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Foreword by the Author
Thank you for buying this all new 33,000+ word book, with 32,000+ 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 keeps getting dolled up by girls against his will.
In the first book, the ballerinas in his dance studio transformed him into one of them. They dressed 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, panties and a bra! 
After that, his two female friends transformed 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. Then, they made him squirm by saying they were intent on taking his feminization to the next level.
In this, the second book of an ongoing series, his friends doll him up again and show him off as a pretty teen aged girl in front of all of their classmates and teachers. They feminize him in a cute little school girl uniform, triple pierce his ears and remove all of his body hair. They make up his face and dress him in a cute school girl uniform.
He’s forced to attend school as a girl for an entire week. He endures five days as an embarrassed sex object, constantly hit on by guys. While he tries to keep his time as a girl secret, some of the sexiest girls at his school find out who Marci really is.
As Halloween approaches, they suggest several sexy costumes he should wear. He refuses all of their offers to fit him out as a femme fatale, but the girls refuse to be denied.  When he arrives at a Halloween party without a costume, a group of girls force him to dress as a sexy bunny girl and show him off. He wonders where his emasculation will end. Are you curious about that as well? 
Find out what happens to a helpless, hapless typical guy at the hands of sexy school girls who are intent on feminizing him in this all new forced feminization fantasy, part two of a sexy sissification series! 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!
I’d love to hear from you, Dear Reader! Please feel free to email me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind, or even if you just want to say hi!
If you like this book, please 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 these links don’t work or if you live elsewhere, just search for me on Amazon.)
Thank you again for selecting this book. I wrote it just for you! I deeply appreciate you taking the time to read my humble offerings, and I hope you enjoy reading them. ￼
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This Book Meets All Amazon/Kindle Standards
All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, unrelated, 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 Laws of the U.S.A. prohibit theft of 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.” All other jurisdictions provide similar legal protections of this intellectual property. 
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
Spoiled only child Randolph Marcus Covington the Fifth was bored by his comfortable, somewhat conservative lifestyle. His parents, Randolph Marcus Covington the Fourth and Chantal Auclair-Covington, were wealthy, powerful, well connected. They were also very demanding of their son. His father especially. 
Everyone called the boy “Marcus” or “Marc” so as not to confuse him with his father. This, even though it’d be impossible to mix them up in person. Marc closely resembled his mother. Like her, he was petite, fair haired, and fair skinned. His light brown to blonde hair and his bluish green eyes matched hers as well. 
In total contrast, his darker skinned father had the deepest brown eyes and hair, although some of the latter was giving way to white more and more with his advancing age. He remained vigorous and commanding, standing over six foot tall. He’d stayed in shape, with a well built body. He had rough, masculine features. 
All of this was much different from his son. Marc stood barely five foot six. He weighed no more than one hundred and twenty pounds, and his body was delicate as delicate as his facial features. That face was round and somewhat babyish looking, while his complexion was pale, making him look much younger than he really was.
His father’s face featured a manly mustache, but Marc’s beard hadn’t begun growing in at all. His cherubic cheeks covered by soft, downy peach fuzz leaving him with a peaches and cream complexion many girls envied. He barely had any hair on his slim, lithesome body either.
Growing up, he’d often been confused for a girl by strangers. He’d still occasionally gotten mistaken for a young woman, making both him and his father writhe with embarrassment. Despite that repeated misgendering, Marc refused to cut his ever lengthening hair. He kept it long, defying his father’s demands and flouting the rules of the Wellington Academy for Academic Excellence—the exclusive private school he’d attended since the age of four.
This was an ongoing source of conflict within the Covington household. Marc and his mother insisted on letting his fine, silken hair grow. It became a point of pride for them, a way for them to declare independence from societal strictures.
The boy remained intransigent about it, even when having such a feminine look led to ongoing humiliation for him. That made his father grind his teeth and grumble, “No wonder so many people think you’re a girl!”
Marc’s small stature, long hair, and dedication to dancing seemingly led a lot of girls to demand that he let them dress him up as one of them. He’d spent a lot of time with girls up to that point. He’d danced ballet almost from the time he could walk. This lasted until unabated for several years. His passion for dancing only ended when he succumbed to pressure from his old fashioned father. That as well as teasing—even considerable bullying—from his male classmates. The turning point came when he’d been dressed up by ballerinas as a ballerina.
They made him over and made him up. They dressed him in pink panties and a matching bra, with sparkling pink tights, a satin pink leotard with a fluffy skirt and all. The girls tied up his long hair into a bun—just like any other ballerina’s in the dance studio—and presented him to their dance teacher as a pretty prima ballerina. 
To Marc’s dismay, the instructor Madam La Fontaine, had insisted that he spend the entire class dressed that way. She even made him dance that way, scolding him every time he used the far more forceful movements of a male danseur instead of the gently flowing style of a female dancer.
It was humiliating for him, especially when all of the girls teased him about how beautiful he looked as a ballerina. All the more embarrassing when even the habitually taciturn Madame joined in with their praise of his feminine ways. When he returned home with some of his makeup still showing, that infuriated his father. The ensuing argument between his parents made Marc fear that they’d soon divorce unless he gave up ballet.
That wasn’t the only time he’d been feminized by girls. This after a series of unpleasant events—mainly his one man prank war against the girls and female teachers at Wellington—left him on probation, isolated from his classmates. He’d spent his school days all alone until a pair of beautiful girls, Daniella “Dani” Crawford and Kelly Anne “K.A.” Fitzsimmons, befriended him. 
They were BFFs and he was happy that they’d decided to include him in their tiny circle. It gave him someone to sit with and talk to at lunch times, and increasingly at other times as well. They’d accepted him as one of them, and listened attentively to his complaints about what he considered unfair advantages the girls enjoyed at the expense of the boys.
After weeks and weeks of enduring his incessant complaints, both of the girls decided to challenge his assumptions, pushing back on his apparent Venus Envy. After they’d engaged in argumentation and teasing, they wore away at Marc’s resistance until he very reluctantly agreed to let them dress him up as a school girl. “But just once!” he insisted. 
That’s how he’d come to be dressed up as a ballerina by ballerinas, and dolled up as a school girl by school girls. “Twice is enough!” he’d  told K.A. and Dani, “I’ve had my fill of feminization!”
He was intent on spending the rest of his tenure at the prestigious Wellington Academy as just one of the guys. This, even though he’d adamantly refused to do most stereotypical “guy things.” He didn’t participate in any sports. He considered video games a childish waste of time. He similarly disdained all of the other usual and customary masculine pastimes enjoyed by most of his male classmates.
Unfortunately for the long haired, petite, and baby faced guy, his two best female friends had other ideas. After getting a taste of dressing him up as a school girl that one time, their drive to feminize him again became irresistible. 
Day after day after day, they double teamed him. They cajoled and teased him about how well he passed for a school girl, and how little his brief time dressed up as one of the girls really mattered, especially compared to how long he’d nagged them about how girls had it so much better than boys.
One day, Kelly Anne smiled and said, “Come on, Marc, you have to agree that you looked absolutely adorable last time we dressed you up as a school girl. Remember how cute you were in that plaid skirt?” 
She was a powerful girl, both physically and mentally. A sought after star athlete on the varsity volleyball team, she’d already had several top division one universities heavily recruiting her. She’d even been asked to play for the boys’ v-ball team. She’d been tempted by the offer, and was seriously considering trying that for her senior year. She grinned at Marc and said, “You have to admit that you made a very convincing school girl!”
Marc shook his head and ran his fingers through his long, silky hair, but said nothing to rebut his taller friend’s assertions. He looked toward his other friend for support, but he should have known that would be fruitless.
Daniella, a high achieving girl with a perfect grade average agreed, “K.A. is 100% right, you know! A few minutes in a skirt hidden behind closed doors was no kind of measure for your claims! How could that prove what you say about boys having it much worse than us girls?”
“Oh really?” he raised his eyebrows, “what would be a true test of—” he started to ask, but Daniella had anticipated this.
She cut in saying, “A true test would include you actually going to school as a school girl!” Smiling widely she added, “And like Kelly Anne said, you have to admit that you did look absolutely adorable!”
“Adorable? Really?” Marc challenged, “I felt ridiculous in that uniform. There’s no way I’m doing that again, especially not in public.”
Daniella said, “Oh, stop it, Marc! You know you were the prettiest girl in the room!” she laughed then added, “other than K.A. and me of course, but you were a very close third!”
“Seriously Marc!” Kelly Anne said, “you were so convincing. Imagine the look on everyone’s faces when we walk into school with you as the ‘new girl?’ You know it’ll be epic!”
“Yeah an epic disaster when they realize who I am and start laughing at me?” Marc said, “no thanks.”
“Oh, they won’t laugh,” Daniella countered, “all the girls will be too busy being jealous of how perfectly you can pull off the look and all the guys will be trying to get your number!
“Yeah, and we promise we’ll be with you the entire time!” K.A. added.
“No way!” Marc said, “I’m not even close to convinced, ladies.”
They continued teasing him, telling him how great he looked as a school girl when they dressed him up before, and how fun it’d be to take him to school that way. As their persistent pressure continued, the girls slowly managed to chip away at his reluctance. They kept nagging, teasing, and urging him until they eventually wore him down, overcoming his objections one by one.
“You know, Marc,” Daniella said, “dressing up as a school girl once for like a minute, and not letting anyone else see you doesn’t prove anything.”
“She’s right!” K.A. said, “you’d need at least a week going to school as a girl to experience it fully!”
“Yeah right!” Marc shook his head, “like that’s ever gonna happen!”
“Yeah right,” the tall, redhead said, “you know you want it to happen!” 
“It’s the perfect way to ‘express yourself’ as you keep telling us you want to do!” Daniella urged, “show everyone at Wellington that you’re not just another cookie-cutter student.”
“Yeah that’s for sure!” Marc scoffed “once everyone sees me dressed up in a school girl skirt and—”
Dani continued her train of thought saying, “Plus, you look way too good to waste this on just one time hidden away!” she added with a wink.
“Come on, Marc!” K.A. scolded him, “don’t be such a wimp!”
“It’ll be so much fun!” Dani urged, “it’ll be your biggest prank ever!”
“Yeah!” Kelly Anne said, elbowing him in the arm, “the grand return of the greatest trickster in Wellington Academy history!”
“Come on, Marc, think about it!” Dani urged, “it’ll be legendary, as in you’ll be a legend!”
“Marc, you can do this!” K.A. said, “Just imagine yourself strutting down the hallway as a stunning school girl, with everyone staring at you in awe.”
Marc said, “More like staring at me in horror.”
“No way!” Dani said, “you’ll rock the school girl look! You’ve got the legs, the body, and the face for it. Seriously, you could be a model!”
“Plus, it’s just one day,” Kelly Anne said, “just one day of fun, and then you can go back to being boring ol’ Marc.”
Marc objected to her little dig saying, “Hey, I’m not boring!”
Daniella said, “Exactly! You’ve been hiding your wild side ever since you got caught doing all of those pranks. So why not show everyone that you’ve still got your fabulous side?”
“I don’t know about—” he mused, but never got a chance to finish as his friends’ excitement spun out of control.
“Yeah, and you complain all the time about how what us girls get to wear is so much better than the guys’ uniforms!” K.A. reminded him, “Do it! It’ll be a blast. We’ll even let you pick out your accessories.”
“Accessories, huh?” Marc asked, “like what?”
“You know all about it!” Kelly Anne said, “you always complain about all the little things girls wear to make themselves stand out. Now it’s your turn to make a statement with a cute headband, maybe some bangles, whatever you want. We’ll make sure you’re the star of the school.”
“Ooh!” Dani said, “don’t forget your make up! Eye shadow, liner, mascara, blush, and some shiny bubble gum pink lip gloss!”
Laughing Marc said, “Lip gloss? I draw the line at lip gloss.”
His friends’ manic pixie enthusiasm seemed contagious and he felt himself caught up in their excitement as they kept describing their plans to make him over into a pretty girl.
“What do you mean no lip gloss?” Daniella challenged, shaking her head, “you rocked the makeup the last time we dressed you up, and you always whine about how girls get to wear it!”
Marc insisted, “I don’t whine—”
“Whatever!” K.A. said, “but you have to admit, it sounds kinda fun, right? Just a little bit?”
“I don’t know.…” Marc said, “I guess it could be...interesting.”
“That’s the spirit!” Kelly Anne cheered, “come on, Marc. Do it for us. Do it for the memories. You won’t regret it.”
“I’m not so sure about that!” Marc said, before mumbling “okay, okay you obviously won’t shut up about this.” 
“No we absolutely never will,” Dani agreed, “so you’ll do it?” she asked or really more like she insisted, grinning widely.
“Fine!” Marc sighed, “but just this once, and you both owe me big time.”
“Deal!” Daniella said, “Now let’s get you dolled up, pretty boy.”
“You’re going to be the most fabulous school girl ever, Marc,” Kelly Anne said, “just wait and see!”
Marc said, “I can’t believe I’m doing this….”
Daniella said, “Believe it, honey. You’re about to steal the show.”
“How are we even going to do this?” he asked.
“We can all meet up at my place and do our magic there!” Daniella said, “how early can you two get there?” “
We’ll need an hour at least to get everything done. Let’s make it 5 AM?” Kelly Anne suggested, “will your parents be O.K. with that Dani?”
“Yeah no problem,” Daniella smiled, “they sleep like the dead, and we can do everything in my room, it’s way down in the basement!”
“So it’s settled,” Kelly Anne turned to Marc, “you’ll meet us at Dani’s at 5?”
“Um…”
“Come on, you promised!” Daniella said.
“Oh O.K.” Marcus threw his hands up, “Much against my better judgment, I’ll be there!” He almost immediately regretted promising that he’d go along with them. Had he known the aftermath that awaited his feminization, he would have never agreed.



Chapter 2
- Monday -
Early the next morning, Marcus arrived at Daniella’s home. He’d barely slept the whole night as he anticipated attending school dressed as a girl, both excited by the prospect of pushing boundaries and anxious at the reactions he’d get from classmates and faculty. 
The girls had been teasing him about his supposed envy of their fashion choices for weeks. Now, he was finally going to experience them first hand via this transformation. Marc’s heart raced as he stood on Daniella’s doorstep, the early morning sun barely peeking over the horizon. This was it. No turning back now.
Hearing his timid knock, Daniella flung open the door, her curls bouncing. “There’s our girl!” she exclaimed with a mischievous grin. 
Kelly Anne appeared behind her, eyes sparkling. “Come on in, Marc. Time for your makeover.”
Marcus groaned inwardly as he stepped inside. He repeated his new manta, “What have I gotten myself into?”
“You’re about to get yourself into one of my school girl uniforms!” Daniella said smiling, waving her hand over her all too familiar outfit. “Alright, let’s go over the game plan,” she said, leading them down a flight of carpeted stairs to her subterranean bedroom. 
“We've got a lot to do and not a lot of time to do it,” Kelly Anne ticked off items on her fingers as the three amiga descended toward the setting for Marc’s imminent makeover, “there’s hair removal, eyebrow plucking, hairstyling, nails, underwear, jewelry, makeup.…”
“Whoa, wait,” Marcus interjected. “I never agreed to all that!”
The girls just laughed at his panicked expression. Kelly Anne said, “You agreed to be a school girl, and all of that is just the basic requirements!” 
“Anyway? It’s too late to back out now, pretty boy,” Daniella teased.
Marc’s stomach churned. This experience was way more intense than he’d imagined. He felt confused and distressed, but a part of him tingled with excitement too. 
“First things first,” Kelly Anne declared, holding out a pink woman’s razor. “Time to get your body all silky and smooth!”
Marc’s eyes widened. “You’re not serious.”
“Oh, we’re dead serious,” Daniella smirked. “Now strip.”
Cheeks burning, Marcus reluctantly peeled off his shirt. The cool air prickled his skin. “Are you sure this is necessary?” he asked. 
“Relax,” Daniella soothed, sensing his tension. “this is the big chance to break free you’re always talking about, remember? Embrace it.”
Marcus took a shaky breath. “Is she right?” he wondered, “this is my shot at true self-expression, breaking away from my parents’ suffocating expectations and the school’s stifling rules.”
“Okay,” he said softly. “I’m ready.” He wondered, however, “Am I really ready for this?” He wasn’t, not entirely. It was too late for him to back out at that point, despite his lingering even strengthening misgivings. He was committed to letting his friends feminize him anyway.
The girls cheered as they got to work, chattering and joking the whole time. They had their test subject step into the bathtub, and methodically spread a lavender scented shaving gel all over his legs, arms, underarms, and chest.
As they lathered him with the gel, Marc’s mind raced. “Is this really happening?” he asked, “what if someone finds out?”
Kelly Anne said, “Of course people are going to find out, Marc!”
“Yeah,” Daniella agreed, “we’ve been over all of this already!”
Marcus didn’t remember discussing or even considering the ramifications of this experiment, but before he could say anything, the girls each used a razor to carefully but quickly shave off all of his body hair. 
“There! Almost all done!” Daniella smiled as she used her detachable hand held shower head to spray away the mixture of hair and foam from Marc’s shivering form, revealing his newly silky and hairless body.
“See?” Kelly Anne giggled, “you’re looking more feminine already!”
Despite his nervousness, Marcus was shyly smiling, although this was from embarrassment as well as liberation. 
Minutes later, he was seated in one of Daniella’s chairs, his waist tightly wrapped in a huge pink towel. He sighed as Kelly Anne began styling his newly shampooed and conditioned hair. Marcus gazed at his reflection in the mirror. 
He could see that his previously sparsely hirsute chest was entirely smooth, as were his arms and legs. The girls had attacked his eyebrows, rendering them neatly plucked into thin, stylish arches. He barely recognized himself, and they weren’t even close to done with his makeover.
“You know,” he began hesitantly, “maybe this isn’t such a great idea—”
“Oh shut up!” Daniella smirked, “all we ever hear from you is how many wonderful choices we girls have!”
“Yeah, she’s right!” Kelly Anne said, “you never shut up about it!” She’d paused momentarily, a nail polish brush hovering over Marc’s fingers. She snorted then resumed talking while painting his nails, “that’s why we’re doing this, Marc. To help you break free.”
Marcus sighed. “But what if this just makes things worse? Everyone already hates me! What if I end up seen as a total freak?”
Kelly Anne squeezed his shoulder. “You’re not a freak. You’re brave and all the girls will respect you for seeing what it’s like to live as one of us for a week—”
“A week?” Marcus jolted, only to have the girls push him back into his seat, “I never agreed to do this for a whole week!”
“Don’t worry, Marc,” Daniella said soothingly, “we’ll go slow and take it one day at a time!”
“Yeah,” Kelly Anne smiled, “we’ll see how it goes. Who knows? Maybe you’ll even like it enough to stay as a girl?”
“Yeah, no,” Marc shook his head, sending his hair flying all around, “that’s not ever gonna happen!”
“Oh? Don’t be so sure!” Dani giggled, “it’s fun being a girl!”
As the two BFFs continued their work, Marc’s thoughts swirled. He’d never felt so vulnerable. “This is really happening,” he gasped. The thought of facing the world as a girl was beyond frightening. 
Marc wasn’t sure he could do it for one day, let alone longer than that. He also felt a weird sense of calm, almost as if he were watching all of this happening to someone else. He felt like he was drifting, like he was entranced, as if he’d lost all will to resist what was happening to him.
“So,” Daniella grinned at him, bringing him back to the here and now, and blowing on his freshly-painted nails, “how does it feel to be a girl so far?”
Marcus wiggled his pink-tipped fingers. “Weird, but...kind of exciting?”
The girls exchanged knowing looks. “Just wait till you see your exciting underwear options,” Daniella giggled. She pulled out a drawer filled with lacy bras and silky panties. 
Marc’s eyes widened. He asked, “I have to wear those?”
“Of course!” Daniella exclaimed, oddly excited by the prospect of sharing her lingerie with a male classmate, “let’s start with the bras.”
Marcus looked at her in astonishment as she ran through his choices, “Now, let’s see. We've got push-ups, some demi-cups, a few balconettes....”
“I think Marcus should experience an underwire, got any of those?” Kelly Anne suggested.
“I do, but I don’t think he should have to endure that torture,” Dani giggled, “at least not for his first time!”
“True!” K.A. smiled, “a girl never forgets her first bra!”
As the girls debated the merits of each style of brassiere, Marc’s gaze fell on a pair of bubble gum pink panties. Daniella caught his dreamy expression and followed his gaze to the skimpy, lacy, nylon confection. She plucked them out of her drawer, reached over and rubbed them on Marc’s cheek.
