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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, ballerinas 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! 

Then, two female friends transformed him into a school girl making him wear lacy lingerie, a plaid skirt, a blouse, and makeup! They curled his hair and teased him, intent on taking his feminization to the next level.

In the second book of this ongoing series, his friends dolled him up again in a cute little school girl uniform, and forced him to attend school as a girl for an entire week. When he arrived at a Halloween party without a costume, a group of girls forced him to dress as a sexy bunny girl and showed him off. He doesn’t think things can get any more humiliating, but he soon finds out just how wrong he can be! 

This, the third book, chronicles his junior year—and it’s filled with ongoing embarrassing emasculation. His classmates repeatedly feminize him, and even make him attend prom as a girl! Desperate to escape his feminized fate, he enters an exchange student program, only to find himself stuck as a girl again, this time 24/7 for an entire year! 

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 three 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
Randolph Marcus Covington the Fifth, usually called Marc to distinguish him from his father, could almost taste sweet liberation from his pallid, mundane existence. He’d become unbearably bored by his life. He’d lost any zeal for his life after dropping out of dance classes. For several years, ballet had been his abiding passion, but pressure from his father and bullying from the other boys at his school drove him out of the avocation he’d adored.
Marc grew his light brown hair with natural blonde highlights long. He kept it as long or longer than many of the girls at his school, the exclusive Wellington Academy for Academic Excellence. His mother, a Parisian woman called Chantal Auclair-Covington liked it that way. A free spirit, she loved the ballet, and encouraged her son to devote himself to dance. 
She doted on the boy and defended him and his choices. This, including their shared support for him wearing his hair as long as a typical girl’s. She’d even interceded with the pricey east coast private school to let him take that small liberty with their strict dress code. His long, flaxen hair and his ballet dancing caused almost constant conflict between his parents. 
His father, Randolph Marcus Covington the Fourth, guarded their family reputation with obsessiveness bordering on unhealthy. Hypersensitive to any hint of indiscretion, he tried to pressure his only child to embrace masculine pursuits, but Marcus couldn’t be manly if he’d tried. This frustrated his father who never stopped encouraging him to play lacrosse, “to make a man out of you!” he’d say,
Contradicting her husband’s wishes, Marc’s mother deterred him from engaging in the rough and dangerous activities the patriarch perpetually pressured him to try. “Be yourself, my child!” she’d say, “no matter what your father or anyone else says, you are free to be whoever you choose to be!”
Chantal Auclair was the daughter of a venerable French family, notable among the nobility. During the French Revolution they’d used their family fortune to finance the Jacobins. Their allegiance to La Revolution spared them their lives. In more recent times, the Auclair clan had lost much of their ancestral wealth. Chantal’s middle class family had seven children—four sons, three daughters—and she was the baby of the family.
She enjoyed a pampered, protected and privileged lifestyle, and she sought to provide the same for her son. She clashed with her husband about this as well as many other things, important and trivial alike. “How did we grow apart?” she’d ask herself, but never resolved that to her satisfaction.
She’d rushed into a romance with the much older man, the heir apparent to a financial empire. They fell in love and married mere weeks after meeting during one wild night. They bumped into each other while celebrating Bastille Day at a club along Les Champs-Elysées. She’d been dancing with abandon, with one hand waving free. She spun around and crashed right into the tall, stocky American. From that inauspicious beginning, they’d connected on many levels, especially sexually.
She’d assumed that she’d share a fun, exciting life with the adventurous man. To her dismay, upon the passing of his father, Randolph Marcus Covington the Third, he’d seemingly sworn off anything fun. After he’d inherited the Chief Executive position at Covington and Sons, he barely took any time for anything other than business. Leaving Chantal feeling neglected and unloved.
She no longer recognized the morose magnate as the vivacious man with whom she’d exchanged vows. She channeled all of the love that she’d once had for the once dashing debonair man turned dour financier into her son. 
“I see so much of myself in him,” she’d tell her friends and sisters, “I will not see his spirit and lust for life crushed by lust for money, like his father’s!” She sadly saw her son’s joie de vivre sacrificed to her husband’s demands when Marc quit ballet. “Still, he is nothing like his father,” she reassured herself. It was true. 
The older man was swarthy, dark haired, and toxically masculine. Meanwhile, Marc took after his mother in looks as well as temperament. They both enjoyed refined activities: fine art, classical music, and gourmet food. They were both petite, fair skinned, and light haired with striking bluish green eyes. 
Chantal had always wanted a daughter to dote on, dress up, and spend girl time with. After her husband aged out of amorous activities, she had to give up that dream. She’d considered dalliances with other men, but the prenuptial agreement she’d signed kept her from indulging her libido. Instead, her resentment against her boring spouse and her love for her only child grew. 
“Marcus is enough of a girl for me, I suppose?” she consoled herself. 
The young man was remarkably feminine. He had yet to sprout any hair on his finely featured face, and he lacked much hair on his lithe, lean limbs as well. He was also among the shortest and lightest students in his grade, and that included the girls as well as the boys. The latter enjoyed endlessly teasing him about his femininity, something many already had noted even before they knew of his impressive prowess performing pirouettes and pliés. 
While those advanced abilities had won him acclaim from Madame La Fontaine, his instructor at the Le Studio De Ballet Metropolitan, it had the opposite impact among his peers. The boys tried to outdo each other mocking him. Several of the ballerinas at the studio resented him as well. So much so that one day they’d conspired to give him an ambush makeover, transforming him into a lovely girl. 
The jealous ballerinas forced him to wear an exquisitely emasculating dance dress, including lacy pink panties and a matching dance bra, with iridescent pink tights, a feminine pink leotard with a fluffy built in skirt. They giggled and teased him as they did his hair and makeup, just like any other ballerina’s. 
When they presented him to their dance teacher as a pretty prima ballerina, even Madame La Fontaine joined in, calling him “Mademoiselle Marci“ and demanding that he dance like a delicate damsel. Many had pegged him for a future in ballet, but he’d cut short that potential career under pressure from escalating parental squabbling. That erupted after Marc returned from the fateful feminizing class still wearing hints of makeup. When his father saw that, he lost his mind!
The ensuing screaming match shook the boy. He realized “Unless I quit dancing, they’re headed for a divorce!”
In reaction to losing his bliss, Marcus acted out. At first, playing increasingly cruel pranks on his female classmates and teachers. Finally, culminating in gluing lingerie pics to the Headmistress’ office walls and spying on the girls in their locker room. He’d barely escaped expulsion, and due to his parents’ power and considerable connections, he landed on a lengthy probation instead.
Afraid to defy authority, he’d suppressed his urges and kept to himself. Not that he’d had much choice in the matter. He’d become a pariah among almost all of the girls, and most of the guys shunned him as well. They considered him a sissy. Mainly because he’d devoted so much time and energy to developing his skills as a danseur, but also because of his lack of manly attributes—physical and otherwise. 
Taunted and rejected by the boys, and considered a pervert and a creep by the girls, Marcus faced a long, lonely life at school. Two school girls intruded on his involuntary solitude, tall athletic blonde Kelly Anne “K.A.” Fitzsimmons and Daniella “Dani” a petite brunette. They’d reached out to the outcast and befriended him for reasons of their own.
For one thing, they were a pair of loners themselves, spending almost all of their time together in a tiny circle all their own. For another, they enjoyed dressing up guys as girls. They’d had their interest piqued by overhearing a group of jocks going after Marc one day in their school’s dining hall. They’d taunted the boy, saying he’d make a beautiful cheerleader and so on. 
K.A. and Dani said nothing about it at the time, but they agreed. After engaging in a long, ongoing debate over who had more advantages—school boys or school girls—the two young ladies challenged Marc to a dare.
“Since you think we have it so much better, let us dress you up as a school girl!” K.A. demanded.
Daniella took a more diplomatic tone, “Please, Marc! It’ll be so much fun!”
He reluctantly let them doll him up as a school girl one afternoon, just the three of them. Some time later. he succumbed to their relentless pressure and agreed to spend a whole day at school wearing the girl’s uniform. Unforeseen circumstances led to him living an entire week as a school girl. 
Somehow, they’d managed to keep that more or less a secret. Most of the students remained clueless, but a few girls had figured out who the “new girl“ really was. That in turn led to his forced feminization into a belly dancer, a return engagement as a ballerina, and worst of all, exposure as a sexy Play Bunny Bimbo. A group of girls presented him in a pink satin costume at a Halloween party. 
After the last episode, he’d endured endless escalating teasing and bullying from most of the boys and some of the girls about his girlishness. K.A. tried to console him saying, “The guys are just mad at you because they were attracted to you as a girl, and some of the girls are just jealous that you look better as a girl than they do!”
“That’s not helping!” he groaned.
Marcus had been resigned to letting Kelly Anne, Daniella, and a few of the ballerinas dress him up as a girl, just to have someone to talk to. Also, he didn’t hate it, even though their teasing and their ability to transform him into a stunning girl made him uncomfortable and embarrassed. Each episode of emasculation left him feeling more out of touch.
One recent Monday, Marcus sat in the corner of the dressing room at the dance studio, surrounded by giggling ballerinas. They eagerly applied makeup to feminize his face, and styled his hair into a tight bun, transforming him into a stunning girl with each brush stroke and bobby pin. Despite feeling uncomfortable, Marcus couldn't deny how lovely he looked, regarding himself in the mirror. 
“This was not what I had in mind when I said I wanted some variety to alleviate my boredom!” he sighed.
One rainy weekend, Marcus had been feeling especially lonely and bored, so he allowed Kelly Anne, Daniella, and a few of the ballerinas to dress him up in feminine clothes once again. This time, his two best female friends greeted him with a surprise. 
“We’ve decided to see what you’d look like as a prom queen,” Dani said, as if that were the most normal thing in the world for a girl to say to a guy.
Despite this, he found himself accepting yet another transformation, this time with a fancy dance theme. 
He sighed, “At least it’s some kind of a change from my mundane routine?” He had no idea how much of a change it would be.
When he arrived at Daniella’s home, he walked right into the middle of some sort of slumber party, already in full swing. All of the girls were dressed up in elegant evening wear, fully made up with hair in extravagant styles.
He’d immediately become the guest of honor and the main attraction as the girls all joined in, declaring this officially prom night. 
Daniella said, “Ready to be transformed into a prom princess, Marci?”
“I don’t think so,” he stated sarcastically.
“That’s too bad,” Dani giggled, “you’re getting a prom makeover!”
“Don’t worry,” K.A. said, “we have everything you need to be the belle of the ball, my dear!”
“Just what I always wanted,” he deadpanned.
“Good, because that’s what you’re gonna get!” Daniella smiled.
“I’m betting Marci will outshine all of us,” Jessica sighed.
“I highly doubt that!” he said.
“After how you stole the show as a Play Bunny Girl?” Melodie asked, “don’t be so sure you won’t win as Prom Queen!”
As they giggled and teased him, they prepared to apply his makeup and style his hair. Marcus endured the all too familiar feelings of impending discomfort and embarrassment. Feeling emasculated, embarrassed, and utterly uncomfortable with their teasing, Marcus rationalized this was just another chance for him to escape his boredom. “I can pretend I’m not a dull guy living a dull life for a little while,” he mused, “but it’s not the kind of variety I really need. Not at all!”
The girls sat him, in front of the vanity mirror in Dani’s bedroom, and he looked around, surrounded by giggling girls. Three ballerinas—Melodie, Juanita, and Jessica—joined the two other girls. Kelly Anne primped and styled his hair while Daniella used makeup to doll him up into a stunning girl once more.
“Hold still,” Kelly Anne said as she gently brushed out Marc's long, flaxen hair. Her fingers were deft at working through the thick mass of light brown waves with natural blonde highlights. She smiled while coaxing out the natural waves and tangles. Marc stared at himself in awe as he saw a wavy-haired girl with sparkling green eyes looking back at him from the vanity mirror. 
K.A. continued coiffing his hair using a curling iron, some hot rollers, and scads of styling products. The girls had decided to go with classic, elegant prom queen updo that framed the boy’s prettily made up face perfectly and accentuated his cheekbones, adding a halo of beauty around his head. 
Meanwhile, Daniella expertly applied makeup onto Marc's face, focusing on emphasizing his high cheekbones and his full lips. She began cleansing his skin, adding primer and smoothing on foundation, concealer, and contouring. All of that combined to make his skin appear smooth and give him an ethereal glow.
She used soft pink and rosier more dramatic shades of blush that made his cheeks look like ripe peaches, emphasizing them with a pallet of pink powders she applied using her soft fingertips. 
“Time for the next step, making your pretty eyes pop!” the petite brunette said, “don’t move! This isn’t easy!” She held her breath and began the painstaking process of putting glamor length false lashes onto his own already ample lashes.
“How long is all this going to take?” he complained, “it feels like it’s already been at least about—”
“I said hold still!” she scolded, “not much longer unless you keep moving!’
The other girls buzzed around like bees harvesting nectar, arguing with one another while picking out his prom ensemble. Marc couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with embarrassment. The room filled with the soft sound of girlish giggles and the sweet scent of perfume. An odd sense of anticipation hung in the air along with the sounds, sights, and smells. 
Melodie, Juanita, and Jessica fluttered about, their delicate hands picking out dresses and shoes, lingerie and jewelry. The three ballerinas chattered excitedly as they held up each piece of clothing and lingerie, giggling and oohing over the delicate fabrics and intricate embroidery. 
Melodie's long fingernails traced the lace of a black corset before she held it up to Marc's flat chest, admiring how it would accentuate his new curves. “This one's perfect for you!” She smirked, pulling it over his head and lacing it tightly around his ribs. The girls watched as his tiny boy boobs became breasts, forced to bulge outwards, straining against the material. “You look so good,” she cooed, nuzzling her face into his neck.
Jessica held up a floor-length red gown with a plunging neckline, “How about this dress? It'll show off your new cleavage perfectly.” They slipped the dress onto him and forced him to stand up so they could see how well it hugged his newly more feminine figure. The skirt swished around his legs as he took his hesitant steps, filling his ears with the sounds of swishing silk.
“I like this one better,” Juanita interjected, holding up a navy blue number, “this one would cling to every inch of her body!” 
“I do like that sheer overlay,” Melodie mused, “it would hug every curve! Put it on and let’s see!” She said enticingly, directing him to step into the dress, revealing a flash of his black lace panties and bra.
Meanwhile, Dani kept carefully gluing on the false lashes one by one until she was satisfied. When she was finally done, she sighed loudly. “There!” she smiled, “what do you think?” Marc couldn’t believe it! She’d made him appear to have beautiful feline eyes.
Still, she wasn’t totally done doing his eyes. She painfully plucked then traced his brows delicately before applying mascara to lengthen his lashes. To finish off his face, she applied a plumping plum lipstick, turning his mouth into pouty perfection. 
As the two BFFs worked their magic on their living doll, Jessica, Melodie and Juanita fluttered around like hummingbirds around a flower garden. The trio of ballerinas giggled excitedly as they watched K.A. and Dani transform hi, into a gorgeous vision. The scent of their favorite perfume filled the air and they squealed in delight when each step of transformation was complete.
The girls continued to debate between the choices until finally deciding on a jet black gown with sequins sparkling in the light along with a pair of patent black stilettos with a four inch heel. They added some sheer black stocking they’d attached to a sexy lacy garter belt.
“OMG! That dress is stunning!” Juanita cried.
“Oh my God, Marci, she's right!” Kelly Anne exclaimed, her eyes widening as she stepped back to get a better look at him. “You look absolutely stunning! The dress fits you perfectly, and the shoes, now the jewelry!”
“Yes! Now for the final touch: the jewelry!” Dani cried pulling out her collection. She clasped a diamond choker around his neck. It featured a delicate string of sparkling stones that dangled down between his breasts. Smiling, she inserted three matching earrings into each of his ears, placed a statement bangle on his right wrist, and a delicate lady’s watch on his left wrist.
“There!” she said, “now you’re ready to rock the big dance!”
“I know right?” Melodie grinned, “Turn around Marci!” twirling her finger around indicating that the feminized boy should show off his full regalia. He reluctantly complied, striking a pose in his sleek, sparkling black dress with lace detailing. The matching high heels made him stand four inches taller than usual.
He could feel the tight embrace of the corset, as well as the soft fabric of the panties, stocking, and dress against his skin, all of them felt lighter than air yet somehow intoxicatingly sensual at the same time.
“I'm losing myself in all of this,” he cried, but none of the girls seemed to listen or care. They appeared delirious as they studied him in his delicate finery.
Juanita chimed in with a happy sigh, running her fingers through his newly curled hair. “You're going to be the most beautiful prom queen ever.” She leaned over to gently kiss his cheek before taking out a small compact mirror from her sapphire blue clutch to check her own makeup.
Melodie nodded emphatically, placing a hand on her chest dramatically. “I agree one hundred percent! Your complexion is flawless! And your lips...to die for!” She dabbed some shining gloss onto Marc’s plump lips for emphasis.
The girls had feminized Marc several times before, but they’d outdone themselves this time. They’d seen him as a ballerina, a school girl, a sexy bunny, and a belly dancer. They still couldn't believe how stunningly alluringly feminine he looked as a prom princess.
“Ready for the dance, Milady?” Kelly Anne smirked.
“What dance?” he asked, confused.
“The Prom!” Melodie said, “what dance did you think we meant?”
What followed was the most humiliating night of Marc’s life. 
“I never imagined attending my junior prom as a girl!” he said after the girls had to literally gag him, tie him up, pick him up, and carry him to the waiting stretch limo. There, they placed him all trussed up into the trunk of the elegant car.
They made stops to pick up the girls’ dates, and Marc whined and screamed into his gag while they took time to snap seemingly countless posed pictures. Then, after what felt like hours to the helpless boy hidden in the back, they all scrambled into the limo for the ride to the venue for their prom.
Upon arriving at one of the most elegant hotels in the city, the couples checked their looks one more time. The girls sent their guys in ahead to grab some tables and let Marc out when the coast was clear. They removed his gag and repaired his hair and makeup, then dragged him inside the opulent banquet hall. No one there recognized him at first, but soon a buzz passed through the crowd.
“Is that who I think it is?” one girl asked her date, who was clad in a tuxedo.
“It can’t be?” the bewildered boy muttered, “but it sure looks like—”
“Oh no way!” a guy from another couple argued, “there’s no way that’s a guy! She looks too sexy and feminine!”
“I’m telling you that’s Marc Covington!” his blonde girlfriend insisted, “remember when he came to school as a school girl? When he was a sexy bunny for Halloween?” 
A nearby pair of prom goers joined in the debate. This time the tall guy was saying, “I think she’s right! I mean, it sure looks like ‘the new girl’ who turned out to be—”
“Oh come on!” the redhead in the ruby red dress said, “I agree with Pete! That can’t be a guy! She’s way too feminine to—”
It went on and on until the crowd decided to write in “Marci Covington“ as prom queen, knowing that if “she“ won, they’d announce her name. And so they did. When the feminized guy tried to hide, the audience pushed him forward and forced him up onto the stage. 
There, their health teacher Ms. Wachowski placed a glittering tiara perched on his head, announcing to all, “A round of applause for your prom queen!” She nodded at him knowingly and said, “will the King escort this fair maiden for the royal dance?” as the crowd cheered and jeered, laughed and leered.
The rest of the night passed in a blur for Marc after he’d been compelled to dance with some huge lacrosse team jock named Colin Rogers who’d been elected prom king. Similarly, the rest of his junior year also flashed by. He’d been seeking to alleviate his boredom, desperately seeking some variety. Soon even getting turned into a girl by girls became every bit as boring as everything else in his life. 
All of this compelled him to seek escape via an exchange student program. He could barely contain his excitement as he filled out his application to spend his senior year away. He listed his preferred destinations, almost ecstatically looking forward to an escape from the formalized routine at Wellington. 
