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	Forward by the Author

	 

	In this whole new 22,000+ word book (with with 21,000+ words of actual story content)—the first in an exciting new series- an androgynous but otherwise typical young guy endures a series of escalating, embarrassing, emasculating experiences. At the start of this story, he's sitting alone studying in the student union when he's spied by a pair of stunning sorority sisters.

	 

	They engage him in a strange discussion that sends shivers of deja vu down his spine, even as they flirt with him. He recalls three humiliating encounters with women and girls from his past that make him uneasy about the gorgeous girls and their inexplicable attention to him.

	 

	Before long, and against his better judgment, he agrees to accompany them to their bedroom in their sorority house. There, the two seductive young women feminize him and entrap him in a scheme far beyond anything he could have imagined. Will he ever escape their dominant designs?

	 

	Whether you wish you were the helpless young college kid being force feminized, or if you enjoy reading about two dominant young women emasculating a helpless boy and turning him into a sexy sissy, this tale has everything you want!

	 

	It features tantalizing taboo themes including forced feminization, male chastity, public humiliation, spanking, mild bondage, female domination, detailed girly makeovers, power exchange, penetration, pegging, and a stunning lifestyle change from an androgynous young man into a sexy submissive sissy college girl!

	 

	XOXO

	 

	Mindi

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	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 themes such as male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing erotica, featuring a conflicted / reluctant / defiant character's forced-feminization, humiliation, submission to female domination, public humiliation, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. If these topics offend you, stop reading.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter One: Spotting A Nerd

	 

	Spying a scrawny student sitting alone from across the huge room in the student union, two stunningly sexy sorority sisters bickered back and forth good naturedly. Tanya and Seraphina ―usually called by her nickname Sera-smirked at each other even as they argued. Each one was trying to claim the boy they'd spotted for her own special sorority project.

	 

	Both of them were equally stunning but in different ways. Tanya was an extraordinarily eye attracting girl, with firm B cup breasts that strained to burst out of the baby blue cotton lycra blend crop top she wore. Her shapely, sexy legs and her bubble butt made her skin tight skinny jean short shorts appear as if they'd been painted on to her.

	 

	Tanya, the shorter and bossier of the two pouted, puffing out her pink glossy lips. A five foot six inch beauty with honey blonde hair that splayed out about her shoulders, she held her pink manicured hands on her hips.

	 

	This provocative pose emphasized her petite and curvaceous figure as she defiantly fixed Sera with her piercing jade green eyes. “I saw him first!" she said with conviction, looking up at her roommate.

	 

	"Yeah right?" said Sera, an equally stunning girl. She was both significantly taller and a bit slimmer than her friend, making her look like a fashion model. Like Tanya, she also looked as if she'd been poured into her own tiny, skimpy outfit.

	 

	"I pointed him out to you, Tan!” she insisted in an adamant voice also bordering on whining.

	 

	Her pencil thin eyebrows were knitted tightly together with consternation, doing nothing to diminish the seductive symmetry of her heart shaped face.

	 

	"Maybe you pointed at him first, but I still saw him first!" Tanya replied haughtily, her full kissable lips pursed sourly as if she'd recently sucked on a particularly strong lemon.

	 

	"Ugh, whatever!" Sera said shrugging with exasperation then seemingly letting her frustration dissipate, looking off into the middle distance dreamily.

	 

	Tanya looked at her friend, noticing the far away look in her eyes. “I can see you have an idea,” she said, "what are you thinking?"

	 

	"Yeah I do have a great idea to settle this!" Sera smiled. “I know how we can decide who gets him," she added thoughtfully, brushing a lock of her jet black hair from her shining and almost impossibly dark brown eyes.

	 

	"How is that?" Tanya asked, her eyebrows raised inquisitively.

	 

	Sera smiled and said, "Follow me and see, bestie!"

	 

	The young man whom they'd both noticed was named Marcus Henderson. He was studying alone at a table in the student union, another typically dismal Friday night for him. His roommate, Steve Graham, had commandeered the dorm room they shared. This, to have sex with his latest fling, a beautiful fellow freshman named Sally Walters.

	 

	Steve was a scholarship lacrosse player on the varsity team, with short cropped brown hair and hazel eyes. The amiable athlete was about six foot two, with a strong and athletic frame. No wonder he'd attracted the pretty petite brunette Sally. The petite, sexy girl was carried away by the big jock, actually, not just metaphorically swept off her feet.

	 

	This happened when Steve saw her slip and fall in her too tall stiletto heels on the wet steps in front of their dorm a few days earlier. The two freshmen had been a hot item ever since, holding hands on their way to classes, even often kissing and grinding in public displays of affection.

	 

	By contrast, Marcus was a mousy young boy with brown eyes and brown hair he wore just past his shoulders as if he were a hair band rock star wannabe. The puberty fairy had visited him late, and then had left him with only a hint of masculinity at best. He claimed to be five foot seven, but that was a stretch.

	 

	He weighed a scant one hundred and twenty pounds with barely an ounce of fat on him. Even there, Mother Nature had played a cruel trick on the boy, as nearly all of the little bit of fat he had was in two small but noticeable deposits on his chest. His family doctor told him it was just a rather unusual pronounced but almost definitely temporary case of "gynecomastia" as she'd called it. That was after an astoundingly intrusive physical examination.

	 

	Marcus' lack of masculinity went beyond growing boobs barely small enough to not need a bra. He didn't have to shave his face much at all, and he'd struggled to grow even a scant hint of a mustache. Some of his cruel classmates noticed this, boys and girls alike. He'd been bullied relentlessly, even teased by some of his friends.

	 

	This made high school a mainly miserable experience for him. Despite all of this endless embarrassment and harassment, he did quite well academically. He was in the running for valedictorian, but he fell somewhat close but just short. This was impressive. Especially considering that he almost never studied and he always procrastinated before starting his papers and reports, starting them at the very last minute after wasting time playing video games, watching YouTubes, and goofing off with his few friends.

	 

	Marcus boasted an extensive variety of extracurricular leadership offices, high SAT scores, and straight A's, all of which belied his lazy nature. That, and his clever application essays made him highly attractive to Ivy League colleges. He'd been recruited by several top schools. That was lucky for him because, typically, he'd procrastinated on sending in his applications.

	 

	The nerdy guy ended up attending an upscale upstate New York university after gaining a prestigious early admission. Somewhat of an education snob, he looked down on his new roommate. This even though Steve had also been heavily recruited, but as an athlete, not for his academic prowess.

	 

	If Steve was the typical jock, then Marcus was the typical nerd. The smaller boy had been the captain of the chess team, president of the United Nations club, and an active member of the high honor society. He'd gathered several fellow nerds and published a short run of science fiction and fantasy magazines. The next year, he relaunched the school newspaper that had been defunct for almost two years until he and his best friend impetuously ignored the advisor and published a makeshift end of the year issue.

	 

	Step by step, the baby faced boy had put together a high school resume that impressed admissions officers, but one which the girls his age found incredibly if not unexpectedly repugnant. He failed to find a date for homecoming in any of his four years in high school, and had struck out seeking girls to take to both his junior and senior proms. Even the nerdy girls rejected his clumsy overtures leaving him a dateless virgin when he graduated from high school the previous June.

	 

	He spent the subsequent summer working to earn money for college and spending his spare time doing nerdy things with his nerdy friends whenever he could. That was less than he'd hoped. All of his friends had somehow gotten girlfriends, so they'd gone out on dates leaving him feeling lonely and excluded. “I know it'll get better when I go to college!" he grimly assured himself.

	 

	Yes, when he entered university, he looked forward to starting a whole new life, seeking a brand new start, one free from the interminable teasing and bullying he'd endured in high school. He also eagerly anticipated other changes, hoping he'd finally start maturing into typically masculine adulthood and thereby finally finding some luck with the ladies.

	 

	Marcus felt giddy at the promise of a whole new life, an opportunity to remake himself and create a better identity. He smiled as he considered the prospect of finally enjoying the amorous attention from female classmates that he craved, and looked forward to leaving his old tepid life behind.

	 

	His dreams of becoming a brand new and dynamic, attractive person had been placed on hold so far. Still, he pined away for a whole new identity, a chance to blossom in college, an opportunity to bloom into an attractive, popular, sought after person with countless options for dates on the weekends. This remained his most fervent wish, there and then while he sat all alone on that Friday night. As the old saying goes, "Be careful what you wish for. It might come true!"

	 

	The transformative change that he'd eagerly expected and had envisioned eventually occurred -not overnight, much like the one that Gregor Samsa experienced in Kafka's story, Metamorphosis-but all in one fateful evening. That bizarre book was the first one he'd had to read for his intro to comparative literature class. He'd earned an A+ on the paper he'd written analyzing the story.

	 

	As he sat listening to music through his noise canceling earbuds, studying all alone in the student union, Marcus couldn't have had any idea of how closely his own life would soon parallel that fantastical, yet disturbing cautionary tale. The impact the impending drastic change would have on Marcus, his identity and his life, would be both equally significant and hardly less extreme than Kafka's young male protagonist's turning into a giant cockroach overnight.

	 

	In an almost equally strange and sudden transubstantiation, Marcus would soon find himself trapped within a whole new identity, one similarly thrust upon him all at once. Much like the one described in the strange tale of inexplicable transformation, the nerdy boy's totally different appearance would be remarkably profound. Still, Marcus couldn't possibly have had even the slightest inkling about the fate that awaited him.

	 

	However, unlike in the novel, the causes of his shocking and fundamental change would be explicable. Also, the architects of the slim, small boy's total alteration would be easily identified. Unlike Gregor's stunning metamorphosis, those around Marcus would take notice of it. How could they possibly not?

	 

	Much like Gregor, he'd have absolutely no warning of the strange changes he'd be forced to endure. Nothing in his first few weeks at college even hinted at the ordeal to come. All of this would happen, not during his first days at college as he'd expected. Also, not at all as he'd expected or desired.

	 

	He'd have to wait to realize his dream, and when it came it was entirely more of a nightmare. He'd be caught most unwary, unaware of the consequences of his androgynous appearance. Still, he might have or maybe he even should have had some clue, at least in hindsight.

	 

	Almost immediately after settling into his dorm, Marcus went out of his way to ingratiate himself to the several attractive young women on his floor. He'd hoped to connect with one of the several sexy girls in an intimate way. While many of them befriended him, they all only always liked him as a friend. They all saw him as a friend, but definitely not as "boyfriend material."

	 

	One by one, they each politely rebuffed all of his bashful attempts at flirting with them. They unanimously and unambiguously consigned him to the dreaded “friend zone." Even worse, every one of his new female friends considered him a close confidant, not as much of a guy at all, almost as if he were "one of the girls."

	 

	Marcus made the classic rookie mistake of assuming that if he was kind enough and listened patiently and long enough to all of these girls' complaints about their boyfriends, sooner or later they'd see that he was gentle, considerate, and caring. All the things their men were not. Then, they'd view him with romantic interest. He hoped that they'd eventually see him and even want him as a potential boyfriend. As a lover, not just as a friend.

	 

	The lonely, desperate virgin spent countless hours listening to the girls he wished he could kiss and make love to. To them, he was always only "just a friend." Marcus never realized that acting like their girlfriend made it impossible for them to see him as a boyfriend. Clueless, he never got the message that these girls could never imagine letting him get into their panties. Not when they could much more readily picture him wearing them!

	 

	All of this was in sharp contrast to his roomie's remarkable romantic prowess. While Steve had already bedded and broken up with at least three gorgeous girlfriends during the week of freshman orientation and into the first week of classes, Marcus was mired in the friend zone. Worse for the nerd, he found college far more academically difficult and demanding than high school.

	 

	So it was that he was studying alone on a Friday night while everyone else was having fun. Kicked out of his dorm room, he retreated to the large common room in the nearby north campus student union. With his earbuds in, he focused on his calculus homework. He'd taken just over a semester's worth of calc the previous year, and so he anticipated an easy A in the class.

	 

	Much to his dismay, they'd already covered everything he'd learned in the first few weeks. So there he was listening to his favorite playlists on a high volume, drowning out the loud sounds of other students out on dates or partying with new found friends. They were laughing, playing pool and vintage video games. He was subjecting himself to solving problems.

	 

	Marcus felt more isolated than ever frowning as he peered into his Calc 101 textbook book. While his peers were enjoying the weekend, the nebbishy nerd sat by himself trying to puzzle out his latest assignment. It wasn't coming easy to him, and that was a stark, stunning blow to his ego.

	 

	"I've never had so much trouble mastering school work in my entire life!" Marcus lamented, mumbling aloud. "Even though solving math equations was never one of my favorite things, I always at least managed to figure them out!"

	 

	He much preferred history, or better yet political science to physics or calculus. He could BS his way through those subjects, breezing through tests and completing essays with ease. As he glared at the vexing assignment in front of him, Marcus focused all of his attention on the jumble of symbols as if trying to make them resolve themselves into clarity by sheer force of will.

	 

	After spotting the lone, lonely looking kid from across the room, the two stunning sorority house roommates had set aside their squabbles if only briefly. First Sera started sauntering towards the little guy, making a direct bee line toward the boy who was lost in his own world of imaginary numbers. Blonde bombshell Tanya immediately followed her lanky brunette bestie, swaggering past dozens of pairs of staring, eager eyes, ignoring their insatiably ravenous male gaze.

