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It had been a sleepless night for Chase. He tossed and turned on the hard chestnut floor after his bed had been commandeered by Hayley who had returned after a bad fight with her boyfriend Eric.

Having fought so hard against having to take Hayley’s place, Chase felt strange now. Why should he worry about what the return of the real Hayley meant to him? He didn't much care for shaving his legs every day, pretending to be a girl four years younger than himself, or being constantly under the girls' thumb.

Still, he enjoyed some fringe benefits. As one of the few men on the entire Whitcomb campus surrounded by horny teen girls, he was enjoying having beautiful young women throwing themselves at him on a daily basis. He even had a girl tell him that they couldn't go steady because it wasn't fair to the other girls who'd want to sleep with him. Where else in America does this sort of thing happen?

Yesterday had been harrowing for Chase. Rod the security guard’s attempt to sexually assault him had made him feel vulnerable in ways that he never had imagined before. He just hoped that Chelsea’s threats would convince Rod to leave Whitcomb for good.

Chase rubbed the sleep out of his eyes and looked over at the alarm clock on his—rather Hayley’s—night stand. He could hear Hayley filling in Paige on just what had happened.

Things started out great when the two young lovers setup housekeeping together. Neither had ever lived with anyone before, and they soon found themselves under each other's feet. Hayley began to feel suffocated. They fought and she fled.

"I mean it's like he doesn't even know me," complained Hayley. "I just never would have expected that from Eric."

"That's rough Hayley," said Paige. "I guess you really don't know anybody until you've lived with them."

"I know. I would never think that this could happen to us. He was just so rude and inconsiderate. I got so tired of picking up his socks and you know what I caught him doing the other day? He was trimming his toe nails right in the living room," complained Hayley.

"Good morning," said Chase sitting upright.

"Hey sleepyhead," said Paige.

"Good morning, Chase," said Hayley. "I guess my fight with Eric is going to be good news for you."

“What do you mean?” asked a still groggy Chase.

"Well, if I'm not living with Eric I'm going to have to go back to my own life," explained Hayley. "It looks like your time wearing a bra has come to an end."

"Yeah, right," said Chase noncommittally.

"We have a problem there," said Paige. "We've spent a lot of time telling people that he's you. What happens when the old you is suddenly back with a different face and voice. I don't think we can say you got plastic surgery again."

"I hadn't thought about that," admitted Hayley.

"Let's run it by Reina,” said Paige." If anybody will know what to do, it's her."

"Good idea," said Chase. Deciding the conversation had ended; he got to his feet and went into the bathroom to begin his beauty regimen for what could be the last time.

The group of girls all gathered together for lunch in the cafeteria. Their minds were conflicted as they pondered the strange situation. It seemed so odd to Chase that he was still pretending to be Hayley even as the real Hayley sat across from him in a baseball hat and sunglasses pretending to be somebody else.

"God, I've missed you," said Kasie breaking the ice.

"I've missed all of you too," admitted Hayley. "We've been through so much together."

"So Eric and you are over?" asked Kelsey.

"I'm afraid so. My mom always says you don't know somebody until you live with them. I think she's right."

"Well, we're happy to have you back," said Chelsea.

"Aren't we forgetting something? We've told everybody that she had plastic surgery and looks like Chase now," said Reina.

"Well, I hardly think Chase will mind ending the arrangement. If I wasn't enjoying the rush so much, I might have felt a bit guilty for putting him through this," admitted Chelsea.

"But you don't?" asked Chase.

"Of course not," replied Hayley laughing.

Her friends did their best to stifle giggles, but it was like Lucy pulling the football away from Charlie Brown. There was just a natural order of things between alpha women and beta men. Dominant women thought it was really funny when a submissive guy thought he was finally going to get a chance to be an alpha.

"That's not the problem, Hayley," said Reina. "Regardless of what we decide to do with Chase, there's still the matter of your voice and your looks going back to what they were last year."

"She's right," said Kelsey. "We never made Chase look like your twin, more like your sister. People are not just going to accept that the old Hayley is back."

"Well, I can't just stay here in a hat and sunglasses for the rest of the year," complained Hayley.

"Oh we know, baby," said Kelsey. "We just have to figure out how to get you your life back."

“Maybe I’ll just take Chase’s money and go on a trip through Europe myself? Maybe I’ll like it enough to stay there?” Hayley mused, grinning wickedly at Chase who quickly realized that would leave him broke and stuck as Hayley for the foreseeable future.