“Like them, Marc?” she asked, “they feel nice on your face, just imagine how nice they’ll feel when you’re wearing them?”
“I-I-I don’t know,” he stuttered, looking into his friend’s sparkling eyes.
“I think we know,” Kelly Anne said, giggling at her guy friend’s expression, “Dani, do you have a matching bra for Marc’s favorite panties?”
“Yes of course!” Daniella laughed, “I’m not a barbarian!” She dropped the bikini style girl’s briefs in Marc’s lap and reached deeply into her lingerie drawer. “Here it is!” she announced, presenting a lacy bra that perfectly complemented the sexy panties that Marcus had inadvertently chosen for his debut as a school girl.
“Look Marc,” she said as she held it up by the thin, satiny straps, “this is a bust enhancing padded push-up bra! It’s guaranteed to increase your cup size! It gives me a full D cup look!”
“I guess Marcus will have to settle for a B?” Kelly Anne asked, giggling.
“We’ll find out soon enough!” Daniella said, “arms up, Marc!”
He complied, letting her guide the latex and lace garment around his arms and torso. Her delicate fingers deftly adjusted the straps and smoothed the cups into place. When she clasped the brassiere behind his back, he sighed feeling a new sensation of physical constraint and emotional liberation. 
He told himself, “I know that guys aren’t supposed to feel this way or wear these things, but even so I….”
“Stand up!” Daniella’s voice broke him out of his musings, “the bra is a perfect fit, now let’s see how these panties look on you!”
The grinning girl had enjoyed helping Marcus into her bra, and she looked forward to doing the same with her panties. “Lift your left foot!” she commanded, then slipped the silky little thing over his foot, “and now your right!” she said, as she repeated the procedure. She smiled wickedly as she slid the pretty pink nylon up his soft, depilated legs. Up over his feet. Up past his calves. Past his thighs and finally into place over his quivering crotch.
In seconds Marcus was on display modeling the matching scanties for the girls. He shivered, feeling both exposed but also strangely exhilarated. He glanced down at his hairless body, now looking totally feminine clad in Daniella’s undies. He blushed and looked up at his friends. Both of them were smiling. Seeing that they looked impressed, and not at all judgmental encouraged him to smile back.
“Wow, Marc!” Kelly Anne said, “you look good. Really good!”
“Yeah, I have to agree,” Daniella said, “those look almost as good on you as they do on me, and to answer K.A.’s question, I think that bra gives you a B+ cup!”
Marcus looked at the feminine mounds on his chest and said, “Don’t you think this is too much? They look huge!”
“Yeah, no,” Kelly Anne said, “they’re no bigger than mine! What do you think Dani?”
“I think they’re just perfect!” she replied, “moving on!”
“Yeah, moving on,” K.A. echoed, “we still have a lot to do and it’s almost 6:15! What’s next, Dani?”
“Next decision,” she asked, turning to Marcus “do you want to wear knee socks or tights?”
“Uh, I don’t—” he started, faltered, then continued saying, “—I mean? Well, I never thought about—”
“Oh just give him some knee socks,” K.A. said, giggling, her delight at this whole enterprise evident. She took a guilty pleasure from pushing Marc into wearing the items she despised the most.
“Ugh! I haven’t worn those since freshman year,” Dani shrugged.
“Yeah, but you never throw anything away,” K.A. said, “I bet you still have a pair of them somewhere?”
“Ah yeah, that’s true, I am a packrat,” Dani giggled.
“More like a hoarder!” K.A.corrected.
“I can’t deny that!” Daniella shrugged, “now if I were some little girlish knee socks, where would I hide…oh I know!” With a smile, she dug deeply into her sock drawer and with a “Ta da!” she held up a pair of long, cotton socks in a bright virginal white.
“How do you manage to keep those so clean?” K.A. asked, shaking her head in disbelief at the pristine hosiery.
“By almost never wearing them!” Dani smirked, “here you go Marc, do you need help with them?”
He shook his head no, but Daniella said, “Let me help you anyway.” She bounded over to where he sat, then grabbed and lifted his left foot. “Ups-a Daisy!” she said, as if offering affectionate encouragement to a child who had fallen over. 
The pretty brunette laughed as she stretched the first sock over his toes, guided up over his ankle, past his calf, then all the way up to his knee. She folded over the top of the sock, and tapped it gently. 
“Now for the other one!” she smiled, and repeated the entire process saying, “Ups-a Daisy!” again She pulled the second sock up his leg, leaving the increasingly embarrassed Marcus wearing a matching pair of cute, childish school girl knee socks. 
Daniella was having an absolutely tremendous time introducing Marcus to all of what he’d so often called “the wonderful choices school girls had.” As time passed, she’d increasingly resented his attitude. She reveled in the chance to turn the tables on him.
“Make sure your shoes still fit him with those socks on,” K.A. cautioned, “if they don’t, we may have to go with some tights instead.”
“I have a pair of Mary Janes that are too big for me,” Dani said, dashing off to her closet. “I think they were marked wrong somehow?” she explained, her words muffled with her head buried in miscellaneous stuff as she rummaged around. “Aha!” she said, “Found them!”
The diminutive brunette emerged holding a cardboard box. Tossing the top aside, she knelt down in front of Marcus and guided his right foot into the pretty, girlish shoe. “This one is fine, so the other one should be too,” she said, and tested her theory by putting the other one on his other foot.
“O.K. good so they went on all right, but how do they feel, Marc?” K.A. said, concerned about his ability to cope with wearing girls’ shoes. “Stand up and walk around to make sure they fit.”
Marc’s mind was already in a tailspin from all of these sensations. He recalled panties’ teasing tickles as well as the bra’s tender embrace from the time the ballerinas dressed him up as one of them. This brought back waves of taboo emotions, a sense of emasculation that weakened his will and replaced his usual obstinacy with a sort of submissiveness.
Even the strange feel of the softer socks caressing the skin of his smoothly shaven legs bombarded him with strange but not unpleasant stimuli as he gingerly rose to his feet. Thanks to his skills as a dancer, he easily managed to balance on the unfamiliar higher heels. He took a few tentative steps, then he quickly settled into his usual stride.
“You’ll have to take shorter, more feminine steps Marci,” Daniella said.
“True, but first, how do they feel?” K.A. repeated, “you’re going to be walking around in those all day, remember, so you’d better be sure they won’t—”
“They’re O.K.” he answered in a somewhat dreamy voice, “they feel O.K.”
“Well, walk around in them a bit and like I said, practice walking like a girl,” Daniella said, “I’m glad those too huge shoes came in handy!”
“Just let us know if they start to pinch your toes or rub against your heels or anything,” Kelly Anne said, then she asked, “ready for your uniform?”
“Ready or not, here it comes!” Dani warned, “Now, let’s get you dressed, Marci.” Moving so quickly Marcus didn’t have a chance to refuse, she advanced holding out one of her plaid skirts toward him. She said, “here, slip this on!”
Taking the garment that he’d seen the girls wearing every school day, he carefully put one foot then the other into it. He was able to do this without much difficulty, although the heel of his left shoe got caught on the waistband for a brief second. He wavered but kept his balance.
“Next time, maybe you should take off your shoes first!” K.A. mocked him.
“Now stand up!” Dani said, and he did so while holding the unfastened skirt up around his waist. The school girls looked at her guy friend in Dani’s skirt and felt a rush of excitement. Her elation increased as she pulled it into place, buttoned up the three buttons, zipped it up, and fastened the thin belt.
“There!” she sighed happily, “a perfect fit!”



Chapter 3
Lost in thought, Marcus swung his hips back and forth, fascinated by how the pleats of his skirt danced gracefully around his thighs. He was snapped back to attention when Kelly Anne loudly cleared her throat.
“Ahem! Earth to Marc, coming in Marc!”
“Ahhh!” he cried, “what?”
“We’re not even halfway done with your transformation so far!” K.A.said smirking, “you can’t go to school topless except for a bra! Dress code says so!”
“OMG stop it, K.A.!” Dani screeched with laughter, “Marc, I can totally see you showing up for class like that, in just a bra, skirt, knee socks, and girl’s shoes! You’d make a real statement for sure!”
“Yeah,” Kelly Anne said, laughing, “the statement would be, ‘Hey everyone look at me! I’m the biggest slut in the history of Wellington!”
“Totally!” Daniella giggled, “and that’s saying a lot!”
“Right?” K.A. nodded, “If you go to school like that, you’ll end up pregnant by lunch time, for real!”
“Come on you two!” Marcus moaned, “isn’t this embarrassing enough for me already?”
Both of the girls continued laughing loudly at his red faced reaction. Finally, Dani calmed down enough to speak again.
“Sorry!” she said, “We just couldn’t help it!” She held out a regulation white cotton school blouse to him, still smiling and more excited each moment by this dress up experiment. “Here, you know how this goes on, right?”
Embarrassed by his friends’ incessant laughter, Marcus took the soft, thin top, slipped his arms through the sleeves, and began buttoning it up. He did this without any difficulty despite the buttons fastening on the opposite side from his own masculine shirts. Once he’d finished, he looked at the girls who were still grinning and giggling. “Now what?” he asked.
“Now for your cute little girlish necktie!” Kelly Anne announced, pulling a plaid patch of fabric around his neck and tying it into place, “perfect!”
Dani giggled and straightened his new frilly little red tie. “You always complained about your necktie, Marc,” she asked, “how do you like ours now?”
Marc’s mind raced. “I like ours better,” he mumbled.
“What’s that?” K.A. asked, “I can’t hear you?”
“I like the ones they have us guys wear better than this one,” he elaborated, speaking a bit more loudly.
“Oh?” she asked, “and why is that?”
“Because this one is so…. I don’t know…. Little girlish?” he admitted.
“Uh huh! That’s exactly what I thought you said, Missy!” the tall girl teased, making Daniella burst out in loud laughter again.
“Missy….” Marc repeated, looking shell shocked in his adorable little school girl ensemble, nearly complete at that point. He frowned and said, “I think this is all a bad idea! A really bad idea, and I—”
After joining in with her BFF’s hysterics, K.A. said, “Too late, Marci! You don’t have time to change—”
“—or change your mind,” Dani added.
“Oh don’t mope, Marc,” K.A. said, hugging him tenderly, “This is all just in good fun, remember!”
“Fine!” Marcus snapped, rolling his eyes with growing impatience even as he relaxed into his friend’s supportive embrace, “Are we almost done yet?” he asked, looking into Daniella’s soft brown eyes.
“We’re getting there!” Dani said, showing him an array of hair adornments and jewelry. “You’ve got your babyish neck bow on, so now it’s time for the rest of your accessories!” 
When he nodded, his eyes widening as he seemingly floated in some dreamlike state, the two girls exchanged a look of mild surprise.
“Wow, I expected much more complaining and resistance,” K.A. said, shrugging.
“This is going a whole lot easier than I thought it would,” Dani agreed before turning back to Marcus and asking, “See anything you like?” 
She watched carefully and smiled when she saw his eyes fixate on a pair of dangly earrings. They were silver with a star sapphire and three shiny sterling strands streaming down.
“Those are pretty,” he murmured.
The girls’ eyes lit up. “Ooh, good choice!” Kelly Anne squealed, “I always wanted to borrow them myself, but wait, your ears aren’t pierced.”
“No problem!” Dani said, “we’ve got time to fix that!”
Before Marcus could protest, she was already rushing around and gathering together everything she needed to pierce his ears. She fished a needle and some cotton balls out of her makeup drawer, and grabbed a bottle of rubbing alcohol from her en suite bathroom. Next, she grabbed some ice cubes out of the mini fridge in the corner. 
She advanced on the increasingly nervous looking school boy who now looked exactly like a school girl. “No, don’t do that,” he complained, “we really don’t have to go this far, and—”
“Don’t worry, Marcus” she winked, “I've done this tons of times.”
As if to confirm this claim, the eager girl moved with practice precision. She soaked a few cotton balls in alcohol and used them to sanitize the needle and the astonished boy’s earlobes. She dulled the sensation in his left lobe with one of the slowly melting ice cubes.
“Ready?” she asked.
“No!” he said.
“Right!” she smiled, “here we go, on the count of three! One! Two!”
“Ow!” Marcus yelped.
“Three!” Dani giggled, “there!”
“That really hurt!” Marcus whined.
“Beauty is pain girlfriend,” K.A. mock comforted him, she was amazed at the lengths Daniella was going to feminize their friend.
“Hmm, no one just has a single piercing anymore,” Daniella said, “all of us have triple piercings now.”
“Wait! Dani!” Marc protested, but it was too late. 
His friend quickly added two more holes to his left ear and said, “There! All done!” Dani smiled as she inserted two brightly sparkling studs and one of the dangling earrings into the stunned boy’s newly triple pierced left ear. “Well, halfway done. Now for your other ear!”
“Wait what?” he asked.
“Now you need three more in your right ear!” Dani smirked, “here we go!”
Kelly Anne shook her head and Marc let out a soft, keening whine as the petite brunette continued emasculating his ears. He gulped. Once more he asked himself, “What have I gotten myself into?” as he sat there helplessly and winced thrice as Daniella repeated the process.
“There,” Daniella said, “perfect!”
“Perfect? How am I going to explain this?” The bewildered boy tilted his head back and forth, feeling the earrings swinging like tiny pendulums. “This is so weird,” he mumbled.
“You’ll get used to it,” Kelly Anne shrugged then deftly weaved most of his long hair into a loose braid. She pulled most of the rest of it back, holding it in place with a tiny clip and some bobby pins.
“Here’s a scrunchie I like to wear,” Dani said, sliding it onto the braid. 
“Now for your makeup,” Kelly Anne said. She teased him saying, “you know, the stuff we girls use that you said breaks the rules but that we always get away with using?
“Yeah I do say that,” he nodded, “suddenly I’m regretting everything I said about—”
Daniella’s laughter interrupted his mea culpa. “Too late for all that!” she said, reaching for her makeup bag. Marcus pursed his lips, sucked in his cheeks, and opened and closed his eyes as the girls commanded. He felt the gentle strokes of fingers, applicators, and brushes on his face. 
They worked together applying primer, concealer, foundation, blush, eye shadow, mascara, and lipgloss, transforming him by giving him a somewhat subtle school girl look.
Kelly Anne held up a mirror for him to see their cosmetic artistry. “What do you think, Marc?” she asked.
He refused to look. Instead, he stubbornly clenched his eyes tightly shut and shook his head. He couldn’t see them, but both of the girls had stepped back, admiring their handiwork. 
“My gosh! Marci,” K.A. cooed, “you look stunning!”
“Just one last thing!” Dani said, “Now for the rest of the uniform!” 
Kelly Anne smiled, holding up a green blazer. “Coming right up!” she said as she slid the form fitting item off of its hanger and onto his arms. She grinned as she fastened the big brass buttons closed around his midsection. “There! All done!”
“All done?” Marc blinked.
Daniella said, “Then again, we’ve barely even begun!”
“What do you mean?” Marc and K.A. asked in unison.
“Now we have to show off Marci to the whole school!
“Oh my GAWD!” Marc cried, “what have I gotten myself into?”
“From here,” Dani giggled, “it looks like you’ve gotten yourself into a full set of my school clothes, from shoes to barrettes, and even my bra and panties!”
“Yeah, Marci!” K.A. added, “and you look exactly like any of the rest of us girls, even better than most of us!”
“Just look at yourself, girl!” Dani coaxed, “you’re going to have to sooner or later, why not now?”
“No way!” Marc protested as he kept his eyes closed tightly, “I’m sure I look like a total freak!” but even he didn’t believe that. He remembered how he looked as a ballerina, and it was freakish at all. He looked feminine and even beautiful, and he feared he’d look much the same. “I’m afraid to look!” he sighed.
“Open your eyes, Marci,” Kelly Anne whispered.
Marcus reluctantly complied, opening his eyes slowly, frightened of what he’d see. He blinked at the light that dazzled his wide opened pupils, then he gazed gaping at his reflection in the full-length mirror. 
A stranger stared back at him. She was a pretty school girl in the familiar school girl uniform, and she was stunning. He stared at his reflection gaping, “I don’t even recognize myself! I look so...different.” 
It was true. The young woman he saw made him feel dizzy. “I think I’ve fallen through the looking glass into some fantastic place,” he sighed, unable to look away from the girl who he’d become. 
He studied how her soft features were adorned and amplified with subtle yet effective makeup. Her ears were pierced three times each, and held two pairs of sparkling studs and another pair of dainty dangling earrings that danced playfully within her long, prettily styled hair. 
Marc had expected to see something much like the clearly feminine but still coltish, somewhat androgynous image that the ballerinas had fashioned him into some weeks before. He was absolutely stunned at seeing what the much more meticulous makeover had done to transform him.
“Wow,” he breathed, “is that really me?” 
“Yes it is, and you look gorgeous,” Daniella beamed, “how do you feel?”
Marcus hesitated. Mesmerized but also mortified at the sight of himself so fully feminized he muttered, “I feel...weird? Like I’m not even me anymore.”
“Well whoever you are, it’s time to get going!” Kelly Anne giggled.
“Right?” Dani said, “Now, the fun part! Let’s go show you off. Ready?”
Marc said, “As ready as I’ll ever be. Let’s get this over with.”
Daniella said, “That’s the spirit! Come on, Marc. Time to shine!”
Kelly Anne said, “Remember, strut with confidence. You’re the star of the show now, girl!”
Now, let’s go show everyone how stunning you are!” Dani said.
Marc sighed, “Oh boy. Here we go...”
Kelly Anne said, “That’s the spirit! Now remember to strut with confidence, girl! You’re gonna slay!”



Chapter 4
“Now we’ve really got to get going!” K.A.said, looking at her phone and noting the time, “we’re gonna be late unless we hurry!”
“Here, you can borrow this purse Marci,” Dani said, “and use this book bag,” as she hurriedly transferred his phone and wallet into the stylish light brown vegan leather cross body bag and dumped all of his books and other belongings into her spare bright pink designer backpack.
As she and Daniella gathered their purses and school bags to leave, Kelly Anne broached a sensitive subject, “So, Marc, we were thinking.…”
“Thinking what?” the still stunned school boy turned stunning school girl asked with growing trepidation, both from her tentative question and his swiftly impending public exposure.
“…We were thinking, what if you went to school like this, you know, for a whole week?” Daniella finished.
“Go to school? Like this? Marc’s eyes went wide. “A week? A whole week?” he asked, gasping at the very idea. “I don’t know if I could survive a day like this, much less—”
“Of course you’ll do great!” K.A. assured him, “you look great as a girl!”
Marcus bit his lip, conflicted. “I still can’t believe I’m doing this at all. We’ll see how it goes for one day first!”
The girls exchanged triumphant glances as they headed out the door, Marcus tottering ever so slightly as he adjusted to the heels of his new shoes. His heart raced with fear and anxiety. He felt these sensations increasing with every step toward his coming out at school.
Marc’s heart pounded as they approached Wellington Academy’s imposing gates. The usual sea of navy blazers and khaki trousers parted, heads turning to stare at the unfamiliar figure in their midst.
“Who’s that?” a girl whispered, eyeing Marc’s perfectly styled hair with obvious envy. The feminized guy’s cheeks burned. He ducked his head, trying to hide behind Kelly Anne and Daniella. “Everyone’s staring at me, they’re all talking about me!” he hissed.
“Of course they are,” Daniella grinned, “Why wouldn’t they? They’re all jealous! You’re gorgeous.” Marc whined something that wasn’t quite language, but as daunting as the gauntlet of girls was, it was nothing compared to the male gaze he was about to face.
As Dani and K.A. led their feminized friend down the hallway, they approached a group of boys. These included several of the lacrosse and football jocks who’d bullied him. This time, they weren’t calling him names. Instead, they nudged each other, their gazes lingering on Marci’s feminine figure.
“Hey look! It’s a new girl!” said a tall kid in a basketball jersey, “must say I’m enjoying the view!”
“New girl’s pretty hot,” one murmured.
“Pretty hot?” another said, “she’s smokin’ hot!”
The objectified guy trembled beneath the sexist scrutiny. “Is this what girls always have to deal with?” he whispered to K.A.
“Yes we do,” she whispered back giggling at his evident distress, “especially us smokin’ hot babes!”
“Yeah, she’s a total hottie!” observed a wide shouldered hunk, upgrading the apparent girl’s appearance as he leered at the guy that he’d mistaken for a girl.
Dani whispered, “The boys sure appreciate your girlish good looks, Marci!”
He shook at hearing one of the guys loudly muse, “I wonder if she’s single?” 
