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The Boys of Alpha Theta Nu

 

 Animal House--Every single fraternity in the Nineties thought that they were  Animal House.  Even at a fairly small and academically challenging school like DuPont, every fraternity saw themselves through that same lens.  The partier was just like that one character and that guy who slept around was just like that other character.   No fraternity at DuPont took to the excessive drinking, womanizing, and rude behavior like Alpha Theta Nu did. 

It was that partying as well as a desire by some of the members to try freebasing cocaine that led to the destruction of their first fraternity house in 2002.  The fraternity tried to blame it on Middle Eastern terrorists, but the university wouldn't buy it.  As a result, a fraternity that had blown through all their cash reserves on lavish parties and that had no real alumni of any means, found itself needing to raise $80,000 to avoid being dissolved and their fraternity reduced to a curiosity in old college yearbooks. 

Just when things looked bleakest, along came the girls of Delta Delta Omicron.  Nobody was as surprised as the Fraternity President Davis Landon, when the sorority presented him with a check for $85,000.  The Delta O's where not exactly known as one of the party sororities.  They had some cute members, but it was a very straight laced house with the highest GPA in the entire Greek system.   The Alphas gratefully accepted and with the money from the sorority as well as the $1,200 they had raised themselves, they were able to build one of the nicest houses on the entire campus. 

What's that old saying about being wary of Greeks bearing gifts?  I don't know if that applies to people from Greece, but it does apply to Greek houses.   That's where I come in.  My name is Matt Landon and Davis is my brother.  Though I don't see him much since he moved away after graduated, he always used to tell me about the wild parties and fun they had and I made up my mind when I was still in junior high that I was going to pledge Alpha Theta Nu. 

I was a lot different than my brother.  He was smarter than me, but never did a minute's more work than he had to.  While I, for my part, took pride in my grades and I graduated as valedictorian of my high school class.  I liked to think that I could have high academic achievement and still graduate with honors.  This is my story, but it's also the story of between 18-20 guys every year who pledge Alpha Theta Nu completely unaware of what they are in for. 




***

 

It was a sunny, but unusually cool day for early September back in 2010 when I unknowingly forever changed my life.  I was a freshman at DuPont College and like a lot of freshmen; I was taking mostly classes that I had no interest in so that I could get my general education classes out of the way.  I was walking over to Peyer Hall where my Survey of British Literature class was meeting.  Out of the corner of my eye I spied two very cute girls in Delta Delta Omicron shirts walking towards the hall. 

One of the girls was a long legged brunette wearing a pink sorority t-shirt.  She was wearing shorts and I was very appreciative of the view I was getting of her legs despite the chilly temperature.  The other girl was a blonde with glasses. It wasn't until they were closer to me that I saw her face, which was again just stunning.  This wasn't supposed to be one of the hotter sororities on campus.  I couldn't wait to see those girls. 

Looking around the classroom, I was definitely impressed.  Not only was there about a two

to one ratio in favor of the fairer sex, but even the professor couldn't have been much older than twenty-five.  Professor Shepherd was new to DuPont and possibly to teaching college. I guess she had gone here herself, but she was a stone fox.  She was about three-inches taller than my five-foot-eight and she wore heels, which made her tower.  Again she was very leggy and though she was dressed in an almost too professional manner, you could see that underneath that suit was a body with curves in all the right places. 

As luck would have it, I no sooner took a seat near the front of the classroom, than the two girls I had seen early from Delta Delta Omicron too the desks behind me.   The first class, I learned was usually just the professor reading the syllabus and telling you that you better take their class seriously, but Professor Shepherd was different.  After spending five minutes on the syllabus, she immediately began with a lesson on  The Canterbury Tales.  I immediately began to daydream about the two of us together on a tropical island making love while the waves rushed in. 

"Would you agree, Mister...Mister Landon?" she asked me.  Unfortunately, I had no idea what she was talking about. 

"Yes," I said trying to save face. 

"Would you care to elaborate?  What is the Wife of Bath's only power and why is that a problem?" 

"Casting spells," he said taking a crazy stab at it, "and it's against her faith." 

The snickering that he heard throughout the class let Matt know that he had missed badly on his guess, but looking up Professor Shepherd didn't even crack a smile. 

"It's her sexuality Mister Landon.  Throughout history that's been one of the few powers that women had, don't you agree?" asked Professor Shepherd. 

"I don't know," he replied sheepishly. 

"Oh come now.  Surely, you've felt powerless in the face of a sexually powerful woman, haven't you?" 

"I mean, sure guys want to sleep with hot girls, but that doesn't mean we're going to call them back or anything.  Is that what you mean?" 

"Ladies, you might want to remember that statement, if Mister Landon asks you out on a date." 

Young or not, this professor was a ball buster and I just got lesson number one.  She might be fun to look at, but I did not think I would like being in her class. 

"Professor Shepherd, there are actually two problems with her only power being her sexuality," said a female voice from behind me. "She justifies her lustfulness by misinterpreting scripture, but it's against her faith.  Also, she knows she is getting older and then she won't have her power anymore." 

"That's very good Ms. Summers.  You had something to add Ms. Hastings?" asked Professor Shepherd taking volunteers to help the class out of the ditch I had driven the discussion into. 

"In answer to your first question, I don't think of the Wife of Bath as any kind of rebel or hero and definitely not a feminist one.  She's playing by the rules established for women at the time and frankly she's not playing very well." 

"Well, let's look a bit at this history behind this section.  I think we're in for some very exciting discussion this semester," said Professor Shepherd as she turned on her heel and walked back to the front of the class.  She was crazy if she thought I was going to find this kind of talk exciting.  Thank God business books aren't written in old English. 

I decided to try and salvage something from the class by flirting on the girls behind me in class.  I only later learned that I was playing with fire. 

"Hey," I called out to the girls as they were walking up the stairs ahead of me.  "You guys were great in class today.  This is a big change from high school, I'll say that." 

"Thanks," said the brunette paying me very little attention. 

"That's Miss Summers, right?" I asked.  All this produced was an eye roll.  She turned around to face me and her friend followed. 

"Yes freshman, that's Elizabeth Summers.  So in high school you could just daydream in class and confuse  The Canterbury Tales with your latest  Harry Potter book?" she snipped. 

"Uhm, well..." 

"Maybe you need to spend a little less time checking out your classmates and your professor and a little more time focusing on your studies or you're not going to make it here very long and before you ask I'm Lauren Hastings.  Have a good day," interjected her friend with all the enthusiasm of someone filling out their income tax form. 

"Wait, I saw you're in Delta Delta Omicron.  I'm pledging Alpha Theta Nu," I said desperately. 

"Well it's very selective. I doubt they'd take you," snapped Lauren. 

"I'm a legacy, my brother was President." 

"Oh, you're that Landon," replied Elizabeth who then turned to Lauren saying, "His brother is the one who was President during the fire." 

"Oh," Lauren nodded. "That's great.  We're both big sisters over at the house this year. 

Maybe you'll be one of our little brothers." 

"That'd be cool," I replied happy to see the fraternity was already opening doors for me. 

"I think you are definitely Alpha Theta Nu material," said Elizabeth enthusiastically.  "We need to go, but I'll put in a good word for you with the pledge committee." 

I won't bore you with the story of rush week.  Alpha Theta Nu was the only house I pledged.  When you'd make the required visit other houses talked about alumni connections, brotherhood, philanthropy, and academics.  All are important, but Alpha Theta Nu's representative talked about parties and girls.  Their stories were the best and even though none of the other houses had any non-house members there, the Alphas had several very attractive women there.  Some of the women served as waitresses in these awesome little bunny outfits that were ridiculously sexy.  One of them sat on my lap, tussled my hair, and   gave me plenty of attention while one of the active members talked to me about the house.  I don't think he saw my growing boner, but as she was on my lap, I don't know how the girl couldn't have.  She just giggled.  There were also several of the Delta Delta Omicron sisters there which seemed a bit odd, but nice just the same. 

I was thrilled to be accepted.  Even better, DuPont had grown wildly since my brother's time here.  As a result there was a housing shortage that allowed freshman to move into Greek houses in order to open up space in the university housing system.  I guess I first noticed that things were odd during Hell Week.  We were given t-shirts, which we proudly put on, but as I looked at them closer, they were strange for a frat.  The shirts were a very light red that was almost pink and they had a castle on the front.  In a very flowery font it said, "There's no place like Alpha Theta Nu."  On the back was my pledge nickname, which they said was Candy because I was nuts and my moves are so sweet. 

"Isn't this kind of...I don't know, girly?" I asked. 

"Do you have a problem with it Pledge Candy?" answered Duke who was the pledge

chairman. 

"No Brother, but I just don't understand it." 

"Since you're a lowly pledge maggot, I'll explain.  It means when you join our fraternity, it is your home.  It also means we're kings of the castle," he said enthusiastically.  I still thought it looked much more like a sorority shirt, but I guess we didn't have the most fashion savvy house on campus. 

Hell Week contained all the humiliation you might expect.  I was pelted with eggs and shaving cream, had my underwear confiscated and replaced by a mandatory bra and panties that I had to wear instead.  I was sitting in my British literature class, while Professor Shepherd was explaining something or another about 19th century poetry, when I felt my bra strap snapped.    I could hear Lauren and Elizabeth snickering behind me.  It was snapped a second time, this time much louder.  When I turned around to complain, Elizabeth gave me a small slip of paper and smiled and waved at me. 

The note said, "We can see your bra through your t-shirt Candy.  Lift up the bottom of your shirt so we can see the color." 

I shook my head no and I received a few more snappings.  That night, I was given a demerit by Duke for disobeying an order from a Delta Delta Omicron active.  Eventually there would be a punishment, but tonight the pledges had to go over to several sorority houses and sing for the girls.  It wasn't until I was singing for the girls that I realized just how bizarre our song was:



 Sweet heart of Alpha Theta Nu, 

 I want to be just like you. 

 And do the things that you do

 from your hair down to each shoe. 

  

 Other frats, they can't compete

 'cause Alpha boys are all so sweet. 

 Please make me feel complete

 kneeling down at your feet. 

  

The girls applauded and cheered us, and then we were then all paired off with members of the sorority.  We were told that these girls would be our big sisters.  Just as she had hoped would happen, I'd been paired with Elizabeth.  As she came over to me carrying a teddy bear, I greeted her warmly. 

"Wow!  You were right.  I'm so glad to have you as my big sister," I told her. 

"Well, it wasn't all luck.  I kind of campaigned for you." 

"Really?" I felt flattered. 

"Yeah, one of the jobs of a big sister is to make sure you don't embarrass your fraternity and judging by class, I have a lot of work to do with you." 

"Hey," I snapped as my pride turned to hurt feelings. 

"Hey?  Is that how they tell you to talk to an active at that house of yours?" 

"No sir?" 

"Do I look like a sir?" she barked. 

"No..." 

"Ma'am, the word you're looking for is ma'am," she said rolling her eyes in exasperation. 

"No ma'am." 

"Stick out your chest pledge.  Be proud of your assets." 

"Yes ma'am." 

"That's still unacceptable," she sighed grabbing a box of tissue from the coffee table and filling my bra cups with its contents. "Use a pair of socks when you get back home.  From now on if you're wearing a bra I want it fully stuffed to its proper size." 

"That's going to be noticeable...ma'am," I stammered. 

"Damn right it will be.  That's the point of having boobs, isn't it?" 

"Yes ma'am." 

"How long have you been wearing that bra and those panties?" 

"For a week ma'am." 

"And how many times have they been laundered?" 

"None ma'am." 

"Okay, we need to fix that.  My eyes are watering just smelling those gross panties. Follow me," she said leading me up to her room, which was much nicer than the rooms at the fraternity house.  It was bigger and she had obviously put a lot of thought into it's decoration.  The walls were purple and there were a lot of pictures of space on the wall as well as the typical posters and pictures you'd expect in a girl's room. 

She immediately went to her lingerie drawer and pulled out a new bra, which was a size bigger than the one I had one and was a black push up model with an underwire.  She tossed me three pairs of panties as well. Turning to me she said, "These will do you until the weekend, but then you're going to have to buy some of your own.  You can keep those.  I'm not going to want them after they've been on your stinky body.  Now change." 

"Where should I go?" 

"I said change." 

"I mean, where should I go to change?" 

"Here will be fine." 

Embarrassed, I stripped down and did what she said.  I noticed her snickering when she saw my dick.  I don't know why.  I'm pretty sure it's average size when it's fully erect. I stepped into the panties and fiddled with the bra.  I was getting much better at putting one on since I had been wearing the one I had for awhile now. 

"Here, put these on too," she said tossing me a pair of black pantyhose with a floral pattern to them." 

"I can't put those on.  Nobody said I had to wear pantyhose." 

"I just did.  Do you need me to get my paddle down from the wall or do you think your brothers don't want you listening to your big sister?" 

"No, it's just that it's going to be embarrassing." 

"Hello, you're a pledge.  It's supposed to be embarrassing," she snapped. "Now quit stalling." 

Reluctantly, I put on the pantyhose.  They felt tight and confining over my panties.  Even worse, I was wearing a pair of khaki shorts, so the dark patterned hose would be very visible on my legs.  "There, I did it." 

"You have a real talent for putting pantyhose on.  Most guys can't do it so easily on their first try.  This is your first time, right?" 

"Yes, of course...Ma'am," I probably said with a little too much attitude. 

"When you get some more bras and panties, you will pick up at least a half dozen pairs of

pantyhose.  You'll probably run them at first." 

"I'm pledging a fraternity, not a sorority ma'am." 

"Seriously?  Don't give me that bitchy little attitude or you're going to be painting your fingernails and toes too," she barked. 

I nodded and the two of us went downstairs.  I was pleased to see that I wasn't the only one of my pledge class who the girls had made look ridiculous.  Dollface was trying to apply lipstick to his face while checking his reflection in a mirror, while Shorty was trying to balance himself precariously on three-inch spiked heel shoes. 

The girls thanked us for a very entertaining afternoon and we hugged our big sisters goodbye. 

"I'm sorry I gave you a hard time," I said as I embraced Elizabeth.  It was awkward as my stuffed bra and her actual breasts made it a challenge to position ourself. 

"Really?" she asked surprised. 

"Yeah, I know that we're supposed to be bonding through this silliness and it's great of you to take your time to help our frat." 

"I appreciate that, but you know it's going to get a lot harder.  You may be surprised." 

"I'll deal with it," I said confidently. 

I noticed right away that the other sorority houses treated us a lot different than the DDO

girls did.  While at their house, they were kind of mean to us, but we got the idea that the DDOs were happy to see us, while I couldn't put my finger on it, but the other houses seemed to treat us more as jokes.  Rather than gathering their whole chapter, they'd just have whoever felt like it come watch us.  The only other house to give us their full attention were the Delta Theta girls who really seemed interested in taking a lot of pictures of us and asking us all sorts of questions. 