Before he could object, Chelsea hushed everybody as she saw Surya, Katie, and Katherine approaching.

"Did you hear what happened to Rod?" asked Katherine.

"The security guard?" asked Kelsey. "What about him?"

"He disappeared," replied Katherine.

"Yeah," added Surya. "He wasn't at his post this morning and nobody has been able to find him."

"Did they check his apartment?" asked Chelsea.

"I think they just sent someone over to find out if he was home. It's kind of spooky," said Katherine.

"I'm sure he'll turn up," said Chase, not really caring what happened to the jerk, and still alarmed by Hayley’s casual statement about leaving him stuck in her place.

"What are you all even talking about?" asked Katie. "He disappeared because Chelsea kicked his ass."

Chelsea couldn't help beaming with pride. This douche bag called himself Steel Rod and she beat the shit out of him.

The look on Reina's face froze Katie. Soon Paige, Kelsey, and Surya were glaring at her too. "Oh," she said covering her mouth. "Yeah, that is really strange. I wonder what happened?"

"Hey, who’s your friend?" asked Katherine noticing Hayley for the first time.

"I'm her cousin," replied Hayley.

"Yeah, uh she's my cousin...um...Holly," said Chase.

"Holly and Hayley? That's just too cute," said Katie.

"Yeah, our moms have a wicked sense of humor," agreed Hayley.

"You even sound a bit like Hayley used to before she got her plastic surgery," observed Katherine.

"Yeah, they never could tell us apart on the phone," replied Chase.

"Okay, we better get going," said Surya. "We just wanted to tell you about everybody's favorite security guard."

"Thank you for that," said Kasie. "We'll do something together soon."

As they watched the three girls walk off, it felt like the entire table let out a sigh of relief at once. "That was way too close for comfort," said Hayley.

"That's what I've been saying," replied Reina. "Unfortunately, you can't just come back pretending nothing happened now that everybody's seen Chase pretending to be you."

"Couldn't Hayley just pretend to be another girl?" asked Chase.

"I don't want to be somebody else," complained Hayley.

"Besides, even if she wore a disguise she couldn't just show up one day saying she was a senior here," said Paige.

"What if we just pretended that Hayley was in a terrible accident. She wears bandages on her face for a couple of weeks and then when the bandages come off, she's old Hayley," suggested Chelsea.

"Old Hayley?" asked Hayley taken aback.

"You know what I mean," answered Chelsea.

"No, that would never work," replied Reina.

“I wonder what France is like this time of year?” asked Hayley as Chase glared at her.

The discussion wound on and on without anyone coming up with any plans or solutions that seemed workable. Soon, it was time for class and the group disbursed. Hayley slipped back into her room to lay low while the other girls headed to class.

Chase had gone through several different emotions. Shock when he first saw Hayley. Relief that he’d finally get his life and freedom back. A strange sense of loss that he’d soon be leaving these sexy girls and the kinky sex they’d been having together. Confusion as it became clear that Hayley replacing him wouldn’t be as easy as he first assumed.

Finally, he felt frustration that Hayley still held his life in her hands, and she was every bit as capricious and selfish as she was when she’d first entrapped him as a school girl. He was stunned when she openly considered taking all his money and leaving him stuck here as she left for the trip to Europe that he’d planned to take.

Still, he knew there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop her. If she wanted him to stay as a teenaged girl, then that’s what he’d be for as long as it suited her. The very thought made Chase tremble with a strange mixture of helplessness, anger, and arousal. This strange forced feminization was clearly affecting him deeply. Unless he regained his masculinity soon, it might be gone forever, he feared.

******

Chase walked over to the library completely lost in his own little world. Hayley had led him on, abused him, made him do terrible and humiliating things, and here he was trying to think of a way to get her back into her elite private school with the least amount of difficulty.

Since when had she ever cared about how much difficulty he was having going from a twenty-two year old male college graduate to an eighteen year old private school princess? Even now, he was preparing to bust his ass getting a term paper done because he didn't want to trash her GPA. He hated writing term papers.

This term paper was on Horace's odes, which took him into the seldom used classics stacks on the second floor of the Winterhorst Library. The place was more or less deserted as Chase began collecting the books he would need to write something resembling what his teacher had demanded. He had just picked up a copy of Leedham-Green's book on Homeric scholarship in the 19th century when he was practically tackled by a bounding Kasie.

