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To me, being a cheerleader was better than being a Kardashian. Long before I picked up my first pom poms, I knew that I wanted to be a part of them. It was there that I wanted to belong.

To me being a cheerleader meant being a somebody in a school full of nobodies.  They wore the trendiest clothes, dated the cutest boys, and went to all the best parties. They did whatever they wanted. They never did homework or studied for tests, but somehow they didn't flunk out.  Everybody knew they smoked and hung out in the second floor girl's room, but nobody ever gave them a hard time.  No teacher ever came to bust them.

Trudi Campanella was the one who always ran the tryouts and the car washes. Her cousin Paula was the Captain of the cheer team. If Paula seemed oblivious to the finer points of chemistry or literature, it was because she could afford to be.

When I first made the squad my parents were thrilled. I wasn't exactly a pretty girl growing up, and my mom hoped that this would be my key to climbing the social ladder. My dad played high school football, and was thrilled to have an excuse to go to the high school games despite not having a son.

When my mom found out about Trudi and Paula, she was beside herself. I think it wasn't just my social ladder that she was concerned with.

I was the luckiest girl in the world; I could go anywhere and do anything.  On Fridays when we wore our cheerleading uniforms to school, people actually moved out of my way and if I accidentally bumped into them, they'd apologize--even the upperclassmen--but it wasn't too long before my mom and dad changed their mind about cheerleading.

Cheerleading was supposed to be an extra-curricular activity, but I was learning more from being part of the squad than I ever did from any of my classes. That's all I wanted to do. My parents could never understand, but I was a part of something. I belonged. I'd never give that up.

Every day, I'd learn more about how to handle boys, how to get what I wanted, and how to be popular.

My dad was not a happy man. He was one of those guys who seemed to peak in high school. From football star to mediocre insurance salesman, he had experienced the top,so now the middle felt like the pits.

Some days, my dad could be alright.  Unfortunately, when my first progress report came home and he saw my grades, it wasn't one of the good days.  He was home before cheerleading practice ended whenever business was terrible enough.  That was one of those days. 

He ambushed me as soon as I got in the door.  He had his sarcastic voice on and he was waving a paper in his right hand like a mad man.  "Wendy, I'm so glad you came home to see us. You want to explain this to me?"

"Explain what dad?"

"Your progress report came today and it's terrible. I knew you were slacking off and I warned you about this, but I never expected a progress report like this."

"I'll try harder dad," I replied. "I promise."

"Damn right you well.  For one thing, you're quitting cheerleading."

"Dad," I pleaded, "you can't make me do that."

"Just watch me. Look what your biology teacher says about you, Wendy frequently misses labs and never turns in assignments.  Do you think this is a joke?"

Mr. Wheeler was a new teacher fresh out of college and determined to make a name around the school as a tough guy. He never backed down, and never made exceptions. I had no doubt that he had given a lot of students failing grades, but I also knew few of them probably did as poorly as my thirty-seven percent.

"Tomorrow you're quitting cheerleading.  If your grades improve and you start passing your biology class, you can see if they'll take you back," insisted my dad, trying to sound reasonable.

"You're such a fuck up," I spat.

"You will not talk to me that way in my house!" he roared, but I was already climbing the stairs to my room. I slammed the door shut behind me.

The next day, at my father's insistence, I met Paula and Trudi before cheerleading practice.

"Hey, why aren't you changed yet?" asked Trudi.

"I'm out," I replied. "My dad saw my biology grade and he flipped out. He's making me quit cheerleading. I left my uniform in the locker room."

"You can't quit," said Paula. "You're our best flier. We don't have a chance in any of the competitions without you."

"I'm sorry," I said. "I really am, but my dad is making me."

"It's over your biology grade?" asked Trudi. "Who do you have for that."

"It's Mr. Andrews," I replied. "He's a real hard case."

"I know him," said Trudi. "He's new. He hasn't learned how things work around here."

"I'm really sorry," I said.

"Paula, I'm going to take Wendy, Jill, and Megan with me to the biology lab. I'll be back for the second half of practice," said Trudi.

"Do what you've got to," said Paula.

"Wait!" I exclaimed. "You're not going to talk to Mr. Andrews, are you?"

"You'll see," was all that Trudi said.

I almost felt sorry for Andrews.  He was sitting at his desk grading papers when we entered the room. Trudi told me to be look out so I hung back.  I knew it was a foolish thing to do, but somehow I trusted Trudi. Andrews was surprised to see four cheerleaders, three of them in full uniform, enter his classroom.

"Can I help you?" he asked looking up from his desk.

"We came to see you Mr. Andrews," said Trudi straddling up to his desk.

"I'm rather busy with this grading," he replied sternly. "I'd appreciate it if you made this quick."

"Well teach," said Trudi, "I was hoping I could get some tutoring."

"I don't even know who most of you girls are," said Andrews.

"Well, we need to change that," cooed Trudi as she removed his glasses from his face and placed them on the desk.

"Miss, I need those," complained Andrews, but Trudi picked them up and clipped them onto the inside of her cheerleading sweater. Even though she had a blouse on underneath, Andrews was too uncomfortable to reach that close to her breasts. She loosened his tie and took it off despite his feeble protests.

"Just relax teach," purred Trudi.

"Now look here young lady, this has gone far enough," complained Andrews.

He was cut off by Megan suddenly jumping on his lap. She was a very attractive brunette with large breasts that were now perilously close to the teacher's face.

"Hiya Mr. Andrews," she said unbuckling his belt and sliding it off his belt loops.