The feelings of vulnerability increased in intensity along with the vulgarity of the remarks. “I sure hope she’s single! I’d love to feel those big lips wrapped around my….”
“OMG! I just can’t with this!” Marc cried loud enough to drown out the last word he was about to hear as the trio turned a corner. Out of sight, they still clearly heard a guy say, “Single or not, I’m going to get her alone and when I do, I’m gonna give her the….”
They never heard what he intended to “give” the feminized guy, but they could easily guess what that “gift” would be.
Shaking her head and gripping Marc’s arm to steady him, Dani looked into his wide opened terrified eyes and said, “We better stop by the administration and let them know what we’re doing!” 
“What?” he demanded, why?”
“We have to!” K.A. said firmly, “how else are we going to explain Marcus Covington’s absence and the sudden appearance of a brand new babe?”
“She’s right,” Dani said, helping Kelly Anne guide the overwhelmed boy into the suite of rooms devoted to the school’s governing officers.
Marc’s heart pounded as he entered Headmistress Harper’s office, Kelly Anne and Daniella flanking him protectively. 
“And who is this pretty young thing?” asked the headmistress who was smiling at Marc.
“This, um…she’s…he’s…” Dani tried to explain, but lost her nerve.
“Oh it’s Marcus Covington, Ma’am,” Kelly Anne said with all of the false confidence she could muster. 
Then, the trio held their breath waiting for her reaction. The older woman squinted at the unfamiliar feminine figure standing before her dubiously for several long, tense moments. 
Then, her eyes widened, her gaze flicking back and forth between Marc’s perfectly applied makeup and his nervous fidgeting fingers with their pretty nail polish. “Mr. Covington! Miss Crawford! Miss Fitzsimmons! Explain yourselves!” she demanded, her voice clipped.
Daniella stepped forward, her chin lifted defiantly. She said, “It’s for our project, our independent gender studies project, Ma'am. We’re exploring societal norms and self-expression. We’re—”
“We’ll see about that!” Ms. Harper snapped, tapping a few buttons on the intercom, “Miss Pederson? Headmistress Harper here! I need to see you here in my office, ASAP!”
She glared at the trio of students, all of them dressed identically as school girls. Her angry gaze focused on one of them then the next. “We’ll get to the bottom of this soon enough!” she sniffed.
The three teenagers whispered to each other, “I hope you two know what you’re doing!” Marcus said, fingering the hem of his skirt nervously.
“Shush!” Kelly Anne hissed at him, “I’ve got this! Miss P. is the advisor for Future Feminists. She’s my faculty advisor too. Don’t worry, she’s cool!”
“We’d all better hope so!” Dani giggled, more from nervousness than humor at the situation. She jiggled in place.
Before long, Miss Alana Pederson, a young teacher with brunette hair in an asymmetrical bob, hurriedly entered the office. She scanned the room and asked, “Who’s the new girl? I thought I knew all of the students here, but—”
“Hey Miss P!” Kelly Anne smiled, “please explain to Ms. Harper about the special gender studies project we’re working on with Marc?”
Suddenly her eyebrows shot up in surprise as she recognized the boy. “I…I…wasn’t aware of this project,” she stammered.
Marc’s stomach churned. This was it. They’d all get expelled for sure. The unflappable Kelly Anne caught her mentor’s eye. She made an exaggerated face and silently mouthed “Play along!” out of the Headmistress’ line of sight.
Marcus saw Miss Pederson nod hesitantly and he held his breath as K.A. piped up, her voice warm and persuasive. 
“You know, the project where we take a guy and have him live as a girl in school?” the tall girl said, “we discussed all of this a few weeks ago and you gave us your approval, remember?”
Miss Pederson paused and then picked up on what her favorite student was saying. She shook her head and smiled wryly. “What I meant to say was, I wasn’t aware of this project starting already.”
The teacher turned to the still skeptical Headmistress and said, “Yes, I did approve this project, Ms. Harper. It’s a unique opportunity to challenge the gender and sex stereotypes in this school, and broaden this particular student’s perspectives. We all know he’s been…troubled at times?”
At Miss Pederson’s assurances, Ms. Harper’s expression softened slightly. “Well, this all certainly is...unconventional. But I can see the academic merit in it.” Then, she frowned, “If we allow this, it can’t be just some one-day stunt. You’ll all have to commit yourselves to at least a full week for a proper study.”
Marc’s eyes widened in panic. He gasped, “A week? I couldn’t possibly—”
“We accept those terms, of course,” Daniella said firmly, cutting off Marc’s protest before he could finish it.
“Then in that case, you have my approval as well,” Ms. Harper said, “don’t make me regret this ladies! Especially you, Miss Covington!” Marc cringed at that.
“Don’t worry, we won’t let you down!” Kelly Anne assured her.
As they left the office, Marcus hissed, “I have to stay like this for a week? A whole week? Are you insane?”
“What’s the problem?” Dani asked.
“Did you forget something?” Marcus whined, “if my dad sees me like this, he’ll kill me!”
“Oh crap! I didn’t think of that!” Kelly Anne groaned.
“You didn’t think of a lot of things.” Marc moaned.
“I know! You can stay over at my place! Dani offered, “we’ll tell my parents you're a new girl in school.”
“For a whole week?” he gaped, “Where will I tell my folk I am?”
“Just tell them the truth!” the little brunette said, “that you’re staying with your friend Dani!”
“I guess that could work,” the feminized boy exhaled.
“Trust us, Marc. This could be really transformative for you.” Kelly Anne squeezed his arm.
“Yeah, I’m sure it will be,” Marcus groaned, “that’s what I’m afraid of!”
The girls giggled, and Marcus somehow managed to make his way through a whole school day as a girl. It wasn’t easy. From the first moment to the very last bell that marked its end, the school hallways buzzed with whispers as Marcus walked by. At first, he felt a bit protected, flanked by the imposing and popular Kelly Anne and the equally well liked Daniella. 
Eyes followed him, some curious, others admiring. As they passed a cluster of teachers, Mr. Simmons, the English instructor, did a double-take. “I don’t believe we've met,” he said, frowning. “Are you a new student?”
Marcus froze, panic rising in his throat. He glanced at Kelly Anne, who nodded encouragingly.
“Actually, sir,” the feminized guy began haltingly, his voice a higher pitch than usual, “It’s me. Marcus Covington.”
Mr. Simmons’ jaw dropped. “Marcus? But...why?”
Marcus swallowed hard, feeling dozens of eyes boring into him. “It’s...an experiment,” he managed, “in gender self-expression.”
Walking through the school halls, with Kelly Anne and Daniella proudly showing him off, Marc couldn’t shake the feeling of being on display. The curious stares and giggles from other students only heightened his discomfort.
He felt caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The experience of exposure in public as a girl was both mortifying and oddly exhilarating, a bizarre adventure that had just started, but one he would never forget.
As the bell rang, signaling the start of the day’s classes, Marc’s mind raced. Like a mantra he repeated, “What have I gotten myself into?” He also wondered why, despite all of the fear and embarrassment, he also felt more alive than he had in weeks if not months.
A group of girls approached him giggling. “We love your hair! Where’d you get it done?”
“Um, thanks,” Marcus stammered, his voice higher than usual. “It’s...I uh, um…just naturally this way?”
“She’s shy,” Kelly Anne jumped in, “first day jitters, you know?”
As they moved on, Daniella whispered, “You’re doing great, Marc. No one suspects a thing! They’re totally buying it.” That was short lived, however. 
Each day of the supposed “experiment” went much the same. Marc endured cat calls, close calls, and endless embarrassment.
“Hey new girl, looking fine!” a jock called out, winking.
Marc’s cheeks burned, feeling both humiliated and relieved that he still hadn’t been recognized as himself. He muttered under his breath, “This is so embarrassing.” 
Sooner or later someone figured it out—a new girl who looked oddly familiar, hanging around with Dani and K.A…. Still, the three had managed to fend off most of the probing inquiries. 
Throughout the day, more difficult to answer questions kept coming. During lunch, a girl leaned in conspiratorially. “So, what’s it like being one of us? Do you feel different?”
Marcus paused, considering. “It’s...strange. Like wearing someone else’s skin. But also kind of...freeing?”
When she smiled and nodded Dani begged her, “Please don’t tell anyone about this! It’s part of a special project….”
An unusually perceptive guy in Marc’s math class named Patrick Walden leaned over close and whispered to him, “Dude, if you were actually a chick, you’d be like, top tier. No offense.”
“None taken?” Marcus replied, looking up into the boy’s dark brown eyes, unsure whether to be flattered or insulted. Then he inveighed upon his not so secret admirer saying, “Please keep my true identity a secret?”
“Are you sure which one is your true identity?” the guy asked with a wry smile before assuring, “don’t worry, I won’t say a word to anyone.”
When the last bell of the day finally rang, Marcus exhaled a long breath. “One day down,” he murmured, “four to go.” He turned to his friends and asked, “What’s next?”
“Next?” K.A. asked, “we do it all over again.”



Chapter 5
- Tuesday -
The next morning Marcus awoke with a start in the Crawford’s guest room. He felt disoriented until he realized where he was that Tuesday morning. He tried to wrap his mind around why he’d slept over at Dani’s. 
“Here comes my second  day as a school girl,” he sighed, and asked himself, “did I really go to school dressed as a girl yesterday, and am I really going to do it again today and again all this week?”
Shrugging, he climbed out of bed and showered, checking his body carefully to make sure it was still silky smooth. He had mixed feelings when he verified that he lacked any sign of masculine hair below his eyebrows. He used the sweet smelling body wash, shampoo and conditioner Daniella provided, giving him a strong vanilla and rose scent from his head to his feet. 
“Just great,” he grumbled, “I even smell like a girl.”
Marc gingerly tiptoed down the stairs and joined Dani in her basement bedroom, his hair still wet, and wrapped in a towel. After K.A.'s arrival, he once again found himself at Daniella’s and Kelly Anne’s mercies. His stomach tied itself into more knots than a sailors’ convention as he tried to prepare himself for another day dressed as a school girl.
“Ready for day two?” K.A. asked.
Marcus groaned. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
Dani giggled and reminded him, “You’ve been lecturing us for weeks about how good girls have it, Marci!”
K.A. continued that thought saying, “So you should be happy to be one of us for the next few days!”
Marc didn’t feel happy about dressing in the school girl uniform at all. Even with his friends' help and enthusiasm, it felt like he was losing his masculine identity with each feminine article of clothing that caressed his soft, smooth, and significantly more sensitive skin.
“Since you seem to be having second thoughts about your femininity, how about we go with baby blue undies today, for a more masculine touch?” Dani asked, giggling and holding out a pair of sexy panties and a matching bra.
Marc took the offered lingerie and held them up one by one, examining the pieces with a stunned expression on his face. The four metal rings on each strap of the sexy, lacy brassiere matched the rings on the panties that connected the strappy separate waist to the rest of the lacy panties. True, they were in blue, not pink or another girly color, but this lingerie set screamed sexy, sultry, even slutty.
“You call this ’more masculine’ you’re joking!” he said, exasperated as he noticed the seductive scalloped edging on the bra cups and the panties. “Your parents let you wear these?” he asked, astonished.
“They don’t know about them, and I have dared to wear them yet!” Dani smirked, “now slither yourself into them so we can get going, Girlfriend. We don’t have a lot of time.”
“Do you have to call me things like ‘girl friend’ and ’marci’ all the time?” he moaned as he pulled the panties into place, “this is already emasculating enough, don’t you think?”
“You have to stay in character, Marci!” Kelly Anne said, “we’re just helping you play the part! Here, let me get that for you!”
He stood still like a mannikin, letting his tall, athletic friend fasten the bra clasps behind his back. “You’re going to have to learn how to do that yourself,” she said, “and how to do your own makeup, too!”
“Right,” Dani agreed, “but today we’re in a hurry, so sit down and let me make your face even more beautiful!”
Resigned to facing another day with a face full of cosmetics, Marc slouched into the chair Daniella pulled out for him. She assembled an array of tubes, pallets, brushes, and powders, preparing to paint his face once more.
“It’s really not as hard as it looks,” she mused, spreading on primer, dabbing on dots of concealer, applying contour, and blending in foundation. “Your clear, peaches and cream complexion is wasted on a guy,” she said.
Watching closely, fascinated by this the third transformation of Marc in Marci K.A. giggled, “I don’t see any guys here!”
“Would you please, not?” the embarrassed boy complained.
“Shush and hold still!” Daniella commanded, “I said it’s not that hard to put on makeup, but I didn’t mean trying to do it on a moving target!”
Marc did his best to sit still and not answer back as Kelly Anne continued to tease him. She made that difficult by saying, “Don’t make her look too sexy, Dani, she turned all the boys’ heads yesterday.” Grinning wickedly she scolded, “Marci don’t be so greedy! Leave a few guys for the rest of us!”
“Stop making fun of her!” Dani admonished her BFF, “at least until I finish her makeup?” Humming, she brushed on two shades of blush, making Marc’s high and already well defined cheekbones even more pronounced. She moved on to his eyes, choosing some subtle natural eyeshadow tones, a thin liner, and only a tiny bit of mascara to emphasize them without overdoing it. 
“I told you not to make her too sexy!” K.A. complained watching her BFF apply pink gloss to Marc’s pouty lips.
“Yeah, I heard you, and believe me, I tried to tone it down,” Dani said, “even using just this minimal makeup, she still turned out stunning!”
“Let me see!” Marc demanded, turning to check himself out in the mirror, “OMG! What did you do, Dani?” he whined, seeing that his friends had turned him into a girl once again. Not just any girl, a gorgeous girl.
“There’s nothing we can do about it now,” Daniella shrugged, “you have bone structure like a supermodel!”
“Some girls have all the luck,” Kelly Anne said, “now hurry up, Marci! We still have to get you dressed for the day. How about tights instead of knee socks?”
In a daze, Marc robotically took the pair of green lycra spandex leggings that K.A. had handed to him and rolled them up his legs. They were a lot like those he wore for ballet, but these had feminine flourishes including dainty floral embellishments at the waist and a stylish herringbone pattern woven throughout the barely opaque fabric. He sighed at feeling their tender caress.
“Now for your blouse?” Dani offered, letting him take the soft white top from her fingertips. She smiled seeing he had no trouble with it, even though the buttons were on the other side from the shirts he usually wore.
“O.K. now for the skirt and blazer,” K.A. smiled, watching the feminized guy step into the skirt and put his hairless arms into the sleeves of the girl’s lightweight monogrammed jacket. 
The girls were delighted at how quickly, easily and convincingly their guy friend morphed into their girlfriend. He stepped into the black patent shoes and looked up at them. “Oh yeah, jewelry!” Dani said, and gave him a pair of cute earrings, a dainty necklace, and a matching bracelet. 
After K.A. helped him position a scrunchie at the crown of his head, letting his long hair cascade down his back from a high ponytail, she said, “Look at you, Marci! I knew that you’d make a hot girl, but who knew?”
Embarrassed at hearing this sincere but all the more humiliating praise he said, “I still can’t believe I have to do this for four more days!”
“You can always continue as a girl even after this week?” Kelly Anne said.
“Yeah right,” he muttered.
The girls giggled at him. His sarcasm came out as far less biting than usual, now that it was coming from someone who looked like a bimbo school girl.
“Come on girls, let’s get to school!” Dani said, “hurry up both of you or we’re gonna be late!”
The three of them gathered up their book bags and handbags, then filed out of Dani’s front door to make their way to Wellington. Marcus was not looking forward to a second day trying to pass himself off as one of the girls again.
Feeling the unfamiliar pull of the bra straps on his shoulders as he walked to school with Kelly Anne and Daniella, Marc felt exposed. Every step he took made the skirt swish around his thighs, reminding him how short it was. He tugged at the hem saying, “This thing is way too short.”
Daniella smiled and said, “You’ll get used to it. Just remember to keep your knees together when you sit, unless you want to show off those sexy panties!”
“Right, just what I always wanted to do!” he snapped. Again, his remark lost all its edge, emerging from his pretty pink lips.
The three apparent girls walked together through the double doors at the front of the school. Two of them calmly, all ready for another day much like any other. The third struggled to master his anxiety.
“Don’t worry, Marci, you’ve got this” Daniella said, giving Marc a hug, “even I have to remind myself that you’re not a girl!”
“Seriously?” he asked.
“Yeah, same here,” K.A. said, “every time I look at you, I see a girl. It’s hard to think of you as a guy at all.”
“It’s true,” Dani said, “you look and talk just like a girl, you even move like one. Are you sure that you’re not really a girl?”
Embarrassing as it was to hear this, the girls’ comments gave him some sense of ease and confidence. He thought to himself, “If even my two closest friends keep forgetting that I’m really a guy not a girl, maybe I can get away with this?” Certainly their classmates all took him for the girl he appeared to be.
In a repeat performance of the day before, Marc’s walk down the halls as Marci the school girl attracted all kinds of attention. Almost all of the guys stared with hungry expressions on their faces, and some of them made rude, untoward comments. Somehow Marc managed to endure them all in silence. It wasn’t easy, however, as every sexist remark seemed even more mortifying than the last.
“Will you get a look at her,” a basketball player said, elbowing his friend, “what I wouldn’t do to a hot little mamma like that!” 
The other guy laughed and answered, “Tell me about it! Such a hot body! I bet she’d be a wild ride in bed!”
Marc’s face turned bright red and he felt dizzy with anger and humiliation. Still, the comments kept coming. 
“Isn’t that the new girl?” a guy asked, “she’s so sexy!”
“Yeah that’s her!” said another, “look how she moves, like she wants the D!”
“Hey babe, is he right?” the first guy called out, “do you want to—”
Kelly Anne angrily cut him off saying, “Leave her alone, and stop objectifying girls, you creeps!”
“What’s wrong?” one of the guys snapped back, “mad that none of us want to get with you?”
K.A. laughed out loud at that. She’d been hit on so many times each school day she’d learned to ignore all of the come ons. “You wish you could get with me,”she shot back, “I’m so far out of your league we’re not even on the same planet.”
Kelly Anne’s ruthless retort made Marc join in with Dani giggling. The humor helped relieve his stress and sense of dread at the belittling remarks and voracious looks he’d gotten from the guys who’d usually bullied and teased him. 
Still, he knew that he’d have to face some of his classes without the protection K.A. and Dani provided, and he didn’t look forward to that. It began soon after homeroom. In his first class, Marc sat at the back, trying to remain unnoticed. The stares from his classmates were intense. He felt a blush creep up his cheeks as he tugged at his skirt, trying to cover more of his legs.
The teacher, Mr. Thompson said, “Alright, class, open your textbooks to page 245, we’re going to discuss the Second World War….” 
Marc tried to focus on the lesson, but the whispers from all around him were distracting. During the lunch break, he noticed that had to touch up his makeup, so he texted his friends asking them to meet him in the girls' bathroom closest to the dining hall. “I never thought I’d be asking for help with my makeup!” he sighed.
“Yeah maybe not, but here we are,” Daniella said.
Kelly Anne said, “Here, let me help with your eyeliner. You smudged it.”
Marc shook his head, “Keeping your makeup fresh is so much effort. How do you girls do this every day?”
“Yeah true,” Dani smiled, “are you ready to admit that it’s not so easy to be a girl after all?”
“Yes, I guess it’s harder than I thought,” Marc bit his lip and said, “I had no idea just how much.”
At lunch, Marc sat with Kelly Anne and Daniella as usual, but like the day before there was nothing usual about his classmates’ reactions to his feminized look. He felt envious and hungry eyes on him from all directions. Just as he started eating, a group of boys approached.
A lacrosse player named Josh said, “Hey, new girl. Wanna sit with us?”
Marc mumbled, “Um, no thanks. I’m fine here.”
Undeterred, Josh insisted, “Come on, don’t be shy.”
Kelly Anne intervened, pulling Marc close to her she said, “She’s with us, Josh. Back off.”
“Cough cough dykes!” Josh said, and his posse all laughed at his crude homophobia. They all fixed Marc’s feminine form as they walked away, making him feel like he was on the lunch menu.
That afternoon in P.E., Marc had to participate with the girls. Once again in the girls’ locker room, he changed into the gym clothes Dani loaned him. He slipped out of his school uniform nervously, feeling vulnerable having to strip down to his panties and bra among several school girls. More than one of them saw the overly sexy set he was wearing, and arched a judgmental eyebrow at him.
He ruefully recalled envying the girls for the colorful, stylish outfits they wore for phys ed as he dressed in the capri length bright fuchsia leggings with a silver floral pattern and matching sport bra that Daniella lent him. He scolded himself, “I can’t believe I was jealous of them for having to wear these clothes!”