They also gave us a big sales pitch to buy their big fundraising calendar when it came out, but they couldn't even tell us who the model would be yet. 

That night, was discipline night.  All of us who had earned a punishment were forced to draw a card and do the punishment that matched the card.  Duke and some of the other actives supervised everything. 

There were three of us who had earned the dreaded demerit and when we were asked if we wanted to take individual or group punishments, we chose group punishment in the spirit of brotherhood.  We drew our card and it was the three of diamonds.  It turned out to be one of the worst tasks.  We had to go into the basement and using the props in shopping bags, we were to make an amateur porno of at least ten minutes.  Nobody had to cum, but we had to make sure that anybody watching the video believed we came.  I was with Dollface and Barbie who visibly groaned at the assignment.  We marched down to the basement to get started.  We had as much time as we needed, but until the video was shot and edited we would have to work on it and ignore everything else. 

"What's in the bags?" asked Dollface. 

"Oh no," sighed Barbie as she looked inside.  "It's makeup, lingerie, and heels." 

"Well I'm not going to be the girl," insisted Dollface. 

"Does this strike anything else as odd?" I asked. 

"What?" asked Barbie perplexed. 

"Our nicknames for one.  You're an eight-teen year old man.  Why are they calling you Barbie?" I asked. 

"Because my family owns a barbecue restaurant and I worked there since I was like eight." 

"What are you saying?" asked Dollface. 

"It just feels like everything we're doing is all designed to turn us into girls or something," I said. 

"You're just overreacting," replied Barbie.  "I know it's been tough pledging, but let's face it, embarrassment is a big part of it.  Frats have been putting their pledges in dresses since they started." 

"Maybe, it just doesn't feel right," I replied. "Let's get this video done." 

"I'm still not going to be the girl," said Dollface. 

"Well, it's only women's stuff in there.  Let's make it a lesbian video and we'll all be girls," 

I suggested.  "It's the only fair way." 

"I guess," responded Dollface. "They really want us to act like we're doing it." 

"I know it's gross, but let's just get it over with.  I mean it is a punishment and right now everything is about embarrassing us, so I guess they went with something particularly embarrassing," offered Barbie. 

We stripped down and put on the clothes.  There was a red teddy that fit me and they were nice enough to include matching stockings and heels.  There was makeup in the bag, that none of us knew how to use really except for Dollface who had received a small amount of training earlier in the day from his big sister. 

After, we were properly attired we set up a tripod so that we wouldn't need a camera operator and proceeded to gyrate with each other and pantomimed humping each other.  At one point, I got on my knees in front of Barbie and took his dick in my hand pretending to be giving him a blowjob, but keeping it out of my mouth.  We went back and took some close ups that we could edit in and put a porn-worthy soundtrack to the video.  We entitled it  College Sluts In Heat and declaring it finished we brought it upstairs. 

As the video played, the brothers hooted and hollered and catcalled at the television as it played, but in the end, they declared that we had done well. 

"I know that wasn't an easy assignment, but that's what we want to see," said our fraternity's president Schuyler "Skye" Donovan told the assembled audience.  He was a senior marketing major who wasn't a real forceful type of leader, but he did have a very good GPA and while he had long red hair that made him look a bit like a hippie, it was always maintained shined in the light of the television room.  "No matter how silly what you have to is, in this house we expect you to give it 100%." 




***

 

Getting ready for class the next day was tough.  I knew that I had Professor Shepherd's class so there was no way I was going to be able to hide from Elizabeth.    I had been so excited to have her for my big sister, but now I realized it was going to suck that she'd be able to keep such close tabs on me.  I put a pair of my sucks into the black bra cups to fill out her bra to its natural 36c cup size.  It was just my luck that she had a healthy set of breast.  I slipped on a pair of her black panties and the new pantyhose before putting on my jeans and shirt.  We had to wear our "No Place Like Home" fraternity shirts today and the black of the bra definitely showed through the pink of the magenta shirt.  I was going to change to a lighter colored bra and then realized when people saw I was sporting such big tits it wouldn't matter much. 

At breakfast, none of the actives found my appearance alarming or worthy of mocking.  I saw that Dollface's face had been made up expertly.  He later told me that Skye had seen him struggling to put the makeup on this morning and had helped him.  Mini was walking much

better on his heels as he made his way around the kitchen to get cream cheese for his bagel. 

Meanwhile, Brave's long red hair was in a French Braid this morning.  I made my mind up to have a talk with Skye that afternoon.  It seemed like every single big sister was doing something to feminize us.  It couldn't look good for our fraternity for us all to be seen around campus like that. 

Leaving the safety of the fraternity house with Dollface at my side, we got more than our share of comments, wolf whistles, and smirks as people saw us walking to class. 

"This is so humiliating, but just remember it'll be worth it when we're actives.  We belong to the hardest partying fraternity on campus.  Did you ever see that movie  Animal House?" he asked me excitedly. 

"I've seen it, but so far we haven't had one wild party.  We baked brownies for the sororities, we've sung songs about belonging at a woman's feet, and we've had to memorize our pledge book.  Do you have it memorized yet?" I asked. 

"Oh yeah, I'm not going to earn another demerit." 

"What's with that huge chapter on all the requirements for how we had to clean the house?" 

"Well that's important." 

"Your pledge book shouldn't tell you how to steam curtains, Dollface." 

"I guess, but it's worth it.  That's all I'm saying," he replied full of enthusiasm before darting down the path leading to the science building while I made my way to British literature. 

By the time I got there, most of the seats were already filled and Elizabeth and Lauren were already there.  They motioned me to a seat in between them in a way that was more command than request.  I had sat down for all of about thirty seconds, when I felt Elizabeth's hand reach into my jeans. 

"Hold on, don't get too excited.  I'm just checking your underwear little sister," she teased. 

"That's little brother." 

"Hmmph, I don't think my brother wears a bra and panties," she replied. 

"He doesn't have a rack like that.  That's for sure." taunted Lauren. 

"Barbie is your little sis-brother, isn't he Lauren?" I asked. 

"Yeah that's right," she said handing me small plastic shopping bag, "Actually, if you'll see him before I will this afternoon, can you give him this?" 

"Sure," I said looking inside.  The bag was full of Barbie school supplies and I l turned to face her showing my shock and displeasure. 

"Oh, you're not getting all the fun Candy," she said emphasizing my pledge name. 

I was starting to do a lot better focusing in Professor Shepherd's class and had even answered some questions last time impressing her with my knowledge.  Unfortunately, the events of the last day had left a lot on my mind and I zoned out. 

"On its face, this poem seems to be about a girl mourning the loss of her pet.  Even your anthology explains it that way, but let's look at it a bit deeper, shall we?" asked Professor Shepherd rhetorically. "Mister Landon, what words and imagery do you see repeated?" 

"Uhm," I replied.  I hated her ability to find just the moment when I wasn't paying attention to call on me.  This wasn't high school.  No other professor cared if you paid attention in their class.  I tried to save myself answering hesitatingly, "Fawns and lilies." 

"That's a good start Mister Landon.  So could she be mourning something besides the loss of a deer of all things?  What else could Marvell be talking about?" 

"I don't know," I replied. 

"What did we just read that used fawns and lilies?" she asked. 

"I really don't know," I answered shaking my head hoping that she'd get the hint to call on somebody else. 

"Song of Songs, Mr. Landon -- like two fawns, like twin fawns of a gazelle that browse among the lilies," she peered down at me. Doesn't that ring a bell? What are they talking about?" 

"Nature, I guess," I replied. 

"Breasts Mr. Landon, breasts.  Marvell calls them  milk white lambs," she announced to the class, "and I must say you are sporting a magnificent pair yourself today." 

The reaction was hysterical laughter as the strict professor cut a joke at my expense.  Even Lauren called out "You should see his legs."  The laughing at my expense went on for a good two or three minutes as I sat there flushed much to the amusement of the girls on either side of me.   At the end of class, I stormed up to the front of the room to talk to Professor Shepherd. 

"You know," I said putting my things down on her desk loudly so she would look up, "I did not appreciate that." 

"Didn't appreciate what?" she asked with faux innocence. 

"Calling attention to my pledge attire," I replied. 

"Oh, so you're being hazed?  That's a serious charge you know.  Your fraternity could lose their charter." 

"No," I said stopping dead in my tracks and turning ashen white.  The university's anti-hazing policy had never occurred to me. 

"So, why were you wearing a bra--a stuffed bra to my class then?" she asked. 

"I..." I stammered. 

"Was it because you like wearing a bra and you wanted to wear it?" 

"Uhm yeah," I said. 

"So you're pledging Alpha Theta Nu?" 

"Yeah, I am." 

"Well, they've got quite a reputation," she said.  "Anyway, if you're a transgendered student who is wearing a bra because you feel comfortable doing so and not because anybody is making you the university has a very strict policy there too.  The faculty shall in no way impede the expression of your perceived gender." 

"Yeah, that's it," I said almost relieved. 

"What was that Ms. Hastings said about your legs?" 

"I'm wearing pantyhose too, ma'am," I whispered. 

"There's no need to whisper Mr. Landon.  Everybody else has left.  In fact, show me.  Drop your pants and show me your pantyhose.  I assume you are wearing panties too?" 

"I can't and I'm pretty sure that you would get in big trouble if anybody saw that," I replied making the horrible mistake of issuing her a veiled threat. 

"So you don't feel comfortable expressing your true gender or is it that you are being forced to wear these things?" she asked, her tone getting harsh again. 

Reluctantly, I did as I was told.  I stepped back and she actually made me step completely out of my pants.  "Are you happy?" I asked. 

"I'm ecstatic.  You may put your pants back on," she instructed.  "I really like that pattern, by the way." 

I hurriedly began to put my clothes back on.  "You don't have a right to do this, you know?" 

"I'm sorry Mr. Landon.  Maybe I did cross the line.  Doesn't it suck to go to class wanting to learn and teach and freely exchange ideas about great literature and poetry only to have

someone disregard your thoughts and opinions to stare at your body and check out your legs and breasts the whole time they're in that class with you?" 

"I...," I stammered.  Damn, she was right. 

"I'll make it easy for you.  I won't go to the administration with allegations of hazing if you don't want me to." 

"Thank you Professor Shepherd.  I promise to be more focused in class.  It's just that you're very bea--," I said excitedly before she interjected. 

"However, so you don't have to drop your pants again, I want you to wear shorts to my class as long as you are wearing pantyhose so I can make sure you aren't being hazed," she ordered. 

"I can't," I shook my head. 

"It's your choice, but if you don't want me going to Dean Morris, you will also start keeping your legs shaved so that they look good in your hose." 

I was now near tears.  The humiliation I felt today would only be worse when I came to class like that.  I turned to walk quickly to the door, "saying thank you Professor." 

"Don't forget your books and your...Barbie notebooks," she stopped me snickering as she noticed the contents of my shopping bag. 

By the time I was to the door, tears were streaming down my cheeks.  I kept my head down as I raced across campus to the fraternity house with hopes of just crashing in my head.  I know we weren't supposed to be cutting classes, but there was no way that I was in any mood for an art class at this time. 

No sooner did I get into the house then I saw posted on the announcement board that we were going to get to go to the Delta Delta Omicron house today at three pm.  In honor of our pledge class and the great job that we did serenading them yesterday, we were invited to Happy Hour.  I didn't want to see anymore of Lauren and Elizabeth, but I didn't see what choice I had at this point except to quit.  The idea had been unthinkable a few days ago, but maybe I just wasn't cut out for this fraternity lifestyle.  I set my alarm for one o'clock.  I had some urgent business before this latest commitment. 

After leaving college, my brother took a job in England.  It wasn't anything spectacular and he had wanted to see the world.  He wasn't in contact with our family too much, but he always seemed happy.  After all the bragging he did to us about his fraternity days, I figured if anybody could help me figure out what to do next, it was him.  I dialed him up.  With the six hour time difference, I figured he'd be home from work. 

"Hello?" he answered. 

"Hey Davis, it's me Matt." 

"Oh my God--little brother.  It's good to hear from you.  I'm sorry I have a little cold he said clearing his throat." 

"Hey, it's good to talk to you too.  I hope things are going well over there." 

"Yeah, it's great, but this costing you an arm and a leg.  Is there anything I can help you wish? You should have just emailed me." 

"Yeah Davis," I paused. "I pledged Alpha Theta Nu." 

"You did?" he asked sounding less than enthused and breaking up ten to fifteen seconds of awkward silence. 

"How could I not?  You made it sound like such fun with all the parties and everything." 

"What are you wearing?" he asked me suddenly serious. 

"Hey is this an obscene phone call?" I asked jokingly hoping to change the subject. 

"Matt, this is totally serious," he warned me in a deep and somber voice. "What are you wearing?" 

"My pledge t-shirt and jeans." 

"And underneath?" 

"Davis..." 

"Matt, what underwear are you wearing?" 

"I'm pledging Davis.  It's...A bra, panties, and pantyhose." 

"Matt, what I am telling you now, I was sworn to never tell another person.  The fraternity is not what you think it is.  I made a big mistake when our old house burned down.  You've got to get out of there.  Quit and go back to your dorm.  Move back home with mom and dad if you have to, but get out of there," he instructed me with panic in his voice. 

"Davis, calm down man.  I've noticed things are strange here, but I have no clue.  What's going on?" 

"The Delta Delta Omicron girls, when they bought the house, they..." 

The phone went dead.  I tried to get a dial tone, but I couldn't.  I don't know what Davis was trying to tell me, but if he knew I was wearing women's underwear, then my suspicions had to be correct.  This wasn't just some random humiliation.  They were feminizing us.  Why would the actives do such a thing?   These were questions that I didn't really want to answer.  I made up my mind to go and tell Skye that I was going to have to leave the fraternity. 

Entering Skye's room, I saw it with fresh eyes.  His room had a canopy bed.  I always thought the handcuffs that were attached were rebellious, but now I wasn't so sure.  He had told me that he had decorated it to impress the girls, but it was clearly feminine.  He even had a feminine lilac colored desk set.  His door was open and he was lying on the bed reading a magazine, which he put aside when he saw me enter. 

"Hey Candy, what's up?" 

"Skye, I need to quit the fraternity." 

"Woe, hold on there.  I know pledging is rough, but it'll be worth it once you're accepted." 

"It's not that," I shook my head trying to explain myself delicately.  "It's just not what I thought it would be." 

"We really like you and we think you'll fit in great Matt.  I wish you'd give us another chance," he said reassuringly. 

"No Skye, I'm afraid I'm through." 

"Your mind is made up then?" 