"What the heck?" asked Chase startled by her presence.

"I'd been wanting to get you alone. I was hoping you'd be here."

"Yeah, I'm working on this stupid research paper. Why did you want to get me alone?"

"It's going to sound stupid," said Kasie.

"No it won't," replied Chase. "Just tell me."

"Well, I know this will sound strange to you, but seeing you with Jim last night was so hot. I was getting so turned on! When you got on the back of his bike I practically lost it right there."

"Believe it or not, that doesn't sound all that strange to me. So are you turned on enough to do something about it?" asked Chase optimistically.

"Not in the way you think," said Kasie taking a step back. "I want to play a game."

"What kind of game?"

"Did you know on the weekend, the seniors of Randall Craig High School are allowed to use our library?"

"No, I didn't, but why would I care?"

"Because I want to have some fun and if you give me what I want, you're going to get what you want," cooed Kasie.

"Okay, what do I have to do?"

"Well, they're usually girls who come to use our library and when guys come, they're so intimidated by the number of women at Whitcomb that they're well-behaved. There's a guy there now that's referring to the girls that go to school here as rich bitches and totally making fun of every Whitcomb girl he sees."

"So what?" asked Chase annoyed.

"So, our honor is at stake and I know you can make out with a guy cause I saw you do it last night."

"Not a chance," replied Chase. "Just because I did it doesn't mean I wanted to. I didn't have a choice."

"Like you have one now," smirked Kasie. "I have a bunch of pictures I can hang on the walls here. Then there's the school website of course."

"You sound more and more like Chelsea everyday."

"Hey, she's my best friend," replied Kasie. "I take that as a compliment."

"So what do I have to do exactly?"

"Well, you see where he's studying. There are pretty large bookshelves right by there. I want you to call him over and then start making out with him when you're out of his friends' eyesight. Then lead him into the bathroom. I'll be waiting."

"You don't ask for much, do you?" I sighed.

"I'm not asking, I'm telling," snapped Kasie. "Oh and hike up your skirt and undo another button on your blouse. Guys like that."

Chase did exactly as he had been told. Kasie had a wild streak that made her a lot of fun, but it also meant she would always lead him into danger and humiliation. He applied another coat of bright red lipstick and obeyed Kasie’s orders, unbuttoning his blouse just a little bit more so that the top of his lacy bra was visible. He hiked his skirt up another inch so that the tops of his stockings could now be seen.

He pretended to look through the bookshelves for a few minutes, bending down at the waist to examine a low shelf. In the process, he stuck his ass out in an exaggerated way. This wasn't lost on the guy that Kasie had targeted.

In his peripheral vision Chase could see him point out his ass to his the two girls who were with him. They didn't find it nearly as amusing as he did. Chase disappeared back into the book shelves knowing full well that with his view blocked, the high school bro would come over for a better look.

As he followed, walking over to the shelves where he had seen Chase, he thought he was being sneaky, but Chase was ready for him. He actually came up behind the startled boy taking him by surprise.

"Were you looking for me?" pouted Chase.

"I saw you earlier, but I wasn't looking for you," he replied nervously.

"Pity," answered Chase with an exaggerated sigh. "I saw you checking me out earlier."

"Yeah, well uh, you were sticking your ass way out, I couldn't help it."

"Did you like what you saw?" asked Chase.

"Yeah I did, it was very...nice."

"Well, I was hoping you'd notice. My name is Hayley."

"I'm Tony."

Chase stepped forward putting his arms around the back of Tony’s neck, kissing him deeply on the lips. Tony was completely taken by surprise, but returned the kiss. When Chase let go, Tony was flushed and flustered stumbling to comprehend what just happened.

"What was that?" asked Tony.

"Just my way of saying hello."

"Well, hi!"

"Do you know where you're at?" asked Chase.

"Yeah, Whitcomb School."

"Whitcomb School for Girls--Specifically bad girls. Our parents send us here when they can't manage us and they're pretty strict. The staff here watches us like hawks. Even going into town requires sneaking out. You find a hot guy and you don't wait around wasting time."

"Wait, you think I'm hot?" asked Tony.

"No doubt," said Chase kissing him again.

"Wow! Wish I could transfer here," said Tony. "Could you imagine me, a boy at Whitcomb."

