the blouses and the sweater, but she suggested that I try on the other blouse because she thought it might be too small with my new breasts. It turned out that she was right. When I tried to button it, it was way too tight. Unfortunately, Jill found another blouse she thought would look “cute” on me. It was very form fitting and although it buttoned all the way up and wasn’t exactly low cut, I think it was designed just to show off that I had breasts.

	I wanted to find another pair of comfortable slacks and I thought that Jill wouldn’t mind, but she decided I needed another skirt instead. She actually looked at some dresses for me, but they were a bit too pricy for the amount of money I had left. Instead, she and Brenda picked out a floral cotton skirt for me that they seemed to think would look cute on me. When I tired it on, they both said it looked great. I would have rather had some slacks.

	As we were heading out of the parking lot to go home, I noticed that the marquee for the movie theater there was still showing one of the really popular films. “I can’t wait till that comes out on video,” I said.

	“Me too,” Brenda said. “It’s supposed to be really good.”

	“Why should you wait?” Jill asked. “Why don’t you just go see it?”

	“I don’t go to movies anymore,” Brenda replied.

	“Not even with Sharon?” Jill asked.

	“No, I just don’t go,” Brenda said rather sadly.

	For the life of me, I’ll never know why it popped into my head and I’ll never know why I said it. It just came out of my mouth. “Would you like to go with me this weekend?” I was so surprised I had said that. Jill must have been surprised too because she almost swerved off the road.

	Brenda looked at me for a few seconds. I knew she wouldn’t go so I was starting to feel safer about asking. But she surprised me. “Sure,” she said, “just not today. Tomorrow night would be better. I think I’ve had enough today.” I think her answer not only surprised me, but it surprised Jill – and Brenda herself.

	“Great,” I said, totally surprised. “We’ll go tomorrow night.” Brenda just sat quietly staring at nothing after that. Was that fear on her face, or happiness? I couldn’t tell.

	We all sat quietly for a few minutes while Jill drove. Then, Jill broke the silence by proclaiming that she had some new rules for me. Oh great!

	“First of all,” she started, “no more boys clothes at all. Since we’re going to get the last of them as soon as we get home, that shouldn’t even have to be mentioned.”

	I wished she hadn’t mentioned it. Just her saying it was like a stab wound to my heart. I felt like I was about to enter a new era in my life.

	“Secondly, I want you to wear skirts at least three days a week. And at least two of them have to be to school. And that goes for your new boots too. I want you to get used to wearing them, so at least three days a week and at least two times to school too. Oh, and if you want, you can wear your new sneakers once in a while too.

	“Third, from now on, you’re never to get dressed without a bra. And your bras have to be completely filled so they look right.

	“Next, I don’t ever want you to leave the house without makeup on. And I suggest you carry some with you in your purse in case you need it.

	“And lastly, you’ve got enough clothes now so that you don’t have to wear the same things over and over again. So from now on, you wear a different outfit every day.

	“Got that? Skirts, heels, bras, makeup, and different clothes.”

	What could I say? I felt like every word she spoke was ripping more and more of my old life away. “Yeah,” I said a bit sullenly. To be honest, I really had figured most of it. But hearing it put into rules made it that much worse. When I looked over at Brenda, she was still staring at nothing, but I thought there was a hint of a smile on her face.

	As I sat there thinking about it all, I realized that now I had to plan in advance what I was going wear each day. Then another thought struck me. “What am I going to wear to the movies tomorrow?” I hadn’t planned on saying it allowed, the surprise and shock must have just made it come out. I was instantly embarrassed by it.

	Jill laughed, “Oh… if you like, I’m sure I can find something ‘really’ good for you to wear.” I knew she was just teasing – I hoped.

	Brenda laughed and added teasingly, “You could always wear that miniskirt you said you wore to the library a few weeks ago.”

	“Yeah!” said Jill.  “That’s a great idea! It looked so cute on you.”

	“I’ll bet it did,” Brenda teased.

	“Uh, that’s all right,” I said, trying to get some say and control back in the situation. I knew they were teasing, but you never know where that could lead. “I’ll come up with something.” For some reason the mood seemed a lot lighter in the car the rest of the way home.

	Mom called again that night like she often did on Saturdays. For once, she seemed to be more interested in everything about me and what I had to say instead of just passing on her gossip. I told her about having no boy’s clothes left anymore and about how I felt like I had lost a major part of me as I watched the last of them being locked away. I felt like I was entering a new era in my life and it scared me. I told her about my new rules and about how I had a feeling that planning a different outfit for every day was going to be a pain. I also told her about my plans to go to the movie with Brenda. That seemed to surprise her, and for some reason she seemed particularly interested. I had mentioned Brenda a few times to her and she always wanted to know more about her. I told her a little, but really not much.

	On Sunday, I wore my new skirt with the fitted blouse and my new boots. I figured that I had rather be seen as I now was by my friends in the study group first. Kind of like breaking myself in I guess. I clomped around the house all day in those boots to get used to them and nearly broke my neck a few times. The longer I wore them, the more I found myself putting my feet up to rest my poor toes.

	An hour before I was planning to leave for the study group, I started working on my makeup. I tried, that’s all I can say. It certainly didn’t look as good as what had been done to me in the store. I asked Jill to help me and she did. She told me I did a pretty good for my first time. I also asked her to work on my hair again. I figured I might as well at least try to look more like a girl. Jill seemed to be pleased about that.

	I was the first to arrive for the study session and I was putting some notes up on the board when Courtney and Diane walked in. “Stephanie, you’re wearing a skirt again.” I heard Courtney say behind my back.

	I turned around and blushed. “Do I look okay?” I asked them, moving to stand where they could see all of me.

	They both seemed to stop dead in their tracks when they saw me from the front. “Stephanie, you look great.” Courtney finally said.

	Diane seemed to be even more in shock. “Geez! You look so different. I can’t believe it.”

	“But do I look okay?” I asked again, just to be sure.

	“Definitely!” they both said together, then they laughed. For some reason I seemed to feel a lot better.

	There were two more kids that joined us that day. Our little group was still growing. Everyone’s initial reaction to me seemed to be favorable. I realized that I was beginning to feel more like a girl. I didn’t know if that was good or bad.

	After the study session, Courtney and Diane asked if I wanted to get something to eat with them, but I declined and told them I had a date. I probably shouldn’t have done that. Diane immediately wanted to know if it was with a boy or a girl. When I told them it was with a girl Diane said, “Then it’s not really a date is it?”

	“No, I guess not,” I replied. “I’m just going to see a movie with her.” The boy side of me was still trying desperately to get out. It had been so long since I had a date with a girl that that’s naturally how I thought about it. I still wondered, was it a date, or wasn’t it? Deep down inside, I desperately wanted it to be. I really liked Brenda.

	As I walked home, I had another silly thought. Brenda had teased me about wearing that miniskirt. Did I dare? Every fiber of my being really hated and dreaded that idea… well, almost every fiber, the thought had crossed my mind after all. I hated the thought of wearing skirts, but I was out in public right then in a skirt. Granted the skirt I was wearing was a lot longer and with the flounced hem (as Jill had called it) it came down about to my knees. But there was just something that seemed to be a lot more humiliating about the thought of a miniskirt – especially that miniskirt. With a little shudder, I banished the thought from my mind.

	Jill wasn’t home when I got there… which was nothing new. I realized that I wasn’t the least bit hungry so I just went up to my room to study some more. Mostly though, I just looked at the book and thought about going out in public again dressed totally as a girl. This time it would be in a skirt. This time, it wasn’t going to be around any friends at school or people who knew me. Even though Brenda was going to be with me, I felt like this time I would be venturing out on my own… and it scared me. I got up to look at myself in the full length mirror. Did I look enough like a girl to fool everyone? I didn’t think so. My hair seemed to be all wrong and despite my makeup, I still thought I looked like a boy. Was what I was wearing appropriate? I hoped so. Diane and Courtney had seemed to react favorably earlier, but would everyone else? I was scared and I knew it. Maybe this was a little like what Brenda felt, why she tried to dress so that no one would notice her. I wished that I could.

	As I was standing there critically looking at myself, the door suddenly opened and Jill walked in and caught me. I wasn’t really doing anything wrong, but I was embarrassed about it anyway. Actually, Jill just smiled really big when she saw what I was doing. “Do I look okay?” I asked her.

	“You look just fine,” she replied with a big smile.

	“Is what I have on appropriate?” I asked, still not sure.

	“Of course it is,” she replied.

	Then I said it. I don’t even know why I did, but I said it anyway. “Do you think that Brenda really wanted to see me in that miniskirt?”

	I could tell she was totally surprised by my question, but she just smiled at me and said, “I’ll bet she does. Here why don’t you at least try it on to look?” And with that, she turned and dug the skirt out of her closet and handed it to me.

	Just touching that skirt as I grabbed it from her sent an electric thrill through me – and a feeling of dread deep within my stomach. Why was I even considering this? I really didn’t want to wear it. It was a stupid idea. But I put the skirt on anyway and again looked at myself in the mirror. The last time I had worn it, I had never looked at my reflection, I had simply felt humiliated and terribly exposed. Now as I looked at myself, I could see just how short that skirt really was, and just how exposed I really was. The boots helped to hide a lot of my legs, but only from the knees down. The more I looked at that skirt and my legs sticking out from under it, the more scared I felt. That twisting pain in my stomach was awful.

	I decided I couldn’t wear it and had turned to tell Jill that, but instead she said the skirt looked adorable on me and pulled me over to her desk chair and told me to sit down. I wanted to tell her I couldn’t wear the skirt but I was suddenly too busy sitting perfectly still as she redid my makeup for me. Then she surprised me by taking off my earrings and pulling out a pair of gold hoops from her jewelry box. “I think you’re ready for these now,” she said as she put them on my ears. As I turned to look at myself in the small mirror on the back of her desk, I could feel them on my ears. They were heavier than the pink studs I had been wearing and felt really strange as they moved.

	Jill pulled me over to look in the big mirror again and said, “Now don’t you look great?”

	“Miss Jill, I just don’t think I can wear this skirt,” I said immediately.

	“Of course you can,” she said, “don’t give it another thought.” Then she picked up my purse and handed it to me and practically pushed me toward the door.

	Just as she was about to open it for me, she stopped with a very serious look on her face. “Stephanie, don’t be a boy tonight.”

	“Be a boy? With the way I’m dressed?”

	“That’s not what I mean. Brenda is taking a big step tonight and she still can’t handle boys.”

	“But I don’t look much like a boy right now,” I said.

	“No, what I mean is… don’t act like a boy.”

	“Huh?”

	“Don’t offer to buy her ticket for her. Don’t offer to buy her any snacks. Don’t hold any doors for her. Don’t even try to hold her hand. Don’t do anything that a boy might do out on a date!”

	“But I want to do some of those things. I like her.”

	“I know, but those are typical things a boy would do, and they will probably make her very uncomfortable right now. You need to behave like two girls going out together, so be a girl!”

	I just looked at her for a second then said softly, “I’ll try.”

	“Good,” she said.

	The boy part of me really wanted to be a boy and treat her like a girl. I had wanted this to be a date, now Jill had told me it couldn’t be. I felt like something else was being ripped away from me, I just didn’t know what that something was.

	Jill opened the door for me and taking that first big step out into the hallway felt like a huge momentous event. Stupid I know, but it felt that way. I walked over to Brenda’s room and knocked on the door. I realized the action was a lot like a boy arriving to pick up his girl for a date, but I couldn’t think of any other way to go about it. I filed the feeling under ‘small pleasure of being a boy’ to be remembered and savored later.

	Sharon opened the door with a huge smile on her face. I think her eyes went a bit wider when she saw me, but all she said was, “Hi Stephanie.”

	Then she opened the door wider and I saw Brenda. What a shock! She wasn’t dressed like her old drab invisible self. She was wearing a really nice pair of blue slacks and the sweater she had bought the day before. Instead of her drab work shoes she usually had on her feet, she was wearing what looked like low heeled loafers with a small silver decoration on them. And she was wearing makeup. Not a lot, but I couldn’t help but notice. She looked great. “Brenda,” I said. “Look at you!”

	It turned out to be funny because at the exact same time I said that, she almost screamed in delight, “Stephanie, look at you!”

	Sharon laughed and I heard Jill sniggering behind me, but I couldn’t take my eyes off of Brenda. “Brenda, you look great!” I said.

	She in turn said, “Stephanie, you wore the miniskirt!” For once, we were both more interested in how the other person looked than in ourselves. Then reality seemed to slam in on us and she looked a bit uncertain. “Do I really look okay?” she asked me. “I don’t want to be too noticeable, just look a bit more…feminine.”

	“Brenda,” I said, “you look excellent. And don’t worry about how you look, it’s definitely understated, but definitely feminine.” That seemed to please her and make her feel a bit better. But now it was my turn. I was worried about that miniskirt anyway and didn’t want to wear it. “Do I look okay?” I asked her next. “I’m really nervous about wearing this skirt.”

	She walked up to me and said, “You look very nice, and that skirt looks cute on you.” Then she picked up her purse and as she was walking past me said, “I knew it would.”

	“I still think it would look cuter on you,” I said as I followed her down the stairs and out to my car.

	The mood seemed to stay with her as I drove us all the way out to the movie. I could tell though that the closer we got, the harder she was trying. It was dark out by the time we got there and parked the car, but those parking lot lights seemed awfully bright to me. It’s amazing just how self conscious you can feel walking across a lighted parking lot wearing a miniskirt. I wanted to hold Brenda’s hand very badly. Not just because she was a girl, but more for moral support for me.

	Just as Jill had suggested, I didn’t offer to buy Brenda’s ticket, but I did go first to buy mine. I think it was my voice that really gave me away when I requested the ticket because the girl behind the counter did a double take and stared at me intently before taking my money. Brenda was right behind me and barely whispered when she asked for hers. She had to repeat her request twice before the girl could understand her. All the time we were standing there, I kept wanting things to go faster so we could get into the darkness of the theater where I couldn’t be seen.

	The lights on the inside were much worse. There weren’t a lot of people, but that just seemed to make matters that much worse because the people that were there couldn’t help but notice everybody else. The smell of the popcorn made me realize that I was hungry, but stopping to get some would have meant standing out in that lobby that much longer. I just hoped that Brenda wouldn’t want any. She was staying awfully silent, but then I guess so was I.

	There was a guy on the inside taking tickets and as we handed him ours, he told us what door to go into for our movie. I realized that the whole time he was taking care of us, he never once looked at our faces, instead he was staring down at my skirt and legs the whole time. As we walked down the hallway away from him, Brenda turned to look back at him and so did I. He was still staring at me. “I told you that you look cute in that skirt,” Brenda teased as we went into the theater. I know how tense she had seemed to be, but now she suddenly seemed to be feeling much better.

	The great thing about movies is that they’re shown in the dark. The great thing about that movie was that we both thoroughly enjoyed it. It took Brenda a little while, but I think the fact that the guy who took our tickets was more interested in me than in her seemed to put her more at ease. When it was over, we were pretty much forced to join the crowd as everybody exited the building together. We were all so closely packed that I wasn’t as worried about anybody looking at my skirt. As soon as we got to the parking lot, Brenda started walking really fast to the car. I didn’t need any encouragement either and we were both nearly running before we got there. Well, I did my best imitation of running while wearing those boots. As soon as the doors were locked and the car was started Brenda looked at me and suddenly laughed. “We did it!”

	“Yeah,” I said smiling. “I feel like it was a major achievement for me too.”

	As we drove out of the parking lot she said, “I’m hungry. I didn’t get any dinner tonight. Can we stop and get a hamburger?”

	“Sure,” I said. “I didn’t eat either. I was too worried about going out tonight in a skirt.” Then I thought about having to get out of the car again. “Um, do you mind if we just go through a drive-thru? I’m still a bit shy about being seen like this.”

	“No,” she said. “Actually, that’s how I always do it.”

	There was a Burger King not far from the movie theatre and as I pulled into the drive-thru line, Brenda suddenly turned to me and said, “Please, can we go inside? This has been a good weekend for me so far and I’d really like try to do this too. It would be so nice to live like a normal person for a change.”

	Live like a normal person? I would love that too! But I didn’t say that to her. I dreaded the thought of getting out of the car in public again, but she had asked so I said, “Sure.”

	Inside, we had to stand in line behind about five other people. I know some of them were staring at me, but no one said anything to me. I wondered again if they saw me as a girl or a guy. Brenda ordered first and paid for hers, then it was my turn. Again, as I spoke, the girl taking my order seemed to do a double take and stare at me. But she took my money and didn’t say anything else to me. A minute later I saw her whispering to another girl behind the counter and soon there were several of them looking at me. Talk about feeling very uncomfortable!

	We had to wait quite a while for our food and the entire time we stood there I wanted to scream. People kept looking at me and I had nowhere to go except to stand there while we waited. The longer it went on, the more self-conscious I was about the way I was dressed. My toes hurt from wearing those boots all day and I was fidgeting and trying to shift my weight from one foot to the next to get relief. How did girls manage it?

	Brenda’s order finally came up and she picked up her tray and headed for a table in the dining area. That left me feeling very alone as I stood there waiting. As soon as my number was called I was grateful, but instantly I realized that suddenly everybody around was looking at me as I walked over and picked up my tray. I wanted to die of embarrassment. I didn’t stop to get any napkins or a straw for my drink. I felt like crying as I carried my tray out to find Brenda.

	As I sat down, Brenda saw the look on my face and asked what was wrong. “Everybody’s staring at me,” I said quietly. “It’s awful.”

	Brenda looked around for a minute then said, “I’m sorry. There are a few people looking at you. I wanted to do this for me, and I wasn’t thinking about you. Do you want to leave?”

	“No,” I said, “we’re here now, let’s just try to eat quickly.” I realized that I wasn’t hungry anymore. I managed to eat half of my hamburger and some of my fries, but that’s all I could get down. Brenda seemed to be sad for me. Maybe that was a good thing since it probably took her mind off of herself. I hoped so for her sake. I wanted to think that at least one of us was having a good experience out of this.

	When I finished, Brenda let me borrow her napkin to wipe my mouth. I noticed when I did, that a lot of my lipstick came off on the napkin. “Oh great,” I thought, “I smeared my lipstick.”

	Brenda giggled a bit when she saw what I had done. “You’re going to have to learn to do that a bit differently too,” she said. “Are you going to fix it?” I started to reach into my purse for my lipstick but she put her hand on my arm and stopped me. “I was just kidding,” she said kindly. “Let’s get you out of here.” I was never so grateful in my life.

	Back in the car, Brenda leaned over and kissed me on the cheek again. “Thank you so much for that,” she said. “I know it wasn’t fun for you, but that was another first for me.”

	Wasn’t fun for me? It had been horrifying! But Brenda seemed to be in a really good mood all the way home and we chatted and laughed together about the movie.

	Later that night, I mentally added all the good things and the bad things together, and decided that overall it had been a pleasant experience. I’d do it again, but next time I’d try to find a way to be more of a girl. I had been positively miserable every time I knew that people were staring at me because they knew I was really a boy.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Earlier that day, Brenda had cautiously watched out for Stephanie to see when he left for his study group meeting. As soon as the door had closed behind him she was nervously knocking on Jill’s door. “Jill, can I talk to you again?”

	Jill looked up from her desk and said, “Well that depends. Are you going to ask me if you can talk to Stephanie again?”

	“Do I need to?” Brenda asked laughingly as she came into the room and sat on the bed.

	“You better not!” Jill replied, laughing with her as she moved over to sit with her. “What’s up?”

	“I need your help.”

	“Okay, shoot.”

	“Stephanie and I are going to the movie tonight and… well, Stephanie looks really nice today and I look like a frump! Can you help me look at least a little bit better?”

	“Sure!” Jill said, very surprised by her request. “I’d love to. Do you want to borrow some of my clothes?”

	“Not really,” Brenda answered. “I was kind of wondering if we could make another quick shopping trip so I could have something of my own. I was thinking that maybe I could at least try to look a little bit better from now on.”

	Jill leaned over and hugged Brenda. “Brenda, that’s a really great idea. You don’t know how glad I am to hear you say that.”

	Brenda looked a bit embarrassed, then she said, “Um, if it wouldn’t be too much trouble, is there anyway we could go back to that shoe store so I could buy those boots? I may not wear them for a long time, but maybe they’ll give me some incentive.”

	Jill jumped up from the bed and grabbed her purse. “Let’s go!” she said enthusiastically. “And if you won’t wear them, can I borrow them?”

	A few hours later, as Jill watched Stephanie and Brenda walking downstairs together, she thought about how strange it was that she had just dressed both of them for their date together. They had both been pleased with the way that each other looked. Jill was too. Stephanie was finally dressing totally like a girl. No more boys’ clothes. That felt like a major milestone and just looking at him made her swell with pride. He had been seriously concerned earlier with the way he looked. He had even worn a skirt and the high heeled boots all day without being made to - even though he knew he had to wear them to his study group meeting and to the movie tonight. That was what she called major progress!

