

Sexchange Student 1
Spoiled Typical Boy Emasculated Into 
A Blushing Ballerina And A School Girl
A First Time Force Feminization Fantasy
All Content © 2024 Mindi Harris, All Rights Reserved￼
[image: ]



Table of Contents
Sexchange Student 1
Table of Contents
Foreword by the Author
This Book Meets All Amazon/Kindle Standards
Copyright Notice
Content Warning And Disclaimers
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Afterword by the Author



Foreword by the Author
Thank you for buying this all new 20,000+ word book, with nearly 19,000 words of actual story content. I always put a lot of time and effort into my stories, but I spent much longer than usual telling this tale of a typical, but spoiled guy who somehow manages to keep getting dolled up by girls against his will.
First, the ballerinas in his dance studio transform him into one of them. They dress him up in ultra feminine shiny pink tights, girl’s ballet slippers with shining satin ribbons, a frilly, feminine ballet dress with a poofy skirt, even some sexy panties and a bra!
They do his hair and makeup and expose him to their dance instructor who makes him participate in dance class as a ballerina. He trembles with humiliation as she and the giggling girls tease him, openly discussing their emasculating plans for making him dance as the female lead in an upcoming ballet recital in front of everyone!
Some time later, his two female friends transform him into a school girl making him wear lacy lingerie, a plaid skirt, a blouse, and makeup! They curl his hair and tease him mercilessly, saying he looks adorable all done up as a pretty girl!
They make him squirm by hinting that him that they intend to blackmail him into letting them feminize him again, but next time they want to parade him around their school. He flatly refuses, but they’re intent on taking his feminization to the next level! They want to show him off as a pretty teenaged girl in front of all of their classmates and teachers.
He wonders where will his feminization end? Find out in this sexy sissification book! Warning! This story features sexy, kinky taboo themes including forced feminization, female domination, public humiliation, fully dressed women and a naked man, etc.
Please don’t read this book if you don’t like such subjects!
Thank you again for selecting this book! I deeply appreciate you taking the time to read my humble offerings, and I hope you enjoy reading them. Please feel free to send me an email at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind.
Check out my author pages:
US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
DE: https://www.amazon.de/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
(If the link won’t work or if you live elsewhere, search for me on Amazon.)
￼
[image: ]



This Book Meets All Amazon/Kindle Standards
All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, consenting participants in all activities depicted, implied, and referenced. There are no sexual or other intimate relations or actions between or involving blood relations, minors, etc. There are no depictions, references to, or implications of any illegal, unethical, immoral, criminal, violent, non-consensual, abusive or other improper or wrongful activity, contact, nor conduct; nor is any objectionable behavior promoted, advocated for, nor implied.



Copyright Notice
Federal Law of the USA prohibits theft of this intellectual property. Section 501 of the copyright law states that “anyone who violates any of the exclusive rights of the copyright owner ... is an infringer of the copyright or right of the author.” Other jurisdictions provide similar legal protections and penalties. 
No copying, transferring, performance, resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, (re)distribution, excerpting or summarization (other than for the purpose of reviewing) of any part or all of this work—including any of the artwork, descriptions, narrative, scenes, settings, characters, plot lines, events, or any other content or intellectual property—is permitted without express prior, written permission of the author, Mindi Harris. 
This statement of reserved rights supersedes any other offer or agreement, express or implied, from, between, or among, any person(s), companies, corporations, or other entities.



Content Warning And Disclaimers
Warning, Reader Discretion Advised! This is a forced feminization fantasy. It involves kinky, taboo themes like naked man and fully-clothed women, female domination, small penis humiliation, mockery, detailed and embarrassing emasculating makeovers, BDSM, power exchange, lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a “yassified” young girl, and more! Do not read this book if any of these or similar themes offend you!
This story is for mature readers only. Do not buy, borrow, download, examine, share, or read any part of this e-book publication if explicit kinky / fetish / erotic / taboo topics offend you, or if you—or anyone you might intentionally or inadvertently allow to see this material—are under the legal age for adult-themed materials in your jurisdiction or any jurisdiction to which you may travel with any device containing any material from this e-book publication. 
You must delete or return this book if such materials are not legally permitted where you are, or if you are for any reason not legally permitted to buy, borrow, read, share, or possess such materials.
None of the characters, entities, names, events, locations, or any other details refer to anyone or anything in reality. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is unintended and coincidental. This story is fantasy and for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!
Beware! This book describes a character helplessly transformed in body and mind from a normal male into a sexy feminized sissy! Don’t Read This Book unless you enjoy reading about a young man who is humiliated, emasculated, and feminized by dominating, sexy women! 
Warning! This story contains kinky erotic themes such as male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing featuring a conflicted / reluctant / defiant character’s forced-feminization, transformation, submission to female domination, public humiliation, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. If these topics offend you, please stop reading.



Chapter 1
As his junior term at the august Wellington Academy for Excellence rapidly approached, young Randolph Marcus Covington the Fifth was not at all looking forward to it. “Not another year at that stuffy old place!” he moaned. The prospect of spending even one more year at the prestigious, pompous private school made the eighteen year old shudder. 
“This isn’t living, it’s barely even existence,” the pampered, privileged boy mused, “I can’t face another year there with another boring grade after that.” As the only child of power couple Randolph Marcus Covington the Fourth and Chantal Auclair-Covington, he’d become painfully weary of his elegant but unvaried life. 
Everyone called him “Marcus” or “Marc” to differentiate him from his father. Not that it was at all difficult to do so when looking at the father and the son. Marcus took after his petite, fair haired, and fair skinned mother. He also shared her bluish green eyes. Meanwhile, his father had dark brown, almost black eyes and hair with invading white patches, and a swarthy complexion. 
The elder Covington man was over six feet tall and built like a battleship. His face was sharp, angular, and unmistakably masculine. This was a stark contrast to his five foot six son’s delicate, somewhat curvy frame. Marc’s face was boyish, almost babyish, as round and almost as pale as a full moon. He’d insisted on wearing his hair long, and had been mistaken for a girl throughout his life, with his fine, almost delicate features and lithesome, winsome form. 
His father wore a bushy mustache, but the son could never grow any facial hair, or much body hair either. Worried about his only child’s future, and the fallout from having an “effeminate” son sullying the family’s reputation, the elder Covington demanded that Marc “cut your damn hair!” It was a constant source of friction between them. “It doesn’t have to be as short as mine, but it can’t be so long that you look like a girl!”
Around and around they argued, with Marc’s mother defending him. In the end, she withheld sex from her husband until he agreed they’d let their son keep his long, flaxen locks. They even interceded with the school to bend the rules and let him defy the dress code for boys. The squabbling was far from over however.
Next, the man’s man father pushed his defiant son to play lacrosse. “Why don’t you at least give it a try, boy, it’s a fine sport!” he’d bellow in his usual low register, high volume speaking voice, “I excelled at Lax in high school and college! It helped make a man out of me, and it’ll do the same for you!”
“No thanks, Dad!” Marcus told him brusquely, “You know that I have absolutely zero interest in running all around on a field while getting hit over the head with heavy sticks!”
“Yes, and as you’re well aware that’s not the object of the sport, Marcus!” the thundering patriarch said, even more loudly.
“Maybe not,” the boy sniffed diffidently,” but that’s what happens the entire time. Guys much bigger and stronger than me would use those huge sticks to pound me into the ground like a croquet stake!”
“That’s the problem with you, young man!” his father harangued, “you need some rough and tumble contact to develop your edge! You’re way too soft!”
“Oh leave him alone!” his mother insisted, “he said he doesn’t want to play your ‘lacrosse’ and he doesn’t have to play it if he doesn’t want to! Anyway, he’s right! They’d kill him out there!”
Hearing his parents argue was harrowing. Hearing them agree that he lacked the physicality to play contact sports was cold comfort. He told himself, “At least they’re not fighting for once, but it’s embarrassing how little they think of me.” He took it as a win that he wouldn’t have to risk getting destroyed on the battlefield of scholastic sports, and that would give him more time for dance—something he really loved and was really good at.
Growing up near the bustling heart of a an east coast metropolis, most young people might find endless entertainment in the bright lights of the big city, but he was too old to be amused by childish things, yet still a few years too young to avail himself of the dance clubs and other adult attractions downtown. 
He did enjoy dancing, far more than almost any other boy his age. In fact, for several years, his singular passion had been dance. He excelled at Le Studio De Ballet Metropolitan, one of the finest companies of young dancers in the world. Even so, he’d felt compelled to drop out. 
This, in part due to the almost incessant teasing from the boys at Wellington, but mostly in response to relentless and not so subtle pressure from his conservative, tradition obsessed father. A slight, smallish, and fastidious kid, he dismissed sports as too rough and messy for him, and considered video games too pointless and juvenile. 
The coddled teen’s hands were delicate, never calloused. His sparse but strong, sinuous muscles had never felt the strains of hard, physical work. He wasn’t fat, but his body was softening from several weeks without much physical exercise, especially after he’d given up ballet.
Marcus sulked, splayed face down across his bed. Morosely considering his return to the haughty private school he’d attended from the age of four made him moan, pining for some release from the rut he’d been stuck in for as long as he could remember. According to the calendar, that ennui had persisted for nearly an entire year. That seemed like a lifetime to a teenage guy like Marcus.
A bright if undisciplined student, he kept his grades high despite finding his coursework dull and unchallenging. He’d devoted most of his focus to dancing. Until he’d quit, it had rewarded him with a sense of self expression and artistic accomplishment. After he resigned from Le Studio his life lost all its zest. 
He even almost missed the negative attention he got from his male classmates, mainly because it almost always led to positive attention from the girls. He remembered one particular day early in his sophomore year. 
Marcus was in the Wellington dining hall, surrounded by some of the ballerinas from Le Studio. They were discussing the upcoming calendar of rehearsals and their year end recital. He’d grown close to several of them after several months striving together under the demanding and at times harsh tutelage of their instructor, Madame La Fontaine.
“Marc, are you excited about dancing the male lead in Giselle?” Jessica Renaud asked.
He nodded at her and said, “Of course I’m excited!” 
The petite brunette smiled at him, then she sighed, “you’re so lucky that you’re a guy! It’s much harder for us girls to get a lead!”
He was trying to keep a straight face after hearing her complaint. He knew how fiercely competitive these ballerinas could be. Their emotions often manifested as passive aggressive digs that threatened to flame up into shouting matches. 
Hurt feelings were inevitable with so many of them vying so few featured female roles. Meanwhile, he only had to out perform a few other guys to land the primo danseur role, something he’d successfully achieved consistently.
“Oooh, she’s right, Marc! I’m so jealous of you!” Juanita Lopez admitted, staring at him with her coal dark eyes, “don’t get me wrong, you’re such a good dancer, and—” 
“Oh? I really don’t know about all that,” he mumbled with false modesty.
“Everyone knows that you’re by far the best danseur in Le Studio!” Ilhan Ali said. When he shook his head while trying to disguise a grin, she laughed and added, “It’s true and you know it!” 
“We all know it!” Jessica added, “Madame says you’re probably the best of all of us, male or female!” She nodded her head for emphasis, sending her hair flying up and down.
“I know, right?” said Melodie Gundersen, who was also nodding so hard that her blonde hair bounced, “I always dance my best with you as my partner! I know that I will again in Giselle coming up!”
Marcus looked at her and grinned, “I’m looking forward to it!”
“You know, sometimes I wish I was a guy!” Jessica breathed. From her tight lipped frown to her furrowed brows, she seemed miffed at being passed over in favor of Melodie for the lead. She said, “you know you really have it easy Marc, with hardly any competition for all the main male roles! No wonder you’re dancing the male lead in Giselle, and—” 
“Whatever!” Marcus snapped, “I’d love to see you try being a guy for one day! It’s not so easy for a guy to dance ballet!” 
“Well, I’d like to see you try to dance as a girl!” Jessica said, smiling but something in her eyes made it seem more like a challenge than a joke, “anyway, what’s so bad about being a danseur?”
“For one thing,” Marcus moped, “all of the other guys tease me about it!”
As if to confirm his complaints, a group of jocks sitting at a nearby lunch table started shouting at Marc. Leading off was Kevin Flannery, a loud mouthed six foot two senior who starred on the varsity lacrosse team. He had blonde hair and blue eyes to go along with a muscular physique and movie star looks. All of that made him a very popular date with the girls and almost universally admired by most of the guys. 
The school Casanova said, “Hey ‘Ballet Boy,’ I heard you’re auditioning for the Nutcracker this year. Are you going to be the Sugar Plum Fairy after they crack your nuts—that is if you even have any?” Then he laughed along with the rest of the guys seated at the “cool kids’ table.”