	 

	Sera and Tanya jostled each other playfully as they crossed the floor. Strutting with purpose, style, and grace, they passed pinball machines and pool tables. With each step, the sorority girls were ever more certain that he was exactly what they were looking for, and that made each of them ever more eager to claim the apparently genderless guy for her own.

	 

	The two giggled as they strode side by side, slaloming through clusters of tables until they finally made their way to the unaware target of their attention. When they arrived at his table moments later, Marcus was still lost in thought, grasping for the elusive solution to the function he'd been pondering.

	 

	He reacted with alarm when he detected their looming presence. After years of bullies sneaking up on him, he had developed a strong sixth sense, an advanced level of situational awareness to warn him of approaching danger. He tensed up, readying himself for immediate flight as he looked up with trepidation.

	 

	What he saw mystified him. Two of the sexiest women he'd ever seen seemed to have walked right out of a Victoria's Secret catalog and directly into his personal space. Even more astonishingly, they seemed to be examining him closely, huge smiles on their faces.

	 

	Marcus looked back over his shoulder, thinking that these beauties must have been looking at someone else. Seeing no one else in their line of sight, he looked back at the delectable duo. To his surprise, they were still there, flashing blinding white smiles at him as bright as acetylene torches. He blinked up at them again in surprise, totally bewildered.

	 

	"Why are these two stunning girls here, looking at me?" he wondered, incapable of imagining anything that could explain this perplexing situation.

	 

	The taller girl cocked her head to one side, and motioned for him to remove his earbuds. She was apparently about to tell him why they'd approached him. He scrambled to comply, eager to hear what she and her friend might have to say.

	 

	When his ears were clear, she spoke, her introductory greeting stunning him. She said, "Hi! My name is Seraphina, but you can call me Sera. Everyone else does. Oh and this is Tanya!" She nodded at her equally entrancing friend and went on. “We need to talk to you about something really important! maybe you can come back with us to our bedroom in our sorority house?"

	 

	He'd often fantasized about just such a scenario, but here it had apparently come to life, much to his utter astonishment. He looked from the tall lovely Sera and then over to Tanya. The petite princess nodded, affirming Sera's incredible invitation, and focused her mesmerizing smile on Marcus. She smiled widely, said, "Hi!" even as she gave him a little flirtatious little finger wiggling wave.

	 

	Her motion captivated the smallish boy's attention. Seeing this, she smiled again, her own eyes widening as she regarded him. She licked her lips voraciously as she regarded the smallish guy who she'd noted was almost exactly the same size as she was. She giggled and asked, "What's your name?" Then, she gave him another entrancing look.

	 

	"Um, I think we're getting ahead of ourselves!" Sera said with a disarmingly demure giggle. Then she asked, "What's your name?" echoing Tanya's question. She added, almost as an afterthought, "May we join you?" She waved her hand indicating the two empty seats at the tiny table, cluttered with the textbooks Marcus had been pouring over along with his slightly battered, scuffed but sturdy looking cream colored book bag.

	 

	Still wondering what was happening, but somehow managing to gather his scattered wits just enough to reply semi coherently, Marcus stuttered, "Yu-yu-yeah! Y-y-y-you can sit um... here! Uh Yeah, ah um my n-n-name is M-m-muh Marcus."

	 

	Smiling even wider, if that were even possible, the two sexy sirens slid their sultry forms downward and effortlessly sat themselves across the table from the nervous nerd with a feline grace that made the overwhelmed, flustered freshman visibly hyperventilate.

	 

	Sera reached out and took both of the trembling boy's hands in hers. She smiled at him and spoke, repeating her incredibly enticing invitation. Once again, her words stunned him when she said, "Marcus, would you like to join us in our bedroom? We need to know what you—”

	 

	His mind reeled at this astonishing offer, but before Sera could continue, her sorority sister broke in, spoiling the mood. Tanya teased, "Th-th-thank you, M-m-uh Marcus!" sounding more sarcastic than seductive. Her smirk and mockery reminded Marcus of the bullying and abuse he'd suffered at the hands of several sadistic mean girls. The sexy school girls had taunted and demeaned him with a series of “pranks” that made his school days a living hell. They'd taken such great joy in tormenting him.

	 

	He unwillingly recalled some of the worst of those cruelties with a shiver. Looking back in anger, he remembered every aspect of those ordeals with agonizing precision, each tiny detail eternally etched into his mind. He'd been used as a dress up doll by cruel hearted beauties he'd had crushes on. How could he ever forget his first, second, and, he vowed, his last ever feminizing makeovers at the hands of several sexy girls?

	 

	With a herculean effort, he pushed aside those troubling thoughts, but he couldn't hold back the nearly equally humiliating ordeal. One in which he'd been ushered through an embarrassing emasculating right of passage into somewhat of a man. This by his family doctor and her receptionist. He remembered that momentous day all too well.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two: An Embarrassing Exam

	 

	It was a few days after his eighteenth birthday. Marcus Rogers sat in the half filled waiting room, an appropriate venue as he waited to see Dr. Jenna Jones, his family's doctor. He was awaiting what would turn out to be an extremely humiliating check up, a formality before he could confirm his admission to college.

	 

	His mortification began even before the actual exam when Kayla, the ravishing red headed receptionist smiled at him from the front desk and called him "young lady." To be fully accurate she'd called out, "Miss Rogers? The doctor is ready for you!" This, as she stood up from the desk and smiled. She expected him to step up and meet her at the doorway that led to the interior rooms in the medical office. Seeing him still sitting, she beckoned to him.

	 

	Confused, Marcus paused. He looked around the well appointed waiting room then back at Kayla. She seemed to be about twenty five years old, and was about the same height as Marcus. Her dark pink scrubs did nothing to hide her voluptuous body.

	 

	With a jolt, he realized that she had called him "Miss" because she'd taken him for a girl! This seemed odd to him, as he'd worn a simple ensemble of blue jeans and a T-shirt. There was nothing effeminate about him, other than his long hair and....

	 

	"Oh no!" Marcus thought, looking down at himself. With a gasp he noticed that his puffy chest appeared even more feminine than usual. His girlish mounds were poking proudly upward, especially prominently in the thin, skin tight shirt he wore that day. He was too sheepish to correct Kayla, especially after looking into her kind, blue eyes and seeing no mockery there.

	 

	The embarrassed boy remained chagrined and silent, even when Kayla handed him an examination gown that was obviously designed for a woman and told him to change into it. This, after she'd led him to the empty examination room number three. He could tell that it was lightweight when Kayla handed it to him and said, “Slip this on, Sweetie! I'll be right back, OK?" She then walked out of the room and shut the door behind her, leaving him all alone to change.

	 

	Marcus quickly stripped down to his underwear and closely examined the mere slip of a medical gown even as he slipped it onto his slim, slight frame. It was loose-fitting, and would allow for full access, easy movement, and flexibility during the examination. That wasn't the problem. Everything else about it was. In addition to the very feminine and vibrant shade of lavender, the tiny garment seemed unmistakably girlish in every way.

	 

	Made from a soft and breathable cotton fabric, the skimpy garment had a distinctive girlish design. Its slinky silhouette and feminine fit gave it a contoured shape, designed to accentuate the natural curves of a girl's or woman's body. It did the same on Marcus, much to his distress and displeasure. Additionally, the tiny scrap of clothing offered almost no coverage. Sleeveless with a deep, plunging V neck, the gown was quite revealing.

	 

	He noticed that it would only partially close via a thin, satin ribbon that tied up in back. He couldn't even reach behind him to tie it, leaving him nearly naked, his whole backside exposed. It also featured feminine detailing. Contrasting pale pink lacy ruffled trim along the hem and neckline and faux pockets with embroidered floral details, as well as other girlish accents, further enhanced its feminine aesthetic.

	 

	Looking a lot like a girl's camisole from the front, the flimsy gown remained wide open in the back and left Marcus feeling self conscious and blushing deeply. Over all, it provided such minimal coverage he felt like he was entirely on display. Making this all the more embarrassing, the demeaned, demoralized boy found Kayla's close proximity arousing.

	 

	He felt his body reacting to hers when her breasts brushed against his shoulder as she leaned in to tie the gown's satin closure tightly into a big flouncy bow in the middle of his back. She took his hand in hers as she tested his blood pressure and took his temperature. Both were somewhat elevated as his tiny cock throbbed threatening to poke out from beneath the gown.

	 

	Kayla smiled at him warmly, but she opened her mouth in surprise upon seeing his nipples harden and become visible through the thin fabric of the girlish gown. As if unable to help herself, the lovely young woman looked directly at the protruding feminine mounds. She was wide eyed and she giggled loudly, her soft, sexy left hand over her pink glossed lips.

	 

	Marcus couldn't miss her bright baby blue fingernails shining under the bright LED lighting as she said, "Don't worry, Miss!" she said assuringly, even as she stared at the young man's heaving breasts and added in a conspiratorial whisper, “that happens to a lot of us girls!

	 

	Anyway, just wait here, the doctor will be with you in a few minutes!"

	 

	He gasped and stifled a groan at hearing her call him "Miss" once again. He shuddered in shame seeing how girlish he looked in a full length mirror hanging nearby on a wall. His already heightened humiliation spiked even higher when the cute, sexy woman blatantly ogled him, looking him up and down with a loud giggle and a huge smirk before turning on her heel and departing.

	 

	That was how Dr. Jones found Marcus there in the examination room a few moments later, with his cock and tits hard, blushing and shivering. Clad in the very short gown that barely covered his tight white briefs, the anxious young man felt goosebumps forming all over his body.

	 

	The gown fell just above his knee and was almost wide open in the back. That, and the loose fit, granted the lovely doctor easy access to his entire body during the increasingly embarrassing examination. "So much for my modesty!" Marcus thought as he sat on the cold aluminum surface, covered by thin white paper that came off a large roll at the foot of the metal examination table.

	 

	Making all of this even less comfortable for him, Marcus had a crush on Dr. Jones. She stood about an inch taller than him, with dirty blonde hair that she wore in a tight, professional looking bun and pale blue eyes that shone through her stylish glasses. Her friendly, easy bedside manner did little to put him at ease.

	 

	She greeted him kindly and then ran him through the usual paces. He felt more and more humiliated about his obvious increasing arousal as she came closer, the earpieces of her stethoscope in place, the other end in her hand pressed up against him through the flimsy fabric of his girlish gown.

	 

	After listening to his pounding heart, and checking his hyperventilating breathing she nodded, put the testing device back around her neck, and checked his reflexes. The sexy physician continued the check up by examining his eyes, ears, and throat. All of it was quite routine.

	 

	That was until, to his shock, the thirty something doctor held his smallish boobs in her soft, feminine hands. Then, she squeezed and started massaging both of his breasts firmly. He shivered in sheer embarrassment and squeaked at this, bringing a condescending smile to the doctor's lips.

	 

	She then pinched and tweaked both of his highly sensitive nipples tightly, then rolled them between her thumbs and forefingers. He responded by writhing and moaning. His voice sounded high and breathy, as if he were a sex starved slut, a bimbo in heat. The naughty doctor looked deeply into her young patient's eyes with a wicked, predatory expression on her face.

	 

	"Oh, you like that, do you, you dirty girl?" asked the dirty minded doctor, her voice velvety smooth, but also sounding superior and dominant, demeaning him. His face became bright red, colored by his heightened humiliation when she added, “aren't you just a sexy little skank!"

	 

	Dr. Jones' seductive, dominant words shocked Marcus almost as much as her salacious actions. She had barely begun this invasive examination, however. She asked Marcus if he wanted to have a witness in the room, ostensibly to avoid any accusations of abuse. He nodded his head blankly, stunned by what was happening.

	 

	The doctor tapped a button on an intercom affixed to the wall and said, “Kayla, please come into room three? Thank you!"

	 

	Moments later, the stunning receptionist strode purposefully into the room and smiled at Marcus. She exchanged nods with the doctor who said, "Prepare the patient please?"

	 

	Kayla tapped the surface of the white paper covered table and looked at the astonished Marcus. "Hop up on here, please, Miss!" she said politely but with much more than a touch of command in her voice. The young man complied, wary but seemingly unable to disobey.

	 

	Working together as one, the two women pulled up a set of stirrups and clasped both of the bewildered and beguiled boy's feet into them. They then attached metal restraints to his wrists, rendering him immobilized, helpless. Using a button that was attached to the table by a long, pink cord, Dr. Jones commanded a loudly whirring mechanism.

	 

	It worked almost immediately both lifting and spreading the confined boy's legs apart until his feet were held uncomfortably high over his head. The doctor smirked, seeing how this made the barely there gown flop open putting his soft, rounded ass on display. All of this left Marcus more vulnerable than ever.

	 

	Kayla reached over and rearranged the feminine medical gown granting the entrapped, emasculated patient just a hint of modesty.

	 

	Then, she firmly grabbed the stupefied patient's underwear by their elastic waist band and yanked them all the way down his legs to his ankles with a single, swift motion.

	 

	Without any need for further instruction, the physician's assistant took the astonished boy's exposed tiny penis in her soft hands and began stroking it softly, tenderly, but also firmly, possessively, almost commandingly.

	 

	"My my! Such a big clitty you have, Miss Rogers!" she giggled, showing off unmistakable delight with her enlarged enchanting eyes and laughing luscious lips.

	 

	Dr. Jones joined in with her assistant's laughter adding, "Isn't it? And she is such a nasty girl too!" The doctor administered a series of short, sharp slaps on Marcus' wriggling rear. That's what you get, young lady, for leading us on this way!" she added teasingly.