	What should be next she wondered? She found her personal notebook she kept for Steve’s progress and opened it to the beginning and read her personal goal for him – ‘To make him as absolutely girlish in every way possible’. Was Steve girlish? Not a bit she realized. He may be dressing the part better, but that’s about where it ended. There were still a lot of things about his physical appearance that needed fixing, and his attitudes were all wrong, and then there were his mannerisms – awful! But how do you fix any of those things. She decided that maybe it was time for another talk with Ms. Carter.

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	 

	Overnight it seemed like my life had changed. Now, my every waking moment was concerned with, “Do I look enough like a girl?” After the way things had been in that Burger King, I was tired of people laughing at me. It was strange though because other parts of me were still resisting - hard. I needed to look like a girl, but I still didn’t want to be a girl. The result was that I was mentally clinging to anything boyish that I could.

	On Monday I wore jeans to school and my new pink sneakers – heaven! After wearing those boots all day on Sunday, my poor toes had ached all night. The addition of makeup and of course my new “breasts” seemed to make me look totally different. I also tried to comb my hair like Jill had done it. I just had trouble keeping it that way.

	I was standing out in the hallway after my first class talking with Diane and Courtney like we often did since our next class was only a short distance down the hall, when I decided to take the opportunity to relieve my bladder – like I usually did at that time. I excused myself from them and headed to the men’s room – like usual. But this time, as I was about to open the door, it was opened from the inside instead, by someone I didn’t know. “Whoops, wrong room,” he said politely to me.”

	“Huh?” He was pointing at the “Men’s Room” label on the door. I backed up to let him pass me and then kept going all the way back to Courtney and Diane again. I was shocked. It had never been a problem before.

	Courtney saw my confusion and simply took me by the arm and led me over to the ladies room saying, “Come on, you really don’t belong in there any more, do you?” As she opened the ladies room door I stopped for a second and looked back across to the Men’s Room. I didn’t belong there any more and I knew it. The thought just hadn’t entered my mind before. One more piece of being a boy had just been ripped away from me.

	I was starting to feel like a jigsaw puzzle with a thousand pieces. On one side was a picture of Stephen, and on the other a picture of Stephanie. More and more I seemed to be losing the Stephen pieces and seeing Stephanie instead. I wanted to scream.

	On Tuesday evening, Brenda and I were sitting in the kitchen talking. It had turned positively cold out that day. While we were there, Melissa came in with a small package that I had seen laying on an end table in the living room earlier, but hadn’t really looked at. “This came for you earlier in the mail,” she said. “I don’t think you saw it.”

	“For me? I never get mail,” I said immensely surprised. The package was from my mother. I simply didn’t know what to make of that. I had to get a knife to cut all the tape that held it together. Inside the box I found a note and another smaller box. I picked up the note and read it to myself.

	Dear Stephen, or maybe Stephanie, I’m not sure at this point what I should call you.

	We all know how hard this is on you and everyone here sends their support and love. You have been in my mind constantly and I want you to know that no matter how you look, I will still love you.

	I found this little gift for you as a way to try to say that no matter what, I will still love you.

	All My Love,

	Mom

	I set the note down on the table and picked up the tiny box and opened it. Inside was a heart shaped necklace. The heart shape was turned a bit on its side and was covered in pink and white stones.

	Both Brenda and Melissa were crowding around me to look. “Oh, it’s pretty,” Brenda exclaimed.

	“It’s beautiful,” Melissa agreed.

	I wanted to cry. There were a lot of mixed emotions going through me at that point. I know my mother meant well, but inside, I would rather she had sent me a football!

	“Put it on,” Melissa said excitedly, grabbing the box right out of my hand. She pulled on the pendant and I saw a long thin silver chain come out of the box with it. She opened the clasp, reached around my neck, then fastened it on me.

	Brenda reached forward and straightened it against my chest. “It’s beautiful,” she said, staring at it. “You’re so lucky.” Lucky? That’s not exactly what I was thinking.

	“What’s going on?” I heard Jill say as she entered the room.

	“Stephanie’s mother just sent him a necklace,” Melissa said.

	“Really?” Jill replied, coming over to look. “Oh Stephanie, it’s beautiful! That was so nice of her.” I really hated being the center of attention.

	“Can I read the note?” Brenda asked.

	“Yeah, go ahead,” I said to her.

	“Read it aloud,” Melissa said. I wasn’t crazy about that idea, but I didn’t say anything.

	“Dear Stephen, or maybe Stephanie, I’m not sure at this point what I should call you,” Brenda read aloud. That started Melissa giggling. She didn’t giggle a bit during the rest of the note.

	“That is so sweet,” Melissa said at the end.

	“You are so lucky to have a mother like that,” Jill said seriously.

	Brenda was just quiet and looked positively sad. She didn’t say anything at all.

	“You’ll have to send her a thank-you note,” Jill said.

	“I don’t know,” I said, “maybe I’ll just call her.”

	“You definitely should call her,” Melissa chimed in, “but Jill’s right, you should also send a note.”

	I hated writing letters, and what would I say anyway? ‘Thanks Mom for the beautiful necklace, I love it?’ Like I said before, I would have rather had a football.

	Wednesday was a weird day! That was the day that Jill started to get on my case again about the way I acted. More nagging. “I told you before not to do it that way…do it this way! I told you before not to sit that way... keep you knees together when you sit down!”

	“But I’m wearing jeans!” I argued at one point in my defense. “What does it matter?”

	Jill threw up her arms in total exasperation. “It matters a lot! A lady always sits with her knees together.”

	“I’m not a lady,” I retorted. I was starting to get mad.

	Unfortunately, Jill was in one of those moods where nothing in the world would please her. “You’re certainly not!” she said back. “But I’m going to make you one if it kills you!”

	Later that afternoon, I was just getting out of my last class for the day when my cell phone rang. Strange in itself…stranger still was that it was Brenda. “Stephanie, can I please borrow your car this afternoon?”

	“Huh?” Brenda didn’t own a car and I wasn’t even sure she could drive.

	“I want to drive myself to my therapy appointment,” she said.

	Brenda had been wearing that little bit of makeup all week and today she had again worn her new slacks and shoes. She was really trying. “Sure, I guess,” I said, still a bit worried about loaning my car out. It wasn’t much, but it ran. “There’s a spare set of keys in my top desk drawer.”

	“Oh thank you!” she said excitedly and just hung up on me. Now I would be worried about her, and my car, until she got back.

	When I got home, Jill made me spend a long time practicing standing up and sitting down in different chairs all over the house. “Put your knees together before you sit down! Now stand up again. Swing your legs around first. Keep those knees together! Stand up! Sit down! Stand up! Sit down!”

	After a while it almost felt like a game – despite her irritating attitude. Simon says stand up. Simon says sit down. I was tempted to not sit down one time and almost said, “But Simon didn’t say!” It’s a good thing I didn’t.

	Brenda came home while we were “working” in the kitchen. She proudly handed me my car keys and thanked me. I was so grateful she had no problems. She seemed to be very happy. “What are you doing?” she asked.

	“Stephanie is practicing sitting down and standing up properly!” Jill said, still in that irritated voice.

	“That’s a good idea,” Brenda replied, “he sits like a lump.”

	I just rolled my eyes. “What does it matter when I’m wearing jeans?” I complained.

	“Stephanie, it matters a lot,” Brenda said. “You’re so worried about people noticing that you’re really a boy, but none of your actions are feminine at all.”

	“They sure aren’t!” Jill agreed. “You’re attitude toward this is just not what it needs to be!”

	“But I don’t want to be a girl!” I practically screamed in total frustration.

	Jill looked really mad. “Sit down!” she yelled at me. I sat again. “Stand up!” I stood again. She was mad. “Sit down!” I sat, but it didn’t feel like a game anymore, and now I was getting angry too. “Now just sit there for a while, and don’t you dare get up till I tell you to!” Then she walked out followed by Brenda and headed upstairs leaving me sitting there at the kitchen table alone.

	I sat there for a good twenty minutes just stewing. I was about to get up despite what she had said when she finally came back down again. “Stephanie, how many times do I have to tell you to keep your knees together?”

	“But I’ve been sitting there forever! I got tired so I relaxed a bit. Nobody’s even been in the room with me,” I complained.

	“I got tired,” she mimicked in a very taunting voice. “It doesn’t matter if you get tired, you have to keep them together!”

	“But nobody was here.” I returned.

	“I don’t care!” she yelled back angrily. She paused for a moment, just looking at me. “I think you need another attitude adjustment!”

	I was really getting tired and angry – and stupid. “I don’t care!” I said. I got up determinedly and went back to our room. I knew another beating was probably coming. I just didn’t care. The rest of the evening I waited for it. It never came. Jill just kept looking angrily at me, but she didn’t say anything.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Doctor Young sat back in her chair and stared at the few notes she had taken from her session with Brenda. She had been treating her for over a year now with very minimal progress. It had been amazing that Brenda had even been able to attend her classes. If it hadn’t been for her friend Sharon’s continuous support, Brenda would probably have been a serious suicide case.

	But today had been different. Brenda had walked into her office almost proudly. No longer was she the type of person you almost had to look twice at just to notice that she was there. Dr. Young had actually stood up in amazement at the first sight of her. Brenda hadn’t been outlandish or even bold in the way she looked, but for once she had looked totally normal. And she had smiled – a very rare thing!

	The whole session had been an accounting of event after event that she had forced herself through during the past few days.  For some reason, she had now latched onto this Stephanie and had identified with her. And that was another area of concern since she knew that Stephanie seemed to be some boy who was being forcibly cross-dressed. But Stephanie wasn’t her case and if in some way identifying with Stephanie could help Brenda, then she doubted that a little petticoating would actually hurt the boy. Instead, Brenda seemed to be seeing how difficult it was for Stephanie to be a girl, and was realizing how much she herself was no longer feminine. Finally it was bothering her to the point where she was willing to do something about it. Somehow, the courage that Stephanie had to find to go about his life dressed as a girl was encouraging Brenda to find that same courage within herself.

	Dr. Young frowned at one last thought that she put in her notes. How would Brenda eventually react to seeing Stephanie as a boy again?

	~~~~~~~~~~

	Jill and Ms. Carter sat in the Burger Barn late in the afternoon. The place was practically empty so they could sit comfortably and just talk. “Well, it looks to me like you’ve succeeded very nicely with Stephanie,” Ms, Carter said.

	Jill, who was looking fairly despondent, looked up at her with some annoyance on her face. “Yeah, I guess so – so far. But I’m having a lot of trouble with his attitude now. On the one hand he’s trying really hard to look like a girl so people won’t notice that he’s a boy, while at the same time he’s doing everything he can to not act like a girl. We had another argument over it yesterday – made me really mad.”

	“I see. Jill, you’ve already taken him further than most other’s who do this kind of thing ever get. What more do you want out of him?”

	“What more? I still want to make him totally girlish! And I mean it! Oh, I’m happy that he’s at least dressing the part better now, but the more I think about it, that’s just a small thing.”

	“It may not be such a small thing for him.”

	Jill smiled, “Probably not – definitely not! But I really want him to act like a girl too... and to think like one. And then there’s the way he looks physically. I mean, it’s okay and he’s starting to look pretty good, but his hips and backside aren’t big enough, and while the bra is a big improvement, somehow his breasts just don’t move right. And then there’s his hair, it’s getting there, but I want it to be long.

	Ms. Carter just smiled. “Jill, you’re getting to impatient. Rome wasn’t built in a day. Step back and enjoy the progress you have made already. It really is amazing.”

	“I know. I just want more.”

	“Then continue pushing him like you have been. Keep steering him into doing what you want him to. But you better continue to be firm with him or you’ll have more and more trouble with him and you’ll quickly find him being a boy again. I wouldn’t put up with any arguments out of him at all, no matter what! I hope you punished him for arguing with you yesterday.”

	“No, I didn’t really. I know I should have, but I guess since it’s that time of the month for me, I didn’t want to take that out on him too.”

	“Jill! It doesn’t matter what time of the month it is. If he needs punishing, then punish him – while he still knows what it’s for!”

	“I suppose you’re right. He’s really been pretty good otherwise though.”

	“It doesn’t matter. He has to know that he can’t push you. What you say – goes!”

	“I know you’re right. I think I’ll ask Aaron again for his help. I have a feeling he’ll be more than glad to lend a hand.”

	“Good. Now as to some of the other things you want, there are always alternatives and ways to go about things. Let’s take things one at a time. You said you’re not happy with his backside or breasts. Have you thought a padded girdle or some better breast forms?”

	“He can’t afford the breast forms yet. They’re way too expensive. I didn’t think about the girdle though. That may help.”

	“Of course you could always put him on hormones. It would take a long time but it certainly would accomplish what you want, and more!”

	“God, I never thought of that. I may look into it.”

	“Well, if you do, just do your research carefully. They’re not something to just fool around with.”

	“Don’t worry, if I do it, I’ll check thoroughly first.”

	“As to the other things, you just need to be firm, keep steering him in your direction, and be patient. There’s no quick fix for the way he thinks. You may have to start spending more time with him and try to share some feminine interests with him. As to his mannerisms, again you’ll have to be patient. Just correct him when you see something you want to change and make sure he does it that way from then on. Otherwise, punish him, and quickly.”

	“I’ll try,” Jill said. “And I know I’m not patient. I guess I never have been.”

	Ms. Carter smiled back at her. “By the way, did you know that I talked to his mother not too long ago?”

	Jill was shocked. “You did?”

	“Mm hmm. I suggested to her that maybe Stephen would be better off trying to dress completely like a girl all the time instead of sitting on the fence so to speak. She wasn’t very happy to hear that.”

	“That’s incredible. You know what? She sent him a necklace in the mail this week as kind of a way to say that she still loved him no matter what he looks like.”

	“You’re kidding? It sounds like she may have actually taken my suggestion after all.”

	“Strange isn’t it?”

	“It sure is!”

	 

	~~~~~~~~~~

	 

	That evening, Jill sat on Aaron’s bed talking to him again. “I kind of would like your help with Stephanie,” she said as she watched him changing the CD in his player.

	“What’s up?” Aaron asked.

	“Stephanie needs another attitude adjustment. He argued with me yesterday and I didn’t punish him then, but I kind of feel like he needs it. I just don’t have, let’s say – as much persuasive ability as you do.”

	Aaron smiled. “You know of course that you’re talking right up my alley?”

	“That’s why I asked.”

	“What were you arguing about?”

	“Well, it’s his attitude. I was trying to make him practice sitting properly and he’s just not taking it seriously enough. And he absolutely won’t keep his knees together when he sits down. I made him sit at the kitchen table for twenty minutes last night, and when I came back into the room, there he was with his knees wide apart again. He just can’t get it through his head that this is something he needs to do. So I got mad at him, and he got mad back at me.”

	Aaron stared at the ceiling for a minute. “I wonder?” he said, more to himself. “I would never have let him argue with me,” he said, still staring at the ceiling. “I would have clobbered him right on the spot for even attempting to not be polite and follow my every word.”

	“It was a mistake, I know.”

	“I’ve just been thinking, maybe a little spanking is not all that he needs. Maybe he needs something a little bit more in the order of letting the punishment fit the crime. Oh don’t get me wrong, I think he needs a spanking too, but afterwards, perhaps something else.”

	“What are you thinking in that devilish mind of yours?” Jill asked with a grin.

	“A while back I did some playing with some dog training shock devices. I kind of reengineered them a bit. I think I can modify them just a tiny bit more to really give him something to think about.”

	“Dog training devices? Aaron, just what exactly do you actually have in mind?”

	Aaron smiled at her, “Well, since he doesn’t like to keep his knees together, suppose we fix him so he has to keep them apart - wide apart. With these devices, I think I can rig them so that if he tries to close his legs at all, he’ll get a really nasty shock – in both legs. I would think that after a day or so, he should be positively miserable.”

	Jill looked astonished. “Are you sure? It sounds nasty.”

	“We’ll, that’s kind of the point, isn’t it?”

	“Yeah, I guess it is,” Jill agreed, grinning back. “When can we do it?”

	“Tomorrow I think,” Aaron replied, still with that scheming look on his face.

	As Jill was leaving, she stopped just before she got to the door. “Uh oh, I just thought of something – Brenda. She’s just starting to come out of her shell and if she finds out about this it could hurt her too. I don’t think we can keep her from knowing about it.”

	“Why don’t you talk to her first,” Aaron suggested. “Make her understand exactly why we’re doing it.”

	“I’ll try,” Jill said. “In fact, I think I’ll see if she’s in her room now.”

	Jill knocked on Brenda’s door and poked her head in after Sharon called out to just come in. “Hi,” Jill said. “Brenda, can I talk to you for a minute?”

	Brenda laughed, “Well, that depends on whether or not you’re going to ask if you can talk to Stephanie.” They both laughed together. Jill was amazed at how far Brenda had come in such a short time.

	“Do you two need me to leave?” Sharon asked.

	“God no!” Jill said. “I just need to kind of warn Brenda about something.” Brenda was suddenly visibly worried, but she just sat there waiting.

	“Brenda, do you remember yesterday when Stephanie smart mouthed me in the kitchen?”

	“Yeah, he really shouldn’t have done that. You were just trying to help him.”

	That was the attitude that Jill had been hoping for. “Right, he shouldn’t have. And because of his attitudes about everything, I’ve decided that he needs to be punished for it.”

	Brenda stiffened and her eyes went wide. The look of fear was very visible. She started shaking her head just a little bit.

	“Brenda, if I don’t, he won’t ever pass as a girl. He’ll just start backtracking and being more of a boy than ever. You don’t want to see that do you?”

	“No,” Brenda said tentatively. “But isn’t there some other way? Do you have to hurt him?”

	“We’re not going to really hurt him - much, but sometimes the right kind of pain can be a good thing. We are planning to spank him just a bit for being so rude to me and then Aaron has an idea that he thinks will make him remember to try a little harder from now on.”

	“What?” Brenda asked simply.

	Jill explained what they had in mind to do as far as she was able. Brenda just sat there wide eyed and looked frightened the whole time.

	“Does he know yet?” Brenda asked.

	“No, not yet.”

	“Do you mind if I tell him?”

	Jill was very surprised at that. “Sure, if you want. But I would prefer it if you only tell him that he’s going to get punished and nothing more.”

	“Okay,” Brenda agreed. “I can do that. Are you going to do it tonight?”

	“I don’t think so, probably tomorrow instead.”

	“Brenda nodded. “Okay, I think I’ll tell him now. He’s not going to be happy about it.”

	“No, he won’t, but then that’s the point of punishment, isn’t it?”

	“Yeah, unfortunately,” Brenda replied sadly. “Jill, thanks for telling me in advance. I would have probably freaked out otherwise.”

	Jill smiled at her, “That’s why I did it. You like him and he likes you. You deserve to know.” That made Brenda smile a little.

	 

	 


Chapter 8

	 

	Thursday evening Brenda had warned me that Jill was planning to punish me again. I had been expecting it, but for the life of me, I really didn’t understand why she hadn’t done it already. Just the thought of it scared me a bit. I knew I probably deserved it – by her rules, but hell, did she have to nag me so much? I was trying. I just didn’t see the point.

	It was late Friday afternoon when it started. I had been working on a paper for school when Jill finally got home. “Take those jeans off!” she ordered as soon as she walked through the door. I turned and looked at her in surprise, which quickly started to grow into fear, or anticipation of fear. “In fact, strip from the waist down,” she continued. “I know Brenda told you we were going to punish you, and now it’s time.” Before I could say a word, she threw her purse down on her bed and walked out again leaving the door wide open.

	I slowly got up from my chair and sat on my bed to untie and remove my sneakers. Then I got up and slowly walked over to close the door before taking my jeans off. All my actions seemed to be in slow motion. My mind had entered a kind of shock zone. I had been waiting for this, but now that I knew it was coming, I felt scared again. Once my jeans were off, I sat down on my bed and just waited, feeling very nervous. I must have sat there for about ten minutes before Jill walked back into the room again, followed by Aaron who was carrying an old backpack. “Oh no!” I thought to myself.

	Aaron set his bag on the floor then picked up my desk chair and placed it squarely in the middle of the room facing the still open door. He then grabbed the pillow off my bed and placed it on the chair.

	“I thought I told you to strip from the waist down,” Jill said angrily to me. “What are you doing with those panties on? Get them off… now!”

	I hadn’t understood that she had wanted my panties off too. I stood up and as quickly as I was able, which was a lot slower than I would normally move, I slid them off my legs. I was still wearing the chastity device, but that did little to make me feel covered up.

	Aaron grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the chair and said firmly, “Lay down on it.”