"That would be so funny," replied Chase," tell you what though, you want to go into the bathroom with me and have some fun?"

"What if somebody sees us?"

"The library is nearly deserted today. I'm willing to risk it if you are," replied Chase leading him by the hand to the first floor bathroom. As soon as they were through the door, Chase was all over him. He ripped Tony’s shirt open and took down his pants. This was a serious make out session.

Tony was so engrossed with this beautiful girl in front of him that he completely missed Kasie hiding in one of the stalls snapping picture after picture. Chase kissed him deeply while pulling down his panties and letting his dick pop free. These would form the most incriminating pictures in Kasie's arsenal. It was pretty hard to explain making out with another guy whose dick was very visible in the picture.

"Hey Tony," said Kasie emerging from the stall still holding her camera phone.

"How do you know my name?"

"I overheard you making out with my friend here."

"Well, you can join in," said Tony. "The more the merrier."

"Hmm, one girl with two guys, that is appealing," said Kasie approaching him.

"Two guys? I don't understand," said Tony.

"Look down at his skirt," directed Kasie. Tony flew backwards when he saw Chase's penis. He bumped into a full length mirror in his eagerness to get away.

"No way! She's a he," stumbled Tony. "What's going on?"

"Well how should I know? I'm just a stupid rich bitch, remember?" mocked Kasie as she watched Chase pull up his panties.

"You're sick," spat Tony.

"Wait until you see what you're going to be wearing," said Kasie reaching into her duffle bag and pulling out a violet minidress, bra and panties, stockings, and a long blonde wig. "Then we'll see who is sick."

"I'm not putting that stuff on," protested Tony.

"Dude, look at me," said Chase. "If she is telling you that's what she's going to make you wear, then that's what you'll be wearing."

"Yes you will," said Kasie, "unless you want those pictures of you and my friend here making the rounds."

"Hah, you don't know me," said Tony. "Good luck with that."

"Don't taunt her, that doesn't end well," said Chase.

"No, I don't know you, but I know what high school you go to and I bet if I posted the pictures on your school's Facebook page somebody would recognize you," said Kasie. "Then there's the matter of your friends out there. I'm sure they'd love to see the pictures."

"No!" cried out Tony. "Don't do that."

"Then strip, bitch," demanded Kasie.

Chase was not without sympathy for Tony watching his world get turned upside down as his emasculation began. He had been in the same place just a few months ago. So he knew Kasie well enough to be sure that she'd get what she wanted even before Tony glumly began removing his clothing.

Chase's role in this particular situation was as a photographer now that his job as trap had been completed. Kasie swore that this was revenge for the disparaging comments that Tony had made about the girls at Whitcomb, but that didn't make sense to Chase. Why would she have this duffle bag full of clothes including a blonde wig if she hadn't been planning this?

She began to remove things from the bag and spread them out. After Tony stripped himself and stood shivering naked and trembling, she handed him a pink razor and a can of sweet smelling shaving cream.

"If you do a good job," she said, "I'll find you something to cover up."

"Really? You're making him shave too?" asked Chase.

"I really hate seeing hairy legs under a skirt. I guess you've spoiled me," joked Kasie.

"You're both sick, you know," said Tony.

"Less talking and more shaving, bitch," said Kasie sternly.

The makeover was a complete success. Tony had been denuded and perfumed. The blonde wig matched his coloring perfectly, and Kasie had made Chase do Tony's makeup under her watchful eye with her phone snapping picture after picture. The skintight violet minidress that Tony now sported was quite sexy, showing plenty of leg, and accentuating the matching heels that were just a bit too tight and much too tall. In short, he was left feeling emasculated and helpless.

"Okay princess, this part is easy. We're going to watch you walk out to your friends. After that, you're on your own," said Kasie holding onto the frightened boy's clothes even as Chase took Tony's wallet and keys and threw them into a small matching purse.

"Can I please have my clothes back?" pleaded Tony.

"We got your address off your drivers license, we'll give them back to you," promised Kasie.

"You know my address?" asked Tony.

"Afraid so," replied Kasie. "Maybe we can be great friends. Now march."

Kasie took great joy in watching the feminized boy stumble back to his laughing friends. He wasn't passable like Chase in looks or in actions, but his feminization was definitely more thorough and better than any garden variety Halloween type drag attempt.