Two of the girls sitting nearby looked on with heightened interest. The two BBFs, named Kelly Anne Fitzsimmons and Daniella Crawford, whispered to each other and giggled as the nearly daily drama commenced. 
Kelly Anne, also known as K.A. was one of Wellington’s top athletes, male or female. A volleyball star who was already getting scholarship offers from top colleges, she stood over six feet tall. She looked stunning with her fit body, big beautiful eyes, and striking red hair. 
Beside her sat her friend Daniella. Nothing unusual about that, as the two were basically inseparable. Dani was much shorter than K.A. but equally attractive with a buxom figure that had developed early and kept developing. 
Dani held her long auburn hair out of her almost impossibly dark eyes with a hair band that matched her school uniform. Kelly Anne was using some green barrettes for the same purpose. Both of the girls’ faces simultaneously turned to regard Marcus with intense curiosity as he forced a smile and rolled his eyes.
“See what I mean?” he groaned to his fellow dancers, “I get this all the time!” The girls all shook their heads in sympathy, while frowning with disgust at Kevin. The deluge of derision was just beginning.
Next up was Josh Prentiss, a five foot nine junior with an average build, reddish brown hair, and dark brown eyes. Yeah, Marci,” he laughed and said, “I can totally see you in your pretty pink tutu, twirling around the stage. You’d rock it, man! Or should I say, girl?”
“Don’t forget your pointe shoes, Marci!” shouted Derek Lowry, “you gotta make sure your toes look perfect while you’re dancing on them!” He was a five foot eleven sophomore with a lean body, black hair, and hazel eyes. Smirking, he and Josh gave each other a high five.
“Don’t listen to them, Marc, they’re all jerks!” said Melodie. She gently put her hand on the danseur’s hand to comfort him while shaking her head sadly. Turning to the table of jocks and hangers on, she shouted, “You sure seem to know a lot about pointe shoes for annoying macho guys!”
The term “macho” didn’t apply to Mike Flannery, a slightly chubby, blue eyed Freshman with brown hair. As Kevin’s kid brother, the other guys welcomed him to sit with them, but everyone knew that was the only reason. That made him feel insecure about his social status. 
Always happy to have someone else to pick on, he sneered at Marc and said, “Hey, maybe you can join cheerleading too, Marci. You’d look so sexy wearing a cute little skirt waving pom-poms around!”
Tommy Frost, a six foot tall athletic Junior who played varsity football grinned and said, “Yeah, you’d make an amazing pom pom girl! Just remember to start spelling your name Marci with an ‘i’ at the end!”
“Yeah!” his identical twin Timmy added, “then after cheer practice, you and our big sister Marjorie can go shopping for homecoming dresses. I hear pastels are in this season.” Like his brother, he had dark brown hair and green eyes and started on the football team as a wide receiver.
“How do you even know about pastel dresses you homophobes?” Jessica shouted back, “anyway just because Marc likes to dance that doesn’t mean he’s gay or feminine!”
“Since when is Marci a boy?” Josh asked, laughing.
The gathered ballerinas scoffed loudly at this, muttering to each other things like, “They are SO annoying!” And, “Macho jerks are the worst!” And, “I can’t believe I dated one of them.” And, “One? I dated at least three….”
Marc had heard this sort of teasing so many times before that he’d lost count. Fed up, he pushed back saying, “You guys are hilarious. At least I have the guts to do something different. All you jocks ever do is beat up on each other and play stupid video games.”
“Oh that one hurt!” Kevin cried. Feigning a mortal wound by clutching both of his big meaty hands to his chest, he chuckled and said, “That’s a fair point, Marci. All us real guys ever do is play football, lacrosse, and ‘stupid’ video games. Not like you! It takes real guts to stand out!” 
Mike chimed in, backing up his big brother, “Yeah, you stand out just like one of those fluffy tutus you ballerinas wear!” 
“Yeah, have fun being a girl!” Timmy said, “just don’t expect any of us real guys to join you. I’d rather die than wear a leotard and prance around on stage!”
“Or dance on the sidelines in a little uniform with the cheerleading squad!” Tommy grinned, “too bad they don’t make any cheer girl uniforms big enough for us, but I’m sure you’ll look adorable in your little skirt and crop top, Marci!”
“Just let us know when you make the cheer squad!” Josh joined in with the twins nodding and laughing, “I can’t wait to see you rocking that mini skirt!”
“Yeah!” Derek smirked as he piled on, “we’ll all be there watching you dance for us guys, cheering us on, pom poms and all!”
“Hold on a second!” Timmy said, “Marci’s a dancer, so maybe she’d rather join the dance team with those cute girls?” 
“Yeah, that’s right!” Tommy joined in saying, “and Marci, if you ever need any fashion advice, you know where to find us. We’ll be right here laughing at your girly ass!”
At the mention of fashion, Kelly Anne and Daniella turned to each other and began giggling. This exchange brought huge smiles to K.A. and Dani’s faces. Giggling, they got up and drifted closer to the debate. 
Marcus drew their attention to him when he shouted back, “Who needs fashion advice from you? That doesn’t even make sense. None of you has any fashion sense!”
Timmy ignored that saying, “Your pretty hair is long enough to wear in one of those cute ponytails with a big hair bow! All you need to do now is start shaving your legs and wearing makeup!”
“That’s right, you girl!” Ethan Platt, a five foot ten Senior with blonde hair, brown eyes, and an average build shouted, “don’t forget to keep up with all of the makeup tutorials, Marci. You have to make sure that your eyeliner is on point for those performances!”
“Yeah, you should totally start a YouTube channel!” shouted Lucas Cole, a skinny five foot seven Sophomore with curly black hair and bright blue eyes said, “you can call it ‘marci’s Ballet and Beauty Tips.’ I’d subscribe!”
Hearing that, Kelly Anne couldn’t contain herself. “Oh really? So you’re really interested in makeup, Lucy?” she asked with a wicked grin as she turned to look at Lucas, “Dani and I can give you all of the makeup tips you’d ever need! Maybe you’d like us to give you a makeover?”
“Yeah, we’d love to give you a makeover!” Daniella chimed in, “and since you’re about my size you we can dress you up too! I’ve got tons of cute clothes you can borrow! Want to raid my closet, Lucy?”
“Don’t call me ‘Lucy’ you two skanks!” Lucas cried out desperately as his friends started laughing at him and calling him “Pretty Miss Lucy.” Shaking his head frantically and blushing deeply, he yelled, “Don’t look at me, tell all that to Marci, not me! He’s the one who wants to be a girl! Not me! Him! Her. Whatever!”
Apparently the jocks were almost as bored with bullying Marcus as he was bored with their bullying. Their attention shifted to mocking Lucas, telling him things like, “You should take those girls up on their offer, Lucy!” And, “Yeah, let them doll you up!” And, “I bet you’d look adorable in a tight little dress!” 
For once Marcus wasn’t the focal point of their mockery, but he’d endured that sort of razzing over and over. While all of these seemingly endless jibes and taunts had been brutal at times, they weren’t nearly as upsetting as the clash between Marc's parents. Those quarrels often escalated into shouting matches.



Chapter 2
Marc had shown “real promise as a danseur” according to the dance studio’s head instructor, Madame La Fontaine. This thrilled his ballet aficionado mother, but his status obsessed father remained unimpressed. That was putting it mildly. 
As time passed, the old fashioned patriarch’s growing disdain for his son’s dancing increasingly pitted him against his French expatriate wife and her unconditional support for the young boy’s ballet. His parents’ bitter bickering tore away at Marcus. 
For a while, he’d remained committed to dancing despite their continued conflict and all of the negativity from his father and his classmates. At least until circumstances pushed his father too far. The situation went from unpleasant to incendiary incited by the inadvertent aftereffects of a prank gone wrong.
It all began one day when some of the jealous, mischievous ballerinas decided to put Jessica’s challenge to Marcus into action. The ballet students were gathered together in the main studio. This was a huge, brightly lit room with high ceilings and polished floors. Mirrors made up two of the walls, a finely crafted wooden barre ran along another. A faint scent of rosin filled the air. 
Marcus was stretching alone by the wall length wooden barre, when four ballerinas, Melodie, Jessica, Juanita, and Ilhan approached him. Their hair was tied tightly into identical buns, as always, and they were all wearing their customary ballet attire. This included simple leotards, tights, and ballet slippers. Along with their dance outfits, they all also wore wickedly mischievous smiles.
Jealous Jessica acted as the ringleader smiling and saying, “Hey Marci, we’ve got a little surprise for you today. Remember when I said it’s harder to be a ballerina than a danseur and you said, no, that guys have it harder than girls?”
“Marci?” he muttered, blushing and not liking where this seemed to be going, “you did not just call me Marci?”
“Yeah, we did Marci,” Juanita said, “loosen up! You’re always so uptight and serious, constantly complaining about how hard you have it as a guy in ballet.”
“That’s right! We’re tired of hearing how easy you think we have it!” Jessica said smirking, “we all decided that it’s time for you to learn some lessons about ballet from a ballerina’s perspective.”
“I do remember saying something about that,” he nodded, “but what are you talking about?”
“Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be a ballerina?” Jessica smiled and asked. When he shook his head she said, “Well, we’re going to show you all about it today anyway!”
“How do you plan on doing that?” Marcus asked, scoffing.
“We’re going to give you a full on prima ballerina makeover!” said Jessica giggling, “come on, Marci! It’s just for fun.” 
“Trust us! You’ll look adorable!” Melodie said, “let’s have a little fun and maybe you’ll learn something about what we ballerinas have to go through,” 
“Wait, what? No way!” he protested, “you girls are crazy!”
“Madame La Fontaine is in on it too,” Jessica assured him. 
He began, “Madame is? Why would she even—” 
Jessica put her finger to his lips and said, “She said she’s going to love this!”
“You’re sure that she really wants—” he began, but the girls just ignored him. They giggled as they gently grabbed Marcus by the arms, leading him over to some chairs where they’d laid out a complete ballerina ensemble all in bright pink. 
This included a pair of ultra feminine shiny pink tights, and a pair of girl’s ballet slippers with shining satin ribbons. They’d found an especially girlish pink satin and spandex ballet dress with a built in leotard and a poofy skirt for the occasion, and even selected a set of girl’s underwear for him.
Laughing, the ballerinas began their reluctant doll’s transformation by ordering him to strip. He did so only very reluctantly, slowly removing his danseur’s gear piece by piece. The gathered girls smiled with wide eyes, watching his compelled strip tease with evident glee. 
He began by unfastening and removing his ballet shoes with practiced ease. He felt self conscious as he slipped off the snug slippers, and reflexively flexed his toes now revealed within the feet of his tights. Next, he pulled up on the hem of his long fitted tunic, the black stretchy fabric clinging to his torso. 
Marcus lifted the body hugging top over his head, revealing his slim, sculpted frame. He let his tunic fall to the floor, and moved on methodically but hesitantly, as if his body were set on a glitchy autopilot. Slowly, he peeled off the tan tights that stubbornly clung onto his legs, wriggling out of the Lycra spandex material like a snake shedding its skin. 
He sighed as he revealed the bare almost hairless skin of his thighs, then his calves, and finally pulled the ballet garb off over his feet. Once he’d tossed the tights on top of his discarded tunic, he stood before the girls. They gazed at him, and he shivered in shame standing there almost naked as he saw the huge grins on the faces of the ballerinas crowding in and staring at him.
“Keep your dance belt on,” Jessica insisted, smiling at how the tight restrictive garment hid his genitals from view, making his crotch as smooth as any girl’s. With each piece of gear that he removed, Marcus felt more vulnerable, more exposed to the girls who stared at his nearly naked body.
“I never knew what those dance belts did to a guy’s junk!” Melodie giggled.
“Yeah,” Ilhan said staring, sounding a bit guilty for looking, “he looks like a Ken doll, nothing at all between his legs!”
“You’re right, he looks just like a Ken doll now,” Jessica said, holding out a pair of silky bikini style panties and a strapless bandeau bra. “But now it’s time for us to dress him up as our own Barbie doll!”
Nodding, the other girls moved to start dressing him up. Juanita took the panties from her friend and slipped them up Marc’s legs, making him shiver. He’d put up little if any resistance to that point, but when Jessica approached him with the cute little bra, he balked. “Wait! What’s this?” he asked.
“Um, it’s a bra!” she said.
“I don’t need a bra!” he objected
The girls all just shook their heads at that. Jessica pointed out, “According to the rules you do! All ballerinas have to wear one, even the littlest girls who don’t have any breast development yet.” Examining him closely she giggled, Hmm, it looks like you’re one of the girls without any development!” 