"Get off me this minute young---," he began only to be cut off by Jill putting her hand over his mouth. With Andrews distracted, Megan began to wrap the poor teacher's belt around his right wrist and the arm of the chair, while Trudi tied his left wrist to the other arm with his necktie.  Soon, he was effectively bound and gagged.  Trudi and Megan ripped open his shirt, while Jill kept his mouth well covered so he couldn't call for help.

"Hey wakeup Wendy," called Trudi. "Get some pictures."

"Oh, I'm sorry," I replied still dazed at this brazen assault on my biology teacher.  As I was pulling out my phone Wendy and Trudi repositioned themselves so that their cheerleading skirts concealed the bonds from view. Even Jill repositioned her hands so it looked more like she was giving him a teasing embrace rather than a hand gag.

After I snapped a couple of pictures, Jill finally uncovered his mouth and he tried to reassert his control, but it was far too late for that. 

"Untie me right now," demanded Andrews. "You are in a lot of trouble."

Trudi's response was just to slap him hard across the face. "Are you done yet?  You wine like a little bitch."

"Wh-what do you want?" asked Mr. Andrews.

"You know who that is?" asked Trudi motioning to me.

"Yes, that's Miss Hull.  She's in my freshman biology class," he said.

"That's right teach," said Megan, "and she's now your best student."

"What?" he said looking genuinely frightened.

"If you don't want those pictures finding their way to the school board, you're going to change her grade to an A," said Trudi. "In fact, you're going to call her parents in an hour and apologize for the horrible mistake you made on her progress report. Do you understand?"

"My grading is meticulous.  I don't change grades," he said.

"You don't for any of the other students.  For Wendy, you'll make an exception.  Do you understand? Those pictures aren't going away so tell me right now you understand, you little bitch, or you're fucking done here."

"Yes, I'll change her grade."

"And you'll call her parents too," demanded Megan.

"Of course," he said. "Now please untie me before somebody sees us."

And just like that my grade was changed and my dad allowed me to stay on cheerleading.  Look, we didn't want to fuck with this schmuck and his $35,000 a year job, but that was just the order of things. He taught me about the food chain, well he was a little fish, I was a big fish now, and Trudi, well Trudi was a shark.

Grade your papers, but if you don't want us to fuck with you, you better not fuck with us.  How could I ever go back to being a nobody after that? I was a cheerleader and I knew I would be until I graduated.

After feeling lonely and left out in junior high, high school was a glorious time full of awesome parties and we cheerleaders ran the place.  It was at one of these parties that I first met Jenny Connelly.  She was only a sophomore, but she was already a legend.  She dated college guys and everybody wanted her at their party. 

She had an army of older guys waiting to buy her beer or whatever else she needed, and she always shared with us. No guy was going to impress her buying some cheap domestic beer. Half the time, he'd be leaving the store not with a six pack, but with a keg. 

It was at Paula's beginning of the year bash where Trudi first introduced us. Handing me a red cup full of Blue Moon, she said, "I'd like you to meet our newest cheerleader. Wendy is a great flier and she's going to be a great fit."

"Hey," smiled Jenny. "We always need new blood. Good to meet you."

"You too Jenny," I said bashfully. "I just want to help out where I can."

"Heh, I like her," said Jenny. "Stick with me kid."

Jenny was one of the most feared cheerleaders in the school.  One word or sideways glance from her would send your social status dropping, and it might never be salvageable after that. She liked all the perks that came with her status, but what she really loved was emasculating guys. 

I know that she would flirt with a guy just to get him to finally and publicly ask her out so that she could laugh at him and make him feel like shit.  You'd see even the toughest guys going home with tears streaming down their faces while she laughed about it with her friends. 

If she could get a guy alone with a couple of her friends, that guy was going to get a makeover, and she might not stop with makeup. I never got tired of seeing guys at cheerleader practice begging for nail polish remover or wanting their clothes back so they could take off the dress she had made them wear. 

Dressing guys up was sort of a team hobby back then.  We loved sharing photos with each other of the guys we humiliated. It didn't matter how we did it. Some guys could be seduced into it, while others might require blackmail, but some we'd have to gang up on and just make them do it. It was all good. 

I can still remember the first time that I dressed a guy up.  It wasn't until my sophomore year. We had a system for dating.  We got regular boyfriends and Saturday night usually found us with them.  My boyfriend was a really cute boy in my class named Aiden.  He was kind of a pretty boy type barely taller than my own 5'6" height with a baby face and deep blue eyes.  We started dating the summer after freshman year and just kind of clicked. If you were a cheerleader it was expected that you had a boyfriend.  All these guys were throwing themselves at you so you just picked the one you liked. 

On Friday night though, we left the boyfriends at home and went out with our trophies. To be a trophy, a guy had to be older, drive a nice car, have money, and happily shower us with it.  These guys could be kind of conceited, but we went to the best concerts, nicest restaurants, and best shops, all on their dime.  One rule was that the trophy could not go to our school because of problems with boyfriends and trophies meeting each other.  My trophy was a guy named Jack who was two years older than me, six feet tall, very generous, and not very bright.

Everything was fine until Aiden found out about Jack.  He was possessive and felt betrayed that I had this whole other relationship that he knew nothing about.  He very publicly broke up with me at one of Trudi's parties, and he started calling me a slut.  Then he started telling everybody in the school that would listen that all the cheerleaders were sluts.

One day, Trudi, Paula, and Jenny cornered me in the girl's bathroom. Paula spoke first, "I know that Aiden broke up with you, how are you doing?"

"It still stings a bit," I replied. "He was my first real boyfriend, you know?"

"Yeah, that sucks," said Jenny. "I still remember my first."

"You know he's been talking shit about you and all of us to anybody who will listen," said Trudi.

"I know," I replied. "I'm sorry about that.  When he found out about Jack, he got pissed."