The girls’ gym coach, a solidly built thirty-something woman named Ms. Connors said, “Alright, ladies, let’s see those stretches!”
Marc absent mindedly reached out with his bare arms, bent his legs, and twisted as if he were getting ready for a ballet recital.
He felt awkward, when Ms. Connors called out, “Everyone, see how graceful the new girl is doing it? Watch her and try to copy what she's doing!” The boy now widely known as “the new girl” tried not to melt into a puddle of humiliation, feeling the eyes of the coach and all of the other girls focusing on him. 
He struggled to fight the feelings of mortification, but couldn’t stop them. He felt more embarrassed and more exposed than ever. By the end of the day, Marc was exhausted. The constant tugging at his skirt, the feeling of the bra, and the stares from his classmates had worn him out. He collapsed on the bed in Dani’s guest room, dreading the next day. “I can’t imagine what Ms. W will say about my period essay!”



Chapter 6
- Wednesday -
The following day was much the same as the previous two day, but it was also totally unlike every other day of his Marc’s before that. He awoke thinking, “I’m still shocked that I’ve gotten myself into such a mess,” and resigned himself to yet another day as a school girl.
He showered quickly and returned to Dani’s bedroom to submit himself to his morning feminization. As the two beautiful girls worked their transformational magic on him once more, they kept up a running patter. This, mainly to keep their friend distracted while they engineered his emasculation for the third day in a row. The duo worked together as a team, once again remaking Marcus from a sleepy eyed typical school boy into a pretty polished school girl.
“You know,” Kelly Anne mused while applying blush to the apples of Marc’s cheeks, finishing off his makeover, “you really do make a stunning girl.”
“It’s almost unfair,” Daniella sighed while styling Marc’s hair, “seriously, if I didn’t know better, I’d never guess that you weren’t born female, Marci.”
Marcus rolled his eyes, but couldn’t suppress a small smile. “Great. Just what every guy wants to hear.”
“You’re not ‘every guy’ my feminine friend,” Kelly Anne said, giving him a hug and provoking a grimace from Marc.
“…and that’s why we love you!” Dani finished her BFF’s thought, bringing a shy smile to his face.
After the girls finished remaking him into one of them, Marcus studied himself in the mirror. K.A. was right. The stranger reflected back at him looked undeniably feminine and undeniably beautiful. For a few mortified moments, he forgot to breathe. His mind meandered aimlessly, coping with the evidence his eyes sent to his disbelieving brain.
“Earth to Marci,” Daniella waved a hand in front of his face, sounding concerned, “are you okay in there?”
Marcus blinked back to the here and now, shaking off the strangely familiar feelings that inundated his consciousness from seeing his feminized form. “Yeah, it’s just...it’s just so weird, you know? Seeing myself like this again.”
“Yeah it’s kinda weird for us too,” Kelly Anne’s expression softened. 
“Weird good or weird bad?” Dani asked, her voice comforting and her fingers gently touching Marci’s arm.
“I- I don’t know,” Marcus hesitated. “I’m...not sure yet.”
“Well I guess that’s better than ‘weird bad’ huh?” K.A. smiled, “you scared us for a second there. I thought we’d lost you!”
“Yeah, and it’s time to go!” said Daniella.
The trio headed out into another school day, with their identical plaid skirts dancing around their smooth, silken thighs. The fully feminized teenager looked downward and saw three pairs of black patent Mary Jane shoes stepping along the sidewalk. His awareness faded into a fugue state, walking between his friends toward the impressive school gates. 
With every step, his fluffed out hair bounced and his skirt brushed against his legs. Legs that felt oddly embraced, encased with his tights. Somehow the once familiar hosiery seemed so different from when he wore similar tights to dance in. 
The self conscious school boy who looked like a nervous school girl glanced at his two female friends, noting how feminine they looked in their identical uniforms, their softly styled hair, and their expertly applied makeup. All too aware that his own hair and makeup looked much the same as theirs, he halted suddenly. 
He regarded his own body, seeing the same blouse, blazer, and bow on him that K.A. and Dani wore and shook his head in utter astonishment, as if realizing his predicament for the first time. “I can’t believe I’m going to school like this!”he gaped, “and I have to spend three more days as a school girl after today!”
“I’m sorry about that,” Kelly Anne said, not sounding the least bit sorry, “but how do you think you look?”
“I know I look exactly like a school girl,” he whined, “just like you two do!”
“Yeah, that’s the whole point!” Daniella said, “we made sure of that, and no one can tell the difference so don’t worry about it so much. you look great, Marci!”
“Yeah but that’s the problem!” he tried to explain, “a lot of the guys were hitting on me yesterday, and—”
“We noticed, don’t brag about it!” K.A. cut in, “I’m actually more than a bit jealous of how good you look in that uniform, I’m not even joking!”
“Right?” Dani nodded, “Marci, you’re a stone cold fox in th—”
“Seriously, though!” Marc interrupted his friend, not even wanting to hear about how hot he looked as a school girl, looking stricken he said, “the jocks who used to bully me just for dancing ballet are all, you know!” 
“So what’s the problem?” Kelly Anne asked.
“The problem is,” Marc asked, rolling his eyes with exasperation, “what will they do to me if they figure out that I’m not really a girl, and—”
“You better not let them figure it out then?” K.A. suggested.
“Don’t worry so much, Marci! You look exactly like one of us girls,” Dani added, “just act like one, and hopefully no one will notice.”
“Hopefully….” Marc shook his head, disappointed at their unhelpful advice. “I just can’t shake the feeling that while I pretty much escaped detection yesterday, I wonder about how well I can pass as a girl for the rest of this week!”
“You totally look the part, Marci,” Dani tried to reassure him, “just keep acting like one of us girls.”
“I don’t know,” he muttered, “I know that a few of the kids saw through my disguise already. I hope they don’t tell anyone….”
“O.K that sucks, but no one said anything about it—” K.A. said.
“That’s a relief, but can I stay that lucky for the rest of the week?” he asked, “If it gets out that I’m going to school in skirts….”
Marc left the rest of his fear unspoken, but all three of them understood that his exposure as a crossdressed school girl would inevitably change everything about him and his life. They weren’t sure how much it would change, but they knew everyone would see him differently from that point onward. 
Marc felt with fatalistic certainty that he wasn’t prepared to deal with exposure in front of all of his classmates. He wasn’t even sure that he was ready to face another day performing this elaborate, emasculated masquerade.
“Why are you so nervous about it when you definitely look the part?” Kelly Anne asked, smiling kindly and hugging her feminized friend affectionately, “you even move more gracefully than almost all of the girls?”
He sighed, “That’s thanks to my time as a danseur.”
Marc felt slightly better prepared but still almost paralyzed by anxiety. He adjusted his skirt again, held his breath, and said, “Here we go again,” as they walked through the front doors of the school. He immediately noticed the curious and predatory looks and heard the whispers and cat calls.
Marc whispered to Dani, “Why does everyone have to stare so much?”
Daniella said, “They’re just jealous. You look great!”
“I don’t feel great,” he sighed, but what could he do? The headmistress made her decision, dooming him to attend school as a girl for the rest of the week. He’d survived so far, and he hoped to manage each class of each day until the ordeal ended after Friday. 
“I’m stuck in skirts and to escape notice, I might as well do my best to fit in as a school girl,” he told himself, “I’ve managed so far, so may as well make the best of it?” With that mindset, his confidence ticked up.
In each of his classes, Marc tried to participate. When he knew the answers he’d raise his hand, but the male and female teachers alike seemed to ignore him. He grimly realized that K.A. and Dani’s complaints about sexism had much more merit than he’d previously believed. 
“I guess they’re right,” he shook his head as the awareness of this injustice sunk in, “girls do get treated with less respect than boys.” With that new insight, he’d regretted dismissing their concerns and complaints as unimportant.
Finally, exasperated with his extended arm getting tired, Marc said, “Excuse me, Mr. Lee? I have a question about the homework.”
Smiling condescendingly the teacher said, “Hold on, Marci, I’ll get to you. Now what were you saying, Andrew?”
Marc felt frustrated facing the disrespect, at not being taken seriously. 
During the gender segregated health class, the tall, middle aged teacher Ms. Wachowski led the girls in an embarrassing discussion focused on their menstrual periods and avoiding unwanted pregnancy. For once, Marc wasn’t alone feeling mortified. All of the students blushed and looked downcast, studying their desks and squirming in their seats. 
These topics made Marc especially uncomfortable. All the more so when Ms. W. brushed back a lock of her slightly graying hair and said, “Marci, would you like to share your thoughts on your own menstrual cycle?”
He sat upright, almost paralyzed with stupefyingly painful humiliation. “Uh, no,” he mumbled, “no thank you, Ma’am.”
K.A. and Dani joined the rest of the girls giggling at his evident distress, but only his two friends understood just how mortified he felt. Although at least one other girl had her suspicions about “Marci” and who “she” might really be. 
That was Melodie Gundersen, one of the ballerinas who’d dressed up Marc as one of them. They’d even called him Marci, the same name as the pretty school girl who’d just joined their class as if out of nowhere. She’d recognized something familiar about “the new girl.”
Ms. Wachowski knew nothing about any of that. She repeated, “Miss Marci, are you sure?” When Marc blushed and shook his head, appearing to study the top of his desk, she asked, “No?”
The similarities in name and appearance made Melodie wonder, and hearing “the new girl’s” voice just about clinched it for her. The graceful blonde girl squinted her eyes, closely scrutinizing “Marci” the moment she saw “her.” She kept staring at “the new girl,” watching her walk the halls between classes, and as she sat in the row just in front of her.
She noted that “she” spent a lot of time hanging around with Kelly Anne and Daniella, exactly like Marc. Her curiosity spiked when she’d heard “her” speak. Something about “her” voice and the well practiced way “she” held herself. It all seemed so much like someone she’d known before.
“And where has Marc been since Marci appeared?” she wondered, but before Melodie could solve that mystery, the teacher interrupted her thoughts.
“How about you, Miss Gundersen?” She asked, then paused for a moment waiting for a response from the pretty petite school girl. Then, she called on her by her first name, “Melodie? Care to share your thoughts?”
That caught the beautiful blonde ballerina off guard. “I’m sorry, what?” the flustered girl replied, looking away from “Marci.” 
“I asked, ‘would you like to share your thoughts about your menstrual cycles’ Miss Gundersen?”
“Oh!” the blonde said cringing, “they’re the worst! I hate them!”
That caused the entire class to erupt into giggles. All except for Marcus who cringed right along with his former dance troupe cohort. He’d noticed what might have been a glint of recognition in her glance.
“A fair point!” the teacher smiled as the bell rang. “For tomorrow, I want five pages from each of you about your first period, how it felt to you and how you felt about it!” said the teacher, “details, ladies! I want details!”
Marc joined Dani and K.A. walking to the dining hall. “Well that was mortifying!” he lamented.
“Yeah, I can imagine!” Dani smirked.
“I just can’t wait to see what you write up about your first period, Marci!” K.A. said, her voice teasing.
“I have history for my first period,” Marc said, sticking out his tongue.
Dani laughing said, “That’s not what she meant—”
“Yeah, don’t worry, I know what she meant,” Marc smiled wryly, “but that’s the only first period I’ll ever have!” His smile collapsed into a frown that spread to his entire body. He sagged with the realization, “Ms. W. may call on me! Knowing my luck she definitely will! What will I do—”
“Don’t worry yourself, Marci,” K.A. said, hugging him briefly, “we’ll help you with that assignment….”
At that moment, a small group of boys approached the trio. Once again, they focused their attention on Marc, much to his chagrin.
Tom Paulo said, “Hey, Marci, wanna go out to dinner and a movie with me sometime? Or maybe Netflix and chill, like this Friday night?” He was a huge guy, the star of the varsity wrestling team.
“I won’t be Marci by then,” Marc thought. Out loud he said, “No, I don’t.”
Tom said, “Playing hard to get, huh?” He rubbed his hand over his shaved bald head as he devoured Marc’s much smaller body with his dark eyes.
“No, it’s just that I…. I’m not into guys!” the feminized school boy replied, not sure if that was entirely true.
“That’s fine, you can bring one of your girl friends along, and we can have a threesome! Or bring them both and we can have a foursome!” Tom grinned lasciviously, “you lesbos just haven’t been with the right guy before!”
“Gross!” Marc gasped. He felt awash in uncomfortable feelings, and hurried away hearing the raucous laughter of the school boys following his fleeing form. 
He got in line with Kelly Anne and Daniella to order his meal, trembling from the encounter. “That was disgusting!” he remarked, “how do you girls deal with that all the time?”
“We try to deal with it as well as you just did!” Dani said, her voice was conveying surprise with a side order of evident admiration.
“Me? I just said whatever popped into my head!” he said, “I mean—” 
“She’s right! You shot him down like a pro!” K.A. said, “you could teach us girls some lessons on how to deal with creeps!”
“I definitely don’t feel like a pro,” he sighed. 
Marc’s afternoon classes continued his strange experiences. In P.E., the feminized guy had to join the girls doing Tai Chi. The smooth, precise movements came easily to him, another benefit of his experience as a danseur. 
That’s not to say he felt comfortable as he went through the motions with the girls in the class. His lemon yellow sports bra and matching pair of skin tight biker shorts made him feel utterly exposed. He’d never worn such a skimpy outfit before, much less in public.
When the final bell signaled the end of the school day, he exhaled an anxiety laden breath. “Three days down, two more to go!” he said.



Chapter 7
- Thursday -
With one glaring exception, Marc’s next day at school wasn’t much different from Monday, Tuesday, or Wednesday. He sighed feeling like his life as school girl Marci had settled into a sort of routine. While that alleviated some of his anxiety, he found this new found familiarity with his femininity almost equally disquieting. 
The strong sense of sameness began almost immediately after he awoke that morning. This time, he knew where he was and why. While he felt just a tiny bit more prepared to face his fourth day as a school girl, he remained uneasy about it. 
He did his makeup with Daniella’s help and dressed himself in the borrowed school girl uniform. He adjusted his skirt again, pulling down on the hem, trying to keep it modestly covering his knees.
“You know, Marci,” Daniella said, “most of us roll the waistband of our skirts to show more leg! I notice you’re doing the opposite!”
“Yeah well,” he shrugged “I’m getting more attention than I want as it is! I noticed that K.A. doesn’t have to—”
“That’s because I’m so tall I don’t have to roll up my skirts!” the athlete said, “these things are already like micro mini skirts on me!”
Marc nodded, “Yeah I can see that!” He smiled at how long and shapely his friend’s legs looked, exposed by her plaid skirt.
“Hey!” she laughed, “keep those eyes up here, Marci!”
At that, all three of them laughed, continuing on their walk to school. When they passed through the double doors and entered the hallways again, Marc felt like he’d entered a gauntlet. Everywhere he looked he saw girls and guys alike closely scrutinizing him. The girls actually seemed jealous of him, and the guys didn’t even try to hide their stares as they checked him out.
“I feel like a piece of meat,” he whined.
“Welcome to our world,” Dani whispered, “on the bright side? At least that proves beyond any doubt you’re totally passing as a girl!”
“Yeah, that’s the definition of a mixed blessing!” Marc moaned.
As he had the previous day, Marc repeatedly tried to catch his teachers’ attention in class. Once again, he felt the bitter resentment of getting ignored as the boys commanded almost all of their notice. 
“I had no idea it was this bad,” he thought while trying to patiently wait for his turn to speak in class, “even the female teachers are so dismissive of the girls! This unfairness is infuriating!” 
He shook his head when the bell rang with his unacknowledged hand still held high in the air. “I have to apologize to K.A. and Dani about this,” he thought, lowering his arm resentfully. “They were right about the double standards, and I was wrong” he admitted to himself while gathering his things and readying himself to leave for his next class. That was health class, taught segregated by sex in Wellington’s curriculum.
Marc barely listened as the teacher Ms. Wachowski led the class in a discussion of the women’s reproductive system, and the particular challenges they faced. Had he paid attention, he might have acquired some material to tease K.A. and Dani. His friends barely battled their abashed feelings well enough to share their reports about their first experiences with menstruation. For once, all three of them left a classroom blushing furiously.
During the trio’s lunch break, Marc experienced one of his most humiliating moments. He was balancing a tray with his lunch when he heard a voice behind him. It was one of his least favorite bullies turned avid pursuers, Josh Llywelyn. The six foot five basketball star said, “Hey, new girl, nice ass!” To emphasize the point, he grabbed Marc’s butt and gave it a tight squeeze.
Startled, Marc turned quickly, and shouted, “WTF!” In his haste, the heel of his shoe caught in a crack on the floor. He stumbled, sending his lunch tray clattering and splattering his meal across the cafeteria floor. Everyone turned to look, and a chorus of laughter erupted.
Marc moaned, “Oh no.…” and quickly bent down, trying to clean up the mess. As he did, he felt the back of his skirt riding up, exposing much more of his thighs than he was comfortable with. His face turned a deep shade of red and desperately tried to smooth down his skirt while gathering up some of the scattered food, the fork, and the spoon.
Kelly Anne said, “Marci, are you okay? Here, let me help.”
“Looks like I really got your attention, girl?” Josh said, “sorry about your lunch princess, how about I buy you dinner tonight?”
Marc gaped up at him, struggling not to gouge out his eyes. “That’s all I’d need, a trip to the headmistress and inevitable exposure as a cross dressed curiosity,” he scolded himself. The tugging of the bra straps digging into his shoulders reminded him how he was dressed.
“Nice one, new girl!” one of Josh’s friends shouted out, “maybe you should take some walking lessons.”
Marc shook his head sadly and sunk back down to settle his weight on his still stinging real end. “I’ve never felt more utterly demoralized,” he moped, feeling tears forming in the corners of his eyes. He writhed with mortification, not only by the fall but by the way everyone was staring at him and laughing. as he scrambled to his feet, trying to maintain what little dignity he had left.
Daniella said, “Don’t worry about them. They’re just jerks.”
Marc muttered, “I want to disappear.”
“Come on,” Kelly Anne said, “let’s get you cleaned up.”
Almost immediately the school’s rumor network had passed along the information of Marc’s humiliation, even exaggerating the theatricality of his embarrassment. Almost as quickly tiring of people pointing at him and laughing, he spent the rest of the lunch period hiding out in the girls’ bathroom. He took several deep breaths, trying to compose himself. 
The experience left him feeling even more exposed and vulnerable than ever, and he dreaded ever returning to the dining hall. He spent his afternoon after the food fail fiasco even more self-consciously than ever.
In P.E., he had to participate in a group activity again, this time wearing a pair of lavender short shorts and an indigo sports bra.
The coach said, “Alright, ladies, let’s see those moves!”
Marc tried to follow along, but he kept tugging at his clothing, feeling the eyes of his classmates on him. The other girls whispered and giggled about his dining hall disaster, making him feel more isolated.
By the end of the day, Marc was once again exhausted and emotionally drained. He collapsed on the bed in the guest bedroom, replaying the embarrassing moments in his mind and dreading having to face his classmates again. He didn’t even notice falling asleep, and all too soon another morning arrived with him slated to portray a girl again.
Looking at his friends sadly he said, “Maybe I should call in sick? I don’t know if I can do this for one more day.”
Kelly Anne said, “You’re stronger than you think, Marc.”
He nodded, trying to muster the strength to face another day at school wearing the girls’ uniform. 
He felt slightly more resilient but still overwhelmed by the prospect of another day of unwanted attention and disrespect. He resolved to keep going, hoping it would get easier.
He’d awoken feeling a bit more accustomed to the daily routine. He did his makeup more confidently and adjusted his uniform. Walking to school with Dani and K.A., trying to feel that he could survive the day ahead.
Marc said, “One more day. I can do this.”
Smiling, Dani said, “You’ve got this, Marci!”
Marc said, “Maybe today will be better.”
Kelly Anne said, “That’s the spirit!”
In his classes, Marc tried to participate, this time with more initiative, but once again the teachers remained dismissive. Not just of him, he noticed, but of all the girls. At one point Marc and a pimply-faced boy named Pete both said, “Mr. Lee, I think the answer is A” at the exact same time.
Mr. Lee said, “Right! Good job, Pete.”
Marc felt frustrated at getting ignored once more. He fumed and felt like yelling at the teacher, but kept quiet, grinding his teeth. His sense of injustice disappeared during health class, however. Sitting among only girls once again, he felt conspicuous. He wished that the teacher would ignore him like all of the others had done so far that day. Unfortunately for the counterfeit school girl, that wasn’t going to happen. 