"I'm sorry, but it is," I replied. 

"Okay, well we hate to see you go.  Unfortunately, you're going to have to stay here until we can get your housing situation straightened out.  They've given your old room away I'm sure you can't just stay there." 

"Yeah, I figured," I nodded my head. 

"Can you do me a favor?" 

"What is it?" I asked warily. 

"Just don't tell anybody until after Happy Hour.  The pledges deserve a chance to blow off some steam and knowing that you're leaving would put a dark cloud over things for them.  It's never good to lose a pledge brother." 

"I guess I can do that, but I'm letting them know as soon as it's over.  I don't intend to stay here any longer." 

"Sure, you're rooming with Dollface and Stilettos, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, I hate to see you go, but I understand," replied Sky taking my hand and shaking it before giving me a hug.  I left the room and went back to my room.  Dollface was there and I broke the news to him. 

"You're really leaving? No way," he said shocked. 

"Yeah, I'm afraid so.  You might want to think about it too, you know.  I talked to my brother and he urged me to get out," I replied. 

"No way, I'm Alpha Theta Nu til I die.  If I had to leave I'd break down and cry," he replied quoting one of our pledge songs. 

"I'm telling you something's not right," I told him. 

"You're just being paranoid man," he told me. 

"Suit yourself, but don't tell anybody until after Happy Hour, alright? I told Skye that I wouldn't ruin the party." 

"Good idea," he said. 

I started to pack my stuff up.  I felt strange taking off my bra, but what could they do, kick me out?  I heard a knock on my door and quickly hid my suitcase so that nobody would see that I was moving.  Once it was clear, Dollface opened the door to find Lauren and Elizabeth staring back at him. 

"Hello Pledge Dollface," said Elizabeth. 

"Hi girls," he smiled nervously. 

"Can you give us some privacy?  We need to talk to your roommate," said Lauren. 

"Please do, maybe you can talk some sense into him," pleaded Dollface as soon as he left the room. 

"Now, what the Hell is this about you quitting?" demanded Elizabeth. 

"I wondered how long until Skye called you?" I smirked. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" asked Lauren. 

"I'm still trying to figure that out myself, actually.  I'm done though.  After Happy Hour, I'm going to be moving out of the house." 

"That's really messed up," announced Lauren. 

"Look, I know Hell Week is hard, but you've got a great bunch of friends here.  You don't want to leave me without a little brother, do you?" asked Elizabeth giving me the puppy dog eyes that probably worked so well with most guys as she moved onto my bed and put her arm on my shoulder. 

"It's not just Hell Week.  Professor Shepherd wants me to come to class in shorts with my legs shaved now," I pouted.  Lauren snickered and I even caught a smile breaking on Elizabeth's face before she caught herself. 

"Candy..," she tried to soothe my humiliation, but I cut her off sharply. 

"That's Matt." 

"OK, if your mind is maid up Matt," she smiled offering me a handshake, "I do think you're going to regret this, but I wish you well." 

I accepted her friend and went back to wrapping. 

"Do wear your bra one last time, Candy," said Lauren.  "We wouldn't want your brothers to know you're out." 




***

 

I donned the female underwear again, but I refused to stuff my bra cups.  When the time came, Dollface, Stilettos, and I went down to the lobby to meet our brother.  The short mincing steps that Stilettos was taking slowed up down even more than Dollface's makeup did. 

As a group, the entire house of over fifty members walked over together to the DDO house and instead of ringing the bell we serenaded them with yet another song about being their bitches.  When I pointed this out to Stilettos, all I got was a bemused shrug. 

DDO's president Natalie Cressman greeted us all warmly in the parlor thanking the pledge class for our entertainment the other day and giving us a chance to mingle with each other.  They had spared no expense.  They not only had alcohol, it wasn't that cheap plastic bottle vodka we bought and while it wasn't exactly top shelf, it would at least be on a shelf at a bar.  When we were over to serenade earlier, their pledges were all out doing the same thing at other houses, so it was great to finally meet their freshman.  I approached a cute blonde pledge that I recognized from one of my classes. 

"Ashley, right?" I asked moving my Rum and Coke to my left hand and extending a hand to her, "We're in Professor Garvey's western art class. I'm Matt." 

"Hey Matt, I know who you are," she smiled as she took my hand.  Then turning me towards a Chinese girl with a large set of breasts that immediately caught my eye said, "This is my pledge sister Serena." 

We smiled at each other and nodded. 

"I love those pledge shirts," said Ashley.  "I was one of those little girls with a princess obsession." 

"Me too," agreed Serena.  "I had my own glass slippers and everything." 

"No need to worry," I said.  "I think we'll be out of here by midnight." 

"You're the guest at the party," teased Ashley.  "You're the one who has to be home by midnight." 

"Yeah, what size are your glass slippers?" asked Serena. 

"I wear a size eight if you must know," I laughed. 

"Oh you'd have no trouble finding heels that fit then," teased Ashley.  All the laughing stopped and I could see Serena giving her friend a dirty look. 

"So you two are in art class together, what's that like?" asked Serena. 

"She's great," I said.  "If you'll excuse me, I need to find one of my roommates." 

I beat a hasty retreat from the girls.  They obviously were in on whatever this plan was to feminize us.  I wanted to get out of the house and now. 

"If I can have your attention," said Natalie.  "It's come to my attention that Alpha Theta Nu has some aspiring film makers and I'm happy to say that we have a copy of their new premier.  If you can turn your attention to the television, we'll start the show." 

I didn't even have to look to know what was playing on the sixty inch plasma television. 

Both houses were laughing in hysterics except for Dollface, Barbie, and me. I could see the others were devastated by being such public laughing stocks.  Having nothing to lose, I simply left and walked back to the house.  I picked up my bag and was about to open the door to my room, when I thought about Dollface.  He was enduring a crushing humiliation and it would probably really suck to follow that up with coming back here to find me gone.  I decided to at least stay until I could say goodbye properly. 

About an hour later, I could hear loud noises.  The fraternity had returned home and from the sound of things, they were feeling no pain.  When Stilettos came into the room he was s sight to see, he was drunk enough to have trouble walking normally, but in his shoes he was a

stumbling mess. 

"Hey man, be careful," I warned him.  "Where's Dollface?" 

"Oh man, that was so fun," he said slurring his words

"Dollface? Where's he?" 

"Oh you ran out," he said giving me a raspberry. "Dollface and Barbie are doing something about it.  They stayed back to do a panty raid while the girls were all busy cleaning up. It's going to be the greatest revenge ever.  They're hiding like Trojan horses," he giggled. 

"None of the girls noticed that the stars of the film didn't leave with the rest of the fraternity?" I asked clearly puzzled. 

"No, it worked like a charm." 

"And why would they care about a panty raid?  It's not like our big sister's haven't been giving us their lingerie in order to make us wear it," I said out loud.  I knew Stilettos was useless.  "Even if they got panties, they'd never be able to make it outside unless they jumped and even then..." 

"What are you rambling about?" he asked. 

"You need to get some sleep," I said exasperated. "I'm going to do something incredibly stupid." 

"You do that he said," flopping face down on his bed. 

I pulled a black hoodie out of my bag and put it on over my pledge shirt.  I didn't know which of my brothers I could trust, so I was just as careful creeping out of the fraternity as I would be when I got to the sorority house.  At least I was trying to sneak past drunken people.  I made it out the back door and across the parking lot to the Delta Delta Delta Omicron parking lot.   Using the cars for cover, I snuck as close as I could do the house.  Everybody did seem to be downstairs cleaning up.  There was a lot of movement downstairs, but the lights were off in the bedrooms except for what I took to be the glow of two cell phones moving about. I smiled and sighed before assessing the situation. 

If I climbed up on the railing I could reach the overhang above the door, from there I could probably get to one of the rooms, where one of them was at.  I'd let them know that they were set up and get them out of there as quickly as I possibly could.  I raced to the railing knowing that this was the most exposed I would be.  I was climbing on top of the railing when the door suddenly opened. 

"What are you doing?" a female voice barked before calming down. "Wait, Matt right?" 

"Yeah, hey Serena," I replied recognizing Ashley's friend from the party. "That was some party." 

"I had fun," she smiled cautiously, "but what are you doing?" 

"I lost my cell phone.  I think I left it at the party.  I had to go early," I replied meekly. 

"I don't remember anybody seeing they saw a phone.  Come on in and I'll check," she said. 

I thanked her and waited for her to leave the back stairway before I raced up the stairs.  I figured if I could collect the other two, I could get us the Hell out of there.  I didn't know what they were up to, but I was sure that this wasn't a coincidence that Skye had talked them into trying this suicide panty raid.  My God, did anybody even do panty raids or was that just an urban legend? 

Reaching the second floor landing, I tried to loudly whisper out for Dollface and Barbie. 

About the middle of the floor, I did it again and this time I was met with a "psst" sound coming from one of the bedrooms. 

"We have to get out of here.  It's a set up," I whispered opening the door to the room and backing in looking left and right down the hallway to make sure nobody was coming up the

stairs.  "Let's go...now!" 

I turned around, but the room was now dark.  There was no cell phone or other light source in this room except a very small bit of illumination coming up from the parking lot below.  My eyes were just adjusting to the darkness, but I saw movement in front of me.  There appeared to be two figures down on the ground.  I heard a "mmph" from the floor and turned on my cell phone to get a closer look. 

Barbie was laying face down on the floor with a very tall brunette girl sitting on her back. 

She had been gagged with a pair of pantyhose and she was now being hogtied with another pair. 

I couldn't figure out for the life of me why the girls would plan such an elaborate trap for two guys who were basically doing everything they asked anyway.  Then it occurred to me that maybe they hadn't been the target of this plan.  I took a step backwards, turned around, and sprinted towards the stairs. 

"He's getting away!" yelled the brunette perched on top of Dollface.  I passed an open door way and a hand swiped at me, a blonde woman who had to be close to six-feet tall was chasing after me.  She was pure hard body without and ounce of visible fat.  I realized looking back at her was a stupid idea because it was making me veer off course.  She launched herself at me and hit me with a flying tackle that knocked me hard to the ground with her landing on top of me. 

"You might want to stay down," chuckled the girl on top of me who I later learned was an all-conference heptathlete named Allison.  I tried to wrestle at my feet, but it was useless.  She called out to the brunette, "Come over here Monica and bring something to tie this one up." 

"Get off me," I bellowed, but she just giggled.  She twisted my right arm painfully behind my back and when I refused to give her my left she twisted even further until I had no choice, but to reach back with my left arm.  She grabbed them both to make it easy for Monica to hogtie me, which is exactly what she did to me.   There was no point in resisting anymore, but I still did.  I even refused to open my mouth to let her shove a pair of panties in side to gag me, but gag me she did anyway.  By the time she was finished, we were joined by practically the whole sorority.  Allison went to grab the other two prisoners, while Monica pulled me up into a kneeling position. 

Natalie made her way through the other sorority sisters to peer down at us from the front of the mob.  She shook her head and clicked her tongue at us, "Criminal trespass is a very serious offense boys.  Since you went into our living quarters, I wouldn't be surprised if we could make the charges even more serious.  In exchange for us not calling campus police, you are going to do exactly what I say, is that understood?" 

Both Dollface and Barbie nodded their heads eagerly, but I knelt emotionless burning daggers into her with my angriest stare. 

"You have a problem with that, Candy...isn't it?" asked Natalie.  "Ungag him, so he can speak." 

As the pantyhose were untied I spat out the panties and told here, "I know that was a trap." 

"Funny how you fell for it anyway," she commented. 

"I'll find out what's going on." 

"I know you will," she nodded ominously. "You are going to find out everything." 

"Where's Elizabeth, Lauren, and Dana?" she called to the crowd.  "Girls, take your little brothers and give them the works.  Since we have all three of our actors here, I think it's time we make a little sequel." 

At the Mercy of the Deltas



Dollface and Barbie complied meekly, but I resisted with everything I had as Monica pushed me towards the girls' shower.  I wouldn't have had much of a chance to get away from her normally, but with my wrists bound by a pair of pantyhose resistance was hopeless.  "This is kidnapping," I yelled to nobody in particular. 

"What a whiny little bitch you are," said Monica.  "Calm yourself down already." 

"Hey little sister," taunted Elizabeth as she met us at the entrance to the bathroom.  "You silly pledges should know better than trying to steal our underwear.  We would have been happy to loan you some if you had asked." 

"You know that wasn't what I was doing," I spat. 

"Hmm," she shrugged.  "If wonder if the university would believe you." 

"I'll tie him into one of the shower stalls and then we can cut off his clothes," announced Monica. 

"No," said Elizabeth shaking her head. "I don't care about his pants, but we don't want Candy losing his pledge shirt." 

"Okay," nodded Monica, "This just got a bit more complicated." 

They hauled me over to a shower.  As I looked down the line of shower stalls, I could see that both Barbie and Dollface were getting the same treatment, but they weren't really resisting. 

"Take down his pants and keep his belt," said Monica holding me tightly so I couldn't budge an inch. 

Elizabeth stripped me of my pants snickering as she saw my dick, which was semi-erect now.  "Have you ever noticed how small Theta guys are where it counts?" giggled Elizabeth. 

"Strap his legs together," instructed Monica. 

"There," she smiled as she buckled the belt ankles. "One secure little sister." 

"Great, I'm going to untie him and strip his shirt off.  Do you mind giving his balls a squeeze so he doesn't do anything?" 

"Not at all," she said digging her nails into a vice-like grip and clamping down hard on my sensitive scrotum to let me know who was in charge.  Even when she eased off, I offered no resistance as Monica untied me, pulled off my pledge shirt, and retied me to the shower head so that I was up on my tiptoes. 

"That will hold him," informed Monica as she smacked me hard on my bare ass. 

"Why weren't you wearing a bra sissy?" demanded Elizabeth.  I didn't even attempt to answer her. 

I was a late bloomer in high school.  I still can remember finding my first chest hair and being so proud of it.  My legs had already been shaved, but my other body hair remained untouched until now.  They began by lathering up my underarms and chest.  The water in the shower was cold and the girls were getting a bit wet as it splashed off of me.  Looking down, I could make out Elizabeth's amazing tits through her wet t-shirt.  I began to shiver in the cold water.  "Can't you at least turn up the hot water?" 

"Shaving in cold water is better for you," said Monica.  "It stiffens the hairs and that makes it easier for the razor to do its job." 

"Seems to be the only thing that stiffens in cold water," giggled Elizabeth looking at my considerably shrunken manhood.  I shivered under the cold water for what felt like several hours, but was probably no more than forty minutes before Elizabeth finished shaving the sensitive

areas of my balls and my ass.  She mercifully turned on the warm water for a few minutes to let me warm up. 