"I hate possessive guys," said Jenny.

"You know, we've got to do something about him," said Paula.

"What do you mean by do something?" I asked.

"Well, if we let one guy talk shit about us, before you know it everybody is," said Paula. "We've worked too hard to have some needy guy ruin everything for us."

"I see what you mean," I said.

"You don't have to hurt him or anything, but maybe you and Jenny can have a talk with him.  Take my little sister Tammy with you, and get a few pictures just to convince him that it's in his best interest to stay on our good side," said Trudi.

"You'll be fine," assured Paula. "Jenny is kind of a pro at this."

Now I should tell you about Tammy.  She was only a freshman, but she was the same age I was because she got held back a year in third grade.  It wasn't that she was dumb, but she was wild. She had a short temper and a big mouth.  She liked to fight and fight dirty, which was kind of surprising because to look at her, she didn't look the type.  She was a petite Italian girl who reminded me of Vinnie's girlfriend in My Cousin Vinnie. The role played by Marisa Tomei.

Jenny had done this to so many guys that she had everything set up for me.  I'd sweet talk him into going into the second floor girl's bathroom where not many people go. Once he was in there with me, we'd make him over to teach him a lesson before adding his feminized picture to our collection.

I remember from history class that some general said something about plans not always surviving contact with the enemy.  When we got let out for dismissal one Tuesday afternoon, Jenny was already setting up in the bathroom while I waited at Aiden's locker for him to show up.

"What do you want?" he asked not exactly thrilled to see me.

"We need to talk," I said.

"I don't think I have anything to say to you, slut," he spat. This was pissing me off as I'd never slept with him or Jack. I was hardly a slut.

"I deserve that," I lied, "but I made a terrible mistake and I'd like to set it right, even if you don't want to take me back."

"So you admit you're a slut then?" he asked.

"Yeah," I replied. "I guess I was."

"So what do you want to talk about?" he asked.

"It's kind of private," I said looking over my shoulders at all the kids streaming past us to go to their lockers.

"So what then?"

"I know where we can go," I said and began leading him to the bathroom where Jenny was waiting. Tammy did a great job of staying back quietly so he didn't even notice that she was tailing us.

"Where are we going?" asked Aiden after we took the stairs up to the second level.

"Just a bit further," I replied leading him the rest of the way. "There we are."

"The girl's bathroom?" He asked skeptically.

"Yeah, nobody ever uses it," I said. "Especially, not after school."

We both looked around cautiously and then stepped inside.  I made sure he stepped in first because I wanted to be behind him.  He hadn't been the least bit suspicious, but then he saw Jenny in the bathroom spreading out makeup on the sink.  A red dress hung on the first stall door.

"Oh fuck," he said and turned to leave. He took two quick steps towards the door before Tammy kicked it open sending the door flying right into him.  The door hit him right in the forehead hard enough to knock him off his feet.  Jenny and I quickly pinned him to the ground as Tammy entered the room.

"Good timing," said Jenny.

"I got lucky that he was the one who opened the door," said Tammy.

"Why are you doing this?" asked Aiden as we turned him over on his stomach.  The girls both looked at me.

"You thought you could get away with calling me a slut?  With calling all the cheerleaders sluts?" I asked angrily while Tammy zip-tied his wrists and ankles together.

"Hey Tammy, how are we going to take the clothes on him if he's all tied up?" asked Jenny.

"Not a problem," replied Tammy.  I hadn't known this, but she was in the practice of carrying a Swiss army knife around with her.  The knife had a three inch blade, which she proceeded to run straight up his pant leg. "You might want to hold very still so I don't cut anything you might miss."

"Why are you doing this Wendy?" he asked. "Don't do this."

Jenny slapped him in the cheek warning him, "Close your mouth, and take it like a man or I'm just going to gag you."

I don't know why, maybe I'm meaner than I like to think I am, but seeing him sniveling like a little bitch as his clothes were being cut away was hysterical to me.  I started laughing.  I just couldn't help myself.  I saw him looking up at me with a mix of fear and contempt, and even though I had really liked him, it just made me laugh.

Jenny looked up at me from her position on the floor and I think we bonded at that very moment.  She loved that I was laughing at my ex-boyfriend's torment. "Get down here," she said. "We need to get him shaved."

Getting a boy shaved against his will isn't easy, but hey nothing worthwhile ever is.  The way Jenny put it made a lot of sense.  We didn't want to cut him, but he really didn't want to be cut so we'd be careful, but the boy had better be even more careful if he didn't want to be cut to Hell. It usually didn't take too long for guys to see things her way.

Once we had him shaved smoother than any one of us, we put lotion on him.  Jenny really loved to use Victoria's Secret Pure Seduction on guys. It was strong, long lasting, and fruity.  Even after the guy took a shower, he'd still smell of the stuff and it would be very noticeable.

"Do we do the dress or makeup first?" I asked.

"We're going to have to untie him to dress him," replied Jenny. "Let's paint his face before we worry about that."

"Why are you doing this to me Wendy? I thought you cared about me,"whimpered Aiden with big puppy dog eyes.

"Sorry Aiden, you went too far," I said coldly. "If you were badmouthing me, I wouldn't have cared that much, but you were trashing the whole squad. You didn't leave us a choice."

"Now get up you sniveling little pansy," demanded Tammy hauling him up by the collar and shoving him down roughly into a sitting position. "Next time, we really should wheel one of the teacher's chairs in here.  It'd make this a lot easier."

"Why don't you do the honors on the makeup," said Jenny. "We can paint his fingers and toes."

"How the Hell are we supposed to paint his fingers with his hands tied behind behind his back?" asked Tammy.