	There were tears already starting to form in my eyes as I awkwardly tried to lay sideways across the chair. I was grateful for the pillow under me, but I soon realized that it made my butt stick up higher and more exposed. Seemingly from nowhere, Aaron suddenly had more rope in his hands and I soon found my arms being pulled under the chair legs and being tied to the legs on the other side. As each rope was pulled tightly my fear grew. By the time he started to tie my knees to the chair too, I was whimpering loudly. I was trying hard not to cry yet, but I just couldn’t help it. Then, for no reason that I could see, since I couldn’t move anywhere, he bent my ankles together from their spread position and tied them together too. I couldn’t move anything except my head and I was now crying openly.

	Jill’s face was suddenly close to mine. “You were bad!” she practically hissed. “You argued with me, you were disrespectful to me… and you weren’t doing what you were told to do. I didn’t like it and I don’t ever want it to happen again! So you’re about to get something that you won’t like either!” And with that, she backed away and I felt that inevitable paddle descend onto my backside with a force that took me totally off guard.

	“Oww!” I cried as the searing pain rushed through me. Then it came again, and again, and again. Over and over it hit me. I stopped saying “Oww,” after the first half dozen swats and just cried harder and harder with each blow instead.

	Then, somewhere in the middle of it all, I heard what I thought was someone else crying too. When I turned my head, Brenda was sitting in the doorway with her back up against the door jam. Her head was cradled on her upraised knees and her arms were both wrapped around her head as if she were trying to hide. “Brenda,” I cried desperately, despite the pain being inflicted on me, “get out of here!”

	“No!” I heard her say through her own tears. “I have to watch.”

	Saying anything more was beyond me at that point. What else could I do?

	As bad as the spanking was, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it had been the first time. This time, only Jill spanked me. I was grateful for that. Aaron could hit a whole lot harder. As soon it was over and I was simply miserable and sobbing. Aaron untied me then helped me to my feet. Unfortunately, he pulled the pillow off the chair and sat me down on it again. Sitting down hurt, but not nearly as badly as it could have. I think my backside was still not registering such things normally yet. As soon as I was seated, Aaron was back with the ropes again and I quickly found my hands tied to the chair behind me. “Now what?” I thought to myself.

	Jill bent down and put her face right in front of mine. “That was only part of your punishment,” she said. “You need to change that stubborn attitude of yours and we thought up something that hopefully will help.”

	By this time, Aaron was tying a long piece of rope just below my right kneecap. Then he tied another one to my left kneecap. He handed the second one to Jill and said, “Pull it through the bed frame over there while I do the same on this side.”

	I suddenly found my legs being pulled wide apart. Very wide! “Just hold it there while I tie this one,” Aaron said to Jill. Then he gave an extra tug on his rope and tied it off. Taking the other rope from Jill, he pulled harder on it till I let out a small grunt of pain. My eyes felt like they were popping out of my head. Aaron looked satisfied and tied that rope off too.

	He took some wide leather bands with straps on them out of his bag and laid one across each of my knees. Then he took some small metal boxes out of his bag. He held one in each hand and held them near my knees. I saw his arms give a small jerk. He made some kind of adjustment to each box and repeated his procedure. Again his arms jerked a bit and again he made another adjustment to the boxes. After testing it one more time, he said to Jill, “That’s about as good as I’m going to get it. It will give him a little less movement than I would prefer, but he should be fine.” He made one final adjustment to each of the boxes as he shoved them into a pouch on each of the leather straps. I watched wide eyed as he fastened each strap tightly just above my kneecaps, then put a small padlock on each one so I wouldn’t be able to remove them.

	As soon as the last lock had snapped shut, he looked at me with that really cruel smile of his. “I’ve just locked two shock devices to your legs. If you close them, even a tiny bit, you’re going to get a very nasty shock in each leg. And believe me, I just turned them all the way up, so it will hurt a lot! The only way you can avoid getting shocked is to hold your legs as wide apart as possible.”

	Then as he backed away from me, Jill said, “Since you don’t seem to want to sit modestly like a lady, now you’re going to have to be very un-modest.”

	“Okay,” Aaron said to Jill, “let’s get these ropes off him.” He started with my arms. As soon as they were free I rubbed them a bit where the chair back had dug into them. Then he and Jill both started on the ropes attached to my knees. “I’ll warn you,” Aaron said just before he undid his knot, “if you don’t hold your knees wide apart, it’s going to hurt!” Then he undid his rope while holding my knee back. He reached over and pushed against my other knee too while Jill finished untying her knot. “Okay, ready?” he asked me.

	I just looked up in wide eyed fear as I nodded and he let go. He had been pushing against both my knees and the sudden release of pressure made them swing together despite my trying to hold them apart. Instantly I felt a searing zap in both knees as the boxes reacted. Unfortunately, my initial reaction was to close my legs against the pain which only made the boxes produce a constant supply of the searing jolts. In seconds I was thrashing around on the chair in agony, half out of my mind trying to find a way to stop the pain. Somewhere through the foggy panic in my brain I heard everybody yelling at me to spread my legs. It took a while, but I finally got the point and forced my legs apart. The pain didn’t stop till I had once again spread them about as wide as they could go. If I thought I had cried before, it was nothing compared to the desperate panicked sobbing that came out of me now.

	“Good,” I heard Aaron say finally through my intense sobbing. “Remember, all you have to do is hold your legs apart.” And with that, he walked out with his lousy bag of tricks.

	Jill watched me crying for a few moments then turned to Brenda who had moved from the doorway to sit with her back against the wall. “He’s all yours,” she said as she started to walk out. She turned back to me from the doorway and said, “Leave the door open. Since you don’t want to be modest, you might as well let everybody see you.” Then she was gone.

	My mind was awhirl. I looked up at Brenda. Her face was a mess from crying. What was I going to do? Brenda got up from the floor and came over to me. She stood right in front of me and leaned down and hugged my neck. My legs must have closed just a bit because I suddenly got zapped again. As my back arched in pain, Brenda quickly let go of me and jumped back. “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she said, worried that she had hurt me.

	“It wasn’t you,” I replied, still trying to catch my breath. “I must have let my legs close a little bit.” I put my hands on my knees and just leaned on them to help hold them apart. I tried to move the leather straps that were fastened to me, but they were too tight. I couldn’t even rotate them.

	Brenda hovered over me while I tried to move the straps, then she left saying she’d be back in a few minutes. As I sat there, I kept wondering how I was going to get out of my predicament. And just how long was this punishment supposed to last anyway? As long as I sat holding my legs wide apart, I was fine – except for the fact that the muscles in my legs and groin were already beginning to ache from the effort. I just hoped this punishment wasn’t going to be too long. Aaron hadn’t been kidding, those shocks really hurt!

	Brenda came back in a few minutes later carrying a wet washcloth. She had washed her face and looked a lot better. The cold wet washcloth felt wonderful as she scrubbed my face. I could see lots of the makeup I had been wearing on the cloth by the time she was finished. “Better?” she asked.

	“Yeah, lots,” I said gratefully. She smiled and left me alone again as she took the washcloth back to the bathroom.

	When she came back, she sat on the foot of my bed and asked, “How bad is it?”

	“As long as I keep my legs spread like this, its fine,” I told her. “But if I let them slip just a little, then those shocks are really awful.” I eased up just a touch on the pressure I was using to hold my legs apart and slowly let them come together. My knees only moved about an inch before I nearly bounced off the chair and was fighting to hold them wide open again. “It doesn’t look like I’m going to be able to close them much,” I said, still trying to regain control of my breathing. “I think my biggest problem is going to be that my muscles are starting to ache from holding them apart.”

	“Just try to relax the muscles that hurt as much as possible,” she said. “Use your hands to hold your knees apart.”

	“That’s what I’m doing,” I said, trying to be nice about it. “It’s just not easy.”

	Brenda sat quietly for a few minutes watching me. “Is that your chastity device?” she asked, finally breaking the silence.

	I looked down at my crotch. I could only see a little bit of the bottom of it past my breasts. “Yeah,” I said.

	“Can I touch it?” she asked.

	That was surprising. “Sure,” I said.

	She reached out her hand and very carefully touched the front of it with one finger, then quickly pulled her finger back as if it had been burned. “Does that hurt?” she asked.

	I almost laughed. “No,” I said, “I can’t feel a thing there.”

	She reached out again and touched it further. “It’s hard,” she noted with some surprise. Then she poked at it a few more times. “You don’t feel anything?”

	“Nothing,” I confirmed.

	She moved her hand down to the bottom of it and felt the tiny nib where the pee hole was? “Is this where you pee out of?”

	“Yeah,” I said again. “That’s it.”

	“Is it uncomfortable?” she asked.

	“The waist band is awfully tight, but otherwise it’s not too bad. My biggest problem with it is that I’m used to having something there, if you know what I mean. I’m used to being able to touch or at least see that part of me. And now, it’s like it doesn’t exist. I can’t even feel it inside there. It kind of frustrating.”

	The two of us sat quietly together for a few minutes. Finally she asked, “How long do you think Jill is going to keep you like this?”

	“I don’t know. I’ve been wondering that exact same thing myself.”

	It was at least an hour before Jill came back into the room. “How long do I have to sit here like this?” I asked.

	“You really don’t have to sit in that chair at all,” she said. “You just can’t close your legs.”

	“Oh,” I replied with some surprise. That had been news to me.

	“Well then, how long do I have to wear these things on my legs?”

	Jill turned from looking in her closet and smiled evilly at me. “Probably the minimum is going to be twenty four hours. Perhaps till you go back to class on Monday. But that’s really up to you.”

	“Up to me?” I asked, horrified at what she had just told me. How was I going to make it that long?

	“Yes, up to you. It all depends on how soon you can convince me that you really and truly want to be girlish. And believe me, you’re going to have to want it awfully bad!”

	“But I’m trying really hard.”

	“You may be trying, but not hard enough. And it’s not the same thing. I want you to really want to act and think like a girl.”

	I just looked at her in shock and watched as she changed and dressed herself to go out for the evening again. Brenda grabbed one of my knees and pulled it toward her to help me hold them apart. She sat quietly too until Jill walked out the door with a little wave saying, “Ta-ta.”

	“At least twenty four hours, possibly the whole weekend,” I said aloud. “What am I going to do? I’m already starting to get really tired and my muscles are aching something fierce. I don’t think I can make it.”

	“What choice do you have?” Brenda said. “You’re stuck.”

	“I know, I know! My whole life has been like this since I came here.”

	As Brenda and I talked for a while, my muscles got more and more tired and ached more and more, till I finally said. “I’ve just got to move my legs and close them for a minute. I can’t stand this.”

	“Don’t!” Brenda said in alarm.

	“I’ve got to,” I said. And with that, I slowly let the pressure off again. Half a second later those twin zaps hit me again and I screamed. I hadn’t moved my legs very far at all. I held my legs wide again and simply sobbed.

	A little while later, the zaps were coming more often as I got more and more tired. Brenda, I think in a fit of frustration, went downstairs to get us something to eat. I wasn’t the least bit hungry, but she didn’t ask my opinion. Eventually, she brought me up a small sandwich and a coke. The sandwich upset my stomach a bit, but that coke really felt good going down. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I had gotten. Unfortunately, a short time after drinking it, I had to pee. “Now just how am I supposed to manage that?” I asked out loud.

	“We’ll just have to get you to the bathroom as best we can,” Brenda said simply. She pulled on my arms to help me stand while still keeping my knees spread and bent. I shifted my weight and angled one leg toward the door. Progress, sort of. Then I tried to shift my weight and swing my body in the other direction to move my other leg ahead. Somewhere in the middle of the process I got zapped again and almost fell. If it hadn’t been for Brenda I would have wound up on the floor. It took four more zaps to just get to the bathroom door, another major series of them to get through the door, and another one to get turned around to sit on the toilet. I practically peed on the floor before I got there.

	Getting back to the bedroom was just as bad. Brenda suggested that I try lying on the bed instead of sitting up. I was crying so hard again that I could only go where she sent me. I wasn’t up to making any decisions for myself. Lying on my back was a lot better. Brenda washed my face again and I as able to relax again to some extent, but God I ached badly. We tried stuffing pillows between my legs, but they didn’t seem to help much. The gap was just too wide.

	Brenda stayed with me all night. She got her pillow and a blanket and when she wasn’t holding me, she laid on the floor next to me. To say I was miserable would be an understatement. There was nothing I could do to not hurt – one way or another. I sobbed all night long. Jill never came back that night.

	Early in the morning I had to pee again and again Brenda helped me. I was too far to gone to not get zapped almost continually the entire way. That time, I did pee on the bathroom floor. I cried over that too. Then it was back to bed again where my mind went back into its delirium.

	As soon as Jill came home I was begging her, “Please Miss Jill. Please, take these things off me!”

	Jill came over and looked at me with absolutely no remorse on her face at all. “Nope! Not ready yet,” she declared and turned her back on us. She changed her clothes and left again.

	I had not slept all night. My mind was total mush and I could no longer hold my legs apart for very long at all so I was getting zapped more often. I swore to myself that if I ever got the chance, I’d never sit with my legs apart again. Eventually, I was saying it out loud, over and over again.

	When Jill finally came back to the room right after lunch, I told her too. “But you still don’t want to be girly,” she said simply. “You have to convince me of that.”

	“I do, I do!” I practically screamed through my tears.

	“I’m not convinced,” she said and turned and left again. I cried so hard.

	Somewhere through the tears I think that Brenda was telling me that I had to want to be girly. I couldn’t be sure because my mind was not registering anything except exhausted pain. But it was the word girly that I clung to. If it would stop the pain, I would be girly. Girly would stop the pain. “I’ll be girly,” I started to moan over and over again to myself. By that time I was so tired that I was thrashing around which only made the zapping hit me more often. “I’ll be girly,” eventually became accompanied by, “I want to be a girl.” And later I started to add, “I don’t want to be a boy. I hate being a boy. I want to be a girl. I hate being a boy. I want to be girly. I want to be girly.” Over and over again. I wasn’t talking to anyone. I was delirious and it was just continually coming out of my mouth.

	Eventually, I felt something new. Someone was doing something to my legs. People were talking to me, but I couldn’t understand what they were saying. I moved my legs again expecting that awful shock… and nothing happened. It was like the whole world had suddenly tipped over. I carefully and slowly moved my legs together again and rolled onto my side. The pain from closing my legs after holding them apart for so long was awful - and wonderful. I passed out like that, holding my knees together in a fetal position. “I want to be girly,” was still coursing through my mind as I slept.

	It was early morning when I awoke. My legs and back ached and I had to pee terribly. I soon realized that Brenda lay sleeping cuddled up against my back with her arm over me. She had thrown a blanket over us too. As soon as I moved a little bit, she woke up. I rolled over to look at her. Her face was so close to mine. “How do you feel?” she whispered, her voice full of concern.

	“I hurt all over,” I whispered back. “And I have to pee.”

	She smiled and got up so I could get out of bed. I saw that Jill was missing again. Every movement I made – hurt. Walking was only barely possible.

	“Why don’t you take a nice warm bath?” Brenda suggested. It sounded like a great idea and I simply nodded my acceptance as I stumbled the rest of the way into the bathroom.

	After peeing, I started the bath water running then went to the sink to shave my face. As soon as I looked in the mirror the thought hit me. “Boy is bad!” Shaving my face was a boy’s activity, but I didn’t want my beard to show so I shaved anyway. The bath felt wonderful and I soaked in it for a long time. While I was in there I shaved my legs. “Girl is good,” I thought and felt happy about it. Brenda knocked softly on the door and brought me my nightgown so I’d have something to put on. “Thanks,” I said gratefully.

	“I’ll be downstairs in the kitchen,” she said. “I’m starting to get hungry.”

	I suddenly realized how famished I was. “I’ll join you as quick as I can,” I said, prying myself up off the bottom of the tub. Every movement was still an effort. Wow did I hurt!

	As quickly as I could I dressed myself in a bra, panties, pantyhose, a skirt, blouse, heels, and makeup. “Girl is good!” Finally I made my way downstairs.

	“Golly, you got completely dressed,” Brenda said as soon as I walked in. “I was wondering what took you so long.” She was only wearing her nightgown and a robe over it.

	“I just felt like I had to,” I said. Brenda had already scrambled some eggs that were still sitting in the pan with a lid over them to keep them warm. She had boiled some water for tea and stuck some bread in the toaster. I walked over and put a tea bag in both of our cups as she started the toaster. I looked over at her. “Thank you,” I said as meaningfully as I could.

	She walked over and hugged me tight. “I’m just glad you’re alright.” We stood holding each other like that till the toast popped up.

	As we sat down to eat, she said, “I talked to your mother last night.”

	I almost spit out my food. Mom! “What did you say?”

	“Don’t worry! I told her you didn’t get any sleep the night before and was sacked out. She said not to wake you and she’d call back again today. You didn’t tell her very much about me did you?”

	“No,” I said, “only a little.”

	She smiled. “She said you keep mentioning me, but you won’t tell her anything. She said she’d like to meet me.”

	“You’d like her. She talks a lot, but as moms go, I think she’s one of the best.” Brenda blew a little kiss at me for that.

	I’m not even sure how aware of it I was, but my whole life changed. Now, I was suddenly very aware of every movement I made and every expression that I put on my face. Was it girly? Girl is good! I spent a lot more time watching every other girl I saw. How did they move their hands or their body, how did they react to things? What were they wearing? Copy, copy, copy. Oh, and I never sat with my legs apart again, no matter what. When I sat down they were always together before I even started, even getting into the car. Even standing up I kept them together. Besides, it was more girly that way. Girl is good!

	The process of reinventing yourself seems to be a never ending one. First I was Stephen, who thought he knew who he was and sort of had at least a general idea of where he wanted life to take him. Then I was Stephen/Stephanie who didn’t have the least clue about anything. Now I seemed to be just Stephanie who was willingly trying to reinvent herself. It was very difficult. I often saw that picture puzzle image of me in my head. There didn’t seem to be too many of the Stephen images there any more. I no longer seemed to care.

	Jill and I still went shopping some weekends, but sometimes Brenda and I would go instead. Brenda didn’t have much money to spend, but often we could get her a little something. She still stuck mostly to the very conservative, but at least she was looking better, and she seemed to be happy. Both she and Jill loved to try on clothes. The difference was though that Jill could afford them and Brenda couldn’t. Also, Brenda still only purchased the very conservative things. She’d try on skirts and dresses, and come out of the changing room to show us, but she’d never buy them. I wished I could enjoy the dress up game as much as they did. There just seemed to be something left from the Stephen side of the puzzle that held me back.

	That’s precisely what I was thinking one Saturday as I stood looking at myself in a mirror just outside of the dressing room. I was trying on a long colorful skirt. I was waiting for Brenda to come out to show off a similar one. Jill was in the room next to her with still another one. Jill came out first. She walked around and looked at herself in two different mirrors, swishing her skirt all around. She was obviously enjoying herself, but then everything always looked great on her. Finally Brenda came out. She was shyer than Jill, but she still smiled and laughed. The two of them took turns standing in front of the mirrors and turning this way and that. It was obvious how much they were enjoying themselves.

	My envy must have showed itself on my face because at one point, Brenda looked over at me and just stopped to ask what was wrong. I smiled at her and said, “I just wish I could enjoy all this as much as you two do.”

	Jill hardly looked away from her mirror and said, “That’s because you’re afraid to just let go and enjoy it.”

	“Huh? I don’t understand.”

	“There’s still something inside of you that makes you feel guilty about enjoying the clothes, and until you can get past that guilt and just let yourself go and have fun, you’re always going to feel that way.”

	“She’s right,” Brenda added, “you’re still afraid to give over completely to Stephie and really let her out. The Stephen side of you is keeping Stephie from having a good time.”

	“So what am I supposed to do about it?” I asked.

	Jill finally turned away from the mirror and walked over to me. “You may just have to work harder at enjoying it, despite how you feel. Pretend to enjoy it and maybe, eventually, you will.”

	“Stephie, it’s okay to let yourself have some fun. Believe me, I know!” Brenda added.

	What could I do except to smile and say, “I’ll try.”

	And I did try. I tried for weeks and weeks. Until one day, the three of us were somewhere else, all trying on clothes again, and I found myself laughing and posturing and showing off in front of the mirror. And it suddenly hit me. I was actually enjoying myself. I didn’t say anything to either of them. I was just happy about it. I finally got it. Girl is good. And at that point, it was very good.

	My hair was one of those huge thorns under my skin that always seemed to bother me. I was always afraid that it was something that people would take notice of as a big tip off that I wasn’t really a girl. As it got longer, I worried less and began putting small hair clips in it. They seemed to make me feel better – not to mention they helped to keep it out of my eyes. Jill and I spent a few evenings looking at fashion magazines together and discussing hair styles.  But my hair just never seemed to be long enough. Finally, I told her that I was thinking about going to a hairdresser to see if a professional could make it look any better. Jill thought it was a great idea, Brenda did too. I asked for Jill’s help and she gladly made the appointment for me. I was listening as she told the shop owner over the phone all about me and what we were looking for. I was surprised and a bit panicked over the fact that the hairdresser would know what I really was, but as Jill said, she would figure it out pretty quickly anyway.