	 

	She said all of this with an erotic edge to her voice, as she leaned in closer wielding a small metal speculum. She used that device to widen his rear opening, allowing her probing fingers easy access. At first one finger, but soon a second one, and then a third.

	 

	"What! What are you doing?" Marcus exclaimed in astonishment at this alarming, intimate invasion.

	 

	"I'm giving you a prostate exam!" the doctor turned dominatrix answered even as she expertly probed deeper and deeper inside the helpless kid's writhing rectum until she found what she was seeking: his prostate gland.

	 

	She smirked as she prodded and massaged the sensitive spot, enjoying the results. Marcus bucked and bounced on the exam table. Both Dr. Jones and her alluring assistant showed their delight at the impact this was having on the now writhing Marcus.

	 

	The awestruck virgin boy began babbling incoherently at this, feeling both overwhelmed and embarrassed by this treatment. He writhed as his tiny little cock throbbed, responding with almost painful engorgement, stimulated by the first hand to masturbate him, other than his own.

	 

	Perhaps even more unspeakably pleasurable, the doctor's impudent fingers pushed him closer and closer to an anal climax. Within moments, the combined actions drove the wriggling boy to the most mind blowing orgasm of his entire young life. All of this made Marcus feel waves of shame, along with the seething erotic electricity that tingled throughout his body.

	 

	Kayla caught most of his ejaculate in her hand, and held her palm over his lips. She laughed as she force fed the sticky substance to the still helplessly bound, exhausted, embarrassed Marcus. He tried to recoil, to keep his lips firmly shut, but her insistent hand had no difficulty making him taste his own salty seed.

	 

	She laughed out loud seeing his face flushed with abashed, ashamed astonishment. “You took all of that like a true little cock sucking cum slut!" she said, smiling, her eyes shining, before spinning away out of the room to resume her duties at the front desk.

	 

	Acting calmly, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, the doctor released the cold, metal restraints and wrapped up the examination in a totally traditional way. She told Marcus that his condition was called "gynecomastia" and she explained what that meant. "It's just enlargement of the breasts in boys and men, also known as breast tissue development."

	 

	Letting her professional demeanor slip, she winked at him and said, "Your tits are most feminine and felt fantastic!" She cleared her voice and went on in a more serious manner, "Your condition is due to a usually temporary hormonal imbalance in a man or boy." Smiling warmly, she summed up by saying that Marcus had "A rather unusually pronounced, but almost definitely temporary case of gynecomastia. It should go away on its own, eventually."

	 

	She left the room and left the boy to dress himself in his own clothes. With just a few substitutions. Kayla had taken and tossed away his boxers, leaving him with a sexy pink thong instead. She also provided him with a matching bra. He had to wear the former, and only reluctantly slipped on the latter after the smiling, sexy receptionist barged into the room and demanded that he do so. Of course he'd never forget this, any of this.

	 

	Unfortunately for him, Marcus' lack of masculinity went far beyond growing a pair of girlish boobs barely big enough to benefit from wearing a bra. He didn't have to shave his face much at all, and he'd struggled to grow even a scant hint of a mustache. Several of his classmates had noticed this and pointed it out rudely, much to Marcus' embarrassment.

	 

	Marcus had spent a sad lonely four years in high school. Countless students had taunted and bullied him relentlessly. He'd even been teased by some of his friends. He'd never forget, much less live down, one particular emasculating ordeal. This, even though he did his best to push it out of his memory banks.

	 

	Tanya's casual mockery reminded him of the second worst time that mean girls had subjected him to excruciating embarrassment. He strove to resist the recollection, but the hated memories along with feelings of stark humiliation, washed over him in an irresistible tidal wave of sheer unadulterated shame.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Three: A Nerd's Humiliation

	 

	Marcus was walking to homeroom early one morning during his senior year when the school's top, most menacing mean girl Ashley Holt and her squad of sister cheerleaders surrounded him. They were all dressed identically in their skimpy, sexy cheer uniforms. Their nubile bodies clad in their tiny skirts and matching tops in the school colors of scarlet and white captivated his attention.

	 

	All of them were giggling as cheer captain Ashley stepped in front of Marcus and said, "Hello there. Don't mind us stopping you. We were just discussing whether or not we should take this poor girl and make her into a cheerleader like us! You're definitely a good candidate for one. Your body seems suited for our squad. Do you agree?"

	 

	Seeing her prey struck speechless, Ashley laughed loudly, clearly enjoying her ability to torment him. As she continued treating Marcus like a girl, she looked at him with an amused smirk. She then gestured to her squad of cheerleaders, saying, “See? These girls all agree with me. And of course, you'll be given a cute cheer uniform just like ours to wear, and lots of other attractive outfits too!"

	 

	Number two mean girl, the captivating Katie Flores said, "We want to show you off as our new girl. So tell us, Marci. Do you want a spot on the squad?"

	 

	Hearing her call him by the feminized form of his name stung Marcus. He stood frozen with frustration as the whole squad encircled the hapless, humiliated boy. These were among the most beautiful girls in the school, including at least six whom he'd had crushes on.

	 

	They were all taunting him and loudly laughing, seemingly expecting him to do something to strike back. He couldn't speak or make any movement at all for long moments, so great was his consternation and mortification. Finally, as if waking up after an interminable state of suspended animation, Marcus spoke up.

	 

	"Stop it!" he complained, speaking softly and without much conviction, "you girls all know that I'm a guy, not a girl!"

	 

	The girls all looked at each other, and their expressions registered a bit of surprise. After a few heartbeats, their amusement gave way to mocking laughter. All of them were giggling at him and pointing at various parts of his body.

	 

	Ashley looked at him with a smirk, pointed at him, and said, “A guy? What are you talking about, Marci? You have the most girlish body shape I've ever seen. You even have long hair like a girl. All of that makes you look like the perfect candidate to join cheerleading, girl friend!"

	 

	Her friends laughed, clearly buying into this idea. Marcus shuddered with shame and humiliation, knowing that he couldn't deny that his body did, in fact, look very feminine. When he blushed bright red, Ashley and her friends chuckled at his reaction. They barely paused before once again mocking him.

	 

	"Aww, you poor thing! You're getting so upset just because we're treating you as a girl," Katie, known as the second meanest of the mean girls smirked, "but just think about how beautiful you'd be at homecoming wearing a pretty dress with all of us. I bet you'd be in the running for homecoming queen!"

	 

	Piling on, Deonte Jackson said, “Just think how popular you'd be with boys if you dropped this silly little tom boy act and let your inner girly girl shine."

	 

	These six athletic, stylish cheerleaders were all attractive and popular girls, each with a different look despite their identical cheerleading uniforms. Their hair ranged from Ashley's lightest platinum blonde that set off her pale blue eyes to Deonte's darkest brunette natural style that was a perfect match for her ebony eyes.

	 

	Grinning, Katie continued her pointed taunting, making sure that the humiliated Marcus continued squirming. She said, “Don't pretend to be ashamed or try to resist us. You know you enjoy having us treat you this way." She tossed back her ash blonde high ponytail and laughed. Her feminine motion showed off a hint of a red tint in her long, silky hair that looked stunning with her jade green eyes.

	 

	Petra Novgorod's shoulder length light brown hair made her piercing sapphire eyes stand out. A recent immigrant from Russia where she'd been a top level gymnast before her growth spurt, she stood nearly six foot tall, and weighed a solid 140 pounds. She spoke with a lilting exotic accent saying, “In my home country, you would always be given no choice, you girl. You would be made to join the cheerleading squad, and would also be made to do the cheerleading dressed exactly like us!"

	 

	Petra struck a provocative pose and motioned all along her strong, tall, and somewhat masculine body. Marcus' vision followed her lovely, manicured hand as she indicated her stunning figure, her brightly polished fingernails pointing as they rose from the hem of her short, pleated scarlet and white skirt upward to the skin tight vest like shell in matching colors.

	 

	One of the bases, a girl who held up or tossed and caught the other, smaller girls, she towered over Marcus. She looked down on him, figuratively and actually, as she smirked and giggled, "You have the bigger breasts than me, you little―how you say—minx!" This brought a chorus of giggles from the assembled girls.

	 

	Cecily Blake stepped up to Marcus and removed his hair tie. Then, she seductively combed her fingers through his long, almost girlish hair that he usually wore in a low ponytail. She fanned out his long locks and shook out her own long auburn tresses that provided a striking complement to her pale complexion and sky blue eyes. Smiling, she started teasing him intensively.

	 

	"How would you like to raid my wardrobe?" Cecily began, adding, "I can imagine how cute you'd look in my outfits!" Smirking, she went on saying, "They would all look so adorable on you!"

	 

	Seeing Marcus cringing, Ashley grinned sadistically and asked, "Oh really? What ones are you thinking about?"

	 

	"The first outfit is a pink, frilly sundress!" the auburn haired girl said, her excitement evident in her sing song voice as she smirked and added, "the second one is a pretty blue summer dress! You'd look so cute in both of them, Marci girl!"

	 

	"Don't be not going on from there!" Petra encouraged, her own accented tone sounding musical and lively as she gushed smiling widely, her white teeth on display, "your talking of clothing for Marci is just getting good right now!"

	 

	"I know right?" Cecily nodded as she continued, "the third outfit is a sexy, slinky low cut black lace dress. The fourth ensemble is a bright red, girly mini skirt and a tight white crop top!"

	 

	Olivia Malek's fiery green eyes blazed with excitement. She was one of the flyers, a petite doll of a girl at five foot even and weighing well under one hundred pounds. Shaking her head in disbelief but then nodding in accord she said, “I can't wait to hear about the last outfit! I bet it'll be the best of all!" Then she laughed so loudly that her red mane bobbed around her beautiful face.

	 

	"Patience, darlings!" Cecily said, making her friends wait in suspense before wrapping an arm around Marcus' shoulders and saying, “the fifth and final outfit I've chosen for you is an absolutely adorable floral jumpsuit!"

	 

	"Oooh! I know that sexy outfit," Katie said, bouncing on her toes excitedly. "I think you wore it to our sleepover last week, am I right Cess?"

	 

	“That I did!” Cecily nodded, “but I'd gladly loan it to Miss Marci here, so she can wear it to our next cheerleaders' slumber party!"

	 

	Marcus blanched at hearing himself referred to as Marci again and again. He desperately looked for an avenue of escape, a gap in the circle of cheerleaders through which he could dash away to safety, but to no avail. They'd bunched together around him tightly, preventing him from getting away.

	 

	Glancing from one of the six gorgeous girls to the next, he felt weakened and intimidated by their femininity and their fierceness. The cheerleaders all wore their body con uniforms along with stunning makeup that perfectly complemented their pretty faces and was sure to attract looks from all the boys and men around.

	 

	He idly noted that six girls' body types varied from tall and slender to petite and curvy. A few were much shorter than he was, while two were about his height and weight. A few— Petra and Deonte—were both larger and heavier than he was, although neither of them were overweight.

	 

	Cecily, whose body type matched Marcus' almost exactly, still wasn't done tormenting the entrapped boy with her descriptions of feminine outfits for him. He kept cringing as she kept talking. The fashionista obviously delighted both herself and her sister cheerleaders by elaborating about how wonderful each of her sexy outfits would look on him.

	 

	The red headed siren spoke with so much joy and enthusiasm that Marcus wondered whether or not she was joking. “She can't really want to see me wearing her clothes?" he tried to assure himself. Still, she seemed so convinced that he'd look cute in each one, he couldn't be sure she wasn't 100% serious.

	 

	Dispelling any doubts about her commitment to dressing him up like a living doll, the lovely girl went on and on and on, about how he'd look in each outfit, in painstaking, painful detail. She mentioned how his body would fit into her pink, frilly sundress perfectly; how his dark eyes and fair skin would complement her clothing, starting with her blue summer dress.

	 

	She smiled and said, “Your svelte, curvy shape would look stunning in my sexy, low-cut black lace dress." She went on saying, "Your petite, lean frame would make you look absolutely adorable in my bright red, girly mini skirt!" Marcus wished he could just disappear in a puff of smoke when she said, "Your hourglass body type is simply perfectly suited for my cute floral jumpsuit!"

	 

	The beautiful babe was unrelenting, even going so far as to suggest that “Marci" should wear and show off these outfits one after the other. "I know!" the clothing crazed cheerleader suggested, "Marci can strut her stuff for us, like a model or celebrity walking a red carpet or high fashion runway!"

	 

	Cecily followed up by suggesting several different accessories he could wear along with her borrowed clothing. She said, “Don't worry Marci, I won't leave you hanging. I have so many shoes, earrings, necklaces, and bracelets you can borrow, all depending on the outfit you're wearing."

	 

	She seemed exuberant as she mentioned gold-colored drop earrings, pink and white pearls with gold chains for his neck, wrist, and ankles. She listed other bracelets, rings, necklaces, and earrings in pastel colors, along with a range of "cute shoes." These included pink pumps, light pink sandals with rhinestones, and ruby red stiletto heels with bows on the toes. Finally, she described bra and panties sets in several colors with lace patterns.

	 

	She listed all of these ultra feminine add ons, along with too many others to mention. She smirked and giggled, speaking every word clearly and calmly. Still, beneath her smooth delivery, her wild and infectious enthusiasm never wavered. She made the stunned and chagrined Marcus feel ever more embarrassed and emasculated as she continued describing the wide array of alluring attire and accouterments she intended to make him wear, "to add an adorable touch."