"We probably don't need to retie him to take him back to my room," suggested Elizabeth. 

"Where is he going to run naked?" 

"I'm not taking any chances.  Besides, they always seem to fight the makeup and especially reshaping the brows." 

"Suit yourself.  We'll give him a few more minutes to warm up and then you can retie him the same way we untied him," said Elizabeth making a claw gesture with her hands.  That's exactly what they did.  I no sooner had my hands free from the shower head than, I felt her sharp nails digging into my ball sack.  I complied as Monica lashed my hands behind my back.  Even worse, this time I was gagged with my own underwear and a pantyhose leash was tied around my balls.  I couldn't struggle without serious pain so I meekly followed behind the girls to Elizabeth's room. 

"I'm sure by now you've figured out what's in store for you," explained Elizabeth.  "I know that you would like to think that you boys played a silly prank that backfired on you, but I'm pretty sure the university wouldn't see it quite the same way.  I get the idea that you don't carry too much what happens to you, but your two co-conspirators would also face expulsion and criminal charges.  Breaking into a young girl's room is not something that law enforcement looks at as harmless fun anymore." 

I tried to mumble something through my gag about illegal imprisonment and kidnapping, but nothing really came out. 

"Sorry bitch, I know how to tie and gag a sissy real good," smirked Monica. 

"We're going to have some fun with you, but we'll let you go when we're done.  Hopefully, you'll have learned a very valuable lesson.  If you resist us though, we will call the campus police and we will pursue all the charges we can." 

Sitting sullenly on Elizabeth's bed, I only flinched for a moment when I saw her grabbing the tweezers and advancing on me.  Losing my eyebrows was just one more indignity that I would have to suffer.  It turned out that in addition to being a scary hard body, Monica was also quite good at doing hair and as Elizabeth worked on my face, Monica had no problem with putting my hair into a short asymmetrical pixie style.  She turned to Elizabeth and said, "His hair would so much better if we had him go blonde." 

My gag was removed to make it easier for them to work.  "Hasn't this gone far enough?" I asked.  "Please let me go." 

"Not a chance," said Monica. "If you throw a sissy fit, then I'm going to have to gag you again so no tantrums." 

"Just relax and let me do my thing," instructed Elizabeth applying a liquid foundation to my face.  It felt cold and clammy on my skin and I didn't much care for the smell, but I was still securely bound and while I might be able to reason with Elizabeth, Monica was both formidable and mean. 

"Wow, he's going to clean up very nice," said Elizabeth as she began to apply blush to my cheekbones. "I can already see his face taking shape before I even do his eyes." 

"Yeah, we've got a real natural here, even for a Theta," agreed Monica. 

I wasn't facing a mirror, but as Monica added each new item, I saw their excitement grow. 

Elizabeth got really intricate with my look using a dark gel eyeliner and black lengthening mascara.  She used a white eyeshow under my brow line, a golden brown on the contour line and a more neutral brown with a shimmery glitter on the lid itself. Blending these colors together, she

really made my eyes pop. 

Elizabeth carefully lined my lips in a dark red and filled them in with a cherry lip gloss, while Monica looked in Elizabeth's closet for something for me to wear. 

"You have some really nice things.  I hate to waste them on a sissy.  Are you sure you don't want me to just go down to the wardrobe in the basement and find something?" asked Monica. 

"I'm sure.  Some of those things have been worn by so many guys, already," cautioned Elizabeth. 

"I kind of like this blackberry dress.  It should work nicely with his lack of figure," 

suggested Monica. 

"Oh, I have some great deep purple nail polish.  Do you want to start on his toes?" 

Before long I was sporting purple nails on my fingers and toes.  My finger nails had been elongated by fake nails that made them almost an inch long.  I wore a black bra and panties and the bra was stuffed with a few old stockings to give me a little shape.  I wore suntan hose, the blackberry dress, and matching sandals.  Monica had been reluctant to untie me, but Elizabeth convinced her that it wasn't like I'd have the balls to go running off looking the way I was. 

The girls escorted me down to the basement to a small room that was barely larger than a walk in closet.  There was a bunk bed against each wall with about ten inches of space between the two beds.  There were no doors or windows and the room was a bit warm and stuffy.  A simple light bulb hung overhead with a drawstring to turn it on or off. 

"Welcome to your new home for the weekend, sissy," said Monica as she and Elizabeth locked the door behind me.  I immediately got to my feet and rushed to the door, but it was sturdy and definitely securely locked.  I threw myself against it a few times, but with the heels on, I couldn't get much momentum and I barely made any kind of dent.  I kicked off my shoes and threw them against the room.  It was so incredibly frustrating to be trapped in here. 

Whatever was going on, it was no coincidence that our punishment was further feminizing, that was for sure. 

It was maybe ten minutes after being locked in the room, when the door opened again. 

Barbie was being led into the room by Lauren and a tall brunette girl that I didn't know.  She wasn't quite as tough looking as Monica, but she was a couple inches taller than me and I had no doubt that she was Lauren's muscle.  I thought of trying to rush past them, but in these close quarters the odds were against me and even if I made it, where would I go? 

They had dressed Barbie in a red and white cheerleader uniform complete with red and white ribbons in his hair.  He looked miserable, but then again I probably did too. 

"Hey," snapped Lauren.  "Why are you barefoot?" 

"I took off the fucking heel, OK?" I replied snidely. 

"Not Okay, put them on right now," interrupted Lauren. 

"I'm not going to--" 

"I said now, damn it!" ordered Lauren taking a step into the room and slapping me hard across the right cheek.  The force of the blow took me off balance, but I quickly recovered and grabbed her wrists. 

"Just put them on, Candy," pleaded Barbie

"No, we settle this here," I insisted applying pressure to Lauren's wrists.  Unfortunately, I had left myself very exposed and she kneed me right in the balls causing me to collapse like a house of cards on top of one of the beds.  She jumped on top of me before I could recover and using her knees to pin my arms to my sides, she began peppering my face with slaps. 

"Don't you fucking ever grab myself or any other girl in this house or next time I'm going

to cut off your God damned balls and wearing them as earrings," she spat in my face.  "Sonia, could you please put those shoes back on his feet?" 

As her partner put the shoes back on me, she took out a pair of handcuffs from her pocket and used them to lock my hands to the top of the bed.  I had long stopped resisting and tears were slowly starting to leak from eyes onto my cheek. 

"All secure," smiled Sonia. 

"I'm going to tell Elizabeth that you were difficult and when she sees what you've done to your makeup with the tears and making me slap you, she won't be happy.  This is going to be as easy or as tough as you make it," threatened Lauren. 

As they left our room, relocking it I could only lay back on my bed writhing in pain.  My balls still ached from Lauren's knee and my face was on fire after getting slapped so viciously. 

"Don't piss them off.  You're going to make it worse for all of us," pleaded Barbie. 

I looked up to see Dollface being shoved into the room.  She was dressed like a prom princess.  I probably got off the easiest in terms of my outfit.  "Oh Hell, I see they did a number on you two." 

"We're fucked, guys," replied Dollface. 

"We could get expelled for this," agreed Barbie. 

"Guys, we're being restrained against our will and falsely imprisoned.  Best case scenario, this has to violate the university's hazing ban," I argued. 

"If we made a big stink, I think Alpha Theta Nu would kick us out.  This sorority is so tight with us and we still owe them on the loan for the fraternity house," disagreed Doll Face. 

"Seriously, you're worried about getting into the fraternity after all of this?" I asked. 

"Of course," replied Barbie. "This is a little embarrassing is all.  It's worth it to be party of the best fraternity at the school. Maybe you don't get it, but we're set if we're Alphas.  We'll get to go to all the best parties and have all the hottest women.  This is our golden ticket." 

"No, it's not," I insisted.  "Look, for all the hot women that supposedly hang around us, name one brother who has a girlfriend." 

"They keep their options open.  I would too," said Dollface. 

"You guys are nuts.  As soon as I get out of here, I'm out of Alpha Theta Nu," I replied. 

"Just don't ruin it for us, alright?" begged Barbie. 

"Yeah, this means a lot to us.  Don't blow it," pleaded Dollface. 

"Guys, I came back to get you because I knew something like this would happen.  Don't you remember me telling you that the fraternity was trying to feminize us?" I asked.  "Well, look at us now." 

"Just don't blow it," said Barbie. 

"I'll try not to," I replied, "but who knows what these girls are up to?" 

"It can't be that bad.  They're just sorority girls," said Barbie. 

"That's easy for you to say. You didn't have Lauren beating the Hell out of you," I said disgustedly motioning to my cuffed wrists. 

"I told you to cooperate," sighed Dollface. 

"Do either of you have your cell phones?" I asked. 

"That's the first thing they got," replied Barbie. 

"Same," added Dollface. 

"Met too," I concurred. 

An hour later the door was flung over.  Elizabeth stood in the doorway, but I could see at least half a dozen girls behind her.  "You disobedient, disrespectful little bitch," bellowed

Elizabeth at me. 

I decided not to answer her, but that didn't calm her down at all.  She unlocked me from the headboard and immediately wrenched my arms behind my back reattaching the handcuffs behind my back in a very painful manner.  She hauled me to my feet and shoved me out the door, I stumbled right into Monica's waiting arms.  They led me up to Elizabeth's room and pushed me down in a chair at her sink. 

"I was nice before," spat Elizabeth.  "I see now, that was a mistake--a mistake I won't make again." 

"Now you're mine bitch," sneered Monica as she applied a pair of rubber gloves to her hands. 

"What are you going to do?" I said panicked. 

"Nothing you can avoid," interjected Lauren. 

"Don't you remember?" asked Elizabeth rhetorically. "Monica thought you'd look better as a blonde." 

"Aw don't look so sad," taunted Monica.  "It'll wear off in two or three months." 

"No," I cried, but with five girls positioning me, I didn't have a chance to resist and Monica soon had my hair thoroughly coated.  After that, I just let Monica do her thing. 

"Oh baby, medium beige blonde is so you," teased Sonia.  The other girls all laughed at my expense.  When I returned to the room, Dollface and Barbie looked at me wide eyed.  At least they didn't cuff me again, but after getting a last warning from Elizabeth to keep my shoes on, she told us all, "Good night ladies.  We're going to have a lot to talk about in the morning" and turned off the light.   We were all exhausted from the day's events and sure enough we did soon all fall asleep. 




***

 

Without a window letting in any sunlight, our wake up call was fast and harsh.  We all blinked our eyes as the door was thrown open trying to adjust to the light now flooding our eyes. 

"Good morning girls," said Lauren.  "You have a busy day ahead of you." 

"Will you please just let us go?" I moaned. 

"You have thirty seconds to take off your old clothes and strip to your birthday suits," 

demanded Elizabeth.  The other two were out of their beds and complying as quickly as they could, while I moved much more reluctantly. 

"Don't you dare wreck those clothes by ripping them off.  You had better be gentle," 

warned Lauren. 

We were soon naked and stepped out of the room.  Monica and Sonia were there as well as two girls who were handling Dollface.  I learned their names were Dana and Sue.  Dana was a stunning blonde with small perky tits and legs that seemed to go on for miles.  Sue was not a bad looking redhead, but again she was a little taller than I was and definitely an athlete. 

We were led to a basement shower area which was different from the one upstairs as there were no individual stalls and instead a number of spouts in the ceiling and walls filled the whole area with water.   We were handed sweet smelling shampoo and body wash and told to lather each other up.  It was just another indignity, especially when they made us lather up each other's ass and balls.  In fact, they made sure we lingered on each other's balls for a very long time, with cell phones at the ready to capture the video if we go hard, something that Dollface did in fact do.  After toweling each other off, we were lead to another room, which had the appearance of a

backstage dressing room.  Outfits were laid out for each of us and we were told to hurry up and get dressed and they'd help us with the rest. 

The outfits all followed a similar theme.  Both Barbie and I were dressed as sexy school girls with tight white sweaters and short red plaid skirts.  We wore thigh high stockings, which didn't make it all the way to our skirt bottoms and five inch heels, while Dollface's costume was more of a businesswoman and even included a pair of retro glasses with plain non-prescription glass in the frames.   The girls soon had us dressed and made up.  They even put a fake bun on the back of Dollface's head that made her look like a strict teacher.  I suddenly had a bad feeling about this. 

We were finally led up to the main floor, where the entire house greeting us by cheering our appearance.  We heard an occasional wolf whistle or cat call, but the girls seemed genuinely thrilled that were there.  We were brought to the center of the large meeting room and forced to our knees.  I think we were all blushing pretty intensely to be on display like this. 

Natalie stepped forward, smiling as she inspected our feminized forms on the floor.  "Girls, you have really made me proud.  You have really outdone yourselves with these three sissies." 

"I'm not a sissy," I interjected.  Elizabeth stepped forward and smacked me on the back of the head. 

"That's not necessary," said Natalie. "If he doesn't feel like a sissy, he doesn't feel like a sissy.  I'm sure we can change that."  The way she talked about me sent a chill down my back. 

She really believed she had all the control she needed over me right now and I saw no reason to disagree. 

"Now, you have broken into our home and damaged the bond between ourselves and Alpha Theta Nu. This is a very serious charge and one that the university will also feel is a very serious matter, I am sure," explained Natalie. 

"We're so sorry ma'am.  We've learned our lesson and it will never happen again," groveled Dollface. 

"I'm sure it won't," said Natalie. "I know how it is.  I was a freshman once too.  You just got in over your head and now that you're caught you realize that your little harmless prank was much more serious than you thought when you planned it." 

"That's right," agreed Barbie. 

"Well, we have a way that you will make it up to us. Once that's done, this whole thing just becomes a memory of wacky college hijinks that you never even think about much in future years." reassured Natalie.  "Does that sound agreeable to you?" 

"Oh yes, thank you ma'am," agreed Dollface. 

Barbie also thanked Natalie and the entire sorority for being so merciful, but I know this wasn't going to go down easy, so I had to be the one to rain on the parade, "So, just what do we have to do?" 

"Nothing that you haven't done before," said Natalie. "We loved that little porno that you all made, but we think you could do better." 

"Uhm," Barbie tried to speak, but nothing came out.  Dollface and Barbie realized just how bad this could be and the looks on our faces brought giggles from the girls who could see our expressions. 

"Quinn is a film major and I'm sure with her directing, you're going to do just fabulously.  I can't wait to see the final product," beamed Natalie.  "I'm sure you'll be a really credit to Alpha Theta Nu and we can declare your debt settled and let you be on your way by tomorrow." 

Quinn stepped forward.  She was a short girl with breasts of at least a c-cup.  She had long

blonde hair and wore glasses.  What worried me though, was the look on her face.  It told us that we were in some serious trouble.  She led us up to her bedroom and sat us down on a bed. 