	The day of the appointment, both Jill and Brenda came with me. The hairdresser was very polite and professional. She said she had to look twice to see that I was a boy. “And you don’t act like a boy,” she said. That made me feel good. Girl is good!

	Jill told her we were wanting my hair to eventually be long, but in the meantime, something had to be done with it. She fussed with my hair for only a few seconds then simply said, “No problem. I don’t think it’s going to need too much. Just a little trimming and shaping.”

	It was the longest haircut I ever had. For just a little trimming and shaping it took almost an hour! First it had to be washed. Then she combed it and trimmed a bit here and there. She put clips all over it as she cut it further in different places. That was followed by a session with the blow dryer. Then finally she began brushing it into place and using a curling iron on most of it. Finally I found myself being sprayed with clouds of hairspray to hold it all in place. “There,” she finally proclaimed as she finished with the hairspray. “What do you think?”

	I had been trying to watch myself in the mirror whenever possible during the entire process, but somehow the final unveiling took me by surprise. My hair seemed to be much thicker than before. The soft curls everywhere gave it a really feminine shape and made my whole face look different. As much as I had stared at my face in the mirror in the last few weeks, I almost didn’t recognize myself. I was almost speechless. “It looks great,” I said at last. And inside I was thinking, “Wow!” I couldn’t take my eyes off the mirror. Was that really me?

	“Stephanie, you look wonderful,” Brenda said as she came up behind me.

	“You sure do,” Jill said from my other side. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

	On the way home, we stopped so I could buy a curling iron for myself and a can of hairspray. I knew it wasn’t going to be easy, but I was determined that I would try to learn to keep it looking like it did then. Girl is good!

	 

	INTERLUDE

	 

	Jill poked her head through Brenda and Sharon’s door. The two of them were studying together. “I need your help.” Jill said to them both as she walked in.

	“Sure, what is it?” Brenda asked.

	“I’m thinking about putting Stephanie on hormones, but I don’t know much about the medical side of things. Is there any way you two can help me do some research?”

	Sharon’s eyes were wide with surprise, so were Brenda’s. Sharon looked over at Brenda for her to take the lead. “Sure, I guess so,” Brenda said. “I don’t know much about them but we’ll be happy to look into it.”

	“I know a little bit about using them,” Sharon said, “but not for the purpose you’re looking for. But I think I know someone who I can get some advice from.”

	“That would be great!” Jill said. “I sure would appreciate it.”

	Brenda stared out into space for a second then said, “I think Stephie will appreciate it too.”

	~~~~~~~~~~

	Stephanie was off at his usual Sunday study meeting when Jill once again walked into Aaron and Mark’s room. Mark was staring into his computer screen as usual. Aaron was laying back on his bed listening to his music. Jill knew that Aaron was one of those unusual geniuses that did everything in his head, down to the smallest detail, before he ever put anything on paper – if he ever put anything on paper. Between Aaron and Mark there was probably enough brain power in that room to light up a small city. They had been rooming together for four years now and yet they hardly ever seemed to talk to each other. Weird!

	“Hi guys,” she said as she walked in and sat down on Aaron’s bed with him. Mark didn’t act like he had even heard her. He was lost somewhere in computer land.

	“What’s up?” Aaron asked as he took his headphones off.

	“I had this weird idea for Stephanie and I was just looking for your advice.”

	“Okay, shoot,” Aaron said.

	Jill took a small breath then went on. “I was out with another guy last night and I got to thinking about Stephanie.”

	“Must have been a boring date,” Aaron jibed.

	“It was,” Jill said, rolling her eyes. “But I got to thinking about sending Stephie out on a date with a guy.”

	That quickly got all of Aaron’s attention. “You know of course how that would affect Brenda?”

	“I know, but it’s one of those ideas that I just can’t get out of my head.”

	“Who did you have in mind for Stephanie to go out with, your date from last night?”

	“No, I wouldn’t want to be that cruel to her. It’s just something I was thinking about and wanted your opinion on.”

	Aaron looked at his favorite spot on the ceiling again. “It might be fun,” he said at last. “Tell you what, I have a certain… let’s say ‘friend’ right now who might be just perfect for this. It would absolutely humiliate him to no end to know he had to go out on a date with Stephanie, knowing she was really a guy. And…” he said giving it even more thought, “it would be even better if he were forced to treat her very special, like perhaps as his most loving girlfriend. What do you think?”

	Jill looked at Aaron in wide eyed wonder. Never in her wildest dreams had she taken this idea that far. “That would be incredible!” she said.

	“Now, what kind of date?” Aaron said to himself. “Where shall we send them?”

	Suddenly, Mark turned around in his chair. “To the Senior Awards Banquet,” he said.

	Jill was speechless and just stared at Mark. Aaron smiled one of those wicked smiles of his. “Perfect!”

	“Isn’t that a really formal event?” Jill asked.

	Mark shrugged, “Fairly,” he replied. “But I don’t think it’s that formal. It’s really just a coat-and-tie affair with dinner and dancing, and of course a few boring speeches and awards. But mostly it’s just another excuse for the school to hold a fancy Christmas party. I was invited to attend but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go.”

	“So was I,” said Aaron. “I wasn’t sure I wanted to go either, but now I certainly do.”

	Jill was amazed. “You both got invitations?” She realized that she shouldn’t have been surprised at all. The event was open to everybody, but only the top students in their departments got invitations.

	Aaron shrugged, “Big deal. It’s just another dinner. But now it may be a whole lot more interesting if Stephanie is there with my friend.”

	“So who are you going to go with?” Jill asked.

	“You!”

	Jill almost fell off the bed. She had never felt more attraction towards Aaron then she did just then. She was suddenly getting wet just looking at him. The butterflies she used to feel every time she got around him were back in full force. She was speechless. Aaron was simply staring at her with those dark eyes and a smile of pure satisfaction on his face. To cover her embarrassment, she turned towards Mark and asked, “And who are you going with?”

	Mark looked back at her and smiled. “Brenda.”

	Jill’s mouth dropped wide open.

	Brenda and Sharon were studying when Jill knocked on their door again. “C’mon in,” Sharon called without even looking up from her books. She was totally taken unaware and also got a bit frightened as not only Jill walked into her room, but so did Aaron and Mark. Brenda was wide eyed. That old fear of boys was still there.

	“Hi you two,” Jill said as they all trooped in and distributed themselves on whatever furniture they could find.

	“What’s up?” Sharon asked, now really curious about this huge intrusion. Brenda was still sitting in her chair wide eyed and trying to control the bit of fear in her stomach.

	Jill looked directly at Sharon and asked, “Can you get a boy for a special date?”

	Sharon was really surprised at that. “Sure,” she said thinking about one boy in particular that she had gone out with a few times now that Brenda was spending most of her time with Stephanie. “Why?”

	“Because you’re going to the Senior Awards Banquet with us.”

	“I am?” Jill just nodded. “Maybe I better check with Cory first,” Sharon said. “That dinner ain’t cheap. At least I don’t think it is anyway.”

	Aaron just smiled and said, “My treat this time Sharon.”

	Sharon looked at him in amazement. “Well thank you very much. I’d love to. That is if I can get him to go. And believe me, he’d better go!” She suddenly looked suspicious. “Just what’s this all about anyway?”

	Jill looked over at Brenda and said, “Brenda, we need to warn you that this is probably going to be something that you’re not going to like to hear.” Brenda just sat and sort of hugged herself. A small whimper came out of her but she never took her eyes off of Jill. “We’re setting up Stephanie for a date with a guy.”

	Brenda gasped, then yelled out in panic, “Stephie… she’ll get hurt!”

	“No she won’t,” Mark said as gently as he could to her. “We’re all going to be there with her – every step of the way. You too… that is… if you would be so kind as to go as my date? I’d really like it if you would go with me.”

	Brenda just stared at Mark and tried to shrink back in her chair as far as she could get. Jill went over and knelt in front of her. “Brenda, we’re all going to be there together. We’ll make sure nothing happens to you. Mark wants to show you that he won’t hurt you and Stephie is really going to need your support. This is going to be very new and hard for her too. Brenda, you’ve come so far in the last few months, don’t you think it’s time?”

	Brenda never took her eyes off of Mark the whole time Jill was talking. He just sat there staring kindly at her. Finally she just nodded her head and managed to squeak out, “Okay.”

	Mark smiled back at her and said, “Thank you.”

	Then Brenda’s face clouded over again and she burst out and said, “But I can’t afford it! I don’t have anything to wear. I’m sorry, but I can’t! I just don’t have the money for it.”

	Mark’s gentle manner reached out to her again. “Don’t worry, I can afford it. Your dress and shoes and whatever else you might need are on me. What’s the sense of being born with a little bit of money if you can’t help your friends once in a while?”

	Brenda’s face registered pure amazement as she stared at Mark. Then trying to manage a lot more composure than she had shown yet, she smiled up at him and said, “Okay, thank you.”

	“It will be my pleasure,” Mark said as he stood up.

	Brenda looked up at his tall figure. “I think I’m going to need some heels.” Every girl in the room laughed.

	Jill jumped up off the floor and became a whirlwind of activity. Pushing both Mark and Aaron towards the door she said, “Guys… out! We have planning to do. Girl talk!”

	And with that, Aaron and Mark found themselves quickly pushed out into the hall again and the door closed firmly behind them.

	“Are you getting an award?” Mark asked Aaron as they walked back to their room.

	“Yeah, I submitted a design for a problem that some company in Atlanta had and the department loved it. How about you?”

	“Yeah, me too. I designed most of the new network they’re going to install next year.”

	“Oh shit!” Aaron said as he suddenly stopped. “Now I’m going to have to buy a suit and tie. Yuck!”

	Mark looked at him with some sympathy. “Me too. I’m sure I’ve outgrown my last one.”

	~~~~~~~~~~

	Stephanie’s cell phone rang. She had asked Jill to answer it in case Josh called. They were supposed to be working on a project together, but Stephanie didn’t think that Josh would call that early, so she was taking a bath.

	“Hello?” Jill said into the phone, expecting Josh to be on the other end.

	“Hello?” said a woman’s voice. “Is Stephen there? Oh excuse me, I think you know him as Stephanie.”

	Jill was rather surprised to say the least. “Yeah, we all call him Stephanie,” she said without thinking. “He’s in the bath right now. Can I tell him who called?”

	“This is Stephanie’s mother. May I ask who I’m speaking to?”

	“This is Jill.”

	“Oh, so you’re Jill. I’m so glad to finally get a chance to speak to you. If you’ve got a minute, I think we need to talk.”

	“Uh oh!” thought Jill to herself. “Uh oh!”

	 

	 


Chapter 9

	 

	"Stephanie... stop pacing!" Brenda said.

	I had been pacing back and forth across her bedroom floor, twisting round and round the new ring on my little finger. I was in a tizzy and I knew it. I was going out on a date! Worse, it was with a boy! Worse, Brenda would be there! Worse, she was going with Mark. My two best friends in the world going out together, on a date - with each other. But worst of all... I had to act like I was thoroughly in love with this guy. Jill and Aaron had made that fact abundantly clear. If I didn't do a good enough job, then they would just keep making us go out together till they were satisfied. They wanted to see lots of serious hugging and kissing all night long. There was to be no question that he was my boyfriend and we were in love! I had to treat him right - whatever that meant.

	Everybody was going to be there. Bruce had held out for a little while claiming that he wasn't interested in attending any sissy event, especially right before final exams started, but Melissa had raised such a fuss about it that he finally gave in. Now it was less than two weeks away!

	“Stephanie… sit down!” I sat… on Sharon’s bed across from her. “I’m going too you know.”

	“I know,” I said, feeling a bit ashamed of myself. But I couldn’t help it. “But you’re going with Mark, and I know Mark, he’s really nice. He’s the perfect date for you. But I’m going to have to be there with some guy I never met. And worse, I have to act like I’m in love with him, and worse…” I just looked over at her, she was sitting across from me on her bed watching me and listening to me. “The truth is… I’d rather be your date.”

	“Can I tell you a secret?” she said. “I’ve never been out on a date with a guy before… ever.”

	“You haven’t? But we went to the movies together and all the shopping we did and… and…” I looked down at the floor ashamed of my self. “And I wasn’t a guy… was I? I’m sorry,” I said looking up at her. “I’m sorry. And Mark really is the perfect date for you, especially for you.”

	“I hope so,” she said. “Men have a habit of hurting me. That’s why I try to stay away from them so much.”

	“I know,” I said. “But I’m sure that Mark will be perfect for you. I know him, he’ll be really nice.”

	“I know,” she said, “but this is still going to be hard for me too.”

	“It’s just that… I’m still trying really hard to act like a girl in normal situations. I don’t know anything about how to act with a boy on a date.”

	Brenda smiled. “Me either. We’ll just have to figure it out. We’ve both done a lot of that lately, haven’t we?” I just looked at her and smiled back at her as best as I could.

	“C’mon you two, ready?” Jill asked as she and Melissa poked their heads through the open door. We were going dress shopping for formal gowns.

	“Yeah,” I said, getting up and trying to act a little more happy about it as Brenda and I followed them down and out to the car.

	The mall was crowded that day, and so were the formal departments of all the major department stores. As I looked at dress after dress, I was glad that Mark and Aaron were going to be sharing all my expenses. Even the dresses marked as being on sale were expensive. Aaron had said, “don’t worry about the money.” Not worrying about money sounds easy, but when you’re used to counting your pennies, actually doing it isn’t that easy. I worried about the cost of everything.

	But more than the cost, I worried about the style. So many of them were backless or had a neckline in front that would show off way too much of just what I didn’t have… boobs! I did have a tiny bit of cleavage now, very tiny. Two days ago, Jill had taken me to a lingerie shop to look for something that would help my shape a bit more. We had wound up getting me a corset, well technically the sales girl called it a “corselet”, but the end result was that it squeezed my already thin stomach down even more and gave me a little bit of cleavage. We found a pair of cheap breast forms to stuff in the cups too. There were no shoulder straps on it. That was the only part of it I liked. We also got me a padded girdle to fill my hips out a bit. I was wearing all that now. Talk about uncomfortable! I was glad it was winter.

	The four of us finally seemed to settle on the dresses in Macy’s. I couldn’t tell a difference, but Jill and Melissa seemed happier with the selection there. At least it wasn’t quite as crowded as some of the other stores had been. We all tried on several dresses. Yeah, it was fun… but I kept fretting about my bust line. I hated being a problem. Brenda found her perfect dress first. In truth, it was really the first one she tired on there. It was a pretty blue satin gown. As I looked at her in it, I had visions of rubbing my hands over the smooth satiny material while she was wearing it. “Stop it,” I told myself.

	Finally I found a dress that I hoped would work. It was in a deep wine-colored satin. The entire dress hugged my body closely. While the neckline did plunge down quite a bit, the opening that was exposed was narrower and nothing of my corset showed. The back was low and squared off but was still just high enough to hide my corset there as well. The top of it came over my “boobs” then just wrapped around and fastened with a small hook behind my head. “It looks great on you.” Brenda had said. So that was my big dress decision. I was glad to have at least found something.

	We put the dresses on lay-away till Mark or Aaron could get by later to pay for them. It only took us another three and a half hours to buy our lingerie, perfume, makeup, purses, jewelry, and of course shoes… I finally chose a pair of black patent pumps with thin four inch heels. My dress was so long that it would still probably drag on the ground.

	You want to know what we did for the next two weeks? We danced! Not because we were happy, at least I wasn’t, we danced because I didn’t know how. Brenda and Sharon and I spent lots of time in their room dancing and watching ourselves in the mirror behind their door so I could learn to dance more like a girl. Melissa and Jill joined us sometimes too. Jill wanted me to try slow dancing with one of the guys in the house, but every one of them refused, at least Aaron and Mark did, we didn’t even ask Bruce. Sharon did it a few times with me instead.

	It was Friday… the day of the banquet. I told Jill that morning that I felt sick but she wasn’t buying it. I only went to my morning classes. I had talked to my afternoon professor and told him I wouldn’t be able to be there that day. He told me not to worry about it. Then he surprised me by telling me I was exempted from his exam. “You can’t get better than an ‘A’” he said. I was so grateful. One class done and out of the way.

	Friday afternoon was beauty salon day, for all of us, well the girls anyway – naturally. The five of us all squeezed into Melissa’s car together to get there. Jill, Melissa, and Brenda were all getting “up- dos.” My hair wasn’t long enough for that and the girl who had been doing my hair now since I started there decided that maybe all I really needed was to have it curled and set a bit. Sharon was only opting for a bit of fresh styling, “nothing fancy,” she said. “I want easy!” We all had manicures too, naturally! Melissa wanted to have her makeup done, but unfortunately the shop didn’t offer that service… pity, it might have been helpful for me too.

	The excitement level of all of us seemed to increase as we drove home again. Everyone became chattier and chattier. By the time we got home, everyone practically ran up the stairs. Then it was pandemonium! Melissa brought her things over to our room to get dressed. In fact for most of the time Brenda and Sharon were there too. Jill wound up doing Melissa’s makeup and mine. Melissa did Jill’s makeup and Brenda’s. Sharon just said, “I can do my own, thank you very much.” She really was trying to go simple. I wished I could.

	Our room and sometimes Brenda’s room was nothing but total chaos for the longest time. “Where’s my pantyhose?” “Have you seen my extra lipstick?” “Help me with my dress.” “Does it look alright?” “I can’t find one of my shoes!” “Can I try your perfume?” “Help me find my purse.” It was truly amazing. The later it got, the more everyone seemed to panic. Me too, but for a different reason.

	Finally, all five of us girls had looked each other over and finally, we were all ready. The banquet was supposed to start at seven o’clock with dinner at eight. Mark and Aaron had wanted to leave at six thirty. It was six forty-five. We were only fifteen minutes late. As we all started walking out the bedroom door and heading downstairs, I took a deep breath. I saw a few of the others do the same.

	“It’s about time!” Aaron said as we were following each other down.

	“Well I’m sorry, these things take time,” Jill said.

	All the boys were in the living room. I really didn’t know who to look at first, but my eyes were drawn to the only real stranger there. I tried not to look directly at him, but I just couldn’t help it.

	Mark looked sharp! What else could I say about him? He was tall and good looking to begin with. His new suit was a dark blue pinstripe. He gave the appearance of quiet sophistication and wealth – exactly right in his case.

	Bruce was his old self in an old suit… huge, but still looking good.

	I had met Cory before. He always looked like your typical academic type, glasses that were too big, pens and pencils in his pocket. Not that night. Sharon rushed over to him and hugged him. “Oh Cory, you look absolutely scrumptious!”

	Then there was Aaron. I just stared. Gone were all the piercings – except for a tiny one in one ear. Gone was the colored hair and weird hairdos. Gone was the leather and other strange clothing. In its place was a man. He looked like a young executive. His dark hair had been styled into a normal style. His suit looked equally as expensive as Mark’s. I almost wouldn’t have recognized him. Jill just stared. I couldn’t even read the expression on her face. I was betting she was happy. He walked over and planted a kiss on her cheek. She closed her eyes as she wrapped her arms around him and hugged him firmly.

	Then there was my date. I had been watching his eyes dancing around looking over all of us as we sorted ourselves out among our dates, till finally I was the only one left. I saw him smile. Was I good enough? “Stephanie, this is Gary,” Aaron said.

	He was taller than I was, even with the four inch heels I was wearing. “Hi Gary,” I said as he came up to me.

	I didn’t get a chance to say anything else because he just grabbed me and planted a short kiss, right on my mouth. There was no getting away from it. His lips were soft against mine as I kissed him back without even thinking about it. Then I pulled away as the shock of what had just happened registered.

	“Hi, Stephie,” he said to me. “You look wonderful.”

	“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him. There was a trace of my lipstick on his mouth. I wiped it off with my finger.

	Mark and Aaron had totally splurged for the night and rented a big stretch limo to hold all of us. “That way we won’t have to worry about drinking or parking,” Mark had said. I had never ridden in a limo before and was excited about it. Gary held my hand as we walked out. I had held other girls’ hands before, but this was a different experience for me. I felt like everything was turned around backwards. Maybe it was.

	The limo was huge inside, with the seats arranged in a big “U” shape. I had to scoot around to sit on the side up near the front. Not that easy to do in high heels and a long gown. I was surprised to find the seats were hard and lower than I was used to. I thought they would be soft and comfortable instead. There was a bottle of Champaign in the limo and Aaron opened it and poured us all a quick drink on the way. I had to hold my glass and drink it using only my left hand. Gary was holding tightly onto my right one and didn’t seem to be showing any signs of letting go.

	The affair was being held in one of the big hotels downtown. I felt like we were all celebrities as our limo pulled right up front and the driver came around to open the door for us. As soon as we were all out of the car, Jill whispered in my ear, “Don’t forget, you’re in love.” How could I forget? Gary seemed to be holding on to me for dear life! But I leaned in closer to him as we walked in.