	 

	The entire time, she kept reminding the assembled girls that she wanted them to force Marcus to model all of the clothes that she'd selected for him to wear in an impromptu fashion show. "We could make Marci show off her feminine charms at our next sleepover! What do you say, girl? Want to join the squad so you can get invited to our slumber parties?"

	 

	Marcus felt dizzy even considering attending an intimate gathering for all of the cheer girls. His imagination ran wild as he considered what would take place at such an event. Pillow fights? Kissing practice? His head was spinning, his face was blushing, and his dick was hardening in contemplation of participating as "one of the girls," in Ashley's snickering words.

	 

	The girls kept teasing him, demeaning his suspect masculinity. All of this created an emotional overload deep inside the virginal nerd's psyche, causing a strangely hypnotic effect that left him helpless to resist the gorgeous girls' erotic, enchanting charms. He staggered, almost falling over as all of the cheerleaders chimed in, making cutting remarks that he found humiliating but also oddly stimulating in increasingly embarrassing ways.

	 

	Ashley's squad of stunning teen temptresses clearly knew exactly what they were doing. One after another, the cheerleaders trailed soft fingertips all over Marcus-his cheeks, his arms, his torso, and more. Against his waning will, it was starting to have an unnerving effect on him. Their teasing was deeply emasculating and embarrassing, but also exciting and enticing, making his heart beat rapidly in his chest, making him feel both exposed and paradoxically eager to please them.

	 

	The cheerleaders kept sneering and smirking at Marcus, making him feel like less of a man and more of an adorable girl. Olivia called him "pretty little girl." After Ashley did up his hair like a girl's in a high ponytail with a big pink ribbon tied in a huge, floppy, feminine bow, Katie complimented him on his "pretty and oh so feminine hairstyle."

	 

	Deonte giggled and said, "You have such feminine child bearing hips," while Petra agreed saying, "Yes, she has such girly curves!" Katie agreed, nodding and said, "She has such a sweet and feminine walk." Once Ashley's gang noticed the tiny but unmistakable erection in his pants, they stepped up their game, becoming utterly remorseless.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Four: Demeaned By Mean Girls

	 

	Ashley continued mocking Marcus, telling him, "Your curves are so sexy and feminine." Katie said, “You should wear dresses and skirts because you'll look so sexy in them!" Petra suggested, “I think you start wearing makeup. It'll really bring out your beauty!" Olivia said, "You are too delicate and weak to be a guy!"

	 

	As always, Ashley was the worst. She stepped up her taunts about Marcus having "long, luxurious hair," saying it "reminds her of a girl's." She joked that he “has hips and curves like a girl," and she remarked on his “girlish looking breasts."

	 

	To the suffering, simpering young boy's dismay, she mockingly compared the size of his breasts to her own and laughed saying, “Your titties are so round and firm, almost as sexy as mine!" With shining eyes she told him, “You would make such a great cheerleader girl because you have a totally feminine body with such a delicate frame, and you even act like a girl!"

	 

	This last because he'd begun whimpering in a high pitched feminine sounding wail. This only egged them on. They all enjoyed making the helpless Marcus writhe and wriggle with humiliation mixed with growing arousal. They exchanged knowing glances seeing his face flush, his rounded cheeks blushing a redder shade of scarlet that matched that color of the girls' sexy uniforms

	 

	Their giggles increased in volume and pitch when they spied the flirtatious, mischievous Ashley making her naughty intentions clear by using her soft, deft hands to massage the entrapped, emasculated boy's crotch through his tight jeans. At that point, the cheer captain was using subtle motions to drive the poor, helpless kid crazy. She was obviously enjoying the impact this was having on him.

	 

	The other cheerleaders were enjoying it too, laughing as they watched Ashley make Marcus twist about as if he'd been dangled in front of her like a treat before a playful kitten. They could see exactly the erotic effect she was having on him. This made them laugh out loud at him, even as they took turns commenting about how fun it was to watch their leader using the nerd as a play thing.

	 

	Deonte said, “OMG! Looks like Ashley has him hooked and she's making him melt in her hands!"

	 

	Smiling widely Katie said, "Look, he's enjoying it! You can tell by his blushing cheeks and everything! Just look at his face!"

	 

	She said this as the struggling boy's eyes glazed over, half shut, half rolling back into his head. His breathing became ever more ragged, even as he neared a sexual climax right there, out in the open, in the middle of the school hallway.

	 

	Excited by this, Cecily suggested to Ashley, "OMG! You've got him on the edge! You should use this opportunity to play with him even more!"

	 

	As if in confirmation of all this, Marcus moaned, "No! Don't! Stop!"

	 

	Ashley smirked and said, "What's that, Marci? You're telling me 'Don't stop?' Then OK, I won't stop!" As she increased the pace and pressure, driving the astonished boy closer, ever closer to orgasm.

	 

	"Don't stop! Don't stop!" the other cheerleaders chanted, urging their leader on. They kept clapping with each beat striking up a relentless rhythm, cheering as if they were on the sidelines during a big game.

	 

	Ashley giggled as she pulled out the waist of Marcus' pants with one hand and thrust the other hand downward, her brightly pink polished nails disappearing into his pants. When this action brought Marcus to his knees, Ashley followed him, crouching in front of him, grasping his tiny cock inside his tight white briefs.

	 

	Feeling her warm fingers engulfing his minuscule manhood was too much for the barely boyish man. With a high pitched squeal that sounded like a wanton girl in heat, Marcus released a flow of jism that spilled out of his underwear and soaked through his pants, leaving him with a most conspicuous stain, visible for all to see. Word of this orgasmic ordeal spread to all of the students as quickly as the dampness spread through his pants.

	 

	With his own pants and underwear hopelessly soaked, and no other clean clothes, Marcus was forced to wear what Cecily happily loaned him. No one else would give him anything else to wear. This because the cheer squad had convinced everyone else to play along with them.

	 

	The outfit was her sexy new PINK warm up suit in a bright, almost shining shade of that color. It included a shiny silky full zip hoody with the logo "PINK" written across the chest in bright sparkling rhinestones, and a matching pair of capri length leggings with the same logo spelled out across the ass.

	 

	She'd insisted on him slipping into a sexy pair of pink panties with white lace trim as well as a white, lacy training bra that made his small boobs look much bigger and more feminine. Wearing Cecily's clothes, with his hair tied up in a pretty pink ribbon Ashley had provided, Marcus looked more girlish than ever. He was called into the administration offices, but the women there had nothing else for him to change into either.

	 

	The rest of that long, horrendous day, the poor humiliated Marcus stood out as exceptionally feminine, even among all of the girls in school. Except for the cheerleaders, the other girls were all wearing their regular school girl uniforms. A few weeks later, Marcus had been made to wear one of those as well. This, by some of the same mean girls. That was yet another most excruciating episode for the beleaguered boy.

	 

	These socially suicidal scenes and many other similar public displays of feminized humiliations had made high school a mainly miserable experience for Marcus. Despite all of this endless embarrassment and harassment inflicted upon him, he did quite well academically. He was in the running for valedictorian, but he fell just short by a few hundredths of percentage points.

	 

	This was an impressive accomplishment, not just because he was a pariah, but also even more especially because he nearly never studied. Also, he almost always procrastinated before starting his papers and reports, waiting until the very last minute after wasting time playing video games, watching videos, and goofing off with his few friends.

	 

	Only his extensive extracurriculars, high SAT scores, and straight A's belied his lazy nature. That, and his clever essays made him highly attractive to Ivy League colleges. So Marcus was recruited by several top schools. That was lucky for him because, typically, he'd procrastinated on submitting his applications. He ended up attending an upscale upstate New York university after garnering the honor of a prestigious early admission bid.

	 

	Somewhat of an educational snob, he looked down on his new roommate. Steve Graham had also been heavily recruited, but for his ability as an athlete, not for his academic prowess. If Steve was the typical jock, then Marcus was the typical nerd. The smaller boy had been the captain of the chess team, president of the United Nations club, and an active member of the high honor society.

	 

	He'd gathered several fellow nerds and published a short run of science fiction and fantasy magazines. He relaunched the school newspaper that had been defunct for almost two years until he and his best friend impetuously ignored the advisor and published a makeshift end of the year issue.

	 

	Step by step, the baby faced boy had put together a high school resume that impressed admissions officers, but one which the girls his age found repugnant. He failed to find a date for his junior or senior prom. Even the nerdy girls rejected his clumsy overtures leaving him a dateless virgin when he graduated from high school the previous June.

	 

	He spent the subsequent summer working to earn money for college and spending his spare time doing nerdy things with his nerdy friends whenever he could. That was less than he'd hoped. All of his friends had somehow gotten girlfriends, so they'd frequently gone out on dates leaving him feeling lonely and excluded. "I know it'll get better when I go to college!" he grimly assured himself.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Five: Another Humiliation

	 

	When Marcus entered university, he looked forward to starting a whole new life, free from the teasing and bullying he'd endured in high school. He also eagerly anticipated growing up, his body filling out and maturing into a more typical and macho masculinity.

	 

	“When that happens, I'll finally start having some luck with the ladies!" He smiled as he considered the prospect of finally enjoying the amorous attention from female classmates that he craved. He felt giddy at the promise of a whole new life, an opportunity to remake himself and create a better identity. He looked ahead eagerly to all of this, to leaving his old tepid life behind, and becoming a brand new and dynamic, attractive person.

	 

	As the old saying goes, “Be careful what you wish for. You just might get it!" Marcus was soon to learn the wisdom of that ancient aphorism.

	 

	The transformative change that he'd eagerly expected and had envisioned eventually occurred overnight, much like the one that Gregor Samsa experienced in Kafka's story, Metamorphosis. That was the first book he'd had to read for his literature class. In an almost equally strangely rapid reformation, much like the one described in the bizarre book, his sudden whole new appearance came all at once.

	 

	However, unlike in the novel, the causes of his unexpected total change would be explicable and its engineers would be easily identified. Also, those around him would take notice of it, although the impact it would have on his life would be both significant and far less extreme than turning into a giant cockroach.

	 

	All of this would happen, but only after a few weeks delay. Not during his first days at college as he'd expected. He'd have to wait to realize his dream, and when it came it was more like a nightmare. Much like Gregor, he'd have absolutely no warning of the strange changes he'd be forced to endure. Nothing in his first few weeks at college even hinted at the ordeal to come.

	 

	Almost immediately after settling into the dorm, he'd been befriended by several girls on his floor. He'd hoped to connect with one of them in an intimate way, but they all seemed to like him as a friend and definitely not as "boyfriend material." They politely rebuffed all of his bashful attempts at flirting, consigning him to the dreaded "friend zone." Even worse, all of his closest new female friends considered him a confidante, almost like “one of the girls."

	 

	Marcus made the rookie mistake of assuming that if he was kind enough and listened patiently and long enough to all of these girls' complaints about their boyfriends, sooner or later they'd see that he was gentle, considerate, and caring. All the things their men were not. Then, they'd view him with romantic interest. They'd want him as a boyfriend.

	 

	The lonely, desperate virgin spent countless hours listening to the girls he wished he could kiss and make love to. To them, he was always only "just a friend." Marcus never realized that acting like their girlfriend made it impossible for them to see him as a boyfriend. Clueless, he never got the message that these girls could never imagine letting him get into their panties. Not when they could much more readily picture him wearing them!

	 

	All of this was in sharp contrast to his roomie's romantic prowess. While Steve had already had at least three girlfriends during the week of freshman orientation and the first week of classes, Marcus was mired in the friend zone. Worse for the nerd, he found college far more difficult and demanding than high school. So it was that he was studying alone on a Friday night while everyone else was having fun.

	 

	Kicked out of his dorm room, he retreated to the large common room in the nearby north campus student union. With his earbuds in, he focused on his calculus homework. He'd taken just over a semester's worth of calc the previous year, and so he anticipated an easy A in the class.

	 

	Much to his dismay, they'd already covered. everything he'd learned in the first few weeks. So there he was listening to his favorite playlists on a high volume, drowning out the loud sounds of other students out on dates or partying with new found friends. They were laughing, playing pool and vintage video games. He was subjecting himself to solving problems.

	 

	While his peers were enjoying the start of the weekend, he sat by himself trying to puzzle out his latest calculus assignment. It wasn't coming easy, and that was a blow to his ego. He'd never had so much trouble mastering school work. Even though solving equations was never his thing. He much preferred history, or better yet political science. He could BS his way through those subjects with ease.

	 

	He'd been struggling to solve one of the first few functions when Sera and Tanya approached him. Their brief, confusing conversation hadn't gone well. He still had no idea why they'd approached him. He'd glanced around the huge room and saw there were several open tables. They didn't have to share his.

	 

	As he looked at one and then the other girl and back again, he couldn't help but get aroused. They were both absolutely stunning. Still, he felt a growing sense of foreboding. Sera was smiling at him kindly, and she'd even softly stroked his shoulder reassuring him even as the innocent contact turned him on.

	 

	By contrast, the more aggressive girl Tanya had a predatory gleam in her eyes that made him feel vulnerable. Something about the way she was examining him made Marcus feel more like a piece of meat than a person. Worse, she'd teased him, mocking his stutter. Feeling the sting of the sexy sorority girl's disrespect, Marcus recalled yet another stunning humiliation.