Elizabeth, Lauren, Dana, and Monica came with just in case we felt like being difficult actors. 

"I'm Quinn Brown and I'm really looking forward to working with you," she said in an almost professional manner.  "In this film Barbie and Candy are going to be students in a sorority house and Dollface is going to be their very strict professor who is worried about their grades and has come over to tutor them." 

"I'm not filming a porno for you," I insisted. 

"Yeah, I'm not comfortable with this, either," objected Barbie looking to Dollface for backup, but finding her instead looking down shame faced at the floor. 

"Oh, I totally understand," agreed Quinn.  "I'm horrible at talking people into things, but perhaps the other girls can persuade you." 

"No, I'll do it," stammered Barbie. 

"Terrific, that leaves just one holdout," clapped Quinn. 

"If I have to make you do it Candy, I can promise it will be so much worse for you," 

threatened Elizabeth.  I saw the look in her eyes and glanced over at Monica who seemed to be looking for a reason to hurt me and I agreed. 

"Oh this is going to be great," enthused Quinn.  "I think if we're going to want to make this a great shemale porno, we need better boobs.  Can you get some from wardrobe for us? Get the biggest you can find." 

"I'm on it," said Dana. 

Fifteen minutes later, the cameras were set up and I was sporting a size 36 D set of breasts, while Barbie was a D cup.  We laid on the bed and made some horribly banal small talk. 

"Wow, that Professor Dollface is sure strict," said Barbie. 

"I'll say," I replied.  "I don't think I'll ever pass her class.  I hope I don't get kicked out of the sorority for my grades." 

"Me too," agreed Barbie. "Candy, I'm so nervous.  Will you hold me?" 

I got to my feet and hugged my frat brother.  It wasn't too bad until I heard Quinn tell us to lift up our sweaters and play with each other under our bras.  We both played up our moaning for the cameras as we fondled each other.  Then, our reverie was broken up by the door opening. 

"Professor Dollface," called out Barbie. 

"Oh my, what are you doing here?" I reacted. 

"Hello," smiled Dollface. "Candy and Barbie, I've been worried about you.  You're not doing very well in my class." 

"Oh no," gushed Barbie in very girlish voice. "Will we pass?" 

"I'm going to try and get you to pass," purred Dollface, "but it's going to be very hard." 

"I like it very hard," I said trying to be seductive, but my heart clearly wasn't into it. 

"Cut!" yelled Quinn.  "I just didn't feel that Candy.  I don't want to keep you boys here any later than I need to, but if we are forced to redo scenes over and over, you will be working on this for a very long time." 

"I'm sorry," I replied. "I can get it.  I don't want to let my fellow actors down." 

The lines we had to say were so humiliating.  We were constantly doing bad double entendres and though we were clearly crossdressed males, Quinn had us acting extremely girlishly.  I guess I might have found it arousing if I had seen three girls doing this sort of thing, but the thought that it was me and my frat brothers reduced to this status nauseated me. 

"You did really great with the dialogue girls," announced Quinn, "but nobody watches

porn for the dialogue, now do they?" 

She started us out by having us make out playfully.  First she had Barbie and me together and then she added Dollface into the grouping.  We all shuddered and squirmed, but her threat about making us reshoot the scene was real and none of us wanted to have to get through another take like this.  I was surprised that she didn't stop shooting when at one point Dollface stuck his tongue in my mouth and I began to gag.  She just kept rolling. 

After we had gotten a bit warmed up, we hoped that we wouldn't have to do anything more, but instead we found that our trials were just beginning.  Kissing became open mouth kissing and fondling our fake tits became fondling are real dicks.  Repulsed as we all were, our cocks did grow hard from the attention and it was all caught on the camera. 

"That's great," said Quinn. "Do you see why this is so much sexier than that manic humping you were doing during your first video?" 

"Oh this is much steamier," agreed Elizabeth. 

"I think I'd like to get some toys into this now," suggested Quinn, but it was really an order and we knew it. 

"Toys?" asked Barbie. 

"Just this for now," she said pulling a double headed black dildo from her bag and handing some lubricant to Barbie almost as an afterthought.  "I think you and Candy need to lube each other up." 

I could see tears of shame beginning to well up as Barbie applied the lubricant between my ass cheeks.  I did the same thing to him.  We turned and faced Quinn. 

"That's just marvelous sissies. Liz and Dana can you get them into a see saw for me?" she asked. 

"No problem," said Elizabeth with a big wide smile on her face.  The two girls approached us and worked the enormous dildo between our ass cheeks.  We winced and moaned as the dildo began to painfully fill us. 

"Sensational," said Quinn.  "Now Dollface why don't you get on your knees and you can suck off Candy." 

"You can't be serious," said Dollface, but as she looked around the room, she could see that none of the girls were laughing. 

"Go on, on your knees," instructed Quinn. 

We were instructed to push and pull back and forth, driving the dildo into each other's ass and slightly pulling it out.  It was so big and so uncomfortable, but after we got a steady rhythm going, we both got excited in spite of ourselves.  As they made Dollface take my cock in her virgin mouth, I couldn't help but soon begin to moan.  I was instructed to play with my titties and I did just as I was told.  I know my appearance betrayed me.  I looked like a man in ecstasy and judging by the moaning behind me, Barbie wasn't that much further behind.  I soon shot my load into Dollface's mouth.  About half of it made it in and the other half sprayed all over her unsuspecting face. 

"Beautiful!" exclaimed Quinn. "Don't swallow.  Get up and walk around and give Barbie a deep kiss transferring it to her."  Dollface did as she was told and Barbie took the cum into her mouth.  Dollface dropped to her knees, this time sucking off Barbie and depositing the warm salty goo into my mouth.  I didn't gag, but I didn't exactly savor it either. 

When I had swallowed Barbie's load, Quinn declared it was time for us to suck off Dollface, which we did.  I had to actually suck his cock, while Barbie had the job of using his tongue on his fraternity brother's ass.  We did as we were told and when we were finished, we

were spent.  We lay there on the floor exhausted and shame faced.  We had started the video shoot on early Sunday morning.  It was now more about twenty hours later and we were yet to get to sleep.  The girls led us to our walking closet bedroom and we were out almost immediately. 

The girls let us sleep awhile, but about seven on Sunday evening, we were all dressed in lingerie and again assembled in front of the entire house. I was placed in a black baby doll, while Barbie was in a red lacy teddy.   They had put Dollface in a pink frothy light nightie.  Of course we wore full slutty makeup, thigh highs, and shoes to match our outfits. 

"You came in here as panty thieves, but you are leaving as stars," smirked Natalie. "If you look at the television screen, you can see the brand new premier of  College Girls in Heat starring Dollface, Barbie, and Candy." 

I stared transfixed at the screen.  The movie wasn't Hollywood quality, but I had seen pornos that had much lower production values than our shoot had.  Things were as bad as I feared they would be and maybe even worse. 

"Now, it would be very easy for us to punish you.  We have copied all of your contacts from your phones.   Think how girlfriends, buddies, employers, and mom and dad would react to seeing what sluts you boys turned out to be," threatened Natalie. 

"Oh no, please don't do that ma'am.  I'd be ruined," said Dollface.  Barbie joined in the begging and even I began to plead a little. 

"Well, we the sisters of Delta Delta Omicron are nothing if not merciful," reassured Natalie smirking as she looked right through me.  "As long as you remain members in good standing with Alpha Theta Nu and do nothing else to bring shame to your house, then we will make sure nobody outside of this house sees the video you made." 

"Thank you.  We will not disappoint you," said Barbie. 

"For now though, let's return you," instructed Natalie. "Big sisters, bind the prisoners." 

We soon found ourselves retied with pantyhose around our wrists behind our backs.  A dog collar was clipped around our neck and attached to a leash that our big sisters held onto.  There was something about this that seemed much too ceremonial almost like this was a ritual that had been performed many times before. 

Our big sisters led us back to our house, while the rest of the sorority walked behind us, some carrying torches.  They sang their sorority songs as they led us through the darkened campus.  We felt terribly humiliated and self-concious in that predicament, especially when passersby would laugh and point at us or take pictures on their phones. 

"Remember Candy, if you're a good girl and you stay a member of Alpha Theta Nu in good standing then your parents don't have to see your porno and neither do your friends or your future employers," warned Elizabeth. 

"So I can't quit the house?" I asked.  "I noticed that Natalie seemed to imply that too." 

"See, you're smarter than you let on," she chirped. 

"You're sick and when I find out what game you're playing, I'm going right to the dean to get your house shut down," I threatened. 

"You can try, but I wouldn't advise it," she said tugging sharply on my leash. 

When our fraternity brothers came out to greet us, they applauded for the sisters, but also for us.  Those poor stupid bastards thought we were some kind of heroes and not the latest victims of a dark conspiracy that they were already trapped in.  If I couldn't get my freedom, I was going to get the answers I sought and bring this whole thing down once and for all.  Chicklet untied me and then Stilettos handed me a beer.  The guys were in a celebratory mood and wanted

to know just what went on in that sorority house.  We sure weren't going to tell them. 



Monday morning had come around much too fast.  I took my usual seat at the front of Professor Shepherd's class and I could hear all sorts of hushed whispers about my appearance. 

"That's a good look for you Candy," teased Elizabeth as she took the seat behind me. 

Even Professor Shepherd had a good laugh at my expense when she saw me in my blonded and femininely styled hair.  My bra was stuffed as had been asked of me and I wore a pair of nude hose and black pumps on my feet.  My lilac colored Alpha Theta Nu shirt read, "Purrr-fect Alpha Theta Nu" and had a picture of a kitten on a lilac colored background.  I don't think there was a sorority on campus with a shirt this precious. 

"I will say this, Mr. Darcy," smirked Professor Shepherd, "you are an over-achiever." 

The Book of Davis

 

Dollface's dad was very prominent in city politics back home. Barbie's family's restaurant would be scandalized if the video the girls made of us found its way onto the internet. So neither he nor I wanted to explain what had happened to us or face our friends and family. The girls now had us by the short and curlies, more like they would have, if we hadn't had to shave them off. 

Their plan had worked and, despite what I knew or suspected, I had no choice other than to be a

"good girl." 

I walked to my British literature class dejected and embarrassed. We were not the first pledge class to be feminized this way, but people still giggled and stared when they saw a guy fixing his lipstick or heard high heels clicking behind them and turned to find an Alpha Theta Nu pledge. I slumped into my seat only to be brought to attention by Lauren calling out and waving to me, "Hey girlfriend!" 

"Hi girls," I glumly greeted her and Elizabeth. 

"I love the new shoes. What are those sling-backs, two-inch heels?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Three," I corrected her. 

"Did you ever think you'd be so fashionable when you were back in high school?" mocked Lauren. 

"No," I shook my head. "I can't say I did." 

"I think you could use some mascara," said Elizabeth handing me a green wand. "This is volumizing and it really works. Put some on now, and you can keep it as my gift to you." 

I stared daggers at my "sisters" before reluctantly breaking down and grabbing the offered makeup with a mumbled, "thanks." 

I pulled out my compact and began to do as instructed. No sooner had the brush touched my eye lash then Professor Shepherd walked in. She unloaded her bag, smirking at me in no hurry to begin today's class. Finally, she drew giggles from the class when she approached my desk, looked down at me, and announced, "Alright ladies, put away your makeup so that we can begin." 

Professor Shepherd truly loved my humiliation. In the beginning of the semester, she'd caught me ogling her as she lectured. Now, I could barely even maintain eye contact with a woman. My emasculation had progressed with lightning speed. 




***

 

That afternoon, all the ATNs gathered in the big lounge for our chapter meeting. To listen to the reports, you would think that things at the fraternity house couldn't possibly be any better. 

We even had plans of a big fundraiser cleaning other Greek houses for money. I made eye contact across the room with Dollface who just shrugged his shoulders at the thought of being used as campus maids. 

"Finally, as a special treat," said Skye, "as long as we're all together, I made us an appointment at the  Total You Hair and Nail Salon  for manis and pedis." 

The reaction of all the assembled frat brothers struck me as telling. A groan came from the pledges, but the actives sounded truly excited. I just shook my head and sighed at their enthusiasm for feminization. 

Anytime seventy-five guys show up for manis and pedis at once, the salon staff will be

pushed to its breaking point.  Total You  was prepared, however. They blocked off the entire business for us, and brought in every nail tech they had. As a result, they had a tech for every five or so. 

The girl who did my nails was named Kori and she went to our college. She was a bubbly blonde Delta Theta sister. She extended her hand to introduce herself and seemed positively giddy when I told her that my pledge name was Candy. 

"Oh, no way! You're Candy?" she asked. 

"Yeah," I nodded. 

"That's awesome! Let's get going, we have a lot to do," she positively beamed. 

"Like what?" I asked. 

"I don't know if I should say," she bit her bottom lip. 

"It's alight. You can tell me. Nobody else has to know," I reassured her. 

"Well, actives get clear polish, pledges get a bit of color. You're one of the three that get nail art," she cheered. 

"Nail art?" 

"Yes, I'm going to do your nails in pink and then make a ladybug design with black and white on your index fingers." 

"Hold on," I said, cringing at this latest humiliation. 

"Is there a problem?" 

"No," I sighed, "I guess not." 

"Awesome!" she exclaimed taking my hands and beginning her work. True to her words, my finger nails did indeed resemble ladybugs with the deep pink base and black and white dots. I grudgingly thanked her and she told me that I had made her day. 




***

 

Returning to the frat house, I was surprised to see a birthday card waiting for me. It was postmarked from England and I recognized the handwriting on the envelope as Davis's. This floored me for two reasons. First, Davis never sent cards. He would sometimes send an email and maybe call once in a blue moon, but he'd never send a card or letter. I don't think he had used a postage stamp in a decade. Equally surprising about the card was that my birthday is in May. 

I opened it and found a very simple card with a picture of a couple of sailboats on the front and  Thinking of You on Your Birthday on the inside. His message on the inside was both troubling and cryptic:



 I'm sorry that I don't have a present for you. I feel that I've failed you as a big brother. Unfortunately, I'm not really in a position to do anything for you this year. About the best I can do for you is to give you my old computer. Last I heard, it should still be in the frat's basement--Davis. 

  

I remember that old computer of his. Even when he took it to college with him, it was an obsolete piece of crap that played equally terrible games. What I would want with a 9600 baud modem, a 66MHz processor, and a 320 megabyte hard drive was beyond me. It was ancient when he was using it.  Still, the idea that his old computer was in the house appealed to me. I wanted to regain some connection to my older brother and I decided to excavate our basement

looking for that monstrosity. 