He hoped for his acceptance and with it a rare and enchanting chance for new experiences in London, Paris, Rome, Tokyo, or some other wondrous worldly setting. The new adult squealed when he read the email officially offering him a coveted spot in the highly selective exchange student program. He immediately confirmed his interest, emailing his reply, and started daydreaming about spending the next year in a Western European capital, or perhaps in Japan. 
The next steps required Marcus to print out, fill in, sign, and send in the forms. Eager to go wherever they might send him, he’d willingly waived any rights to back out when he enrolled in the program. Smiling, he dropped an oversized envelope into the mailbox in front of his family’s condo building without hesitation, without even giving it a second thought. He was far too desperate to escape from his all too familiar environment to doubt his decision—at least at first.
As the hinged metal shelf of the red, white, and blue postal receptacle slammed shut with a loud clang, Marcus shuddered. Just for a moment he questioned his decision. 
“I’m committing myself to accept any assignment to any destination,” he pondered, wondering about a possible predicament. “What if I end up in some forsaken dullsville, stuck spending my senior year in some place that’s even less exciting than Wellington?” 
Marcus blinked at that daunting premonition, but then he laughed to himself, “As if London or Rome or any European capital city could possibly be any more boring than this!” He smiled, brushing away any lingering misgivings. He felt far too thrilled at the idea of traveling to some new place in the Old World and enjoying an exciting senior year abroad. 
“I can’t wait to escape and meet a whole different student body in a whole new school in a new place! Any place other than odious Ol’ Wellington!” he giddily said to his parents and his best friends Kelly Anne and Daniella on an almost daily basis.
“We hope you get in,” Daniella squeezed his arm affectionately.
“Yeah,” K.A. said, “but we’re definitely gonna miss our dress up doll!”
“Right,” Marcus rolled his eyes, “but I won’t miss getting dressed up as a girl, that’s for sure!” How little he knew! 
He anxiously, impatiently waited to find out what his assignment would be. All Summer long he pictured himself mixing and mingling with sophisticated Parisians, erudite Londoners, or schoolmates in some other exciting location. 
“The Eiffel Tower, Big Ben, the Colosseum, I’d love to see them all!” he told his friends.
“Yeah you’ve told us all this before!” Kelly Anne teased.
“You can tell us again if you want?” Dani smiled.
“Very funny!” he mock glared at the girls, making them both break out in giggles. “Anyway I don’t really care which of these historic cosmopolitan centers I’ll call my temporary home for the next school year. Any of them would be a monumental improvement over another year stuck here!”
“Hey! I resemble that remark!” K.A. playfully punched him in the arm.
“Ow! That hurt!” he said, “you know I don’t mean you two!” He rubbed his arm gingerly where the volley ball queen struck him.
The three friends hugged and giggled together, Dani wiped away a few soft, warm tears saying, “We really will miss you, Marci!”
“That’s Marc!” he said, struggling to stop from crying himself as K.A. sniffling, lifted him into a bone crushing bear hug.
“You don’t know your own strength!” came his muffled complaint, his face smooshed into her breasts. “I’m gonna miss you too!”



Chapter 2
Weeks passed. Finally, the long awaited emailed instructions arrived, telling him how to schedule an appointment with the program. There, he’d find out all the details about his upcoming year abroad. “I can’t wait to get out of here!” he cried. He had high hopes for exotic adventures. He had no way of knowing this, but they were all about to be dashed. 
Marcus mastered his eagerness as he dressed himself in shorts and a t-shirt. Almost forgetting to breathe, he rushed off to his assigned appointment in the temporary headquarters of the exchange student program. This had been set up in one of his school’s administration offices. 
After arriving there a half hour early, he fidgeted away impatient to finally have his long awaited placement interview. At last he heard the pretty, young blonde receptionist Jacqui Black calling out his name. She said, “Marcus Covington? Director Renfrew is ready to see you!” 
Marcus whooped excitedly and jumped up to his feet. The secretary smiled at him as he bounced up and bounded toward the office like a bunny. There to meet his destiny in the form of the exchange student placement meeting. 
When he entered the vice principal’s office that the program personnel were using, Marcus immediately saw a stern woman with close cropped graying hair. She regarded him curiously with her deep brown, deep set eyes. He read the nameplate on the desk that identified her as “Millicent Renfrew, Program Director“ and nodded at her. “I was expecting a lower level person,” he thought, “they must think highly of me to assign me to the top person!”
His mood buoyed by that assumption, Marcus reached out to shake the fifty something woman’s dry skinned hand. Her grip was tight, making him wince. He blinked and examined her grim, time worn face. His exuberance was only slightly dampened and still overflowing as he said, “It’s so nice to meet you Ms. Renfrew!” He settled back into the seat across from her.
She grumbled, “Call me Director Renfrew!” in response.
Her bitter greeting and tight, lipless frown conveyed a lack of affection for him, but Marcus didn’t care. He knew that after this brief meeting he’d never have to see her again. “I’m about to get out of here and spend an entire year away from this monotonous gilded cage,” he said to himself, “in just a few days I’ll be settled in and living in a far more interesting place!”
Thinking about this long awaited escape, he faced the director with a huge grin, his excitement evident. He giddily reiterated his very specific and demanding expectations, listing his choices for his upcoming placement in rapid fire dictation saying, “Like I wrote in my application, I’m hoping you’ll send me to some really awesome destination. I’m thinking Paris, London, Berlin, Rome, or Tokyo?” 
At this, Director Renfrew grunted, but she said nothing. The ebullient boy took that as an invitation to continue. He smiled at her and prattled on in a cloying tone, “I’d hate to end up in some dull, depressing, dead end place like the rust belt!” Shaking his head he quickly added with an exaggerated grimace, “Or even worse, some boring backwater hick town overrun with ignorant rednecks! Could you imagine spending even an hour in that kind of Hell on Earth?”
That last comment jolted the obviously uptight program director from her sensible shoes all the way up to the austere gray bun on the top of her head. She’d been shaking her head mirroring Marc’s motions in disapproval of his entitled attitude. She recoiled as if the perky kid had slapped her hard, right across her face when she heard him dismiss rural America as all but a boring bastion of ignorance. 
In response, her eyes went wide and her mouth opened into an even wider expression than seemed humanly possible. Then, she mastered her astonishment. She gathered herself, snorted loudly, and stared at him, signaling her disapproval of his snobbery, her resentment evident on her face. 
She muttered something inaudible but definitely bitter under her breath. She gritted her teeth, and turned away from the young man to stare intently at the computer screen. She tapped away at the keyboard, pulling up his files. She gasped at something she saw there, then her thin lips curled into a sinister smile.
Suddenly somewhat concerned, Marcus watched Director Renfrew, first with curiosity and then alarm as she tapped angrily on her desktop’s keyboard. She paused for a brief moment to look into the somewhat less excited young man’s wide, moonlike face. She then went back to entering notations into the computer. 
Shaking her head with disdain, she frowned grimly at the school boy. Then, she nodded decisively, apparently digesting the somewhat surprising information that she’d found. When she’d finished her task, she barked out a harsh little laugh and turned her attention back to Marcus again.
“Like I was saying, I listed my desired destinations in my files, and—”
“Speaking of your files, I’ve just read some very interesting information in the recommendations from your headmistress, Ms. Harper!” She was smirking and looking self satisfied. “Says here, you’re an inveterate prankster and you like to challenge authority! You even—”
“Oh that was the old me!” Marcus said, rudely cutting her off, “I was really immature before, but I—”
“Sorry for speaking while you were interrupting!” Renfrew went on, “As I was saying, you even went to school dressed up as a girl…for an entire week?”
“Oh yeah, well, I—” Marcus muttered, “it was part of an experiment?”
“Yes, a lot of young people experiment with their sexuality and gender identity. I’m looking at some pictures documenting your antics and I have to say, you make a very fetching school girl!” she remarked, chuckling at his apparent embarrassment. “You even attended a party dressed as a…well this really is something else!” she laughed, “I see you were quite the sexy little Play Bunny girl, all dressed in pink satin!”
Marc’s face flushed bright crimson and he found it hard to breathe. This was definitely not how he expected his interview to go.
“Are those fishnet stockings?” she smirked. 
“Yes, well, not my choice,” he sighed, “but speaking of choices, which of my priority destinations will I spend my senior year—”
“Oh mah stars an’ garters!” The highly amused program director cut him off using a highly exaggerated long winded hillbilly way of speaking. “Ah am so sorry, mah dear boy, but all of them fancy highfalutin’ destinations have already been spoken for!”
Marcus blinked his wide, green-blue eyes in surprise and disbelief at this. She regarded the spoiled scion with a sly, cunning expression, drinking in his obvious look of disappointment. The director went on in a mocking sing-song voice, “We’re fixing’ on sending y’all off to spend your senior year in Chugwater, a small town in rural Wah-yoming. Cattle country!”
The pampered child of high class urban privilege looked stricken at this grim news. She’d crushed his dreams of spending a year in a highly cultured climate, not some dead end wasteland. He’d also found her drawn out drawl utterly annoying, and he gaped with both alarm and anger. 
“Is this a joke?” he asked through tightly pursed lips, “is there even a place called ‘Chugwater’? It sounds made up!”
“Ah assure yah, it exists, and you’ll be livin’ there all next yee-ah!”
He’d felt mocked by Ms. Renfrew hearing her talking to him in some deep fried dialect that made her sound like some backwoods hayseed. 
“I don't know what’s worse,” he asked himself, “what she’s saying or how she’s saying it!” 
After a moment’s reflection, he quickly decided that no matter how insulting her vocal affectation was, the news that she intended to send him to the middle of nowhere was much more serious. Much worse than how she’d said it. 
Still, her sudden use of some weird cowpoke dialect provoked him. An unusually studious and cosmopolitan young man, he held the great unwashed rural regions of America and their rough hewn denizens in utter contempt. 
The director easily picked up on his sneering superior status driven disdain. Since moving east from Wyoming, she’d often felt the bitterly cruel condescension East Coast elites had for county folks. This was her chance for a little pay back, and she relished it. She observed the formerly smug boy, an innocent expression belying the malice she felt and planned to inflict upon him.
He turned to her and said, “Maybe there’s some mistake? Look at me! How can you send me to one of those boring square states?” He complained about his onerous apparently determined destination and demanded that she change it saying, “You have to send me to Europe or Japan!” 
Then he made a critical mistake. He said, “Can y’all imagine me living in some cow dung dust bowl? There has to be something y’all can do?” He’d demanded more than asked for her help in a fancy uptown parody of her western twang. Marcus immediately regretted this attempt at mockery when he saw her face take on the aspect of an angry thundercloud. 
The perturbed and vindictive program director scoffed loudly at his parochial narrow mindedness. Then, the matronly woman overcame her anger and smiled beatifically at him once again. She lectured, “Y’all nevah know what y’all may find in the strangest of places.” 
When Marcus grimaced at that homily but said nothing in reply, she laughed loudly at him and continued, “Chugwater began way back when as a li’l ol’ cattle ranchin’ outpost, founded by some settlahs from Scotland. Who knows? Y’all seemed to like wearing a cute li’l school girl kilt?” 
She laughed even louder at his embarrassed reaction to her implication that he’d enjoy dressing up like one of the school girls at Wellington. She kept her teasing joke going by saying, “Well looky here! Ah’ve got a girl’s school uniform for you. Maybe y’all’d like to try it on for size? This adorable little skirt and blouse looks look like they’d fit your petite l’il body perfectly!”
“Ugh! Not this again!” Marcus muttered. He wondered “why does everyone want me to dress up as a girl?” He took a series of short, shallow breaths, feeling his face flushing with both embarrassment and rising resentment. When he looked back in anger at her, Director Renfrew laughed openly at him. 
His eyes burned venomously at the older woman as she held out a pleated plaid skirt, a matching girl’s neck bow, a white blouse, a bottle green blazer, and a pair of matching green knee socks toward him. “Ah know it’s not the pretty dress you wore as prom queen, but it’s all I’ve got. Luckily it was in the lost and found!”
She smirked at him, enjoying making his body shake with humiliation as she flourished a pair of lacy pink panties and a matching bra at him. Her infuriating implications and mocking facial expression as she held out the feminine uniform and lingerie toward Marcus made his highly volatile temper approach critical mass. 
As the indulged young man felt his fury rising rapidly, fueled by the wave of humiliation washing over him he exploded, “I’m not wearing any kilts or skirts or any girl’s clothes at all ever again, you ugly old spinster!” 
When she growled almost incoherent invective at him, Marcus hurriedly apologized, “I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean that!” Then he added, “I don’t plan to spend my senior year living in some dusty old cow chip town either!” He gulped in a lungful of air and began begging, “Please, I can’t you change my assignment and—” he wheedled, only to have her interrupt him.
“Ugly old spinster you say?” Director Renfrew spat, “You’ll never wear any girl’s clothes, eh? Well don’t be so hasty in your pronouncements young man! You just may end up wearing some cute little panties, skirts, and dresses yet!” 
Then, the offended woman’s angry frown shifted, reforming into a smirk as she apparently enjoyed some kind of a “eureka“ moment. She giggled loudly as she tapped away happily on the keyboard. She seemed to either add some new information to Marc’s file or else change something that was already there. 
She calmed herself with a long, extended inhalation, flashed the bewildered boy a toothy grin and said, “Look, kid, it’s all settled now. You signed off on the program. That means you’ve already accepted our decision to send you wherever we want.” He sat still, slowly nodding his head.
“You committed yourself to all of that when you sent in the forms, remember?” She smiled at Marc’s sullen face and went on, “I’ve made my decision. You’re going to Chugwater, Wyoming, and it’s too late for you to back out! Much too late, in fact, so you’d better get used to it right now!”
Director Renfrew said all of that, notably after dropping the exaggerated country and western warbling that had so annoyed Marcus. The overindulged, overprotected only child wasn’t used to having even his slightest whim denied. He’d found her affectations and her attitude increasingly irritating. Even so, when she looked him in the eye daring him to defy her, he sat there in uncomfortable silence. Instead of lashing out this time, he merely clenched his jaw.
The program director softly sang “Thank God I’m a Country Girl“ to herself while entering even more additional notes into his online profile, updating his records. With a widening grin, the rural woman closed his files, and continued typing into her borrowed desktop computer. 
When she finished with that task, she told him sharply, “I just dashed off some emails to my kinfolk in Wyoming. They’ll be expecting you soon! Keep in mind, school starts a mite earlier out west!”
She continued speaking in a softer but still highly amused tone, “You’re just gonna love spending your senior year in Chugwater, my child. For one thing, your host family—who just happen to be my sister, brother in law, and nieces—are already looking forward to having you stay with them for a long spell.” 
Marcus folded his arms tightly, frowned, but again said nothing in reply. Seeing no rebellion from the young man, Renfrew shrugged and went on, “We don’t have any time to send them anyone else in your place, and we’re certainly not going to insult my relatives by telling them that you’re too fancy to live out west for the next year.”
Marc’s mood darkened even further upon hearing her vexing explanation, but then she piqued his attention when she smiled and added, “Did you hear me mention my nieces? They’re two lovely twin girls about your age! Look here!” 
With that, she reached into her enormous purse and pulled out a photo showing two gorgeous blonde girls wearing cowgirl hats and huge smiles. Seeing that, the deeply disappointed boy’s attitude improved, if only slightly. “They’re sure a lot better looking than their Aunt!” he told himself.
He’d been so looking forward to the escape from Wellington that the exchange student program offered, he was beyond desperate to embrace the anticipated new experiences. “Living with a pair of twin girls might just provide the lifeline I need to salvage this dismal situation!” Marcus grinned to himself.
The young man began to relax as he pictured himself impressing the corn fed local yokels with his worldly and wise ways. He started to get sexually aroused when he anticipated bedding a pair of identically beautiful country girls. Possibly at the same time, and hopefully on a regular basis. The image brought a tingling sensation to his nether regions and a naughty smile to his face. 
At first, Ms. Renfrew glowered at Marc’s obviously lascivious reaction to hearing about her nieces. She realized that the petite, arrogant urban teen harbored sexually charged fantasies about her rural relatives. She reacted protectively. She still thought of the twins as little innocent girls. 
She recovered from this affront after raging for a brief moment. She’d had enough experience to know that Marc’s reprehensible behavior signaled a sudden change of heart about his rural destination. She took note of Marc’s softness, and a mischievous manipulative thought entered her mind. 
She bit back her anger and chuckled saying, “It never hurts to widen your horizons, young lady…. Sorry! I mean young man of course.” She grinned at his shocked expression, as if enjoying some secret joke and added, “Hey, y’all might just learn something from a wild west country life experience!” 
She tapped out a short sequence on her keyboard and a printer sitting on the corner of her borrowed desk came to life. After waiting for the machine to finish its job, she reached over, grabbed the still warm pages, and compiled them into a neat stack. She passed them across the surface of the desk over to Marc’s waiting hands and said, “You’d better hurry! You’re expected in Chugwater the day after tomorrow. Your senior school year is about to start, we start early way out west, so don’t be late!” 
Marcus accepted the sheaf of papers that she pushed across the desk to him, readily if not eagerly. He was surprised at how soon he’d have to leave, wondering about the choices of plane flights he’d have. He muttered to himself wondering, “How far is the nearest airport from Chunksville or whatever the name is?” He still wasn’t clear on what his final destination was called. He started to ask, “Is it going to take me a long time to get to Chunk—” but the program director interrupted him before he could finish his question.
“You sure you don’t want these clothes, Miss Marci?” Renfrew smiled as she dropped the school girl uniform into Marc’s lap, “you’d look adorable in them and they’d be perfect to wear on your trip to Wyoming!” Then she laughed as he stood up jerkily, with the skirt, blouse, and the rest of the feminine ensemble draped across his arms. She laughed again, seeing his ordinarily pale face flush bright red with embarrassment.
The humiliated boy looked at the school girl clothes he’d involuntarily held and stood stock still for long, anguished moments. Ms. Renfrew smirked at him and nodded knowingly as he paused awkwardly. As if rousing himself from a trance, Marcus shuddered and then stuttered, “N-N-N-No! No way!” 
“Why not, doll?” the scowling director mocked him, “we both know you want to! Or would you rather wear your ballerina’s dress? That reminds me, your new school has a great all girls dance team, maybe you’d like to join it?”
Marcus froze hearing this. Recovering slightly, he said “Wait what!” Then his anger escalated again and he snapped at her, fiercely denying her sly suggestions, “Why would you even think that I’d dress up as a girl or join a girls dance team, you crazy old bat!” 
Furious as well as embarrassed, he gathered himself and strode toward the doorway, still holding the girl’s school uniform. He halted his maddened march just long enough to glare at Renfrew over his shoulder. He felt agitated and eager to leave the office and his tormentor behind. 
He saw that the program director was winking at him as she said, “Go on, pretty girl! Take these nice clothes and wear them on your journey west.”
Marcus barked, “In your dreams!” as he trembled and somewhat reluctantly dropped the bundle of feminine clothing to the floor. He turned back once more and said in a softer, more polite tone, “No, no thank you.” 
As the still startled student walked away, he clearly heard Ms. Renfrew’s mocking laughter. He was almost sure he also heard her calling out to him with an amused voice, “Good luck, young lady! You’re gonna need it!”



Chapter 3
That night after Marcus fell asleep, his fitful dreams were plagued with embarrassing visions of arriving in Wyoming wearing the school girl uniform Ms. Renfrew had offered him. During his unquiet slumbers, he saw himself sauntering down the stairs of a bus, his pleated skirt saucily dancing around his smooth, silky thighs. He felt his prettily made up face burning bright red as a crowd of county girls pointed at him, gathering around him, and giggling.