Marcus blushed at that, and all of the other ballerinas joined in giggling. “Now stop arguing and let us dress you!” She demanded, pulling the bra over his head and moving it into place around his torso. Marc gasped seeing the feminine article encircling his body.
Taking the hosiery, Melodie rolled up the legs separately. “Hold still, Marci. You know all about tights, right?” she said. 
That much was true. He’d been wearing tights for years, and long ago became inured to the sensation few boys or men ever experienced. He’d just taken off a pair mere moments earlier, but his were tan, almost skin toned. These were unmistakably feminine, in a brightly sparkling pink! His whole body started to shake as the bubbly blonde ballerina began to put them on him.
He did his best to emulate a statue after she scolded him, “I said stand still, you don’t want these to run!” Slowly, sensuously, Melodie pulled the dazzlingly delightful tights up his legs, first his left then his right. She tugged them up until they couldn’t go any higher. Smirking, she adjusted the strong elastic band at his waist and snapped it into place. That snapped Marc out of a kind of daze.
“Now for the dance dress,” Juanita smiled, “put your hands up!”
Marcus reluctantly raised his arms, and shuddered as Juanita brought the sleeveless bubble gum pink colored cotton and satin dress over his head and down his body. With his dance belt pushing his male anatomy up, in, and back, she had no trouble snapping the leotard hidden inside closed over his crotch.
She adjusted the spaghetti straps and fluffed out the skirt and grinned. “OMG look, Marci, you’ve got boobs!” she said mockingly, “now your body looks exactly like ours!”
Marc blushed deeply realizing that she was right. The dress they’d put him in had a sort of built in padded shelf bra that pushed the tiny fleshy mounds on his chest up and emphasized them. That along with its body hugging elasticity made it look like he had small but perky, girlish breasts. The girls giggled as he placed his hands over his chest, trying to hide his new little titties.
“Yes,” Juanita agreed laughing, “Marci’s winsome, lithesome body looks as lovely as any other ballerina’s, and soon so will her hair and face!”
Ilhan started working on Marc’s long locks. Giggling she said, “You’ve easily got enough length here for a bun, Marci!” Humming happily to herself, she gathered it into her left palm, expertly twisting it and pinning it. “It’s going to look great!” she said, giving Marcus the exact same “bun head “ hairstyle all of the other ballerinas were wearing.
Pulling out her makeup bag Melodie said, “Now for your face. Just enough to bring out all of your cute, feminine features.” She applied a layer of foundation, then brushed on blush, eye shadow, and mascara. She finished up by drawing around his eyes with liner, and coating his lips with a pale pink lipstick.
“Now for the shoes!” Jessica said, fitting a dainty but sturdy pink satin and canvas ballet slipper onto his petite left foot, then the other one on to his right foot. She giggled and he trembled as she expertly wrapped each of the shoe’s ribbons around his calves in a criss cross pattern and tied them off with pretty bows, again first the left, then the right.
The young danseur-turned-ballerina sighed, “You girls are really going all out with all this, huh?” He was overwhelmed from the flood of unfamiliar feminine feelings. His voice sounded soft, as if it were coming from far away.
“Of course we are!” Ilhan said, “we’re going to make sure that you’re one of the prettiest ballerinas in the whole studio today.”
“Oh no way!” Marc said, “let me out of here! I’ve got to—”
“It’s too late to back out now, Marci,” Jessica giggled, “you don’t want to disappoint Madame, do you?”
Cringing, he asked, “Are you totally sure that Madame said she wanted you to dress me up like a ballerina? What did she say exactly? Did she say why?”
“Oh we’re pretty sure,” Jessica grinned mischievously. 
“Wait! You’re pretty sure she wants this?” he shouted, “you’re not totally sure for sure? I’ve got to go get changed! I gotta get out of here!” 
He wanted to run away and hide before the strict dance instructor could see him dressed up this way. He had no idea what her reaction would be, but he didn’t want to find out. 
Marc wondered how long he had before she saw him dressed up as a ballerina. Unfortunately for him, it was too late. Madame La Fontaine, an elegant gray haired woman in her mid fifties, had already joined her students in the studio.



Chapter 3
“Bon jour, class!” the austere dance instructor called out.
“Bon jour, Madame!” the ballerinas all replied. Marc said nothing. He was frozen in fear, too embarrassed to say anything or even move a single muscle. Not so the girls. As was the custom, all of them swooped and dipped into a deep, graceful curtsey called “a réverénce “ upon their instructor’s entrance. 
Madam La Fontaine took one look at Marcus bowing like a male danseur despite looking exactly like a feminine ballerina and burst into laughter. She mock glared at him, her sharp blue eyes overflowing with amusement instead of anger. 
The prim and proper French woman regained her composure and intoned solemnly, “Mademoiselle Marci! Ballerinas such as you do not bow to their Madame! They perform an elegant réverénce! Now, try it again! All of you girls, together, show our newest ballerina how it is done!”
Marcus stood there utterly embarrassed. He heard the girls giggling and saw them repeat their réverénce. He looked up at Madame La Fontaine’s smirking face, seeking some signal of what she wanted him to do. “You can’t possibly want me to curtsey like a girl, Madame?” he asked.
“And pray tell why not, Mademoiselle Covington?” she asked with her left eyebrow arched, “have you not appeared for class today as a girl?” With that, she gently but purposefully pulled him to one side and said, “You make an absolutely delightful ballerina, you know!” She nodded curtly and said, “and since you’ve decided to dress the part of a pretty girl, then you must act the part of a pretty girl!”
“But Madame!” he insisted, “this wasn’t my decision!” He gestured with a gracefully flowing hand to indicate the girlish garb the female dance class members had dressed him in. “I would never choose to wear such…such….” Words failed him as he glanced at his reflected feminized form in the nearby wall of mirrors. He felt faint from what he saw. “I do look just like a girl,” he sighed.
“Mais oui! C’est vrai!” agreed the usually stern instructor, “yes, it is true! You make a beautiful ballerina, Mademoiselle, one of the loveliest ladies here! I am sorely tempted to keep you this way.” 
She moved him even closer to the mirrored wall, and posed him in the first position, also known as a “turn-out.” Marc blushed furiously looking down at his slim, shapely legs, encased in sparkling pink lycra. He was holding them splayed out in a 90 degree rotation from his hip joints. 
He resented his teacher posing him as if he were a beginning ballerina, but what could he say? “Even my legs look like a girl’s!” he moaned.
Satisfied with how she had set her star pupil standing like a ballerina, Madame La Fontaine clapped her hands and called out, “Mademoiselle Melodie, come now! Join us and show the new girl how to properly perform a réverénce!”
The delighted girl bounded over to stand beside Marcus and said to him, “We begin with our feet in the first position, with our heels together and positioned in a ‘v’ shape, like so!” She adopted that pose, and made sure Marcus had copied her movements precisely. 
“Good, Marci!” she said, “now, take a step to the side with your right foot like this, while pointing your left foot like this!” Seeing that he’d followed her example, she nodded and went on, “Now, slide your left foot behind your right foot, keeping the ball of your foot positioned firmly on the floor at all times.”
Madame said, “Splendide! Maintennant, finish the réverénce girls!”
Smiling at the praise Melodie said, “Now, bend your arms delicately and position your across your chest, like this. Good! Now, bend at your knees and dip into a deep curtsey, just like this!” she demonstrated. When Marcus mimicked her movements she giggled, “You’re a natural ballerina, Marci!”
The handsome, mature woman touched her silver gray bun gently and said, “That was magnifique, both of you girls!” She clapped her hands impatiently and said, “now, rejoin the rest of the ballerinas! Quickly girls!” 
When the teacher saw that all of the pretty things were lined up she said, “Now, once more, curtsey girls!” With that, all of them performed the graceful feminine movements, including Marcus. He felt totally humiliated as he joined the ballerinas flowing into the réverénce, especially wearing his flamingo pink attire and lavish makeup. Even so, he went along with the “rest of the girls.” 
Once they’d concluded showing their formal demonstration of respect, he looked up to the instructor and asked, “May I please be excused, Madame?”
Chuckling she said, “Whatever for, my girl?”
“Uh um, ah,” Marcus stuttered, “to change back into—”
“Into what?” the usually dour dance instructor asked. 
“Into a danseur again?” he asked tentatively.
“Oh my, mais non absolutement non, Mademoiselle Marci, absolutely not!” she said emphatically, “you make such a delightful ballerina. Perhaps you should dance the lead in Swan Lake as the lovely Odette!”
Marcus blushed at this and said, “Please Madame, let me change! This was all their idea! I was just going along with it.”
The smiling instructor said, “Well, you certainly have the feminine grace for it. Maybe ‘Giselle’ would suit you better.”
“But Madame!” Melodie objected, “You promised me that I could dance the part of Giselle!”
“Well that may be!” the dance teacher laughed, “you may have a new rival to challenge you for that role, Mademoiselle Melodie!” The stunned ballerina gasped at that, and shook her head slightly with tiny movements.
Turning back to Marcus the studio director asked, “How would you like to dance the part of Princess Aurora in The Sleeping Beauty? Who here thinks our Mademoiselle Marci would make a lovely Princess?”
All of the ballerinas cheered and voiced their unanimous agreement. Feeling somewhat more secure, Melodie giggled, “Maybe Mademoiselle Marci could dance the role of Clara in The Nutcracker!”
“Yes!” Juanita smirked, “Or Juliet in Romeo and Juliet!”
“Oh, oui! Mais oui!” Madame La Fontaine laughed gleefully at all of these suggestions, “yes indeed, the possibilities are endless! Simply endless!” 
Their remarks shocked Marcus. His lavishly lovely made up eyes went wide, almost bulging out of his beautified face, betraying his stunned reaction at hearing this. “I can’t believe my teacher and all of my dance troupe are saying all of this!”he muttered to himself. 
His pink coated mouth made an enormous “O “ shape, and he looked like he was going to collapse. Seeing her star danseur teetering in his shining satin slippers, Madame La Fontaine wrapped a reassuring arm around his shaking shoulders. He melted into her embrace, his breathing still shallow and rapid.
She gave him a slight squeeze and said in a comforting tone, “Now now, Mademoiselle Marci, please relax! I have no intention of having you wear a tutu in our recitals! We need you to dance as a danseur. We already have more than enough talented ballerinas!” 
Her words brought him back from the verge of a breakdown, but he still was shaking from all of the teasing about being forced to perform as a girl in public. “Don’t, how you say, freak out, little one!” Madame La Fontaine smiled kindly at her star danseur who looked exactly like a prima ballerina and cooed, “Ah ma petite, calm yourself s’il vous plâit?” 
“Shouldn’t that be ‘s’elle vous plâit’ Madame?” asked Melodie, smiling wickedly and trying to show off her French language skills.
“Non, Mademoiselle Melodie! En Francais, you should never conjugate this idiom with the genre! Now enough language lessons! It is time for la dance!”
“Oui Madame!” said all of the ballerinas, including the still unsteady Marc.
“You’ve been such a good sport, Marc!” the dance teacher said, “all of you have been, but enough of this silliness!” She turned to each of them one by one while clapping her hands loudly and said, “Let’s go girls! Everyone, to the barre!”
The girls all took their places at the barre, still giggling and teasing Marcus for looking like and being treated like one of the girls by Madame. “You’re lucky you’re so in demand as a guy,” Melodie mocked, “otherwise this would be your permanent look for now on!”
“Right?” Juanita said, “who knew how adorable she’d look as a girl?”
“Oh I knew!” Jessica said, “it’d be interesting to see her go to school as a girl. How about it Marci? I have a school uniform you can borrow!”
Marcus felt just a bit more at ease, but still very self conscious about the way he was dressed. From the look and feel of the pink outfit and the taste of the lip color, the weight on his lashes, and all the rest, he couldn’t forget for one second that he’d been dressed up as a ballerina.
He reluctantly joined in with the laughter and took his place at the barre waiting for the class to begin in earnest. Madame smiled at her students one by one and said, “Alright, everyone. Let’s start with some basic plies. And Mademoiselle Marci, remember, point those toes en femme. You’re a ballerina now!” 
That instigated another round of giggles from all of the ballerinas. He blushed when he heard that. The class proceeded with a light-hearted atmosphere. Everyone with the possible exception of Marcus had enjoyed the playful start to their practice.  
The feminine clothing compressed parts of his body in ways that were entirely alien to him. As he moved, Marcus felt strange pulling sensations from the bra on his chest, and even more restrictive tugging and harsh crushing action from the dress’s built in leotard.
The eager embrace from the tights was nothing new, but the bright pink color made his legs look as feminine as any of the girls’ and that was disturbing. Largely uncomfortable, but in some ways exhilarating, dancing as a ballerina gave him a whole new take on his beloved dance. 