"It's not that hard," said Jenny. "He can spread his fingers out behind his back too.  You just worry about his toes."

So the three of us went to work just like a Detroit auto assembly line. I'd looked in his eyes so often when we were dating, now I was determined to make them pop.

"That's real good," said Tammy looking up from his feet to observe my handiwork. "Don't forget though, we definitely want it on the slutty side."

"Yeah, I've got some candy apple red lipstick the same shade as that nail polish and I'm really going to overdo the blush and the mascara."

"Perfect," said Jenny. "You know what's fun is false eyelashes and Super Glue."

"I should have thought of that," I replied. "We'll just have to make do with the mascara."

Now the object of what we were doing was never to make the sap look passable. Some of these guys like Aiden were going to look pretty close to female with just some eye liner and blush, but some guys could never pull it off. The object was to make it a bitch to remove and to make sure whoever saw him like that would wonder if maybethe guy wanted it. When I was done with Aiden he definitely looked good.

"Great work," said Jenny. "That's one of the best I've ever seen."

"He couldn't have been too much of a man to begin with," taunted Tammy

"Can I go now?" he asked pleadingly.

"Oh princess, we've got a long way to go," mocked Tammy. "We got a wig for Cinderella here?"

"I got something better," I replied. "Since I knew his hair shade, I got extensions."

"That'll take longer," replied Jenny.

"Yeah Jenny, but we're not in a hurry and we can make it a bitch to take them out."

"No," gasped Aiden.

"Shut up you wuss," snapped Tammy. "Nobody asked your opinion."

"Let's get it done quick.  We've got a lot to do," said Jenny.

And just like that, Aiden was taking shape. Tammy took control of the extensions and whipped up an updo suitable for prom season. And just like that my ex-boyfriend had was bound and naked before me smooth as a baby, fingers and toes painted, heavily made up face and feminine hairstyle.

"You got an outfit for him?" asked Jenny.

"I didn't know if I should find a dress or lingerie so I brought both," I replied.

"I like the lingerie to be more of a bonus, like people seeing his bra strap and discovering it rather than just putting him in a teddy," said Jenny.

I was beginning to wonder just how much experience she had with this.

"So do we just cut him loose to dress him?" I asked.  Tammy looked at me like I just asked what year the War of 1812 was fought.

"Cut his ankles free and put on his pantyhose and panties," said Tammy. "Then retie his ankles and put the dress and bra on.  That way he's always at least partially helpless and a partially helpless sissy who tries to make a run for it, is going to hurt himself bad."

"That's smart," I said talking a scissors and cutting through the zip-tie holding his ankles. Soon I had him dressed in a pair of sheer hose, black ankle strap heels that I was able to lock in place with a couple of small jewelry box size padlocks, and of course black lace panties. I think he accepted the panties out of humiliation at being naked in front of us.

Jenny retied his ankles and I put a very sultry short red satiny dress on him. I went shopping at a lot of local consignment shops before I found just the right one and it only cost $10. A fully padded bra placed underneath gave him an acceptable figure.

As I zipped him up, he pleaded with me, "Don't do this Wendy," but what was I going to do?  He was the one who could have stopped things by keeping his mouth shut. Tammy came over and sprayed him heavily with a very strong perfume and we declared our job finished. 

When I cut the ties on his ankles, I think that Aiden got his hopes up.  "We're almost done," I said. "I need you to pose for some pictures though."

"Please," he begged. "I can't."

"You fucking can, asshole," said Tammy who grabbed him by the balls and pulled him over against the wall before roughly putting him in the pose she wanted for Jenny's camera.  He had no choice but to comply, and Jenny began snapping away.  We made him run his fingers through his hair, pretend to adjust his stocking, and blow kisses at the camera--all the good stuff.

"Now can I go?" he asked seeing Jenny put the phone away.

"Yeah," said Jenny. "Let's get you out of here.  You know you'll have to wear what you've got on, right?"

"Yeah, I figured when you cut my clothes off me," he said. "That really kind of sucked, you know."

"Oh yeah, we really feel bad about it," said Tammy trying to hide the sarcasm.

"After tonight we'll be even," I said. "That's the main thing."

"You promise?" he asked.

"Oh yeah, this squares you up," said Jenny as she opened the bathroom door and led Aiden out.  We followed behind.  Tammy motioned for me to keep a sharp eye on him, but there was no way that he could make a run for it with those heels locked on his feet.

"Where are we going?" asked Aiden.

"We're like the last students here I think," said Jenny. "We probably should stay together. We're just heading out to the parking lot,  Do you need a ride?"

"Actually, I would really prefer not having people see me dressed like this."

"You've got nothing to worry about," said Tammy. "You look great and even if somebody saw you they'd never recognize you or guess that you're a guy."

The girls locker room was coming up on our left hand side, but Aiden had no idea that was our destination.

"You're walking pretty good in those heels, Aiden," I said.

"Yeah?" he replied. "Do you suppose you could take the locks off?"

"Sure," I replied, but two seconds later Jenny motioned back to Tammy and I and the three of us hustled him into the girls locker room.  Unsteady on his feet, he had no chance to resist us.  Before he could fight back, Tammy had wrenched his hands behind his back and Jenny was securing them. We wanted him more bound up this time so we used clothesline. 

While my friends were making sure he wouldn't go anywhere, I was stuffing his own underwear into his mouth and using rags salvaged from the t-shirt Tammy cut off him to make a very effective gag. Doing his gag required that I look right into his eyes and the look of betrayal that he had was priceless. '"

"This is what you get when you mess with the cheerleaders," I told him. "Maybe you might want to think about that while you're waiting for the girls basketball team to get back."