“Look how cute the new girl is!” a tall slim redhead shouted. She was wearing a tight hip hugging denim mini skirt and a flannel blouse tied into a knot exposing her taut, sexy midriff.
“OMG, she’s adorable,” another girl agreed, this one was a curvaceous buxom vixen with honey blonde hair wearing skin tight blue jeans and a pink cotton crop top. “Look at her rocking that school girl uniform!”
Humiliated, he took off running. Suddenly the setting shifted and he found himself dashing across a desolate prairie, his mary jane shoes slipping and sliding on the dry, hardened ground. He knew he had to get away from the posse of predatory young women who were all laughing at him and chasing him. Breathing heavily, his lungs burning, Marcus felt some relief as he broke away from the pack of pursuers. That was until he heard the thundering pounding of hoofbeats.
Looking back in terror, he saw a pair of twins riding horseback. They were both blonde and stunning, looking identical and wearing the exact same cowgirl garb. Their alluring outfits included midi length solid white three-tiered skirts with crochet patchwork accents, and coordinating sleeveless button-down placket blouses in solid ivory with Western yokes and lace inset panels. They also wore pink high heeled boots with a pretty purple floral overlay. 
The girls looked gorgeous as well as gleeful as their steeds rapidly approached Marcus, both of them smiling and shouting “Yeehaw!” while twirling lassos over their heads. In a blind panic, Marcus ran as fast as he could in his own high heels, but it was no use. Just as he tried to turn a corner and hide behind a boulder, he felt a rope coil around his ankles, tripping him. 
His entwined legs stopped his flight suddenly, sending him sprawling to the firm dusty plain. Before he could even try to regain his footing, another length of cord encircled both of his arms, trussing him up, and rendering him helpless. He laid on his side, hog tied as the twins sidled up to him. 
“Well, well, well!” one of them laughed, “look what we caught! It’s a cute little runaway filly!”
“Yes indeed sister dear,” the other twin giggled, “let’s get her back to the corral and brand her with our mark so she can’t ever get away—”
“No! No please!” Marcus cried out in his sleep, writhing around in his bedsheets and sweating profusely. He awoke whining and begging, “Please, let me go! Don’t brand me! I’ll do anything you say….”
After the long, restless night haunted by these humiliations, Marcus roused himself still yelping and begging for mercy to the blaring sounds of his iPhone alarm. He looked around frantically, slowly regaining his self control upon seeing that he was still safe in his bedroom. 
He turned off the alarm, noting that it was about an hour before dawn and tried in vain to shake off the stubbornly persistent nightmare images. For some reason, the disorienting after effects of his disturbing dreams lingered even as he climbed out of bed. “It was just a dream!” he assured himself, “just a stupid dream!” Those meditations helped him break away from the daunting thoughts of himself as a school girl hunted down by cowgirls.
Breathing raggedly as the haunting images slowly faded, he stripped off his shorts and t-shirt and staggered into the shower. After thoroughly washing his body and hair, he dried off and dressed himself in a pair of clean white socks, boxer shorts, his favorite skinny jeans, and a slightly oversized t-shirt that read, “Sorry I’m Late, I Didn’t Want To Come.”
He was grateful that he’d shoved several changes of casual clothes into two rolling suitcases the night before. That gave him just a bit more time to get on his way. After a hearty breakfast of black coffee, an everything bagel and tofu cream cheese along with vegan eggs and sausage, he felt ready to hit the road.
Smiling, his mother Chantal Auclair-Covington asked, “Are you sure you want to spend your senior year in Wyoming, son?” She was a petite but self-confident woman just south of forty with strawberry blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was a habitually courageous corporate lawyer, but she looked concerned as she regarded her only child that early morning.
“Yeah mom,” Marcus said, “I need some kind of huge changes in my life!”
“Be careful what you wish for, Marcus!” his father Randolph Covington Covington cautioned. He was an investment banker, just a bit older and a bit taller than his spouse. He ran his hand through salt and pepper hair and looked at his son thoughtfully, fixing the young man with a pair of pale almost sky blue eyes that burned with intelligence and intensity. 
“Anyway, I’m committed,” Marcus shrugged, shuddering as he recalled a hint of his nocturnal fright. “I signed the forms and—”
“We can challenge that agreement,” Chantal said, frowning. Something about the circumstances of his assignment to rural America offended her protective motherly instincts.
“It’s OK, Mom!” Marcus smiled, but it was a forced smile. 
He too felt a sense of trepidation as the small family moved as one to the elevator, each of them carrying something. Marc’s father pulled the larger suitcase along, while the son took the smaller one. That left his mother to juggle his backpack and her own pocketbook.
They reached the ground floor and met the waiting town car they’d scheduled to drive them to the nearest airport. After checking his larger bags, the still concerned Chantal and Randolph hugged and kissed Marcus goodbye just outside the security checkpoint. 
They wished their undersized son well. “Have a safe trip, and a fun and eventful year in Wyoming!” Chantal said. 
“Be careful out there,” Randolph warned, “those people tend to look askance at people like us! Try not to get on their bad side!”
Marcus didn’t know it, but those words were prophetic. Even worse, they came too late as Ms. Renfrew had seen to it that he was already far on the worst side of the denizens of Wyoming. Of this, the sleepy eyed traveler was blissfully unaware as he shrugged his shoulders, waved at his parents, and turned toward the TSA line. He felt miffed when the uniformed woman who checked him examined his drivers’ license skeptically and challenged, “Miss, this ID is for a young man named—”
“Marcus Covington, yeah I know!” he sniffed, “that’s me!”
She looked closely at the photo on the little card, back at Marcus, then back at the card again. She shrugged and smiled at him saying, “Sorry about that, Sir, but I’m sure you get that a lot?”
“Yeah, I guess,” he said, the embarrassing incident reminding him of his encounter with Ms. Renfrew and her smirking suggestions that he wear a girl’s school uniform to travel in. “I doubt the TSA woman would accept that I’m a guy if I were decked out in a pleated skirt!” he joked dryly to himself. 
Then, he shuddered at that notion and again as he recalled the previous night’s unsettling dreams. The nightmares in which cowgirls mocked his supposed femininity, and twins rode him down while he was dressed as a schoolgirl. He shook his head to dispel these disturbing thoughts and proceeded along to comply with the next and last part of the security procedures.
He settled his backpack, his running shoes, his Apple Watch, iPhone, wallet, and iPad into a few of the big plastic tubs, and placed them on the conveyor belt to get x-rayed and examined by security. He shuffled along in his stocking feet along with the other passengers, dutifully stepping through the body scanner, and feeling more or less ready to set out on the first leg of his long journey. 
After his embarrassing and disappointing interview with Ms. Renfrew and her mockery, Marcus was not at all looking forward to meeting her “kinfolk” or spending his time out west with them. Still, he was resigned to that and hoping for the best. “At least two twin teenage girls will be waiting for me,” he mused.
He frantically gathered up his waiting belongings at the end of the slowly moving rubber belt. “Why do they always make this so anxiety causing,” he murmured. After he slipped on his footwear, replaced his tablet securely back in his book bag, put his wallet back in his pocket, and wrapped his watch around his wrist he felt a bit better. He noted that he was running a bit early, and that helped lessen his traveler’s anxiety.
His already minimal enthusiasm rapidly declined when, after a long delay due to inclement weather, his plane was finally cleared to take off. “Westward ho!” he muttered to himself sarcastically as the aircraft finally began rolling down the runway a few hours behind schedule. Arriving late at Midway airport forced Marcus to miss his connecting flight in Chicago. 
He grumbled to himself, noting that the next flight to Wyoming wasn’t scheduled to depart for several hours. He grabbed an exorbitantly overpriced lunch, and impatiently waited for the next flight. After spending painfully boring hours waiting, looking up at the departures listed on the big message board every few minutes, he saw it showed Denver, Las Vegas, and Los Angeles, but not Casper. 
Alarmed, he realized that he’d been waiting at the wrong gate—23 A—and began running to the proper one—32 A. He arrived at the right gate out of breath and angry at himself, only to discover that this flight was delayed as well. Sighing, he reached into his book bag to play on his iPad, only to find its battery had died.
The bored teenager whiled away the lengthy wait by reading a magazine some other passenger had apparently abandoned—a glossy women's fashion publication. He’d been drawn to the photograph of the model on the cover. She was a stunningly beautiful brunette with beguiling eyes and a seductive smile. He looked around to make sure that no one was watching him—no one seemed to even notice him—and picked up the issue from one of the seats. 
Marcus stared at the cute smiling covergirl for a few minutes, then opened it up and began reading. He skimmed through a few articles that discussed topics like “next season’s hottest fashion trends“ and “how to please your man in bed.” 
He paused, paying closer attention to a feature on high school dance teams. That article had eye-catching illustrations, including photographs of gorgeous girls in skimpy, sparkling uniforms performing for crowds at football games under Friday Night Lights. He studied the teen queens shown dancing, posing, always smiling. All of them dressed in tight, body hugging outfits in sparkling silver, gold, or red wearing their cute cowgirl boots and hats.
The next thing he knew, an airline hostess was calling out for the passengers to prepare themselves for boarding. Marcus pushed the magazine into his book bag, hefted the overstuffed bag over his shoulder, and joined the rest of the people lining up to climb onto the plane. After an incredibly long delay, the captain finally announced that departure was imminent. 
The flight finally took off just around midnight. Strung out, Marcus dozed as best he could. At one point, a pretty young flight attendant shook him by the shoulder, awakening him. She said, “Ashley, wake up! It’s almost time to get the passengers ready for our descent!” As she roused him, she asked peevishly, “What are you doing sitting back here sleeping anyway, and out of uniform no less?” 
When he blinked up at her, he saw her eyes widen in surprise. “Oh I’m so sorry Miss!” she said, “I thought you were one of our flight crew! Please accept my apologies! We’re going to be landing soon, so….”
He waved off her explanation, too confused about the inexplicable mistaken identity incident to even bother correcting her about his gender. He heard the captain’s announcements instructing everyone to prepare for landing, and so he tried to get himself mentally ready to get on with the last leg of his trip.
After the arduous red eye journey and his rude awakening, Marcus arrived bleary and barely conscious at the Casper airport. He grabbed his luggage from the carrousel at the baggage claim. From there, he made his way to the bus station and waited. And waited. And waited. Finally, a dingy bus rolled up and he joined a few other bedraggled people shoving their bags into the compartment under the bus.
He’d already felt like a wrung out rag after his long delayed all night flight, but then groaned realizing that still he had to endure an even more exhausting two hours plus bus ride, rumbling along the highways and some backroads of Wyoming. His tortured body was already aching from the seemingly interminable time stuck in the too small seats on the planes. 
If the plane trip had been bad, the bus ride was even worse. The rough rumbling only made his pummeled muscles scream in agony. His neck especially throbbed from the uncomfortable accommodations. Aggravating his aches and pains—and exacerbating his dismal mood—the late model vehicle bounced jarringly as it wended its way between the forbidding mountains on either side of the highway. The course was even more coarse bounding down the broken down roadways approaching his final destination.
Marcus prayed for a quick arrival to deliver him from the torment as the rickety transport banged along, hitting every one of the countless potholes in the narrow, winding, dusty country roads. Across the mountainsides and down through valleys they went, at last arriving at his remote and desolate destination: the backwater community of Chugwater, Wyoming
It was six a.m. local time when they finally arrived at the bus station, his head pounding and his eyes bloodshot. Calling the stop a bus station was generous. It was really just a packed dirt and gravel parking lot in front of a small storefront. The sign on the modest building read, “Chugwater General Store: First Founded by James Bordeaux in 1868.” 
Looking around, Marcus felt as if he'd traveled back in time, not just across the country. Hefting his book bag over his shoulder, he started to descend down the step, grumbling as he looked around at the backwater town. “I can’t believe I’m stuck living in this total shit hole for the next year!” he moaned as he took in the bleak surroundings, lamenting that this would be his new temporary home. 
Apparently the bus driver felt insulted when she overheard He insulting Chugwater and, by extension, the entire rural west. “Home sweet home!” the stocky forty something gray haired woman shook her head and said, “y’all might as well get used to it!” she added in a mocking tone. Then, she punched her foot down on the gas, sending him tumbling down the rest of the stairs and leaving him sprawling on his hands and knees on the hard and unforgiving surface of the parking lot.
“Ouch!” Marcus cried, feeling his palms and legs painfully punished by the fall, skinned and suffering painful abrasions right through his now torn jeans. Groaning again, he picked little bits of stone from his skin. The harsh gravel of the parking lot had ripped his pants as well as his flesh. He turned back and ran several steps after the rapidly departing bus, cursing and gingerly rubbing his sore hands together as he fumed.
He suspected that the bus driver had sent him tumbling down the steps on purpose, and he cursed her for causing his injuries and again even more vociferously when he realized that she’d sped away without giving him the chance to retrieve his luggage from the storage compartment on the underside of the bus. 
“Oh shit!” the travel weary young man exclaimed, “that bitch took off with all of my stuff!” He cursed her a third time, knowing that meant he'd be stuck with just the clothing on his back (and the rest of his body). These were a light t-shirt, his newly torn skinny jeans, his socks, sneakers, and his boxers. 
Marcus moaned knowing that he’d have to wear these malodorous items until he could beg, borrow, or steal a change of clothes. Most of them were stained and sweaty from the trip. His jeans were also covered in dust from his unceremonious tumble onto the parking lot. He grimaced at the prospect of wearing these uncomfortable things for the foreseeable future. 
The depressed guy moped thinking that he probably wouldn’t have anything clean to change into until he somehow managed to get his baggage back. “So much for country hospitality!” he complained out loud. 
The only thing that kept Marcus from utter despair was knowing that he’d soon be meeting his host family and their two teen twin girls. He looked forward to spending some quality time with the nineteen year old girls, just a year older than he was, but hopefully eager to learn his sophisticated city ways. 
As he waited for them to pick him up, he daydreamed about spending some quiet—and some not so quiet—nights sandwiched between the girls. A smile spread across his face as he pictured the scenario. He envisioned two buxom blondes looking like they just stepped out of a Dallas Cowgirls’ calendar, smiling at him, and eager to share their oversized bed with him. 
“I could get used to being the meat in the middle of that—” but he never got to finish that thought. 
“Hey! You the exchange student from back east?” 
He heard a loud voice apparently calling out to him, and he looked up, his expression weary and wondering where the loud, slightly mannish but still unmistakably female voice came from.
At least slightly roused from his reverie, he saw a young woman with dirty blonde hair tied into two long braids. She was hanging out from the driver’s side window of a battered blue pickup truck and looking right at him. Her bright blue eyes scanned him up and down, a broadening smirk on her sun reddened face.
Then, he heard what sounded like the exact same voice, but it couldn’t have been the same girl because the first girl’s lips weren’t moving. “Yeah it has to be!” girl two said, “no one else is here waitin’ and after all!” 
“True and he looks so out of place,” the first girl said.
“Right? So who else could it be?” The second said before jumping out of the truck and moving toward Marcus yelling, “hey you! Get over here!”



Chapter 4
“That has to be the twins!” Marcus deduced, shaking off his stupor and employing his exhausted, fatigued faculties. He squinted into the early morning sunlight and shielded his eyes to regard the driver. He offered a world weary smile and a wary gaze as he regarded the teenage girl. He saw that she was smiling somewhat mockingly and waving toward him. “Yes,” he nodded to himself, “that sure looks like one of the girls from Ms. Renfrew’s photo.”
“You’re our exchange student?” the driver shouted.
He nodded to her. “Yeah, that’s me,” he replied barely audibly, thoroughly disoriented from his nearly interminable odyssey, “I’m the exchange student. I’m going to stay with your family this year,” he added redundantly.
He turned to regard the other twin, the one who was steadily moving closer to him. She reached out her hand and shook his with a grip so tight he winced in pain. “Your hands sure are strong!” he said, trying to shake the discomfort from his own throbbing right hand.
“Thanks!” she smiled, “and your hands sure are soft!”
He slowly made his way toward the twin’s truck, and the one who’d come out to greet him followed closely behind. When he was close enough to see them both clearly, he could tell that these girls looked nearly identical. “They’re sure a lot better looking than their Aunt Millicent!” he told himself again.
The girls examined him too, both of them looking a bit disappointed. They regarded him curiously before glancing at each other and then back again at Marcus. It seemed like they were unimpressed with him.
The driver drawled, “Oh, so you’re the exchange student that our family is going to take care of?”
Before he could repeat that, yes, he was the exchange student, the other twin echoed her sister’s question asking, “So...you’re going to live with us for the next year, correct?”
He nodded in reply as the driver looked at him, still flashing the same annoying smirk. Meanwhile the girl who’d leapt out of the truck kept approaching him, continually checking out his slim body. He immediately realized that she was both taller and broader than he was, and by a hefty margin.
“Are you sure that you’re a boy, not a girl?” she asked. She laughed and added, “You sure look awful feminine for a guy.” 
That made him blush. He shook his head and said, “That’s kinda rude?”
The twins both chuckled at that, and the driver said to her sister, “Look at him blushing, just like a girl!” The twins seemed highly amused by Marc’s bashful reaction, and both of them were clearly tickled to tease him about what they saw as his feminine side.
The passenger said, “He sure does look cute when he's blushing like that.”
Her sister agreed saying, “Yeah for sure! He's absolutely adorable.”
“Come on, girls!” Marcus admonished, “stop it! You’re embarrassing me!”
The two chuckled, smirked, and giggled as they both found this response both cute and adorable. They liked seeing him get all flustered, and that became all the more evident when one of them said, “We can’t help it, you’re just so cute and adorable that it's hard not to make fun of you getting all flustered!”
The other twin confirmed this by saying, “Yeah, and…you know what? You'd make such a totally cute girl with that slim and feminine body of yours!”
They both giggled at Marc’s horrified look as he shook his head in disbelief at this humiliating welcome. Laughing at his cringing, stunned reaction, the girl who’d approached him asked “What’s the matter, missy? Not happy with us complimenting you for your delicate femininity?”
Her sister looked down at him from inside the truck with a smirk. “Yeah, you look so cute and slender that you would definitely make a perfect girl—”
“Stop teasing me, girls!” Marcus shouted, “you know I’m a guy!”
The twins couldn’t help but giggle at his furious response. They both enjoyed teasing him, especially at seeing him getting so totally embarrassed. The twin who was now standing next to him smirked and taunted him saying, “But you look just like a girl! You’re so petite, slender and cute! Seriously, you would make a perfect girl!”
“Yeah, are you absolutely sure that you’re not a girl?” asked the driver, crossing her arms, “you look a lot more feminine than us girls!” 
When Marcus stood as still as a statue in shock at this rude reception, the girls seemed to grow impatient. “Well, don’t just stand there gawping!” both of them yelled, “hurry up! We don’t got all day! Gather up your gear and get in the truck!”
“I um, well, the bus driver—” Marcus began, but the identical twins interrupted him. “Tell us about it on the way!” they barked in one voice, “we got a long ways to go and school will be starting in just a few hours! Now MOVE!”
He scrambled to comply, arriving at the front passenger’s seat only to notice that there was no room for him and the other twin in the truck’s two seater cabin. He looked from one of the twins to the other with a bewildered expression.
“Get in the back!” they shouted in unison.
His confusion remained fixed on his face as he searched in vain for a nonexistent back seat to accommodate himself and his lone remaining luggage item. He shook his head and met two pairs of wide, surprised, and impatient eyes.
“Oh my….” the driver began, “it looks like we have a precious pretty little princess here! Seems she’s too delicate to ride out back in the bed!”
“Yeah!” agreed her twin, laughing, “I reckon she might feel abused if there’s a tiny little pea back there!”