Even the borrowed ballet shoes reminded him of his new temporary role as a ballerina, their soft ribbons tickled his legs as he danced, in ways that were at times distracting. Most challenging of all, he really had to try to dance as if he were a girl. Again and again Madame scolded him for using too much force like a danseur when a ballerina must employ gentle fluidity. 
“Mademoiselle Marci! Écoute-moi! Move more like a swan, not so much an eagle! Dance with pure grace!” she demanded, “Avec l’elegance not using so much power!” Listening to her, he altered his style to comply with her instructions. 
By the end of the lesson, he felt a much more profound appreciation for his female troupe mates. Their movements and techniques were much more dainty and precise than those he’d been accustomed to using as a guy. 
“I’ve never fully considered the differences between male and female ballet before,” he told Madame La Fontaine, “trying to imitate them gave me a much better understanding of their parts.” 
“Très bien!” she replied, “This is all so very good! I feel assured that this new knowledge will help you be an even better dance partner than you already were. That is why I went along when I saw how you were dressed!” She paused to regard his pretty pink presentation and asked, “Are you sure you wouldn’t prefer to dance as a ballerina? You would have to unlearn many of you masculine movements, but—”
“Please no!” Marcus objected, almost too quickly, “I can’t wait to remove all of this feminine clothing and makeup!” He got a jump start on returning to his male self by liberating his hair out from the tightly wound bun on the top of his head. “No more Mademoiselle Marci for me!” he said with a wistful smile.
Even despite all of the teasing and humiliation he’d endured while looking and acting like a girl, he felt that he’d learned a lot from his brief spell as a ballerina. The experience had been embarrassing but enlightening, and not just about dancing. About himself as well.
His day wasn’t going to end quite so pleasantly, however. That evening, just after he’d returned home, Marcus overheard his parents arguing about him again. He’d just finished showering and he was just getting dressed in his suite of rooms when his dad’s booming voice rang clearly throughout the huge home, easily penetrating the shaken boy’s closed door. 
“Did you see your pretty ‘daughter’ just now?” Randolph Covington IV shouted, “did you notice ‘her’ eye makeup?”
“Oh crap!” Marcus said, “I thought I’d washed off all of that!”
His mother’s sweet soft voice didn’t carry nearly as well, but he could guess that she was defending him, saying something like, “Just because a boy dances, that doesn’t mean he’s gay! And even if he were, what does it matter? He’s our son and we’ll love him no matter what!”
At least that’s what he’d heard her say several times before when they’d had this exact same argument, usually when they thought he was asleep.
“I don’t know what it’s like in France, “his father bellowed, “but having your son dolled up in makeup and prancing around in tights isn’t seen as commendable here in the U.S.A. where we expect our men to be men !”
Sometimes, hearing his parents’ bitter squabbling, Marcus lamented that he lacked the freedom of expression that girls enjoyed. Each time they argued, his parents’ angry exchanges escalated. They began as merely volcanic, but the last time Marcus heard them screaming at each other he quaked with consternation. 
Contemplating the conflicts that his dancing kept causing, he told himself, “If I were born a girl no one would give it a second thought that I dance ballet!”
This time, his father’s raging seemed more vociferous than ever before. Marcus cowered in his rooms, torn apart by growing fears that he was tearing his family apart. “If they keep fighting like this, they may get a divorce and it’ll be all my fault,” he muttered, “and for what? Ballet? Who needs it?”
The next day he announced to his mom and dad that he was quitting ballet. His father wore a smug expression as he said, “Finally seeing some sense! Have you given any more thought to playing lacrosse instead?”
Before the kid could answer “no” as he always did, his mother shouted,  “Lacrosse? Never! Those boys would kill him!” 
She saw Marc quitting dance as a moral defeat. She took the depressed boy aside saying, “You know I support you in dance. You don’t have to quit! Unless this is what you really want?”
“It is, Maman,” he lied.
Shaking her head, she took her son’s soft chin in her hand and stared into his eyes, seeing the equivocation that she’d fully expected to find there. She said, “I know it is not what you want, but I can’t force you.” She shook her head again and added, “Such a shame! You are so talented! You were going to dance the male lead in Giselle next month, no?”
“Yeah,” he began, “I know, but—”
Not listening, she sighed “Madame La Fontaine will be so disappointed.”
“I know” he whispered sadly, “me too….”



Chapter 4
A few days later several of the ballerinas confronted him at his locker. “Marc, we heard you quit ballet?” Jessica asked, “Is it true? And if so, why?”
He nodded sadly, “Yes it’s true,” he said, trying to keep a brave face.
“But why?” asked Juanita Lopez, her smoldering almost black eyes staring at him, “we don’t understand, I mean, you’re such a good dancer, and—”
“I really don’t want to talk about it—” he mumbled.
“She’s right! You’re by far the best danseur in the studio!” Ilhan Ali pressed, “Madame says you’re probably the best of all of us!” She shook her head, sending her long jet black hair swinging back and forth. 
“I know, right?” said Melodie Gundersen, her short blonde hair bouncing as she bobbed up and down with evident agitation, “how can I do my best dancing without you?”
Marcus looked stricken. “I said I really don’t want to talk about it.” he said.
“But the girls are right!” Jessica insisted, “you’re really really good and we really need you for Giselle—”
“Look!” Marcus snapped, “it’s all really great for you girls to dance ballet, but try being a guy! My dad always gave me grief about it! All the other guys called me names!”
“Who cares what they say, though!” Ilhan pressed, “I get all kinds of abuse for being Muslim and African American—”
“Yeah!” Juanita agreed, “and don’t think I have it easy either! I get bullied about being a Latina and teased about my accent!”
“I get all that, I do,” Marcus nodded, “but believe me, it’s just not the same. Anyway you’ll never understand what I’m going through.”
“Then tell us, please!” Melodie said, tears forming in her eyes, “please talk to us, help us understand! Maybe together we can figure out a way to—”
“No, there’s nothing to figure out,” he said, “I… I just… I just can’t dance anymore. I just can’t!” With that he slammed his locker shut and stalked away leaving the girls shaken and both by losing him from their ballet company and his evident distress about it. He resented the girls their license to dance without those around them judging them harshly for it. 
“You ballerinas will never understand,” he fumed at them, “everyone thinks you’re wonderful for dancing. You girls have it all!”
“Oh come on, Marc!” Melodie said, “it’s not so easy being a girl! We have to face misogyny and—”
“Big deal!” Marcus raged, “you all always get to do whatever you want, you can be feminine girly girls, you can be tomboys and play sports, you can switch back and forth from masculine to feminine whenever you want to, and no one ever even questions you for it.”
Over the next several days, Marc's resentful attitude intensified. The more he missed dancing, the more angry he became. He argued with Melodie about it almost everyday, saying the same things which basically boiled down to, “You girls have no idea how easy you have it!”
“We’ve been over this before, Marc!” she replied, “it’s true that a lot more girls than guys dance ballet and it’s generally considered a more feminine activity, but of course some guys dance too like you! You’re always much more in demand because there’s fewer of you, and—”
“I don’t dance, not anymore!” he interrupted her harshly, “sometimes I wish I really was a ballerina like you spoiled, entitled girls dressed me up as that time. If I was a girl, I wouldn’t have to worry about—”
“Marc!” Melodie said, “we didn’t make you quit, we all begged you not to quit! Instead of blaming us ballerinas for all of your problems, maybe you should blame your pigheaded father and the bigotry of society?”
Her efforts to reason with him only made him even more upset. Shaking his head, the frustrated former dancer growled something incomprehensible at the astonished ballerina and stalked off, ignoring her wisdom.
The dejected, resentful guy remained stubbornly intent on blaming her, the other ballerinas, and all the rest of the girls and women in his life instead of his father, the patriarchy, and macho bullies who’d heaped abuse and disapproval upon him for wanting to be a danseur. 
Marcus bitterly missed the self expression that dance had afforded him more and more as the weeks passed. All the flavor was gone from his life. He felt like a candle snuffed out before its flame had barely even begun to shine. Ever since that turning point, he’d been languishing in a life of stagnation. His time at Wellington was far from worry free, however. 
The latter part of his sophomore year was marred by misbehavior. For a time, he’d channeled his frustration and resentments into an ever escalating series of pranks targeting his female classmates. This began a few short weeks after his involuntary early retirement from ballet. Only his parents’ very considerable wealth and power kept him from getting expelled.
In one relatively mild incident, he’d crouched behind a marble pillar, his heart racing as he clutched a small remote control. His uniform chafed, the required necktie felt like a noose to him. He tugged at it, wishing he could rip it off. As he crouched, a flash of color caught his eye. Two girls approached, one with intricate braids, the other’s hair woven with ribbons. 
Marcus bristled with envy. “They get to express themselves in so many ways!”he thought, while glancing at the dull blazer and slacks he wore, the same as every other boy at Wellington Academy. He stared down the pristine hallways gleaming under LED lights. He peeked out again, eyeing the pair of giggling girls in their neatly pressed uniforms—sharply pleated red and green tartan plaid knee length skirts, with green knee socks and blazers, and patent black Mary Jane shoes.
“Time to liven things up,” he muttered, pressing the button. A cacophony of quacks erupted from hidden speakers. The two girls shrieked and jumped, their pleated skirts swishing as they looked around in confusion. Marcus grinned, relishing the chaos. For a moment, the stuffy air of conformity shattered.
“Who did this?” one of them demanded, her voice shrill and still panic stricken. The other just shrugged, but her eyes remained wide and her breathing ragged. Marcus snuck away laughing while shoving the remote in his pocket.
“Nice hair, Miss Covington,” a passing teacher remarked sarcastically. “I hope you're planning a trim soon.”
Marc's hand flew to his longer-than-regulation locks. “Yes, sir,” he lied. As he watched the teacher’s retreating back, Marcus was seething. “Why did the girls get all the freedom to wear their hair any way they wanted, to accessorize their uniforms, to wear makeup, to present themselves as individuals?” 
He wore his own hair longer than the rules allowed, stubbornly clinging to that form of individuality, but he seethed seeing his female classmates flaunt so many freedoms the guys didn’t get to enjoy. Living such an affluent, entitled lifestyle encouraged Marcus to take all of his advantages for granted. 
Having his every whim indulged his entire life made him snobby and self centered. Aside from having to quit ballet, he’d always gotten everything he wanted. That made him feel entitled, while being denied dance made him feel increasingly bitter. He gained some slight relief by playing pranks, but only at the cost of facing some slight accountability. 
While tormenting their female classmates gained him some respect among his male peers, and helped him shed his reputation as a “fem boy,” none of the girls were nearly so sanguine about his chosen avocation. Neither were Wellington’s faculty and administrators. After getting reprimanded for tormenting the girls, he resented them more than ever. 
He also increasingly resented the posh private school itself. It was one of the most exclusive schools in the nation, but he was left unimpressed and uninspired. One day after the morning bell rang, summoning the students to shuffle off to class like cattle, Marcus dragged his feet toward his first lecture, already dreading another day of monotony. 
“I can’t take much more of this,” he thought, plopping down into his assigned seat. “There’s got to be a way to break free.”
As the history teacher droned on about the Crimean War, Marcus considered the lecture deathly dull. He muttered, “Cry me a river!” and his gaze drifted to the window. He could just make out a few dozen girls having their phys ed class outside on the perfectly manicured grounds. He saw them wearing dazzlingly differentiated exercise outfits in various styles and in a rainbow of colors. Apparently practicing Tai Chi. He looked on longingly. 
“If only I could express myself like that,” Marcus moaned quietly to himself, “why don’t I get to stand out that way and shatter all of the suffocating expectations.” 
He hated the highly regimented culture at the snooty private school. Inside the venerable brownstone walls, absolutely everything at the Wellington Academy always went according to plan. Two centuries of tradition dominated daily life there, offering no opportunity for anything new. Not even one thing to break the bland pattern of the students’ day to day life. 
His frustration escalated along with his pranks. Whoopee cushions on the girls’ chairs gave way to more daring stunts. One day, he decided to target the stuffy headmistress Ms. Harper with one of his mischievous maneuvers. She was a notoriously humorless harridan who blatantly favored the girls over the boys, forgiving their tardiness, picking them for most of the student leadership positions and best extracurriculars, as well as granting them many other special privileges and advantages over their male classmates. 
Nearly all of the boys had endured her hyper critical treatment. Just that morning she’d scolded David Palmer for shouting while ignoring Pasty Everhardt and Renee Yarrow doing the exact same thing. She always nagged the boys about uniform violations, handing out demerits like meter maids handed out parking tickets. She’d seemingly spent all day every day criticizing almost everything the guys did, and they hated her for it. 