	The place was packed. We had no trouble finding the party – we just followed the people. There was a professional photographer set up just outside of the big ballroom. A few couples were in line to have their pictures taken. Jill and Melissa both wanted to have pictures done and suddenly, it became a group affair. All five of us couples had to have their pictures taken. Gary stood holding me from slightly behind and off to one side.  Jill also insisted on a portrait of just me by myself. A close up! I tried to put my most feminine smile on my face for that one. “Something else to remember the evening by,” Jill had said. How was I ever going to forget it?

	After one final picture with all ten of us together, we finally went into the ballroom. There was a band on the stage playing popular music. The room was decorated for Christmas and was stuffed with big round tables. Bruce and Melissa looked up our table number from a chart by the door. We were out in the middle somewhere and it took a lot of searching to finally find it. I didn’t even get a chance to sit down before Gary was asking me to dance. What could I do? I set my purse on the table hoping nobody would take it, and let him pull me out to the dance floor.

	The dance floor could have certainly been bigger for the number of people there. To say that it was crowded would be an understatement. But I think that for the first time since Gary kissed me hello, he let go of my hand as we danced to the really upbeat music. Thank you dancing practice! I had a bunch of “moves,” as Sharon had called them, and I slowly started working my way through them. Gary didn’t seem to be a bad dancer, but I thought I was dancing better as a girl. At least I hoped so. It was kind of hard to tell since I kept bumping into people.

	Two songs later, the band started playing a slow one. Gary immediately pulled me close and just hugged me tightly as we swayed back and forth to the music. I had to reach up and put my arms around his neck. There was really no place else to put them. During the song, he leaned down and kissed me on the mouth again. This time, it was a long slow kiss. I would have tried to pull away from him, but I had just seen Aaron and Jill watching us out of the corner of my eye. When he finally ended the kiss, I smiled at him and laid my head on his shoulder. I saw Aaron and Jill still watching us as they danced. Aaron smiled and winked at me. Right behind them I saw Mark dancing with Brenda. She looked happy. What I wouldn’t have given to be in Mark’s place right then.

	One more fast dance, then it was back to the table for dinner and speeches. I was really glad to sit down… my shoes were killing me! We had to sit through a couple of short speeches before dinner actually started, but fortunately they were mercifully short. I was amazed at how fast the hotel staff was able to serve dinner to so many people, and I was hungry! I didn’t eat too much or too fast though, it wouldn’t have been lady-like.

	After dinner, it was time for speeches. Boring, boring, boring. But we were all stuck there and had to listen. Finally, they announced a short break before the awards would be given out. All of us “girls” headed to the ladies room together. As we all stood in line waiting to get into the ladies room, I said to Brenda, “You looked good dancing with Mark. You looked like you enjoyed it.”

	She just said, “I did. You looked like you enjoyed dancing and kissing Gary too.” Then she turned her head away from me. I felt awful, like I had just betrayed my best friend in the world. Did I?

	Jill was standing right behind me. She must have heard what Brenda had said because she leaned over and said quietly, “You’re doing really good, keep it up. Aaron threatened to take Gary over to Bart’s house for a long weekend if he didn’t act like he was thoroughly in love with you. You wouldn’t want the same fate now, would you?” I shivered without even turning around to look at her. Brenda turned around and stared angrily at Jill though.

	The awards were given out by department and Mark and Aaron were near the front of the list. They each got a really nice looking trophy, a certificate of some kind, and lots of handshakes from a long line of university administrators.  It took almost an hour to give out all the awards, mostly because the people who were receiving them had trouble getting to the stage through the sea of tables. It could have certainly been handled better.

	By the time they were finished and the band started playing again, even I was ready to dance. Gary and I danced to quite a few songs before I finally begged him to let me sit for a few minutes. My feet were killing me! Right after I sat down, Brenda and Mark came back to the table too. “Would you like something to drink?” Mark asked Brenda.

	Brenda looked up at him gratefully, “Yeah,” she said, “that would be great. Can you see if they have any wine coolers?”

	“My pleasure,” Mark said with a smile.

	“How about you,” Gary asked me. I don’t think he wanted to make any mistakes.

	“Sure,” I said, “I’d like one too.” I didn’t know if I really did or not, I had never had a wine cooler before, but I really wanted to just be away from him for a few minutes.

	Brenda turned to me with a serious look on her face. “How are you doing?” she asked.

	“Okay,” I said. “My feet are killing me.”

	“I heard what Jill told you about how Aaron threatened Gary. Mark told me a little more. Stephie, you’ve got to keep looking like you’re in love with him! I can’t even imagine how bad it would be if that guy got his hands on you.”

	“Me either,” I said with another shiver. “What else can I do though? I’m trying my best. I want you to know though, it’s really you that I’d like to be here with tonight.”

	She smiled at me, “That’s sweet, and thanks, but we both know that can’t be. I’m doing okay with Mark. He really is very sweet and I’m enjoying myself. Try to do the same. And Stephie, for heavens sake, kiss him! Find some way to show a little more affection for the guy. I don’t want to see you wind up at Bart’s place. I think it would kill me.”

	Jill and Aaron walked up and sat down at that point. Jill looked flushed and excited. “Where are the guys?” she asked.

	“Getting us some drinks,” Brenda replied.

	“Good idea,” said Jill.

	“What can I get you,” Aaron asked, taking the hint.

	“Surprise me,” she said.

	As soon as Aaron had left, I said, “I really am trying to act loving towards Gary, it’s just not easy. I don’t know what to do, especially with all these people here.”

	“It is a bit crowded,” Jill said, “but you’re doing pretty well. Just try to be more affectionate, that’s all.”

	“How?” I wondered.

	As the evening wore on, the band started playing more and more slow songs. Each time I made it a point to lay my head on his shoulder. A few times I actually pulled his head down and planted a small kiss on his lips. Sometimes he initiated the kiss first. It was a calculated dance. I didn’t want to over-do it. It would have looked all wrong.

	By midnight, the crowd had thinned out and we were all tired. I was really grateful when Mark made a call for the limo and we all gathered our stuff and headed out. Gary was holding me tightly around the waist as we walked together. In truth, I almost needed his support at that point, my feet were in agony.

	In the limo, Sharon was giggling and leaning all over Cory. Jill was sitting in Aaron’s lap. Melissa looked like she was almost asleep leaning against Bruce. Brenda was just holding Mark’s hand but was sitting really close to him. Gary held me close and I laid my head on his shoulder again. None of us girls talked on the way home, a really strange thing. Instead, the guys talked among themselves about this and that and how nice the evening was. I got the impression that none of them really cared. I realized that I had really enjoyed it. All the dressing up and getting ready, being taken care of by a guy, all the fun of dancing, watching Mark and Aaron getting their awards, even the strange faked affection being showered on me by Gary. I had had a great time. I looked up at Gary’s face as he was listening to Bruce and Mark talk about basketball and I kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you for a great evening,” I said, meaning every word of it.

	He looked down at me a little surprised and kissed me firmly on the lips, “It was my pleasure.”

	As soon as we were all out of the limo, a giggling Sharon just said, “Bye,” to all of us and she and Cory ran around toward the back of the house where the cars were parked. Brenda and I just looked at each other in surprise. As Mark tipped the limo driver, Bruce picked Melissa up and carried her, giggling, into the house.

	Gary hugged me tightly and planted another long kiss on my mouth. I wasn’t even thinking about resisting any more. We had kissed quite a bit all evening long. “Why don’t you come back to my place?” he asked.

	I was suddenly flabbergasted! I didn’t know what to say as I stood there staring up into his face. There was no way I was going to go that far! I just had to hope that my little performance all night would be enough. “No thanks,” I finally replied. “I’m really tired. But thanks again for being so nice. I really had a wonderful evening, and I mean that,” I said sincerely.

	He looked a little disappointed and worried, but he just said, “That’s okay. Maybe some other time. I’m glad you had a good time, I really did too. I was worried that you were going to turn out to be some hairy guy in a dress. But instead, I have to look twice to tell you’re really a guy. You don’t act like any guy I ever met, you act like a girl.”

	Amazingly, I felt incredibly flattered. I kissed him again and just said, “Thanks,” before he walked away towards his car. As I watched him leave I thought again about how much I had enjoyed the evening. I realized that for part of it, I had forgotten that I was a boy. I had felt like a real girl instead. Girl is good!

	“You could have gone with him, you know,” Jill said as we all turned toward the house.

	“I know,” I said, “I’m sorry, but I just couldn’t.”

	“That’s okay,” she said. “You looked like you had a good time anyway.”

	I looked at her leaning on Aaron’s shoulder. Brenda was once again holding Mark’s hand. I stopped at the first step up onto the porch and turned to them. “I did have a good time,” I said. I looked at Mark and Aaron, “Thank you, I know this evening cost you a lot, but I really did enjoy it.” I almost turned to go, but I decided to make one last comment, “For a while there, I forgot I was a boy. I really felt like a girl instead. It was nice.” Something inside of me felt betrayed, while at the same time, the rest of me was rejoicing. Brenda came over to me and kissed me lightly on the cheek and smiled at me. Maybe, girl really is good.

	Mark stayed behind to lock up the house while the rest of us went upstairs. I saw Jill go into Aaron’s room with him. Brenda asked me to come to her room to help her get her gown off since Sharon wasn’t going to be there. Once we got inside and closed the door, she hugged me fiercely and kissed me. I liked her kisses a whole lot better than Gary’s and I told her. Holding her and kissing her in that satin gown made me want her really badly, but I was standing there in a satin gown too. I was a girl. My chastity device was making sure of that.

	She asked me to undo her dress for her and I did. She stepped out of it and kicked her shoes off. She pulled her slip and pantyhose off to. Then, with a strange look on her face, she came over to me again and kissed me like she had never done before. Strangely, it felt more tender than anything else. She took me by the hand and led me to her bed. I was still completely dressed as she pulled on me to lay down next to her.

	She rubbed her hands all over me. The feel of the satin against my skin sent thrills straight through me. She hiked my dress up and rubbed her legs against mine – they drove me crazy. But what could I do? I rubbed my hands against her back as she snuggled in next to me. She kissed me over and over again. We rubbed each other everywhere. She took my hand and placed it over her breast and I rubbed that too. When I started to play with the nipple there, she squirmed. She started trying to grind her hips into mine. Finally, she grabbed my hand, and leading it into her panties, she placed my fingers over her most private spot. It was so wet! I had never imagined! I stroked my fingers through her, feeling a little hard mound inside. The harder she pushed against me, the further in I sent my fingers and the harder I rubbed them as I pulled out again. Faster and faster, she pushed and kissed and rubbed against me. Her breathing was like a freight train. Her whole body trembled. Over and over again she trembled, letting out little squeals of strain and delight each time. Finally, she slowed. I left my fingers inside her panties, still touching lightly, but no more. She just stayed like that for the longest time, till I finally realized she was asleep. I laid there holding her all night. Sleep was a long time coming for me as my mind replayed the evening over and over again.