We not only tied him up, but we secured him to the shower as well. We stopped to admire our handiwork and take a few more pictures. He was despondent. We knew how to tie somebody up so that he stayed tied. He knew he wouldn't get out until somebody let him out.

"Have fun bitch," taunted Tammy and with that we were gone. We high fived each other giggling as we rushed out to the parking lot.

We told Paula everything went off without a hitch and as far as we know, it did. Unfortunately, it all went sideways. Aiden was stuck in the girls locker room for about four hours just as we planned. When the girls returned they teased and humiliated Aiden just as expected. Unfortunately, they didn't bother to let him go as we assumed they would. Instead a janitor stumbled upon him after the basketball team had left.  He was stuck there for almost six hours and now it was a federal case.

Now when something disastrous like the locker room incident happens, there's no way around it.  The school board is going to want answers and they're going to come down on the principal.  Somebody is going down.

I knew that somebody had to be me. If my actions were framed as that of a young girl with a broken heart and not some cheerleader revenge squad stuff, it was much more sympathetic. 

Instead of going to the dean or the principal, I went and talked to Ms. Fowler who was the my guidance councilor. You see, it's all in how you frame these things. For Ms. Fowler I played the distraught ex-girlfriend who got carried away. I'd come to high school with a near flawless discipline record so if my grades had dropped or I was getting in trouble, Ms. Fowler was all to ready to dismiss it as signs of a bad relationship.

When Ms. Fowler talked to the principal about what had happened, it was almost like having a defense attorney. The principal leaned on me to give up my accomplices.  After all, he figured that there was no way a girl my size could have done everything we did to Aiden without help, but I was determined to take sole responsibility. Fingering Jenny and Tammy wouldn't have made them go any easier on me, and would just get my friends in trouble too.

Instead of getting suspended or even expelled, I got handed two weeks of after school detention. That was fifteen hours of my life I would never get back, but even detention was different for cheerleaders. If I wanted to check my messages on my cellphone or fix my makeup, none of the detention monitors even batted an eye. If they had an errand to run, they'd send me. If they had something they wanted graded, they'd ask me.  That meant excellent grades for the rest of the squad. All the regular saps in the classroom would have to work silently on their homework and God help them if it looked like they didn't have enough to do.

On the Friday of my second week of detention, I stepped out in the hallway to the applause of the entire cheerleading squad. They had all turned out with cake and balloons.

"I just want you to know," said Paula, "that sisterhood isn't just an empty phrase we toss around.  These past two weeks you've proved yourself to be a sister.  You had our back and we'll have yours."

"You did good," said Tammy hugging me. "I'm proud of you."

Jenny just smiled broadly and gave me a hug. I was now considered a cheerleader in every sense of the word.

I never had to worry about dating a loser like Aiden again. As one of the popular cheerleaders I was an important commodity and that meant never having to worry about finding a guy to take us out. We held all the cards. You have to work Saturday and can't take me out? Go fuck yourself, I'll find somebody else. You don't have enough money to buy me the designer shoes I wanted? Go fuck yourself, I'll find somebody else. You're going to complain about me blowing off our date to hang out with my girlfriends? Go fuck yourself. I'll do what I want.

Guys just became something to be managed and a lot of guys resented that. Then one guy almost messed everything up. Dan Maddox was a nerd, but he was a cute and charming nerd. He was hard to figure out because he was one of the more popular kids in eighth grade, but then he hung with the least popular crowd in all of high school. Jenny had a crush on him since fifth grade and by the time they were in high school, she wanted him something fierce. The problem was that he had no interest in the popular crowd.  He went out with Jennifer a few times, but then just gave her the whole "let's be friends speech" because he decided that they just didn't have enough in common.

Jenny was incensed because she'd never had a guy turn her down before. She tried to trash his reputation by constantly reminding everybody what a nerd he was, but nobody really seemed to care.  She wanted revenge and wanted it bad.

Now Dan's younger sister Katie was in my class and she really wanted to put one over on her brother. He had a 4.0 GPA, while she struggled to stay motivated in most of her classes. She was always getting in trouble for missing curfew or some other minor indiscretion while he never got in trouble.  Katie wanted to take him down badly.

"If you really want to take him down, I bet Jenny would love to talk about it with you," I said. "She's got a real hurt on for him."

"She doesn't want to hurt him, does she?" asked Katie concerned.

"No, she wants to take him down a peg. It sounds like you both want the same thing."

"You might be right," said Katie. "You know my parents are going away next weekend. Maybe we could do something then."

"I'll talk to Jenny. If this is something that she'd be interested in, you can pretty much guarantee the whole cheerleading squad will help you two."

So I talked to Jenny about it and arranged for Katie to get an invitation to Paula's party that Friday.  It was a total blowout. Her parents were out, but they had left us a totally stocked bar as long as Paula promised that nobody drove drunk. It's not like some of the dates weren't old enough to buy alcohol anyway. When I saw Katie enter, I steered her right over to Jenny.

"Hi Jenny," I said. "This is Katie Maddox. She's Dan's sister."

"Hi Katie," replied Jenny. "Wendy was telling me that we have a common enemy."

"Well, I wouldn't call him my enemy, but let's just say I'd really love to see my brother taken down and humiliated."

"You want humiliation, I do humiliation," said Jenny, "but what exactly are you bringing to the table?"

"I know when our parents are going to be out and I can arrange to let you in the house," offered Katie.

"Interesting, will he be alone?"

"Probably not, he'll have his dorky friends over. Is that going to be a problem?"

"I think I can arrange backup if need be. We have an awfully big squad. What will they be doing?"

"Oh God," replied Katie. "If I know my brother, they'll be playing that stupid Dungeons and Dragons."

"Excellent. Do you think you could slip something in their drinks?"