Cruel homophobic rumors circulated around Wellington claiming that Harper was a lesbian. According to the snickering boys, the headmistress lusted after all of the school girls and she hated all men. That gave Marcus an idea for another practical joke, a particularly bad idea for an outrageously inappropriate and impractical practical joke. 
He snuck into Ms. Harper’s office late one afternoon, after she’d left for the day. He’d worked quickly and before long, the petite prankster had pulled off his latest caper. He stealthily exited the office and then left school in a hurried power walk, barely managing to contain his fear well enough to avoid seeming conspicuous. 
“I can’t believe I got away with it!” he giggled while making his way toward the subway. He paused just long enough to toss a pair of gloves, a bottle of glue, and some leftover pages of a Play Bunny’s Confidential lingerie catalog into a garbage truck as he passed it by. He laughed out loud as he descended the stairs to the platform.
The next morning, he could barely keep himself from laughing when he heard the announcement: “All students! Go to the assembly hall immediately!”
As the uniformed teenagers filed into the auditorium, whispers rippled through the crowd. “Hey! Did you all hear about what Covington did this time?” a freshman girl with long blonde hair gasped.
“How do you even know it was him?” a nearby boy asked.
“Who else could it be?” the blonde asked rhetorically, shaking her head.
“I heard he plastered the headmistress’s walls with lingerie pics!” another freshman girl said, giggling. She was a tall slim brunette who wore her hair in a natural style.
Marcus sauntered into the huge indoor amphitheater as if he were a conquering gladiator, a smirk on his lips. He reveled in the mix of shocked gasps and reluctant snickers that welcomed his entrance.
“You went too far this time!” a senior girl hissed, glaring at him through her thick glasses as he passed by her. 
“Says you,” Marcus retorted, smiling at the fuming girl who was nervously twisting a lock of long brown hair. He recognized the angry speaker as Patti McCall. The petite, bookish, and slightly plump girl was on the student council, an august group selected by the headmistress and made up almost entirely of girls.
“Why do you keep doing immature things like this?” Patti demanded, “you used to be such a nice—”
“Some of us are sick of being robots,” he cut her off sharply, “anyway, why do you always assume it was me?” 
He winked at her, provoking an angry “Oooooh!” from her in response, “it’s always you! Now shush! Here comes Ms. Harper!”
The headmistress stormed onto the stage, face beet-red. She was dressed in a gray, nearly formless yet still formal suit. She tapped on the microphone causing a screech of feedback and then she shouted, “Silence!” while glaring at the still murmuring students. “I said silence!” she commanded and took out her infamous demerits pad. That made the susurration cease suddenly. 
When she had their attention she grumbled through gritted teeth, “Whoever is responsible for vandalizing my office, know that you will be caught and you will be punished for this...this travesty! You will be severely punished!”
Marcus slouched in his seat, his heart racing. The thrill of defiance that had coursed through him immediately evaporated leaving behind a wave of trepidation. A nagging echo of Patti’s recent reprimand tormented him. “Is she right?” he wondered, “Did I go too far?”
After the brief but highly fraught assembly, Marcus joined the flow of students moving out and into the hallway. There, several guys he barely knew slapped him on the back. A few made encouraging remarks like, “Way to go!” And, “She had it coming!” And, “You showed that old hag.”
He enjoyed a surge of pride and acceptance at this, but he also felt vulnerable. “I was so careful to not get caught,” he thought, “but everyone seems to know it was me!”
Adding to his discomfort, he quickly learned that the female students weren’t at all positive about his latest prank. A group of girls shot him dirty looks as he passed them by in the hallway. 
“What’s your problem, Covington you weirdo?” spat a brunette, “you really think you're so clever objectifying us girls?”
“He really is a sexist pig,” another girl said, shaking her head so emphatically that it made her long, curly blonde hair fly out in all directions.
Marc's stomach clenched hearing these reactions. “I didn’t mean to upset them all like this, I just wanted...what? What do I want? Is it freedom? Attention?” He shook his head in confusion, wondering what it was about girls that made them so…mysterious. “Why can’t they see the humor in all of this? What makes them act and think so differently from guys?” he asked himself with real curiosity, even with his anger piqued. 
“The girls have it all!” he returned to his oft repeated refrain of resentment, “they have all the advantages and get so many special privileges just for being girls! All the things they get to do and wear, all the ways they can do their hair….”
He’d wrestled with his mixed emotions toward his female classmates many times before. It never got him anywhere as he always only obsessed about them, but never really tried to resolve them. Rather than take his complicated feelings as signals to rethink, he just stayed stuck in his sexist mindset. 
Rather than taking his reprimands as warnings to slow down, he’d just escalated his silly pranks. Rather than taking their criticisms as clues that maybe he should curtail his behavior, he just went back to blaming the girls. All of this instead of just talking to the girls.
“I wonder what they really think about me?” he asked himself, “I’m dying to know!” He told himself he’d figured out a way to find out. Later that morning, his growing confusion and frustration gnawing at him, Marcus made a rash decision. He decided to observe the girls in their own element, to hear what they really said and did when they were isolated from their obvious impulses to impress the guys.
Creeping towards the girls’ locker room, he felt driven by a desperate curiosity. As he approached his goal, his bitterness boiled over once again. He thought, “If all the girls already hate me, what do I have to lose? At least maybe I can find out why.”



Chapter 5
Marc cautiously peeked into the girls’ gym and saw them just finishing up a volleyball game. Seeing this as his chance to hide and wait inside the girls’ locker room, he moved quickly. Humid air hit him as he slipped unseen through the doorway. He jumped inside a large rolling hamper and buried himself beneath some used towels.
He was disgusted by the dampness, but bit back his revulsion. “I’m invading a forbidden female only refuge!” he told himself, “I’m going where no man has gone before!”
Moments later, giggles and chatter echoed off tiled walls. His pulse pounded in his ears. “What am I doing?” he thought to himself, panic rising now that he was finally coming to his senses. “I’ve got to get out of here,” he realized, but before he could retreat, a scream pierced the air.
“There’s a boy in here!”
Chaos erupted. Marcus bolted out of the towel bin, tripping frantically out into the hallway. Shame and regret flooded him as angry shouts followed his fleeing footsteps. 
Less than an hour after his misguided misadventure, Marcus slouched in the hard-backed chair, his parents flanking him like prison guards. The headmistress’s office felt suffocating, its wood-paneled walls closing in. He tugged at his tie, wishing he could rip it off.
“Mr. and Mrs. Covington,” Headmistress Harper began, her voice grave, “I’m afraid that your son Marc's behavior has become intolerable.”
Marc's mother gasped. “What has he done now?”
The headmistress’s steely gaze bore into Marc's abashed face and she shook her head then said, “He was caught spying in the girls’ locker room.”
“Marc!” his father exclaimed, disappointment etched on his face. “What in the world were you thinking?”
Marcus slouched lower, muttering, “I wasn’t.”
“This goes far beyond all of his past pranks,” Harper continued, “it’s a serious violation of privacy and trust, not to mention the Wellington Code of Student Conduct.”
Marc's thoughts raced and he spoke up saying, “I never meant to hurt anyone. I just wanted to find out about girls!”
“We cannot tolerate such behavior,” Harper repeated. “Marcus will be suspended for two weeks, and upon his return, he’ll be on strict probation. One more strike and he’s out!”
Hearing this Marc's stomach dropped. 
His mother’s voice quavered. “We're so sorry, Headmistress Harper. We’ll ensure Marcus understands the severity of his actions.” 
Marcus bit back a bitter laugh. They didn’t understand. They never would.
Two weeks later, Marcus trudged through Wellington’s gates once again, dread weighing him down. The familiar sea of blazers and ties made his skin crawl. Throughout the day, whispers and angry looks followed him. In class, no one would sit near him. At lunch, he found himself all alone at an empty table.
“This sucks,” he thought, picking at his food, “but what did I expect?”
He overheard a conversation that made his chest tighten. “Can you believe Covington is back?” a sophomore girl hissed. “I don’t feel safe with him here.” 
His cheeks burned. “I never meant to make anyone feel unsafe. I just wanted...what?” he wondered, “to be seen? To matter?”
Marcus slumped into his chair the next morning in history class, feeling sorry for himself, his uniform like a straitjacket. He stared blankly at the white board, his mind wandering lonely as a cloud.
“Mr. Covington, care to answer?” the teacher’s voice cut through his haze.
Marcus blinked. “I...uh...” 
Snickers rippled through the classroom at his expense. He flushed bright red and sank even lower in his seat.
“Pay attention, Marcus!” Mr. Thompson warned. “Or it’s detention.”
“One more detention would mean a suspension, or worse!” Marcus told himself, cringing. He nodded at the teacher mechanically, his jaw clenched tighter than a vise. His mind screamed, urging him to rebel, to make a snide remark, to do something, anything in defiance of authority. 
He knew he couldn’t. He’d been so eager to break away from this suffocating monotony, but he also knew that his parents would be furious if he got suspended or expelled. He knew he couldn’t risk their wrath. He couldn’t act out when the threat of expulsion loomed large.
“Just gotta make it through another day, dealing with all this unfairness!” he thought, his leg bouncing restlessly under the desk. “Don’t screw up. Don’t stand out. Just...exist.”
As the bell rang, Marcus shuffled out of class, feeling like a wind-up toy soldier. Robotic. Lifeless. He felt the walls of conformity closing in tighter than ever. “How am I supposed to survive like this?” he asked himself.
Somehow he did survive the rest of his sophomore year. He’d grown deathly bored of his school and the other kids’ company. For one thing, there were no new faces among the boys and girls at school. He’d known nearly all of his fellow students for nearly his entire life. For another, there was virtually no variation. No respite from his cookie cutter existence among all of the other lookalike students. 
Their clothing was monotonously mundane, uninspiring and absolutely identical. Each school day, Marcus and all of the other boys wore the exact same required school attire. So mind-numbingly dull. They all looked like clones in their identical stiffly pressed white collared shirts and navy blue slacks, matching sports coats, and school ties in the same navy blue. 
He’d hoped that over the summer his classmates might forgive and or forget his indiscretions, especially the girls. On the first day of his junior year, he learned that their memories weren’t as short as he’d wanted them to be. 
A group of girls huddled together, shooting him icy glares. “Look who’s back,” one sneered, “it’s the pervert.”
“I’m not—” Marcus started, but they all turned away from him, leaving the young man standing alone. “Well this totally sucks!” he said to no one. As he passed through the hallways toward the dining hall, a cheerful voice called out to him. “Hey, Marc!” 
He turned and looked in surprise at seeing a remarkably tall and stunning girl smiling at him and approaching him purposefully. He instantly recognized her as Kelly Anne Fitzsimmons, sometimes known as K.A. At nearly six foot two, she was substantially taller than Marcus. He knew that she was the star player on the girls’ varsity volleyball team. 
She was looking right at him, her long bright red hair a vibrant splash against the sea of uniforms. She was a dark eyed girl with a strong, athletic body. She wasn’t alone. Beside her as always strode her BFF, Daniella Crawford. Her sharp ebony eyes were fixed on Marcus with curious intensity. 
Dani smiled at the outcast kid, even as she nervously pushed a lock of her long auburn hair behind her ear. He’d known both of them forever, but they’d never really been close. Their interest in him now confused him, but he was starving for companionship much less friendship so he welcomed their attention.
“Rough day?” Kelly Anne asked as she stopped right in front of Marc, her wide smile warm and genuine.
“Yes, as always,” Marcus shrugged, curious and surprised, but mainly wary. He got right to the point asking, “Why are you talking to me?”
Daniella raised an eyebrow at this, feeling a bit put off. She shook her head at first, but then she just nodded along when her friend said, “Because we want to? Not everyone’s buying into the whole ‘Marcus Covington: Public Enemy Number One’ thing. Right Dani?”
“Right K.A.” the shorter girl said, smiling hesitantly, “we don’t do what everyone else tells us to do!” She smiled again, more charmingly this time, and Marcus noticed she was almost exactly the same height as he was. He looked at her more closely and saw that they were very close in body shape as well.
“Yeah, exactly!” Kelly Anne chimed in enthusiastically, “we both figured you could use some friendly faces and some friendly…uh…friends.” She made Marcus laugh by making an awkward funny face. Seeing his positive, light hearted reaction she finished with a girlish giggle.
The bewildered boy swallowed his laughter and blinked, taken aback by the beauties’ unexpected kindness. “I...uh…thanks, girls “ he managed, speaking softly and shyly, as a tiny but undeniable crack appeared in his robotic facade.