	I woke up having to pee really badly. My arm was aching. Brenda was still sleeping on it. The light of morning was coming in through the window. I removed my arm and got up as tenderly as I could without waking her. She looked so beautiful laying there. I picked up my shoes in my hand and headed to the bathroom. The door to my room was open as I passed. Mark was sound asleep on my bed. I felt sorry for him as I passed by. He was the only one in the house who didn’t have someone to sleep with that night. Afterwards, I went back to lay down with Brenda again. I didn’t want to wake Mark.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Doctor Young picked up her phone, “Dr. McGill? Thank you for returning my call. I have a situation with one of my patients that is more up your alley than mine. She has a boyfriend who has been forcibly cross- dressed during the entire first semester, and now, she’s asking about hormone treatment for him. . . Yes, I realize you don’t have any room for more patients. I was hoping for some advice. . . No, I don’t think that sugar pills are going to work in this case. I have a feeling that if they don’t see some results, they’re going to find something more dangerous. . . She’s a pre-med student, I think he’s into computers. . . I might be able to see him once in a while. . . You’re sure they won’t do any permanent damage? . . . Nothing that won’t wear off in time, that sounds good. What drugs then? . . . All three? . . . Okay, got it. And thanks.”

	~~~~~~~~~~

	Jill’s cell phone rang. It was Stephanie’s mother. “Jill, I just had to ask you. Are you sending me home a daughter, or my son?”

	 

	 


Chapter 10

	 

	It was time to go. I was looking forward to it, and dreading it. It was Saturday, all my exams were done and the semester was over – finally! Most everybody in the house had already left except for Jill and Aaron who were supposed to leave later in the morning. With an eight hour drive ahead of me, I wanted a full day to get there. Then there was the other reason I was putting it off. I was going to have to face my mother dressed as a girl.

	Jill and Aaron had helped me bring all my stuff up out of the lockers. All my boy’s clothes went straight into the trunk of my car. I didn’t even get to really touch any of it. “Don’t even bother bringing any of it back again,” Jill told me. I had hoped she would let me dress as a boy again for the trip home, but she had just said, “No way!” I had also hoped she would unlock my chastity device before I left but her answer to that one was to put big smile on her face and tell me she couldn’t. She had mailed the key to my mother instead. “You’ll have to ask her,” she said tauntingly. AAAHHH!!!

	My mother was expecting me to come home as a girl! And I knew she was looking forward to it, in a way. She still hated that I had to do it, but she was just so curious as to what I looked like as a girl. I had totally ignored every request she had made about sending her any pictures of me. I mean, enough is enough!

	My big plan was to get home as quickly as I could, face my mother and get it over with, then get back to being a boy again as fast as possible. That part I was looking forward to. I couldn’t wait! Three whole weeks of being a boy again! I would have to dress as a girl again when I got back for next semester, but three weeks was three weeks!

	Jill hadn’t cared that I didn’t wear a dress or a skirt home. I wore my tight jeans and a turtle neck sweater with my boots instead. The necklace my mother had sent me was dangling on top as usual. Jill had insisted that I pack most of my girl clothes in the car too. “Your mother might want to see them,” she said. Yeah right!

	So for eight more hours, hopefully less if the traffic wasn’t too bad, I had to be a girl. As I drove, I counted the hours down. I had been living as a girl for so long now, that stopping for gas or food didn’t even bother me. If people saw that I was a boy, and I knew that most people didn’t look that close, then so what! There wasn’t anything I could do about it – for a few more hours anyway – and counting.

	Finally, I got to our town. Finally, our street. Then, there was the house. I was in the driveway. I had just opened my car door to get out when Mom rushed out to greet me. “Welcome home, welcome home. Let me see you,” she said, practically pulling me out of the car. Then she stood back for a few seconds to look at me quickly before she rushed at me again to give me a fierce hug. “Oh, it’s so good to see you again. I missed you so much.” I was standing there dressed as a girl and my mother was hugging me to death. God it felt wonderful to hug her again!

	“Let me see you,” she finally said again as she stood back to take a better look at me. There were a few tears in her eyes. She had really missed me. I had missed her too. I just stood there with the car door still open while she gave me the quick once-over. She was smiling and wiping a tear off her face as she laughed a bit and said, “You look like a girl.”

	I didn’t know whether to be embarrassed by that or feel complemented. I just shrugged my shoulders and said, “Yeah, sort of.”

	“No,” she said, “you look very nice. You should have sent me some pictures!”

	“Mom, all this was embarrassing enough.”

	“I’m sure it was Sweetie. Let me help you get your things in. It’s cold out here.”

	It took the two of us four trips to get everything into the house and up to my room. My mother made a comment during one trip that I certainly wasn’t having any problem getting up and down the stairs in high heels. “I’ve had a lot of practice,” I said to that.

	Finally, it was all in. Finally, I could get back to being a boy again. But first, there was another small problem that had to be taken care of.

	“Mom,” I started hesitantly, almost afraid to ask. Hey, it was embarrassing – especially with your mother! “Can I have the key to my chastity device? Jill said she mailed it to you.”

	“Yes she did. You know, that is one stubborn girl! She wouldn’t give in to any of my requests for you.”

	“You talked to her?”

	“Sure, several times.”

	“About me?”

	“Well of course! Who else?”

	“About what?”

	She just sort of raised her eyebrows and I knew. Me, of course. My situation. She had just been trying to help. I shook my head. “Anyway Mom, about the key?”

	“Honey, would you mind staying as Stephanie for just a little while longer. Everybody wants to see you.”

	“See me? But Mom, it’s embarrassing!”

	“Well for heavens sake, you just spent months living that way night and day. I don’t see where another day is going to kill you.”

	“But Mom, another day?”

	“Yes! Your Aunt Flo invited everybody for dinner tomorrow afternoon.”

	My Aunt Flo! “But Mom, everybody will be there!”

	“Of course Sweetie, they all want to see you.”

	“Mom… do I have to?”

	“Yes you do Stephen… or Stephanie… whatever.”

	I just sat down hard on my bed amid a jumble of clothing we had pulled out of my car. My big plans for getting back to being a boy right away were going to have to wait. At least it was only for another day. Unfortunately, I was going to have to show myself off to the entire family first. Embarrassing!

	“C’mon Sweetie, I’ll bet you’re hungry after that long drive. Let’s fix some dinner.” As we headed back downstairs she said, “That necklace really looks pretty on you.”

	“Yeah,” I said fingering it, “like I said before, I love it. It means a lot to me.”

	During dinner, Mom finally settled in on calling me Stephanie. She kept looking at me and watching me. “You’re so feminine,” she said at one point.

	I just shrugged and said, “I’ve had lots of practice.” The Stephanie part was only going to last another day. Then I could be Stephen again!

	Okay, so I wore a nightgown to bed again that night. I didn’t have to, but I was still Stephanie. Besides, I was used to it.

	I didn’t go to church with Mom on Sunday. She asked me to, but I just couldn’t do it. Instead I spent the morning as Stephanie, doing Stephen’s laundry. At least when the day was over, Stephen would have freshly cleaned clothes to wear.

	After Mom got home from church, she said, “Wear something pretty to your Aunt Flo’s today.” So I wore a dress. Heck, they were all going to see me as a girl anyway. Actually, I just wore a white blouse with a maroon jumper over it. Simple, but nice. Mom thought so too. I dreaded facing the entire family that way, but they all knew after all. It would be embarrassing, but only for a few more hours. I really loved my family and loved the big dinners we had together, but this time I was hoping we would leave early.

	When we got there, Aunt Flo welcomed us in. She greeted me with a small hug and a kiss on the cheek and called me Stephanie. My Uncle John was in the room watching me with a big smile. He called me Stephanie too. When I took my coat off to reveal the dress I was wearing, Aunt Flo told me how nice I looked. What could I do except thank her.

	Aunt Flo’s daughter Melinda wasn’t there yet. Melinda was married with two young kids, but her brother, JJ (John Jr.) was upstairs. He came down from his room and greeted me a bit different. “Well, what do we have here?” he said. I could tell he didn’t quite know how to greet me. I know how he felt. I didn’t know myself. Forty-five minutes later everybody was there, Melinda and her family, Grandma and Gramps, and my Uncle Tom who had driven in to spend the holidays with us. Little Jennifer, Melinda’s five-year old girl came up to me and pulled on my dress as soon as they arrived. “You look like a girl,” she laughed. Joey, her three year old brother was right next to her. I knelt down and gave them both a big hug. “I’m glad to see you too,” I said.

	Everybody called me Stephanie, everybody talked about how nice I looked. While dinner was being prepared, I tried to sit in the living room with the guys and watch TV. Mostly I was ignored. I got the feeling that all the men were uncomfortable around me. They didn’t know what to say to me. Finally, I got up and went into the kitchen with all the women. “There you are,” Aunt Flo said to me. Then she handed me two tomatoes, “Here cut these up.” I was instantly one of the ladies.

	I once tried to describe our family dinners to Brenda. They’re totally wonderful and sheer chaos at the same time. My Aunt and Uncle have this absolutely huge table that we can all sit around at the same time. It’s a bit crowed I guess, but nobody seems to mind. Food is passed everywhere. Everybody talks at the same time, and we generally have a real good time visiting. Brenda had cried.

	It was a really nice dinner, although I realized that I had spent most of it talking with the other women instead of to the men. That was a bit different. I’m not sure anybody else realized it. At one point, little Jennifer asked me, “So, are you going to be my Aunt Stephanie now?” I was speechless. Fortunately her mother answered for me telling her no, I was just doing this for the day. Thank you Melinda!

	After dinner, I again wandered in to watch TV with the men, and again I felt uncomfortable. I went back to the kitchen with the ladies. The dishwasher was running, my mother was washing some pots in the sink. Melinda was trying desperately to take care of Joey while Jennifer was yelling trying to get her attention. Grandma and Aunt Flo were putting dishes up. Totally normal.

	I walked over and picked up Jennifer. “What’s your problem?” I asked her, sitting down and setting her on my lap.

	She reached up and touched my earrings then said. “You smell pretty.”

	“Thank you very much. I like my perfume too.”

	“What kind is it?” Aunt Flo asked me. I was one of the ladies again.

	Grandma, Gramps, and Uncle Tom were the first ones to leave. Uncle Tom was staying with them and was driving them home. Just before they walked out the door, Gramps asked me, “When are you going to be a boy again?”

	“Just as soon as I can get home,” I replied.

	“Good,” he said simply, then left.

	On the way home my mother said, “You didn’t spend much time watching TV with the guys.”

	“I know,” I said. “I sort of felt uncomfortable, or more like they were uncomfortable around me, so I left.”

	“Well, you acted like a real lady tonight. I was actually proud of you.”

	“Thanks, I think,” I said, smiling at her.

	She looked at me and laughed a bit. “Sorry,” she said.

	“It’s okay, I didn’t mind.”

	Finally we were home. Finally I could get back to being a boy again. As soon as I had stashed my coat and purse in my room I went looking for my mother again. “Mom, can I have that key now?”

	“Oh, of course Sweetie. I’m sorry, I totally forgot about it. I should have given it to you yesterday. There was no reason for you to have to wear whatever that thing is and be uncomfortable. I’m so sorry!”

	“It’s okay Mom. It kind of goes with the whole look. I’ve worn it so long, I don’t hardly notice it anymore.” She handed me the key and once again apologized. I simply made a bee line for my room.

	Freedom! It was off and it was going to stay off – at least for the next few weeks. I stripped naked, found my old bathrobe, and headed for the bathroom to take a shower. As I started the water running, I looked at the bathtub, a bath sure would have felt good, but finally I was going to be a boy again. Baths were for girls.

	I scrubbed myself hard making sure I was getting rid of all my perfume. I washed my hair, but for once, I didn’t use a blow dryer or a curling iron on it. I had forgotten to take my nail polish off before my shower.  As soon as I got back to my room the color came off too. I was tempted to cut my nails, but it had taken so long to grow them. What was I going to do when it was time to go back to school? I just decided to worry about that later and I left them long for the time being.

	Boy’s underwear! Hey, the panties felt a lot better, but they were for girls. No bra, now that was really nice! I threw on an old jogging suit and went down to watch some TV for a while. I was finally a boy again. I was smiling and proud when I walked into our den and sat down on the sofa. “Welcome back Stephen,” my mother said with a grin.

	“Thank you,” I said happily.

	I didn’t sleep much that night. I sort of had an unexpected problem. After being in that chastity device for so long with virtually nothing between my legs, it felt strange to suddenly have something there again. Worse, now that it was free, it was responding to every errant thought that crossed through my head. I dreamed that night about a satin gown and my hands touching the smooth soft fabric of it. I dreamed about soft lips touching mine. It bothered me that they were Gary’s so I consciously thought about Brenda’s instead. I dreamed about laying next to her and how her legs felt next to mine. I dreamed about touching her in places I had never seen.  I dreamed about holding and kissing her. I woke up in a wet bed. “Oh shit!” I thought, “now I’ll have to wash the sheet as soon as Mom goes to work.” It was sure good to be a boy again, but I certainly slept better when there was nothing between my legs.

	Mom had to work for the next two days and I had lots of Christmas shopping to do. I was up and dressed early to have breakfast with her before she went to work. She looked at me a bit strangely that morning, but otherwise she just kissed me goodbye and said have a good day. I had dressed in my old jeans and a flannel shirt. My hair looked a sight. I didn’t have a clue what to do with it. The way it was styled it stuck out all over my head. There was no way to deny that it was a very feminine haircut. I decided to wear a hat while I was out. I still didn’t know what to do about my nails. I knew they would grow back again, but I was just reluctant to cut them.

	About nine thirty, I headed out for one of the malls. Mom had given me some money to shop with and I was certainly on a budget, but I was used to that. I was out as a boy again – even if I did have long nails. The odd thing was that I felt funny. I felt like I had when I first started dressing like a girl, only now things were all reversed. Did I look like a boy? Were people staring at me? Stranger still, I missed my purse! I kept feeling for the strap, or looking to see where I might have set it down. It gave me a few moments of panic. “God, I’m a jerk,” I thought.

	I couldn’t afford to buy anything expensive, but I did get my mother some perfume. Hey, it was my favorite, and I thought she might like it too. If not, I figured I could always “borrow” it later. After lunch, I almost walked into the ladies room by mistake. Fortunately I caught myself in time. I got to stand at a urinal to pee… one of life’s little pleasures, but I started to worry that I hadn’t wiped myself before I zipped my pants back up. I ask you, how silly can you get?

	It was soon after that that I noticed that people were looking at me funny. I couldn’t figure out why though. It unnerved me enough that I ended my shopping right there and just went home. I had had a pretty good day though. I had also seen lots of clothes that Stephanie could have worn. But for once, I was happy to be Stephen again. Yeah!

	I helped Mom fix dinner that night. All through the process and later all through dinner she would occasionally look at me with a frown on her face. Later in the evening I came downstairs from my room to watch TV with her. Two minutes after I had sat down, she set her knitting down and declared, “I give up! Okay, are you supposed to be Stephen or Stephanie?”

	“Huh? What are you talking about? I’m Stephen of course!”

	“Well, I can’t tell!”

	I mentally took stock of what I was wearing. Not a single piece of feminine clothing on me. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

	“Well first of all, let’s start with your hair. It looks like a total rat’s nest, but the cut is still obviously a woman’s haircut.”

	“I didn’t know what to do with it,” I said. “I didn’t want to use a curling iron on it or even the blow dryer. I wore a hat all day instead.”

	“You could have at least run a brush through it. It looks awful. Then there’s your nails, don’t you think they’re a bit long?”

	“Yeah,” I said sheepishly. “It just took so long for them to grow out that I didn’t want to cut them. I’ll do it tonight.”

	“And how about the rest of you? You don’t act like a boy anymore!”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Look at you. Every time you move, you move more like a girl, femininely. Then there’s your facial expressions, they’re a lot more girlish too. Look at the way you’re sitting. You never used to sit with your legs together all the time.”

	I was in shock. All the new habits and mannerisms I had worked so hard to learn were now working against me. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t even realize. I’ll have to watch myself.”

	“Sweetie,” she said in a much nicer tone of voice. “What did they do to you while you were away?”

	I just shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t know what to say. As Mom picked up her knitting again I looked down at my knees. They were still stuck together. Very slowly I forced them apart. Memories of the shock treatment I had received flashed through my mind. I ignored them. How wide was I supposed to hold them? I couldn’t remember. I knew there was no answer to it, but I wondered anyway. As my legs moved apart another odd feeling hit me. I felt like I was exposing myself. How strange it is that women, who have nothing between their legs, hold them closed so as not to expose something they don’t have. Now I had something between my legs again and opening them felt like I was exposing myself. Okay, I’m weird!

	I sort of cut my nails that night. Actually I only cut them back a little bit. I kept thinking about how I felt every time I broke a nail and had to repair it and wait till it grew back out again. I mentally berated myself for thinking like that. Boys don’t have long nails and they don’t worry about breaking them. It was stupid I know, but the end result was that while they got cut, they were still a bit on the long side.

	I didn’t sleep too well again that night. While I didn’t mess up the bed, that little “thing” down there kept me awake. I loved it of course and made three trips to the bathroom to quickly finish myself off during the night. I figured I could take a nap during the day instead.

	The next morning, I tried like anything to brush my hair someway that it might look at least a bit more masculine. Nothing I tried seemed to work. It had been cut to look full and that was that. I even tried pulling it back into a short pony tail, but not all of it would pull back. I would have had to wear too many hair clips to make that happen. I opted for my hat again when I went out. It still looked a bit strange, but what choice did I have?

	I didn’t have too much shopping left to do, but again I noticed people looking at me. I think I was watching more for it now. It had been embarrassing to be a girl, and now it was embarrassing to be a boy. I caught myself a few times moving my hands femininely or standing a bit too femininely, but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out how to do it any other way. It made me so frustrated and depressed. The longer I was out the worse I seemed to feel.

	A few times I thought I had heard someone say, “Queer” and later, “Fag.” I hadn’t looked around though. But later as I was standing in a long check-out line, a group of teenage boys walked by. “Hey look, there’s that pervert again!” I wasn’t a pervert! “Hey Fag, why don’t you go home and put on a dress!”

	It was too much for me. Maybe I was just tired, I don’t know. But as tears came to my eyes, I simply set my few purchases on a nearby shelf and ran out of line to the door, all the while listening to those boys laughing at me. “Look at the way he runs!”

	I fought my tears all the way home. I ran into the house. Mom was there, she had said her company might let them off early. The tears came faster as I got into the house and ran to my room. “Stephen, what’s wrong?” my mother called worriedly as she hurried to follow me.

	I ran to my room, flew onto the bed, buried my face into my pillow, and hugging it tightly I cried my eyes out.

	“Stephen, what’s wrong? What happened?” My mother was almost hysterical with worry.

	I just continued to cry and said, “Go away!”

	She sat down on my bed next to me. “Stephen, stop that. Tell me what’s wrong.”

	“I can’t be a boy,” I said through the tears and into my pillow.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Everybody’s laughing at me.”

	She reached over and pulled me up to a sitting position. “Come on… Here, let me hold you…” I sat up and leaned against her shoulder and cried while she held me. “There, there, it’s okay.”

	Finally, when I had settled down enough, I sat up straight again. I felt silly. Someone my age, crying on his mother’s shoulder. I’m glad no one else saw me. “I’m sorry,” I said to her.

	”Stephen, do you want to tell me what this is all about now?”

	“It’s just that it’s hard to be a boy again. I want to, but I’ve spent so much time trying to be a girl and do things so that nobody will notice that I’m a boy, that I can’t seem to act like a boy anymore. And I want to be a boy, but everybody stares at me. They called me a queer and a fag today. It was worse than when I was first going out wearing girls clothes.”

	“Oh honey, maybe now you’ll quit that school and go somewhere else instead.”

	“No! I don’t want to stop going there. I’m doing really well, and all my friends are there.” And Brenda too I thought to myself.

	“But Sweetie, look at what they’re doing to you. If you can do well at that school, I have no doubt you can do just as well anywhere else.”

	“No, I’m going back. My tuition is paid and I already have all my books too. It’s not so bad there anymore. Everybody thinks I’m a girl when they see me now. Nobody laughs anymore.”

	“You’re as stubborn as your father was. Well I don’t know how to help you then. Come on, go wash your face. You look a mess… and brush your hair again.”

	After she left I went into my bathroom. I did look a mess. Most of it was from crying I know, but otherwise, I didn’t think I looked too good anyway. My hair was certainly a mess again. Not taking care of my hair properly had made it look awful. The hat hadn’t helped either I was sure. I washed and dried my face. I looked a little bit better, but not much I thought. Some makeup would have certainly helped.

	I decided to take a shower and wash my hair again. Afterwards, I didn’t know what else to do with it, so I got my curling iron and blow dryer out and did it normally. It looked a lot better. As I was looking at myself I saw the empty holes where my earrings usually were. I didn’t want the holes to close up again so I went and got my pink studs to put in them. I felt a bit better. I just looked all wrong and it bothered me. My hair was now feminine again and my pink studs were staring back at me again, but now I really felt like I needed some makeup. I went back to my room to get some. Maybe just a touch, I thought. I did go very light with it and purposely left the lipstick off, but I thought I looked a little better at least. I know I felt better.

	When I went downstairs, Mom was dusting. When she looked at me, she raised her eyebrows.

	“Better?” I asked.

	“I’m not sure,” she said. “You’re hair looks very nice, for a girl, and your face looks a bit better too, again for a girl. I just can’t tell if you’re trying to be Stephen or Stephanie again.”

	A huge wave of frustration washed through me. “I don’t know either,” I said and turned and went back to my room to find a book to read.

	Later, I got bored with my book and thought I’d get a snack downstairs. I just didn’t know if I really felt like facing my mother again. I started to walk downstairs when I heard her on the phone. I still wasn’t sure about facing her again yet, so I just sat down in the middle of the steps and listened.

	“Hi Flo, it’s me… I’m fine… No, I don’t think he’s doing too well at all… He’s having an awfully hard time trying to be a boy again… No, he didn’t cut his hair. You know he has to keep it long for next semester… He thinks everybody is laughing at him… Well he acts and moves like a girl… No he won’t quit school, he’s like his father, stubborn! He cried his eyes out when he came home today… When I saw him a little while ago he had fixed his hair again like it was the other day and had a bit of makeup on again… No, he was wearing boy’s clothes again… I think he’s just totally frustrated… No, I have no idea how to help him… I feel so sorry for him, he’s so unhappy… I know, I feel so helpless. I just want him to be happy… Yeah, I’ll let you know… Talk to you later. Bye.”

	I turned around and went quietly back to my room. Mom didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to think either.

	Mom was quiet during most of dinner that night. I guess I was too. She kept looking at me sadly while she ate. I just wanted to go back and hide in my room again. At least there it didn’t matter what I looked like or how I acted. Finally, Mom put her fork down and said, “Stephen, would it make you feel better to be Stephanie again?”

	I thought about it for a few seconds then said, “I don’t know. I really want to be Stephen, but it’s just so hard. I never imagined I’d have a problem with it. Being Stephanie is a lot easier. Who would have thought?”

	“Well, you do whatever you feel most comfortable doing Sweetie. I know you want to be Stephen. I want you to be Stephen. But I don’t want to see you so unhappy. You just be whoever you want to be.”

	I just nodded my head. I didn’t know who I wanted to be. Stephen certainly, but there was a lot of Stephanie that intruded now. That old picture puzzle of Stephen/Stephanie flashed through my mind again. It looked all mixed up. I didn’t go back to my room to hide again. Instead, I helped do the dishes then watched TV for the rest of the night, trying to put the whole problem out of my mind.

	That night, my errant member was up to its usual tricks again. I was exhausted, but it still kept me awake. After my first trip to the bathroom to quiet it down, I went and found my chastity device and put it on so I could get some sleep. I was wearing it again I knew, but the key was on my dresser top. It was by my choice.

	The next morning when I got up, I fixed my hair again and again went light on the makeup. As I stared at myself in the mirror I finally said to my self, “The heck with it!” and added some lipstick too. I smiled at myself. Then because I just felt like it, I put on panties over top of my chastity device and added a bra and pantyhose. I choose a pair of my girl jeans and a warm knit top to go on top of it. I added the necklace my mother had sent to me. I left my shoes off. When I looked in the mirror again, I said to myself, “Hi Stephanie.” Then I went downstairs to breakfast.