"You mean drug them?"

"Yeah, if they were asleep, it'd be easier to work with them."

"Nothing permanent, right?"

"Yeah, just something to knock them out," said Jenny. "I don't want anything to be permanent, but the humiliation."

"Then I'm down with it. You tell me how to drug them and I'll do it."

"When's the big night?"

"Next Saturday my parents will be gone all night."

"Perfect, let's do some shots and toast to humiliation."

What Jenny did next was so God dammed brilliant. She put together a group of girls to help her pull off what would be the most memorable feminization in school history. Getting five guys at once would make what we did to Aiden look like junior high stuff.

Tammy and Megan would be responsible for dealing with any of the guys who might not have taken the drugs that were going to be planted into their food and drink. They'd also help pose guys and restrain them afterwards. Dee and Lisa were going to be in charge of makeup, while Josie did hair on the guys with long hair or wigs on the ones with short hair. Amy would do the nails and all of the girls would bring clothes for the dress up part. Finally, Jenny herself would take the pictures.

The plan went off without a hitch.  I had some doubts about the drugging aspect.  Not only because expecting them to consume the same amount of Rohypnol at the exact same time seemed like a long shot to me, especially as Katie had never used the stuff before as far as I knew. 

Some of the cheerleaders were familiar with it, but it was new to me too. When we had wanted to play dress up, we just made sure that we had enough girls to overpower the sap.  Zip-ties, rope, or even pantyhose would assure that they weren't going to be running away from us until we were finished. However, with this many guys, physical force, and bondage had too many limitations.

Before leaving the party, she had spiked drinks, made doctored ice cubes, and even sprinkled some on their flaming hot Doritos. Then Katie left the house around 7:30.

We waited a half hour before we showed up at eight. Katie had left the back door unlocked for us so we didn't need a key or anything. When we got there, we saw four seniors that even the oldest girls on the cheerleading squad didn't really know who they were along with Dan.

"These guys are so scrawny, our things might be too big on them," said Tammy.

"Let's get started, I don't want anybody seeing us in here," said Jenny.

I think we all underestimated just how difficult it would be for us to move, dress, and makeup a half dozen unconscious males.

Quickly the boys were stripped and moved into the center of the living room. We started by lathering up and shaving Dan since he was the main target and if anything went wrong; we wanted to make sure he got his. I'm sure it was quite a sight to see six girls shaving one unconscious boy, but like any good assembly line, everybody had to be shaved before they could be dressed.

Once Dan was hairless, we went to work shaving another boy, while Amy peeled off to paint Dan's finger and toe nails. The other boys would get polish too, but Dan also got super glued fake nails and floral nail art on both fingers and toes. 

After Dan's toes were dry, Dee got down on the floor and did the unconscious boy's makeup. Every boy was given thick lashes thanks to volumizing mascara, but Dan got big false eye lashes that were going to be a real pain to remove. Of course he got bright red ruby lips and shimmery blue eye shadow as well.

Dan's auburn hair was naturally long so with my help, Josie gave him a chin length bob.

Even when it was time to dress Dan, he got special treatment.  In addition to an expensive black lace bra and panty set, he was put into a short black sheath dress, black fishnets, and a pair of thigh high black leather boots with six inch heels.

The final touch was a hot glue gun which went over the zippers of the dress and boots making them quite difficult to remove.

After they were dressed and made up, I have to admit that a few of the boys were real dogs, but two or three were actually kind of cute and Dan looked like he could be a professional female impersonator. He was a bit too overdone to pass, but a bit underdone for a drag queen look.

Posing the guys was hard work.  Jenny seemed to be prepared for it though. She had brought with some wires that could be used to hold a guy in a lewd position and then be easily erased with a bit of Photoshop. That's how we were able to pose Dan in sixty-nine position and make it look like he was giving another friend a hand job. We took about fifty photos of the guys doing very naughty things together and Dan was in more than half of them.

The final thing we did was cruel even for us.  We put each boy back at their game table and zip tied their ankles to the chair legs. Then we took clothes line and tied their waists to the chair back to make sure they wouldn't fall out.  The final touch was to zip each guy's wrist to the dick and balls of the guys on each side of him.  If one of the boys frantically tried to pull lose, he'd hurt his friend and when somebody finally cut them all loose, they'd have to be very careful.

We left there reveling in the glory of what we had done. The humiliating pictures we had taken were going to be hard to live down. Unfortunately, what we did was also the most illegal thing we had ever done.

After we were finished, we all met up at a party at Paula's. Jenny took great delight in forwarding the pictures to Paula. Everybody was euphoric over how well the evening's activities had gone, but Jenny warned us in the strictest terms not to let anybody see the pictures just yet.

It was hard to say when somebody would walk in on our handiwork. I'm sure that Katie would be back home before her parents got there, but what we had just done would have all sorts of people asking questions. They would probably suspect Jenny, but since they never saw her, they really couldn't prove it.

The problem was those pictures were explosive. Jenny's plan was to sit on them at least a couple of months and then slowly release them in a way that couldn't be traced back to the cheerleaders.

Making matters worse, feminizing guys had gotten to be our thing. The competition, the trading pictures of all of it, and even the part of Jenny that wanted to shout from the rooftops that she had been responsible for what had happened to Dan and his friends. She wanted everybody to know that you didn't mess with her or this could happen to you. She wanted guys to fear her, other girls to be in awe of her, and the adults to think she was completely innocent. The truth is, she couldn't get all three of those things at the same time.

The real troubles began only a few days later when the pictures began getting out there.  Amy had foolishly posted a picture of two of the boys posed to appear to be making out to her Facebook page.  Then Josie got caught showing the pictures around on her phone by Trudi. It would only take one slip up to bring the whole thing crashing down and Jenny knew that.