He’d somehow attracted Ms. Wachowski’s notice, leading up to one of his most embarrassing moments ever. She smiled and called on him saying, “Miss Coving… wait that can’t be right?” she gasped, and regarded him curiously as he sat trembling in his school girl uniform. 
The tall teacher studied Marc’s prettily made up face, his feminine jewelry, and his cutely coiffed hair. Perplexed, she said, “Class, take five minutes to prepare yourself for your oral reports? Miss Covington, please join me out in the hallway?”
“Oh crap, here it comes!” he thought, his body shaking and struggling not to break down in sheer terror as he saw Ms. Wachowski’s beckoning hand. He obeyed the summons, and followed her out into the hall. This, accompanied by a chorus of girls saying, “Oooooh!”
Marc stood, holding his breath and forcing himself to look up at Ms. W.
“Mr. Covington, I presume?” the teacher smiled down at him.
“No!” he said.
“No?” she asked, “do you really expect me to believe that?” She waited for him to answer, and when he didn’t she added, “You had me fooled until I saw your last name on the roster.”
“OMG, yeah it’s me!” Marc admitted “I uh, how did you know?”
“It wasn’t easy,” she nodded, “to be honest, I wasn’t sure at all! Like I said, I wouldn’t have even thought twice about it if it weren’t for your last name. You look so good as a girl, after all.”
“But how did you even know my name?”
“Did you really expect me to forget the young man who pranked my class by leaving a few dozen tampons in….  Ahem! Anyway—”
“Please don’t tell anyone about this?” Marc begged, eyes pleading.
“Well, I guess that all depends on why you’re pranking me again! I just—”
“No, Ma'am, it's not a prank!”
“Oh really?” she arched her left eyebrow, “what is it then?”
“It’s all part of some kind of an experiment—”
“An experiment is it? I’d love to hear all of the details!” she smiled.
“Kelly Anne and Daniella could give you those,” he said, “I’m more of a subject than anything.”
“O.K. then….” she said, then added, “I’m astonished at how authentic you look as a female student!”
“Yeah well, that’s because K.A. and Dani—”
“Even up close, you look just like any of the school girls!” she said, amazed by his remarkable transformation. “Just look at you!” she said, ticking off all the authentic details of his appearance, counting them down with her fingers. “First your Mary Jane shoes and second your tights. Third, your skirt. Fourth your blouse, and fifth, your blazer! Sixth, your face and seventh, your hair. Eighth, you’re wearing delicate, feminine jewelry and do I smell perfume? Call that nine!”
“I can’t detect a single thing that would reveal your true gender!”
Marc shifted his feet nervously, knowing he couldn’t deny any of that.
“Tenth, I can even see the clear outlines of a bra beneath your blouse!” she concluded. All of that made her wonder if he was also wearing panties as well. She thought about that but didn’t mention it, knowing that she’d best not ask a student about their intimates. Instead, she shook her head and said, “Obviously you can’t expect me to give credit for your report on your first period!”
“Ahhh!” he gasped, seeing her smirking at him. “No Ma’am,” he mumbled, blushing furiously, humiliated that he’d had to endure such an embarrassing ordeal, “and all for nothing!” he fumed.
“Not even with how detailed and interesting as it was!” she continued chuckling, “how about you write about your unique perspectives as a boy living for a week as a school girl instead?”
“Umm… yeah, yes Ma’am, I can do that,” he said, still shocked and shaking at the teacher’s detecting his actual identity.
“Don’t worry, Marci,” the teacher said, in a conspiratorial whisper, “I won’t tell anyone who you are, and I doubt very much that anyone else will figure it out.”
“Th- thank you, Ms. W.” he whispered back, “I’ll write that report.”
As the two turned to return to class, the teacher muttered, “Those delicate features, those shapely legs, all wasted on a boy.” 
Marc heard her musings and wondered for at least the tenth time, “Is she right?” Feeling warm waves of awkwardness wash over him from the tips of his triple pierced ears all the way down to his toes, encased by girlish tights. 
The rest of the class passed with Marc in a daze as he ruminated about his apparently effortless ability to pass as a girl. Not just pass as a girl, but present as a particularly pretty one. These disturbing notions left him unable to summon enough attention to listen to the girls making their oral reports. 
He barely even registered their own trauma as one by one they’d forced themselves to overcome their reticence.
In health class, the discussion turned to pregnancy, making Marc feel out of place.
Ms. W. smiled and said, “Marci, any thoughts on prenatal care?”
Marc said, “Uh, not really,” but then he reconsidered saying, “actually, I think we should provide it for free to anyone who needs it!”
Then, the horror of horrors happened. “O.K. girls!” the teacher said, “time for more of your reports on your first period!”
Marc sat stunned at hearing this, even though Ms. W. had required a third of the class to give their oral presentations the previous day. She called on the next third, one by one, to stand in front of the class and share their coming of age tale. One by one, the blushing girls suffered through the ordeal.
When she called on Marc, he moved forward slowly and robotically to face his doom. A few of the girls had some sneaking suspicions about who he really was. They were especially interested in hearing him discuss this most feminine experience. As he spoke, he covertly glanced around, wondering just how many of his female classmates might have guessed his identity. 
He felt his face flush as he stood awkwardly in front of the class. “Some of them must know who I really am,” he thought, making this all the more humiliating. He stood in front of the class, his hands shaking as he began, “M- M- My First P- P- Period.”
He stumbled through his opening lines, hyper-aware of every smirk and giggle from the girls. “I- I was totally unprepared for my first p- p- period,” he began, “the f- f- first hint I got was the c-c- cramps. I felt like my guts were trying to tear themselves apart.”
His embarrassed recitation and the agonizing details about getting caught without any feminine hygiene products in his moment of need surprised his skeptical classmates. It all seemed so much like any other girl’s experiences that they questioned their assumptions.
He took a deep breath and said, “I felt like I was dying with the c-c- ramping and the pounding headache, along with the backache and having no energy at all.” Swallowing hard, Marc looked down at the floor and barely above a whisper said, “When the f- f- flow started, I- I- I realized that I didn’t have anything, you know, for it? I wondered if anyone might have a spare p- p- pad or t- t- tampon….” 
He couldn’t believe he was saying any of this. He stopped speaking. Instead, he clenched his jaw and eyes shut, wishing this would all be a nightmare he could wake up from, not really happening.
“Go on, Marci,” Ms. Wachowski urged, “I know this is embarrassing, but all of us have been through something like this.”
“Not all of us,” Marc grumbled to himself before continuing. “I- I- I finally got up the nerve to ask one of my friends for help, but she didn’t have anything.”
“Been there!” one of the girls said, shaking her head sympathetically.
“Right?” another said.
Hearing the murmur of agreement throughout the room, Marc felt a mild sense of support. This, even though he’d never really endured any of the events he was describing. K.A. and Dani had written the report for him, only slightly changing their own most mortifying menstrual experiences.
“I- I- kept asking around and finally someone had a spare pad….” he said, understanding for the first time just how upsetting it must be for a girl to cope with such a horrifying situation. 
Marc soldiered on through the report, his voice strained as he tried to focus on the task at hand rather than his ballistic anxiety. He went on, “I dashed off to the girls’ locker room, and undressed. I took a quick shower to get the…you know. I washed out my p- p- pa- I uh, um my underwear….
When he finally finished and returned to his seat, he let out a ragged breath. The rest of the class passed in a blur. A petite brunette named Emily who’d thought she’d recognized Marci was really Marc gasped. She whispered, “I thought that was really a boy pretending to be a girl, but how would he know so much about periods? I mean?” to Katy, a tall willowy blonde seated next to her. 
“Yeah, we totally decided that, but now I’m not so sure either?” the flaxen haired girl shrugged while whispering back, “I mean, her report is so convincing and she seems just as embarrassed as the rest of us talking about it?”
“I know!” Emily said, “there’s no way a boy would ever, right?”
“No way,” agreed Katy, “no f-ing way!”
One girl wasn’t fooled, however. As he left class, Melodie grabbed him by the arm and said, “It is you, Marc isn’t it!? He shook his head no, but she was sure she was right, “Why are you going to school dressed like that?”
“It’s a long story….” he began, before calling out to Daniella and Kelly Anne saying, “it was all their idea!”
“I hope it’s as good of a story as your first period!” Melodie smirked and giggled, “that was amazing!”
“Look, Melodie—” he whispered, but she cut him off.
“My favorite part was, ‘When the f- f- flow started….’ That was epic!” she said with false sympathy. “You poor girl! she said as she draped her arm around his shoulders and smirked, “that must have been so humiliating!”
“Umm, we can explain!” K.A. said, closely following the entwined pair out into the hallway, “it’s not what it looks like!”
“Yeah,” Dani seconded, “it’s not what it looks like!”
“Wow, I can’t wait to hear this!” Melodie laughed, “because it looks like my old friend Marc here—”
“Please, Melodie, please! Don’t call me by that name and OMG, don’t talk so loud!” cried the desperate crossdressed kid. His prettily made up face contorted. He looked  and sounded exasperated.
Carefree, Melodie said airily, “Fine, but unless I get a convincingly reasonable justification for all this….” her voice trailed off as she gestured toward Marc in his school girl attire.
“Well it’s kind of simple,” K.A. said, “Marc was always complaining about how the girls get to—”
Dani cut in saying, “—and we decided to show him that—”
Marc moaned, “If I had any idea it’d be for a week, I never would have—”
“—yeah! That’s right,” Dani said, “we had no idea that the Headmistress was going to—”
“—it was a total surprise, so what could we do?” Kelly Anne asked.
Melodie cocked her head listening to the trio’s overlapping explanations as the quartet continued walking toward the dining hall. Her face lit up as they neared their destination. “You know, if I hadn’t seen you all dressed up as a ballerina, I would never have guessed it was you,” she laughed.
“Wait!” K.A. and Dani said simultaneously turning toward Marc, “you never told us you dressed up as a ballerina!”
“Oh yes! And he looked stunning! Just like now! Or should I say she looks stunning?” Then, as they got in line for lunch, she dropped a bomb on Marc saying, “I won’t tell anyone about who ‘the new girl’ really is…on one condition!”
“One condition?” Marc asked, anxiously, “what’s that?”
“I want in!” Melodie giggled. 
“What do you mean, you ‘want in’?” he asked.
“I get to help doll you up on Friday, and I want to bring you to dance class as a ballerina after school today!” she giggled, “I had a great time turning you into a pretty little ballerina with the rest of the girls, and I want doll you up again, so—”
“No way!” he said, “out of the question!”
“OK fine, have it your way, Marci!” Melodie smirked, then she shouted. “Hey boys! You’ll never guess who—”
“STOP!” Marc hissed, “don’t tell them!” Then he added, glaring at her, “O.K. O.K. Whatever you want. Just don’t out me to everyone?”
“I thought you’d see it my way, girlfriend!” Melodie giggled. 
At lunch, the blonde ballerina insisted on sitting with them. Despite his close call evading exposure at her hands, Marc still felt significantly more confident that he was passing as a girl. He certainly felt more self assured than he’d expected to. 
He even shrugged off the dining hall disaster from the day before thinking, “Who really cares if people saw me face plant? It’s not like they even know who I really am.” Then, he considered a daunting thought, “If people ever figure out it was me, dropping some food will be the least of my problems.” He laughed darkly at that notion, and set himself to run the gauntlet of guys once again. 
This time when Josh said, “Hey, cutie, wanna hang out later?” Marc gingerly stepped out of the bully’s lecherous reach and said, “No, thanks. I’m busy.”
“Step aside, rookie! Let me show you how it’s done!” said Steve Gregor, elbowing Josh out of his way. Steve, the school’s quarterback, was one of those arrogant jocks who considered himself an alpha male stud, someone who saw all girls as his harem. He rudely encroached on Marc’s personal space and said, “Hey, new girl! You’re looking fine today. What do you say we—”
“Thanks,’ Marc said, “but I’m not interested.”
“Oh look who’s the rookie now!” Josh smirked, high fiving his friends, all of whom were jeering at Steve’s failure. Amidst the laughter of the guys listening in, the QB sullenly said, “Your loss, bitch.”
Marc flinched at getting called that. He wondered again, “How do girls deal with all of this crap?”
In P.E., Marc joined the girls participating in a dance routine, finally feeling back in his own element. The short, skimpy outfit he wore made his every movement feel exaggerated. Still, he recalled Madame La Fontaine’s tutelage about how to dance as a girl. Remembering to dance like a ballerina, not a danseur, and so the steps flowed forth effortlessly. 
The coach called out to the other girls, “Look at Marci! Watch her closely!” They did so, some with jealousy, others with curiosity. When class finished, he felt proud of how well he did, even though it was in the feminine style of dance. After toweling off, he looked up and noticed Melodie watching him. He cringed seeing how wide her grin was.
“You’ve still got it!” she said, approaching and clapping her hands, “very impressive! Are you ready to show off your moves for our dance troupe?”
“I hoped you’d either forget about it or change your mind about making me return to the dance studio as a ballerina,” he sighed. He knew better once he saw how eager she seemed to doll him up and drag him back.
“Come on!” she said, “let’s go to my place. You can shower there and I’ll loan you one of my dance outfits!”
“Do I really have to?” he whined.
“You know you have to!” she smiled, pinching his cheek.
Marc sighed and stared down at his feet in his cute little Mary Jane shoes. He studied the shoes, seeing the super shiny patent leather he decided, “K.A. and Dani were right. These would look very cute on an adorable little girl, but they’re so demeaning for a young adult.”
“Come along, Marci!” Melodie insisted, “class starts in a few hours, we have so much to do to get you ballerina ready!”



Chapter 8
Marc followed Melodie into her family’s stately mansion, his eyes widening in awe. The Covington clan was certainly wealthy, yet, the grandeur of the Gundersen place was overwhelming. The feminized boy gaped at the high ceilings, and marble floors. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm, inviting glow. 
He could hardly believe he was standing in such an opulent home. “Wow, Melodie," he said, his voice evincing his astonishment, “this place is incredible, absolutely incredible.”
Melodie smiled, clearly pleased with his reaction. “I’m glad you like it. Come on, I’ll give you a tour on our way to my rooms.” 
As they passed through the foyer, Marc noticed the detailed inlaid moldings and the luxurious Persian rugs that adorned the floor. Every corner of the mansion seemed to exude elegance and refinement. 
“This is the casual living room,” Melodie said, leading him into a spacious room filled with opulent, antique furniture. A grand piano stood dominating one corner, its glossy bible black finish reflecting the soft light. The walls were adorned with beautiful paintings, a few depicting graceful ballerinas in various poses.
Marc's gaze lingered on one particular painting. “These are amazing," he said, “is that a Degas?” feeling a deep appreciation for the artistry.
“Yes, and that one is a Renoir," Melodie replied. “as you can tell, my parents are avid art collectors, and they have a special fondness for ballet-themed artwork in my honor.”
They continued through the mansion, passing by the dining room with its long, polished table and yet another elegant crystal chandelier. Richly upholstered chairs in a deep blue hue surrounded the table, and a large bouquet of freshly cut flowers served as the centerpiece.
“This is where we host informal dinners,” Melodie explained. 
“Wow! I’d like to see where you hold formal dinners!” Marc smiled.
“Oh, we have those in the grand hall,” she said, waving her hand "either way, whenever we entertain it’s always a grand affair, with delicious food and wonderful company. I should invite you and the rest of the ballerinas!” she winked.
Marc nodded, trying to imagine himself attending a soirée in such a setting. He felt out of place despite his own close encounters with wealth and privilege.
As they made their way down a long corridor, Melodie paused to point out a few more pieces of art. “These sculptures are some of my favorites,” she said, gesturing to a series of delicate, porcelain ballerinas poised in mid-dance.
“They’re beautiful,” Marc said, admiring the intricate details.
Finally, they reached Melodie's bedroom suite. She opened the door and ushered him inside. Marc's breath caught in his throat as he took in the rooms. They presented a vision of feminine elegance, with their soft, pastel colors and a tasteful yet almost obsessive ballet-themed decor.
The walls were painted a light blush pink, adorned with framed posters from famous ballets and portraits of prima ballerinas. A plush, cream-colored carpet covered the floor, and a large luxurious bed with a delicate lace canopy took center stage. It was covered by a fluffy, off white comforter with an array of decorative pillows in shades of pink and gold.
“Welcome to my sanctuary,” Melodie said, her voice filled with pride, “this is where I come to relax and unwind.”
Marc walked into the room, his eyes wide with wonder. “It's beautiful, Melodie. So elegant and... feminine.”
“Thank you,” Melodie replied, beaming, “I wanted it to reflect my love for ballet and all things graceful.”
She led him to a corner of the room where a vintage vanity stood, its surface cluttered with various beauty products and an ornate, gold-framed mirror. “This is where I get ready every morning,” she said, gesturing to the table. “It's my own little corner of beauty and tranquility.”
Marc studied the delicate makeup brushes, the neatly arranged perfumes, and the collection of jewelry boxes. “I’m embarrassed to admit I recognize almost all of those," he said softly.
Melodie smiled and took his hand. “Come on, there's one more room to show you.” She led him through a set of French doors that opened into a private ballet studio. The walls were lined with mirrors, and a barre ran along one side of the room. The floor was covered in smooth, polished wood, perfect for dancing.
“This is where I practice," Melodie said, twirling gracefully on her toes, “it's my favorite place in the entire house.”
Marc watched her with admiration. “You have an incredible home, Melodie,” he said, overwhelmed with envy.
“Why thank you, Marci,” she replied, giving his hand a gentle squeeze. "I'm glad you're here.”
“Well you kind of forced me to—” he began but her laugh cut him off.
“Now, let’s get you ready for our dance class,” she giggled, “the bath is over there, and help yourself to all of my hair and body products!”
About twenty minutes later, Marc emerged from the bathroom dripping wet and wrapped in a big, fluffy pink towel. To his surprise, he found that Melodie had arranged for an impromptu reunion. Jessica, Ilhan, and Juanita leapt to their feet and greeted him with hugs and giggles. They were all dressed to dance in their typical ballet class ensembles.
Marc swallowed hard, feeling a rising apprehension. "Do we have to do all this?” he moaned, “I- I'm not sure that I can deal with going through another dance class as a ballerina,” he murmured, glancing down at the delicate, ultra-feminine clothes the ballerinas had laid out for him.
“Who said anything about you dancing as a ballerina?” Jessica chuckled, stepping closer to Marc. She smiled wickedly, brandishing a shockingly pink dance belt, along with a matching bra and panties set as if they were weapons. He immediately saw that these weren’t ballet dance items at all. Rather, these were what a belly dancer would wear!
His eyes went wide seeing the detailed sequins and bead work on each item, their glittering gold rhinestone accents and trim sparkling alluringly. The panties resembled the bottoms of a bikini swim suit, with flowing silk streamers barely providing some modesty in the front and back.
“Isn’t it enchanting?” Melodie asked, “luckily my mom had this from when she…oh that’s not important now! Time to get you into this!”
Marc gulped realizing that the girls expected him to wear that exotic dancing ensemble without anything covering it. Both the bra and panties featured elaborate fringes hanging from every part of them. He knew how those tassels and loosely looping tendrils would emphasize his every move. 
“There’s no way I’m wearing that!” he cried, “you’ve got to be joking!”
“No joke, Marci! We all know that you were born to shine. You didn’t want to look like a ballet dancer, so we’ve got you!” Jessica smirked, “you’re going to be a belly dancer! Now, hurry up and let’s get started.”
With practiced ease, the four girls began their work. Jessica forced Marc into the pretty pink dance belt, ensuring it fit so snugly over his private parts that it hid any hint of his masculinity. 
“There, that’s not too tight?” she asked, her tone gentle but harboring a poorly disguised teasing undertone.
“No, it’s fine,” Marc replied morosely. He clenched his jaw tightly as he felt his face deeply reddening, with his humiliation building rapidly.
Jessica prepared to force him into the sexy ensemble, a playful grin on her face. “Next step, Marci,” she smiled, “into these panties you go.” She gave them a gentle shake, making their ornate adornments dance enticingly.
Chagrined, he regarded the chiffon and silk harem girl’s costume, noting that the skirting attached to the bottoms had sexy side slits, a seductive ruffled trim, and alluring hip accents. “Come on!” he said, “can’t we just—”
“Of course we can always just tell everyone at Wellington who you really are, Marci?” the wickedly grinning girl threatened, “Now stop wasting time and let us dress you!”
Marc blushed, but he saw no other alternative so he complied reluctantly. The girls continued their teasing, making his nerves sizzle with seismic distress. Once he had the bottom on, Juanita helped him into the bra top.
Jessica laughed, “Look at that, it fits her perfectly!”