	 

	On another fateful day, also during his senior year, another group of mean girls decided they wanted to thoroughly humiliate him. They did this by collaborating with Jimmy Dyer, one of their male classmates. They'd planned out this operation carefully and worked together seamlessly. Jimmy dashed into the boys' locker room just before the gym class he shared with Marcus ended.

	 

	He quickly showered and dressed himself. Then, he sent the girls a “get ready" text. When Marcus joined all the rest of the class, stripping to take his post P.E. shower, Jimmy was watching closely. The prankster sent the girls a "go time" text. They were waiting just outside the door, ready to pass him an entire school girl's ensemble including a bra and panties.

	 

	Laughing, Jimmy picked the cheap combination lock on the nerd's locker, grabbed all of his clothes, and passed them to the waiting girls. Then, he stole Marcus' boy's school uniform and hung up a complete school girl uniform in its place. Lastly, he hung up a sexy silky satin bubble gum pink bra and panties set on the little hooks, and quietly slipped away.

	 

	Opening his locker, wearing only his tiny wet towel, Marcus was stunned to see what awaited him there. The skirt, blouse, bra, panties, girl's knee socks, and black patent leather Mary Jane shoes. All of his own things were gone, including his boxers! He'd been hazed and bullied before, but never as badly as this.

	 

	Marcus decided to wait until he was alone in the locker room before deciding what to do. Luckily for him, he knew that this wouldn't take long. He'd been among the last to shower, as usual. This because he'd waited his turn until after all of the bigger, stronger guys had finished before shedding his gym clothes and taking his own shower.

	 

	After his last few fellow nerds had finally finished up their showers, dressed themselves and left, Marcus resigned himself to his fate. He sadly prepared himself for the humiliation of putting on the skirt and blouse, but that still left him to face a dilemma. He could either wear the included bra and panties set, or else just go "commando."

	 

	Marcus shook his head as he examined the lacy, feminine lingerie saying, “No way am I wearing those!" The humiliated school boy sighed and reluctantly dressed himself as a school girl, adamantly refusing to wear the ultra girlish lingerie at first. He quickly decided that he couldn't navigate the hallways that way before he was halfway dressed in the girlish uniform.

	 

	Once he'd slipped the little green, yellow and red plaid on black skirt up his legs and fastened it in place with the zipper and the big red button in back, he saw that it was much too short to hide even his tiny manhood. So he shivered in shame and blushed deeply as he slipped on the panties under the skirt.

	 

	After he buttoned the uniform top into place, he noticed that he couldn't just wear the white blouse alone. It was far too tight and much too sheer, almost see through. It left his nipples and smallish boobs on full display.

	 

	Cursing under his breath, he unbuttoned the blouse, slipped his arms through the bra, and put the blouse back on. He spat a string of choice expletives, humiliated at having to wear the complete school girl ensemble. This included the knee high bright green knee socks and the mid heeled patent black mary jane shoes they'd left for him.

	 

	Marcus furtively stuck his head out of the door. Seeing no one, he quickly set off, clacking down the hallway toward the principal's office as fast as he could. When he arrived there, he endured the giggles of Miss Gwendolyn Andrews, the pretty red headed school secretary.

	 

	She knew him well from the almost daily morning announcements he'd made concerning his various clubs. She grinned at him and said, "You seem different today, girl! Is it a new haircut? Anyway, I just love your new look!"

	 

	"Very funny!" Marcus snapped, "I just want---"

	 

	"You just want to come over to my place and raid my closet?" The sexy secretary interrupted. Then she burst out laughing so hard she snorted.

	 

	"Hahaha," he said sarcastically, adding "I have to look through the lost and found!” He did so, but he still felt lost when he found that all of the male clothing was gone. His squad of tormentors had already removed anything that might be preferable to the pretty little feminine outfit they'd left him stuck wearing. They'd planned this emasculation in advance.

	 

	When he left the head office and meandered through the hallway looking down and muttering to himself, the girls jumped him and dragged him into the girls' locker room. There, seven of the most popular girls in the entire school gathered closely around him.

	 

	The nerd knew all of his antagonists well. They were Madison Anderson-the secretary's little sister, along with her close friends Sophia Patel, Lily Thompson, Ava Ramirez, Olivia Malek, Emma Delahunt-Masters, and Chloé Nguyen. They, like Marcus, were all eighteen year old seniors.

	 

	Unlike him, each of them were the epitome of popularity in their high school. All of these stunning girls had her own unique style, personality, and talents. Singularly, each of them was a formidable presence. Together, they presented an irresistible force.

	 

	Sophia, with her natural artistic flair, took the lead. "Alright, ladies, let's take the next step in our little project. We want something that will showcase all of our vision and unity," she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

	 

	Lily, always the thoughtful one, suggested, "How about a glam makeover, like a prom queen look?"

	 

	Ava's eyes lit up, reflecting her fiery spirit. "I love that idea! We can use bold colors to create a visually striking masterpiece of emasculation! It will be a true reflection of our aesthetic tastes!" she exclaimed.

	 

	Olivia, the calm and poised one, added, "I think we should incorporate elements of a more natural daytime look. It will meet the school dress code, meaning that our little girl here won't get sent home on a uniform violation. That way, we can keep her as our little dress up doll and play with her all day!"

	 

	Emma, with her infectious laughter, chimed in, "OMG yes! I agree totally! We can still add a touch of whimsy! We can include some sexy, flirty touches that push the boundaries of the school rules without breaking them."

	 

	Hearing that, Marcus struggled to break free. He managed to push away at the girls holding him and made for the door, but the rest of them tackled him to the floor, sending his skirt flying up and exposing his pretty pink lacy panties.

	 

	Ava sat on a bench and beckoned for her friends to drag him over to her. She patted her lap and laughed while Olivia and Emma pulled him over Ava's lap. They held the whimpering boy in place and Ava began spanking him on his soft, nylon covered butt. She struck him five times, each swat harder than the last! He cried out each time.

	 

	Laughing, Emma said, "Aww look! She kicks her legs like a little girl."

	 

	"She sounds like a little girl too," Eva laughed and she asked him in a soft cooing voice, "Are you going to be a good girl for us?"

	 

	He nodded yes, feeling helpless to do otherwise, but when one of his captors ordered, "Say it! Tell us that you promise to be a good little girl for us," he refused and struggled to break free. All that did was lead to another ten swats, each one bringing more pain and humiliation.

	 

	Finally, with tears running down his face, Marcus said, "Okay okay! I promise to be a good little girl for you," and the girls giggled at his abject acquiescence, high fiving each other and saying taunting things like, “There's a good girl!" And, "We always knew you were a little girl." And, "Yeah you will, little Miss Priss, or else!"

	 

	Hearing these mocking comments escalating, he tried to break away once more, but they grabbed him before he could make his escape. They whispered to each other and decided to tie him to a chair using a few jump ropes they found in a box of athletic equipment.

	 

	To stop his whining, Eva pulled off her thong and shoved the still warm bright red scrap of lingerie into his mouth, effectively gagging Marcus and muffling his protests and desperate cries for help into almost sensuous sounding moans. The girls then casually continued their confab as if he weren't even there.

	 

	Chloé, ever the free-spirited bohemian suggested, "Let's make sure to add some fresh touches. Like a cute headband, a sexy girly braided hair style, you know, the whole girly girl package. That'll represent the epitome of the trendy, sexy, but innocent school girl look all of us are known for. I know it'd look adorable on our pretty girl here."

	 

	Madison, the charismatic and outgoing one, brought the conversation together. "I love all of these ideas! We can combine them into a vibrant, sexy. enchanting, and seductively feminine look," she said, her smile contagious.

	 

	With their ideas now perfectly aligned, the girls began working on their helpless captive, each contributing her unique talents. As they chose each item of makeup and carefully painted his face, laughter filled the room, and conversation bubbled through the air.

	 

	Madison used an electric razor to remove the peach fuzz from his legs, arms, and underarms. He didn't have even the hint of hirsuteness anywhere else, so his skin looked smooth, silky, and oh so feminine.

	 

	Giggling, Chloé noticed “There! All of your body hair is gone, princess!" Then, she smiled at her friend and said, "Your work is impeccable, Maddie!"

	 

	Maddie smiled and said, "Aww thanks, Chlo! Your enthusiasm is infectious. It keeps us all motivated and inspired."

	 

	Then, giggling, the girls took turns making up his face with foundation, contouring, and powder. Next, using vivid pallets they painted around his eyes, highlighted his high cheekbones, and glossed his lips a pretty pink. Holding him still, they lined his eyes and adorned his long lashes with thick mascara.

	 

	"I love how you blended the pink and soft gray eye colors so seamlessly, with just a hint of glittery silver Ava," Lily complimented.

	 

	"Olivia, I love how you painted her nails and toes that bubble gum pink!" Emma praised, "your brushstrokes are so graceful and perfectly smooth!"

	 

	The girls continued to collaborate, each bringing her unique artistic touch, and before long, their makeover was complete. It was a masterpiece that radiated the essence of femininity, a vibrant tapestry of color, whimsy, and girlish grace.

	 

	As they admired their creation, Sophia spoke up, her voice filled with pride. "This is awesome! Just look at this cute little school girl! She represents more than just our artistic talents. She symbolizes our mastery over the little sissy girl."

	 

	The other girls all nodded in agreement, a sense of accomplishment and their bright sparking laughter filling the room. As if to punctuate Sophia's point about their dominance, they even triple pierced his ears. Still giggling, they placed scintillating pink heart shaped studs, as well as small, and much larger silver hoops in the newly made holes.

	 

	When they were done, Marcus was totally transformed into a pretty little school girl who the girls decided to call “Marcia." It was a small change from the name Marci they'd given him before, but no less embarrassing. Humiliated beyond anything he could have ever imagined, he staggered out into the hallway, hearing the taunting feminine voices calling out after him.

	 

	"Marcia, Marcia, Marcia! It's always Marcia!" they all said in unison, then they all laughed as if this were the most hilarious thing that had ever happened. It was with this stunning, unnerving memory fresh in his mind that Marcus regarded Tanya and Sera, both of whom were looking at him with smirks on their faces.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Six: Entrapping A Nerd

	 

	"Earth to Marcus! Earth to Marcus! Come in Marcus!" Sera said, smiling brightly, snapping him out of his tormented fugue state and back into the present. She'd hoped to ameliorate the sting Tanya had inflicted through her teasing. Her entreaties failed to have any immediate impact, however. Even the tall brunette's kind eyes and gentle words felt like another slap to the blushing boy.

	 

	Marcus shuddered with post traumatic stress as he emerged from the all encompassing total recall of his horrible high school ordeal. After experiencing the stunning demoralizing sense of deja vu, he was decidedly once again extremely suspicious of the sorority sirens.

	 

	He inhaled slowly and deeply and then exhaled explosively, his lungs laboring like a bellows in several swift bursts of loudly audible, bated breaths. His teeth were tightly clenched as he quickly began to gather up his books and then reached out to grab his phone from the table. He began to stand up, clearly readying himself to flee.

	 

	Sera saw this and rapidly blinked her lovely eyes, once, twice and three times. She looked at Tanya and frowned. Before the boy could escape she said pleadingly, "Wait! Marcus! Please don't go! We really need your help!”

	 

	Her softly spoken yet urgent plea made him pause just long enough for her to gently but firmly take hold of his upper arm. This effectively kept him near her, holding him in place. She added by way of apology, "Don't mind Tanya, she must be on her monthly!" Then, the beguiling brunette giggled, holding her sexy hand over her mouth. She was nodding toward her bossy blonde best friend.

	 

	Tanya glowered at her sorority sister and rolled her eyes impatiently if not angrily. She silently mouthed something to Sera that the boy couldn't make out. In response, Sera said, “I know!” just barely loud enough for Marcus to make out. He wondered once again what was going on.

	 

	Marcus was sure that he'd heard an unimaginably inviting offer to join the two girls in their bedroom. That thought intrigued him. The image of himself sandwiched between the two beauties obsessively enticed him. This, even despite his strong misgivings. He looked back at Sera expectantly, still afraid but unwilling to walk away from a fantasy come to life.

	 

	Smiling confidently, radiantly once more, the taller girl turned back to the smaller boy and said softly, sweetly, "So anyway where was I? Oh yes! Tanya and I were having an argument, and we really need you to settle it for us?” She said this with a casual, melodic tone, almost a lullaby.

	 

	Aware of how her friend intended to settle their dispute in her favor, the bossy blonde broke into the brief pause. She nodded, looking at Marcus with her huge hypnotic eyes and said, "Yeah, we totally need your help?" She'd used a sing song uptalk tone that softened her words in the way that made many young girl's statements sound more like questions.

	 

	Sera chimed in again using a silky soft seductive tone, “Yes, Marcus, we need to know. Between us girls, which one of us do you find more...um...I guess you'd say, more attractive?"

	 

	Taking over the conversation once more, Tanya said, "Yes, do you find me...attractive? Would you like to, you know, be with me?” She'd spoken softly in an alluring, breathy voice. This, while pushing her big breasts upward and outward. She also batted her eyelashes at Marcus. All of this sent shockwaves through his underdeveloped but oversexed body.

	 

	This entrancing overture made the nervous yet eager boy almost forget the casual taunting that she'd administered just moments before. He slowly lowered himself back down into his chair, momentarily mollified, but still visibly wary. Mouth agape, eyes wide with surprise, he looked at Tanya and then at Sera.