Then there was Katie. The whole caper wouldn't have gone off without her part in drugging the boys and leaving the door open, but somehow she mistook their common cause of humiliating her brother as some kind of friendship with Jenny. She was getting to be a problem.

Katie had managed to track down Jenny and with a voice that sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard to Jenny, "Hey Jen, is there a party going on this weekend?"

"I think there's something going on at Megan's place, but it's cheerleaders only," said Jennifer.

"That sucks."

"Sorry," said Jennifer.

"We should get together and do something fun," suggested Katie.

"Yeah sure, we'll do something soon."

"When?" asked Katie. "How about Friday?"

"Tell you what, I'll call you."

This sort of thing kept happening everyday. Katie would try to weasel her way into an invite to something or another, but inevitably Jenny would be non-committal and about as easy to nail down as snow. Katie even started bothering me about it.

"I get the feeling that Jenny's blowing me off now that she got her revenge on my brother," complained Katie one day when she was sitting across from me at study hall.

"Oh?" I replied in nonchalant manner.

"Yeah, what gives?"

"I don't know," I said. "What do you want her to do?"

"Just hang out," she said. "You know, friend stuff."

"Tell you what, I'll talk to her.  Maybe you can pull back a little and not stalk her so much."

"I don't stalk her," denied Katie.

"Just give her some space," I said.

I tried to keep Katie away from Jenny, but that was a losing battle. It finally came to a head the next week in the cafeteria when Katie tried to sit at the cheerleader table and Jenny was already having a bad day.

"Wow! I just had the worst English test," said Katie tossing her tray on the table and knocking some of her carrots bounding off of her tray.

"What do you think you're doing?" asked Jenny.

"Pardon me?"

"I said, what the Hell do you think you're doing, Katie," replied Jenny a bit louder getting the attention of nearby cafeteria tables.

"I was just sitting down to lunch," stammered Katie.

"What do you think you're doing?" replied Jenny angrily.

"I-I don't understand."

"This is the cheerleader table and you're not a cheerleader, so get the Hell out," demanded Jenny.

"I don't understand," replied Katie. She sounded hurt, but it really was none of my business. I'd tried to tell her.

"Get the fuck out of here!" shouted Jenny throwing Katie's basket of carrots right at her. A few carrots became stuck in her hair.  She looked so pathetic standing there feeling betrayed. She turned tail and sprinted to the bathroom with the laughter of nearby cafeteria tables behind her.  Nobody was laughing harder than we were. Mr. Andrews looked over at us as if he wanted to tell us to pick up the carrots, but he didn't dare do even that.

Katie was embarrassed and humiliated.  After that incident she kept her distance from Jenny and wouldn't even talk to me anymore.  It was just as well. She wasn't a cheerleader and she'd never understand our lives. We were like celebrities in the school and people talked about us and our relationships in the same hushed tones that were usually reserved for Kardashians.

After Jenny cut Katie loose, she decided it was time to cut as many links between herself and Dan's feminization as she could.  Fortunately, it had nothing to do with me.  I gave her the tip and helped her dress the nerds, but I had been discrete.  I never even really updated my social media. I wasn't about to post pictures. Jenny and Tammy paid a visit to Amy and let her know she was off the cheerleading team.  I never got the full details, but in school the next day Amy had a real nasty black eye and busted lip.

Josie got kicked off the team when she got busted for plagiarizing a paper in Mr. Andrews' class even though she swore that she had turned in another paper.  Even Dee's parents made her quit the team after they found out about some of her extra curricular activities when some pictures of her and her boyfriend accidentally got forwarded from her phone to theirs.  Jenny was distancing herself from Dan's feminization as quickly as she could.  The problem was, those girls still had the pictures, and knowledge of what happened. At any moment, they could go to the principal. I hoped Jenny had that part figured out too.

I never saw Jenny as happy as she was that summer.  It wasn't just the time she could spend at the beach, but the heat about what happened to Dan and his friends had finally started to die down.  The thing that made Jen so happy that morning though, was that was the morning that Tammy was going to cheerleader camp. Jenny was so excited; you'd think she was the one going to camp. She probably called Tammy four times that morning.

We were eating breakfast at McDonalds, well Jenny was. I never liked eating breakfast, but I had a coffee and killed time with her laughing at all the old people meeting in the McDonalds for their big morning get together. As soon as Tammy got to camp, she was supposed to text and let Jenny know all about it so we were there waiting like a bunch of losers for the word.

Every guy in the school except a few freaks like Dan Maddox would give his eye teeth to date a cheerleader, but Jenny and I could never go to cheerleading camp.  We were sexy, but that was as much attitude and how we carried ourselves as anything. We weren't classically beautiful. 

I'd grown since freshman year, but I was still too short and Jenny had curves that guys loved, but cheerleading coaches secretly despised. Tammy though was flawless. She was crazy and you sure didn't want to feel the brunt of her temper, but she looked like she stepped right out of a cheerleading movie.

Going to cheerleading camp was like the highest honor they could give you. It meant you would be among the small group they picked the captain from.  You were one of the leaders of the squad and nobody could mess with you. It also meant that you could mess with anybody just as long as they weren't also invited to camp. That's when you really ran the school. As far as Jenny was concerned, with Tammy going to camp, it was like we were all going to camp.

Jenny picked up her phone and called Tammy, but it went straight to voice mail.  This wasn't that odd, but when it happened two more times, she decided to call Trudi.  Trudi picked the call right up.

"Hey Trudi, are you all at camp yet?"

"Yeah, just rolled in about five minutes ago."

"Damn, Tammy was supposed to text me to let me know. She must be all excited."