“Spin around for us, Marci,” Ilhan urged, clapping her hands together, “let’s see how it looks in motion.”
Marc did a tentative twirl, the diaphanously dainty silk skirting floating around him. He caught sight of himself in the mirror and couldn’t help but cringe. “Wow,” he whispered, “this is even worse than I’d imagined.”
“See? What did we tell you?” Jessica said, nudging him roughly, “you look absolutely amazing as a belly dancer!”
Juanita giggled as she picked up the pair of girl's ballet slippers with shining satin ribbons. “These are just too cute to resist. You'll look absolutely adorable!”she said, kneeling down to help the mortified boy into them, then tying the satin ribbons up on his hairless calves with care. “Perfect fit, just like last time,” she said, admiring her handiwork. 
After that, all that remained was hair and makeup. Ilhan guided the stunned, suddenly submissive guy into her makeshift makeover studio at Melodie’s vanity. She’d already organized all of the makeup and various implements that she intended to use on the table.
“Alright, Marci, let’s start out with a clean canvas," she said, wiping the blushing boy’s face gently with a cotton pad soaked in micellar water.
Juanita, standing behind Marc, slowly brushed out his still wet hair. “We need to make sure every strand is perfect,” she said, “you'll look so lovely, Marci.”
Ilhan reached for the concealer. “Just a dab under your eyes to brighten them up and a few other spots here and there," she said, patting it gently into Marc’s skin, “there we go, looking fresher already.” Next, she picked up a light foundation that perfectly matched his natural complexion. “This will give you a flawless base,” she explained, applying it evenly over his face with a soft makeup sponge. “Just a touch to even out your skin tone.”
Marc glanced in the mirror and saw the transformation begin in earnest. "This used to be so weird, but it’s starting to feel so routine," he murmured.
“Don’t worry, they’ll make you look fancy and fabulous,” Jessica chimed in from the sidelines, giggling, “I can’t wait to see the final result.”
Juanita sprayed a light mist of after shower conditioner and detangler onto Marc’s hair and used a wide-tooth brush to comb through it. “I'm going to make sure your hair is shiny and sleek,” she said, working meticulously.
“Time for a little blush,” Ilhan smiled, swirling a fluffy brush into a rosy pink powder, “give us a big grin, Marc!” 
Marc obliged, and Ilhan dusted three different pinks onto the apples of her cheeks. “Perfect, a nice healthy glow.”
Juanita, now satisfied with the smoothness of Marci's hair, picked up a small pot of hair gel. “This will help to keep everything in place,” she said, spreading the hair product all over her fingers and massaging it into Marci's hair, smoothing it down further. “Oh so silky! So soft and sleek.”
Ilhan moved on, choosing a MAC eyeshadow pallet. “Let’s give your pretty eyes some sizzling sparkle,” she said, selecting a shimmery silver and a particularly bright pink shade.
She used a tiny two headed brush, gently applying these two hues all over Marc’s eyelids, blending outwards towards his brow bone. “So pretty!”she sighed, “this color combination really makes your eyes pop.”
Juanita, working methodically, reached for a set of hair pins with crystal rose adornments. “These will keep your bun secure,” she explained, pinning Marc’s hair tightly in place. “You know the rules, No stray hairs allowed.”
Ilhan then picked up an eyeliner pencil. “Look up for me, Marci,” she instructed. “A little liner will define your eyes beautifully.” She drew a thin line along Marc’s upper lash line, giving his eyes a delicate but defined look.
“You have such beautiful eyes, Marci,” Melodie said, leaning in to get a closer look. “Ilhan’s really making them stand out.”
Next, the raven haired ballerina grabbed a mascara wand. “Just a touch of mascara to lengthen and thicken those lucious lashes,” she said, carefully applying several coats of darkest brown makeup to Marc’s upper and lower lashes. “There, now your eyes look absolutely stunning.”
Juanita gave Marci's hair one final touch with a light mist of hairspray. “This will keep everything in place all class,” she said, ensuring the bun was secure and smooth. “Perfect.”
Ilhan finished with a light pink lip gloss. “This will give your lips a nice girlish shine,” she said, applying it with precision, “There, we’re all done. You look gorgeous, Marci.”
Marc looked at his reflection, just as amazed at the transformation as always. “Wow, I hardly recognize myself,” he said, sounding as if he were speaking from far away or in a dream.
“You look absolutely lovely,” Jessica said, admiring the final result. “So feminine and elegant.”
“You're ready to shine in the dance studio, Marci," Melodie added, beaming with pride.
Marc stood up, feeling lost. "Thank you all so much," he said sarcastically.
“That's what friends are for,” Melodie said, giving him a hug. “Now let’s go show Madame the new and improved Marci.”
The girls linked arms and headed towards the waiting limo, ready to whisk them all off to Le Studio De Ballet Metropolitan. 
Melodie chirped, “We’re going to make this dance class one to remember, but first we have time to make a quick stop on the way!”
“Where are we—”
“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, Marci!” said Jessica giggling as the limo pulled up in back of a small building. He could read a sign identifying the place as, “Arabian Nights.” This was a very exclusive, exotic gentleman’s club, an upscale den of delights recently upgraded by the Play Bunny corporation.
The girls dragged Marcus out of the car and in through the back door of the place. There, he found himself in a large room. Looking around, he saw mirrors and cubicles lining two walls, and sexy Arabic themed dance costumes like the one he wore strewn over nearly every flat surface.
Young women in various states of undress were hectically applying makeup and styling their hair. Marc noticed a few fully clothed girls were stepping through some thick, opaque curtains and he could heard the roar of an appreciative crowd following them into what he identified as a back stage dressing room. It wasn’t much different from the ones he’d used to prepare for his ballet recitals.
“Where have you been?” snapped a tall, lanky dark skinned woman with a buzz cut, “you’re on in…holy crap! You’re on now! Get out there!”
The unidentified woman shoved the stunned, feminized guy through the velvet curtains he’d noticed before. He staggered out onto a brightly lit platform and tried to catch his breath as a crowd of men and a few women cheered and whooped at him. He looked backward over his shoulder and saw the woman who’d scolded him and propelled him on what he realized was a stage.
“Dance!” she hissed, “what do you think we’re paying you for?”
In a daze, dazzled by the bright lights and the barely visible audience, Marc lapsed into well practiced patterns of behavior, relying on muscle memory as his mind clicked off. Madame La Fontaine’s lessons teaching him how to dance like a girl came back to him, flooding his confused consciousness. And he danced.
The silken, satiny, and chiffon confection he wore billowed about his body as if he and it were weightless. He spun on his toes, first on his right foot and then on his left, a tiny tornado of diaphanous motion. His arms flew above his head as he accelerated his nimble, frenetic movements, bringing excited applause and appreciative affirmations from the audience.
Marc felt weird wearing such feminine clothing. He’d been dressed as a ballerina and a school girl before, but he’d never imagined performing in such an embarrassingly emasculating ensemble before. Still, the roar of the crowd fueled his adrenaline in very familiar ways, driving him to dance gracefully but with ever increasing abandon.
Almost as soon as it began, his debut as an exotic dancer ended. The strict austere woman who seemingly ran the place summoned him back off stage. “That was good!” she said wrapping a possessive arm around him, “that was real good!”
Marc looked at her blankly, and he shook his head in confusion as she asked, “When do you work again? How about tomorrow night?”
“She’s not sure, she’ll have to get back to you on that!” Melodie giggled, pulling the abashed boy’s left arm while Jessica tugged on his right one.
“Come on, Marci!” the blonde ballerina said, “we’ve got to get to class!”
After that utterly mortifying experience, the trip to the dance studio seeming passed by in a flash for Marc. Soon he was presented to the intimidating Madame La Fontaine once more, this time looking like he’d just auditioned for the role of Salome, the seductress from the Bible.
Humiliated so badly that he felt his knees would buckle, Marcus looked all around the dance studio, at anything and everything other than his former dance teacher’s face. He saw that little if anything had changed in the time since he’d quit ballet. The studio remained a haven of elegance and discipline.
Natural sunlight shined through the large windows, casting a soft glow on the polished wooden floor. The room was filled with the familiar faint scent of rosin, now joined with a quiet murmur of anticipation. Marc, once more dressed as Marci, stood in a line at the barre with his fellow ballerinas, Melodie, Jessica, Juanita, and Ilhan.
“What is the meaning of this, Mademoiselle Marci!” Madame shouted, recalling the girl’s name she’d used the only other time she’d seen her once primo danseur dressed en femme. “You left without saying goodbye and now you return! Dressed as a belly dancer, no less?”
“That’s our fault,” Melodie spoke, “we all thought it’d be funny if we—”
“Funny? This is not funny!” the instructor raged, “if she is to dance as a ballerina, she must look like a ballerina! Now, make this happen!” She clapped her hands for emphasis.
“Luckily we brought some real ballet gear she can wear,” Jessica sighed, “come on let’s get her changed into it!”
“Quick! Let’s strip her!” Melodie said, “careful with that belly dancer outfit! It’s my mom’s from when she…never mind! Just be careful!”
Within moments, Marc was once again revealed to his classmates wearing only the dance belt. He’d been posed in the center of the room, feeling a sense of overwhelming embarrassment and nervousness. 
His hair was already tied tightly into the same neat bun as the ballerinas. He looked from one of them to the another and saw they all wore a simple leotard, tights, and ballet slippers. He sighed seeing the special outfit they had chosen for him. Of course it was the same one they’d made him wear several weeks before.
Jessica, her fingers nimble and quick, held out a new set of girl’s underwear. “Put these on, Marci! You’ll look like a princess," she said with a wink. “Ready to be the star of the show again?”
“Alright, Marci, time for yet another grand transformation,” Melodie said, “this time we’re gonna turn you into a beautiful ballerina again, are you ready?”
Marc blushed, “I guess so. I mean, what other choice do I have?”
“Oh, nonsense,” Jessica chimed in, her tone teasing. “We’ve been dying to see you in something a bit more... extravagant…and we just did. You made such a fine belly dancer. Now it’s back to the ‘Ballet Barbie’ look for you.”
Marc took a deep breath and nodded. "Okay, let’s get  this over with.”
Jessica smirked and reached out, handing Marc the matching pale pink bra and panties she’d selected for him. He acted like they were cobras, flinching and letting them fall to the floor. All of the girls giggled loudly as they helped the humiliated boy into them. The panties barely stretched over the ballet slippers on his feet. “We have to remember to take off the shoes first next time!” Juanita said.
With a playful grin, Jessica told Marc, “You’re about to become the belle of the ballet!” She held up the pair of ultra-feminine tights and then knelt down, removing Marc’s ballet slippers. Next, she began slipping his feet into the pink sparkly spandex tights.
"They look amazing on you," Jessica said once his long lean legs were encased in the clinging confection. She carefully smoothed out any wrinkles.
Ilhan then handed Marci the pair of pink ballet slippers. “Put these on. The ribbons are the best part.” 
After Marc slid his feet into the slippers, Ilhan expertly tied the satin ribbons around his ankles and calves, making sure they were secure yet comfortable. She admired the way they looked, feeling a sense of pride and excitement.
“Now for the pièce de résistance,” Jessica said, holding up the pink satin and spandex ballet dress. “Arms up.”
Ilhan, looking at the girlish pink satin and spandex ballet dress with the poofy skirt, nodded enthusiastically. “You’ll really stand out wearing this again!”
“Yeah,” Jessica agreed, “you’ll be the most stunning ballerina here.”
Reluctantly. Marc lifted his arms, and the girls carefully pulled the dress over his head, adjusting it so it fit perfectly. The built-in leotard provided support, while the poofy skirt added a touch of whimsy and elegance.
"You really do look just like a princess," Juanita declared.
“We’re not quite done yet,” Melodie said. “We need to make sure everything is perfect or Madame will freak!”
“Alright, hair and makeup touch up next,” Ilhan said.
With practiced hands, two of the girls worked together to primp and polish Marc’s hair, ensuring every strand was in place. Ilhan freshened up his makeup, enhancing his natural features and adding a touch of sparkle.
“There,” Melodie said, stepping back. “Absolutely stunning.”
Marc stood up and looked at his reflection in the mirror. He hardly recognized himself. The pink dress was dazzling, and he felt an overwhelming sense of emasculation.
“This is…shocking," he said, turning to the ballerinas surrounding him. "I feel like such a girl!”
“We knew you would,” Jessica said with a wink. “Now, let’s show Madame what the new and improved Marci can do on the dance floor.”
The girls linked arms and headed back towards the middle of the large room. The air in the dance studio was filled with excitement and laughter as the girls prepared Marci for her second appearance as a ballerina. 
Participating in dance class was another overture in humiliation for Marc. In the mirrored dance studio, the air hummed with the faint strains of Tchaikovsky's Swan Lake playing softly in the background. The four actual ballerinas—Melodie, Jessica, Juanita, and Ilhan—moved gracefully around Marci, whose eyes flicked nervously between the mirrors and her fellow ballerinas. The class culminated with Madame La Fontaine inviting him to dance as a ballerina if he chose. 
He returned to Daniella’s home, exhausted by the workout and embarrassed by the effusive praise of his femininity. He felt relieved that he’d made it through the dance class. After he explained his emasculating experiences to his friend, she helped him dress for bed.
“Here, you can wear this!” she smiled, presenting him with a sexy lavender baby doll nightie set, embellished with lavish lace all along the cami top and bikini bottoms. When he peeled off his dance wear and dressed himself in the silky sleep wear, his female friend whistled appreciatively. 
“You look amazing in that!” she said as he plopped down on the bed in Dani’s guest room. She kissed his forehead and quietly let herself out. He almost immediately crashed into a deep slumber.



Chapter 9
- Friday -
When he awoke, Marc whined to himself, “I can’t believe I still have one more day as a girl.” Later that morning, Dani and K.A. let Melodie take over his makeover. While she painted his face with makeup, she chattered away happily recounting what she called “Marci’s great performance as a belly dancer and a ballet dancer” the previous day.
Marc moaned, “This has to be the end of, Mel, you can’t expect me to go to a dance as a girl!”
“Oh you’re no fun!”the blonde ballerina pouted, “O.K. you baby! You don’t have to go to the dance as a girl—this time!”
After checking his look one more time, she said, “Alright Marci, you look all ready to face your final day as a school girl!”
The quartet made their way to Wellington, passing through the stone cold gates looking like stone cold foxes. Marc rolled his eyes running through the all too familiar obstacle course of horny guys hitting on him and his three female friends. “Ugh, they never stop, do they?” he asked.
“No, they never do, Girlfriend,” Melodie shook her head.
In the bustling hallways “Marci” cut through the loudly shouting crowd of guys along with “her” three friends. The school, teeming with activity, was alive with the sounds of laughter, chatter, and the shouts of young men on the make.
Jermaine Jones, broad-shouldered, with a mop of unruly brown hair, a chiseled jawline, and a confident smile stepped right into their path. He wore a Wellington soccer jersey and held a black and white ball under his arm. His eyes were fixed on the quartet, and he graced them with a radiant smile.
“Hey, beautiful ladies,” he called out, his voice smooth and easy. “I’ve got three good friends here,” he nodded at the trio around him who were all also wearing soccer jerseys. “How about the four of you grabbing a coffee with the four of us after our soccer game? I promise we won’t talk about soccer the whole time.”
The three other soccer jocks all flashed their best grins, each hoping to charm one of the girls.
Kelly Anne blushed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “That's sweet,” she replied politely, “but we’re actually—”
“Hey! Don’t brush us off,” said Ricky Quaid, another stocky athlete said, “you’ve never had a guy rock your world like we can!”
Marc rolled his eyes, muttering under his breath, “Here we go again.”
As they continued on their way, a muscular guy with a surfer’s tan and sandy blonde hair jogged up to them. His gaze landed on Daniella. "Hey there," he said, his voice casual and relaxed. "You look amazing. How about we catch some—"
Daniella laughed softly. "Thanks, but I’m a more difficult catch than that!" she said, smiling.
Marc sighed, his patience wearing thin.
A few steps later, a lean, athletic man with a basketball in hand approached. He had short, cropped hair and wore the school’s basketball uniform—a tank top with a large number 3 and shorts. His blue eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as he looked at Melodie. “Wow, you’re stunning,” he exclaimed, “care to join me for the big game tonight? Maybe a coffee after? I’d love to get to know you better.”
Melodie giggled, her cheeks turning pink. “That’s so nice, but I’m not much of a basketball fan,” she said kindly.
Marc glanced at his watch, feeling the minutes stretch into an eternity.
Finally, a tall, lanky guy approached. He had a friendly face and a warm smile. His eyes lit up when he saw Marc, who was trying to avoid making eye contact. “Hey, I saw you earlier in the week and I just had to come over,” he said, aren’t you the girl who dropped her food in the dining hall? Hope you’re O.K.”
When Marc shot him a stone faced look, he shrugged and continued, “Anyway? You look absolutely gorgeous. How about we catch a movie together sometime? I promise it’ll be fun.”
Marc shook his head gently. "I appreciate the offer, but we really have to be going,” he said, tired of the interruptions.
The foursome spun away only to end up facing another pack of wolfish young guys who peppered them with a barrage of pick up lines. K.A. took the lead saying, “Alright, folks, we’ve got somewhere to be. Nice meeting you all, but we’re on a tight schedule.”
As they moved away, Melodie giggled, a wry smile on her face. "You guys sure know how to attract attention."
“True, unfortunately, but at least you three got some attention too,” he said.
“Yeah,” K.A. agreed laughing, “maybe some of your ‘new girl’ mystery is wearing off!”
“Geez I hope so!” he said.
The rest of the day passed much like the previous four. Marc felt ignored by the teachers, and objectified by the male students. Health class offered a slight respite, as other girls had to give their “My First Period” reports. He cringed with sympathy. Some of their experiences even exceeded the embarrassing ones that K.A. and Dani wrote for him.
Once the last girl finished, the instructor said, “I know you’re all wondering why I put you through this? I wanted to make a very important point!”
“That it’s possible to die of embarrassment?” one girl said to the nervous laughter of the rest of the class.
“No,” Ms. W smiled, “that there’s nothing shameful about the entirely natural functions of menstruation! Almost all of us have to cope with it, and it’s just a basic part of life for almost all girls and women, with very few exceptions!”
When the bell rang at the end of class the tall teacher said, “Marci, please stay after for a few minutes?” It wasn’t a request.
“So, your first period was some ordeal, huh?”
“Well I, you know I….” he said, studying his shiny black shoes and tugging nervously at the hem of his pleated skirt.
“I did some asking around and apparently I’m supposed to believe that your attire is all part of some ‘experiment’ that Kelly Anne and Daniella are doing?”
“Yeah, that’s what—”
“I don’t believe it any more than I believe you ever had a first period—”
“—other than history class?” he joked, and he let out a giggle when he heard her laugh. He let go of his skirt and looked into her eyes to see her wide smile.
“Look, I said I don’t believe this is what you’re apparently telling everyone this is,” she looked serious as she took his hands in hers and examined his perfectly manicured fingernails. 
“I can explain, Ms. Wachowski!” he said, “it all started when K.A. and Dani decided to—”
“Look, Marci! Marc. I don’t care about any of that, but if there’s ever anything you want to talk about with me? Anything about this gender bending or anything else. Anything at all? Please don’t hesitate, O.K.?”
“Yes, Ms. W, I promise.”
“Good girl!” she winked.
When the final class bell rang, Marc actually felt proud of himself for surviving the week as a school girl. He had faced and overcome numerous challenges, navigating his femininity with resilience.
He said, “I can’t believe it! I did it.”
Kelly Anne said, “You were amazing, Marci. We’re so proud of you.”
He felt a sense of accomplishment, knowing he had faced his fears and come out stronger than ever.
“I almost forgot to tell you girls,” he said, “you were totally right about how the teachers don’t respect girls as much as—”
“Oh, we know!” K.A. said.
“You did so well as a girl, you’re even thinking like one of us now!” Dani giggled then asked, “how about spending another week as a girl?”
“Not. On. Your. Life!” he replied, making both girls laugh and hug him.
Surprisingly few classmates realized who “Marci” really was. The guys were clueless. Almost all of the students who’d seen through his disguise were girls. Still, as each day had passed, a few more students and teachers figured out who the familiar face behind the feminine facade really was. 
Anticipating this, Kelly Anne had secured a note from her mentor Miss Pederson, explaining that this was part of an experiment. That Headmistress Harper had authorized it, and she demanded that everyone keep the whole thing a secret. That sort of worked. A few girls gossiped about it, but most kept quiet.