After classes the next afternoon, I located the old computer underneath a beer funnel and several old t-shirts. It was grimy and dusty, but I was surprised to see that it booted right up when I plugged it in and hit the power. It was kind of neat to touch something that had once belonged to my brother. I remembered the computer from when he had it at home, but it looked so archaic now. I looked at his favorite icons and saw  Tapper,  Strip Poker, and a few raunchy games that we used to play. There were also a few things that I wasn't expecting. For one, there was an icon for a virtual makeover program and another for  Fashion Studio Pro. 

"What the Hell is that?" giggled Dollface as he returned to our room. "That's an ancient computer." 

"It's only about a decade old. I think my brother was using it in 2004," I replied. 

"OK, it's old and crappy. I remember our family's computer in 2004 and it was better than this dusty thing." 

"I'm just amazed it started up," I replied searching through the folders. 

"I still can't believe these nails they gave us," he said holding up his hand and displaying his pink nails with rhinestone embedded tips. 

"I know. We'll get the polish removed within a week at least," I replied. 

"So, what are you looking for?" 

"It's my birthday present from my brother." 

"Well, happy birthday. I didn't know. That is a crappy present though," he laughed. 

"It would be, but it's nowhere near my birthday." 

"That's weird," agreed Dollface. "I don't suppose he's got any old poli sci papers on there does he? We have one due in a week that I really don't want to do." 

"If I remember his grades correctly, you wouldn't want any of his old papers," I explained as I opened the word processor. 

"Oh well, it doesn't hurt to ask." 

"Oh wow," I said exploring more. "It looks like he kept a diary on the computer," I said opening the folder and seeing over three hundred entries from between the fall of 2003 and spring of 2005. 

"Really?" asked Dollface. "Read it.  What does he say?" 

"Nosy much?" I asked. "OK, here you go.  January 11, 2005. The Winter Formal is coming up in two weeks and I still don't have a date....That's so like Davis." 

"Oh, he was a player?" 

"Oh yeah...Anyway,  I tried to wear that slinky red dress that always gets me compliments to Happy Hour last Friday to try and get...Ron's attention. He was eager enough to make out, but he never even mentioned the dance. " 

"Your brother's gay?" 

"No, he's not. I mean he's not gay," I responded puzzled. 

"He has a funny way of showing it." 

Why would Davis want me to read this? He never told me he was gay. I began to get an awful feeling in the pit of my stomach. Could this be what the girls' ultimate objective was? Did they intend to turn us into women? "I've got a bad feeling about this, Dollface." 

"Read another one." 

I started back at the beginning of the diary. Dollface read over my shoulder looking for answers to what was going to become of us now that we were being controlled by the Deltas:



 November 9th, 2003

  

 I am so far in over my head. When Yvette Sorenson offered me the money to rebuild our house, I thought it was just the sisters of Delta Delta Omicron doing us a favor, but she never really stressed just how important making on time repayments would be. Because of late penalties and something called accelerated balloon repayments, we owe the sisters $292,485, not just the $85,000 that we borrowed! If we don't find some way to get the money over Christmas break, we're going to be screwed. They will own us. 

  

What I read shocked me. I looked over at Dollface and could see that he was shaking as I read every single word of my brother's electronic journal. 

"You were right," he said. "They are feminizing us. They want to control us and dominate us and make us their little bitches." 

"They don't just want to," I said grimly. "It sounds like already are and they've been doing this for years." 



 December 3rd, 2003

  

 The girls showed us the incriminating pictures that they had of us. 

 Being drugged like that was a new experience for all of us, but the pictures of us posed in each other's arms would be very difficult to explain. I complained to Annie that it wasn't fair to do this to us as they had used roofies on us, but her response stunned me. As a freshman, she had attended one of our parties and been roofied herself. What had happened to her was a big reason that she and Yvette planned all this. 

 I guess I do remember that now, but I didn't really take her complaint seriously at the time. My friend Vince seems to be getting the worst of things. Yvette really has it out for him and he's spending practically every waking hour tightly corseted. I screwed up. 

  

"Davis...," I was shocked to read my brother's own words confessing that he ignored complaints of sexual assault. Our parents had taught us much better than that. Still, keeping this craziness going for so long was extreme to say the least. 

"Oh shit, Matt," sighed Dollface, "you were right. We need to drop out of this fraternity." 

"No," I replied. "We could have done that a week ago. Now, it's too late. They could do a lot to make things difficult for your folks with that video, and I sure don't want my parents to see it either. They're going slow with this. We need to get out, but we need to do it when the time is right." 

"Well, keep reading," suggested Dollface. 

  

 January 24, 2004

  

 The French Maid outfits arrived today. They're as ridiculously slutty as I was afraid they'd be. The skirts only come to mid-thigh on us and

 the fishnets don't help matters anyway. Cleaning the sorority won't be that bad, but they intend to rent us out. It sounds like maid work is going to become a full time job for us. They've actually gotten Vince a part-time job working at the mall as Victoria. I'm so happy I'm not him, but another part of me is very jealous of how well he pulls this off. 

  

I kept reading. The diary was a litany of humiliations, punishments, and feminization. 

Davis's embarrassment at his feminization began to wane a bit, but the Deltas found ways to keep the house uncomfortably humiliated. My brother seemed particularly shocked that his best friend Vince was becoming more woman than man. Then, I came upon an entry that stopped me in my tracks:



 July 17, 2004

  

 Annie has informed me that I will be staying on as fraternity president next year.  As a fifth year senior, I'm not technically eligible to be fraternity president, but that's not going to stop the Delta Delta Omicrons. Vince will be my vice-president, which is at least a help. 

 She also made it clear that the sorority would be selecting our pledge class. I wanted to put my foot down, but my lilac sundress isn't exactly intimidating. 



"My God, they control everything," I exclaimed. 

"Well that was kind of obvious," replied Dollface, "but do you think..." 

"Do I think what?" I asked. 

"Do you think we were picked for the fraternity by Delta Delta Omicron?" 

"I'm a legacy," I replied. "I was in regardless. I don't know why they'd pick our pledge class, though. Let's face it, some of our brothers can be kind of pigs and we're not exactly high achievers." 

"We're fun at parties," offered Dollface. 

"Yeah, and why would Delta Delta Omicron want a bunch of partiers?" I asked. 

"Why not ask Davis?" 

"I've tried. I can't get through to him. I must have called him twenty times. It goes to voice mail, and he never returns my calls," I sighed. 




***

 

Dinner that night was mostly uneventful, but looking around the table, I couldn't help but notice just how feminine my brothers were becoming. Pretty painted fingernails, plucked eyebrows, and in some cases girly earrings adorned the pledges. , Even the actives had subtle makeup on and wore their hair in quite feminine styles. We were joking as the pledges cleaned up the dinner plates when a contingent from the Delta Delta Omicrons arrived at our house. 

I hadn't really noticed before just how the actives reacted to their presence. There was a palpable sense of fear as Skye started ordering people around. Duke made sure to tell all of us pledges to stop grabbing plates and return to the dining room for the girls' visit. There were about ten DDO big sisters there, among them were Elizabeth and Lauren. 

"Hello ladies," said Duke. "Glad you could stop by." 

"How are the pledges coming along, Daisy?" asked one of the older DDO girls. I guessed she was Duke's big sister. 

"They're just great..er ma'am," he replied sheepishly. 

"Sensational. Some of the big sisters wanted to come visit. You don't mind do you?" she asked Skye. 

"No ma'am. They'll be happy to see their big sisters." 

"Wonderful," said Lauren. "Go to your rooms and we'll be up in a moment after we're done discussing a few things with Skye." 

"This isn't good, Dollface," I whispered as we hurriedly made our way back to our room. 

"What do they want?" he replied. 

"I don't know, but the actives are nervous. I don't think it's good," I answered. 

Almost in direct answer to that question, Lauren and Elizabeth arrived at our room and entered without knocking. Lauren was carrying a large black garment bag that I knew meant problems for us. 

"What's this all about?" asked Dollface. 

"You'll see," replied Lauren. "Strip down to your underwear." 

"Why?" I asked. 

"We've got some new clothes for you," replied Elizabeth unzipping the garment bag. "Now quit stalling and strip." 

Dollface and I soon stood in front of the girls clad only in our bras, panties, and pantyhose. 

We blushed in shame at being seen this way. 

"You need to make sure no body hair comes back," sneered Lauren. 

"Yeah, Alpha Theta Nu men are smooth men," agreed Elizabeth. 

"Your dresses ladies," said Lauren as she reached into the garment bag to hand a silky short red dress with flared sleeves to me and a little black minidress to Dollface. 

"We can't wear dresses," objected Dollface. 

"Maybe it would be hard to get away with wearing a dress to class just yet," acknowledged Elizabeth, "but they should be just darling around the house." 

"This has to stop," I said. 

"You can stop at anytime," said Lauren. "You make a great porn starlet. We can make some serious coin off your videos." 

"Your choice," warned Elizabeth. 

Reluctantly, we slid on the dresses, and the girls zipped us up. Next, Lauren handled us both pairs of strappy sandals to match our dresses. I'll say this for the girls, they were thorough. 

They had gotten our clothes in just the right sizes. 

"We're going to be laughing stocks around the house, you know," complained Dollface. 

"No we won't," I sighed. "We're not going to be the only ones dressed like this, are we?" 

"No," laughed Lauren, "of course not." 

"I know that this has been going on since my brother was here," I replied. 

"Let's just say, Alpha Theta Nu has a proud tradition of turning out extraordinary young men," said Elizabeth. 

"And women," interjected Lauren. 

"Well needless to say, you better keep anything you know under your hat. For now, we have you far more trapped than anybody else in this house and we're not taking our foot off your throat anytime soon," Said Elizabeth. 

"Yeah, a little knowledge can be a very dangerous thing," giggled Lauren. 




***

 

That Saturday, Dollface, Barbie, and I were at the mall with our big sisters. We had been put on the fast track. The other brothers were being eased into dresses, but we were so thoroughly trapped that the girls didn't have to worry about us balking if they pushed us too far. 

Making matters worse, the local mall had a very large women's clothing store whose name I won't mention for fear of lawsuit, but it's very popular among teen and college girls .  It was managed by Nadia Wheeler who was a member of Delta Delta Omicron. Nadia was more than happy to have us shop there and try on clothes. 

Without feminine hair or makeup, when we emerged from the dressing room, we attracted quite a crowd watching and even taking pictures of us with their phones. Elizabeth and Lauren enjoyed the attention we were getting, but Barbie's big sister Dana seemed to be in Heaven with a whole audience to perform for. 

"What do you think?" she asked the crowd that was watching the impromptu fashion show. 

"Does anybody have anything that they'd like our little brothers to try on?" 

"Little brothers?" asked one woman, "Is this a fraternity stunt?" 

"Something like that," said Elizabeth. 

"Mostly, they just like wearing dresses," interjected Lauren to laughter from the crowd. 

"Oh I saw this cute little black micro-mini with a halter neck that would look great on the tall one," suggested one high school girl much to the amusement of her two friends. 

"You heard her Barbie," ordered Dana. "Go have them show you where your next outfit is." 

"Let's see one of them try on the slinky dresses over by the door, they're very glamorous and what guy doesn't enjoy being glamorous," giggled a young woman in her early thirties. 

"That sounds like its right up Candy's alley," suggested Elizabeth. 

"Candy? That's an awesome name," chuckled one of the high school girls. "Can they model lingerie too?" 

"Sure," replied Elizabeth. "Just bring them what you want to see them in." 

By now, when one of us emerged from the dressing room, we exited to hoots, cat calls, and wolf whistles. Dresses were flying at us hot and heavy when a rather plain woman who looked to be too old for the mini-dress she was wearing handed me a long cocktail dress, with a slit up to the waist for me to model. When I got it into the dressing room, I saw that rolled up in the sleeve was an advertisement for Female Impersonator nights every Thursday and Friday at Club Circuit. 

It felt like a gratuitous little dig when we were in no position to defend ourselves. Still, I was surprised to find out that our little college town had a gay club, let alone drag queens. 

When we got back to the frat house, Stiletto was already there. He was surprised to see us carrying in so many shopping backs. Dollface tried to explain to him that he'd be going through the same thing soon enough, but it fell on deaf ears. The pledge class was getting anxious, however. Next week, we would all be signing the papers that would lock us into the fraternity for the year. If we left, with the housing shortage, it'd be a real problem and the guys had been promised four years of debauchery. 

Every time we did anything at all, it was always with the Delta Delta Omicron girls. 

Despite it's reputation, Alpha Theta Nu was the quietest house on campus. Only the three of us who had been kidnapped by the girls could explain what was going on, but we were not allowed

to. The girls had us three trapped, and they'd have everybody else stuck soon enough. That's when I expected they'd really start feminizing us. I had poured over every inch of Davis's writings and it didn't look good at all. 


***

 

The following Wednesday, the girls had us go over to the sorority house after classes. They completely dolled us up in the sluttiest outfits we had from our shopping trip. Once we were completely feminized, they tied our hands tied behind our backs, and led us to the main meeting room. We were helpless, seated on a couch as Monica took pride in securing us. The other sisters filed in around us, smirking as they took in our immaculate female appearances. Our hair and makeup was better than it had ever been. We looked very sexy if kind of trashy. Barbie's legs looked miles long under that short black halter dress, while I wore a black minidress that hugged my every curve, and Dollface wore a pink ribbed minidress than came to his upper thighs. 

Without the use of our hands, it was difficult to sit modestly. 

"There is a tradition at the Chi House of having their pledges all sucked off by a Delta Delta Omicron pledge," announced Natalie. "We don't care much for this tradition." 

"I don't blame you," offered Dollface. 

"We have our own tradition," she added. "That's having three Alpha Theta Nu pledges take our place." 

"Guess who we've selected this year," smirked Monica. 

"Before you say or do anything foolish," suggested Natalie, "you might want to hear this out. You see the boys are blindfolded and they will never know your identity, unlike anybody who happened to see the porno you all made." 

We just shook our heads in disbelief being very careful not to say anything that would only get us further into trouble. 

"What that means is if you agree to this, your humiliation will be very private. If you refuse, well you know your humiliation will be extremely public. So, what will it be girls?" 

"Private," said Barbie. 

"Yeah, private," agreed Dollface, while I just reluctantly nodded. 

"Oh no you don't," said Monica. "Tell us what you want to do," 

"We want to suck their cocks," said Barbie emotionlessly. 

"I don't know if I believe you," said Dana. 

"We want to be good girls and make our sorority sisters so proud of us by showing you what great cocksuckers we can be," I responded with all the mock enthusiasm I could muster. 

"I like that," smiled Natalie. "Now, all three of you say it." 

We did and we were met with laughter and applause from the girls in the room. 