"Yeah Jenny, about that..."

"What? Is there a problem?"

"Yeah, we tried to do everything we could, but Tammy's off the squad now."

"What do you mean she's off the team?!"

"I mean she's gone and we couldn't do anything about it."

"I don't get it. How can this happen?"

"She's off the team. That's it."

Jenny slammed down the phone and yelled loud enough for everybody in the McDonalds to hear it. We stormed out of the place and tried to figure out what happened.  We got in Jenny's car and sped wordlessly to the school parking lot. Even though it had been a couple of hours since she had been kicked off the team, where could she go? She'd lost her whole identity.

"What happened?" asked Jenny.

"It was Brad Marx," said Tammy. "When he heard I was going to cheerleader camp, he had a sudden case of guilty conscience," replied Tammy.

"That asshole," I replied. "Somebody had to have put him up to it."

"His dad found out he was stealing his prescription pad and made him go to rehab," explained Tammy. "Now he's trying to make amends."

"Aw shit," said Jenny. "He told about you switching out Jim Capaldi's steroids for estrogen."

"Yeah, I couldn't deny it."

"Tammy, he knows about Dan. He's the one we got the Rohypnol from!" exclaimed Jenny.

"Oh shit," I replied.

"We got to have a little talk with Brad Marx," said Jenny.

"I'm done Jenny. It's over for me," replied Tammy.

"I know Tammy, but I really need your help. We have to make sure he doesn't say anything about what we did to Dan," said Jenny.

"We might be too late," replied Tammy. "He may have done it already."

"But he might not have," I said. "We've got to try."

"Alright, he should be at football practice," said Tammy.

"Damn, they're practicing already? How come they're not any good if they practice so much?" I asked half joking.

"Let's go," said Jenny.

The drive to the school was tense. If Tammy went down, Jenny or I could be next and we weren't going without a fight. Because of the summer sun they were having two practices each day.  One was held early in the morning and the other one late in the afternoon. By the time we got there the morning practice was ending.  Brad was leaving the field to go to the locker room along with Steve Parker and Dan Mizelli, two of his teammates.

"Brad, we've got to talk to you," called out Jennifer, but Brad just waved us off. Jennifer responded by yelling even louder, "Now Brad!"

This time he apologized to his teammates and ran over to us, "I really don't have much time. I've got to shower," he apologized.

"What the Hell, Brad. You told on Tammy and got her kicked off cheerleading," barked Jenny.

"I'm sorry, but I had to make restitution," explained Brad. "It's part of getting clean."

"Well I see you're on the football team," snapped Tammy. "That's real convenient."

"They let me back after I showed proof I was drug free and continuing with the program to stay that way," he said.

"That's bullshit. You better not be making any more restitution either," said Tammy.

"I'm sorry, but if they ask me questions about my activities, I have to be truthful.  I will try to keep you out of it," he promised.

"You're such a little bitch," I said.

Jenny opened the trunk of her car and as soon as it popped open, Tammy was on top of Brad like a wildcat. She was clawing and scratching and kicking.  I kneed him in the balls and we toppled him over.  Jenny grabbed a coil of clothesline from her trunk and while he was still blubbering from getting kicked in the nuts, Jenny was on top of him tying his hands while Tammy tied his ankles.  I found some duct tape in the trunk as well as an old rag and used them to gag him.

We hoisted him up and threw him in the trunk shutting the door hard.  The tires squealed as we pulled out of that parking lot.  We could hear Brad trying to pound on the trunk, which was honestly more of a hatchback. 

"What the Hell are we going to do now?" I asked.

"My family has a beach house about twenty miles from the city. We'll take him there," said Jenny.

"Then what?" I asked.

"Then what we always do," said Tammy. "We get him all dolled up and take some pictures. We let him know we're going destroy his reputation if he keeps talking."

That's when it hit me.  We really didn't have a clue. We couldn't keep dressing up every guy that got in our way and expecting them to immediately back down.  We managed to get Brad transported to the beach house and after shaving him and putting him in an old yellow and black striped bikini of Jenny's, I began to work on his nails while Jenny and Tammy did his hair and makeup. I tried to shut it out of my mind, but I knew we were done for it. We had just about finished Brad's makeup when there was a knock on the door.  We froze.

Somebody had seen Brad tied up in the back of the hatchback and called the police with our license plate.  It took them awhile to find us, but there were four police outside the door with guns drawn. Jenny got up and let them in.




EPILOGUE

The school offered me a deal and unfortunately my parents made me take it.  No criminal charges were filed against us and in exchange Jenny, Tammy, and I took down the cheerleading squad.  The administration couldn't believe it when he saw how many boys in their school we had wearing panties on a daily basis.  I hated being a rat, but there was no way of walking away from all they had on us and even if we did, Paula and Trudi would just take us down the same way Jenny took down the other cheerleaders. 

So I came out of this pretty good, right?  There were no charges and I was expelled from school leaving me free to start over without this following me around.  That sounds good, right? Wrong. I was in Hell.  The hardest thing for me was leaving cheerleading.  We had anything we wanted, and no teacher, or student, or principal, better get in the way. Anything we wanted was a phone call away. Guys were throwing themselves at us for the honor of buying us nice gifts. Now, it's all gone.

Saint Mary's doesn't have a cheerleading team.  Hell, it doesn't even have many boys. The sisters watch you like a hawk and they have nobody you can even blackmail. I even had to give up smoking. My first week here, I tried putting makeup on a male student and had to kneel in the chapel for two hours reciting the Hail Mary.  Now, I'm just like any other awkward teen girl counting the days until I get my Get out of Jail Free card from high school. I'm just another nobody.
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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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