	 

	Staring at the shorter girl, and then once more at the taller Marcus cast his full attention alternating from one to the other. He scrutinized both of them, one by one and then both at once, taking in their feminine figures as each struck a sexy pose. He studied them closely. His eyes lingered on their perfectly shaped breasts, then up to their soft, flowing hair and back down to their hypnotic eyes. He lost himself in their perfectly proportioned faces.

	 

	He worked his mesmerized gaze all along their entire enticing ensembles. He noted their dainty necklaces dancing around their swan-like necks, then he regarded each one's tantalizing tops that offered peeks of their lacy bras. Reluctantly, he tore his gaze away from their ample breasts and looked down.

	 

	He looked on in awe at the rest of their sexy outfits. He then took long lingering looks at their titillating torsos, the way their waists nipped inward and their hips flared out. Truly both of these women were glowing, mind blowingly gorgeous in every way.

	 

	He cast his eyes back and forth and up and down. This, to take in their smooth, shapely legs, finally focusing on their feet in their sexy high heeled shoes. He couldn't decide which one of these vixens was more stunning. As he ogled them, they both overwhelmed him with their sizzling, scintillating presence.

	 

	"Well?" Tanya asked, a hint of impatience in her high, sweet but slightly sinister sounding soprano voice, “we were arguing over which one of us is hotter. Can you tell us which one of us it is?"

	 

	Something about these staggeringly stunning young women alarmed him. After she'd mocked his stuttering he could almost imagine her ready to slash into him with an offhand cutting remark. He was still breathing heavily, the memories of his high school humiliation still abrading his sense of self.

	 

	The contrast between her intense stare and the casual way she spoke seemed to barely conceal a sharper edge making him feel unsafe. He clenched his muscles as he tried to master his breathing that seemed intent on verging into hyperventilation as he evaluated her domineering manner.

	 

	The stunning blonde looked at him with a fierce focus that strongly hinted she was ready if not eager to slash into his tender psyche, brandishing her tongue like a switchblade. As he risked another glance into her cunningly amused expression, he felt the threat hanging above him like a Sword of Damocles brought to life and embodied in the sexy, but terrifying form of a gorgeous girl.

	 

	Sensing his distress Sera smiled sweetly and said, "I am like so sorry! I know this is totally random, but...." she shook her head and shrugged innocently, apologetically. She reached out and stroked his bare arm soothingly. Her gentle touch and her softer, sweeter, much more comforting tone placated him, at least momentarily.

	 

	His suspicions increased again however, when Tanya offered a most improbable explanation for their impromptu meeting. She said, "Sera and I need to know which one of us is more fuckable. You know? Which one of us would you rather plow?"

	 

	Her bold word choice astonished Marcus almost as much as the incredible context of her question. Marcus found it off putting and intimidating when women spoke this way. He considered cursing a sign of poor upbringing and bad manners. Worse, he felt a sense of fear whenever anyone used profanity.

	 

	On top of that, beautiful women always made him feel insecure. Together, this combination of Tanya's expletives and enchanting allure rendered him even more submissive. He glanced up at her, disbelievingly, then quickly looked away. She'd encountered this pattern of behavior many times before, and immediately recognized Marcus as an easily dominated type.

	 

	The powerful petite teen queen caught the meek boy's eyes and licked her lips looking hungry as a tigress about to pounce on her prey. Seeing this, Marcus actually started shivering, frozen with fear. He felt himself rendered helpless, unable to look away from this sexy seductress who was seemingly stalking him.

	 

	"This is even better than I'd hoped!" Tanya thought to herself. Out loud she said, "Maybe we'll have to settle this in bed?" she giggled, “care for a threesome?"

	 

	It was almost as if she'd read his mind and given voice to his most erotic nocturnal dreams. He couldn't even count the number of times he'd pleasured himself to the fantasy of having two sexy young women fighting over him, vying for his attention. Marcus began breathing rapidly, his eyes wide and rolling backward in his head.

	 

	The perpetually solitary boy felt so aroused that he nearly came on the spot, stimulated almost to climax by the image of Sera and Tanya using him as a sex object, pleasuring themselves with his eager, desperate, tinglingly willing body. That wasn't the way these girls wanted to use him, however.

	 

	As he was soon to learn, they did want to use him, but they had a whole different way of doing so in mind. He had no idea about their ulterior motives as he let them each take one of his hands in theirs and they led him like a compliant, excited little puppy back to their sorority house, luring him in with outright offers of having a menage a trois with him.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Seven: Closing The Trap

	 

	The girls snuck Marcus inside and upstairs to their bedroom in the sorority house as they'd promised. They'd never intended on engaging the star struck boy in a menage a trois however. Instead, they'd lured him in with false promises for reasons he'd almost understood.

	 

	Instead of the threesome he'd hoped for, the two girls preened and posed, asking Marcus which of them looked hotter. This went on for several frustrating moments. Just before he'd resigned himself to the understanding that their offers of sex were just some kind of scam and roused himself to leave, the startled boy found himself ensnared in a terrible trap.

	 

	With alarm, Tanya stood up and shouted at him, “Hurry! Hide in the closet!" I think I hear someone coming!"

	 

	"What? Why?" Marcus asked.

	 

	"If you get caught in here, you could get suspended!" Sera added frantically, pushing him into a cluttered closet with barely enough free space for him to fit inside it. After abandoning him there for what seemed like hours hidden among the dresses, blouses, and other feminine items, they finally pulled him out of the dark confines and back into the light.

	 

	Marcus stood before them, blinking at first at the brightness, and then at the stunning news Tanya told him. “Like Sera told you, you're breaking the rules by being in here," she said emphatically.

	 

	"She's right! You can't possibly leave here looking like that," Sera said.

	 

	"Looking like what?" Marcus asked.

	 

	"Looking like a boy!" Tanya said, her jaw jutting out at him and her voice sounding both impatient and condescending.

	 

	"Why not?" Marcus demanded, his voice quavering.

	 

	"Because if they catch you, you'll be expelled from school!" Sera sighed sympathetically, “this is a sorority house! Men are forbidden from being in here, especially on the third floor!"

	 

	"Yeah, but he's gotta get out of here!" Tanya said, "they're about to do bed checks!" This was a lie, but Marcus had no idea that it was.

	 

	"What can I do?" he asked, fearing the worst with his memories of past feminization making him groan with foreboding.

	 

	Confirming his worst fears, Sera reached into the closet he'd just been hiding in and pulled out a cute little strapless floral sundress. She next grabbed a pair of white strappy sandals with adorable little sunflower appliqués across the toes saying, "I think all of these will fit you!"

	 

	"Oh no! No way!!" he cried, "no way am I wearing that!"

	 

	"Fine, then just go out there and take your chances," Tanya said sardonically, "or just keep shouting until the house mother comes in here and catches you. I don't really give a shit either way."

	 

	"Um, well, you have to understand that—” Marcus said much more quietly.

	 

	"Are you still here?" Tanya sneered dismissively.

	 

	Seeing no other option, Marcus bowed his head in shame. He cursed himself for having let his throbbing dick override his well founded fears. By believing these two girls would even consider sleeping with him, his imagination had led him astray. Ignoring his premonitions, he'd stumbled into a horrendous situation.

	 

	He carefully calculated his options. Based on what they'd said, unless he let these girls doll him up, he could lose his scholarship and get kicked out of college. He'd have flushed everything he'd worked for down the toilet. He couldn't afford to be caught breaking the rules, and he figured that donning a dress to make his escape wouldn't be all that horrible.

	 

	He thought, "I can always stop in one of the public restrooms on the way back to the dorm and change back into my own clothes, or maybe even do that in some trees or behind a dumpster or something."

	 

	Sighing, seeing no other alternative he moaned, “Okay, let's do it your way." This in a voice that was almost too soft to hear.

	 

	"This is just perfect!" said Sera, bouncing with glee and not even trying to hide excitement at the prospect of dressing Marcus up as a girl.

	 

	The shaken boy felt nauseous. Just before leaving the student union, he'd mentally relived the embarrassing male ego crushing emasculation he'd suffered in high school. Now, he moaned again anticipating the impending repetition of the same humiliation in college.

	 

	He could see no other way out of this situation, however, so he stood frozen in place as the two girls eagerly undressed him. All the while, as they yanked off his clothes and carelessly tossed them on the floor, Sera was giggling and Tanya had a diabolical look on her face. The two girls approached the now naked Marcus, the former on his left side and the latter on his right.

	 

	The taller, kinder girl smiled at him reassuringly, but Tanya's hand reached out and took his manhood firmly between her soft fingers and snickered saying, "OMG just look at your little bitty clitty! It's going to be so easy to hide this tiny thing in your panties!"

	 

	Marcus wanted to object, to lash out at her with an obscenity laden tirade, but her disdain cut through him, dissolving his already flaccid confidence in a torrent of giggles. As if to prove her point, the petite mean girl picked out a pair of frilly white cotton panties with a pretty pink trim and little pink bow in front and held them up to the shivering captive.

	 

	She cackled with glee as she held out the little scrap of feminine clothing. Smirking, she put them on the entrapped freshman, this by lifting first his right leg, and then his left. Marcus trembled and blushed as he reluctantly let her dress him in the sexy, feminine garment.

	 

	Tanya giggled again as she held out a lacy padded push up bra to Marcus and nodded at him to put it on. She helped him slide the straps over his arms and connected its clasps behind the humiliated boy's back. As the blonde adjusted the fit, the mortified young man felt as if the bra were a bear trap or even a noose. Indeed, it was ensnaring him, making him feel totally helpless, as the whole inescapable situation was spinning completely out of control.

	 

	Tanya laughed out loud seeing how the carefully constructed foam padding in the brassier formed sexy C cups out of the flabby fat deposits on the shuddering boy's chest. "Look Sera! She has big boobies, just as big and bouncy as mine!” the blonde bombshell exclaimed, taking sheer delight in seeing the disgraced boy's face flush scarlet from embarrassment as he stood, clad only in sexy lingerie, exposed in front of the two sexy sorority sirens.

	 

	The humiliated boy looked around frantically, clearly seeking some escape from his embarrassing, emasculating entrapment, but he knew that there was nowhere for him to go. "I knew I shouldn't have trusted these two!" he scolded himself, but at that point it was too late for hindsight. As bad as it was for him already, he somehow knew that things were about to get worse. Even so, it'd be much worse than the frantic freshman could have possibly imagined.

	 

	Sera rubbed her hand along the trembling boy's legs and remarked, “We can't let you be seen with hairy legs!"

	 

	At that, his eyes widened with horror at hearing the tall brunette's implication indicating that their transformation of him into a girl was going to be far more extensive than he'd feared. Alarmed, Marcus shook his head "no" and said, "Look it's getting dark outside, no one will even see-"

	 

	Ignoring his protests, even giggling at them, Tanya said, "I'm on it, Ser!" Grinning wickedly, she pulled open a drawer and spun back to face Marcus. She pushed him across the room and forced him down onto one of the twin beds. Then, brandishing the electric epilator she'd just retrieved she said, "Sit back, baby girl! This won't take too long or hurt—at least not too much!"

	 

	Horrified, Marcus looked closely at the device. "Look! There's no way I'm letting you use that on me!" he said, standing up and shaking his head in denial.

	 

	"It's not like you have any choice," Tanya taunted him, pushing him back down on the bed again.

	 

	When he whispered back, “What do you mean I don't have any choice?" the dominant blonde hissed, “It would be so easy to scream that a pervert wearing a bra and panties snuck into our room and threatened to rape us, and then—”

	 

	"Okay stop, please stop!" Marcus sighed back. He again cursed himself for letting these girls persuade him to fall even further into a mess he couldn't get out of unless he kept capitulating to their ever more outlandish demands. If he'd just made a run for it while wearing his own clothes, he might have gotten away without detection. Now, he was right where they wanted him.

	 

	Marcus shuddered, feeling faint, and actually relieved that he was sitting down. He could all too easily imagine what horrible things would happen to him if he were found in the sorority house bedroom, dressed in a sexy bra and a pair of lacy panties. If the cruel blonde shouted, outing him to the campus police, he'd definitely get kicked out of school, and that'd only be the beginning.

	 

	"Please! You can't!” he whined, “my name and photo would be spread all across the student newspaper and website! If I'm arrested, my mugshot would be spread all over the Internet. My life would effectively be over!" Marcus felt hot shameful tears rolling down his cheeks.

	 

	"That's right," Tanya smirked, "it seems that we understand each other?" She turned on the pink and white handheld device and as it began to whir she described it to the shocked and dismayed, totally defeated young man. "This is called an Epilady! We girls use it to keep our bodies smooth. Now it may sting a bit but it's so worth it!"

	 

	"Worth it?" Marcus grimaced, “somehow I doubt that!"

	 

	Tanya just laughed at that and continued saying, "After we're done using this, your skin will stay oh so silky smooth and hair free for much longer than if we just shaved you or used a cream depilatory. From how light and sparse your body hair already is, I bet it'll be at least three weeks until the regrowth becomes even noticeable, if you're lucky maybe it won't grow back for four weeks."

	 

	"Four weeks!" Marcus yelped, he was about to explain once more that in the dim light outside, no one would even see his slight bit of body hair, making all of this talk of depilation unnecessary. Before he could make his case, Tanya taunted him again, overriding his opinion with apparent amusement.