Amazingly, none of the jocks who’d bullied Marcus about dancing ballet ever suspected that the “new girl” they were hitting on was really him. Almost all of them had cat called him or asked him out. The few who didn’t all looked like they wanted to. 
A few guys realized “Marci” really was Marc, but they were all supportive if not fully understanding. Some of the students circulated a rumor about it. They suspected that the “experiment” cover story was just that, and they’d surmised that this was some kind of unique punishment. The guys who felt certain that this was a penalty for Marc’s misbehavior wanted to make sure they’d never suffer the same treatment. Their lips remained tightly sealed.
The relatively few girls who were aware of “the New Girl’s” secret identity smiled while they’d witnessed Marc walking the proverbial mile in their Mary Jane shoes. Some still nursed grudges against him for playing pranks on them and spying on them. They all saw him in a much different light after watching him navigating a week of school days as one of the girls. It was hard not to. 
They’d seen him sitting through classes and walking through the hallways wearing a girl’s school uniform exactly like theirs. Those who shared health class with “Marci” were stunned when “she” read “her” report about “My first period.” The authenticity of the content and the presentation made many of them wonder.
The girls who were still sure of who “Marci” really was even after that performance giggled and shook their heads watching guys hit on “her” and make crude comments about “her.” Some were even jealous of how much male attention “she” received. Those in the know gained respect for how well he’d endured life as a girl, fending off come ons, dealing with sexism, and all the rest of the downsides of life as a teenaged girl, just like all of them did every day.
After his week as a school girl finally concluded, Marcus sat alone. Back in his own bedroom, he stared at his reflection. “I can’t believe it,” he mumbled, “I spent an entire week as a school girl!” 
He realized with relief that this crazy experiment was over, but he wondered if any girlishness remained. The feminine hairstyle, the girl’s uniform, and the makeup were all gone, but something significant had shifted inside him.
He ran his fingers through his hair, remembering the feeling of all the female accouterments he’d worn in it the previous several days. It almost felt weird not to have a head band, barrettes, or a hair bow pulling on it, holding loose strands from his eyes. His shoulders missed the tug of bra straps, and his legs felt odd without knee socks or tights. Even his face missed the feeling of wearing makeup.
“All that stuff changed my looks, the way others looked at me, and maybe even how I looked at myself.” Now that he was done with skirts, panties, and bras he felt relief and...was it disappointment?
“Who am I really?” he asked his mirror image, one that looked at least somewhat masculine again. The question hung in the air, unanswered. He closed his eyes, the memory of soft fabrics against his skin, tight clothes hugging his body, and even the weight of earrings tugging on his lobes still lingering. 
He marinated in these memories and the conflicted emotions they evoked and wondered, “Is all of that girly stuff really over forever? And if it is, am I glad about that or sad? Or maybe both?” 
Looking back on his week as a school girl, Marcus came to several conclusions, while other thoughts confused him and other lessons eluded him. First off, his female friends had clearly proved their points about the differentiated sex-based sartorial choices. Especially how other than those, all of the students’ school day lives were more or less all the same in many ways. 
The girls and boys lived a nearly identical existence. Except for the glaring differences in the ways the guys treated the girls, subjecting them to rude remarks and objectifying them with predatory stares. From that point on, Marc understood how it felt for girls to be treated like toys or eye candy, and he made sure not to engage in such misogyny himself.
Despite the intimidating warnings from the headmistress and the rest of the administration, word of Marc’s emasculated experiences with Kelly Anne and Daniella’s “experiment” slowly spread. It became a sort of open secret among the girls. At almost every opportunity, either K.A. and Dani or else some of the other girls offered to give him a feminizing makeover. 
Most of the time they were obviously just making fun of him, but some of their requests seemed sincere. In every instance, he growled and rebuffed them in reply. This lasted through the rest of his sophomore year, but never presented much of a problem for him. He’d hoped everyone would have forgotten all about it over the summer, but he soon found that some hadn’t. They’d been talking about his amazing transformation all Summer long.



Chapter 10
As Marc’s junior year began, he was stunned when several of the most attractive girls at Wellington kept approaching him and offering to “doll him up” for Halloween. They suggested a wide choice of costumes he could wear. They’d even set up a pool with a huge prize for whoever could convince the boy to let her feminize him for a big party.
One of the girls, a stunning brunette named Anastasia, said, “You know what would be awesome? You can wear my cheerleader uniform as a costume!” 
He shook his head, but she remained ebulliently enthusiastic saying, “You’ll look so cute! Of course I have all the things you’ll need!”
“That’s nice, but I’m not going to wear any girl’s clothes ever again.”
“Why not?” she blinked, “I can make sure you look just like a cheerleader!”
“Yeah, well, I’m not interested in that,” he frowned, “like, at all.”
“But why not?” she shook her head, “I mean, what girl doesn’t want to be a cheerleader?”
“I’m not a girl,” he reminded her, “and even if I was a girl—”
“You know,” Anastasia said, regarding him closely, “I can see you as an actual cheerleader, not just for Halloween, but as a member of the squad!”
“What?” he gasped, looking at her as if she’d suggested he run for prom queen. “You’re joking, right?” he asked the widely smiling cheer princess, “you know that we only have girls cheer here, and—”
“Yes, and?” she said, ignoring the wide eyed slack jawed look of horror on his face and brushing off all of his protests. Rather than pay any attention to his easily apparent anxiety, she kept rattling on and on about the uniform and how “awesome” he’d look in it.
“Don’t worry, I’ll help you every step of the way!” she said, “I can’t wait to see how cute you look as a cheerleader!”
“Never gonna happen—”
“—the shell and skirt are the main parts of the uniform,” she said, gesturing to her striking red, white, and blue uniform, “but there’s also like the liner and spanks and poms and lots more to it!”
“I uh, that’s good to know, but—”
“I'm sure you'll look so cute in it!”
“Me in a girl’s cheer outfit?” he said, looking at her posing provocatively in her uniform. “It looks great on you girls but on me? I'm a guy, not a—”
“Oh don’t worry!” Anastasia said, “These cheerleaders’ uniforms always make everyone look cute, even you! I just know that you’ll look super cute in my uniform! You have to admit you will!”
“That’s really O.K. I—”
“I’ll do your hair up in a high pony tail with a big bow, just like mine!” she said, bobbing her head to make her hair swing and bounce. “I’ll do your makeup just like we do for a pep rally or game….” she smiled.
“No, you won’t do—”
“Once I’m done with you, you'll look just like one of us!” she cheered, “You’ll be one of the girls!! You will look so great! Don’t worry, Marci, you have nothing to worry about! I can make you look exactly like a cheerleader! I mean exactly like one of us!” she repeated.
“That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” he sighed.
Just when he thought this conversation couldn’t get any more embarrassing, Stasia took her feminization fantasy up to eleven.
“You know what?” she said, “I’ve seen you dance and you’re amazing! I really think that you should join the cheer team as a girl, Marci!”
“Shush! Not so loud!” he hissed, “and you did not just say that I should join cheerleading as a girl?”
“Yes I did!” she insisted “It’ll be so great! You’ll love wearing the uniform!” Stasia was all fired up as she continued outlining Marc’s extreme makeover, forced feminization edition. His jaw dropped when she said, “You know, you should get on female hormones so you can fill out your bra….”
He stood frozen in front of her, barely able to maintain his balance when she added, “You could have a full B cup in just a few months if you take high enough doses of estrogen.” She appraised his body with exacting discernment. “My mom’s a doctor, she can set you up with everything you need to become a girl.”
“Halloween is just one day!” Marcus said, “how long do you expect me to stay stuck as a cheerleader?”
“Oh Marci!” she smiled, “Once you start cheering, you're always gonna stay a cheerleader! It's forever!”
Marc sputtered something unintelligible as the giggling girl continued, “You'll be such a good cheerleader Marci, I just know it! Especially once those hormones really kick in and your boobs, hips, and butt develop! I can’t wait to see you in the uniform!”
Marc managed to blurt out, “OMG, why?”
“I want to be proven right that you look so cute in it!” Anastasia smiled, “don’t you think so, Candi?” She turned asking a sexy girl with long, silken golden blonde hair who he recognized as Candace “Candi” Patterson, one of the other members of the cheerleading team.
“Oh you’d look so cute in her uniform, Marci!” Candi squealed “Unless you wanted to borrow my—”
“Before you get any ideas, Candi,” Anastasia giggled, “I already told her she can borrow my cheerleader uniform! Anyway? Don’t you think she should join the cheer squad?”
“Umm, my pronouns are he/him and my name is Marc, not—”
“Oh yes definitely!” Candace said, turning to the beleaguered boy. “Stasia is 100% right! You will fit in easily as one of us!”
“Tell me you’re kidding, right now?” Marcus gasped, “I can’t be kept as a female cheerleader!”
“Not kidding,” Candi said, “Yes you can be kept as a cheerleader!”
“Yeah, why couldn't you?” Anastasia asked.
“Because I’m a boy, not a girl?”
“Yeah, but you're becoming a girl though,” Anastasia countered.
“You will do great as a girl, Marci!” Candi added.
“This conversation is over!” Marc said, spinning around to walk away.
“Yeah, for now!” Candi called out.
Before he could escape, another gorgeous girl stepped into his path and started trying to talk him into wearing a sexy, feminine costume. She was a curvaceous redhead named Shannon with jade green eyes. She’d cornered him in the hallway and said, “Marci, I know that you’d look so cute in the pink satin Play Bunny Girl costume I wore last year!” 
If she’d expected to persuade the humiliated guy, she did herself no favors by adding, “You’ll love all the attention you’ll get from being a sultry Play Bunny Girl! I sure did!”
He’d endured a week at school as an unwitting sex object dressed as a school girl. The last thing he wanted was a return engagement. If Shannon noticed his horror, she showed no sign of seeing his revulsion or caring about it if she did.
“Here’s me in it!” she chirped and held up her phone to him, displaying an image of herself striking a promiscuous looking pose in the outfit. Instead of attracting his interest, she only made him stare at her in disbelief as she started showing off one picture after another of her modeling the risqué costume.
At that point, several of Shannon’s girlfriends crowded around, all of them eager to see what was happening. They all began chattering giddily as they joined the two cheerleaders making a tight circle surrounding Marcus and Shannon. All of them seemed eager to participate in the proceedings. 
The cornered boy looked furtively from side to side, seeking some open avenue of escape from this escalating embarrassingly emasculating encounter. Seeing none, he shut his eyes and wished for the ground to open up and swallow him whole. It was no use. He felt totally trapped as Shannon began to describe her Play Bunny costume in exacting detail. 
The shapely school girl wrapped an arm around his waist and smiled saying, “Just look at how cute it is!” She held up her phone again, and resumed flipping through various close ups showing her in the costume. “As you can see, it includes a form-fitting, strapless bodysuit made from smooth, shiny pink satin.”
Marc had felt like a piece of meat before as he navigated a harrowing week as a school girl, but the idea of exposing his body in that skimpy outfit made him stagger with anticipatory shame. He looked into Shannon’s smiling face with as much horror and shock as if she’d just volunteered him to be the main course for her family’s Thanksgiving dinner.
“We’ll have to pad out your body a bit, you know, stuff the top,” Shannon noted, “I mean, you’re not quite as developed as I am!” The crowd of young women burst out laughing at this and their screams increased as she hefted her large boobs and waggled her eyebrows at them.
“Don’t worry your pretty little head about that! I know all the tricks and I’ll make sure that you fill out the costume like a porn star!” Marcus blushed bright red from his cheeks to the tips of his ears hearing that, and he bit his lip when the buxom girl went on saying, “by the time I’m done with you, it’ll hug your curves, accentuating your figure!” 
Ignoring his increasing distress she said, “The plunging sweetheart neckline will show off your enhanced bust, and you’ll love how the built in cups will give your titties added support and shape.” 
Shannon mussed up Marc’s long hair, smirked and said, “I can’t wait to see you in it! Your hair will look great with the headband adorned with large, adorable bunny ears made from the same pink satin material as the bodysuit! They’re wired so they can be positioned to stand straight up or even sexier, at a playful angle.”
She said, “The costume includes a pair of white, satin wrist cuffs that fasten with small buttons, adding a touch of sophistication and contrasting with the playful nature of the rest of the outfit. Same with the white collar with an attached pink satin bow tie. This adds a touch of class, reminiscent of a traditional tuxedo!”
Marcus felt like melting when the perky redhead smirked and said, “You can’t forget the fluffy, white bunny tail attached to the back of the bodysuit. So cute!”
“So cute!” the several girls who encircled Marcus echoed.
“Also the sheer, thigh high lace top stockings in a light pink hue are to die for!” Shannon sighed, “those and the bright pink three inch stiletto heels will elongate your legs and add an extra layer of allure.”
Marcus groaned as one girl after another chimed in, each of them saying something humiliating like, “I hope you give him a sexy pink pair of panties to wear, and maybe even a garter belt to hold up the stockings!”
“Yes, of course!” his voluptuous classmate answered, “the costume includes scandalously sexy pink lace and satin lingerie to match the bodysuit!”
“I remember seeing you in that costume last year, Shan!” a bubbly blonde named Candace Watts said, “you wore a pair of long, pink gloves with it, right?” 
Shannon grinned and nodded at that, confirming that and telling Marcus “You would look so elegant with the opera length satin gloves over your slim, girlish arms.”
“Girlish arms?” he muttered, blushing.
“What about swapping in some fishnet stockings for the pink ones you wore?” a brunette named Penelope Reynolds asked, “you know, for an even more daring look?”
Shannon smiled and giggled at that suggestion, saying “That’s an even saucier look than I’d wear, but our future Play Bunny Girl could definitely rock that amped up—”
“You mean it’s an even sluttier look?” Candi said. “I still think cheerleader is the way to go!”
“No way!” Shannon said, “Marc, wouldn’t you love to strut your stuff as in my costume? With fishnets and all?”
Marcus nearly swooned, imagining himself on display for all to see wearing the pink satin Play Bunny Girl costume. Unfortunately for him, that wasn’t the only image various girls forced him to consider. One by one the gathered girls added to his torment.
A smirking schoolmate named Elana suggested he wear a French maid’s uniform, describing it as “a short, black satin dress, white lacy apron, choker, head piece, some stilettos, and a set of matching black satin lingerie.” 
Another girl, a slender blonde named Jill said “You’d make a super hot Wonder Woman or a Super Girl!”
From that day through Halloween, the girls badgered him on a daily basis, insisting that it would be “just in fun” and “no one would think anything of it.”Again and again he rejected all of their suggestions. He often felt a strange and troubling tingling sensation in his private parts, triggered by their teasing. 
“I’m not interested in that, not in the least!” he told the girls, and he used his refusal to assure himself it was true. Still, he felt disturbed by his involuntary reactions to their incessant insistence that he’d “make a simply adorable girl.” He annoyed them by ignoring all of their suggestions, and made them truly angry when he showed up at Shannon’s Halloween party in his school uniform.
“What are you supposed to be?” she asked him at the door, looking stunning in a jet black catsuit with her red hair in a flashy style.
“I’m a high school student,” he smirked, “what are you?”
“Me? I’m Natasha Romanoff,” the girl said, indicating her skin tight costume, “I’m the Black Widow!”
“I see it now,” Marcus said.
“This isn’t over, kid,” she warned, pointing one of her costume’s distinctively shaped bracelets at him, “beware of my Widow’s Bite!”
“I’ll do my best,” Marcus smirked as he joined dozens of his classmates, all of whom were wearing costumes, and many of whom demanded to know why he wasn’t. When he repeated, “I’m a high school student,” many of them groaned at him. Several of the girls were visibly angry at him. 
Amidst the loud sounds from the Halloween party at her house, Shannon gathered some of her friends together and whispered something that made them all burst out in giggles. A few minutes later, the hostess had brought together Kelly Anne, Daniella, and Candace. She isolated Marcus near a table overflowing with treats, ready to perform a trick. “Hey Marc, want to see us make a student disappear?” Shannon asked him with a teasing smile.
“How?” Marcus replied, glancing nervously around at the room dripping with Halloween decorations and filled with high school students, every one of them wearing various costumes. He was the only one dressed drably.
“Come with us and we’ll show you!” the black clad hostess smiled. She nodded at Kelly Anne, Daniella, and Candace who appeared to surround Marcus as if out of nowhere. The startled boy jumped back, surprised by their approach. 
Laughing, Kelly Anne took the boy by the arm saying, “Marc, did you seriously show up without a costume? You’re ruining the Halloween spirit!” He saw she was dressed as Wonder Woman, her red hair out of character, but her long, lithe, athletic body filling out the costume perfectly.
Daniella stepped up smirking and said, “Yeah, Marc, you can’t just walk in here like you’re going to math class. We need to fix this.” She was dressed as a French Maid, the tight black dress, tiny white apron, and fishnet stockings making her look like a dream come to life. The petite and lively teenage girl’s dark brown hair was styled in loose waves that framed her face, accentuating her dark eyes that sparkled with mischief.
She said, “Look at me, Marc! Unlike you, I embraced the Halloween spirit by dressing up!” 
The boy regarded his friend’s costume closely and he had to appreciate how she looked in it. The short black dress with white lace trim gave her a playful yet elegant style. The bodice was tightly fitted, accentuating her ample boobs, while the ruffled skirt flared out in a flirty way, ending well above her knees. 
Dani had tied a white apron tied around her tiny waist with a huge floppy bow at the back, adding a touch of whimsy to the outfit. She wore a delicate white lace headband that matched the trim of her dress. Her legs looked enchanting, encased in the black fishnet stockings, and she completed the look with black high-heeled shoes, giving her a bit of extra height.
Daniella did her makeup with a bold blush on her cheeks, thick eyeliner and mascara to make her eyes pop, and a soft pink lustrous lipstick that brought out her smile. She carried a feather duster, adding authenticity to her French maid persona.
“I really have to say, Dani, your look is really stunning!” Marcus said.
“Oh?” asked Kelly Anne with a huge smirk, “and what about me? I put a lot of work into this costume!”
Marcus looked up at the strikingly tall teenage girl. He’d seen his friend before countless times, but never like this. He knew she had a curvy, athletic build, but there was something different about her that night.
Kelly Anne radiated confidence and strength in a perfect blend of strength and femininity, capturing the essence of the Amazonian warrior princess. She’d styled her hair in loose curls that framed her face and cascaded down her back. She wore the classic red bustier with a gold eagle emblem fitted snugly across her chest, showcasing her alluringly sexy body to an eye-catching degree.
The short dark blue skirt adorned with white stars showed off her muscular, shapely legs, and she completed her costume with all the rest of the essential accessories. A golden tiara with a red star resting on her forehead, matching gold bracelets, and a golden lasso of truth hanging from her hip. She also wore knee-high red boots with white stripes, adding to the sexy heroine look.
Her makeup was subtle, yet brought out her features perfectly. A touch of eyeliner and mascara made her eyes stand out, while a burst of red lipstick complemented the bold red of her costume. Her natural beauty was enhanced, giving her a look that was both fierce and approachable.
The volleyball star carried herself with the power, grace, and determination Wonder Woman is known for. She kept her posture straight and her presence commanding. She exuded a sense of empowerment embodying the spirit of the superhero she represented. She fingered her lasso, as if contemplating using it to tie up her costume-less friend. 
The next time Marcus looked up, he’d noticed that Candace Watt, dressed as Supergirl, had also joined their small group. At 5’9” she stood out from the crowd, making her presence known with her striking appearance and confident demeanor. Her long, wavy blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, catching the light and adding to her vibrant look. Her blue eyes were bright and full of energy, perfectly complementing her costume.
The costume fit the ebullient blonde perfectly. The iconic blue top with the large red and yellow “S” hugged her torso tightly, and her short red skirt twirled around her well toned legs flirtatiously as she moved. A red cape flowed from her shoulders, giving her an added heroic flair. Her red knee-high boots made her look ready to leap into action. 
Her striking makeup enhanced her natural beauty, with a touch of mascara to emphasize her long lashes and a bit of lip gloss to make her smile shine. Giggling, she said, “It’s time we gave Marcus a makeover. What do you girls think?”
When Shannon, Daniella, and Kelly Anne all enthusiastically agreed, the four girls worked as a team, grabbing Marcus by the arms and propelling him up the stairs to Shannon’s room.
“Come on, Dani! Kelly Anne!” the helpless boy cried out, “you’ve already done the whole ’dress up Marcus as a girl’ thing! You’re not gonna do it again are you? Tell them!”
In response, his two friends just joined the other two girls giggling loudly. Shannon, grinning widely, said, “Come along, Marc, I told you I’ve got the perfect costume for you.”
Marcus protested, “Wait, what are you guys doing? I didn’t sign up for any of this!”