	Mom was drinking coffee in the den and making marks in her address book. She looked up at me and stared for a while with what I thought was a sad look on her face. I just stood there letting her look. Finally, she smiled at me. “Hi Sweetie,” she said kindly. “Do you want me to fix you something to eat?”

	I smiled back at her, “No thanks, I’ll just grab one of those doughnuts I saw in there last night.”

	“That’s what I had,” she said. “They’re awfully good.”

	We weren’t quite trying to tiptoe around each other all morning, but I could tell we both felt a bit odd about it. Mom was certainly nice and was trying to be understanding, but face it, it was a bit awkward – for both of us.

	I still had a couple of things I needed to buy, especially since I had left most of them behind when I ran out of the store the day before. Mom suggested we go together and have lunch while we were out. It sounded good to me. I checked my makeup, threw on my boots and coat and picked up my purse. For something I had hated so much, I was amazed at how much I had missed it.

	Mom and I had a good time together. I didn’t worrying about whether I was acting like a boy or a girl, I simply acted like myself. Nobody laughed. People do notice sometimes that I’m not a girl and they’ll stare a bit, but they don’t usually say anything. I simply felt more comfortable being Stephanie. I know Mom was a bit unnerved by it, but I think she enjoyed our day too.

	That night I phoned Brenda to wish her a Merry Christmas. I missed her terribly. She sounded sad on the phone. I knew she didn’t have the kind of family I had, mostly just her mother. I told her all about my problems being Stephen and that I seemed to be dressing as Stephanie again. She just said “Good!”

	Christmas day was like a repeat of the previous Sunday, only with a truckload of gifts. Everybody knew I was Stephanie because I had had too much trouble being Stephen again. Fortunately, nobody mentioned it, at least not to me. I didn’t even try to sit with the men, I helped out in the kitchen with the ladies instead. Little Jennifer called me Aunt Stephanie all day. I just smiled.

	As usual, I got tons of gifts for Christmas. My Uncle Tom got me a small tape recorder that I could take to class with me to record the lectures. JJ got me a subscription to a computer magazine. Every other gift I got was girl’s clothes or jewelry. I found out later in the kitchen that Jill had told my mother that I needed lots of “girly” things. And that if she didn’t think they were girly enough, I wouldn’t be wearing them. So most of my Christmas gifts that year were “girly” things.

	“We didn’t want to get you anything you couldn’t use,” Aunt Flo told me.

	“Did you really like everything Sweetie?” My mother had asked. I assured everyone that I was totally thrilled and loved everything they had gotten me.

	“It was fun buying you girl things for a change this year,” Melinda said. They all laughed.

	“It was fun getting all girl things for a change,” I said in return. Later, I realized that I really had enjoyed it. There were lots of pretty new things in those boxes for me to wear.

	Part of me was really sad about it, and part of me wasn’t. I had wanted to spend my three weeks off being Stephen again. It just hadn’t worked out. I spent them as Stephanie instead. And I think I was happy. Well happier anyway. Mom just got used to me I think and we spent as much time as we could getting to know each other again. It was a different kind of relationship between us though, still close, just a bit different.

	Just before New Years, Mom got a package in the mail. A late Christmas present I thought, but I didn’t look to see who it was from. I should have. Mom opened it in the kitchen that night right after she got home from work. I was stirring some soup on the stove. “Stephanie!”

	I turned around to look, mildly curious, and walked over to see what she had gotten. It was all the pictures from the Senior Awards Banquet. Jill had sent them to her. “Oh my God!” I exclaimed as I looked over her shoulder.

	“Stephanie, you look lovely,” she said, holding up the portrait that had been taken of just me. “Who are all these other people?”

	Mom had known about the dinner, but now I had to stand there and point out who was who in the pictures. She was particularly interested in Jill and Brenda. All during dinner she teased me about Gary being my boyfriend. I hated when she did that.

	After dinner, she got out a pen and some paper and I had to go through the big group picture again and tell her everybody’s name so she could write them down. Mom is a little crazy about things like that. She always has to label her pictures so she knows when they were taken and who is in them. We both looked again at the portrait picture of me. This time I got to look at it a little more critically. Did I look like a girl? At first glance, “possibly,” I thought. But the closer I looked, the less I liked what I saw – all the little things that always give me away. When I mentioned them to Mom, she said, “Well what do you expect? Besides, I think you’re just being too critical. I think you look lovely.”

	Later that night I noticed that the portrait picture of me was standing by itself on her dresser. I didn’t see any of the other pictures. I wished I hadn’t seen that one. I just hoped she would hide it away somewhere before anybody else could see it.

	It was with a lot of sadness when I finally packed my car to leave again. All my boy things were left behind in my room, mostly in boxes. My bags were filled now with just girl things. Mom cried to see me go. I cried too. “How girlish,” I thought.

	I wondered often during the long drive back to school what the new semester would bring for me. The changes that had occurred in me during the first semester had been drastic, much more than I ever would have thought. Now, I was about to face a whole new semester. If I was this much of a girl now, what was I going to be like come summer? I had fought it as hard as I could all first semester. Now, I realized that I wasn’t going to be fighting it at all anymore. Instead, I was going to be accepting it. It was a scary thought in a way. I had changed. I was going to change more. Probably a lot more. I just didn’t know how. I drove and wondered.

	Brenda was waiting up ahead for me. That thought made me happy.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	“Hi Flo… Yes, he’s gone… It was fun having a daughter for a change. Different. I miss Stephen though. I just hope he’ll be alright. I feel so helpless. I have no way to help him… I know, I don’t know what he’ll be like then, we’ll just have to wait and see… He’s my son! I’m going to love him no matter what! I keep thinking, if it’s this hard for me, what must it be like for him?

	 


Chapter 11

	 

	The beginning of a new semester seems exciting, but the reality of it is that it’s just more of the same. Some class subjects change, some just continue where you left off. Some teachers change, some don’t. Some classmates change, many more remain the same. But otherwise, school just goes on.

	I think that one thing that did change that semester, if only slightly, was the fact that I spent a lot more time talking to everyone. The discussions Mark and I had got much longer and detailed, and I was really learning a lot from him. I was also starting to hold my own and offer ideas. It surprised me when I did it. Mark even started to come to me to discuss some of his ideas. I was flattered even though I didn’t tell him.

	I spent more time talking with Jill and Melissa too. I think that now that I was more of a girl, they were including me more in their fun. We spent hours together talking about clothes, makeup, friends, life in general, and of course boys. It was an odd perspective for me.

	I also spent more time with Brenda. Her med classes kept her awfully busy, but whenever we had the chance, we were together. We also started to spend more nights together whenever Jill wasn’t there. I loved those nights. Unfortunately, they were also some of the most frustrating moments for me. My chastity device simply wouldn’t allow me to get any relief at all. As much as I wanted that relief though, I was happy that Brenda was there with me and that I could make her happy.

	Two days after the semester started, I went with Brenda to meet Dr. Young. She seemed very nice and asked me lots of questions about myself and how I felt about dressing like a girl. She mentioned that she thought I acted very feminine. She gave me a prescription for three different drugs, two pills and one skin patch. She also spent a lot of time explaining just what I should expect from them. Brenda had told me last semester that they were trying to get hormones for me so I knew what was coming. I hadn’t told Mom though, she would have freaked. Since Brenda was a med student, she was told to “monitor” me. I was supposed to go back for a follow-up appointment in three months.

	The humdrum of life continued. By the middle of February, I noticed some definite swelling just starting in my breasts. I had also been fighting a bit with my emotions. One other thing I noticed was that I didn’t always care that much about my weekly “relief” sessions and they started to get a little difficult for me. For some reason, that didn’t seem to bother me all that much.

	Otherwise, everything was pretty much the same. Everything was going really well – that is, until the last day of February. That was the day when Brenda’s world fell apart. That was the day when my cell phone rang.

	I had just gotten home from class when it rang. I quickly dug it out of my purse and said “Hello?”

	“Stephanie, get to the police station, now!” It was Sharon and she sounded hysterical. I could hear Brenda in the background screaming. I think she was yelling, “I want to go home,” over and over again.

	I started to panic. “What’s wrong?” I asked anxiously.

	“Just get here fast!” she said. Then she hung up.

	I didn’t know what to do. I only knew I had to get there… and fast! As I ran out of my room, Mark came out of his room, alarmed at my actions. “What’s going on?” he asked.

	“Brenda’s in trouble, she’s at the police station with Sharon,” I said as I ran for the stairs.

	“Let me go with you,” he said, following right behind me. Mark drove us there. He said I was acting too hysterical. He was probably right.

	I had never been in a police station before and didn’t know what to expect. It turned out to be very cold and clinical looking. All the hustle and bustle that you see on TV were mostly absent. When we got there, Mark told them who we were and who we were looking for. A policeman led us through a door and down a long hallway to a waiting room. Sharon was in there trying to hold and console Brenda who was sitting on the floor in the corner in a near hysterical state. A policewoman was standing over them.

	“What’s wrong?” I asked as soon as we got through the door.

	“Stephie!” Brenda cried for me. I went over and sat on the floor and held her. “What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked again.

	“I saw them!” she cried. “I saw them! They’re after me. They’re going to get me!” She was crying hard into my shoulder and holding on to me for dear life.

	The policewoman looked at Mark. “You might want to stand back a bit,” she said. “She seems to get worse every time a man comes near her.”

	“I know,” Mark said, “it’s an old story.”

	“Brenda, who’s after you?” I asked. I didn’t get an answer because the door opened again as Dr. Young was escorted in. I was really glad to see her.

	“Brenda, it’s me, Dr. Young,” she said, kneeling down next to us. Brenda peeked out from my shoulder to look at her and started to cry even harder.

	“She’s been like this since she got here,” the policewoman said. “Sharon here said something about seeing someone who raped her. Do you have any idea what’s going on?”

	Dr. Young nodded her head. “Yes, I’ll tell you in a minute. Right now, I need to get Brenda calmed down a bit. Brenda,” she said, turning her attention once again in our direction. “I’m going to give you a little shot to help you feel better, okay?” Brenda didn’t answer as she was once again crying hysterically into my shoulder. I nodded my agreement to Dr. Young and watched as she dug a small hypodermic needle out of her bag and filled it carefully from a small jar of medicine. I felt Brenda tense as the needle suddenly went into her arm. “That should start to work in just a minute,” Dr. Young said as she stood up again. She turned to the policewoman, “Why don’t we go outside to talk while that takes effect.”  The policewoman just nodded.

	I held Brenda like that for a few minutes and finally noticed that she seemed to be calming down. Finally, she looked up at me. “Stephie?”

	“Hi,” I said to her as calmly as I could.

	“Stephie, I saw them!” she said quietly.

	Dr. Young and the policewoman came back into the room at that point. Brenda looked up at Dr. Young and said, “I saw them! Two of them anyway.”

	“The ones who raped you in high school?” Dr. Young asked.

	Brenda nodded. “They saw me!” she said. “They’re after me!” she added more hysterically.

	“Calm down Brenda,” Dr. Young said to her. “They can’t get you here. We’re here to help you now.” Brenda didn’t say anything else, but she didn’t seem to be calming down much either.

	The policewoman turned to Sharon instead. “Do you want to tell me again, exactly what happened?”

	“Darned right I’ll tell you,” Sharon said. “I’ll be glad to!”

	“Just start at the beginning please,” the policewoman told her.

	“We was on our way to the Med Center downtown like always. I stopped at a traffic light while it was red. I was about two cars back from the light and just sitting there when Brenda here started screaming and going all hysterical. She kept trying to get me to get out of there fast, but how could I? The light was red and we had cars in front and behind us. She kept screaming ‘Get out of here, get out of here!’ She kept looking at these two dudes who were standing in the crosswalk looking at us. Let me tell you, they gave me the creeps and I never even seen them before.”

	The policewoman looked over at Brenda who was now watching Sharon. “Were they the ones who raped you in high school?”

	Brenda nodded and sort of got a “Yes,” out of her mouth.

	The policewoman nodded and turned back to Sharon. “Then what happened?”

	“What happened? We had to wait through that entire long light is what happened. Those two dudes just stood there the whole time looking at us. Finally when the light changed, we were able to go again and we had to drive right past them. I was afraid they were going to try to get us or something, but they just stood in the middle of the street and watched us drive by. Brenda kept saying she wanted to go home, and not her home here, but home with her mother. I didn’t know what to do, so I called Dr. Young. She told me to take her here to the police station instead and that she would be right there. That’s about it I think.”

	The policewoman nodded. “Brenda, are you feeling better now?” Brenda nodded her head. “Do you think you can come look at some pictures for me?” Brenda seemed to stare off into space for a while before she finally nodded her head. I got up off the floor and helped Brenda to her feet.

	Dr. Young said, “I’m going to go now. I want you in my office tomorrow morning though, okay?” Brenda nodded her agreement as I held onto her. Dr. Young looked at me. “You too!” That surprised me. What surprised me even more was when she turned to Sharon and said, “And that also includes you!”

	“Me?” Sharon asked.

	“Yes! Be there! All of you!”

	It took Brenda about fifteen minutes to find the face of one of her attackers in the books of pictures they gave her. It took only a few minutes more to find a picture of one of the guys who had raped her but wasn’t on the street. A few minutes later, she found the picture of the third one. The policewoman had hovered over her the whole time she was looking. As soon as she had found the first picture one of the other detectives had come over to look too. Brenda had stiffened at his approach, but tolerated it. I could tell the detective was familiar with one of them. He looked down at Brenda and said with some conviction, “We’ll find him. I promise you that!”

	Just before we walked out, I stopped everybody and walked back to the detective. I was a bit afraid he might spot me as not being a girl, but I decided I didn’t care. “Is there anyway we can get some pictures of those guys?” I asked him. “You know what they look like, but we don’t. I think it might be a good idea if everybody in the house knows what they look like too.”

	The detective looked down at me and nodded. “Good idea. Wait a minute and I’ll have some printed for you.”

	Brenda allowed Mark to drive us all home. When he asked if he could, she had stiffened at first, then reached out and grabbed his hand. Then she looked up at him and simply said, “Thanks.” It was a great sign. We left Sharon’s car there with a promise to get it later.

	The police didn’t find them. They were looking, but they weren’t having any luck.

	Our visit to Dr. Young had been odd. She had spent most of the time talking to us about getting our feelings out and getting past tragedies. She had never mentioned my situation at all. I felt like I was simply another girl in front of her being lectured to about rape. How odd that I should ever be in that kind of situation.

	Strangely, I felt like everybody in the house became closer after that. Everybody had pictures of the three guys hung somewhere in their room. We were all looking out for each other. I think especially the guys. I wasn’t one of them anymore of course, but I had a feeling that they had made an agreement between themselves to always have one of them around to watch over us. It’s nice to be cared for.

	Spring break was fast approaching. Sharon and Brenda and I were sitting in their room on the floor playing a game we played often. That tape recorder I had gotten for Christmas had never made it inside of a classroom, but we had found a way to put it to plenty of good use. One of my biggest problems with trying to be a girl was the way I talked. It was getting better, but it still needed a lot of improvement. The three of us spent many fascinating hours talking into that device then playing it back again. We’d all say or read the same thing, passing it around between us, then play it back and laugh. We had a ball. I learned an awful lot about speaking better from it too.

	Anyway, we were playing our game again when Mark popped his head into the room. “Bruce and Melissa are still at the gym but they should be back soon. I don’t know where Aaron and Jill are right now. I have to go out for a while. Are you three going to be all right?”

	It struck me as an odd question, but it was nice anyway. “Sure,” I said. “See you later.” He left and we went back to laughing at ourselves. We were having a particularly good time that day being just funny and laughing at the sound of ourselves laughing.”

	It didn’t last though.

	“Well, well… looks like a party.” It was an evil sounding voice that came from the doorway. When we looked up, Brenda screamed like she was trying to break the windows. Sharon started screaming too.

	Three guys came rushing at us and jumped on us. One guy came crashing down on top of me with his knees on my chest. I tried to fight him off but got nowhere. He rolled me over on my stomach and pulled my arms behind my back. I never saw the tape, but suddenly I felt my hands being taped tightly together behind me. I kept struggling but it wasn’t doing me any good. By the time he turned me over again and sat on my stomach, there was tape wrapped all the way up to my elbows. Sharon and Brenda were both in the same situation.

	One of them was holding a knife at Brenda’s throat. “Miss me bitch?” Sharon never stopped screaming, but I could still hear every word. “You had to go to the police, didn’t you!” he yelled at Brenda. “We should have killed you after our fun in the woods. Well, I’m not going to make that mistake again. You’re going to die, and all your little friends too!” Then he drew the knife slowly and gently across her throat, not cutting her deeply, but enough to draw a little blood.

	“Brenda!” I screamed, still struggling against the smelly lunk sitting on top of me.

	“But first, I think we should we should revisit some old times. What do you think guys?”

	“Definitely,” both the others said at the same time, smiling and agreeing with him.

	The one holding Brenda started to take off her jeans. I panicked again. I had to find some way to stop him. No matter how I struggled, I just couldn’t do anything. My arms were totally useless taped behind my back and there was no way I could even get up. “No!” I shouted into the air. Then, I’ll never know where it came from, but I yelled, “Do me first! If you’re going to rape us, then do me first!” I just had to get him away from Brenda!

	“Stephie, no!” Brenda screamed in terror.

	“Stephie, is it?” said the one on top of her. He turned back to Brenda. “Maybe I’ll do your friends first and kill them so you can watch before I do you. I’ll bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

	Brenda shrieked another loud scream and just kept yelling, “No!” over and over again.

	The one on top of me got up and switched places with the one on top of Brenda. He was laughing as he came over to me and held the knife against my throat. “So you want it first? No problem bitch!” And with that he undid my jeans and started pulling them off my legs. I could hear Brenda screaming, “Stephie!” over and over again as I tried to kick at the guy. He kicked me back hard in the chest and I doubled up on the floor in pain. My jeans were off and he put the knife into my panties and cut them off me exposing my chastity device. I hadn’t even thought about it. “What the fuck is that?” he said.

	“It’s my chastity device,” I said with a bit of glee as I managed to look him right in the face.

	He tried cutting it with his knife, he tried wrestling the thing off of me, but he couldn’t get any further with it than I ever did. “How do I get the fucking thing off?” he yelled angrily.

	“You can’t,” I said, “I don’t have the key.” I tried to kick him again but missed.

	“Fuck you!” he said, coming down on me and swinging his fist straight into my face. It was like getting hit with a sledge hammer. My whole face felt numb. I could no longer breathe out of my nose and it felt like some of my teeth were broken.  I tasted blood in my mouth. “Well then,” he said with what sounded like glee. “If I can’t fuck you one way, I’ll do it this way instead!”

	All I could do was to watch in horror as he raised his knife and swung it underhand straight through my chastity device and into my groin where he thought my cunt should have been. White hot molten pain exploded through me. I tried to scream, but nothing would come out of my mouth. Unfortunately, the knife got stuck in the chastity device. He backed off me and started to try to wrestle the knife out. All it did was to move the knife blade around inside of me hurting me more. I actually sat up with my mouth wide open trying to scream, but I was too delirious with pain for any sound to come out. I could still hear Brenda screaming, “Stephie!” in the distant background.

	Something roared and I had the impression of something huge rushing in and crashing into the guy from behind. He crashed into me knocking me back down again. Pain to match the pain in my groin suddenly exploded in the back of my head, radiating like lightning bolts across my skull. It was too much for me. Too much pain. Brenda was screaming but I no longer cared. Too much pain. I wanted a way out. I wanted no more pain. I wanted nothing. I searched for nothing. And I found it…

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Nothing…

	No light, no darkness, no sound, no sensation.

	No caring, no problems.

	No time, no awareness.

	No pain.

	Nothing,

	Sweet…

	Sweet…

	Nothing.

	 

	Chapter 12

	I vaguely remember bright lights rushing past me and people yelling at me. But I didn’t care. I was in too much pain and went back and found the nothing again.

	I remember hurting! Lying on my back and hurting badly. I couldn’t wake up. I didn’t want to.

	I remember having trouble breathing. I couldn’t breathe through my nose. I felt suffocated. I started struggling and clawing my way awake. I opened my eyes and took a huge breath. The room was dim and quiet. I realized I was in the hospital. My head ached badly, my groin felt mostly numb and tingled a bit. As I looked out, my vision was hampered by bandages around my nose. I turned my head and saw my mother sleeping in a chair.  “Mom?” I said, my voice coming out a bit horse. As I said it, I realized that there were some teeth missing from inside my mouth.

	She looked up instantly. “Sweetie, you’re awake!” She got up quickly and came over and hugged me awkwardly around all the tubes and wires sticking out of me. I hadn’t even realized they were there till she did it. “How do you feel honey?” she asked me.

	“I hurt… all over,” I said. “And I’m thirsty.”

	She looked almost panicked as she ran from my bedside to the door and out into the hall.

	A few moments later a nurse came in with her. “I see we’re finally awake,” said the nurse barely looking at me. She spent a few seconds looking over some monitors in the room then left us again.

	“I told her you were thirsty,” Mom said. “I hope she brings something soon.”

	I had to wait a little while, but finally a doctor showed up and checked me over, asking how I felt. “I hurt, all over,” I told him. “And I’m thirsty.”

	“I’m not surprised,” he said, making notes on a clipboard. “I’ll have the nurse bring you something to drink and increase your pain medicine a bit.” Then he left… that quickly.

	Mom hovered over me, not talking much, just worrying about me till the nurse finally showed up twenty minutes later with some ginger ale in a cup and a straw. The nurse put the straw into the cup and held it for me to take a sip. It tasted so good! She wouldn’t let me sit up yet though. “Not till the doctor says it’s okay,” she told me. She made some adjustment to a bag that I realized was attached to the end of the tube sticking in my arm, then she left.

	Mom looked worried. “I’ll be okay,” I said.

	“I know Sweetie. The doctor said you’ll be just fine. I’m just happy to see you finally awake again.”

	“Why, how long did I sleep?”

	“Two days Sweetie. A very long two days.”

	“How’s Brenda?” I asked, suddenly remembering her.

	“She got banged up a bit and she seems to go a bit crazy every time a man comes near her, but otherwise, she’s doing fine. She was here a lot while you were sleeping. She seems to be real nice.”

	“She is. I like her an awful lot.” I think the increase in medicine started to kick in then because I suddenly started to feel tired again. “Mom, I think I’m getting sleepy again.”

	“That’s fine dear. Just rest and close your eyes. I’ll be here if you need me.” And with that I was soon asleep again where I didn’t have to think about hurting.

	The nurses checking on me woke me up very early in the morning. I didn’t hurt as bad but I didn’t feel too good either. Mom was still there. I could tell she hadn’t left. We talked a bit about this and that, but otherwise, we didn’t really get a chance to say much to each other.

	The doctor came in early. Not the one that I saw last night. Evidently this was the one who was in charge of my case because Mom seemed to know him and was glad to see him. “He woke up for a little while in the middle of the night last night,” she told him. “Then he fell back asleep again.”

	The doctor nodded. “I’m Dr. O’Conner,” he told me. “You’re a very lucky person. You came very close to being killed.”

	“I know,” I said to him.

	“I should also tell you that you may be something of a local celebrity right now, so you better be prepared.”

	“Me?” I asked. “Why?”

	“Because the police and newspapers are making a big deal of it.”

	“But everybody will know about me!” I said, panicked.

	The doctor looked down at me. “Maybe, maybe not. So far, the newspapers have only been told you were a girl. The police know differently, of course. What you tell them is up to you. I can’t vouch for the hospital staff though. So I just want you to be prepared.”

	“Okay,” I said. “Just how bad did I get hurt?”