Kelly Anne’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “So, what’s your next big act of rebellion going to be? Dyeing your hair purple? Starting a rave in the dining hall?”
Marcus couldn’t help but chuckle at these questions, they sounded so absurd to him. He played along anyway, feeling some of his tension ease. “Right, I’ll get started on doing both of those at the same time! I mean why not? That wouldn’t get me expelled faster than you can say ‘boring conformity’ right?”
Daniella giggled and leaned in closely to whisper in his ear, her voice low and conspiratorial. “Who says you have to be obvious about it?”
“I can’t, Kelly Anne, haven’t you heard?” Marcus said sadly, “My rebel days are over! One more prank and I’m gone.”
“Maybe the best rebellion is the one no one sees coming.” Daniella smiled.
Marcus raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite himself. “What do you mean?”
“Come to lunch with us and we’ll tell you!” Kelly Anne whispered.
“How could I say no?” he smiled, “this is my first chance of having lunch companions in…I don’t even know how long.”
As they walked down the hallway together, Marcus found himself opening up to Kelly Anne and Daniella. Their easy banter and genuine interest in him chipped away at his defenses.
“It’s just...every day feels the same,” he confided, frustration seeping into his voice. “I wake up, put on this stupid uniform, go to school, sit through mind-numbing classes, repeat. I feel like I’m suffocating.”
Kelly Anne nodded sympathetically. “Like you're trapped in a beige box, a prison cell with no windows?”
“Exactly!” Marcus exclaimed, surprised by how accurately she’d captured his feelings. “I want to express myself, to stand out. But every time I try—”
“You get shut down,” Daniella finished, her eyes shining with understanding.
Marcus sighed, running a hand through his long hair. “I don’t know who I am anymore. This place...it’s like it’s trying to erase everything that makes me, you know, me. Does that make any sense?”
Kelly Anne placed a comforting hand on his arm and gave it a squeeze. “Hey, we get it. This school can crush your soul if you let it.”
“Yeah, but you don’t have to let it,” Daniella added, her tone encouraging. “There are ways to be yourself without breaking any of the rules.”
Marcus looked at them, a mix of hope and skepticism in his eyes. “How?”
“I don’t think you're ready yet,” K.A. smiled.
“Yeah,” Dani said, “we’ll tell you when we think you can handle it!”
As they continued talking, Marcus felt a warmth spreading through his chest and a buzzing in his brain. He burned with curiosity wondering what their idea was. He hoped he’d be ready to hear it soon. For the first time in weeks, he didn’t feel quite so alone. Maybe, just maybe, with Kelly Anne and Daniella’s support, he could find a way to be himself in this suffocating world of conformity.
A few days later, the trio were back together again. They were discussing Marc's main complaint, about how much he despised looking exactly like all of his male classmates. “It’s all just so unbearably boring,” he moaned, “wearing the same things every day, and the same things as everyone else makes me feel like a cog in some giant, mindless machine.” 
“Hey,” Daniella said, “at least your parents pulled strings with the administration so you could grow out your hair!”
“How did they manage that?” Kelly Anne asked, taking a handful of his sandy blond hair in her fingers, “you wear it so much longer than the rules allow!”
Dani laughed, “You’re the only guy who is wearing it well past your shoulders! I have to say I like how that makes you stand out.”
“True,” he agreed, but then he shook his head, “still, that’s not nearly enough individual expression for me!”
“Oh dear!” Daniella smiled, “luckily we’ve thought of something that’s wild enough to satisfy the nonconformist kid’s need to stand out!”
“We have to go further!” Kelly Anne nodded, “clearly longer hair that any of the boys simply isn’t enough to scratch the itch!”
That much was obvious from Marc's ongoing complaining about how much he thirsted for some variety, something different. . The stultified school boy vowed, “I’d welcome something, anything to escape this endless routine.” Well, almost anything as he was soon to find out. 
The petite eighteen year old resented that his female classmates enjoyed far more latitude for unique creative expression in their presentation than the boys did. Watching the girls saunter past him in the hallways or seeing them sitting around him in the classrooms, Marcus bristled. He often stared at his female classmates, envious of their more exciting and expressive clothing and hair choices. 
They took this for the typical male gaze, and wrote him off as “creepy,” “weird,” and “inappropriate.” Several of the girls asked his friends Kelly Anne and Daniella why they associated with “such a loser.” 
The two tried to explain that Marcus was misunderstood. Their defense of him along with his far more acceptable recent behavior was making a small but significant difference. While the rest of the students were still wary of him, their outright hostility had markedly decreased.
That’s not to say K.A. and Dani were always entirely tolerant of Marc's behavior. They’d patiently endured his endless complaining about all the unfair advantages he believed girls enjoyed over boys with equanimity. After they’d more or less memorized all of the points from his pontification about this, they decided to do something about it. When they put their plan into action, it changed Marc's life forever, even though none of them knew it at the time.



Chapter 6
When Marcus complained to Kelly Anne and Daniella once again one day, for what seemed like the millionth time to the girls, they exchanged knowing glances. As usual, he’d started in with his all too repetitive refrain while the three of them shared their usual table in the dining hall.
Between bites of sushi he said, “Like I always say, you’ve got the life. You can pick out all different kinds of things to wear and can stand out from each other. You’re both free to be individuals, but look at me! I’m stuck wearing the same old thing every day.”
“Yeah, and saying the same old thing every day,” Kelly Anne said.
“K.A. is absolutely right, Marc!” Daniella agreed, “you do say literally the exact same thing, literally every single day!” 
“I’m just saying,” Marc went on as if they hadn’t pushed back at all, “you girls really have it made with all of your choices us guys don’t get to make.” The two friends blinked back at him in disbelief, then they looked at each other and burst out in laughter. 
“No seriously!” Marcus insisted petulantly, not paying much if any attention to his friends’ points, “look at all the different choices you can still pick from for self expression!”
They’d heard this all before, and they were getting tired of hearing his same old lines and of reciting the same old lines back to Marcus. His two female friends had discussed all of this. They’d had enough of his constant complaining, and they’d agreed on a solution to the endless repetition.
The two girls had discussed Marc’s focus on what they wore several times before. The intensity of his feelings about the girls’ dress code struck them both as quite odd. At some point during their conversations, something clicked. They’d developed a theory about it, and they’d decided that this was the day they’d put their assumptions to the test.
He had no clue about it, but they’d decided on challenging him the next time he started arguing about the pros and cons of being a guy vs. being a girl. They exchanged a hidden wink, their pre-decided signal to launch into their well rehearsed script.
“You don’t even know how good you’ve got it!” Marc challenged.
“Yeah right!” Kelly Anne scoffed sarcastically. 
“Oh we know all about it,” Daniella said. 
Both of them were active in Wellington’s Future Feminists club and their politics made them particularly dissatisfied with the sexist dress code. They were also both fed up with hearing Marcus go on and on about the disadvantages he faced as a guy almost every day. 
“Look at me!” K.A. added, “the school makes us girls wear boring uniforms too, just like you boys do, but ours are so much worse!”
“Worse in what way?” Marcus sniffed, “just look at what we have to—”
“Just look at this outdated and demeaning outfit we have to wear!” Kelly Anne snapped. To emphasize her point, she stood up, showing off the pleated tartan skirt, tights, blouse, and the rest of the obligatory school girl uniform she wore. “How can they expect anyone to take us seriously when they insist on making us dress like little girls!”
“Yeah!” Daniella agreed, “you guys get to look like businessmen, but we’re stuck wearing these out of date childish outfits every single day!” She frowned and brushed a lock of her auburn hair from her green eyes as she spoke. 
“Dani’s right!” Kelly Anne continued, still looming above Marcus and still gesturing at the green and red woolen kilt she was wearing, “just look at this immature, male fetish fantasy uniform all of us girls have to wear every single school day!” She and her BFF had been playing at anger, but by that point she really was getting frustrated.
“So much for all that ‘variation and self expression’ you keep telling us we have!” Daniella said, rolling her dark, obsidian eyes dismissively, “instead of the professional looking navy blue neckties you boys get to wear, they make us girls tie these stupid little red bow ties around our necks!”
“True, but sometimes some girls wear them loose and—”
“Yeah so what? Tied tightly or loosely, these little bows look so babyish and they’re in the same exact red and green colors as our childish skirts!” K.A. nodded peevishly, “the rules also make us wear fresh white button down blouses, almost the exact same thing as your shirts, Marc! What’s the big difference?”
“Don’t forget these dark green blazers,” Dani said, “how are they any better than the ones you guys wear, Mr. Fashionista?”
Marcus winced at this verbal onslaught. He had to agree with some of what his two friends said. “Yeah, while I admit that you girls have to deal with some of the same uniform requirements we guys do,” he conceded, “you can’t tell me that they’re not nearly as strict as ours!”
The two pretty, young women frowned, obviously unimpressed. Then, their expressions changed to grins. Missing their shared smiles, Marcus went on saying, “You girls still enjoy far more choices than us guys do! For one thing, the dress code lets you wear tights or knee socks in all different colors while we have to wear plain old socks, and—”
“Big deal!” Daniella interrupted impatiently, “so we can wear little girls’ knee socks in white, green or black, or immature tights in the same colors.”
“Yeah, and so what?” Kelly Anne seconded, “why do you even care so much about what we girls wear?” She began to sit back down, awaiting Marc's reply. The sports star unconsciously and automatically smoothed her skirt underneath herself as she retook her seat.
“I’ll tell you why I care!” Marcus said. He was getting increasingly agitated as he went on a rant, “You girls have it so much better than us guys! You can wear jewelry, earrings, bracelets, and necklaces, the works!”
At this, the two school girls each examined their modest accessories. Kelly Anne’s were in gold, Dani’s were in silver, and both of the girls’ choices were adorned with colorful sparkling precious or semiprecious stones. They nodded reluctantly, accepting that this was a valid point. 
“OK, you’re right, they do let us wear some—” Kelly Anne nodded, but the guy across the table was too fired up to listen.
“Right, and that’s not all!” Marcus said, his voice rising in volume and pitch, “one of the biggest differences is your ability to wear makeup!”
Dani immediately objected to that saying, “The dress code expressly forbids us from wearing any—” but Marcus cut her off, continuing to talk over the girls.
“Yeah that’s technically true,” he interrupted, “but you girls always find a way to bend the rules! Like right now I can tell that both of you are using cosmetics to enhance your feminine allure.”
The girls smirked at him, but they couldn’t deny this point either. Marcus took their silence as tacit agreement and continued belaboring the topic saying, “Unless you over do your makeup, the faculty always looks the other way. Everyone just lets you girls get away with spicing up your looks while we get demerits for any little violation of the dress code.”
It was true, and neither girl even tried to contradict him about that. Almost all of the female students almost always used some subtle makeup, and they almost never faced any penalties for that.
“You all wear blush—” Marcus began.
“Yeah, we usually dab a bit of it on,” Kelly Anne replied, “but only to bring out our cheekbones a bit!”
“So you admit it!” Marcus snapped, “you all also wear eye makeup—”
“OK true,” Daniella allowed, “some of us use eye shadow, mascara, and eye liner to make our eyes pop.” She laughed while batting her long, alluring lashes at Marcus flirtatiously, grinning widely at his frowning face.
“Before you say it,” Kelly Anne said, jumping in on her friend’s teasing tactics, “we even use glossy lip color to make our lips look luscious and kissable.” After she said this, the leggy teenaged athlete puckered up her “luscious and kissable “ lips and made mocking kissy faces at Marcus.
Feeling flustered, Marcus looked away from the girls, his face blushing bright red. While Daniella didn’t seem to notice this oddly intense reaction, Kelly Anne certainly did. She squinted at Marcus, scrutinizing the smaller boy.
Dani shook her head seeing that the fashion obsessed guy seemed lost in thought. She studied him curiously and said, “Your comprehensive knowledge of the girls’ dress code surprises me.” Then she giggled and asked, “Are you trying to tell us something?” He didn’t respond or even seem to hear her. 
“Earth to Marc? Come in Marc?” She saw that he was still staring off into space, so she continued regarding him with amusement sparkling in her dark brown eyes and said, “K.A. and I both noticed your unusual interest in what girls wear, and that you’ve grown out your hair just like most of us girls.” 
Kelly Anne grinned and asked him, “is there something that you want to tell us? Anything at all?”
“What are you talking about?” Marcus asked, turning back to face his friends. He looked conflicted and his voice sounded much softer than before.
“Oh I don’t know,” the taller girl smiled, “is there anything else you’ve been thinking of doing? Since you apparently want to look like us girls?”