	 

	"Yeah, that's what I just said, Sissy!" she snapped, "Not only that? Each time we use it on you, it'll damage your follicles. After a few times, you'll have much less noticeable body hair, so pretty soon you'll―"

	 

	“Each time you use it on me!" Marcus gasped, blinking his eyes and hoping he misheard her. "I thought this would only be for just this one time! Just so I can sneak out of here and get back to the dorm, so—"

	 

	“Um, yeah? I just said each time we remove your body hair! Why are you repeating everything I say?" Tanya asked, rolling her eyes.

	 

	Marcus looked toward Sera for some help, but she just smirked back, seeing the look of horror on his face. Hearing the whirring and humming noises coming from the small pink and white plastic device Tanya held in her hand, the lingerie clad boy panicked. He bolted and jumped up as if to run away.

	 

	In response to his apparently imminent flight, both of the girls simply laughed loudly. They didn't even try to grab him or make any effort to impede him in any way. They imagined this frightened, partially feminized boy running across campus partially dressed as a girl.

	 

	The two sexy sorority sisters just shook their heads and giggled at him, then looked at each other, then back at the frantic boy, and giggled at him again."Marcus! How far do you think you're going to get wearing just a bra and panties?" Sera asked, “you don't even have your keys or your student ID that you'd need to get back inside your dorm."

	 

	Tanya nodded, laughing so hard that she almost collapsed to the floor. She held back her howling guffaws just long enough to say, “Hey Sera, maybe we should force her to try it!" she laughed again so hard that she snorted and had to pause to recapture her breath. Mastering herself once more, she turned to the boy and said, "Go on girl, get going! Give everyone a show while you run across the campus. You look totes adorbs in my undies."

	 

	Sera warned him, “Of course you'll have to go past all of the frat houses on your way back to the dorms, so I wouldn't—"”

	 

	Tanya cut her off saying, "Yeah that's right! Your way home goes right through fraternity row. Go ahead, girly! I know the guys will love seeing you. Maybe you'll attract a new boyfriend -or ten?"

	 

	Realizing that the girls' amused assessments were all too accurate, Marcus slumped back down onto the bed. His slack jawed face and downcast eyes revealed that he was resigned to his fate.

	 

	"That's better, princess!" Tanya laughed as she held the Epilady up against the defeated, demoralized boy's thigh. He yelped when he felt the tiny machine bite into his leg hair, and begin yanking all of them out at their roots.

	 

	When she finished denuding her prisoner's left leg, from the top of his thighs all the way to his toes, Tanya repeated the process on his right leg. Then, she used the deceptively delicate device to remove all of the hair from his arms, his under arms, and his chest.

	 

	He didn't have much hair in any of those areas before, and none at all on his back. Still, this torturous process seemed to take forever. He wriggled in pain, both physically and psychologically, trying his best to endure this emasculating ordeal. The worst was yet to come.

	 

	Tanya smirked, "Time to clean up your bikini area, baby girl!”

	 

	"Wait! What? No!" he cried, but still clad in only a cute bra and pair of panties, his options were the same as before. He could either make a mad dash past horny frat boys. Then, once he reached his dorm, he'd have to try to talk his way past the front desk guard.

	 

	All of that, only to knock on the door of his dorm room and hope that his roomie was done with his tryst. Then he'd have to explain to Steve and Sally why he was (un)dressed this way. Or else he could just grit his teeth and let these two girls have their way. Sighing, he accepted the latter.

	 

	Tanya held the still whirring epilator in her right hand and pulled down Marcus' panties with the other. She told him, “Lay down on the bed, cutie!" When he sadly complied, she said, “I'm not gonna lie, this is gonna hurt—a lot!"

	 

	When she pushed the business end of the Epilady into his bush, it didn't just sting, it felt excruciating. So much so that Marcus screamed out in a girlishly high pitched, almost soprano range. He sat up and almost managed to jump off the bed.

	 

	The tormented boy looked determined to risk a rush past the frats in just the lingerie, but Sera moved quickly. She pounced on their prey before he could try to escape, and held him helplessly in place.

	 

	Marcus struggled, but she was bigger and stronger. She held him down long enough for Tanya to set the Epilady aside on the bedside end table. The petite powerful young girl used the handcuffs that hung off of the corners of her bed to restrain his wrists and ankles.

	 

	Then, she reached back into the bedside table's drawer and pulled out a tiny pink item. With a merciless grin, Tanya told her roommate to hold the frantically struggling former guy still, and with great care, she slipped the device onto Marci's tiny flaccid cockette and locked it into place.

	 

	"There!" she smirked, dangling a tiny golden key in front of Marci's shocked and astonished face. “That'll keep your dainty little clitty out of sight, all safe and sound, and out of reach!”

	 

	Sera stood up smiling next to Tanya, both watching their captive struggling in vain to break free.

	 

	"You're not going anywhere now, Missy," Tanya grinned like a feral tigress, showing her teeth predatorily, "where were we?"

	 

	At this, Marci began whining and moaning, louder and louder, realized that her life had spun out of control. Chastity, hairlessness, it was all too much for her. She'd been force feminized and humiliated before, but never like this.

	 

	"I think we'd better gag her," Sera said thoughtfully, "she's getting noisy and we don't need her whimpering attracting any more attention!"

	 

	"Fair," Tanya agreed. She pulled a ball gag out of the drawer of the little table next to her bed, then popped it into the immobilized boy's mouth. This made him wonder just how kinky these girls were. He smiled as he pictured the two very gorgeous girls using sex toys on each other.

	 

	That intriguing prospect perplexed him, and he felt his tiny dick getting hard. Before he could consider that notion for more than a moment or two, he felt the Epilady bite into his pubic hair again. Immediately, he was screaming into the gag and was struggling furiously but futilely to break free.

	 

	After minutes that felt like forever, his crotch was completely hair free. Then, the girls un-cuffed him, flipped him, and re-cuffed him. When they’d once again rendered him helpless, Tanya performed complete hair removal on his back side. This procedure felt at least as painful, and Marcus squirmed and thrashed as best he could bound as he was to the bed.

	 

	“There! All done!” Tanya said, as she and Seraphina unlocked the ankle and hand cuffs and let him up. She then held out a hand mirror up to him, forcing Marcus to see that she’d removed all of his body hair below his eyebrows. “I gave you a full Brazilian!” she giggled adding, “if not for your little bitty cockette you’d look exactly like a perfectly groomed hairless girl!”

	 

	Sera took out his gag and Marcus whined, “Why did you do that? No one would notice any body hair on me at—”

	 

	“Shush, Baby Girl!” Tanya said, “time to finish dressing you!” She motioned for him to raise his arms over his head, and after he complied, she pulled a cute little floral sun dress on to his slim body, tying the strings of its halter style bodice into a bow, and adjusting the spaghetti straps, the tight bodice, and the fluttery flounced hem here and there until it fit him perfectly.

	 

	She directed him to step into the pretty strappy white sandals with three inch heels that had adorable little sunflower appliqués on the toes. After he was dressed as a pretty young college girl, Sera made Marcus walk a short distance across the room. He barely managed to keep his balance even for those several steps, and he noticed that the shoes forced him to take on a mincing gait that made him sway his hips and wiggle his butt.

	 

	Tanya noticed these new mannerisms and mocked him for this. “Hey girl, I just love that come hither slutty strut," she laughed, "but you better watch out! You look like a harlot in heat!" That made him blush furiously and feel so dizzy with such self consciousness that he nearly collapsed into a heap of humiliation.

	 

	Sera giggled, having seen his feminized walk for herself, but sensing that their new living doll was at the very edge of emotional endurance, she chose not to say anything about it. Instead, she just smiled widely as she positioned their dominated dress up doll in front of her vanity. Then, the tall tantalizing temptress grabbed an extensive, elaborate makeup kit off of the bedside table. She selected and organized some eye, lip and other palettes, arranging them for easy use.

	 

	"Now comes the fun part!" she chirped, "the makeover!" With tender loving care and the skill of a fine artist, she applied primer to his skin. She followed that with a high quality concealer, dabbing it under his eyes, over a few blemishes, and here and there where she thought he needed it to contour and prep his face.

	 

	Next, she mixed then applied a shade of foundation that exactly matched his skin tone. With his face rendered into blank canvas, she started transforming it into that of an incredibly beautiful young woman. The eagerly emasculating enchantress hummed a Taylor Swift tune to herself as she brushed and blended shadows between her plaything's eyes and brows ―pale pinks, and subtle bronzes. The sexy but sweet sorority girl augmented his lashes with false lashes and used black mascara to darken them, making his eyes really pop.

	 

	In quick succession, Sera skillfully brushed rosy red and pale pink blush onto his cheeks, and applied candy apple red lip stain onto his puffy lips. The two girls each took a side and painfully plucked his brows into high, thin, feminine arches too girlish for any guy to have. This and all of the previous cosmetics made all of his feminine features stand out.

	 

	When Sera laughed and said, "Voila! A vixen is born!" Marcus looked into the mirror and nearly fainted from the shock. He saw how fully feminine and breathtakingly beautiful he now looked, but it was too much! He simply couldn't accept that he could look so stunning and sexy as a girl. As if of their own accord, his shaking hands reached up to his transformed face and he lightly touched it.

	 

	At that point, the girls decided that "Marcus" was far too masculine a name for such a feminine girly girl. “I think we should call her 'Marci' from now on!" Tanya insisted. The sexy flaxen tressed seductress asked her roommate, "What do you think of that?"

	 

	Sera nodded happily, giggling. She asked, "What do you think of your new name, 'Marci'?"

	 

	Marci couldn't answer at first. Her mind was overwhelmed by an avalanche of sensations. She could feel the tight restriction of the bra across her back and over her shoulders. She could see how the bra made her chest look unmistakably voluptuous. The thin spaghetti straps of the dress's bodice seemed oh so sexy and feminine, and the strands from its strings tied at the nape of her neck bounced and tickled the top of her back, giving her goosebumps.

	 

	Back in high school the mean girls who tormented Marcus had made him look very girlish. They'd called him by a girl's name then too, and that had been horrible. It was unnerving to be dressed up and made up to look like a schoolgirl and then called “Marcia." The new girl almost absently pondered how close that name was to her new name "Marci." She mused that this new choice was even girlier than the previous one.

	 

	Like the name change, the stunned sex changed teen realized that this latest feminization was much more thorough, much girlier, much more emasculating, and much worse. It was clear to her that Tanya and Sera knew so much more about being a beautiful girl, and they'd done such an extensive, expert job transforming the boy into a sexy girl.

	 

	Worst of all, they weren't even finished yet. Marci discovered that when Tanya said, "Time do to your hair, Princess!"

	 

	The commanding petite blonde dominatrix ran her fingers through Marci's longish brown hair and giggled when she shivered at this enticing but dangerous touch. While Sera was doing their toy's makeup, Tanya had plugged in her curling iron and arrayed other implements to prepare for this next step, finalizing their forced feminization of the former boy.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Eight: Finalizing The Feminization

	 

	Both girls were reveling in amusement at their toy's desperate plight. Sera's intensive attention seemed both soothing and somewhat supportive, but Tanya made absolutely no effort at all to hide her sadistic laughter. Her excitement grew with every new phase of the mandatory makeover they were imposing as they relentlessly remade him into her, from Marcus into Marci.

	 

	As the extraordinarily extensive emasculating transformation began, then continued, Marcus could feel Sera's delight, her eyes shining and her lips smiling. He found Tanya's expression far more unsettling. Her intensive attention was not just teasing, it also seemed dominant and even triumphant. The whole time this was going on, the unwillingly unmanned nerd was growing more and more uncomfortable and unsteady.

	 

	Tanya clipped the front of Marci's hair into flirty, feminine bangs that hung across his forehead, then curled his locks into soft, sexy waves. Meanwhile, Sera methodically matched ten long, bright candy apple red press on nails to the befuddled freshman's fingernails. The smirking sorority girl used super glue to affix the long acrylic fake nails into place.

	 

	Even before the new girl's hair had been cut, coiffed, and curled perfectly into cute little ringlets that bounced off the sides of her face and danced down around her shoulders, Marci had already begun to feel like a totally different person. Sera sprayed the new girl's hair with pink glitter, further highlighting her femininity by giving her tresses an overall soft rosy hue along with brighter sparkling specks that caught the light with the color of bubble gum.

	 

	Sera smiled as she augmented her toy's tresses with a huge pink satin bow, adding even more to her aura of femininity. Then, she and Tanya hugged each other, celebrating their handiwork. They fluffed up Marci's pink highlighted hair and pinched her pink cheeks, making their captive shudder with even more mortification than she'd imagined was possible.

	 

	By the time Tanya had finished teasing and spraying her play thing's hair into place, Sera made sure that Marci's new glamor length nails were stuck on. Once she'd tested them and made sure they were stuck on permanently, she pronounced their latest task done.

	 

	"How do you feel, now that we're nearly finished with your feminization, Marci girl?" Sera asked, her happiness shining forth from her sparkling eyes and emphasized by her wide smile. She punctuated her rhetorical question with loud and ecstatic giggling that rang like tiny silver bells.

	 

	"What do you think about your new look, Princess?" Tanya asked, taunting, equally if not even more ecstatic than Sera as she pulled the astonished, now stunningly beautiful Marci to her feet and displayed the shattered former male to himself, or more accurately herself. The transformed teen stood before the full length mirror and gaped mutely at his—or was it her― reflection.

	 

	It seemed wrong to even think of himself as anything but herself at that point. She hesitantly touched her new, long lovely bright red nails to her fluffed out, fuller and fully feminized hair with a horrified look on her face. Once again, she was far too stunned to even talk. As the transformation finally ended, he—now she ―staggered and nearly fell, so great was her dizzying disorientation.