At that, both of the girls started giggling, making Marcus feel even more utterly humiliated than he already was. He blushed and frowned at their ongoing, escalating teasing. Still, the girls kept it up. They went on and on, calling him “a fragile flower“ and saying he was “too dainty“ to endure even a slight discomfort. 
He glared at the twins and began trying to defend his wounded manly honor by saying, “I’m no princess! I just don’t think that it’s safe to ride—”
“Oh don’t you worry none, little lady!” one of the twins said as she passed by Marcus and climbed into the passenger seat, “Get in! You can sit right here on my lap. That’ll spare you the harrowing ordeal of riding out in the back!” 
“After all, we’d hate to see you break a nail, princess!” added the driver.
Marc’s male ego burned at hearing this, but he didn’t refuse her offer either. When he climbed into the cabin and took his place perched across the passenger’s upper thighs, he felt like a little toy or a doll.
“Where are our manners, I’m so sorry little Miss! I’m Rosette,” the driver introduced herself, “and this ugly wench is my identical twin sister Ronette!”
“Don’t call me ‘Miss,’ I’m a guy not a girl!” He complained, but that only made both of the twins laugh loudly. 
During the entire two hour long drive, Marcus endured endless teasing from the twin girls. When he explained that all of his clothes had been left behind on the bus, Rosette said “That’s a cryin’ shame! We’d be willing to loan you some of our clothes, but they’d all be much too big on you.” 
“Maybe one of the other girls at school can find you something to borrow,” Ronette said laughing, “you’d look much more at home in one of their cute skirts!”
The girls both seemed to delight in the knowledge that Marcus was so petite compared to them. Worse, they kept joking about how they’d help him replace his missing clothes with items some petite pretty girls could offer up.
“We can take up a collection!” Rosette suggested.
“That’s it!” Ronette said, “we can ask some of the daintier girls to pitch in to lend our little house guest some clothes.” 
Continuing her sister’s implication that Marcus would be happier to live as a girl during his year as an exchange student, Rosette said, “Yeah, maybe we should call her a ‘sexchange student’ instead?”
As the two alpha girls continued to tease the increasingly embarrassed boy, they looked him up and down with wide mocking eyes and condescending smirks. They kept remarking about how small and feminine he looked, how he must hate to be stuck in dirty, mannish clothes, and how they’d help her find something more appropriate to wear as soon as they could.
As the truck rocked and rolled along the winding country road, the twins amused themselves by taunting Marcus in excruciating detail. Rosette said, “Oh, look who we have here, Ronette! It’s our favorite little brother from another mother.”
“Don’t you mean our pretty little sister from another mister?” Ronette asked.
“Ah yes, our adorable and oh-so-delicate best girl friend forever. You know, Sis, I’ve been thinking.…“
Smirking, Rosette interrupted, “Thinking? You? That’s always dangerous.”
Laughing, Ronette said, “Hush, I’m serious! I think our cute little friend here would look simply divine in a cute little dress. Don’t you agree?”
“Look! You’ve had your fun—” Marcus objected, but the girls ignored him.
Laughing, Rosette said, “Absolutely! But not just any dress. I’m picturing something pretty in pink. A soft, pastel pink, with lace trim and a sweetheart neckline. Something ravishing that would really bring out those cute cheeks of his. Or should I say hers?”
Giggling, Ronette picked up on her twin sister’s patter saying, “Oh yes! And it has to be short enough to show off those lovely legs of hers. Well above the knee, don’t you think? With a flouncy skirt that twirls when she moves.”
Smirking, Rosette mocked, “Yes! And with a pair of white knee-high socks and delicate Mary Janes. Maybe in a matching patent pink with adorable little bows on them.”
Ronette chimed in, “Perfect! And we can’t forget her other accessories. I’m thinking of a dainty gold heart shaped necklace, simple yet elegant. And a matching bracelet with some cute charms on it. And little diamond stud earrings, pierced of course.”
“We can’t forget her makeup!” Rosette said, “every girly girl loves to look her best with a full face of pretty makeup!”
Marcus growled, “Shut up you stupid hicks! I’m never gonna—”
Raising her voice just enough to overcome and drown out his objections Rosette added, “She’ll have to style that long silky hair into a pretty princess look. Maybe we should cut it into some cute bangs and then use a pretty pink hair band to keep those luscious locks out of her pretty eyes.”
Giggling, Ronette said, “She’d look just like a living doll. Can you just imagine it? She’ll rule the school! All eyes on her, with everyone wondering who this mysterious and enchanting girl is, especially the boys.”
“Come on, girls! Stop it!” Marcus complained, but they just giggled at him.
Rosette smirked, “And you mentioned her makeup! A touch of blush to bring out that natural rosiness of her lovely cheekbones, some mascara and eye shadow to really make those pretty eyes pop!”
“Yes, and a light pink lip gloss to finish it off. Perfection! Sheer perfection!” Ronette laughed, “Our very own Cinderella. Only instead of glass slippers, she’ll be rocking those pink Mary Janes.”
Chuckling, Rosette added, “I think she’d be the belle of the ball. Or at least the cutest girl around. What do you think, dear? Ready for your makeover?”
He stared at her but before his exhausted mind could come up with a retort to counter this deluge of demoralizing comments Ronette giggled and said, “Come on Princess, don’t be shy! With some girly guidance, you’ll be turning all the guys’ heads in no time.”
Rosette said, “We’ll have so much fun! You can be our little dress up doll. With an endless supply of fashion magic, all sorts of outfits we can borrow from all the girls in the area, we can play all day. So, what do you say? Ready to embrace your inner princess?”
The two of them broke out in raucous laughter at Marc’s expense, leaving them breathing too hard to speak. Finally, he'd had more than enough of their insults to his manhood, and he took this opportunity to tell them so. 
“That’s not funny!” he snapped, “it’s bad enough that I have to spend a whole year in this worthless backwater wasteland! I’m not going to listen to the two of you future farm wives going on and on teasing me about my masculinity!”
Rosette chuckled and asked, “What masculinity?”
“I don’t want to hear another word from either one of you about me dressing as a girl, looking like a girl, nothing like that!” the spoiled city boy yelled, red faced with anger and frustration. 
“Aww, is the little lady getting upset?” Ronette asked in an annoying sing-song voice as she bounced him on her lap like a little kid. 
That made him feel even more like a small child, even more disrespected, even weaker, and even a little bit effeminate. His temper boiled over, but the twins dismissed his feeble protests as if they were merely the petulant whiny complaints of a pampered prissy little girl all pissy at not getting her way.
Knowing that his arguments only encouraged their teasing made him bite back any further furious retorts. As the twins continued to mock him about his lack of manliness, Marcus fumed silently. At least he stayed silent as long as he could. That turned to be no more than a minute or two before their interminable, infernal teasing provoked him into responding.
In a chillingly frightening echo of Marc’s nightmare from the prior evening, Rosette said, “Well, well, well, look who we have here, Ronette. It’s our favorite city boy, trying to survive out here in the wild wild west.”
“I don’t think he’s up for it, do you?” Ronette asked. She examined him more closely and said, “Oh bless his soft little heart, Rosette. You know, I bet he’d be better off living as a pretty girl. Isn’t that right, Juliette?”
“Juliette?” He asked, blinking cluelessly at the girl, “who’s Juliette?”
“You’re Juliette!” Rosette said, giggling at the shocked look on his face as he shook his head in a mute challenge disputing the new name they were calling him. “That’s right! You’re Juliette! It’s the perfect name for you, princess!”
“He does have that delicate girly girl look, don’t you think? All he needs is a wardrobe to match!” Ronette said, “just picture it, Juliette! You all girly and flirtatiously feminine wearing a dainty little lace bralette with matching panties, dressed up all fancy just waitin’ for your romantic Romeo to arrive and sweep you off your pretty feet. He’d unwrap you like a birthday present!”
“Yes, and I know just what her wrapping should be,” Rosette said, “a lovely little dress in soft pastel colors, of course. Maybe a light pink or lemon yellow?” 
“Yes, and for her day-to-day look, she could wear a cute floral skirt that twirls so prettily when she spins,” Rosette said, “something short and flirty to show off her lovely legs. That and a cute frilly rose colored cotton blouse, cut low enough to display those budding boobs!”
Ronette said, “Oh, and we can’t forget all the rest of her other pretty clothes! So many more skirts and dresses. I can see her in a nice soft cotton summer sundress with spaghetti straps, the hem freely flowing, and falling to just above her sexy little smoothly shaved knees.”
The girls ignored Marc’s inarticulate gurgling protests and kept mocking him. “Maybe a soft yellow frock with tiny white daisies all over it?” Rosette said, “she’d look like a breath of fresh spring air in that!” 
“OMG yes, and for those special occasions, she can wear a sleek, elegant prom dress. Shiny pink satin, floor length with a daring slit up the side to show off her silky legs.” Ronette said, “add a pair of high heels, of course. We can start her off with something sensible, not too high.” 
Laughing, Rosette added, “Maybe she can practice prancing around in some cute kitten heels, about an inch or maybe an inch and a half high at first. Once she’s got the hang of strutting around in those, we can move her up to three inch then four inch heels, and after that, some stunning five inch stilettos.”
“Right, a pair of strappy heels that tie around the ankle with a sexy ribbon. Ronette agreed, “in candy apple red, to add a pop of color and a touch of sass.”
Rosette said, “Totes, and all of her other accessories, we can’t forget those. A string of pretty pearls around her dainty swan-like neck, delicate and timeless. With matching pearl earrings, pierced, naturally.”
“Oh, and a cute little handbag to complete her stunning look. Something classic, chic, and stylish. Maybe a clutch with a bit of sparkle,” Ronette said, “and of course, she’ll need a makeup routine. Foundation to even out her complexion and blush to bring out that natural glow, some mascara for those long lovely lashes, and a seductive shade of lipstick. Pink, to match her lacy bralette, perhaps?”
Rosette said, “Oh my, can you just imagine, Juliette? You’re gonna be the belle of the ball, one of the most adorable girls in the whole county.” 
“OMG yes!” Ronette laughed, “Juliette can enter the Miss Teen Wyoming pageant! How about it, girl? Are you ready to embrace your inner beauty queen?”
Again Marcus growled in response, too angry to articulate any words.
Rosette said, “Come on, Juliette, don’t be shy! With our expert guidance, you’ll be turning all of the boys’ heads and ruling the runways as a teenaged fashion model in no time.”
“We’ll have so much fun, " Ronette said, “you, us, and a whole lot of pretty clothes, girlish accessories, and makeup. What do you say, girl? Ready to start your transformation?”
As the truck pulled up in front of a small red brick building, Marcus read the words inscribed on the outside wall in large metallic letters: “Richard Cheney Senior High School.” 
He blinked and asked, “aren’t we going to stop by at your house? I was hoping to take a shower before school and change into some clean—” 
Rosette scolded, “There’s no time for that! Do you want to be late to class on your very first day as a new student? I don’t think that’s the best way to kick off a new start to a new school year.”
Ronette said, “Don’t worry, we know that you girly girls hate to be seen dressed all messy. Aunt Millie told us all about you! We know that you can’t stand to look like one of us unwashed country ‘hicks,’ ain’t that right, little princess?” Her voice was tinged with bitterness.
With that, Rosette parked the truck and hopped out of the cab. She quickly circled around to the passenger’s side. There, she waited for Ronette to open the door, reached in, and unfastened Marc’s seatbelt. Smiling, she took him by the waist and effortlessly lifted him off her sister’s lap. “You’re a light, dainty little thing!” she said, pulling him down out of the truck. 
Rosette smiled as she placed Marc carefully onto the gravel parking lot. This let her twin clamber out of the truck to join them. The two girls sidled up to Marcus, each of them wrapping a strong, controlling arm firmly around his shoulders. He flinched in response. Both of the girls giggled at his reaction.
“We’re sorry for teasing you,” Ronette said softly, standing close to him, “to make it up to you, we’ll find you something fresh and clean to wear.”
“Exactly,” Rosette nodded, “one of us will keep watch and the other will find you some nice new clothes while you’re busy washing away all of that ugly road grime and sweat.” 
“Yes,” the other twin said, “we want to show you some real down home country hospitality!”
“We sure do,” her sister chimed in, moving in even closer to him on his other side, “don’t worry, kiddo, we’ve got you covered.” 
He looked at the twins dubiously, but Rosette told him, “We know you can’t wait to get out of those dirty, smelly clothes, and take a nice hot shower in the locker room here.” She gestured at the doorway. 
“Like we said, we’ll get you something nice for you to wear,” Ronette said smiling, “you know, to make your grand debut at RCHS!”
Sighing, but relieved and returning her smile, Marcus shrugged. He’d barely slept at all the night before, and the journey exhausted him. Bleary eyed and with an addled mind, he gratefully accepted the twins’ generous sounding offer. “Awww that’s great girls!” he said, “You know I really didn’t appreciate all of your teasing me about, you know…. Still, I’m so glad to hear that you’re going to make it up to me.” How little he knew!
He looked up at them and let them lead him ahead. As they guided him into the school building through the front double doors he smiled at them. Together, the three of them made their way through an empty early morning hallway.
The slim young man took in the rows of lockers interspersed with the numbered doors of classrooms on either side. He was impressed by what he saw. He’d expected, well he wasn’t sure exactly what he’d expected. Maybe a one room schoolhouse, a converted barn with a hay strewn dirt floor? This was much different. The floors glistened brightly beneath LED lights and the walls were clean. Still, despite the surprisingly civilized surroundings, Marcus felt unsettled, troubled by a distressing premonition as the twins shepherded him along. 
He asked them tentatively, “So…where are you going to get some clean clothes for me to wear?”
The girls looked at each other. They shared a hidden wink and a surreptitious smirk before looking back at him. With a grin Rosette said, “Oh we’ve got a pretty good idea….don’t worry.”
“That’s right,” Ronette said, “don’t worry, we can promise you it’ll be a lot of fun—”
“—yeah, so much fun!” Rosette added, “at least for us!”
Both of the girls seemed very excited about their plans. A bit too excited for Marc’s comfort. The exhausted guy had little to no choice in the matter. He was far too desperate to get out of his damp, dirty clothing and into a cleansing shower to protest. “How bad could it be?” he wondered. He’d soon find out.
“First let me get out these clothes and get cleaned up,” he told himself. “Then, after I’ve washed away the sweat, grit, and grime, I’ll worry about the girls’ choice of a new outfit for me. After all, how bad could it be?” he repeated.
The young man felt resigned if not enthusiastic about that plan of action. Unfortunately for him, it almost immediately took a very disturbing turn. He balked upon finding out where they wanted him to wash up, seeing that it was a girl’s locker room. Seeing the universal symbol for women on the doorway set him off. He’d endured enough embarrassing and emasculating experiences in such places for a lifetime and that made his anxiety spike upward. He’d soon learn that the twins’ plans for him were far worse than anything he could have possibly imagined, even in his worst nightmares.



Chapter 5
Laughing, Rosette and Ronette grabbed the exhausted, barely resisting boy by his aching shoulders. They half guided, half dragged him down the hallway and paused outside a doorway. He looked from one of the girls to the other in bewildered disbelief.
When he tried to pull away upon seeing that they’d led him to just outside of a room with a female figure on the door, Rosette ordered, “Get in there, get undressed, and clean yourself up!” Then, when he refused to move, she and her sister unceremoniously pushed him inside.
Marcus looked around with a bitter frown spreading across his face. “No way, not another girl’s locker room!” he muttered.
The room exuded an unmistakably feminine vibe from the moment he stepped inside. The air was filled with a subtle, sweet blend of floral notes. He identified lavender and rose, with a hint of vanilla mingling pleasantly with the light, clean scent of feminine soap and shampoo. 
It was a distinctively feminine fragrance that made the obviously feminine room feel like a forbidden female only haven, making Marcus feel out of place as the girls forced him to enter into it. He glanced around him furtively, half expecting a gaggle of naked girls to scream at him, then getting him arrested. 
He exhaled a huge lungful of breath when he saw the room was empty other than him and his two teenaged hostesses. He saw that the walls were covered with pastel pink tiles, reflecting the soft light that filtered through frosted windows high up on the walls. 
Additional soft, warm lighting came from modern looking fixtures embedded in the ceiling that cast a gentle, calming glow and made the room seem bright, almost enchanting. A line of sleek, tall, narrow metal lockers lined another one of the walls, each of them painted in a soft, girlish color. Powder pink alternating with pale purple. 
They all had shiny, silver handles and were adorned with small, decorative name plates upon which the female students had written their names in looping, graceful scripts. The twins opened two of the lockers, revealing neatly folded gym clothes, assorted bath items, and towels.
Along the far wall he saw a row of showers, small, private cubicles with a powder pink or pale purple curtain hanging from a silver rod. The curtains matched the lockers, and all of them had a delicate, lace trim. They were decorated with tiny flowers, adding yet more femininity and offering some privacy.
In the center of the room, there were some polished pine wood benches. These provided a place for the girls to sit and chat while changing, and added to the overall girlish atmosphere. The floors were covered with creamy white tiles decorated by a delicate, intricate floral pattern in soft pink and lavender, another touch of elegance and whimsy.
Mirrors lined the last wall, each one large and framed in white with intricate carvings. Below the mirrors, He saw a continuous countertop of pale pink lined with sinks and an array of soap dispensers and hand lotions. These added a natural, cheerful touch to the room. 
The locker room was a perfect blend of practicality and prettiness, a space where every girl could feel comfortable and cared for, and Marcus knew he didn’t belong there. “Isn’t this the girls’ locker room?” he asked the twins, all too aware that it absolutely was.
“Yeah of course it is!” Ronette replied, “where else would we keep our soap and shampoo? You’re gonna need that for your shower, right?”
Shaking his head, but again lamenting his limited alternatives, Marcus nodded slightly, hesitantly. The girls took that as signaling his full cooperation and they both opened their lockers wider. 
Ronette said, “Here, we have something for you!” as she held out a pink towel, a bar of women’s moisturizing soap, and some two-in-one shampoo and conditioner in a pink and lavender bottle.
He took the offered items reluctantly and sighed looking forward to at least coming clean. He asked, “Okay, so where’s the boys’ locker room?”
“Oh you won’t need that,” Rosette assured him, “just wash up in here!”
“Yeah, here is fine,” Ronette said, “just jump in the shower and I’ll keep a lookout to make sure that no one else comes in.”
“Totally! And I’ll go find something our little guest can change into,” Rosette smiled, “I’ll be right back!”
Seeing little else to do, Marcus motioned for Ronette to turn around so he could get undressed. She smirked as she did so, affording him some privacy. He pulled off his sneakers and his slightly soggy socks, cringing at how his sweat made it difficult for him to undress. Then, he shimmied out of the rest of his clothes, starting by peeling off his tight sticky jeans.
Wrinkling his nose, Marcus shrugged out of his t-shirt. Finally, he dropped his boxers to the floor and took a deep calming breath, grateful to be free of his stinky clothes. He bent down to grab the towel from a bench, and wrapped it around his narrow waist, while rubbing his sore right shoulder. 
Gripping the soap in one hand and the combined hair care product in the other, he tiptoed into the closest shower. He noticed that the tiles inside the shower continued the pink and white motif from the main room. He looked up at the shower head, seeing that it was remarkably modern and sleek and designed to provide a soothing cascade of water. 
The travel weary kid pulled the frilly girlish curtain closed, tossed the towel over the shower rod, and turned on the water. He yelped in surprise when the cold stream of water hit his body, then he carefully adjusted the temperature to a warmer setting. He felt like singing from joy and relief, but he limited his exaltations to quietly humming instead. 
Marcus smiled, slowly relaxing as he soaped up his body. He sighed, feeling the warm spray washing away the grime and stench that clung to him. His long hair had become matted down with sweat during his journey, so he welcomed washing it, even though that meant using the admittedly feminine shampoo and conditioner. 