Marcus tried to brush off her questions and focus on her observation about his longer than typical hair for a guy. “Unlike you, I have to wear my hair in a dull low ponytail,” he said, “meanwhile, the rules let you girls really show off your long hair. You can add highlights, or lowlights. You girls always get to wear all different kinds of hair accessories—”
“You mean like this plaid hair band that matches my skirt? Would you like to borrow it?” Kelly Anne asked, touching the U shaped item that held her bangs out of her pretty sparkling eyes. 
Marc's face flushed bright red as he shook his head so abruptly that it sent his hair whipping back and forth. He whispered a soft, low objection, “No.”
Daniella burst out laughing at seeing that reaction. She’d quickly caught on to her girlfriend’s teasing Marcus about his unusual interest in what the girls wore. Smiling at him, she reached out to play with his long, low ponytail. Her soft fingers caressed the back of his head as she toyed with the suddenly abashed boy.
“No? You don’t like her hairband?” Kelly Anne smirked, “Would you like to borrow some of my pretty barrettes instead, Marc?”
Again, he shook his head emphatically but the girls just laughed and kept on playfully tormenting him, enjoying his embarrassment. The taller girl joined in with her friend running her fingers through his hair. “No?” she asked again, still giggling, “then maybe you’d prefer wearing one of my hair combs, or a pretty ribbon you could tie into a bow?” 
Dani asked, “Maybe he’d rather put one of the girlish scrunchies they let us wear in his hair?” turning to Marcus she said, “You’d look adorable in any of them! In fact, why don't you wear an entire school girl uniform?” 
She and Kelly Anne delighted in making him squirm, and they exchanged a giddy grin as they watched his reactions.
Meanwhile, Marcus was becoming increasingly obviously uncomfortable. This all too familiar debate wasn’t going the way he’d expected. Not at all! In the past, both of the girls just nodded and agreed with him, but for some reason today’s exchange was following a new and unfamiliar script. 
For their part, the girls saw how embarrassed he was, but rather than backing off, they stepped up their teasing. “We can tell you’re jealous of us girls, Marc!” Kelly Anne chimed in. She flashed a knowing smile at him.
“N-n-n-no, I’m not jealous of the girls,” Marcus stuttered, “I just don’t like it that us guys lack so many of the options you girls have for self expression.”
“Oh yes,” Dani smirked, “since you seem so eager to find out how the other half lives, maybe we can help you enjoy some of the many advantages we girls selfishly keep to ourselves?”
“You can take advantage of all of our many expressive hair styling privileges!” Kelly Anne laughed. When she suggested, “Marc, you’d look so cute if we dyed your hair a pretty strawberry blonde!” he gasped, looking as if he’d seen a monster bearing down on him. The young women laughed even louder at this, and their mockery made his cheeks redden with sheer humiliation.
Daniella made her eyes go wide so she looked like an air head and she spoke in a high breathy bimbo’s voice, “Maybe you’d like us to color your pretty hair for you? Once we dye it, we could style your hair in any number of ways,” she mused, “we could try curling or straightening it, maybe even braiding it?”
“Why stop there, Marc?” Kelly Anne cooed, also using a high breathy tone in a parody of a brainless appearance obsessed girl, “a few of the more adventurous girls tint their hair with playful pinks and purples to give themselves the totally unique appearance you seem to want?” 
“Yeah!” Daniella said, “maybe we could give you platinum blonde hair with pink highlights? Sooo cute!”
Marcus sighed and said, “Fine, but I wouldn’t want any of that! Anyway, you’ve made your point, but it’s not just about your hair options!”
“Oh?” Daniella asked, “what else is there that you resent about us?”
“Well for one thing,” Marcus began, “even your footwear is more interesting than the plain penny loafers us guys are stuck wearing.”
“You mean these pretty patent black mary jane shoes?” Kelly Anne teased, holding out her left foot toward Marcus, letting it drop into his lap, and then sliding the shoe part way off, then fully back onto her foot. She made sure that the flustered boy got a very close look at her perfectly polished shoe. “Want to borrow a pair? I bet they’re your size!” 
Stunned into silence once more, Marcus stared gaping at the shining black shoe, noting that it had a modest but stylish heel. The girls exchanged a glance and Kelly Anne silently mouthed “I told you so “ to her friend who smiled and nodded.
The BFFs had long doubted that Marc's endlessly expressed frustrations came solely from the lack of choices for his clothing and hair. They were sure that his grievances run much deeper than he’d admitted to them so far. Kelly Anne pulled out her copy of the student handbook and read from it out loud. 
“It says here that ‘students must wear proper regulation uniforms’ then it lists the requirements, but it doesn’t specify that only girls can wear the girls’ uniforms.” She stared into Marc’s eyes and said, “You could wear one too!”
“Yeah,” Daniella said, “one of mine would fit you perfectly, so how about it? Want to take advantage of all the privileges you always say that K.A. and I take for granted?” Her smile was huge but her tone was encouraging.
“No way!” Marc muttered, “No! I wouldn’t want to—”
Dani, too excited to listen, cut him off, “Like K.A. said, nothing in the rules says you can’t wear the girls’ regulation uniform, just that you have to wear all of it!” She continued cajoling him, as if she knew he’d agree.
Marc snorted, “Yeah, but I say I can’t wear the girls’ uniform—”
“Hey, you know that we’re about the same size so why not borrow one of my school uniforms? Dani giggled, “you know you want to!”
She laughed seeing Marc's mortified expression, and she nodded to Kelly Anne when she thought she saw a glimmer of curiosity behind his horrified look.
“If you’re afraid of passing as a girl, don’t worry!” Kelly Anne assured him, “we’ll help you shave your legs and under arms—all of that girly stuff you’re always talking about.”
“I am not always talking about shaving my legs and—” Marc blinked.
“We can even do your makeup for you!” Dani said. She was too excited to let him continue. “We’ll loan you some jewelry and everything else to make sure you get the full effect!” she gushed.
“We’ll help you every step of the way, grooming, clothes, accessories, hair styling, makeup….” Kelly Anne said, ticking off items on her fingers, “you know, so you can enjoy all of the delightfully distinctively different experiences you keep saying that we girls get to enjoy!”
The teased and tantalized teenaged guy slowly shook his head back and forth and declared, “You’re being ridiculous! I’m not discussing this with you!” 
“You’ve been haranguing us about this every day,” Dani rolled her eyes, “now all of a sudden you don’t want to discuss it?”
“There’s no way I’m going to traipse around dressed as a girl at school, “ Marc said, “and that’s final!” 
He said that adamantly, pressing his lips together and folding his arms tightly across his chest. His two female friends were undeterred by his reluctance and reticence, however. These refusals only seemed to make them more eager.
“You’re being very closed minded about this, Marc!” K.A. said, “Dani, don’t you think he’s being stubborn about this?”
The petite girl nodded her head at this and trained her puppy dog eyes on the stubborn school boy. “OMG Marc! Please let us doll you up as a girl, you just have to!” Dani begged, “you won’t have to go out or anything!”
“Come on, Marc! We’ll make you look simply beautiful, and we won’t make fun of you or let anyone else see you! We promise,” Kelly Anne said, holding her hand up in a solemn salute, “girl scout’s honor!” 
She laughed seeing Marc's stunned expression and couldn’t help twisting the knife a bit more by saying, “hey, if you come out as trans you can join my girl scouts troop! We’re inclusive, you know, and we’d love to have you!”
Reeling from this stream of teasing comments, Marcus clenched his eyes shut and shook his head as if trying to wish away their entire conversation. It was no use. Both of the girls were having much too much fun to let him out of it.
“Marc, you have to let us dress you up!” Kelly Anne said, “you keep saying no, but you really do seem to want us to!
“So true!” Dani said, “please just let us dress you up in my clothes and do your makeup, Marc! You’ll love it! I just know you will!”
“Girls, stop it you’re embarrassing me—”
“Unless you’re scared, that is?” Daniella challenged.
“Scared?” Marcus blinked, “why would I be scared?”
“Oh I don’t know,” Kelly Anne said, tapping her chin thoughtfully with a few fingers, “maybe you’re afraid you might like it?”
“Fine!” Marcus sputtered.
“You’ll do it?” Dani asked.
“Yes, I said fine, I’ll do it!” Marcus said, “but no one else can see me, just you two! Promise me?”
“Oh that’s great!” Kelly Anne said happily, “see you after your last class this afternoon? We both have biology?”
At that, Marcus groaned, “What have I gotten myself into?” He stood up and fled, hearing his classmates’ laughter ringing in his ears. His dull and boring life had annoyed him for years, more each day. From what he had to do to what he had to wear, he felt entrapped in an unending regimented rat race.
Still, hearing the two girls’ glee as they discussed dressing him up in a skirt and putting makeup on him wasn’t the kind of variation he wanted. He’d given his word, however, and so after bio class he let Kelly Anne hook her arm through his and together they walked out into the crowded chaotic hallway.



Chapter 7
Kelly Anne giggled as she and Dani met their reluctant soon to be feminized friend. “You know, this is gonna be so much fun, Marc!” the tall athlete said.
Looking up at her then quickly away, Marcus asked softly, “Where do you want to, you know….”
“Turn you into a girl?” she finished. Seeing his mouth drop open and his eyes go wide, she added, “I’m just kidding, Marc! It’s just some clothing, it can’t hurt you, much less change you into a girl!”
“Right, of course not,” he said, “that’d be impossible.”
Within moments, Daniella joined them. Together, the trio advanced along dodging their classmates who were eagerly departing the building, now that their school day was over. The trio lingered just outside the girl’s locker room.
“I can’t go in there again!” Marc cried, “remember what happened last time? If I’m caught—”
“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,” Kelly Anne said soothingly, “school’s over, no one else is around.”
The two BFFs pushed their guy friend forward, into the forbidden feminine domain, and calmed him down as he began to hyperventilate.
“Do you have everything?” asked K.A.
“Sure do!” Daniella smiled, then she opened a locker and pulled out a complete set of clothing for Marc’s transformation into a school girl.
“Alright, Marc, time to get started,” Kelly Anne said authoritatively, “take off your clothes!”
Marc slowly complied. He began by taking off his school blazer and hanging it up in the locker Dani had left opened. He unbuttoned his shirt with shaking hands and hung it up as well. Next, he sat on one of the benches, slipped off his penny loafers and socks. Then, he unfastened his belt and stood up, letting his pants fall to the floor. He stepped out of them, leaving him in just his boxer shorts.
“Those too?” Dani said, and she grinned as he pulled down his underwear and stood exposed, naked in front of the fully clothed girls. She gathered up all of his things and hung them up in the locker. 
Smiling wickedly at him, she slammed it shut and hooked a combination lock into the handle and clicked it, locking all of his clothing away. “There!” she giggled, “no going back now!”
“My clothes!” he cried out desperately, “what did you do that for?” Aghast he seemed about to have a panic attack.
“Great! You’re doing great!” Kelly Anne said encouragingly. 
“Now, step into these panties,” Dani smiled and nodded at him, holding out a confection of cotton and lace toward the trembling boy. “These will feel so nice, Marc, the lace is soft and light, and the pima-cotton blend is super comfortable.”
Blushing, he asked, “Panties? Really?” He looked closely at the skimpy pearlescent pink bikini briefs with their delicate scalloped lace edging and asked, “Do I really have to?”
“Of course, you do!” Daniella said, “Authenticity is key. Plus, I’m sure that they'll look adorable on you.”
Marc said, “Fine, but no peeking.”
Kelly Anne said, “Oh, please. We've seen it all before. Just put them on!”
Marc muttered, “I can't believe that I agreed to this.… “
Once she saw Marc’s privates barely covered by the pretty panties, Daniella said, “Next up, the bra. Arms up, Marc!”
Marc shivered, but lifted his hands over his head.
“No, sorry, I meant hold them out in front of you!” Dani said, “there! That’s better!” She nodded seeing that he’d done as she asked, letting her guide the bra straps onto his shoulders and close the clasps in back. “Now hold still while I adjust the straps. There, perfect. You’ve got quite the figure, Marc!”
“This is so embarrassing,” he complained.
“You know,” K.A. noted, “this is like when I volunteer at the retirement home, helping some of the ladies there get dressed.”
“Do you have to make it sound so...clinical?” he whined.
Kelly Anne giggled at that and said, “Would you prefer we keep cooing over how cute you are in your lacy lingerie?”
Marc said, “No! Definitely not.”
“Oh well,” Daniella said, “Too late for that!” as she rolled up a pair of green leggings. Then, she directed Marc to lift one leg then the other so she could unroll them up his legs.
“Wow! You’ve got legs to die for! I never knew!” Kelly Anne said, “Now for the plaid skirt. Step into it one foot at a time. There we go.”
Marc said, “You know, I could probably do this myself.”