His friends were all full of questions about what happened to him, but he didn't dare even try to answer. Chase noticed the look of pure glee on Kasie's face as she watched Tony try to withstand the laughter and mockery of his friends.

"You really love this stuff," said Chase.

"Can I let you in on a little secret? Feminizing a guy to take Hayley's place was mostly my idea. I do love dressing up a guy, especially if he's resisting it."

"So I've got you to blame, eh?" asked Chase.

"I suppose so. I really didn't think they'd try it with somebody who was already twenty-one. I figured it'd be another eighteen year old."

"Well you got me, but I get the feeling that you won't be stopping there," said Chase.

"Probably not, I really do love it. I love the power, the feeling that the pretty little shoe is on the other foot, that look of humiliation you guys get. I can't see giving that up," replied Kasie.

"Well, enjoy your little victory you perv," teased Chase. "I need to take my books and go back to the dormitory."

"Thanks for your help," replied Chase. "I owe you one and you know I always pay my debts. I'll walk back with you."

After Chase finished checking out the books, he and Kasie began the short walk back towards the dormitory. They couldn't help but laugh at the sight of Tony stumbling across the campus accompanied by his friends. He would probably never live this experience down.

They were just cutting behind the cafeteria and right by the main parking lot when they heard somebody rushing towards them. They turned around just in time for a mist of pepper spray to hit them both in the face. They began to cough and struggle for air.

Even though his eyes were shut, Chase could feel a strong pair of hands cuff his wrists behind his back and haul him up over their shoulder like a sack of flower. His eyes still couldn't really focus as he felt himself being plopped roughly in the back of a truck. He had no idea what was going on, but he knew it couldn't be good.

The truck drove for about twenty minutes before stopping in a cheap motel parking lot. Shortly after Chase heard the engine turn off, he was hoisted out and carried into a motel room before being thrown onto one of the beds. Now the feminized young man could see his abductor. It was Rod Taylor. Looking up at his camouflage clad kidnapper, his muscles bulging out of his sleeveless shirt, Chase couldn't help but be intimidated.

"Look Rod, don't get yourself in trouble. It's not worth it," pleaded Chase.

"You're not worth it, but my job, my reputation, my life is," said Rod as Chase struggled with the cuffs.

"Dude, it's not a career. There are so many other things you could do that would actually pay you a living wage," said Chase. "Even a cashier at Walmart makes more."

"You think I'm all about money?" asked Rod.

"What? It's for the girls?"

"It's what I am," said Rod. "It's what I do."

"So what are you going to do with me?"

"Well, I've thought about it. Originally, I was going to turn you into the cops for infiltrating Whitcomb. Man, they'd throw the book at you. Not only is it deviant behavior, but a lot of these spoiled bitches are from important families."

"I guess that's true," said Chase.

"Yeah, but there is the matter of some lines I crossed with some of the girls. I can't see how I wouldn't just go down with you."

"It's not like you raped anybody. Girls like a guy in uniform. I don't think you'd get in trouble for a bit of romance."

"Cute," said Rod, "but we both know they'd put me away too."

"So what did you come up with?"

"Well, I couldn't kill you either."

"That's a relief," said Chase still trying to figure out how to get free of the cuffs.

"Well, it's not quite so good. You see, I figured the best would be to make it look like I was trying to take you in and you came at me with a knife, and then I stabbed you in self-defense," explained Rod.

"That seems a bit drastic, don't you think?"

"Not at all," said Rod. "In fact, there's no time like the present, right?"

"You're not even going to wait until dark? You are reckless."

"Actually, you make a good point. I'll wait til it gets dark so enjoy your last hours. I can put on the television if you like."

"If you want," said Chase. He had bought himself another five or so hours, but what good would it do him if nobody knew where he was? He was sure that Kasie and the other girls would attempt to find him, but they'd be looking for a needle in a haystack.

Time passed, but Chase was no closer to getting free. All he had managed to do was to chafe his wrists. He thought of yelling for help, but he thought talking to Rod was his best chance of delaying things and if Rod got angry he might gag him.

"Well it's getting pretty dark out," said Rod shortly before six o'clock. "I think it's about time we get this over with. If you're religious, you can pray on the bed or I can help you to your knees."

"I'd like you to help me to my knees, but not for praying," cooed Chase desperately.

"I don't understand what you're talking about," said Rod.