	 

	Marcus, now transformed into Marci in every way evident to the human eye, wanted to scream, but she found herself unable to speak. The gorgeous girl she'd become was barely able to breathe or even think. The image she saw in the mirror presented a crushing blow to her formerly male ego, obliterating her sense of self.

	 

	Her mouth kept opening and closing soundlessly, so great was her humiliation at seeing the stunning, alluring girl he appeared to be. She'd been emasculated once again, much to her incredulous shame and horror, this time more thoroughly than ever before.

	 

	"To be honest, I'm surprised at how quickly and easily we emasculated and erased each and every one of our little girl's male traits," Tanya said, wrapping a possessive arm around Marci's shoulders and forcing her doll to look at herself. Instead of the familiar at least somewhat male if somewhat androgynous reflection she'd expected to see, Marci saw a stunningly gorgeous girl.

	 

	Stunned and stunning, the newly feminized former nerd stood stock still in shock. Clearly the girls had totally removed any trace of the boy she'd once been and replaced androgyny with unmistakable femininity. In sheer disbelief, as she silently mouthed the word, "no...." Marci shook her head vigorously. That motion sent her sexy hair into a subtle, sensuous swish.

	 

	The seductive sway of her hair toss, a teasingly tempting gesture, further displayed her new identity as a demure, delicate damsel. She had been turned into a sexy seductress, someone far more feminine than she'd ever imagined possible.

	 

	Stepping up behind her creation, Sera put her hands on the shuddering new girl's shoulders. She smiled widely and said, "Look at yourself, Marci! You have to admit that you might be better suited to live as a woman?" This was more a declaration than a question as the tall, slender stunning woman spoke in her usual girly uptalk tone.

	 

	"There's no ‘might be' about it," Tanya laughed, moving in so close that she could reach out and cup her new toy's chin in both of her soft, warm hands. Then, giggling loudly, she started moving the transformed teen's head slowly up and down, back and forth. This forced Marci to examine her pretty makeup and girlish hair from all angles.

	 

	"OMG! This is perfect! It's beyond perfect!" the bossy, curvy coed said, nodding her head emphatically, her diabolical delight displayed on her face she added enthusiastically, "Oh, I am so gonna win the sorority's sponsor a pageant girl contest this year!"

	 

	Ordinarily, the emasculated boy might have had enough self awareness to ask Tanya what she was talking about, but seeing herself put on display this way, that wasn't possible. She'd lost the power of speech entirely, and hadn't yet regained it. If she could speak, she would have had to admit that the girls were right. There was no way that the girl who mere hours earlier had been a boy named Marcus could deny that she was now displayed as fully feminine. Perhaps forever.

	 

	Marci gulped, still stunned into silence. Her astonishment kept her incapable of speech. She continued opening and closing her mouth comically, looking like a goldfish as she desperately tried and failed to process the visual evidence that confronted her. The reflection scattered her thoughts to the four wild winds. Her mind whirled as she felt her identity as sort of a male swept away and lost within the sexy vortex of her imposed, irrefutable girlhood.

	 

	As Sera stepped back admiring their handiwork, she couldn't help but giggle saying, "You look absolutely amazing! I can barely recognize you!" She laughed out loud seeing Marci squirm and added, "Oh my god Marci, you're so feminine now! I bet you could even get pregnant!"

	 

	Sera and Tanya gave each other a high five, and broke into laughter after Tanya doubled down saying, “You can't deny how feminine looking our favorite former boy is! Don't worry girl, soon enough one of the frat boys will put a baby in you!" This before adding, “Hahahaha just kidding!"

	 

	Marci responded awkwardly, squirming, seeming both of these girls delighting in what they'd done to her. Still, even Marci had to admit to herself that there wasn't even the slightest hint of the boy she'd been when she'd first stepped into this bedroom.

	 

	Instead, beneath the pretty dress, the make up, and the newly stylish feminine hair do, there was a fully female figure that no one would have ever dreamed was born and raised as a guy. The panties, bra, and high heeled sandals sent signals of this stark reality to her brain if there remained any doubt about this.

	 

	Seraphina smiled and put some final touches onto their creation, silver bangle bracelets on her wrists, dainty earrings and hoops in her earlobes, and a tiny delicate chain around her neck. Then, she said, "OK, now you're safe to go!"

	 

	She handed Marci a cute little handbag containing her phone and school ID that still showed her as a boy, but they kept her wallet and driver's license. She expected them to give her her boy’s clothes so she could slip into a public restroom and change, but they tossed all of her stuff down a laundry chute instead.

	 

	"Oh, and before you go? You have to tell us your answer. Which of us do you think is sexier?" Sera asked again.

	 

	Tanya leaned close to him, gripped his wrist so tightly that it hurt whispering into his ears, “You better say me, sissy, or you won't like what happens next!"

	 

	The question and the not so thinly veiled threat seemed to snap the feminized former guy out of her paralysis. Looking from one of her tormentor's faces to the other, Marci cautiously began, "It was a tough choice but—” then stopped as she feared the repercussions of her selection.

	 

	"If I pick Sera, I'm sure she'll be much kinder to me," she thought, “but if I don't pick Tanya, she'll be angry at me and could...."

	 

	As if to confirm Marci's fears, the bossy blonde admonished, “Get on with it, sissy! Or else!"

	 

	Marci gulped, intimidated even as the shorter girl's scary outburst prompted her towards capitulation. She took a deep, calming breath and continued, “—but I have to say that Tanya is ever so slightly—"

	 

	"There! You heard her!" the aggressive self entitled sorority princess said triumphantly, "she's mine! Go find your own girl to sponsor for the sorority's beauty contest!"

	 

	"Contest?" Marci finally asked, her customary curiosity piqued by hearing about the mysterious pageant a second time, "what contest?"

	 

	“Oh, every year the house hosts a beauty pageant for our pledges-" the visibly disappointed Sera started, but Tanya almost immediately interrupted her.

	 

	"It's our 'Supper For Sissies,' an annual event kinda like that movie 'Dinner for Schmucks' where normal people show off weirdos," she shouted as she strode over toward her roommate who was shaking her head slightly. Tanya seemed somewhat overly enthusiastic, almost desperate to cut off Sera's explanation about the contest, especially what it was all about.

	 

	Following the petite powder keg's movement with her heavily made up eyes, Marci couldn't help but wonder what the hell was happening. Looking over Tanya's head, the newly emasculated enchantress saw that Sera seemed oddly uncomfortable and conflicted.

	 

	For her part, the taller girl's face held an enigmatic and equivocal expression as she carefully, curiously regarded the smaller girl moving her way. Still, the bewitching brunette said nothing. Instead of speaking, she twisted her luscious lips into a mystifying Mona Lisa smirk. Her silence gave her bestie an open avenue to continue her emphatic explanation.

	 

	Tanya gave Sera a brief reassuring sisterly hug, and whispered something into the strangely sardonically smiling statuesque girl's ear. Then, she turned to Marci and said, “Every year, each of our sorority sisters dresses up a guy as a girl." While talking she started walking toward her prey. She went on, “Then we have a fun kind of beauty pageant. We all vote on the femininity of the femme bois, and whoever's sissy wins the pageant is the winner of the grand prize!"

	 

	"Wait, I thought you said guys aren't allowed in the sorority house?" Marci asked, tentatively, but clearly perplexed.

	 

	"Yeah, well you're not a guy. Not anymore at least!" Tanya smirked, not really answering the question, "you're a sissy now, you're my sissy now, and with you as my sissy, everyone else is gonna have to fight it out for second place! I already have everything I need for you to win. A pretty party dress, the perfect sexy bikini, the princess gown, and—”

	 

	"That's awful! You're crazy!" Marci cried, "I refuse to go along with that! I won't do it! You can't make me! I absolutely won't—"

	 

	“Umm, yeah you will, sissy!" Tanya said, her voice mockingly cloying with artificial sweetness, “I guess you didn't notice it, but we've got a webcam installed, right up there in the corner, almost at the ceiling." She pointed to the spot she meant and smirked with a predatory expression on her beautiful face.

	 

	The stunned former boy's frightened, widened eyes followed the direct line from the tip of the dominant feminizer's finger upwards, and confirmed Tanya's terrifying words. Marci's entire body sagged, like a lifeless rag doll. A doll that was all dressed up in a cute sun dress and all made up just like a very pretty girl.

	 

	"You're gonna do everything I say, sissy girl," Tanya said, walking over to the shocked freshman and wrapping a possessive arm around her plaything's nearly bare shoulders. She used her free hand to squeeze Marci's reddened cheeks and boop her nose.

	 

	Humiliated at this treatment and frantic from learning this newly far more humiliating fate, the girl who once was Marcus fumed. The tiny lingering scrap of masculinity still burning inside the sultry submissive wanted to rise up and push the tormentress away, to stand up to her.

	 

	That impulse flickered futilely before the captivated, captivating creature once again capitulated. She knew that Tanya had claimed her, entrapped her, emasculated her, and now possessed her completely.

	 

	The ever more triumphant sorority girl giggled as she clenched her figurative and physical grip on the helpless paralyzed sissy with her overpowering presence. She asserted her control even more tightly by making her implied threats overt, direct, and blatant. This by listing what would happen if the sissy disobeyed her.

	 

	"You'll do anything and everything I say, or else we'll share this video with the university administration and the local police. We'll even post it on the internet for everyone to see!" She summed up her extortion by saying, “That's right, you pretty little princess! Either you're going to be my willing and eager little slave girl, or else you can live your life as a viral vixen, get kicked out of college, and maybe you'll even spend some time in prison."

	 

	At that, Marci dropped to her knees, wriggling out of Tanya's entangling arm hold. She was speechless, sobbing, and distraught. Sera moved closer, near enough to reach out and touch their new possession. She began to pet Marci's pretty pink and girlish hair soothingly, as if she were a frightened puppy.

	 

	“There there!” she cooed, "I'm totally sure that all of the nastiness you just heard about won't be necessary, right?” Kneeling down so she could look directly into Marci's smoky eyes she asked, "Aren't you going to be such a submissive little sissy, an oh so obedient good little girl for Tanya? You'll do that, right?"

	 

	Marci choked out an undecipherable gasp, sniffled a few times, and then hesitantly opened her mouth to speak, but Tanya grinned and interrupted her prey even before she replied. She said with overriding authority, “That's right, pretty little sissy! You're going to be such a good little slave girl for me, or else you'll become such a popular girl for all of the guys in prison."

	 

	Finding her voice, with alarming desperation Marci stuttered “P-p-p-p-prison?" and then she more sobbed than spoke, "Please! You wouldn't! That would ruin me! It would destroy my life forever! You wouldn't d-d-d-d-dare!"

	 

	"Yes, p-p-p-p-prison, and yes I would dd-d-d-dare!" Tanya said, sounding even more mockingly sadistic than ever before. She grinned ferally, insatiably and added, “That means long days and even longer nights behind bars for you. Like I said? You'd be such a popular girl in prison. The thugs will fight over you!"

	 

	She paused to let that horrific prospect sink in. The room was hushed, almost soundless except for Marci's soft sobbing for moments that stretched on into what seemed like an eternity to the humbled, broken former boy.

	 

	The near silence persisted until Tanya continued, this time in a pseudo sympathetic tone, "Then, maybe when they let you out in five or ten years, you can try to find some college willing to let a convicted sex offender attend.”

	 

	Her sharp tone returned, “Good luck with that! Or else you can just admit that we own you now, that you're a girl, and then agree to do everything we tell you to do from now on." She stared at the beautiful former boy until she'd established her complete dominance and said firmly, "You'll report here every day after class, 7am on weekends. We'll get you all dressed up for your girl lessons."

	 

	"Girl lessons...." Marci moaned, directing her dread at anything not specific.

	 

	Sera looked at Marci's morose expression and said enthusiastically, "Don't worry! You'll get used to it after a while."

	 

	Tanya said, "I think you should rush our sorority, you know, try to make the grade along with the rest of the girls in the pledge class." Her voice sounded soft, but a sharp steel blade hid within.

	 

	"OMG that would be so fun!" Sera clapped her hands.

	 

	"Rush...rest of the girls... fun...." The shellshocked sissy groaned.

	 

	"You'll love it...eventually. I mean pretty soon you'll just have to accept that you're a girl now. It'll be fun!" Sera said.

	 

	"At least for us," said Tanya dryly, "anyway, it's time for you to go."

	 

	"Have a nice time getting back to the dorm, Marci," Sera giggled and Tanya joined in. Then the imperious petite domme laughed, a cruel, frigid sound that made the sullen sissy's blood freeze with sheer dread. Marci tried to stand up to leave, only to lose control of her silky smooth hairless legs.

	 

	She flopped to the floor in utter despair, showing off her cute lemon yellow panties to both of the other girls. In shock and horror, she rolled back and forth muttering, there in the bedroom of the sorority house. The new girl knew that she was now merely a play thing. These two sexy sorority girls had her whole life in their hands. She had to make one of two terrible choices.

	 

	She could do anything and everything they told her to do, or else she could take her chances as a violent offender's girlfriend in prison. It didn't take her long to decide. From the floor at Tanya's feet, she looked up and whispered. “Yes, Miss Tanya, I'll do whatever you tell me to do. I-II-I'll be such an obedient slave girl for you."

	 

	After all, what other choice did she have?

	 

	~ End of Book One ~ Continued in Book Two
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