“Yeah,” Daniella said, “but where’s the fun in that? Besides, you need our expert touch to make sure it sits just right.”
Marc said, “Can we just get this over with?”
Daniella said, “Not so fast. We still have the blouse. Arms up again.”
“I feel like a doll,” Marc said, “or a mannequin.”
“True!” Kelly Anne said, “but a very stylish mannequin.” She carefully buttoned the blouse. 
Dani held out her girl’s blazer for him to slide one arm into and then the other. “There!” she said, “now you’re starting to look the part.”
“Starting?” Marc groaned, “what else is there? I thought we were done!”
Daniella said, “Not yet. Time for your makeup!”
“Makeup too?” he challenged, “you’re not letting me off easy, are you?”
“She’s right, Marci!” Kelly Anne said, “the outfit is just the beginning. Now it's time for the finishing touches. Let's start with some makeup!”
“Do you have to call me Marci?” he asked blushing.
“Yup I do!” Kelly Anne nodded giggling, “it’s time to make you gorgeous!”
Marc said, “I’m not sure ‘gorgeous' is the look I’m going for.”
“Should’ve thought of that before,” Daniella said, “Now sit still, and let the makeover begin.”
Kelly Anne said, “First, a little foundation to even out your complexion. Close your eyes and hold still.”
Waves of suppressed memories of the ballerinas dolling him up flooded Marc’s mind upon feeling the strange sensations of a girl’s soft fingers spreading lotion over his face once again. He mumbled, “This tickles “ sounding entranced.
Daniella said, “Now for some blush. We want those cheeks to pop!”
Rousing himself Marc said, “Pop? I don't want to look like a clown.”
Kelly Anne said, “Trust us, you'll look amazing. A touch of blush...perfect! Now, let’s do your eyes. Dani, hand me the eyeliner.”
Daniella said, “Here you go. Hold still, Marc. This requires precision.”
Marc said, fully back in the here and now, “I’m trying, but it’s hard when you’re poking my eye!”
Kelly Anne said, “Almost done...there! Now some eyeshadow to make those eyes really stand out.”
Daniella suggested, “How about this shimmery purple? It’ll complement his eyes and the outfit.”
Marc said, “Shimmery purple? Seriously?”
Kelly Anne said, “Yes, seriously. Close your eyes...and done! Now for the mascara. Blink slowly...perfect.”
Looking into a nearby mirror Marc said, “UGH! I look like I have caterpillars on my eyes.”
Daniella said, “You look stunning. Now, for the lips. Nothing crazy. A little bit of gloss should do the trick.”
Marc said, “You promised no lip gloss!”
“We promised no such thing!” Kelly Anne said, “lip gloss is just a finishing touch. Pucker up!”
Marc sighed, “Fine. I’m puckering...there, happy?”
Daniella said, “Ecstatic. Now, let’s move on to your hair. We need to style it to match the whole look.”
Kelly Anne said, “Luckily, you have such long, great hair. Let’s give you some cute curls.”
Marc said, “Curls? How are you even going to do that?”
“With a little bit of magic from my magic wand,” Daniella said, “and by that, I mean this curling wand. Sit still.”
Marc said, “Just don’t burn me.”
“Relax, we’re pros!” Kelly Anne said, “a few cute curls here, a few sexy curls there...and voila! Look at all those bouncy locks! Have you ever considered entering a beauty pageant? With your dancing skills you’d ace the talent portion!”
“Yeah!” Dani agreed, “and you’d rock the bikini and heels—”
“Ugh, no way!” Marc interrupted, “hey, is it too late for me to ask you to go back to clinical?”
“Funny!” Daniella said, “but give some thought to pageants?”
Before Marc could object, Daniella said, “Now for the crowning touch—the cute headband we promised you.”
As she carefully placed the plaid hair accessory on his head Marc said, “I feel like a doll right now.”
“Yes!” Kelly Anne said, “you make a very pretty doll. There, all done. What do you think?”
Marc took a long look in the mirror and said, “I can't believe that's me. I look so...so different.”
“Different in the best way!” Daniella said, “you look gorgeous, Marc. Admit it, we did a great job.”
Marc said, “I'll admit you did a good job, but this is still so embarrassing.”
“Embarrassing, maybe,” Kelly Anne said, “but you look amazing.
Daniella said, “We almost forgot! Slip on these Mary Jane shoes. They complete the ensemble.”
Marc said, “I never thought I’d be wearing Mary Janes.”
Kelly Anne said, “And yet, here you are, looking fabulous. Now stand up and give us a twirl.”
Marc said, “A twirl? Really?”
Daniella said, “Yes, a twirl! Come on, humor us.”
Marc twirled gracefully and said, “There. Happy?”
Kelly Anne said, “So happy. You look absolutely perfect.”
Daniella said, “See, Marc? This wasn’t so bad. And you have to admit, you pull off the school girl look way better than most guys could.”
Marc said, “I suppose it could be worse...but seriously, no photos, okay?”
Kelly Anne said, “No promises. You look too cute not to capture this moment!”
Marc said, “Why do I get the feeling I’m going to regret this?”
Daniella said, “Relax, Marc. It’s all in good fun. 
As Kelly Anne and Daniella continued to tease and taunt Marc, making him walk around and strike poses in the school girl uniform, his emotions were a tumultuous blend of embarrassment, amusement, and reluctant acceptance.
Initially, he felt a deep sense of embarrassment. The feel of the tight panties, the almost entirely unfamiliar snugness of the bra, and the swish of the plaid skirt against his legs were constant, tactile reminders of his predicament. He couldn't help but blush furiously as the girls adjusted his outfit, their playful comments and laughter amplifying his self-consciousness.
However, as the teasing persisted, a flicker of amusement began to surface. The ridiculousness of the situation was undeniable, and despite his initial reluctance, Marc found himself chuckling at some of their more outrageous remarks. The girls’ infectious energy and the absurdity of his appearance made it hard to stay completely mortified.
Yet, there was also a growing sense of reluctant acceptance in him. As when he’d been dressed up as a ballerina, the feminized boy felt an odd sense of calm. He’d forgotten how he’d reacted then, or more likely suppressed the memory, but that strange sensation was back again. Seeing himself as a girl embarrassed him. It also made his stress and even his sense of self evaporate into a submissiveness that suppressed his usual rebelliousness.
Marc realized that the girls' teasing, though relentless, was ultimately good-natured. They were genuinely having fun, and their enthusiasm was contagious. He started to loosen up, if only slightly, and even managed a few playful retorts of his own. Still, the underlying embarrassment never fully dissipated. Even as they praised him for how wonderful he looked as a school girl.
“You’d fit right in with any of us girls,” Dani said seriously.
“She’s right!” K.A. said, “you really look great as a girl!” 
“Great as a girl? That’s just great,” Marc said unenthusiastically, “can I change back into my own clothes now?”
“Are you sure you don’t want to go home like that?” Daniella teased.
“Yeah, I’m sure, I’m not ready to give my dad a heart attack…at least not yet.” he replied sardonically. 
“Oh you’re no fun!” K.A. play pouted.
“Yeah you can,” Dani said cheerfully as she unlocked her locker and let Marc have his own school uniform back.
The grateful guy wasted no time shedding his temporary femininity. He rapidly removed the school girl blazer, the slightly too tight Mary Jane shoes, the tights, plaid skirt, white blouse, and finally the lacy lingerie and makeup.
“I’m glad that’s over with,” he sighed, clearly feeling relieved that he’d escaped emasculation once again, “This was…different,” he added while hurrying to put on his boxers and socks, his uniform pants and shirt, his shoes and at last his own school boy’s blazer. He’d never been happier to put on all of that boring attire before in his entire life.
“Aww!” K.A. complained, “I hate to see you looking so drab like this!”
“Same here, and I never thought I’d say it,” Marc smiled, “but I’m glad to see me looking like this again.”
“Oh foo!” Dani giggled, “so boring! Anyway, let’s do this again soon!
“Ah I don’t….” Marc looked puzzled as he said, “I don’t know about—”
“I’ve got so many other outfits you can wear!” Dani went on as if he hadn’t started to object, “I’ve got skater dresses, party dresses, daisy dukes….”
“Um…no! That’s a hard pass! On all of that!” Marc barked. He shook his head wondering, “What is it about me that makes girls want to doll me up?”
Undeterred, Dani rattled on, “…body con dresses, my Cinderella costume, my French maid costume, my…. Hey, I know! Maybe one of the cheerleaders would let you borrow her cheer uniform?”
“I said, ‘no’ and I mean it!” Marc snapped, “I’m never wearing any female clothes ever again!”
K.A. and Dani just looked at him, then they looked at each other, and finally they laughed loudly, brushing off his adamant refusal. “We’ll just have to see about that,” the taller girl said, “methinks we haven’t seen the last of Miss Marci!”
“Yeah,” Dani giggled, “now that we have videos and pics of you rocking that plaid skirt and all, we have all the leverage we need to ‘convince’ you!”
Marc looked stricken, all the color drained from his face. He looked like he was going to run away, but what would be the point? His companions could upload the evidence of his emasculation to social media, and there’s no running away from the Internet. His shoulders slumped as he shook his head and said, “I trusted you, how could you do this to me? I mean—”
“Aww we’re just kidding!” K.A. said smirking, “or are we?”
The girls giggled uncontrollably seeing him squirming in response to what he’d hope was just pretended threats of blackmailing him back into a skirt and makeup. He could tell that they’d enjoyed dolling him up, more even than the ballerinas had, and he wondered just how far they’d take it next time…if there was a next time. He sullenly resigned himself to an ongoing battle to resist them.
“Come on Marc, even you have to admit that was a lot of fun,” Daniella said, “but it’s hardly a fair real life test of you as a school girl.”
“True! After all of your endless lecturing us about all the advantages you kept telling us that we girls have over you guys, you didn’t even let anyone else see you,” K.A. noted as the three of them paused just outside the girls’ locker room. 
“Yeah true, but who else could’ve even seen me?” Marc asked, “I mean, schools already over for the day, so—”
“So you agree? We should do this all over again, but next time we’ll dress you up in the morning so you can spend the whole day as a girl in school?” Kelly Anne finished for him. Her grin was frighteningly avid to his blinking eyes.
“No! No way!” Marc gasped, “you’ve got it all wrong! That’s not at all what I was saying!”
K.A. turned to Dani and asked, “Don’t you agree that this would’ve been a better test if we did it first thing in the morning and brought Marci to school?”
“Right?” Dani said, then she asked, “Marc. how could you possibly know what it’s like to be a school girl if you don’t go to school dressed as one of us?”
“Yeah, but I already was in school dressed up as a girl, though,” Marc said.
“So what? No one else saw you but us,” K.A. said, “you have to admit that’s not the same. Looking like one of us is one thing—”
“Yeah, but being treated like one of us and acting like one of us in school is totally different,” Dani carried on her BFF’s train of thought, “you have to see the logic in that?”
Marc nodded slowly, “Yes, I do see the logic in that, but how could we get away with that and….” he stopped himself in mid sentence wondering, “What am I getting myself into?”
“I dare you to try being an actual school girl for one week or even just for a single day!” Daniella challenged, “I’ll bet that you’d agree that it’s not even much different for you, believe me!”
“Yeah, you’d basically just have to follow almost all of the same rules you already do,” Kelly Anne said, “even when you’re wearing a skirt and knee socks.”
“Yeah! you’ll find out pretty fast that it’s not so easy being a girl,” Dani said, “our lives aren’t as fun as you seem to think!”
“You’re asking an awful lot,” Marc complained, “and you both promised that I wouldn’t have to—”
“Come on, try it for just one day, even though it isn't close to long enough to really get the sense of life as a school girl!” Dani said.
“I’ll think about it,” Marc said grimacing, but inwardly he swore to himself, “Yeah right! I’ll never wear any girl’s clothes ever again, and definitely never to set foot outside dressed that way!”
His two female friends weren’t willing to let him escape from feminization that easily, however. While he seemed resolved to avoid dressing up as a girl, they were both equally resolved to bring him to school as one of the girls. They’d already decided that their girlfriend Marci would make her public debut as a school girl and soon, whether or not she wanted to!
End of Part One, Continued in Part Two
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I cannot thank you enough for reading this all new forced feminization story! I hope you try some of my other stories as well using this link:
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Your rating and review would also urge me to continue Stephanie’s story to what happens next as our humiliated heroine is forced to remain a feminized fashion model under the strict control of the manipulative, dominant Missy.
You can hire me to bring your inner girl (or dream girl) to life through “Buy Me A Coffee.” To commission a story using your plot with you as a main character, use this link: http://www.BuyMeACoffee.com/MindiHarris/e/19875.
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