About a dozen girls accompanied us to the Chi House. They were the biggest jocks on campus, but even they had a much better reputation than we did. They greeted us warmly as we entered. The pledges were spit and polished in khaki pants and dark green polos with their Greek letters in gold stitching.  Natalie knew where she was going and led us all into a side room. 

Natalie explained, "Now, there are twenty-two freshmen in their pledge class so that's seven a piece and one of you gets eight." 

"Eight?" asked Dollface alarmed at the quantity. 

Monica smirked, "You lucky sissy." 

Natalie said, "They'll be blindfolded, so you won't have to really convince them that you're what you appear to be. You'll only have to sucky sucky." 

Our big sisters came around and fixed up our lipstick. When they were satisfied, they left the room to retrieve the first guys. A few minutes later, they entered the room with three fraternity brothers in tow. 

"Are you girls any good? I've been looking forward to this," said one of the guys. 

"Oh baby," purred one of the girls standing behind us in a super seductive voice, "I'm going to take good care of you." 

"Alright then!" cheered the enthusiastic Chi freshman. Elizabeth steered him right to me and unzipped his pants. The rest was up to me. I was no pro at this as I didn't even have much experience getting blow jobs, let alone giving them, but I did my best. I took his massive erection in my hands and ran my tongue down the base of it. I could feel him shudder. I put it in my mouth and began to suck in earnest. 

"Nice and playful. Slow and steady wins this race," whispered Elizabeth into my ear. That was easy for her to say. Before long, he came and I swallowed it. Dollface got off her guy right after I did, but poor Barbie was taken by surprise, and took her guy's load all over her face. One by one the guys came in. We sucked black cock, white cock, Mexican cock, and Asian cock. I sucked one basketball player with a four-inch dick and one of his teammates who was close to a foot. One by one they came in and one by one they left very satisfied. 

After doing this for about an hour and fifteen minutes our knees and jaws were aching. 

Barbie looked horrible with cum sprayed all over her. She just wasn't good at catching it in her mouth. Dollface and I did considerably better. 

"That's the last of them," said Lauren as she led Dollface's last partner out of the room. 

"Great," said Natalie reaching around to the bookshelf behind her and removing a dictionary. She opened the large volume up to reveal a hidden nanny cam. She fiddled with it and removed a card from the inside. 

"They're getting more sophisticated," said Dana. 

"Yeah, I'll have Quinn take a look at this when we get back," said Natalie. "It wasn't broadcasting to another location. They were just recording at least." 

"Wait!" I cried. "The fraternity filmed all that?" 

"Don't worry about it," replied Lauren. "They always try to, but they haven't succeeded yet." 

"Now we have the recording safe and secure," said Lauren. 

"But, it shows us sucking those guys off," complained Barbie. 

"Yeah, that could be embarrassing," said Monica with a giggle. 




***

 

Thursday afternoon, we all signed the paperwork with the registrar that confirmed our new status as members of the Alpha Theta Nu fraternity. I don't think anybody did it without at least a bit of trepidation. We had thought that we were pledging the wildest party house on campus, but it felt more like a monastery sometimes. Of course, what I knew about the fraternity was worse than a lack of crazy parties. Still, we had a quiet celebration from that afternoon into the early evening hours in the front room of our fraternity. 

Skye came around with shots of whiskey for everybody. The fraternity brothers were given plastic disposable shot glasses, but each pledge had a commemorative Alpha Theta Nu shot glass. Skye made a toast about sharing a unique bond now, and we all slammed our shot. It was decent quality whiskey, which was top shelf on a college student's budget. It tasted fine, but less

than twenty minutes later we realized that something wasn't right. I looked over at Stilettos who was slumped over his chair being propped up only by Peaches' shoulder. They were both out of it. 

"  Skye, was thees somebing in thus shot? " I slurred. "  I don't fee so goo. " 

"I'm sorry guys. I wish there was another way. We don't have any more choice here than you do, but it'll all be over soon," said Skye. 

I could see everything that was happening, but I was paralyzed, my slurred speech was becoming muted, and I couldn't focus on anything. The girls from Delta Delta Omicron were let in the fraternity house. The entire sorority from actives to pledges was there and to a woman they were dressed in black. 

"If you're wondering what happened to you, that's ryhypnol. I know some of you have some experience with it already," said Natalie. "Although, I imagine it will be different being the one taking it." 

I struggled to move or speak or even focus, but I couldn't do anything as Elizabeth approached me and began stripping me. 

"This is fun," she said. "We're going to have a good time tonight." 

"You and the other upperclassmen can get changed, Skye," commanded Natalie. 

The effect of the drugs took a long time to wear off. The girls took advantage of this by posing us in humiliating and incriminating poses for pictures, stripping us down to various articles of lingerie, and binding us very securely. 

"You ladies are going to be in charge of babysitting your pledges while we get some sleep," instructed Natalie to a crossdressed Skye who made quite a convincing woman with extensions in his hair, makeup on his face, and a little black dress accentuating his feminine appearance. 

"Yes Mistress Natalie," replied Skye curtseying before her. 

By eight o'clock the next morning, we were all recovering from the effects of our drugging. 

I had a pounding headache and I felt nauseated, but I figured it could be as much from my empty stomach and the drinking as from the drugs. We all took in the strange sight of the actives all made up and dressed to the nines in feminine apparel, while we found ourselves bound and gagged in women's lingerie. 

"It won't be much longer," said Duke. "They should be back soon and they'll explain everything to you. I know you aren't going to be happy, but it's not that bad, really." 

BJ tried struggling, but he had been well trussed and Skye put his hand on his shoulder as much to reassure him as to hold him still. We sat in silence with the actives watching us and looking sheepishly guilty. Technically, we were actives too now. It dawned on us freshmen that we were the only ones who didn't know what was going on. 

By nine-thirty, the girls were there. The actives gently helped us to the floor to allow the girls access to the furniture, while they sat in whatever folding chairs they could drag into the room. 

"By now, you're probably wondering what the Hell is going on," observed Natalie. All of us freshmen shook our heads in confused agreement. 

"You were picked for this fraternity for the same reason that Skye, Daisy Dukes, and all of the actives were," she explained. "You were picked because you're scum. Now, I'm not saying that in the fraternity kind of haze the freshmen way. I'm saying it very clearly. You're assholes, reprobates, criminals, and worse." 

Our muffled protestations did not go unnoticed. I actually wished that my brothers would

shut up so I could hear her continue. 

"Ungag them, girls," instructed Natalie. One by one the DDO sisters went around removing the gags that had been fastened in our mouths. 

"This is crazy!" bellowed Ginger, a jock type from Michigan who got his name for his red hair. "You can't turn this fraternity into some kind of Guantanamo Bay." 

The girls laughed at his comment. "Not much you can do about it, I'm afraid," snapped Lauren. 

"Every one of you guys deserves this treatment, so don't expect any sympathy from us," 

said Dale. "We're doing the rest of the campus a favor by keeping a tight leash on you." 

"I don't deserve this," insisted Ginger. 

"Who is that annoying pledge?" asked Natalie. 

"I'm sorry," said a cute little brunette with glasses and large breasts. "That's Ginger." 

"Ginger?" asked Natalie flipping through a clipboard with a large stack of papers on it. "Oh here we go, Larry Hagen from Southfield, Michigan. You were accused along with two of your buddies of sexually assaulting a drunk girl at a party last year. The other two guys said you were the ringleader, but you were let off the hook because the girl wouldn't press charges when the entire school started harassing her. " 

"Hey, nobody made her drink that much. She should have known what could happen," 

objected Ginger. 

"You're one of the worst of the whole lot. I'm going to take a special interest in you, 

"threatened Natalie. 

"Natalie," said Dollface meekly, "I had no idea. I wouldn't want to associate myself with somebody who would do that to a girl, but I'm actually a really nice guy." 

"David Brunson," replied Natalie, "would you like to tell everybody what happened on May 16th of this year?' 

"No, that's alright," he mumbled. 

"Then I will. You ran over a young couple when the car you were driving went up on the sidewalk after a graduation party. Your blood alcohol content was two and a half times the legal limit," accused Natalie. 

"I was--," he had nothing to say in his defense. Tears rolled down his cheeks. 

"Miraculously, they both lived, but they both face long and costly medical bills. The girl spent three months in the hospital and your powerful family made the whole thing go away so you didn't even get a DUI," spat Natalie. 

"Now, some of you don't have crimes like this in your past, but you've proven yourself time and again at every opportunity to be exactly the type of guy we don't need here," said Elizabeth. 

"So you are going to get some fabulous makeovers and we're going to be laying down some new ground rules for you because you see, Alpha Theta Nu exists specifically for douchebags and scum buckets like you," declared Monica. 

"Today begins your new life as the Alpha Theta Nu sisters," said Natalie to cheers from the girls who then rounded us up and took us to various rooms in the house to make us over. 

Unfortunately, there was one guy in the fraternity without a deep dark secret who didn't generally drink to excess and hadn't verbally harassed or even insulted any girls since his college life began. I knew because that someone was me. 

"Let's go Candy. It's time to make you beautiful again," said Elizabeth untying my ankles and hauling me up under my arms. What had I gotten myself into? 

Homecoming in High Heels

  

After the Delta Omicron girls confronted us, things at the house changed dramatically. The upper classmen were used to the routine, and they ushered us into our new lives for the next four years. Every day at 6 a.m., we lined up at attention in the meeting room in our bras, panties, pantyhose, and heels. At 5 p.m. we assembled wearing full feminine attire and makeup in the living room. 

You didn't dare be late, and it was useless to ask our sorority handlers for any sympathy." 

Oh your study group ran late? Fuck you, put on your makeup." "You couldn't leave your lab experiment alone? Too bad, put on a dress." "Your parents stopped by to take you out to dinner? 

Who cares, go stuff your bra." 

Also, your big sister could make you do anything she wanted. If she wanted to send you to class with red nails or your bra stuffed to 36C, why not?  What were you going to do about it anyway? 

The pressure got to be too much for some guys, and they cracked. You might think you have a strong relationship with your parents or your girlfriend, but do you want them seeing a video of you in a black babydoll making out with two other crossdressed fraternity brothers? 

Even dropping out wasn't an option because they just might post your pictures to your face book page, and change the password on you as a going away present. 

I did my best to do as I was told. What choice did I have?  Still, it wasn't easy. It was a chilly fall that year. The cold wind blew across the quad driving the biting air right into your bones, but at Elizabeth's command, I was walking in short shorts with ATN on the butt cheeks. 

She paired them with white lace ankle socks that peeked over the top of my sneakers. 

Hell Week was long past, and the public crossdressing was supposed to be scaled way back. Elizabeth didn't care. She just couldn't resist watching the stunningly beautiful Professor Shepherd delight in my humiliating feminine attire. 

"Well, aren't you pretty today?" the Professor asked, smirking at my appearance. 

"Thank you," I said timidly, while putting down my purse and backpack and climbing into my seat. Lauren and Elizabeth giggled and even pointed out details as the class laughed. 

"I think it's wonderful that you've gotten in touch with your feminine side," Professor Shepherd said in an exaggeratedly breathy voice, making it sound like a compliment, but everyone knew she was subtly ridiculing me. 

"You know, I'm not a bad guy," I replied bitterly. 

"And he's an even better girl," chimed in Lauren, drawing laughter from the girls around us. 

While we were leaving class, Elizabeth stopped me saying, "You had better change your tone with Professor Shepherd. She will put you in your place if you don't." 

"I admit that I stared at her too long in the beginning of the year, but I didn't have any teachers in my high school that were even remotely cute," I defended myself. 

"So you couldn't control your hormones," spat Elizabeth," that's your excuse?" 

"I don't need an excuse. I never acted on any urges or even said anything. I just admired her." 

"Ogled is more like it," interjected Lauren. 

"I'm not ashamed of anything." 

"Well, the shoe is certainly on the other foot at least," agreed Elizabeth. "If anybody is

getting ogled, it's you in your lacy little ankle socks." 

I wanted to lash out at them for this hypocrisy, but I knew it'd only evoke anger leading to punishment, not mercy. 

Partly out of embarrassment and partly trying to avoid the bitter cold wind whipping across my unprotected legs, I raced across campus and back to the house. I had a few hours to go before evening inspection, so I slipped into a fairly comfortable house dress, did a cursory job on my makeup, and began studying. 

The last few weeks had been weird. Not only were my pledge "sisters" walking around in skirts and dresses, but now the actives were as well. If anything, they were even more stylish and put together than we were. 

I had just put in a couple of hours with the books, when I heard loud cursing from the room next to mine. I investigated to find a very frustrated Angel sitting down at his vanity, trying desperately to master makeup application. 

Angel made a very pretty girl, but he always seemed to be in hot water because he was a slob who didn't put that much thought into his appearance and even less into his deportment. 

This brought him into constant conflict with his big sister Debbie. 

"Debbie's going to kill me," he said looking up  in frustration. "No matter what I do, I can't get the eye thing down." 

"It takes time," I said reassuringly. "Nobody expects you to pick it up right away." 

"Debbie does," he replied sullenly. "She told me if it wasn't good tonight, she'd take me to a truck stop and make me suck cocks in the bathroom for an hour." 

Maybe it was the built up frustration, maybe it was the fear, or maybe just the inescapable hopelessness of our situation, but tears were welling up in Angel's eyes. I immediately felt sorry for him. 

I put my arm on his shoulder and said in a comforting way, "I'm not perfect at it either, but I'll help you." 

"Thanks man, she's been riding me hard," he replied. 

"I've seen. I think you got the short straw when they picked big sisters for us." 

"She requested me," he acknowledged. "We're in a class together and I guess I was hitting on Debbie too aggressively or something because she took an instant dislike to me. When she found out about my past, it didn't help either." 

"I think a lot of people here are having their pasts catch up with them," I said as I grabbed the liquid eyeliner and had him look up.. 

"I'm not proud of everything I've done, but I did pay my debt. I didn't expect I'd also be spending college in pantyhose." 

"Well, we are for now. It doesn't mean we won't get out of this mess for four years." 

"You don't really believe that," he sighed. "This has been going on for almost a decade already. Several of us complained to Dean Morris about this. It's bad enough that he made it sound like it was our fault and threatened that we could get in serious trouble for making the accusations. Even worse, he told our big sisters we had talked to him before we even got back. 

Then they really let us have it." 

"I didn't know." 

"Yeah, well we're fucked. Even dropping out doesn't end it because of all the files they have on us. They recorded fifteen minutes of Stilettos and me doing everything short of screwing each other. I'd die if my parents or my friends saw that." 

"I think you'll pass inspection at least," I said motioning for him to look in the mirror

behind him and check out what I'd done to his makeup. 

"Thanks, you're a big help Candy. I really owe you one." 

"Don't mention it. Just chin up, we'll get through this." 

"I'll try," he nodded. "I hope you're right." 