"I thought it would be obvious," replied Chase. "If I'm not long for this world, I'd like the last thing I do to be giving you the best blow job of your life."

"Bullshit," snapped Rod. "You're just going to try to get me to put my dick in your mouth and then you're going to bite down hard.  It won't work."

"I swear I won't do that," promised Chase. "Besides you owe me a last request, don't you?"

"Sorry, I can't risk it. Besides I like chicks not guys in dresses."

"If my clothes stay on, I know you can't tell. And besides, I presume you have a knife. If I bite you you can slit my throat right then and there, so you know I wouldn't try anything."

"Sorry, but I need to get this over with."

"What's another twenty minutes? We've waited this long. And when was the last time you had a talented mouth on that rod of yours, Rod?"

"I guess I can afford a few minutes and you are right. If you keep your clothes and makeup on, there's no way anybody could tell that you're not what you appear to be."

Rod helped Chase down to the floor and sat down on the bed himself, reaching for a large hunting knife that had been on the nightstand.

"Well, if you're offering a blow job as your final act, I'm not going to turn that down, but if this is a trick you'll regret it. You ever see somebody bleed out from a slit throat? It's painful as Hell."

"Have you seen it?" asked Chase looking up from his spot on the floor.

"I've seen a lot of things I wish I hadn't," said Rod grabbing the back of Chase's head and guiding it to his crotch.

Chase parted his lips and took Rod's cock between them. It was rock hard and Chase guessed that he was getting off on this power trip. He tasted kind of acrid and Chase decided that all men must taste at least a bit different, though Rod probably needed to wash down there a bit more regularly.

"Mmm," moaned Chase. Kelsey had taught him that guys like moaning.

"That's it, bitch, take it all in," demanded Rod.

Chase didn't want it over quickly. This degrading act was the only thing keeping him alive, so he used his tongue playfully on Rod's balls. He could hear him moaning, but he was sure he wasn't doing enough to make him cum.

"You have such a talented tongue for a faggot," moaned Rod.

Soon Rod was groaning and grunting and face fucking Chase who was gagging on man meat now and doing everything he could not to choke on it.  Finally, a tidal wave of cum reached the back of his throat. Chase did his best to swallow it all, but the overflow dribbled down his chin.

As Tony threw back his head in ecstasy, Jim threw himself through the motel door.  His shoulder connected with the wood and particle board of the door and sent it flying open. On the floor, Chase tried to ward off Rod's hunting knife and though he was slashed on his left elbow, he sustained no other wounds.

Chelsea charged through the broken door and aimed her shoulder right at Rod's solar plexus. He stumbled back from the blow into the dresser and fell forward onto his knees. She ran forward and with a full running start kicked him right in the face with enough power to make Matt Prater jealous. Rod flopped over landing on his side.

By now, Jim had recovered enough to hold him down while the other girls raced through the doorway.

"We'd better call 9-1-1," said Reina.

Kasie went over to the nightstand and grabbed the handcuff keys. She released Chase and he was finally able to breath a sigh of relief.

"This has to be the dumbest story that I've heard," scoffed Dean Charlotte Atkins. "You were worried about one of the security guards assaulting you, so you got a friend to go under cover by pretending to be you. That in itself is ridiculous without even mentioning that your friend was a twenty-two year old man."

Dean Atkins had a way of intimidating people. Even though she preferred pastel suits and always wore a strand of pearls, she was quite an imposing presence albeit she still looked pretty good for a woman of forty-five.

"Nevertheless, it's the truth ma'am," swore Hayley. "I'm just glad that Chase was willing to do it.  I hate to think what that maniac could have done to me."

"Why didn't you come to us earlier?" asked the Dean.

"Without any real evidence, I was afraid that I sounded paranoid," replied Hayley.

"Well there will have to be a very thorough investigation," said Dean Atkinson.

"Well of course I'd be willing to help," said Chase. "I do think it's important to look at how that security guard kept his job despite all the allegations made against him."

"Allegations?" asked the Dean.

"Well, I've talked to several of the girls here and it seems he was a pretty persistent problem.He had frequent trysts with students including underaged ones," explained Chase.

"You know, my dad has connections with the Washington Post. I bet they'd love this story," said Hayley.

"It does have a ring to it," replied Chase. "These rich families send their precious daughters to an elite private school not knowing that a sexual predator is lurking on the campus."