He worked the rich, thick lotion into a sudsy cleansing foam in his locks. He rinsed. He repeated. He felt chagrined by the strong vanilla and lavender scent, but shrugged. Ignoring the fact that he now smelled like a pretty girl, the still exhausted guy thought to himself. “This is exactly what I needed after that long tiring trip!” He smiled and sighed, wriggling happily under the steaming stream. 
Feminine scent aside, he enjoyed feeling the hot shower soothing him in both his body and mind, washing away the memories of the twins’ teasing taunts. As he concluded the shower, he looked forward to getting dressed in some fresh clean clothes. He turned off the faucets, rubbed himself dry, and wrapped the towel around himself again.
Emerging from the respite he’d enjoyed in the cubicle, he returned to the main part of the locker room. There, he found the girls grinning widely at him. Following their gaze to see what they were looking at, Marcus recoiled in shock! His mouth opened and closed as he stared at the items they apparently expected him to wear. “No!” he muttered, “it can’t be!”
Confirming his horror, Rosette smiled at him and said, “It wasn’t easy, but I found you something very appropriate for your big debut here at Cheney High. Take a good look, princess!” The girls had carefully arranged all of the items they’d intended for him to wear, hanging them on several separate lockers in order to show off each one of them.
The first things he saw were a pair of bright red panties and a matching bra. He reluctantly decided, “I guess it wouldn’t be so horrible to wear those?” He’d worn girl’s clothes before, even in public. He could deal with lingerie touching his newly clean body, he told himself, “If only they were hidden by some masculine clothes, maybe a pair of jeans and an opaque shirt that hid the bra?” Sadly he realized that wasn’t going to happen. 
There was nothing the least bit manly about the rest of the clothes that were awaiting him on display. From the very first glance, he could see that it was all a girl’s outfit. Not any girl’s outfit either. Hanging from the opened locker doors was a complete dance team ensemble. 
“No way! I can’t wear that!” cried the humiliated guy, verbalizing his horrified reaction, “that’s a girl’s dance uniform!”
“I know!” Rosette said, “Pretty cute, ain’t it?”
“But it's a dance team uniform! A girl’s dance team uniform!” He repeated.
“Yeah, we know,“ Ronette added, “and the best part is, you’re definitely going to wear it. You’ll look so cute in it, we just know it!”
Marcus gasped with fascinated fright as he looked from one part of the ultra feminine costume to the next. He shut his eyes as if hoping he could wish away this latest horror. Thinking of himself dressed as a dance team girl became too much for him, and his whole body started shaking. Both Rosette and Ronette burst out laughing at his over the top reaction.
The demoralized guy felt like crying as he stared even more closely at the rest of what they’d chosen for him to wear to his first day of class. He started babbling incoherently as he gaped at the flashy costume. He convulsed and shuddered as he imagined wearing it. These items were not in any way masculine. No, not at all. He recognized that it was in fact an incredibly alluringly feminine ensemble. 
Gaining some self control, Marcus shook his head at the carefully displayed sleeveless, sequin covered crop top, a form-fitting garment made of stretchy spandex in sparkling ruby red. He ran his disbelieving eyes over the fringed mini skirt that coordinated perfectly with the crop top. That, along with a pair of matching briefs they’d also hung out on display.
The twins had also set out a full set of sparkling red jewelry on a bench, huge button earrings, a necklace, and bangle bracelets that perfectly complemented the uniform. Those, along with a red sparking cowgirl hat, a matching choker and gloves. On the floor, they’d placed a frilly fringed pair of white high heeled cowgirl boots. 
Rosette said, “This whole outfit is designed for ease of movement during dance routines ensuring that a girl like you can move freely.”
“I’m not a girl, I’m—” Marcus began, but neither of the twins were listening to him.
Picking up on her sister’s presentation style, Ronette said, “Each component is carefully crafted not only for aesthetic appeal but also for practicality and performance, so you can maintain a highly attractive and alluring feminine appearance.”
Rosette said, “Together the parts of this costume create a cohesive and visually appealing look for our high school’s dance squad!”
Both of the twins sounded like sales girls describing a product for a prospective purchaser, but Marcus had absolutely no interest in buying much less wearing the fancy dance girl uniform. “You can’t possibly expect me to wear that!” He moaned, his mind reeling at the prospect of being seen in public dressed in such a flamboyantly feminine ensemble.
He looked into the twins’ huge grins and felt faint when he realized that, yes, they both definitely did expect him to don the demeaningly girlish garb. He shook his already spinning head as he looked from one of the girls to the other, his sad eyes silently begging them to reconsider their all too apparent intentions to utterly humiliate him.
Both Rosette and Ronette smirked when they saw him staring at them. They smiled as they saw him stagger in shock. 
They burst out laughing when he yelled, “You’re crazy! No way am I wearing that!” The girls seemed excited to see and hear his outraged reaction to the opulently decorated outfit. 
As soon as she could catch her breath, Rosette calmly replied, “Why not? You’re going to look absolutely adorable in that outfit.”
Ronette said, “Yeah, you’re definitely going to wear it. We’re not going to take a no for an answer.”
Both of them giggled, highly amused as they stood in front of Marcus looking down at the boy’s flustered face. They’d clearly decided to make him wear it no matter what. 
Furious, he started to turn and then to run away, but the two girls were too quick and too strong for him. They grabbed him by the arms, making his towel fall to the floor and revealing his naked body. The girls grasped him and held him helplessly in place.
“Where do you think you’re going, princess?” Ronette challenged.
“Yeah, Juliette, where are you off to in such a hurry?” Rosette seconded, “Anyway, naked as you are, where do you imagine you would even go?”
After pointing at his tiny manhood and mocking him for “having a cute clitty,” both of them began working in tandem, tackling him and easily overpowering him with their superior strength. They effortlessly wrestled him into submission, one of them pinning him to a bench while the other brandished a lady’s electric shaver. 
Rosette held him in a headlock while Ronette denuded his legs, arms, and underarms, leaving his skin silky smooth and hairless. Then, she rubbed luxurious moisturizer all over his body, leaving his body as scented with lavender as his hair. They both took some pictures and videos of this step, and they took turns recording Marc’s transformation.
Ronette pulled the sexy pink panties up his freshly shaved legs with ease. Then, she rolled a pair of bright and sparkling tights up his smooth, shapely legs. The tight, teasing embrace of the hosiery made him tremble from the unfamiliar tantalizing sensations. 
Rosette captured the apparently enraptured look on his face, and narrated the incriminating video saying, “Marcus is so happy to come out as a pretty girl named Juliette! Look how happy she is trying on her first pair of pantyhose!”
“It’s so fun watching her shed her ugly male facade and letting her inner dance girl emerge!” Ronette added giggling, “it’s like seeing an ugly caterpillar transforming into a beautiful butterfly!”
“I can’t wait to see how turned on she gets from wearing the rest of her sexy uniform!” Rosette said, her sly saucy smile and teasingly taunting tone adding so much more mortification to the humiliated boy’s plight.
Marcus struggled against these twins and their verbal and physical insults against his imperiled masculinity as furiously as he could, but it was no use. He was just one weak, underdeveloped city boy. He was powerless to resist the two bigger, stronger, and intimidatingly determined country girls. 
The twins laughed loudly at him, easily overcoming his meaningless defiance. They stood on either side of him, watching him helplessly struggle against them, with huge smiles on their faces. 
Rosette mocked Marcus saying, “Look! Juliette likes her pretty new panties!” 
He shivered with ever increasing humiliation. He was ashamed by his involuntary arousal from the sensation of the soft, silky fabric sliding over his tiny nylon encased male member. From there, his already embarrassing experiences only got much more emasculating. 
Ronette held him firmly in place as if he were a little child while Rosette forced his arms through the straps of the pink padded push up bra. She giggled while clasping it into place behind his back. Meanwhile Rosette videoed this saying, “Trying on her first bra! Such an important milestone in any girl’s life! It is your first bra, isn’t it Juliette? Or is there something you want to tell us?”
Marcus blushed deeply, feeling unmanned by the belittling banter and at the odd, additional but not entirely unfamiliar sensations. No, this was not his first time wearing a bra, not that he was going to tell them that. It wasn’t the first time he’d ever felt the uniquely feminine feeling of having a tight, insistent elastic band hugging his bare, slim hairless torso. 
He stared down at his chest, ashamed at the cute, girlish mounds the bra had created there. They looked huge and feminine to him, and he was transfixed by what he saw. Rosette didn’t seem all that impressed by his new breasts, however. 
She shook her head at the feminized guy, turned to her sister and said, “Little Juliette doesn’t have much breast development, does she?”
“Poor girl!” Ronette replied with a sympathetic tone, “at least not yet. We’ll have to do something about that.” 
“You know what?” Rosette said, “maybe those estrus and ovulation-inducing injections we use on our livestock would help her grow those itty bitty titties into some bodacious tatas?”
Then, they held him still and forced the skin tight red spangled short shorts up his smooth legs and into place over his pretty panties. The unforgiving embrace of these tiny spandex shorts mercilessly crushed his cock and balls, forcing them up and in, and concealing them from view. 
The girls pointed at him and laughed at this, noting how his crotch had been reshaped, rendered as flat as any girl’s. “Look how cute she is!” Rosette laughed, “her body looks just like any other young woman’s now!”
“Yeah, she’s so small and slender, with a salacious little camel toe between her legs!” Ronette said, “the rest of this transformation will be so easy for us to finish! It’s even more fun when she’s trying to struggle to stop us!” 
Once they’d dressed their prey in the sexy under garments, the twins picked Marcus up and placed him down. They held him there gaping, sitting on the bench. Ronette held his head up and forced him to look at the rest of the dance team uniform as her twin showed it off to him piece by piece. 
The girls took turns explaining how gorgeous he was going to be once they’d finished dressing him in it. Ronette said, “Oh, princess, get a look at the pretty red sequined dance girl uniform we found for you to wear!”
“OMG! You must be so excited to wear it, girl!” Rosette said, “It's practically screaming, ‘Look at me!’ It has more sparkle than a disco ball!”
Ronette said, “Right? Those sequins are so bright, I swear I’m gonna see spots for an hour afterwards. And the color! That deep, dazzling red. It’s like a hot, sexy shade of lipstick came to life and decided to make a fashion statement.”
Rosette said, “And don’t get me started on the cut of that crop top. The neckline is so deep and plunging, it could double as a diving board, and the tight fitted bodice? Let’s just say it’ll leave very little to the imagination.”
“Exactly!” Ronette said, “it’ll hug every sexy curve like it was painted on lovely Juliette’s body, and show off her midriff!”
“Totes!” Rosette said, “Those rhinestone covered spaghetti straps are so flashy! I almost went blind from all of that sparkle. They add such a glamorous flair, like something straight out of a Hollywood musical.”
“And the cute little mini skirt!” Ronette remarked, “that flirty, twirl-ready fringe will tickle her thighs and all the guys’ eyes. Perfect for a grand entrance or causing a few heart attacks.”
“Oh, you’re so right, Sis! I just love that flirty frilly fringe at the hem!” Rosette said, “every step our princess takes will make it shimmy and shake. It’s like the uniform will be doing its own little dance during the halftime show at the football games.”
“Great point,” Ronette said, “can you imagine the effect under the bright Friday night lights during all of the football games? Oh Juliette! You’ll look like a Fourth of July firework going off with a great big bang! 
“She’ll be an absolutely adorable walking, twirling, dazzling firework.”Rosette said.
“Exactly!” Ronette agreed, “and let’s not forget all of the pretty accessories. Those matching red sequined gloves? Absolutely divine. They’ll reach all the way up to Juliette’s elbows, adding just the right amount of drama.”
Rosette said, “And those cute cowgirl boots! Chunky heels with fringes to add just the right amount of sizzle. Those high heels are tall enough to give her that perfect leggy look and push out her butt and boobs, but still practical enough for dancing. Well, if you call tottering around like a newborn giraffe practical.”
“And the jewelry!” Ronette said, “you’ll rock those bright red statement earrings and bangle bracelets, my girl, and that choker with all of that glitter.”
“True! I just adore that matching choker!” Rosette said, “I love how the whole uniform will look shining as bright and red as a stop light under the bright lights on the football field.” 
“Your whole look will be like an explosion of sparkles from all of those bright red sequins,” Ronette said, “your uniform isn’t just an absolutely stunning outfit! It’s a whole experience. A dazzling, blinding, unforgettable experience!”
Visibly impatient to see the effect in real life, Rosette said, “Alright, enough talking. It’s time to dress you up in your pretty new outfit, glamor girl!”
“I can’t wait to see you in it, Juliette!” Ronette said, then warned him, “just stay still and don’t struggle, girly girl! We’re going to doll you up now, and we can do it the hard way or the easy way.” To his dismay, they did exactly that.



Chapter 6
Rosette carefully took the sparkling red crop top off of its soft cloth hanger before turning back to Marcus. He sat motionless on the bench. The twins giggled loudly, working in tandem, getting ready to put it on him. They accomplished this with ease as well as escalating excitement. 
“Remember!” Ronette said, “just stay still and don’t struggle.”
Rosette said, “We’re going to enjoy dressing you up like a doll!”
“You’re just our prissy little Barbie Doll now, and for the next year!” her sister smirked and added, “This is gonna be so much fun!”
Hearing that was just too much for Marcus. He’d longed for variety in his school clothes, and he’d even envied the girls at Wellington for having more choices in what they wore, but he never imagined being turned into a feminized doll. “This has gone far enough!” he shouted, “stop it!” 
Enraged, he shoved one of the girls as hard as he could, then he pushed the other. He expected this would make his point for him, sending an unmistakable message that he wasn’t going to surrender to their bullying. He looked from one of them to the other, groaning upon seeing that his desperate efforts had yielded next to no results. 
The sisters laughed at him. He moaned in dismay, but he still refused to give up. He spun away and tried to make a dash toward the door, but once again the twins were too fast and too strong. They grabbed him firmly and shook him roughly, rattling his teeth for long excruciating moments.
“Do you give up?” Rosette asked. 
He shook his head no. 
“Fine!” Ronette said, “you will soon!”
To Marc’s dismay, the twins sat down on a bench and pulled him down across their laps. Then, they pulled down his sparkling red hot pants and his pretty pink panties and took turns spanking the slim feminized guy.
He cried out at this humiliating treatment, squirming from the pain—both physical and emotional—begging his oppressors to stop their abuse. Laughing, the two girls continued to rain down their hands on his soft, supine flesh. Loud slapping sounds resounded through the locker room, punctuating his anguished cries. This went on for minutes that felt like hours until the bullied boy finally reluctantly agreed to give in.
“Just to be clear,” Ronette said, “you’ll go along with whatever we want you to wear and do?”
Marcus gulped, almost choking as they coerced him into committing himself to stop resisting them. He bit his lip, knowing that he’d surrendered to the twins and tacitly accepted their sadistic schemes to force feminize him. Seeing this, the sister laughed at him triumphantly, celebrating as he capitulated to their demands.
Still in shock over all of this, he passively let them use him as their living dress up doll. Smirking, the sisters pulled the panties and hot pants back up his legs and into place over their plaything’s reddened rear end. They held the embarrassed boy up and readied him for the rest of their dress up game.
“Are you ready to wear the rest of the dance girl outfit?” Ronette asked, smirking as she unzipped the sparkling red dress. Then, both of the sisters made Marcus slowly step into it. First his left foot and next the right. Then, Rosette held him tightly as Ronette struggled to zip up the stretchy but incredibly tight garment. 
She was careful not to break the zipper as she inched it up from his butt to the small of his back little by little. She took her time, pulling gently and patiently. She scolded him saying, “We’re gonna have to keep you on a diet, girl!” noting that the hip hugging costume barely fit around his slim but hardly feminine waist.
“A diet!” Marcus whined, “I’m already underweight!”
“For a guy maybe,” Rosette said, “but you’re a girl now, and you need to lose a few inches from your middle!”
When she’d finally managed to encase the blushing boy in the form fitting dress, he sighed miserably. At first, he’d felt some slight relief at getting to wear something over the sexy lingerie, but that brief sense of relief quickly faded when he saw how feminine and alluring his body looked in the tight sparkling iridescent items. He wished that he was wearing something else, anything else, other than the short, sexy, skimpy red dance team crop top and matching mini skirt. 
Marcus felt it hugging his body tightly, more than a little restrictively. He felt totally entrapped by the short, flirty thing even though he still felt almost naked in it. He stood up uncertainly, feeling his knees buckling. He was overwhelmed with waves of humiliation from this latest round of teasing. This, ever more so from seeing just how little of his body the figure hugging uniform covered, and how dainty and girlish he looked and felt in it. 
He nearly fainted from the forced feminization. “This stupid thing barely covers me!” he complained spitefully.
“Yeah, isn’t it great!” Ronette laughed, “it really shows off your shapely smoothly shaved legs!”
“Yes, and it clings so tightly to your girlish bubble butt!” Rosette observed, also laughing loudly, enjoying his shame at his ongoing escalating emasculation.
Adding even more insult to the injury that they’d already made his male ego suffer, they giggled and taunted him as they dressed him in the rest of the uniform. With each piece they put on him, one by one, the twins became more and more excited. They slipped the matching choker around his narrow neck, fastening the velcro closure as tightly as they could. Then, they made him stretch the elbow length gloves up his arms. Giggling, they guided his dainty nylon covered feet into the white cowgirl boots.
“We’re gonna have to get your toes polished,” Ronette mused.
“Yeah,” Ronette nodded, “maybe a nice bright candy apple red?”
Finally, they placed the matching cowgirl hat onto Marc’s bowed, humiliated head. Once they’d finished dressing him, they both took a full step back to look at his fully feminized appearance. Seeing how much the city boy looked like a pretty cowgirl, they giggled again, louder than ever. 
“There! Aren’t you just the cutest little dance team girl, Juliette?” Ronette mocked.
Rosette pinched his cheek and said, “Now look at you, little missy. You’re just so cute!”
Booping him on the nose, Ronette said, “Yup, you’re such a cute, adorable and oh so feminine princess now!”
Suddenly shaking himself out of the insensate stupor they’d imposed on him, the outraged boy stamped his boot clad foot, sending the attached tassels shaking. “Give me back my clothes!” he shouted, “I can’t be seen like this!”
Both of the twins just burst out laughing at this impotent outburst, and shook their heads smiling. 
“Fat chance of that!” Rosette said, “you’ll never see those rags again.”
“Uh oh! It sounds like my sister is not at all interested in giving those ugly disgusting boy’s clothes back to you,” Ronette smirked.
Rosette said, “Nope, we’re not giving those smelly things back to you—”
“We couldn’t give them back even if we wanted to,” Ronette cut in saying, “it seems that they somehow got tossed down a garbage chute and ended up in the incinerator.”
“Oh well,” Rosette shrugged, “luckily for all of us you look so cute dolled up like this. All ready to make your debut as the new girl in school?” she asked then answered her question, “ready or not, here you come!.
“Yeah but I think she can still look even more adorable!” Ronette added.
Abashed, feeling more overwhelmed than he had at any time up to that point, Marcus wondered aloud, “What can you possibly mean by that?” Already stunned by recent events, he looked at the twins with a confused expression. 
“What do you mean by ‘even more adorable?’ You’ve already decked me out like some kind of bimbo!” he growled. 
The girls giggled hearing this and exchanged another round of highly amused glances. He was about to find out exactly what they meant by “even more adorable,” much to his shock, horror and mortification.
The twins continued teasing him about how adorable he looked dressed up as a dance team girl making it all too clear how pleasantly surprised they were at seeing their plans for him bearing fruit. “OMG Juliette! Just look at you, all embarrassed and flustered!” Rosette said, “it’s simply adorable!” 