	He smiled at me. “Pretty badly, but nothing that won’t heal sooner or later. Let’s start at the top shall we?

	“First of all, I still have you listed as being in serious condition. I’ll probably downgrade that later this morning, but let’s leave it at that for now. You have a major concussion and a small hairline fracture in the back of your skull from where you hit your head on the bed frame.”

	“The bed frame? Was that what it was?”

	“That’s what the emergency crew put down. Next, your nose was broken and you lost a few teeth in front. I’m afraid you’re going to need some dental work when you get out of here.” I nodded. The missing teeth felt weird. “You also have some other major bruising to your face, but nothing else was broken there. However, you do have a broken rib and some major bruising on your torso.”

	“Yeah, it hurts,” I said. “That’s where he kicked me.”

	The doctor nodded again. “Finally, your biggest problem is where he stabbed you.” Visions of that knife coming down at me and the memories of the searing pain flooded through me again and I shivered. “The knife got caught on your chastity device and the consequential struggling tore you up pretty badly inside, but it was nothing we couldn’t fix. You’re going to hurt an awful lot down there for a while, but you’ll be alright. Believe it or not, I think that chastity device probably saved you. It only let the blade go in about two inches before it got stuck. If it had gone in any further, you would have had a whole lot more damage. I need to tell you though, that we had to remove your right testicle. It was cut up pretty badly and there was no way to save it. Everything else we were able to sew up just fine.”

	I nodded. It was hard for me to worry about losing a testicle. I had hardly seen or felt them in months. “So I’m going to be fine?”

	“Perfectly, given a few weeks to heal.”

	“Good,” I said, very relieved. “Any chance I can get something to drink? I’m real thirsty… and hungry too.”

	The doctor smiled at me. “They should be around with breakfast for you soon. I’ll check back with you later this afternoon. Listen, I meant what I said about that chastity device probably saving your life. If it hadn’t trapped that knife it would have done much worse damage and he would have most likely used it to slit your throat as well. I saw the little cuts he gave to your friend Brenda. You are one lucky person.”

	I nodded. I didn’t feel lucky. “Thank you,” my mother said to him as he was leaving.

	“Mom,” I said. “Is there any way we can sort of play down the fact that I’m not a girl?”

	“I don’t know Sweetie. I guess we can try if you like.”

	“Good,” I said. “I’d really prefer it.”

	Breakfast wasn’t great, but I was hungry and ate everything. It sure made me feel a lot better. Afterwards the nurse came in and changed a bag full of yellow liquid that had evidently been hanging from my bed. I had a catheter in me and I didn’t know it. A good thing I decided. I didn’t really feel much like getting out of bed yet anyway.

	Brenda came in with Sharon and Melissa shortly after eight o’clock. She was wearing a turtleneck top so I couldn’t see any cuts or bandages on her neck. I could tell her face was bruised despite some makeup she had put over it. “Stephie!” she cried as soon as she saw me and ran to me to hug me. She didn’t care about the wires and tubes sticking out of me, she just threw herself on top of me. I grunted when she did, but I don’t think she even noticed. “Oh Stephie,” she cried into my shoulder, “I love you.” She stayed like that for the longest time. I could hear her sniffling back small tears.

	When she finally started to pull her self back up, I saw the tears still coming down her cheeks. I pulled her face to mine and kissed it. “I love you too, Brenda,” I said, and watched her smile at me. It made me feel good.

	“How are you doing?” I asked as she finally got off my sore ribs.

	She shrugged, “I seem to be scared of every man I see again, but I’m trying. I’m not going to let it get to me like last time.”

	“Good,” I said. “How about you?” I asked Sharon.

	“I don’t know,” she said. “I’m thinking about leaving for good as soon as the police will let me. I can’t sleep at night anymore.”

	“I’m sorry,” I said, fully understanding.

	“Don’t you be sorry! If it wasn’t for you, I’d probably be dead right now! We all would!”

	“Me?”

	“You bet! If you hadn’t gotten that guy away from Brenda and then kept him busy till Bruce got there, we all would have had it!”

	“You saved my life,” Brenda said.

	I looked over at her. “I had to,” I said. “I just had to!”

	Sharon and Melissa stayed for a few more minutes then left. Brenda stayed behind and talked with my mother. I didn’t say much. It was easier for me to stay quiet. Mom hadn’t even found a hotel yet. She had driven here as fast as she could right after Jill had called her and had just stayed in my room with me.

	It was a little before noon when Aaron walked into the room. “Hey everyone,” he said with a big smile on his face. He walked over to my mother and said, “I’m Aaron, I live in the same house with everybody else.”

	My mother just shook his hand and said, “Hi.”

	Aaron pulled a newspaper out from under his arm. “Have you seen this yet?” he asked.

	“No,” I said.

	“It’s yesterday’s newspaper.” He unfolded it and showed me the big headline: “Local Football Star Hero!” it said. “Would you like to read it?”

	I looked at him past all the bandages on my nose and said, “Maybe you better read it to me. I don’t think I can focus too well.”

	The story basically told how the three guys had entered our house with the intention of raping and murdering us. The part I didn’t know was that Bruce and Melissa had been walking home when they heard Brenda screaming from two blocks away. Bruce had taken off at a run for the house but didn’t get there till after I had been stabbed. I realized that he was what I saw rushing into the room just before I had blacked out. It seems he was mad and tore through those guys injuring them pretty badly. A two hundred and seventy pound tackle can do a lot of damage to someone really quickly. Aaron and Jill had gotten home right after Bruce got there. Aaron had tied the guys up before they could go anywhere and to stop Bruce from pounding on them further. Melissa had called the police.

	The three “girls” were only referred to as three coeds, pending notification to their families. I was labeled as the girl that got seriously injured with stab wounds while struggling and trying to prevent the others from being raped. It was also mentioned that I had egged one of them away from a second girl to protect her after one of the attackers had made cut marks across her throat.

	Bruce was being touted as a hero. He was certainly my hero. He had saved my life. So had Aaron and Melissa, I realized. I came very close to being dead.

	“You saved my life too,” I said to Aaron. “Thank you.”

	He just smiled at me. “Thanks, but I didn’t do anything except tie them up a bit.”

	“Still, you were there and that helped.”

	He was still smiling. “It never hurts to have a little rope around, does it?” I smiled back at him.

	I napped a bit after that. They keep waking you up to check on you when you’re in the hospital I noticed, that is, unless you want something. Then nobody can be found! Mom had spent most of the day talking to Brenda again. “Mom,” I finally said, “Where are you staying?”

	“Why don’t you stay at our house?” Brenda suggested. “Stephie’s bed is empty and the police took the seals off our door yesterday so we can get back in there again.”

	Mom looked at her with that undecided look on her face. “I don’t know, I wouldn’t want to impose.”

	“Believe me, you won’t be imposing. Especially if you can drive me back and forth to the hospital here with you every day.”

	Mom smiled. “I could do that I think.” So it was settled.

	Later that evening, Mom and Brenda were just starting to talk about leaving for the night. Mom was very anxious to get a good bath and some rest. I was doing better and she felt safer about leaving me. They didn’t get out though before we had more company. Bruce, Mark, Aaron, and Jill all came in with very serious looks on their faces. Bruce was carrying a large suitcase.

	They barely acknowledged my mother and Brenda, but instead gathered in a tight group around my bed. I could tell something was up.

	Bruce took a deep breath. I could tell he was troubled and a bit uncomfortable. But he was also very determined. “I wanted to say this because it’s all my fault to begin with and I’ve felt really badly about it for a long, long time. You put your life on the line to try to save those two girls. That took courage and guts. Only a real man would have done what you did. It’s our fault that you wound up like you are now, so it’s up to us to fix it.” And with that he set the suitcase gently on the bed and opened it so I could see in it.

	Inside, I could see that it was stuffed with men’s clothes. Jeans, shoes, underwear, everything! All of it for me! “I was wrong for being so cruel to you when you first got here.” Bruce said.

	“And I was very wrong for what I did to you too,” Jill said.

	“And I was wrong for helping them to do it,” added Aaron. “And now it’s time to stop pretending your something you’re not.”

	“You’ve shown us that you’re a real man, no matter how you were dressed.” Bruce finished.

	Brenda came over and looked into the suitcase. I could see a look of horror on her face. “No!” she screamed. “No, no, no!” She ran out of the room, totally hysterical.

	Mom came around to look too and I could tell she had a proud look on her face. It had turned to one of puzzlement at Brenda’s reaction though.

	It was like manna from heaven. My mouth hung open. I was truly touched. The very thing I had longed for all these months had finally been handed to me on a proverbial silver platter. Tears fell out of my eyes as I reached out and touched the edge of the suitcase. The world would never know how much it meant to me. I was just bothered that Brenda had reacted so badly. “Thank you, thank you, thank you so much,” was all I could say through my tears. They all looked happy and more than a bit relieved.

	“I need to apologize too,” Mark said. “If I hadn’t left you all alone that night, this probably wouldn’t have happened in the first place.”

	I looked up at him. “Yes it would have,” I told him. “They would have just waited till another time and got us then, or you would have been hurt too. It’s not your fault.” I looked up at Bruce. “The newspaper’s say you’re a hero. Well I want you to know, that you’ll always be my hero. I can’t thank you enough.”

	Bruce smiled at me. “My pleasure,” he said. “Besides, it felt awfully good pounding on those guys like I did.” The small laugher that his remark evoked was like a welcomed relief.

	After they left, it took Mom nearly thirty minutes to find Brenda. She was curled up in a ball in a stairwell somewhere crying her eyes out. When she finally got back to my room, Brenda ran over to me and jumped on me again crying. “Stephie, don’t leave me. Please don’t leave me. I need you Stephie! I love you!”

	I held her as best I could to comfort her. “I love you too. You know that. And I’m not going anywhere.”

	“You’re going to be a boy again,” she said.

	“But I’m still going to be here.”

	“It’s not the same thing!” she said, and pounded on me with both fists. There was no way I was going to tell her that it hurt me. “I don’t want you to be a boy, I want Stephie!”

	“But Brenda, you’ll like me as Stephen too.”

	“No, no, no!” she screamed and pounded again on my chest with each word. She was so upset! Then she suddenly jumped up looking very confused and shouted “No!” one more time, acting like she wanted to hit something, then she ran out of the room in tears.

	“She’ll get over it honey,” Mom said. “I’ll go find her again.”

	Mom was gone about twenty minutes. She couldn’t find Brenda anywhere, so she finally said goodnight to me and left to find a hotel and get some much needed sleep. All night long I worried about Brenda.

	The next morning was sort of a repeat of the previous one in that the nurses were a regular pain at keeping me awake when I wanted to be sleeping. Mom hadn’t shown up and I hoped she was still sleeping. She had needed it.

	I finally dozed off again myself. When I woke up, a strange woman was seated in the chair watching me. At first impression, she looked like an old “bag” lady that lived out on the street. Her coat was old and tattered. She looked like she hadn’t taken care of herself in years. “Hi,” I said to her.

	When I said that she smiled at me. “Hi,” she said kindly. “I’m Brendi’s Mom.” That got my attention, along with the smell of cigarettes and bad liquor on her breath. “You must be Stephen, or as my daughter tells me, Stephie.”

	“Yeah,” I said, “that’s me. Soon to be just Stephen though.”

	She nodded. “Brendi wouldn’t come with me here this morning, but I had to come over and see you for myself. I came so I could thank you for giving my daughter back to me, and now for saving her life. She was scared and afraid to even go out of the house. It was a major effort to get her to accept her scholarship to this school and come here. My fondest wish for her was to not wind up like me. I’m not sure if that’s going to happen now though. Last semester, suddenly all she would talk about with me was Stephie, Stephie, Stephie. You brought her back to life again. I can’t thank you enough for that. And now to top it all off, you literally saved her life when those boys got at you. I’ll never be able to repay you for it, but I just wanted you to know how grateful I am.”

	I looked at her. What could I say? “I had to save her. I love her. You don’t know how special Brenda is to me. She’s helped me so much with everything. She was the only one who was kind to me when everyone else was cruel. She was right there holding my hand and helping me through the worst parts of my life. I love her. I just wish she could accept who I really am.”

	She nodded again, “Well, you won’t have to worry about it anymore. She called me last night to come and take her home. She’s dropping out of school. It breaks my heart. I don’t know if she’ll ever get this chance again. The police asked her to stick around for another day or two and she’s got to see that doctor again and some business with the school to take care of, then we’ll be gone. I just wanted you to know how much I appreciate all you’ve done for her, that’s all.”

	I watched as she struggled to get up out of the chair and shuffled toward the door. “Thanks for coming,” I said, “I’m so glad to meet you. Isn’t there any way you can convince her not to leave?”

	She turned to me. “I’ve been trying,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s such a shame.” She shook her head one more time and walked out the door, almost colliding with my mother who was just arriving.

	“Good morning Sweetie. Who was that?”

	“Brenda’s Mom.”

	“Really?” She quickly turned around and practically ran out the door. I could hear her calling “Wait!”

	Brenda was leaving. I had been upset all night long about her reaction to me being a boy again and now she was leaving me. I wanted to cry. I didn’t get the chance though because the doctor came in to work on me.

	They removed the packing from inside my nose that morning. It was wonderful to be able to breathe through it again, but wow did it hurt taking that stuff out! Then it was down to my groin to change the bandages there. “Everything’s looking really good,” the doctor told me. “I want you to get up a bit today and move around some. Don’t do too much though, please take it very easy. I don’t want those stitches tearing. I’ll have them remove the catheter in a little while.”

	I could move again. Quite frankly, I didn’t feel like it, other than I wanted so badly to just pound on my pillow in frustration about Brenda. She couldn’t leave me, she just couldn’t!

	Mom finally come back near the end of the doctor’s visit and got all the latest directly from him. “Mom, Brenda’s leaving.”

	“I know Sweetie. I’m sorry.”

	“But I don’t want her to leave!”

	“I know. I just don’t see that you can do much about it. It looks like she’s made up her mind.”

	I was in a total funk! It was interrupted though by a short visit from the police detective. It’s amazing how busy a hospital room can be. He told me how sorry he was that I got hurt and wanted to hear my side of the story. Then he said he was sure I would never have to worry about those guys again. I hadn’t been exactly worried about it. What I was worried about now was Brenda.

	The nurses removed my catheter and made me get out of bed so they could change the sheets. Mom helped me drag around my IV stand while I slowly made my way out into the hallway. I paused at the door and read the small sign that announced who was in the room: “Stephen.” I touched it fondly. But would it make me lose Brenda?

	Walking was a bit painful. The pulling on my wound hurt with every step. I was glad for the pain medicine. I really wanted to be running out of there to find Brenda, to stop her. It was impossible. I was so frustrated I wanted to pound my fists on the wall!

	Right after lunch, I got a surprise visit from Diane and Courtney. “Everybody’s talking about it,” Diane told me. Great, everybody knew, but did they all realize that it was a boy who got stabbed and not a girl? I didn’t know or want to ask.

	“So you’re going to be Stephen now?” Courtney asked.

	“Yeah, finally,” I said proudly.

	“It’s going to be really strange. Nobody knows you as Stephen.”

	“That’s for sure,” Diane said. “I got used to thinking of you as a girl. Now I won’t know what to think about you!”

	“Don’t worry,” I said. “You’ll get used to me. I’m still the same person no matter how I look. I’ve always been Stephen and Stephanie together at the same time.”

	“Well, it’s just going to be strange, that’s all,” Courtney said.

	Later in the afternoon I had another unexpected visitor. “Mom, this is Dr. Young, Brenda’s psychiatrist,” I said, introducing the woman who had just walked in.

	“Yours too, buster,” she said to me as she sat down on the bed next to me. “I’m sorry I didn’t get here sooner. I was away when it happened and didn’t know that it was you who got hurt until Brenda told me a little while ago. I cancelled my afternoon appointments and rushed right over here. So how are you doing?”

	“Fine, I guess. I hurt, but it’s getting better – slowly.”

	She smiled. “At least it’s getting better. But I want to know about the rest of you, the part that they can’t simply sew up.”

	“That part of me is fine too, I guess.”

	“How much is what happened the other night bothering you?”

	“It’s not bothering me too much,” I said. “I still keep seeing that knife coming down at me, but it’s not too bad. Did Brenda tell you she’s leaving, quitting school?”

	“Yes, she told me.”

	“Did she tell you I’m going to be a boy again?”

	“Yeah, she told me that too. I’m sorry it’s not going to work out between you two. She’s just not ready to handle it yet. She was close, but now that this has happened…”

	“Can’t you talk to her again? Convince her to stay?”

	“I can’t do that. It has to be her decision. But I’m here to talk about you! How do you feel about being a boy again?”

	“Great, I guess. It’s what I’ve really wanted for so long. And the way they came in and gave me the suitcase and everything, it was just super! But now I’m going to lose Brenda. I don’t want to lose her.”

	“But Stephen, this isn’t about Brenda, it’s about you. Brenda is leaving and you’re finally getting back to being yourself again, as a boy. You have to move on and get over her.”

	“I’ve always been myself. Even as Stephanie I was still Stephen. We’re the same person. It doesn’t matter how I look. I’ve always been just me and I’ll always be just me.”

	“That’s exactly right, but now you can let go of Stephanie.”

	I just looked at her for a moment. “Stephanie is a part of me now too… and so is Brenda.”

	“Stephen, Brenda can’t handle men. You know that. Brenda is leaving. She’s not going to be part of your life anymore. You have to accept that.”

	“I know,” I said sadly. “But I thought about it all last night. Brenda was my best friend in the world. She was there to help me through everything bad that happened to me. She held my hand and loved me when things were at their worst. She showed me how to laugh and be happy again. I love her so much!”

	Bruce said that it took a man to do what I did to save her. He had it all wrong. I didn’t save her because I was a man. I had to save her. I had to save her because I love her! I couldn’t see her get hurt and I did everything I could to stop it. I love her, and I want her back again.” There were tears starting to fall from my eyes. “I’ll do anything to get her back again! Anything! If it means I have to be Stephie again, then that’s fine! I don’t care! I liked being Stephanie! Mom, you saw at Christmas that it was easier for me to be Stephanie than Stephen.”

	Mom looked at me with horror in her eyes. “Stephen, what are you saying?”

	“Not Stephen, Mom. Stephanie! I’m Stephanie now, not Stephen! Brenda doesn’t want Stephen. I want Brenda. Stephen can wait!”

	“Stephen, stop that! Calm down,” Dr. Young said to me. “You’re Stephen, not Stephanie. And Brenda is leaving. She’s not part of this anymore.”

	“Yes, I’m Stephen, I know that. But I’m also Stephanie. And Stephanie and Stephen both love Brenda! And if Brenda can only love me as Stephanie, then that’s fine. I can accept that. What I can’t accept is losing Brenda. Now I’ve got to call her and tell her. I’ve got to stop her!”

	Dr. Young stood up with a look of deep concern on her face. She looked over at my mother who was crying in her chair. “Are you sure about this?”

	“Definitely!” I said.

	“You’re absolutely sure?”

	“Like I said, definitely!”

	Dr. Young just nodded her head. Mom cried. I had made my decision. I wanted Brenda back.

	“I’ll be back to see you tomorrow,” Dr. Young said, turning toward the door.

	“Doctor,” I said quickly, stopping her before she could leave. “Would you do me a favor on the way out?”

	“If I can.”

	“Will you stop at the nurse’s station and ask them to put a new name card on the door?”

	She stared at me sadly for a moment before saying, “I’ll try.” Then she walked out.

	“Sweetie, please don’t do this.” Mom pleaded with me.

	“I have to Mom!” I said. “I’m sorry, but I have to! You remember how hard it was for me to be a boy again? Well now I won’t have to worry about that again.” Mom cried.

	I picked up the phone and dialed Aaron’s cell phone. “Aaron, I need you to do something for me really fast!”

	I waited all afternoon in anticipation. Mom had stopped crying but I knew she wasn’t the least bit happy. It didn’t matter. I wished I could get a little bit of makeup or at least something prettier to wear, but all that was out of the question. I had done everything else that I could.

	The sun was finally starting to go down when Brenda came back into the room. I was sitting up in bed. I could tell she wasn’t happy about being there. I could see Aaron and Mark and her mother out in the hallway behind her.

	“What do you want?” she asked, standing in the doorway with her arms folded across her chest.

	“I want to talk to you. Brenda don’t leave me. I love you too much.”

	“You’re the one who’s leaving me,” she said unkindly. “If Aaron hadn’t threatened to tie me up and drag me here I wouldn’t be here at all. We’d be on our way home!”

	“Brenda, did you look at the name on the door?”

	She scrunched up her face totally uncertain about what I was talking about. Then she backed up a step forcing everybody behind her to move out of her way. She stared at the name. Her whole body seemed to change and transform itself. “Stephanie!” she screamed. “Stephanie, you’re back!” The elation that showed in her whole body was one of the most wonderful sights I’ve ever seen.

	“I’m back if you’ll have me,” I said.

	She didn’t say anything, she just rushed over to me and jumped on, me hurting me again. I didn’t care. I held her and kissed her. I loved her.

	 

	INTERLUDE

	Note from the Author:

	This has been entirely a work of fiction. None of the events in this story actually happened. None of the characters are real. But I can tell you that…

	Sharon didn’t quit school. She decided to come back after spring break and keep trying. It seemed her nightmares didn’t get any better just because she was home. She and Brenda and Stephanie remained good friends. Stephie tells me Sharon is now working as a doctor in a children’s clinic.

	Aaron and Mark both graduated that year. Aaron worked for a short time for a firm in Atlanta, then quit to start his own consulting company. He and Mark remain in touch occasionally.

	Mark got a job with a big company in Seattle. He remained very close to Stephanie and called to talk to her often. He arranged for Stephanie to have a summer job with his company during her last three years at school. Mark finally met Eileen, the woman of his dreams, in the Accounting department there. His nights weren’t alone anymore. Mark hopes to eventually open up his own networking company.

	Jill, Melissa, and Bruce graduated the following year. During the first football game that next year, the sportscaster brought up the fact that Bruce was a hero and had saved the lives of three girls. At the end of that game, Bruce forced the quarterback to fumble the ball just as they were driving for the winning touchdown. He picked up the ball and carried it into the end zone. He was touted as being the hero of the game. The nickname stuck. From then on, Bruce felt obligated to live up to it and worked even harder at the game. He was an early second round draft pick for the NFL. He thanks Stephanie for that. Stephanie and Brenda can have tickets to any of his games they want. Stephanie loves the games. Brenda couldn’t care less.

	Melissa married Bruce right after they graduated. Stephanie and Brenda were there. Mark and Aaron showed up too.

	After Jill graduated, Stephanie never heard from her again. She hopes she’s doing well.

	But I’m sure you really want to know what happened to Stephanie and Brenda. Stephanie healed well with no real problems. A bit of scaring that might have to be looked at later but that’s all.

	Near the end of that semester they both joined a women’s self defense class being held at the school. Neither of them wanted to be afraid again. The next semester they joined a karate class together. They’re still at it today. There seems to be some question between them as to just who can kick who’s ass!

	Stephanie eventually graduated with honors. The only time she didn’t get perfect grades was when she had been hurt. Some professors just didn’t understand. She legally changed her name during her Junior year so she officially graduated as ‘Stephanie Lynn.’

	She took a job with the same company Mark worked for and that she had been working for during her summer breaks.

	Brenda transferred to a school in the same city to continue her education. She wants to be a gynecologist. Stephanie thinks she’ll be a good one.

	Brenda and Stephanie got married right after they moved. Stephie says it was a real “hoot” trying to convince the preacher that he was really a boy and it was all legal. It was a small but very nice ceremony.

	A year later, Stephanie had some facial surgery done to make her look and feel better. She’s contemplating more radical surgery next.  She says that there’s still some of Stephen left underneath, and there always will be. She doesn’t want to lose him, but she does realize deep down, that no matter what she does, she never will. “Like I said before,” she told me, “we’re one person, complete!”

	Stephie once told me about the job interview she had for the summer job at Mark’s company. The man interviewing her had asked, “Why did all this happen to you in the first place?”

	She had looked down at the solid gold watch band that hung loosely on her wrist. It looked more like a bracelet than a watch. She held it up to show the man and smiled as she said, “I have skinny wrists.”

	~~~~~~~~~~

	Jill sat out by her swimming pool behind her mansion reading the business news. She turned the page and her attention was captured by one of the headlines. “New Networking Company Goes Public.” She looked at the blurred picture and read the caption underneath. “Mark and his wife Eileen. Stephanie and her wife Brenda.” She looked closer at the picture trying to make out the faces better. She smiled. “There you are!” she said. “That’s my project. I did that!”
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