"I hardly think--," began the Dean.

"Of course, this could reflect badly on the school and its administration," interrupted Hayley.

"You know, I hadn't thought of that," frowned Chase. "I know you can't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs, but it hadn't occurred to me how embarrassing it could be for so many careers."

"I know what you're doing and it won't work," barked Dean Atkinson. "Whitcomb did nothing wrong and I don't for a moment believe the fairy tale you told the police."

"The nice thing about fairy tales is they have happy endings," replied Hayley.

"Fine, but if I see you on my campus again, I will be calling the police, Mr. Bettencourt," said Dean Atkinson. "Now get out of my office."

As Chase and Hayley left, Hayley turned to him saying, "That went much better than I ever thought it could."

"Well you got your old life back at least," replied Chase.

"And so do you," added Hayley.

"Yeah, I guess so."

"You don't seem so happy about it."

"Well, as much as I hated what you all did to me, my old life wasn't all that either."

"Did you really hate it?"

"I hated parts of it; in the beginning especially. I still haven't found a way to break up with Jim either."

"Why not just ghost him?"

"Nah, I'd hate if a girl ever did that to me."

Hayley stopped and hugged him. It took Chase by surprise, but he returned it warmly. "You know, you're not such a bad guy. I'm glad I got to know you at least a bit. Where to next?"

"I haven't decided, but Europe sounds like a good destination."

"The girls might not want to let you leave, you know," said Hayley.




EPILOGUE

Even as Chase struggled mightily to free his hands from the pantyhose that held them securely to the bed, he knew it was no use. Reina and Kelsey new exactly what they were doing when it came to tying up a man. Even though being spread eagle was less restrictive than being hogtied on the floor, he was still helpless to defy their whims.

Kelsey and Reina approached, sauntering in a sensual teasing way. They giggled watching his erection barely contained by the purple thong panties he was wearing. He strained to lean forward and to take in the two beautiful girls in their silky lingerie. It wasn't surprising given the last few months, but he was in lingerie as well. The girls had grown to find him very hot that way now.

The luxurious apartment he was now renting for $3,000 per month; a scandalous price in rural Wisconsin, wasn't the trip around the world he had envisioned, but it had its own fringe benefits. Just because he wasn't allowed on campus anymore didn't mean he never saw the girls; after all girlfriends share.

It was even kind of nice to get dressed up for them every now and then for a romp in the hay even though cross-dressing became more of a sometimes hobby since Chase left Whitcomb and let Haley have her old life back .

This experience as a private school girl was not something that Chase ever wanted, but it changed him for the better. It also provided him with his own private harem of sex starved girls. He still fooled around with Haley, Paige, and the others, but he always came back to Reina and Kelsey.

Breaking up with Jim wasn't easy and even though he had been through a lot, Chelsea was not about to let him just walk away from her friend without explanation. As much as Jim scared him, Chase didn't want to ghost him either. With Chelsea's help Chase was able to put Jim in the friend zone, although Chelsea let him know that if it was necessary for his Hayley to make a return appearance in order to keep the Jim happy, that's just what he would have to do.

Reina kissed Chase deeply while Kelsey began licking up and down the length of his shaft. This was not the year that Jim envisioned for himself, but who was he to complain?

THE END
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
il (e ) A1 5 {e):& when he calls a phone sex operator

KYLIE CABLE, with a story about an imaginary mis-
Y tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and
finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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| Now Have a Patreon Page

I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early

Oi‘reon releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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out of six of my most popu-
lar eBooks and | have three
more currently in production
and being recorded by
some of the best narrators
in the field.

Hearing a story brings it to
life in a new way and if you
already own the eBook,
Amazon will even cut the
price.

Look into Audible.com mem-
bership for a real bargain on
my audio collection.
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My Wife’s Best Friend

Dave is not the best husband in the
world. He expects his wife to wait on
him hand and foot despite a high
pressure job.

The funny thing is his wife Carrie
doesn't seem to be mind, but her
friends sure do. They decide to
stage a sort of intervention to try and
get Carie to start standing up for
herself.

Dave is just a big enough blow hard
to fallinto Carrie’s best friend
Angela's trap. Soon he finds himself
at the mercy of four attractive
women, one of whom happens to be
his wife.

If you're a fan of strong and aggres-
sive women then you're really going
to like this one.
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