Meanwhile, her sister quickly tapped out a text and hit send. Marcus felt like asking her what she’d sent and to whom, but the twins gave him no opportunity to even question them. He couldn’t even think of anything to say anyway. 
He felt too distracted by the odd sensations of the panties tickling his private parts. The soft, sensuous satin slid across his manhood as he moved, and sent stimulating feminine feelings of electric erotic arousal through his entire body. He shivered with every uncertain step he took.
Ronette looked at him and agreed with her sister saying, “Yup, it was so much fun dressing you up into our life sized living dolly!”
Rosette smiled and said, “We’ve missed having pretty little dollies to play with back when we were little girls so many years ago!”
“So true!” said Ronette, “and now we have you as our very own cute cowgirl princess to play with for an entire year. Won’t that be fun!”
His ego was battered by this feminization, even as he felt awash in all kinds of strange unfamiliar feelings. The unyielding pressure of the hot pants crushed his crotch. The straps of the padded push up bra hugged his shoulders and torso. The tiny, tight, figure-flattering crop top and mini skirt exposed almost all of his body, making him feel like he was on display. 
The twins noticed Marc’s uncomfortable efforts to adjust to the high heels of the boots and how this made him shift his entire stance. They laughed loudly seeing him have to push out his butt and thrust out the boobs created by the bra. They clearly enjoyed seeing Marcus stunned, shuddering, and struggling to deal with the feminized fate they’d imposed on him. 
The giggling girls found all of their play thing’s anguished, embarrassed, and increasingly outraged reactions highly amusing. They delighted in exacerbating his embarrassment, taunting him about how he looked and what was in store for him as a living, breathing toy.
“In a little while, you’ll meet all of your teachers and classmates,” Rosette said, laughing at Marc’s evident dismay.
“Yes!” Ronette added, “that will be everyone’s first impression of you, and you know what they say, ‘you never get a second chance to make a first impression,’ ain’t that right princess?” She grinned at his stunned expression as the full meaning of her words slowly sunk in. He ground his teeth with frustration, fuming with impotent anger as they continued to mock him.
“My sister’s right, Marci!” Rosette chimed in, “everyone is gonna see you all dolled up as a pretty dance team girl!” 
Ronette said, “After seeing you like this, no one will ever be able to see you as anything else!” Then, the grinning girls held out their iPhone and snapped several additional pictures. The twins kept going on and on, raving happily about Marc’s new life, forced to present as a cute little teen queen. 
The infuriated emasculated city boy fumed at this. He refused to accept that their plan would force him into facing an entire year entrapped, emasculated, and soon to be exposed as a girl. They were eagerly anticipating keeping him as a girl for his entire stay in Wyoming. 
“I can see your future here now, princess!” Rosette mocked, “you waking up in a sexy nightie, then getting ready for school every day by dressing up in a cute little outfit we’ll pick out for you. Primping in front of your vanity, prettying yourself up with makeup. Styling your hair to look your best before going to school and flirting with all of the boys.”
“Yes, that’ll be your new life all right,” Ronette agreed, “sashaying down the hallways in school, wearing your cute little skirts, tight shorts, or dresses. Flirting with all of the boys. Prancing around at all the football games with the rest of the girls on the dance team. Getting a hunky date for homecoming. Going to the dance all done up in a scrumptious dress.”
“Yup! How do you feel about all of that, Marci?” Rosette asked, but before the mortified Marcus could answer she gushed, “welcome to your new life as a pretty little bimbo. Every day spent gossiping with the other girly girls. Shopping for clothes and makeup. Oh and did we mention? Flirting with all of the boys.” 
On and on the twins tormenting him. Coyly conversing back and forth about how their captured toy was going to be such a flirty boy crazy little vixen living a whole new life as a sexy school girl. Each word felt like a razor sharp dagger stabbing again and again into Marc’s already mortally wounded male ego. 
After a few minutes that felt like several hours to him, a cute petite blonde bounced into the locker room. Marc’s jaw dropped as he immediately noticed that she was dressed exactly like him in an identical dance team uniform.
Rosette said, “Ah, Josie’s here!” enthusiastically welcoming the bounding blonde beauty newcomer with a hug and a smile.
Ronette smiled and said, “Thanks for coming, J!” before also hugging the sparkling scarlet clad girl.
“Hi! I got here as soon as I could!” said the girl. She was smiling as widely as a nearby butte as she turned to Marcus and announced, “I’m ready and eager to complete your look!” 
When he stared at her with a wide open mouth, she giggled and answered his unspoken question saying, “I’m here to apply your makeup and do your hair in a flirty feminine dance team girl style! Just like mine!”
“Josie, meet Marci! Marci, meet Josie!” Ronette said smiling at the petite dance team girl she added, “Josie, Marci here will be staying with me and Rosie for the next year!” She turned to Marcus and said, “Marci, Josie is an absolute wiz when it comes to hair and makeup!”
Seeing the delighted expression on the identically dressed girl standing across from him, the feminized guy noticed that she was about his height. He studied her face as he wondered whether or not she knew that he really wasn’t a girl underneath the sexy sequined dance team uniform he wore. The one that matched hers exactly, making them look much too much alike for his comfort.
“If she knows I’m really a guy, I wonder what she thinks about all this?” he asked himself, still examining her beaming expression closely. Her ever expanding smile and bubbly behavior offered him no clue as to what she might have known about the crazy situation. He looked at her and shrugged helplessly. He decided that she seemed innocent enough, even if she was acting in an over the top enthusiastic manner about the next phase of his feminization.
“Thanks for coming so quickly, J!” said Rosette, “perfect timing!”
“Like we told you, Marci,” said Ronette, “Josie’s here to make you look even more adorable than you already do!”
“Exactly!” Josie said,” I’ll get you all ready for your big debut!” flashed an enormous effervescent smile at the twins, then she turned her gaze to Marcus. She grinned at him and immediately began to prepare him to meet his new classmates, much to his alarm that bordered on outright panic. 
“You’re lucky, Marci,” Rosette said, “Josie is renowned for her makeup and hair styling prowess.”
“Yeah, but this is my greatest challenge yet!” the eager dance girl giggled, “I’ve never had to turn a femboy into a dance team girl before!”
He groaned at that, understanding from her remark that she knew exactly who and what he was. If Josie picked up on his distress, she didn’t show it. Instead, she said, “It’s lucky you have such long hair for a guy!” 
“So she does know who and what I am!” he groaned. Her observation made him wish he’d gotten his long locks cut short, and not for the first time either. He scolded himself, “Why did I tell my mom to pressure the administration at Wellington to bend the rules and let me grow out my hair? And why didn’t I get it cut after those two ambush makeovers?” He was referring to the time two classmates dressed him up in one of their school girl uniforms, and the even more humiliating Halloween party when several girls had force feminized him and made him wear a sexy bunny costume. “I should have learned my lesson already!”
Marcus lamented his actions and inaction that left him with long, luxurious locks. His long hair had facilitated his feminization twice before. Now here he was, thousands of miles away from home, but once again enduring another extremely embarrassing emasculating experience. This time, at the hands of three country girls whom he’d just met. Worst of all, this gleeful trio seemed intent on making his transformation into a girl last for a year!



Chapter 7
Josie was clearly in her element. Her smile revealed her bright white teeth as she held out two blobs toward the befuddled boy. “Here, I brought these to help out with your shape!” Giggling, the bubbly blonde beautician stuffed two life-like breast enhancers into Marc’s bra, giving him a much more feminine shape.
She winked at Marcus seeing him looking down at his new womanly shape. Realizing how naturally feminine and alluring his chest looked made him feel queasy. He blinked in bewilderment. He’d been feminized several times before, but he had never worn such huge seeming boobs.
“Nice huh?” Josie squeezed his arm assuringly and asked, “Looking much better already, right?”
Then she explained, “We’re just getting started, girl!” I’ll style your hair into a much more feminine look, giving it some body and curls!” She showed how excited she was to doll Marcus up by saying, “I can’t wait to see what I can do with you! Don’t worry! You’re gonna look stunning!” 
Then, she took a deep breath and got ready to go to work on the embarrassed emasculated guy. First, she deftly set up several hair styling tools and placed an array of products all around the nearest sink. She chirped like a happy little red bird as she removed the cowgirl hat from his head and put it aside. “Time for me to engineer your additional adorableness!” she giggled. 
She paused to carefully examine Marc’s hair, holding a handful of it up and playing with it between two finders to consider its texture. “Nice body, you must use a good conditioner,” she remarked. Without any further delay, Josie plunged ahead becoming a blur of brushes, combs, and other miscellaneous implements. 
After long minutes, she set aside her big round brush, rat tail comb, and blow dryer. “Almost done!” she said. Smiling maniacally, she expertly employed well placed dabs of setting gel and a cloud of hair spray. The exuberant girl carefully placed the cowgirl hat back on Marc’s head, making sure to avoid messing up his new, dance girl hair style. 
“Voila!” she cried, as she took a quick step backward to assess her efforts, “now, your pretty hair is dance girl ready!”
The twins had watched the whole process with rapt attention as their friend crafted their new toy’s shoulder length hair into a cute, coquettish style. They clapped their hands to express their pleasure at the outcome.
Josie made Marcus feel even more like a life sized doll when she walked him across the room, made him stand in front of one of the full length mirrors and said, “Aww just look at yourself, Marci! You’re totally cute!” 
She felt pleased at her hair styling prowess. Even so, she looked at her creation critically through squinting eyes and said, “Not bad considering, but I can do better next time. You’ll look at the totes adorbs next time!” 
“No one says ‘totes adorbs’ anymore,” Marcus mused to himself, but that was the least of his concerns as Josie virtually exploded with enthusiasm about what she wanted to do to him “next time.” The very idea shook the emasculated boy. Her words jolted him into hyper awareness and he muttered, “Next time? What do you mean next time?”
Josie smiled and said, “Sometime this week, I’ll give you some long hair extensions! That way I can do so much more with it next time.”
“That’s O.K.” Marcus began, “there isn’t going to be a ‘next time,’ so you don’t have to—”
“You’ll look so awesome with long hair, going at least half the way down your back!” she cut in, raving with a wide eyed enthusiasm that was bordering on euphoria, “OMG! You’d slay with long flowing waves!”
“No!” Marcus insisted, feeling his anger rising at the perky girl, “seriously, this is just a one time thing and—”
“Maybe I’ll put it into cute braids tied off with cute little ribbons!” the aspiring aesthetician interrupted him. She was far too excited to even slow down, much less stop planning the already feminized guy’s future transformations.
He shook his head in denial, but she didn’t seem to care. Instead, she shouted, “OMG yes! Long French braids would be perfect! That’ll look totes adorbs peeking out from your cowgirl hat!”
“No, like I said this isn’t going to happen again,” Marcus groaned saying, “You really don’t have to—”
“Oh, it’s no trouble!” Josie smiled, “I have to do it for myself anyway and I can see how these ideas look on you so I know how’ll they’ll look on me—”
“That’s not what I meant!” Marcus started to say, “I meant—” but the identically dressed dance team girl interrupted him. She was far too fired up about her plans for him to listen to him. 
She looked Marcus over closely again, her smile widening as the wheels whirred inside her head. “Maybe a stunning half up half down look with tendrils framing your face,” she sang happily. Then she took a deep breath and sighed, “Oh I could do so much with more hair to work with!”
Marcus blinked in growing confusion and humiliation as the teenaged styling queen rambled on and on about what she could do to him with longer hair to work with. Despite her ambitious plans for bigger and better things next time, Josie seemed more than satisfied with her work this time. 
“Don’t feel bad about your short hair, Marci! Like I said? We’ll put in your extensions this week. I have a full set of human hair wefts that we can dye to match. Or maybe we can try another lighter shade on you? Anyway, don’t worry, you look simply gorgeous already!” 
The twins wholeheartedly agreed with their friend’s assessments. “Yup, she looks totes adorbs now, but she’ll look even better with extensions,” Rosette said, “for now, we want you to make her look even cuter!”
“Yeah, go ahead and make her look as girly as you can!” Ronette said, “she’s been a perfect little dress up doll so far—”
“And we plan to keep her as a doll for now on,” Rosette cut in, “in fact. we’re going to have so much fun dressing him up—I meant to say we’ll have so much fun dressing her up—every day for school for the entire year!”
Yes!” Rosette added, “and as a sexy little princess for homecoming, as a proper little lady for Church….you know, the works!!”
Josie bounced up and down like a bunny getting more and more excited at hearing all of these plans for the apparent fem boy turned girly girl who she’d just met. The style obsessed teen was all too willing to join in with the feminizing. 
All of this rocked Marcus to the core. He’d assumed that this ordeal was a one off, like his previous experiences with forced feminization. He’d shrugged off the twins’ saying they’d planned to keep him as a girl as nothing but more of their teasing and taunting. Not for the first time, he wondered about their intentions.
“They can’t be serious about keeping me stuck as a girl for the entire year?” he asked himself, biting his lip as he pondered the dire implications of that. He tried to reassure himself, “No, no way! How could they get away with that?” he questioned. Even through his skepticism about the sisters’ spoken plans, something made him fear that they just might try to do that to him, “Even though they’d never get away with it, just an attempt would be awful enough!” 
He looked into Josie’s face, hoping to see some evidence that she was in on this joke. All he saw was sheer unbridled enthusiasm there, and that made him gasp in terror. The perky little dance team girl either ignored or mistook the horrified look in Marc’s eyes as she started to paint his fingernails. “Look, Girl! I’m using the same color on you as I did for mine!” she smiled, showing off a bottle of nail polish. He saw that it was a sparkling red color, infused with glitter. 
Josie hummed happily to herself as she used a tiny brush to apply three coats of polish until his nails perfectly matched the sexy uniforms they both wore. “I can see you’ve kept your nails well manicured but they’re really short,” she shook her head sadly, “I can give you glamor length acrylics later.” 
Her customary smile returned and she instructed, “Hold your hands out like this while I do your face!” Josie showed Marcus what she wanted him to do, spreading her own fingers splayed outward. When he looked at her quizzically, but mimicked her hand motions she encouraged him, “Yeah, keep them just like this so your nails can dry without getting smudged!”
Then, she announced her eagerness to get started with his makeup saying, “So fun! I can’t wait!” She beamed a huge grin at the humiliated boy, whistling a jaunty tune while she dumped an enormous pile of skin toned potions and a rainbow of colorful powders out of a pink and cream colored makeup case. 
Despite feeling stunned, overcome with shock and horror, Marcus mused idly that her little bag looked much too small to hold so many items. He recognized some of the tubes, pallets, and so on from his mother’s collection of cosmetics and advertisements. His female classmates back at Wellington had subjected him to many of them, but several others remained alien. 
Despite or more accurately because he’d endured two ambush makeovers during his junior year, he’d sworn he’d never undergo another feminization. Yet here he was, well into another transformation. The mortified boy clenched his eyes tightly, having a very good idea of what the pixyish pretty girl had in store for him. He shook his head and cringed at the notion of looking “even more adorable“ as she’d vowed.
Josie held his face in her soft little hands, turning it left, right, then left again to study its shape and tone. She nodded to herself and giggled loudly before gleefully beginning to apply his makeup. She explained, “I’m using concealer, foundation, contour, and powder to give myself a perfect canvas to work from“Then, she hummed happily to herself, all ready to further feminize his face. 
She asked, “So, how much makeup do you usually wear, Marci?” She awaited his answer while applying more cosmetics. “Oh I forgot for a second there, you’re new to being a girl!” Josie giggled. In response, Marcus gurgled something totally incomprehensible denial while the twins just laughed.
The petite blonde shook her head smiling then shrugged before deftly brushing two tones of rosy pink blush onto the apple of Marc’s face. “This will bring out your cheekbones!” she said. Then, she added, “I’m making your pretty eyes pop using this silver and pink eye shadow along with some black eye liner and volumizing mascara.” Hearing this, Marcus felt like screaming but he whined almost inaudibly instead.
“A touch of bright pink lip color to make your pouting mouth look invitingly kissable….” Josie said, “There! All done! I can’t wait to see your reaction to the new you!” Smiling, she pushed him to stand in front of the mirror and made him look at himself.
As Marcus stood next to his almost clone, utterly speechless, Josie said, “Now that you’re all dressed up and done up like one of us dancing girls, you’re ready to make your grand entrance!” 
To his horror, the two of them looked nearly exactly alike in their matching sparkling red dance team outfits. Their identical uniforms, cowgirl boots, cowgirl hats, and even their hair makeup looks made them seem indistinguishable. 
Rosette said, “Look at him, he’s already looking so much cuter—”
“You mean ‘her’ and ‘she,’ try to remember!” Ronette corrected, “Yeah, she definitely does look so girly and pretty—”
Ronette cut in, thrilled at teasing Marcus about how girly he looked saying, “Aww, you look so cute as a dance team girl!”
Josie nodded and giggled, “You’re such a cute little girly girl!” Adding even more humiliation to his explosion of embarrassment, his look alike cupped his chin in her soft little hand and said, “You showed up just in time, Marci! We needed another girl for the dance team!”
The twins both smirked and nodded, clearly thrilled at how well their plan for making Marcus join the dance team was going. Rosette said, “Yeah, like Josie said, they needed another girl for our school’s dance team—”
Ronette completed her sister’s sentence saying, “—and you’re the perfect princess for it!”
“Don’t even joke about that!” Marcus growled, recovering from the deluge of demeaning dialogue just long enough to voice his outrage, “are you out of your minds? I can’t be a dance team girl!”
Instead of looking chagrined, however, the three teenage girls all shared a devious smirk. Josie couldn’t help but join in with the twins making fun of Marcus. Seeing his renewed rebellion against the idea of him joining the all girls dance team, she teasingly challenged, “Oh, and why not? We all can see that you make a simply adorable dancing girl!”
“I’m not a girl, remember“ Marcus cried, exasperated, “I’m a guy!”
“I don’t see the problem,” Ronette shrugged, ignoring him, “just admit it girl, you look great in that dance team uniform.”
“Yeah, Marci!” Rosette said, “you already look the part!”
“Don’t worry about learning the steps,” Josie added, her arm around Marc’s shoulders, “they’re really simple! I can promise that after a few practices you’ll have no trouble fitting in with the rest of us!”
Before Marcus could protest, a loud bell rang throughout the building. As soon as the noisy alarm ended, he looked at the trio of girls in sheer panic. “School is about to begin! I can’t go to class like this!” he whined.
The three of them all chuckled and smirked. “You figured that out all by yourself, Princess?” Ronette asked rhetorically, “maybe you’re not as much of a brainless bimbo as we thought you were!”
“She sure looks like a total bimbo,“ said Rosette. She seemed to enjoy teasing him almost as much as she enjoyed seeing him like this.
“Hey!” Josie objected, “she looks just like me!”
“So she does!” Rosette said laughing at her friend, “Anyway, Ronnie’s right, it’s almost time for the new girl to face her first school day here at RR High. I hope you’re ready to meet everyone, Marci!”
Marcus crossed his arms underneath the small but girlish breasts the body hugging uniform and padded bra gave him. He fumed, “Very funny, but this has gone on long enough! You have to find me something else to wear!”
“Why?” Josie asked, “you look great like that.”
“I can’t be seen in this uniform!” Marcus seethed in frustration, “Everyone will think I’m—” 
“Everyone will think that you’re the newest member of the dance team?” Josie asked. Her impossibly huge grin somehow growing even bigger.
“Everyone will think you’re the pretty little princess you are?” Rosette asked rhetorically, her smile mocking.
“Yes! No!” Marcus sputtered, “everyone will think…whatever! I can’t be—”
“Well too bad!” Rosette scolded, “you’re going to class in that lovely little dance team uniform whether you like it or not!”
“I can’t!” he whined, “Please don’t make me! I’ll be totally embarrassed! Humiliated! You can’t possibly expect me to—” 
“Oh yes we can expect you and yes we will make you!” Ronette interrupted him, “we don’t care how embarrassed or humiliated you are.”