Shannon patting his arm and smiling said, “Relax, Marci; trust us! You’re going to look amazing!” She asked the other three girls, “Can you make sure she doesn’t get away?” When they nodded happily, she rifled through her closet and pulled out a sexy Play Bunny Girl costume and said, “Ta da!”
Turning back to the captive boy she grinned, “Look Marc! It’s exactly like I showed you a few weeks ago!”
The gathered girls gaped at the skimpy, somewhat slutty costume, then burst out laughing at the prospect of dressing the reluctant guy in such a feminine ensemble. They laughed even louder seeing Marc’s face turned fifty shades of red.
The bewildered abashed boy blinked rapidly and said, “No way! There’s no way am I wearing that, that, that—”
“That pink satin bodysuit with the matching bunny ears, cuffs, collar, and a fluffy tail? Don’t you remember?” Shannon asked then added, “I told you I had this outfit in mind for you! Oh, and I decided you’d rock these fishnet stockings!”
Marc’s mouth hung open seeing the black mesh material she dangled from her left hand, making the signature slutwear dance with a slight flick of her wrist. 
“Come on Marci!” Dani urged, using his feminine name again for the first time in several months, “we have to see you in this! You owe it to us!”
“I agree!” Kelly Anne said laughing, “you have to be our very own Play Bunny Girl, so strip! Now! Don’t make me use my lasso on you!” 
When Marc stared at the taller, stronger girl with pleading puppy dog eyes, she regarded him with a determined, commanding look that clearly conveyed her adamance. Everything about her expression indicated that she needed no excuse to tie him up. Eliminating any doubt she said, “Which way is it, do I have to tie you up, or will you strip willingly?”
The other girls all laughed and started chanting, “Strip! Strip! Strip! Strip!”
“Look girls!” the entrapped, embarrassed boy crossed his arms and shook his head saying, “I’m not wearing that and you can’t make me!”
“Oh no?” the super heroines and the sexy maid asked in unison, “just watch us!” Moving as one, the girls went into action. Shannon grabbed the recalcitrant guy and held him in place. Dani undid his belt buckle and yanked down his pants and his boxers, leaving him stark naked from the waist down and frozen in shock at this remarkable turn of events.
Next, the petite brunette wrapped her surprisingly strong arms around his legs, giving Shannon the opportunity to shift her grasp just enough for Kelly Anne to wrap her lasso around his arms and torso, fully immobilizing him. Then the hostess dressed as the master spy super heroine spun away. K.A. and Candace pushed the stunned boy backward until he plopped down onto the bed. 
Shannon held up some sewing shears where Marc could see them and said, “Now, we can do this the hard way, or the easy way. Either you cooperate, or I’ll cut your shirt right off of you and turn your pants into shreds. You’ll end up naked with nothing else to wear except the adorable, sexy costume I picked out for you.”



Chapter 11
Marcus looked from one of the girls to another, seeing them all smiling and nodding. When he tried to get up and make a run for freedom, K.A. and Dani each took one of his arms, and pushed him back down onto the bed again. This time, they used so much force that he fell all the way onto his back. This made his legs fly up into the air, waving around helplessly.
Marc kept struggling in vain to get right himself. It was no use. Trussed up as he was, his arms immobilized, he’d been rendered helpless. He couldn’t manage to sit himself upright again.
“Look!” K.A. laughed, “he’s stuck on his back like a turtle!”
The bound boy increased his efforts, kicking his legs in desperation, trying to get off of his back again. He was giving the girls a clear vantage to view his prone, half nude body.
“Wow, he’s kinda small, isn’t he?” Candace said, “I was wondering how it would fit in that outfit, but I don’t think it’ll be any problem?”
He could tell she wasn’t just teasing, that she’d examined his manhood and found it wanting. “Could this get any worse?” he asked himself bitterly.
“True! I was thinking he might have to tuck to keep it decent!” Shannon giggled, “but you’re right, he’s hung like a girl!”
“Yeah, Dani and I told you so,” K.A. said, her voice lilting with unbridled joy, “we both saw it lots of times, and yeah, it’s nothing much to talk about.”
“Kelly Anne, WTF!” Marcus shouted, stunned at hearing his female friend so calmly and casually dismiss his male anatomy. He tried to break free from his bondage, but the rope was tied too tightly.
Once the girls’ laughter faded enough for her to be heard, Shannon went on as if she hadn’t been interrupted , “Like I was saying, we can do this the hard way or the easy way, but either way you’re going to wear this outfit.”
“No, I won’t—” the still helpless hostage tried to protest, but Shannon just raised her voice to overrule him.
“The only difference is, if you go along willingly, you’ll still have your own clothes to change into,” she said, then she threatened him, “if you fight us, you’re still going to wear the Play Bunny outfit anyway, but you’re going to have to wear it home too! Now which is it?”
Sighing, defeated, Marc slowly nodded his head. “I- I- I’ll wear it willingly” he moaned, sounding thoroughly defeated, “just hurry up and untie me! I’m losing all the circulation in my arms!”
“Right,” K.A. said, “I need my Golden Lasso back anyway.”
“Hold on a sec!” Shannon said, “he’s in the perfect position for the next step. Let me get my epilator!”
“Wait what?” Marc complained.
“What’s the big deal?” Dani asked, “it’s not like it’ll be your first time getting your body hair removed.”
“You girls are crazy,” Marcus complained, “I can’t believe I’m letting you do all of this to me.”
“Make no mistake, Marci, you have no choice in the matter,” Shannon laughed, correcting him, you’re not letting us do all of this to you, we’re forcing you to accept all of this!”
“Oh, come on, Marc, stop complaining!” Daniella smiled, “it’s Halloween! Have some fun and embrace it.”
“It’s not like I didn’t warn you! I told you that I wanted to turn you into a Play Bunny Girl” Shannon said smiling wickedly. She turned on a noisily buzzing hand held device and began using it to remove all of Marc’s sparse and fair body hair. She started on the very top part of his left thigh.
“Ouch!” he cried, “that hurts!”
“You think that hurts?” Candace said, “wait til she gets to the—”
“Girls have to suffer for beauty!” Shannon quickly cut off the giddy gabby girl, while moving the loudly whirring electronic device all over his left leg. Satisfied that he was now hairless there, she moved on to his right leg. Once that limb was also silky smooth she looked the suffering guy in the eye and said, “I’m not gonna lie. This next part is gonna hurt!”
Marc nodded as if he understood, but the consternated captive had no idea what was in store for him. He yelped and whined, writhing and thrashing as Shannon zeroed in on his most sensitive areas, slowly, carefully removing all of his hair from his private parts.
“That Bunny outfit provides next to no coverage in the groin area,” she explained, “you can’t have any pubes peeking out of it!” 
Marc realized all too well how exposed his nether regions would be in the tiny little bunny outfit, and he wished he’d chosen a costume for himself rather than have this emasculating choice forced upon him. He whimpered pathetically as Shannon ruthlessly denuded his genitalia. He gasped with relief when she said, “All done with the hardest part, now, flip him over girls!”
Kelly Anne and Dani dutifully climbed onto the bed on either side of him and easily turned him face downward with his butt up in the air. Marc groaned and protested against this latest indignity, “Hey! Put me back down!” Unfortunately for him, he was tied up and helpless, unable to resist.
After the torture of having all of his pubic hair yanked out, the rest of the epilation process was somewhat less physically painful. That is, with the exception of his anal hair removal. That was mercifully brief but sheer white hot agony.
To his dismay, the girls all kept up a running commentary, each one remarking about how effeminate, even feminine his body was. That made the whole situation that much more embarrassing. Over all, the entire ordeal was utterly humiliating, beyond anything he’d ever endured before.
“I never noticed how big his rear end was before!” K.A. said.
“Right?” her BFF affirmed, “he’s got a bubble butt!”
“You know?” Candace said, “From that position, you can’t tell that he’s not really a girl!”
“I know, right?” Shannon nodded, “not any guy could ever consider wearing such a feminine costume, but I know Marci will slay in it! Now hold still, girl!” she ordered and went back to her task of going over the backs of his legs and butt, ensuring that not a single hair remained.
When she said, “Almost done, now we just have to do his upper body,” Marc slowly exhaled, letting go of a lungful of air he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. 
K.A. and Daniella returned to the bed and propelled Marc back up into a seated position. Kelly Anne quickly untied him and recoiled her gilded rope. 
The suddenly at least partially freed prisoner immediately began rubbing his aching arms and shaking his hurting hands trying to restore the blood flow to his extremities. “I’ll get you for this!” he miserably vowed, as menacingly as he could.
“Whatever!” Candace giggled, taking another long, lasting look at his now hairless manhood, “wow, I wouldn’t have believed it was possible, but all bare like that it looks even tinier now!” She looked directly into his eyes and smiled wickedly. She began unbuttoning his shirt, the last remaining article of clothing. 
Marc felt more mortified by the minute, watching her moving her gaze from his eyes, down to stare at his exposed little penis, and back again. All this, while shaking her head, smirking the whole time. When she pulled off his shirt, he was seated stark naked before the three costumed girls.
Shannon said, “Hold still, Marci, we need to finish removing your hair!” 
He got his first good look at the small device that had tortured him as the feisty red haired beauty directed it over his chest, arms, and most painfully his underarms. When she put the epilator back into its charging dock, the damage was done. Marc saw his entire body below his eyebrows had been rendered hairless, and therefore as girlish as any of the teenagers gathered in Shannon’s boudoir.
He gazed around him, taking in the femininely decorated room. He hadn’t taken the time to examine his surroundings before. He saw a sanctuary of softness and grace, a perfect reflection of Shannon's personality. 
The walls, painted in a delicate shade of lavender, were adorned with posters of boy bands and Kpop stars, while others featured inspirational quotes written in elegant cursive. Fairy lights were strung about the room, casting a warm, soothing glow that softened the edges of the feminine furniture, creating a cozy ambiance.
The centerpiece of the room was a queen-sized bed, the one he was sitting on at that moment. It was draped with a plush, pastel pink comforter and a mountain of matching pillows were stacked at the headboard. 
A delicate lace canopy hung over the bed, adding a touch of girlish whimsy and romance to the space. A collection of stuffed animals, ranging from a large, well-worn teddy bear to smaller, newer additions, were strewn about after the girls had pushed Marc’s body down and around among them.
His naked toes touched a thick, soft pale pink shag rug that felt luxuriously soft underfoot. A white, vintage-style vanity leaned against one wall, its surface cluttered with haircare and makeup items. 
Brushes, combs, scrunchies and hair ties were neatly organized on holders or in small, decorative jars, while an array of lip colors and perfumes were displayed on a mirrored tray along a huge variety of all different kinds of makeup and skin care products that Shannon utilized to maximize her allure.
Speaking of the hostess and her collection of feminine implements, the siren clad in the skin tight vinyl black costume pulled out a pair of tweezers and proceeded to pluck Marc’s eyebrows into thinner and much more feminine arches. He wanted to complain, but other than a few pain cries, he made no sounds. “What can I do at this point?” he asked himself. Finding no answer, he said nothing. 
All of his defiance had seemingly died inside him when Candace and the others kept remarking about his lack of masculinity. So he sat there with as much stoic silence as he could muster. Meanwhile, the red headed knock out kept on task carefully grooming his brows to her satisfaction.
“There, all done with that phase of the prep work!” Shannon said, and Marc sighed in relief. He even managed a wan smile at hearing her declare that his incredibly painful hair removal process was over. His relief was short lived, however.
“Time to get our bunny girl into all of this!” the Black Widow said, smiling nodding at her willing and eager accomplices.
The girls all worked together as a team, helping their hostess force the helpless and furiously blushing boy into the bodysuit. Shannon took her time in adjusting the fit, tightening the corset laces in the back from the bottom to the top and back again several times until Marc felt like he was getting crushed.
“I can hardly breathe!” he whined, “it’s too tight! Loosen it!”
“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” Shannon assured him, “it’s always uncomfortable at first, but before long you’ll forget you’re wearing it.”
“I doubt that very much!” Marc said breathlessly while staring at the shining bubble gum pink satin bodysuit that they’d imprisoned him in, feeling it hugging him harshly. He gaped at seeing how its unforgiving constriction transformed his slim form into a sexy, womanly hourglass figure.
“Now don’t move, Marci!” Shannon warned before she carefully snapped the costume’s three closures at his crotch, “there, it’s on, nice and snug!”
He looked down in horrified fascination seeing the thin strip of satin concealing his still stinging manhood away from view, hiding it completely behind an absolutely alluring feminine facade.
Mortified, “I look like a girl down there,” he mumbled in monotone.
“Yeah you do!” Daniella said excitedly, “isn’t it awesome?”
Marc said nothing. He’d been done up as a ballerina and as a school girl before, he’d even had to attend classes at Wellington wearing the tartan skirt and all, but never before had he felt so totally emasculated. He blinked slowly, refusing to accept how utterly feminine they’d made him appear.
The final steps seemed anticlimactic to Marc.
Candace started working on his hair, styling it into soft waves using a curling iron. “Lucky you plugged this in before, Shan, it’s nice and hot now!” she said smirking, “you’ve got great hair for this, Marci. Just a little bit of styling and you’ll be good to go.”
Once Super Girl had done a super job giving Marc beachy waves, Shannon placed the pink satin, posable bunny ears headband onto his head and bent the ears into the cutest positions imaginable. The girls enthusiastically yet methodically added the rest of the accessories. 
Dani wrapped the tight white collar around his neck, and wrapped the cuffs around his wrists. K.A. pulled the black stay up fishnet stockings up his legs, then she slapped his satin covered ass and attached the huge fluffy cotton bunny tail to his rear end.
Kelly Anne pulled out her makeup kit from her purse, and started applying cosmetics to Marc’s face. Using foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and bright red lipstick, she quickly made him look like the seductive Play Bunny Girl he was dressed as. “I got a lot of practice doing this during your week as a girl!” she said, adding “hold still, Marc, you don’t want me to mess up your lipstick. We need you looking perfect.”
“She already looks perfect!” Candace said, sounding mystified if not a bit envious, “you’re pulling off this look way better than I expected.”
Shannon said, “Oh I knew he could pull it off, especially with all the extra padding I put into the costume. Hips, butt, and tits. Of course I never needed any of it, but on him? Chef’s kiss!”
After a few more adjustments, the girls stepped back to admire their work. They pushed Marcus in front of the mirror, making him look at himself dressed as a sexy Play Bunny Girl. He blushed and said, “I look ridiculous.”
“Ridiculously hot!” Shannon corrected him, “now, let’s get you back to the party and show everyone.”
The girls brought Marcus back to the living room. “I have a question for you all!” Shannon shouted, “how do you make a student disappear?”
All of the partygoers there turned to look at her. They burst into laughter and cheers at seeing Marcus done up as a sexy Play Bunny Girl. 
“Voila! That’s how you make a student disappear! By pulling a rabbit out of a hat—or out of a closet!” Shannon announced to the cheering party goers.
The crowd went wild, shouting out things like. “Hey Marc! Nice costume!” And, “You look amazing!” And, “Best Play Bunny Girl ever!” A few of the jocks went eerily silent, but that was just the quiet before the storm.
Shannon smiling said, “See, Marc? You’re the hit of the party now.”
Kelly Anne grinned and agreed, “Yeah, you’re definitely getting into the Halloween spirit now.”
“Right?” Daniella giggled, “and don’t worry, we’ve got your back if anyone gives you a hard time. Just like last time!”
Candace wrapped her arm around Marc’s shoulders and said,”You’re one of us now, Marc. Own it!”
Shaking his head Marcus sighed, “Alright, alright, girls. I guess you got me back for all of my pranks.”
“And then some!” Shannon smirked.
The group laughed and enjoyed the rest of the party, with Marcus blushing the whole time. For the rest of the night and for several weeks thereafter, his female classmates teased Marcus about his adventures as a Play Bunny Girl.
Eventually the girls got tired of making fun of Marcus about how he made such a sexy woman for Halloween. About how he’d passed for a school girl. The ballerinas even stopped smirking at him as they passed him in the hallways. Surprisingly, some unknown part of Marcus almost missed the attention as they all eventually lost interest in dressing him up and making fun of him about it.
Many of the guys remained merciless however. If they’d taunted Marcus about dancing and spending a week as a school girl, their bullying about him being such a hot school girl and then a sexy Play Bunny Girl went way beyond anything he’d ever endured before. 
Kelly Anne told him, “It’s just because they were so turned on by you, and they don’t know how to process what that means about their sexuality.”
“Yeah, but that doesn’t make me feel any better,” Marcus complained.
Even with all of the increased bullying, the boy who’d been a school girl tried his best to enjoy the finest possible education at Wellington. It was no use. He sat through countless listless lectures from dozens of eminent visiting scholars, each one of them experts in one or more arts and sciences. Their credentials rivaled those from many of the most prestigious colleges. 
Despite this unending cavalcade of academic excellence, Marc felt increasingly uninspired and put upon. His social standing hit an all new low in the aftermath of his appearance as a Play Bunny Girl, with several guys unnerved by how attracted they were to his feminized form, and with just as many girls upset by the boys’ reactions.
Kelly Anne, Daniella, and a few of the other girls continued on as his friends. To his dismay and frustration, they kept on pressuring him into letting them dress him up as a girl again.
“Please join cheerleading!” Anastasia and Candi begged, “Katy Cooper sprained her ankle and we need another girl!”
“No!” he said, “that’s all I need! The jocks are already confused about if they want to beat me up or ask me out!”
“Oh come on!” the two pom pom pests persisted, “you’d be the best dancer on the whole team!”
They were far from alone. Other girls continued trying to talk Marc into living full time as Marci, K.A. and Dani most stridently among them.
“You know you seemed happier than ever as a girl?” Kelly Anne said one day at lunch, “why can’t you admit it?”
“That must have been some kind of optical illusion,” Marc shrugged.
“Come on, Marci, you know she’s right!” Dani insisted, “you’re bored as a boy! Being a girl is so much more fun!”
“Well it had it’s good points, but no,” he said, “I’m not ever going to wear any girls’ clothing, any makeup, any of that ever again!”
“I don’t believe you!” Melodie said, sitting next to the boy, “I saw how you danced at Arabian Nights that time! You looked—”
“Wait!” K.A. and Dani shrieked as one, “you danced at a gentlemen's’ club? Why didn’t we hear about this?”
“Yeah she did!” Melodie laughed, “you should have seen her! She loved it!“
“I didn’t love it!” Marc complained.
“It was epic!” Melodie smiled, “it’s all the ballerinas can talk about!”
“Apparently they’re never going to get over it!” he mused.
With such a tiny circle of all female friends all seemingly intent on turning him into a cheerleader, a ballerina, an exotic dancer, and so on, Marcus remained unmotivated. Yawning through a presentation on particle physics he moaned, “I have got to get out of here before I decline into a static state of stasis!”
At the end of his junior year, the bored boy found all of the offered schedules unyieldingly uninspiring. He saw himself and his classmates as ants marching along methodically as they moved in orderly lines from class to class. 
Day after day, the relentlessly robotic and unchanging routine went on, the only variety arising from girls seeking to use him as a life sized living doll. Finally, some hope for change he could believe in appeared.
After earning an outstanding academic record during his first three years, despite some disciplinary issues, Marcus earned a highly sought after privilege. He’d worked hard to gain qualification for consideration in the exclusive private school exchange student network in which one student from each academy would travel to another for their senior year. He’d overcome his obstacles and orchestrated acceptance into the sought after program.
“I can’t wait to get out of here and spend an exciting year in Paris, Rome, London, or Tokyo!” he cried. 
He was soon to find out that many exciting new experiences are much worse than familiar boring ones, and there are places much worse than a big city on the east coast. He’d made his wish and he’d gotten it, but he had no idea what he was in for because of it. As the old saying goes, “Be careful what you wish for. You just might get it.”
End of Part Two, Continued in Part Three



Afterword by the Author
I cannot thank you enough for reading this all new forced feminization story! 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, or even if you just want to say hi! 
If you liked this book, please 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 links don’t work or if you live elsewhere, just search for me on Amazon.)
I am fortunate to have so many kind, enthusiastic fans. If you liked reading this book as much as I liked writing it, please give me a 5 star rating and a great review—anonymously if you feel that’s best. That would help me so much! Your rating and review would also urge me to continue writing and publishing these stories. Nothing encourages an author more than knowing her readers care and appreciate her writing enough to tell the world about it! (Again, giving your opinions anonymously is fine).
Some of my best stories start out as commissions. Why not get in on the fun? 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.
Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love you and need you so much! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!
Love and kisses!
￼[image: ]
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