“Yeah! And haven’t you figured it out yet? The more humiliated you are, the more we like it!” Rosette added, “anyway, you’re going to class wearing that today, and you’re going to go to school dressed as a girl for the rest of the year!”
“Oh it’s all just so exciting, Marci!” said Josie, “it’s time to meet all of your new teachers and classmates, and don’t forget about all of your new dance team teammates! They’re the awesomest!”
“Yeah but first we need to get the new girl her new school ID!” Ronette said, “help me take her to the office to get her all checked in!” 
Marcus shook his head, scowling bitterly as all three of the girls smirked at him. They nodded knowingly to each other, giggled, and began dragging the helpless humiliated boy out of the girls’ locker room.
“Come along, little lady,” Ronette said, “we’ve got to get you to the school office pronto!”
“Yeah, Juliette,” Rosette explained, “it’s time to get you all checked in!”
“Wonderful!” he thought, “finally I can explain to someone in authority who I really am and end this sex change charade!”



Chapter 8
The three girls and their suddenly hopeful captive made their way through a series of hallways until they stood just outside the school administration office suite. Rosette knocked on the closed door until a deep male voice said, “Come in!”
“Let’s go!” Ronette sang, and the trio of school girls giggled as they pulled Marcus into the office. There, Ronette introduced him to the officials saying, “Hi! This is Juliette Peters, the new exchange student who’ll be staying with our family this year.”
“Well hello there, Juliette, aren't you adorable!” a pretty young red head said, smiling widely, “I see you’re all suited up as one of our dance team girls?” Not knowing what else to do, Marcus shrugged his shoulders and nodded numbly in response. Seeing that, the perky woman winked and said, “as it just so happens we’re in desperate need of a new dance team member!”
“I’ve got some great news!” Josie chirped up unhelpfully saying, “Juliette here insisted on trying out for the dance squad, so we fitted her out in the uniform Katie left behind when she had to move away!” This referred to a former dance team girl who’d relocated to California with her parents just the week earlier.
“Wow Josie, you’ve gone out and found us a replacement dance girl already and she even fits in Katie’s uniform? Well done!” She took Marc’s hand and said, “Aren’t you just heaven sent, Juliette, I’m the dance team coach and the secretary here! My name is Wendi Watson, but you can call me Coach W—all the dance team girls do. That can stand for Wendi or Watson, your choice!” 
Marcus blinked at the babbling dance coach, wondering if she really expected him to join her all girls’ dance team. More than that, he was stunned that she’d taken him for a girl in the first place. “I can’t believe they don’t see through this disguise!” he muttered, but if they heard his soft, shocked words, none of them registered any understanding. 
Since he looked exactly like one of their school’s dance team girls, the staffers all accepted Josie’s all too plausible explanation of why Marcus was dressed this way. They never even considered that the lovely, feminine “Juliette” standing in front of them might be an involuntarily sex changed exchange student. They wouldn’t have believed it even if he denied it. In their eyes, Marcus was just Juliette, the pretty girl he appeared to be. They regarded “her“ with kind and friendly expressions. 
“How can they not tell that I’m a guy?” he wondered again. He felt his temper rising. He wanted to start excoriating them for their lack of discernment, but their unanimous unquestioning acceptance of him as a girl perplexed him. He looked from one of them to another, their guileless smiles rendering him speechless as he wordlessly witnessed the inexplicable proceedings continuing as if nothing were in the least bit out of the ordinary.
A fifty something matronly woman with gray hair introduced herself, “Hello my dear, I’m the principal, Miss Henderson,” she nodded at Marcus with a big smile, “we’re all so pleased to have you with us this year, young lady.”
Next, a man who looked like he was in his forties stepped up. “I’m the vice principal, my name is Mr. Wells,” he said. Marcus looked up at the tall man, seeing that he was at least six foot three, and noted that his crew cut made him look like a Marine drill sergeant. His smile seemed forced, and his grip was overly tight, almost crushingly so when he shook Marc’s hand.
“He’s probably the school’s disciplinarian,” the feminized guy thought, “I hope he doesn’t kill me when he finds out I’m not a girl!” The stunned student bit his lip at that terrifying thought, expecting the hammer to fall at any moment. He shook his head and wondered, “How long will it take before they see through these clothes, this hair, and the makeup?”
Finally the young secretary whom he’d expected to be the first to see through the ruse—the red head who’d spoken earlier—winked at him as she seemed about to say something. Marcus gasped at that. “Does she realize that I’m not a girl?” he wondered, “she has to!”
As his eyes met hers for a brief fleeting moment before he looked down at his cowgirl boots, Marcus felt ashamed of what he anticipated would be his rapidly approaching exposure. “It’s gonna be bad when they figure out I’m a fraud, a faux female!” he thought to himself, “that secretary slash dance coach has to figure out I’m a boy! I just know it!” 
The young man was counting on the slightly older woman to realize what was going on, but if she did, she didn’t betray anything. She didn’t say anything at all, surprising him with her silence. After waiting for the yelling that never came, Marcus glanced upward, looking expectantly from one of the three staff members to the next and back again. 
He kept searching for a sign that they’d correctly guessed his true gender after all. Again, there was no indication from any of them that they’d figured out the pretense. Instead, the trio all regarded him with wide smiles and warm western hospitality. They had no reason not to take him for the new girl that the twins had told them he was, the cute teenage girl he appeared to be. Each of the adults took turns shaking the befuddled beautified boy’s hand again, giving “the new girl“ a welcoming introduction to “her'' new school.
“You can come to me with any questions or concerns at any time,” the principal said, her voice friendly and inviting, “right VP Wells?” She didn’t wait for an answer before continuing, “We just know that you’ll have a great year here, Miss Peters!” Then she smiled again and said, “We’ll just leave you in the capable hands of Wendi here, she’ll process you!” She nodded at the secretary who was beaming at him and said, “Now remember Miss Peters, just come in and see me if you need anything, anything at all!”
The shocked and stunned student turned back to the young woman who was designated to add him to the school’s system. The pleasant looking twenty something casually began the intake process by stepping out from behind the front desk. She took the astonished boy by the shoulders and smiled widely at him saying, “Stand still young lady, I’m fixing to take a picture of you for your student files and your new identification card.” 
Marcus was frowning and frozen standing in an awkward stance. The redhead giggled and posed him in a cutesy position saying, “Now give us a great big dance girl smile, Juliette!” She shook her head seeing him force a smile and said, “Come on, girl, you can do better than that! We don’t do reshoots, so you’ll be stuck with this photo!” He looked at her with obvious obliviousness so she explained, “Seriously? You know what I mean right?” When he shook his head she giggled and said, “a pretty girl like you doesn’t want it to look goofy in her ID!
Sighing, the ever more humiliated boy lifted his chin and opened his glossy lips into a big cheesy grin for the camera, showing off rows of bright white teeth. This clearly pleased the perky secretary. “That’s it, Juliette!” she said happily, “just hold that expression for me!” Then, she posed Marcus and snapped a few photos with a digital camera.
The sudden flashes of light startled Marcus as Coach W said, “There we go, Juliette. The camera absolutely loves you! Have you ever done any modeling or competed in any beauty pageants?” She frowned seeing him shake his head and said, “Well, maybe you’ll get your chances to do that here?” She laughed seeing him blush and said, “anyway, you’re all set with your ID photos.”
He blinked rapidly, cringed at the chilling realization of what that meant. “Unless I can figure out how to get out of this mess I’ll be stuck with an ID photo showing me as a girl“ he groaned internally, “one that has me smiling like some ditz with a fully feminized made up face and all dressed up in a sparkling red dance girl uniform.” He wasn’t sure how much of the costume would show, but he knew the choker would be visible at the very least.
Unaware of the new student’s inner turmoil, the school secretary typed away at her computer, bringing up the appropriate files. Seeing her doing this, Marcus shuffled his high heeled feet back and forth nervously, his chunky cowgirl boots making dull thudding sounds on the carpeted floor. 
He fully expected that as soon as Miss Watson saw his records, this whole demoralizing deception would come to a screeching halt. As it was, Marcus still couldn’t believe that none of these adults had already seen through the disguise. 
“I know that these girls did their best to feminize me, but how in the world can I look that much like a girl?” he wondered for what seemed like the millionth time, “anyway, this whole humiliating nightmare is almost over!” 
He cringed as he waited for the huge explosion he just knew would follow after the secretary’s discovery of his true name and gender. He knew that this was imminent, and that inevitable revelation would bring a quick and final end to his entire embarrassing emasculated charade. Shaken, he began to think about what would come next after the truth was unveiled. 
“What am I gonna say to all of them, about all of this?” Marcus wondered, riveted in place. He held his breath, racking his brain trying to think of a plausible explanation for why he—a male exchange student—was standing there all dressed up in their school’s dance team uniform with a full face of makeup and a girl’s hair style. “What can I say when they ask me why I’ve gone along with this charade, letting them all call me ‘Juliette’ of all things?’
Marcus waited with increasing impatience and escalating anxiety as the clock on the wall continued ticking away. This sounded out a staccato counterpoint to Miss Watson's strokes. He felt like he was about to have a stroke. “How can I live it down?” he wondered, expecting to get called out as an imposter, “how could I claim that this was all forced on me?” 
He saw no sign that any humiliating but hopefully liberating revelation was forthcoming, but he knew it was about to blow up in his face. “It’s bad enough that they thought I was a girl up to now. How can she not read that my file says I’m a guy named Marcus Peters not a girl named Juliette?” he wondered to himself with ever increasing confusion. 
He held his breath and struggled to hold his cleanly shaven nylon clad legs stock still. As the moments passed, he got ever more dizzy and disoriented. “Here it comes,” he breathed. His anxiety spiked as he waited with his eyes fused tightly shut, feeling increasing suspense, waiting helplessly to hear Miss Watson raise her voice upon uncovering the crazy situation.
Finally, he felt a mix of embarrassment and relief when Miss Watson shouted out, “Hey, you girls must think you’re really funny! You jokers almost had me for a minute there!” He smiled then frowned then smiled again, blushing furiously and whispering, “Finally, here it comes….”
“This isn’t a girl named Juliette!” Marcus looked up at her face as the secretary looked at her screen again and shouted, “it says here….” 
“Here it comes,” Marcus repeated “here it comes!”
The secretary paused and giggled before continuing. Hearing her, Marcus felt a huge sense of relief. “She knows, and she’s not screaming at least,” he said to himself while opening his mouth and closing it again, then opening, closing, opening, closing like some goldfish in a fish bowl.
He felt like he was on display, without even a plastic fern or deep sea diver figure to hide behind. He feverishly wracked his brain trying to ready himself to offer some clarification for his emasculated state. He fully expected the entire office to demand such an explanation, but Miss Watson shocked him by saying, “Her name isn’t…. Her files say she’s named ‘Randi’ not ‘Juliette’ you tricksters!”
“Wait what!” Marcus yelped. A sudden dark and chilling thought struck the red sequined clad boy as he heard the redhead say his name was “Randi“ and referring to him with the pronouns “she“ and “her.” He looked up at the secretary in shock, unable to believe he’d heard her correctly.
“O.K. so now that we know your real name,”she smiled, “welcome to Richard Cheney High School, Marci!”
At this, he slapped himself on the forehead, almost knocking his cowgirl hat right off of his head. “Oh shit!” he cursed under his breath, “that Renfrew woman must have changed my records to say that I’m a girl and my name is Marci! That’s the same name she was calling me back home!”
If anyone heard him swearing or muttering about the exchange student program director’s dark designs, no one showed any sign of it. No one said anything at all. The bewildered boy blinked unbelievingly as he endured the brief but agonizing ensuing silence. 
Upon learning that his anticipated easy escape route from this emasculation was going to be much more complicated than he’d initially imagined, Marc’s already unsteady knees buckled. His disorientation sent him staggering—both physically and psychologically. His mind spun wildly like a merry go round run amok. He cringed realizing the full implications of his apparently inexorable plight. Meanwhile, Coach W was still speaking. He could barely make out her words with the loud buzzing in his ears.
“I should punish you for trying to fool me!” Miss Watson scolded, and Marcus thought she should be directing that at him, not the three real girls who looked back at her with guilty faces. For their part, they were trying to hold back laughter. They’d been alarmed that their toy had been exposed as an emasculated boy, and they were elated at the ongoing success of their scheme. 
“At least you found us a new dance team girl, Josie,“ Coach Watson said, ending the silence, “for that, I’ll forgive you and the other girls for fooling us all by telling us that her name was Marci!” The proud little school girl giggled, gladly accepting the praise from her coach. 
The perky secretary turned and fixed her grinning gaze on Marcus. She examined his feminized form once more, nodded at him and said, “So, Marci, like I was saying before, I’m your dance team coach! You can call me Coach Wendi or Coach W! Glad to have you aboard, my girl!” She added, “My oh my, don’t you look just too adorable in the uniform!”
If the beautiful dance team coach detected the appalled expression on Marc’s girlishly made up face she didn’t comment on it. She might have mistaken his wide opened mouth and his dumbstruck silence for awestruck pleasure and feminine enthusiasm. “Your first practice will be today after school in the girls’ gym!” she finished with a big smile.
“I’ll make sure she’s there!” Josie smiled, “like I said, she insisted on joining the dance squad. She’s very passionate about dancing and it’ll be just totes awesome to have her join in with the rest of us girls!”
“That’s great!” Miss Watson smiled, “I’ll see you girls this afternoon! Oh, and I almost forgot, Marci!” she reached out toward Marcus, handing him a plastic card, “here’s your new student ID!” 
The feminized city boy glared at the offending card. He tried to use sheer concentration, willing it to change, but it stubbornly remained the same. He held it in his manicured hand groaning. Nothing he could do would stop it from displaying his new feminized photo, with his gender marked “F“ for female, and the name “Randi Peters“ clearly printed across it. He felt like crying seeing this all too official confirmation of his feminized identity. It seemed to seal his fate as a school girl for the entire year.
The three girls grinned mischievously as they led the increasingly traumatized feminized boy out of the office and back down the hallways, giggling and laughing at him the whole way.
Rosette said, “Looks like the whole staff accepted you as a girl, Princess.”
“Yeah, they didn’t even question anything about it!” Ronette said, “they're all convinced that you really are a girl!”
“One who’s named Marci!” Rosette giggled.
“One who is very excited to join the dance team,” Josie added laughing.
“This can’t be happening!” Marcus gasped, “please someone tell me that this isn’t really happening!” he was well beyond shocked by this latest turn of events.
“Oh but it is really happening!” Josie said, “have fun in your classes, chica. I’m just a junior so I won’t be in any of them with you. Anyway? I’ll meet you right after school and take you to dance practice.”
“We’ll make sure she’s there!” said Rosette and Ronette in unison.
Rosette handed the humiliated guy a pink sparkling book bag saying, “Here you are, doll, we put your phone and iPad in here for you.”
Ronette nodded and said, “We’re all getting our textbooks for the year in our classes today, and we’ll show you where your locker is, Marci!”
The sisters were thrilled by how thoroughly they’d emasculated the boy. They expressed their delight by teasing him about his feminized appearance.  
“You must be so embarrassed knowing how cute you look as a girl, and that you’re about to show up like this in all of your classes.” Rosette said, delighted at seeing his look of sheer panic. 
Again, he wanted to run away, to hide, but there was nowhere for him to go. He’d been rendered helpless to resist their schemes. “I guess I just have to put up with this until I can figure out how to correct all of this!” he told himself
He’d soon learn, however, that finding some escape from the terrible trap that the machiavellian Miss Renfrew and her nieces had set for him would be much easier said than done.
Marcus felt like he was having an out of body experience as he went from class to class feeling as if he were on display wearing his eye-catching dance girl uniform. The girls guided him every step of the way, but first they leant him a stylish hand bag they’d stuffed with lip gloss, chewing gum, even some condoms, maxi pads and tampons. “Just in case!” Rosette teased.
First up was the homeroom, which he shared with the twins. They sat the self conscious feminized guy at a desk between them and enjoyed seeing all the attention “the new girl“ was getting. A few minutes later, the teacher Miss Brown made him stand up in front of the room and introduce himself. 
He couldn’t very well say he was Marcus so recalling what his ID said, he told everyone, “Hi, my name is Marci.”
The twins were delighted at hearing that, and they giggled watching their classmates’ reactions to “Randi, the new kid.” Most of the girls glared at Marcus, jealousy obvious in their scornful faces. Much worse for him, the guys all stared at his slim body with hungry eyes, making him feel like a piece of meat. He’d never imagined he’d endure anything more mortifying. 
After this harrowing introduction, Marcus retook his seat and joined the rest of the students listening to the morning announcements. He didn’t hear anything the least bit surprising. Just a generic welcome back message, information about the yearbook, school newspaper, and various other clubs, sports, and extracurricular activities. When the bell rang, he shuffled out into the hallway with the other boys and girls, all of them heading off for their first class of the new school year.



Chapter 9
The rest of the day fell into a somewhat regular if utterly ridiculous routine for Marcus. In AP Physics class, French, and English Lit, it was always the same. Before each class began, the teacher made Marcus stand up and face the rest of the students. Each time he repeated the same embarrassing lie, telling them all that his name was Marci. 
While listening to the teacher explain particle physics he mused to himself, “Wow, they have Advanced Placement our here in the sticks?” He was already learning a lot about Wyoming, including that it was far less rustic or deprived than he’d thought. “From the locker room to the smart boards, their facilities are modern!” he realized.
The twins had him buy a salad for lunch, “to help him watch his girlish figure,” and introduced him to even more classmates as Marci. This even further entrapped him in his forced female identity. Then came AP Calculus, AP English, and finally AP American History, his last class of the day. After that, the twins appeared at the classroom door and dragged him towards the gym for his first dance team practice. Sadly for “Randi,” it wouldn’t be “her“ last. 
The twins lead the miserable boy towards his next rendezvous with femininity. The whole time, both sisters continued to smirk at him and shake their heads at him, clearly pleased by his situation. They couldn’t help but feel amused. The girls grew more and more excited about his deepening predicament. 
they knew that it’d be ever more difficult for Marcus to explain who he really was. As each new person met the exchange student as a girl named Marci, and saw him dressed in his red sparkling dance team uniform, he felt more and more stuck. 
His frustration boiled over. “This is ridiculous!” he fumed at them, “you can’t keep me as a girl! You have to let me go!”
“Go?” asked Ronette, “go where, exactly?
“Let me go back to being a guy!” he whined.
“You? A guy?” Rosette looked him up and down and laughed, “after you told everyone that you’re a girl named Marci? How do you think that will work out for you when all those rough and tumble cowboys who’ve been drooling over your hot little body hear that?”
That stunned the feminized plaything into momentary silence as the twins both giggled seeing him flushed with humiliation. “I have to get out of here, I have to get out of this mess,” he mumbled, “I have to go somewhere else, anywhere….”
“Right. now you have to get to the gym!” Josie said. She’d appeared as if out of nowhere, bounding up to join the twins as they were leading Marcus toward his latest and greatest humiliation. The identically dressed young lady scolded him, “Come on, Marci, you don’t want to be late for your first dance team practice!” 
“Me a dance team girl? How can I possibly be a dance team girl?” Marcus asked, still deep in denial both about how he was dressed and why he was wearing the figure flattering uniform. He shook his head, sending his pretty hair swinging side to side. He moaned miserably, “This can’t be happening!”
“Oh, but it is happening,” Rosette said, “you’re on the dance team whether you like it or not—”
“Yup, and there’s no way you’re getting out of it,” Ronette said, “you’re stuck being our little dress up doll and doing whatever we say!” 
“Yeah!” Rosette added, “and we say you’re on the dance team!”
They finally arrived just outside the gym. Marcus could hear the sounds of the other dance team girls practicing their steps to the lively thumping beat of some loud, upbeat dance music.
“Ah, here we are!” Josie said, “it’s time to meet the rest of the team and show off your cute self!”
“Yep,” Ronette said, “the girls are all gonna love meeting Marci, their newest teammate!”
Josie opened the gym door and the twins pushed Marcus inside. Suddenly the pounding music stopped when the quartet entered the huge athletic facility. Every girl on the dance team froze and turned their heads to view the newcomers. 
Marcus looked from one identically dressed girl to another. He panicked and felt like running away, but Rosette and Ronette held him helplessly between them. He was almost glad for that as his knees knocked together and he felt like he was going to faint. He stared down at his cowgirl boots, then back up. 
The hyperventilating feminized guy took a deep breath, trying to calm himself as he scanned the room. He glanced from face to prettily made up face, noting that a few of the other dance team girls were taller than he was, and few were more petite. Dressed, made up, and with his hair styled as it was, he knew that he’d definitely fit right in among them. This, to his eternal embarrassment,
The rest of the dance team were staring right back at him as well. He heard them start to gossip and whisper among each other while giggling. They all smiled at their new teammate and commented on how adorable “she“ looked, obviously unaware of Marc’s true gender and identity.
All the girls on the dance team were staring at him, commenting on how adorable and feminine he looked. Rosette smiled and told her sister, “This is totally awesome! They don’t realize that he’s a boy pretending to be a girl!”
Another girl, an Asian girl named Marissa, shook her head smiling as she approached the stunned crossdressed guy saying, “You’re so cute! Just look at you. Marci is it?” he helplessly shrugged and nodded.
“You look so pretty in our uniform,” another one of the team members said smiling and approaching, “I’m Jacqui, the co-captain!”
The twins nodded at each other smirking as they watched the entire team and the coach taking Marcus for one of the girls.
He whispered to Rosette and Ronette saying, “This isn’t funny! You’re going to get me stuck as a girl for the whole time I’m here!”
They both chuckled, amused by Marc’s desperation. They smirked and chuckled, clearly enjoying seeing his reaction. “Oh, but it is funny!” Rosette said, “it’s very funny!”
Joining in, Ronette said, “Yeah, and who said you getting stuck as a girl would be a bad thing? We both think you look cute in that dance team uniform!”
He was in shock as he heard this. He couldn’t believe that the two of them were so unconcerned, even amused, about him being forced to live as a girl for the rest of the year. Both of them continued smirking at his shocked expression, enjoying how flustered and frustrated he looked when he realized that they were eager to keep him stuck living as a girl.
“Hey, what’s wrong Marci? Rosette said, “You look shocked!”
“Yeah, and you look so adorable when you look so flustered,” Ronette said, “just like a cute little doll.”
“Speaking of dolls, come on doll!” Josie said, linking her arm with Marc’s and pulling him toward the center of the gym, “it’s time to start practice!” She nodded toward the familiar face of the secretary slash coach Wendi Watson who was about to blow her whistle.
Rosette and Ronette each took a seat in the first row of the bleachers, far enough away to let Marcus meet his new teammates without their intimidating influence, but still close enough for them to listen in as one of the team members, a petite redhead named Darcy said, “Oh my god, is that the new girl?”
Another dance girl said “She’s so cute and feminine!” That was Devin, a tall, slim, blue eyed blonde. She played with her long straight hair that she’d put up in a ponytail as she looked at Marcus.
“She really is a total girly girl!” Tanya, a dreamy faced brunette agreed, “she looks like a total babe!”
“Yeah,” the dark haired team captain Alyssa nodded, “she looks adorable in our uniform too!” She turned to Josie and asked, “where did she get it?”
“The twins found it!” Josie said, smiling, and pointing at the two identical girls who were waving from the bleachers, “it used to be Katie’s!”
Marcus listened to all of this in shock. “How can this be possible?” he asked himself, “seriously, no one can tell that I’m a boy not a girl?” Even after a whole school day passing as a girl, he still couldn’t believe it.
The dance team coach smiled at Marcus as she clapped her hands summoning all of the girls together. The twins looked on laughing loudly seeing “Randi“ lining up with several identically dressed dance team girls. From their carefully chosen vantage point, they looked forward to watching Marcus dance freely without him noticing their close scrutiny.
Both of them enjoyed seeing his flustered and frustrated reactions, clearly amused by the thought of him having to spend a whole year as a dance team girl. They continued watching as Coach Wendi gave the newest dance team member special attention, teaching “her“ the steps for their choreography.
Without any other options, Marcus did his best to keep up. As Josie had told him, their dances weren’t overly complicated. With the coach’s additional help he quickly learned the prancing foot work, the graceful arm motions, the spinning twirls, rhythmic claps, and flirtatious facial expressions that made up their routines. Marcus managed to mimic the rest of the team, but every time the coach shouted to them, “Let’s go ladies!” or “Good job, girls!” he felt like screaming. It was bad enough that he looked just like one of the dancers. Hearing a truly beautiful woman referring to him by those feminine terms drove home his situation.
A few hours later, Marcus was dripping with sweat and breathing heavily. So were all of the other dance team members.
“Great practice girls!” Coach Wendi shouted, making the feminized boy cringe once more. Turning to look at Marcus she smiled at him and said, “You did super, especially for your first time, Marci!” That made him swallow hard. When she added, “You’ll be one of our better dancers in no time!” he nearly choked.
The rest of the dance team girls crowded around him, giving him hugs and compliments about how well he danced. “Coach is right!” Devin smiled, “you’re a natural dancer!”
“I know right?” Tanya added, “it took me weeks to learn that stomp to jump to pirouette to drop sequence! You nailed it like your first try!”
Other girls noted how feminine and pretty he looked. They smiled and joked with him, saying things like “see you tomorrow Marci“ and “so glad you're on the dance team with us.”
One girl even joked, “You better not try to steal my boyfriend girl!” Her tone was playful but hinted at some underlying competitiveness. 
Once the crowd of dancing girls finally left, the twins turned their attention back to him. They had walked over to where he was standing and were overcome with joy at hearing their guest getting praised.
“Looks like you’re one of the better dancing team girls!” Rosette laughed. 
“You sure impressed your new teammates and your new coach, Marci!” Ronette said, also laughing, “you made a big first and lasting impression with them and everyone else at school!”
“Yeah, you’ve really made a name for yourself, Princess!” Rosette said, “all the boys will want to get to know pretty Miss Marci better. Much better!
Marc’s face flushed bright red at hearing all of that, but of course the sisters were just getting started with yet another round of ridicule.
“You know Marci, you’re already one of the prettiest girls in school, and this is only your first day as a female“ Ronette said, “I can’t wait to see how you look after being stuck as a girl for the entire year.”
“Yeah,” added Rosette “it’ll be hilarious and entertaining for us seeing you trying to cope with your new, female identity and—”
“Seriously, girls, you can’t do this to me!” he interrupted her.
“Oh, but we can,” Ronette said, “and we will.”
“In fact we already are!” added Rosette with a huge mocking grin.
The twins both continued to smirk and chuckle at him, clearly amused by his desperate but impotent and weakening protests. They enjoyed hearing him trying to talk his way out of his feminized situation and seeing him struggling to escape from their trap. 
“You know that I’m a boy not a girl!” he whimpered.
“You could have fooled us, and the administration—” Ronette said.
“Yeah and all your dance teammates and coach,” Rosette cut in.
“But they won’t be fooled for long!” Marcus complained, “what happens when they all figure out that I’m not really a girl? What about—”
“Shush! You’re a girl for now,” Ronette said, shrugging, “and you’ll keep on fooling everyone into believing you’re a girl if you know what’s good for you!”
“Why?” asked Marcus, suddenly worried.
Each of the sisters then tried to outdo each other, teasing the humiliated boy by making increasingly alarming comments about his predicament, seeing who could force the funniest reaction from him.
“Let’s just say not everyone is as welcoming of you gender fluid types as we are,” Ronette explained, smirking.
“Yeah,” Rosette nodded, “a lot of the folks around here don’t cotton to any gender bending, if you know what we’re saying.”
“Looks like you’re stuck trying to keep everyone seeing you as the girl you look like… whether you like it or not.” Ronette added.
“Don’t worry you’ll fit right in as a girl,” Josie said, bounding up just in time to hear the last part of the conversation. She put an arm around Marc’s shoulders and said, “No one will doubt that you’re a girl for a second!” thinking she was helping to reassure him, “especially when you look so cute and beautiful in that dance girl uniform!”
He looked deeply into the bubbly girl’s eyes, seeing her open and supportive look. She gave him a hug and said, “Seriously, Marci! The way you look no one would ever suspect that you’re anything but a pretty princess!”
Marcus examined Josie’s face closely, searching for any sign that she was just teasing him, but all he saw was innocent guileless confirmation. “She’s serious!” he realized, “she really thinks I pass as a girl, and a pretty one at that!” Her sincerity struck him harder than any mockery he’d endured from the twins, and he gaped in astonishment.
“Oh, just look at that expression! It’s priceless!” Rosette said, “you’re so flustered and embarrassed, it’s adorable!”
“Seriously, how can you two keep me stuck as a girl?” Marcus challenged.
Both of the twins joined Josie shrugging at his question. 
“Everyone sees you as a girl, Marci,” Rosette said.
“What about your parents?” he challenged.
“They’re not going to suspect a thing!” Ronette replied. “They’re not even home that much, and even when they are they’re usually too distracted to notice anything we do.”
“Yeah, she’s right!” Ronette added, “Plus, they’ve seen us hanging out with girls from school before, and anyway they’re expecting an exchange student. Aunt Millie told them all about you—well almost all.”
“Aunt Millie?” Marcus asked.
‘Yeah, you know her as Miss Renfrew?” Rosette smiled, seeing Marc’s face take on an ashen look as the final puzzle pieces fell into place.
“Aunt Millie—Miss Renfrew—emailed us telling us all about your snobbery and disdain for us country folk.” Ronette giggled.
Marcus realized that the email had arrived ahead of him, sealing his fate. He began to wonder how deep this scheme went, thanks to Renfrew’s machinations. “Did she tip off the bus driver too? Did she make sure that woman would speed off and leave me without my suitcases?” He shook his head, “I doubt that, I mean how would she even—” The twins interrupted his thoughts by busting out laughing at his confused face. 
“It sure is funny how well Aunt Millie set you up!” Ronette said. Of course Marcus saw nothing amusing about how the exchange student program director had outsmarted him and entrapped him in this apparently inescapable emasculation.
The tall shapely country girl smirked at him and went on talking as if reading his mind saying, “Anyway, we’ll just tell our parents that your luggage got lost during your flight.”
“Don’t worry about what you’re going to wear, Marci,” Rosette said with a feral grin, “we already reached out to all of the most feminine girls in school to loan you all the clothes you’ll need for the next year. You know, just like we told you we would!”
“Yes, including skirts and blouses, dresses, and all the accessories any girl like you could dream of!” Ronnette gushed, “they all pitched in to buy you some cute sexy new underwear too!”
“Oh no!” Marcus whined.
“Oh yes, Marci!” laughed Rosette, “you’re the proud new owner of a wide assortment of pretty panties, bras, and nighties!”
“We’re going to invite them over for a sleepover makeover fashion show so you can try on all of your new clothes,” Ronette giggled, “you can show off all your new clothes for all of the girls in town!”
Marc’s face twisted into a shocked expression, betraying his total terror at the prospect of parading around dressed as a girl in front of his host family’s parents. Possibly even worse than that, showing off dressed up in skirts, dresses, and nighties for all of the local girls. It was bad enough that many of them had already seen him in a dance team uniform. 
If still clung to any chance to escape from a feminized identity, such a spectacle would make that almost impossible. He knew it all too well, and so did the twins. “You can’t do that to me!” he challenged, growling at them and then adding, “you wouldn’t dare do that to me!”
Both of the girls smirked again, clearly amused by his shocked look. Rosette said, “Oh, yes we would!” Then, they both laughed loudly. 
“After all, you make such a pretty little princess,” Ronette said, “and that’s exactly how we plan to make you spend your entire year living with us! Just as you are, a pretty little princess.”
A few hours later, the twins had kept their word. They’d directed him to change out of the flashy dance girl uniform and into a more ordinary but still ultra feminine outfit—a tiny denim skirt and a pink button down blouse. Then, they positioned him onto Ronette’s lap in their pickup, and Rosette drove the three of them several miles along the winding, dusty roads to a large ranch house. 
After Rosette pulled him from the cab and carefully placed him on the ground, the twins brought him into their home and introduced him to their parents. 
Ronette said, “Ma, Pa! This is Marci, the exchange student who’ll be staying with us for the next year.”
Rosette added, “Her luggage got lost in transit!”
Their parents both gave him bone crushing hugs welcoming him to their ranch. The mom said, “You poor girl! All his luggage gone, all his clothing gone?”
Ronnette answered for him saying, “Yeah Ma, every stitch of it, but we have plans to provide her with all the feminine clothes she’ll need.”
The bearded bear they called Pa shook his head and said, “I’ll leave the women folk to sort that out. I gotta get back to the herd.” With that, he sauntered off. Marc’s face flushed bright red at being included among the “women folk,” but clad in a tight denim miniskirt and a pink button down blouse tied off to expose his midriff, there wasn’t much he could do about the misunderstanding. 
He sighed and hoped that he'd soon get an opportunity to dispel the idea that he was a girl and manage to reassert his manhood. He understood that He'd have to do that sooner rather than later, before revealing the truth about his gender became even more embarrassing. Still, he reassured himself, “I’ll be able to get out of this mess soon. They can’t keep me as a girl for the entire year!”
After bringing him inside their huge home, they showed him to his room. They’d passed several spare bedrooms on the way. Clearly their family was much wealthier than Marcus had first imagined. He was surprised to find a package waiting for him on the four poster bed. It was from Miss Renfrew. 
He cautiously opened it and then unwrapped the pink shiny paper from the smaller box inside. Lifting the top of the gift box revealed the school girl uniform she’d offered him just a day before but what seemed like ages ago. He read the enclosed note, “I thought you’d change your mind about wearing this, Miss Marci, so I sent it over night especially for you!”
Rosette grabbed the note from Marcus and started laughing. “Yes, that’s right, Miss Marci, our Aunt Millie tipped us off that you’d be better off spending the year with us as a girl. That’s not much of a surprise for you, is it?” she asked and laughed even louder seeing his grimace.
After making a number of phone calls Ronette said, “There we go! I just reminded all the girly girls in town about you, our damsel in distress. They’re all excited to supply you with cute clothes!”
“Wait what?” Marc sputtered.
“We’re inviting several girls for a sleepover this weekend!” Ronette said, “we’ll watch you try on clothes, do your hair and makeup, all kinds of girly stuff!”
When Marc looked as if he were about to faint, she squished his cheeks in her fingers and said, “Won’t that be so much fun?”
“Yeah but first let’s have our own little fashion show, Marci!” Rosette said.
In a stunning Deja vu experience for Marcus, the twins made him try on five different prom outfits, each one more extravagant than the one before. They gleefully applied make-up on him, giving him a glamorous look with plenty of glitter and sparkle. Each outfit was paired with shoes, jewelry and hairdo to match, making Marcus look like a real-life doll in each one. 
The girls watched him intently as he modeled each dress, gushing over how pretty he looked in all of them. The first outfit they had him try on was a strapless, navy blue satin dress with a sweetheart neckline and an empire waist. The material was shimmery and sleek, and the skirt had layers of ruffles that flared out at the hips. On his feet were strappy silver sandals with five inch high stiletto heels, adding considerable glamor and sparkle to the look. His hair was styled in loose curls, pinned back with a glittering hairpiece.
The second outfit they chose for Marcus was a blush pink, tea-length lace dress with spaghetti straps and an illusion neckline. The lace was delicate and intricate, adding elegance and femininity to the look. Completing the look were a pair of rose gold peep-toe pumps, their shiny surface creating a statement against the lace of the dress. His hair was styled in shimmering waves and finished off with a floral hairpin.
The third outfit they made Marcus wear was a one shoulder emerald green gown with a mermaid silhouette. The material was silky and clingy, showing off his feminized figure. The dress had a slit on the side that reached up to his thigh. Accessorizing the look was a pair of strappy black heeled sandals and a matching clutch. His hair was styled in an understated, yet elegant updo, a few tendrils framing his face. A pair of chandelier earrings added a touch of sparkle.
The fourth outfit they had him try on was a strapless, rose gold lamé dress with a fitted bodice and a flared skirt. The fabric glimmered and shone under the light, making him look like fine gilded jewelry. To go with the outfit they gave him a pair of lace-up, gladiator style sandals in gold. The twins noted how nicely they went with the sparkle of the dress. He barely balanced himself on the five inch heels, with the delicate lace zigzagging enticingly, wrapped up around his straining calf muscles. His hair was styled in a sleek, low ponytail, adorned with a statement gold hair clip.
The fifth and final outfit they chose for him was a blush pink, off-the-shoulder gown with a flowing A-line skirt. The tulle material was soft and airy, giving the dress a dreamlike quality. The off-the-shoulder sleeves added a touch of romance to the look. Accessorizing the outfit were a pair of shimmery rose gold sandals and a clutch in a matching hue. His hair was styled in loose waves, with a few pearls and crystals woven into the strands for added bling.
Between each outfit, they quickly stripped him down to his underwear. After the last prom ensemble, they removed his lingerie as well. Then, they made him put on a lacy baby doll nightie in lavender with matching panties, giggling and teasing him mercilessly as they did.
He protested and pleaded with them, but they only chuckled and continued to taunt him, clearly enjoying how uncomfortable he felt. His protests and pleas fell on deaf ears as the twins continued to chuckle and laugh at his distress. They seemed to relish in his discomfort and simply brushed off his begging, seemingly determined to keep him as a girl for the foreseeable future.
The twins continued to laugh as they explained to him that he was stuck as a girl now, since everyone at school already knew him as Marci. They found his predicament utterly hilarious and clearly had no intention of letting him change back anytime soon. They chuckled as they told him what to expect in the coming year now that he would be living as a girl. 
They went into detail about the expectations and norms of being a girl, such as wearing feminine clothes, participating in girl activities, and following the rules set for girls. They seemed to relish in the fact that he had no choice but to go along with it all. They thoroughly enjoyed watching him squirm as they explained everything in detail.
The twins gave him a final kiss on the forehead before tucking him into bed, their grins growing wider as they saw the look of dread on his face. As they turned off the light, they said, “Two days gone, just another 363 days to go.” They seemed satisfied with themselves as they left the room, leaving him alone with his thoughts in the dark. The twins' words echoed in his head, “Two days gone, just another 363 days to go.”
The room was quiet and dark as he lay in bed, his mind racing with thoughts of the long year ahead. The twins' words echoed in his head, reminding him that he had a whole year of being treated as a girl ahead of him. He took a deep breath and tried to calm himself, but it was difficult knowing that the twins had so much control over his life.
As the night wore on, he tossed and turned in bed, unable to shake the feeling of helplessness and despair that had settled over him. The silence in the room seemed stultifying, and he couldn't help but think about the year ahead. 
“How will I survive the constant barrage of taunts and teases from the twins and their friends?” he asked himself. Eventually, fatigue overcame him and he drifted into a fitful sleep, still dreading the year ahead. He slept restlessly, his dreams filled with images of the twins and the many ways they would humiliate and embarrass him in the coming year. 
In his nightmares, Marcus saw himself dressed as a teenaged girl in school getting hit on by country boys, dancing under the Friday night lights at football games wearing a glittering girlish dance team costume, and subjected to endless makeovers at girly sleepovers. He had no idea that his real life as an exchange student would be much, much worse.
End Part 3 Continued in Part 4
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