***

 

As luck would have it, Debbie and Lauren were two of the three girls inspecting us that night along with Monica. They each carried with them a dreaded demerit book and looked us over carefully as we stood at attention in front of them in our dresses, heels, and makeup. 

The narrow heels of my sandals made it hard for me to stand straight, and I knew any unladylike swaying would get me marked down, so I tried to put my discomfort out of my mind and focus on passing inspection. My little red dress had been a new purchase. Lauren and I went on a major shopping spree squandering all the money I had been sent for my birthday. The dress felt amazingly like satin. It came to mid-thigh, and had bell sleeves, which made it look like a retro hippy dress. My legs were covered in black stockings and looked long and sexy. 

"Why didn't you paint your nails?" asked Lauren. "Some bright red polish to match the dress would really pull your look together." 

"I'm sorry," I replied glumly. "I didn't want to polish my nails just to have to take it right off again before my study group met." 

"Who said you'd have to take it off for study group?" she snapped. 

"You're right. I should have painted them." 

"Do it before I leave and show me when you're done," she instructed. 

I had no choice but to curtsey and rush to my room to begin polishing my fingernails to her satisfaction. As I left, I heard Debbie criticizing Angel. She was satisfied with the work I had done on his eyes, but not with much else. 

"God, how did you pick those shoes?  You have no idea how to put an outfit together!" 

Debbie lectured, "your bra is crooked too. Get your act together or I'm going to have to get mean. 

Is that what you want?" 

"No Ms. Debbie," replied Angel. 

"Well, you're making me a laughing stock with my sisters. I'm the one who has the clueless slut for a little sister. How do you think that makes me feel?" 

"It makes you feel bad," muttered Angel. 

"That's right," she replied. "Maybe I should just send out all those pictures and videos we have of you being a slut. See how your parents like what their son is doing." 

"Please Ms. Debbie, I'll do better," he swore. 

Lauren, catching me staring at the tense altercation between Angel and his big sister, barked "Go paint your nails now, sissy!". 

I raced to my room to do what I had been ordered. I didn't want a verbal battering like Angel was receiving. I really wanted to stand up for my brother, but I ran away ashamed by my cowardice. 

The next morning we endured another inspection. Debbie was back with Lauren, but so was Elizabeth. I took my place next to the other pledges wearing only my baby blue bra and panties, black thigh highs, and black sandals with four-inch heels. The whole scene was some sort of weird mash up of a Marine Corps inspection and an R-rated sorority wet dream. After the inspection, we'd be allowed to go put on our male clothing over our lingerie. 

"That's a good color for you," said Elizabeth, snidely smirking. 

"Thank you Ms. Elizabeth." 

"You're keeping up with your shaving too I see. Keep it up." 

"Thanks," I said. 

"Where the Hell is Angel?" asked Debbie. "I swear, if I have to wake him up, I'm going to make him regret it." 

"Chill Deb," said Lauren. "It's still early. He's not even technically late yet." 

"I'm sorry, I'm just not really patient with rapists," sighed Debbie impatiently. 

A few minutes later, she was down the hallway and pounding on the door to his room. She returned even angrier. "I think the bitch skipped out on us. He didn't answer and I didn't even hear any movement." 

"You'll just have to make him pay later," offered Lauren. 

Now, I've never been a big believer in sixth sense or ESP or whatever you want to call it, but I felt a definite chill running down my spine. I had a premonition of some serious bad news. I left our lineup and walked towards Angel's room. I could hear Elizabeth calling out to me, but at that moment I was filled with determination. 

I reached Angel's room, which was easily recognizable by the  Cosmo cover message board hanging on it. I began knocking loudly and calling Angel's name, but like Debbie before me, I got no response. I tried throwing myself at the door to bust it open, but my efforts were futile. 

Elizabeth had come to chew me out for leaving without her permission, but instead stood watching my efforts. 

"Are you in there Angel?  You've got us all worried," I called out through the door. 

Lauren managed to track down Skye who had a spare key to all of the rooms. As soon as our fraternity president unlocked the door, I rushed inside. There, lying unresponsive in his bed was Angel. 

"Call 9-1-1," I yelled as I rushed over to him. "Call 9-1-1!" I repeated, as I saw the bottle of  Ambien on the bolster pillow behind his bed. 

"Oh my God," gasped Elizabeth. "Why?" 

Overwhelmed at that moment, I didn't think of anything else, but what I could do for Angel. I grabbed his wrist and counted out 38 beats a minute. He was still breathing, and he had a pulse, but it was faint and it was slow. "Does he need CPR?" asked Skye. 

"No, he's breathing," I replied. "All we can do is wait for the paramedics." 

"Well get changed then," suggested Skye. "I can watch him." 

"I don't want to leave him," I said. I really felt bad that the paramedics would see him in his feminine underwear, but even if it wouldn't be dangerous to change his clothes, it wasn't like there were any boxers or anything else in the house we could dress him in. 

"Let's get out of here," said Elizabeth. 

"No, God damn it. You bitches are the reason that's going to have to have his stomach pumped. That's you guys. Debbie has been riding him non-stop and you will get yours," I barked. 

"Maybe sissy," said Lauren, "but you're getting yours first. You forget your place." 

"I don't even care anymore," I replied as Lauren and Debbie turned on their heels and left the room. 

"You seem really concerned about a rapist," said Elizabeth. 

"He's my brother," I replied, "and you know what he did? He had sex with his girlfriend. 

Her parents didn't approve because he's half-Mexican and they made her swear out a complaint. 

The reason he isn't doing time is because she recanted the whole thing. Two consenting high

school seniors having sex, and her parents tried to ruin his life. Now, your fucking sorority may just have succeeded." 

Elizabeth went to say something, but just shook her head and walked away. Soon the paramedics arrived. They were visibly surprised at the many feminine touches in our house, and shocked at those of us who were still in feminine attire. Skye played it off as a wild party the night before. I don't know if they bought it, but they were professional. 

They wasted no time loading Angel into the ambulance and driving him to the hospital. I really wanted to go with him, but Skye convinced me that he would handle it. I had a big test in my political science class that day, so I agreed. 

About two that afternoon, I was walking back across campus checking my cell phone for any updates to Angel's condition. I didn't see that Lauren and Monica were waiting for me. I don't know that I would have done anything differently if I had. DuPont is not that big a school. 

It's not like I could run away indefinitely. 

"Hey, what's your hurry Candy?" spat Lauren. 

"Oh," I replied. "Where's your little friend?" 

"Your big sister is in class, but she'll be joining us later, I'm sure," taunted Monica. 

"Oh hi Monica," I answered her. "Are you the enforcer of this little clique?" 

"We don't need an enforcer to teach a little bitch like you a lesson," snapped Monica grabbing my wrists and securing them in front of me with a black zip tie. "Now, you're coming with us." 

"Cute," I sighed. 

The girls escorted me back to the sorority house, led me up to the room that Lauren and Elizabeth shared, and ripped my clothes off me. They cut my DuPont sweatshirt off, and then had me step into a pair of Elizabeth's heels that were too tight for me. 

"You could have just undone my wrists for a moment and removed the shirt, you know. I liked that shirt," I complained. 

They smirked and then began to strip down to their own bras and panties. These were two very beautiful girls. Monica's toned body wasn't muscle bound, but the muscles that gave her such power were evident in her lithe athletic form. Lauren was softer and more traditionally beautiful. Her ample breasts were barely contained by the flimsy bra she wore. I had no idea that she wore such sexy underwear for class. 

The girls tied my ankles spread wide to the bed legs, while I stood at the foot of the bed. 

Monica held me down so I was lying face down on the bed. Lauren then took a wide black leather belt, doubled it up, and began to spank my ass hard. She was a strong girl and it didn't take long until tears were beginning to roll down my cheeks. I didn't want to thrash around on the bed. I was determined to take this punishment as impassively as I could. 

"How does that feel, princess?" teased Monica as I flinched, but I didn't respond. 

"You're never going to be disrespectful to us again when we're done with you," stated Lauren coldly. "You aren't going to forget this afternoon. This spanking is just the beginning." 

"I don't care," I grunted. 

"Oh and your little boyfriend Angel had better stay put when he comes back. If he quits the fraternity or the school after his little episode, we have plenty of stuff to send his friends and parents," sneered Monica. 

"Grrrr," I couldn't even vocalize. I could only grunt. 

I was horrified at the thought of poor Angel having to endure even more. He'd never be able to take it. I struggled in my bonds, but Monica held me down. I was lost in my own

thoughts, but suddenly I was aware that Monica had moved away. Soon, she and Lauren stood in front of me wearing large strap on dildos. 

"Punishment stage two, sissy," giggled Monica. 

"Actually," suggested Lauren,  "let's wait for Elizabeth. He is her property after all." 

"That's fine with me. Let's just make sure he's not going anyplace while we wait though," 

agreed Monica as she took a pair of pantyhose and used it to attach my neck to the headboard. 

It wasn't strangling me, but it also wasn't very comfortable and it prevented me from straightening my back and standing upright. Instead I was supporting my weight on my elbows completely restrained and unable to move. 

"I think I'll do his hair and makeup while we wait," said Lauren. 

"You're such a girl," laughed Monica as she flipped on the television. 

"Oh, I love having a doll," smiled Lauren as she smoothed foundation on my face. The liquid was cold against my skin. "It's even better that I can play with Elizabeth's too." 

"I think my little sissy's becoming a real girly girl. She's better at makeup than I am already," Monica swatted my ass with the palm of her hand. It was still very tender from the spanking and my whole body shuddered with the impact. "Are you a girly girl?" 

I sniffled, but couldn't force myself to answer her. A fresh round of tears began to well up in my eyes. 

"You better answer her Candy, or she's going to spank you again," warned Lauren. 

"Yeah, I'm a girly girl," I mumbled in a monotone voice. 

"I'm not convinced," she said smacking my ass again. 

I wanted so much to scream out what she wanted, but I knew I had to be tough. Instead, I just stood there motionless as Lauren brushed a bright red lipstick onto my lips. I was braced for it, but Monica's next swat would have knocked me off my feet if I hadn't been tied to the bed legs. 

"You know," suggested Lauren. "Instead of turning his ass into hamburger, let's just get started with phase two. There will be plenty left for Elizabeth when she gets back." 

Through my teary eyes, I could see Lauren climbing around on the bed in front of me. She sat with her legs spread open on either side of my head. Her large faux penis was now mere inches from my cherry colored lips. At the same time, Monica was rubbing something between my ass cheeks. I could tell she was lubing me up and it didn't take a genius to know why. 

"This is going to be so much fun," said Lauren. "I wish Professor Shepherd could see you like this, bitch. Now open up." 

She smacked me in the face with the strap-on a few times before I relented and opened my mouth taking in the rubber phallus. 


"That's it sissy. It's nothing you haven't done before," sneered Monica as she pumped my tender ass. 

"Come on bitch, let's see some real sucking," ordered Lauren giving my throat an extra deep thrust for emphasis. Both Lauren and Monica were breathing heavy now. I could tell by the look on Lauren's face that she was experiencing pure bliss. As much as I hated to admit it, Monica's painful thrusting was beginning to excite me. An audible moan escaped my lips and was clearly noticed by Lauren who smirked down at me. Degrading and humiliating or not, I was now lifting my ass back to meet Monica's thrust. 

"Monica, I do declare our little sissy is an ass slut," teased Lauren. Monica's reaction was to fuck me even harder, digging her fingernails into my shoulders for support. I gasped, no longer trying to suppress my own feelings and emotions. 

"Take it bitch!Take it!" grunted Monica from behind me. 

"Come on, let yourself go," coaxed Lauren. "You know you love this. Come on and cum for us." 

Whether I wanted to or not, I'm still not sure, but I did cum, soaking the front of my panties. Monica and Lauren kept riding me until they were satisfied, even switching positions at one point.  I came again, but I was totally spent by the time they were through. I lay there in a sore and exhausted heat perspiring on the foot of the bed. 

Lauren left the strap-on buried deep in my ass, simply stepping out of it when she was done with me. Monica did the same thing with the dildo in my mouth, using the pantyhose that secured me to the bed to hold it in my mouth as an effective gag. Monica and Lauren tidied themselves up, got dressed, and left me there. Monica delivered a parting spanking to my ass and told me, "Don't go anywhere." 




***

 

It was over an hour later, when Elizabeth finally arrived. She dropped her book bag on the floor and came over to me to unfasten my gag, "Wow, you're a sight. I'm sorry I was so late getting back." 

If anything, I was sorer than I had been before, and all that quiet time had left me to worry about Angel's medical condition. At the same time, my frustrating captivity had prevented me from receiving any updates. I was royally pissed. I let her know it, snapping, "It's alright, your sisters started without you. Do you want to fuck my ass now, too?" 

"I wanted to apologize," she said. 

"While that is refreshing, I hope you won't mind me extending you a big fuck you," I spat. 

"Hey, I'm trying to be nice to you," she replied defensively. 

"It's a little late for that, don't you think?" I asked petulantly. 

"Maybe we have taken things too far, but you're a special case," she said untying my ankles. "You really don't belong in this fraternity. You were just a legacy." 

"There're a lot of guys over there that don't deserve this," I replied. 

"I find that hard to believe," she scoffed. "I know all about some of their backgrounds." 

"No you don't," I replied as I pulled up my pants over my panties. Finally untied, I wasn't going to stay there a moment longer than I had to. "You know a lot of rumors, half truths, innuendo, and flat out lies. Some of the guys in the house made one mistake that they paid for, others were accused of something they didn't really do, and yeah some of them probably deserve punishment for past actions, but who are you to judge them?" 

"You don't understand," she chided me loudly, but I was already heading for the sorority house door. 

I rushed down the stairs only to stop dead on the first floor landing. In the front parlor stood an attractive woman with long jet black hair, wearing a dark blue business suit with a short skirt that showed off her seductive legs. The sorority officers were with her, and it was clear that she was important from the way everybody was talking to her. 

Standing next to her was another attractive woman. She had long, silky amber hair, and was wearing a feminine red dress, chunky gold jewelry, and retro glasses. From the clipboard she carried and her subservient body language, I guessed that she was an assistant or secretary. When our eyes met, she seemed so startled by my appearance that she dropped the clipboard. While my attention was totally focused on the scene in the parlor, Monica and Lauren followed me down

the staircase in a hurry. Monica blindsided me, twisting my arm behind my back, and slamming my face into the wall next to the front door. 

"Going somewhere, sissy boy?" barked Monica. 

"It's alright, Monica," called Elizabeth from the top of the stairs. "I was done with him." 

I looked back at Lauren, and then over to the secretary in the other room, and then to the mysterious, intimidating woman. I could tell that the secretary was still watching me out of the corner of her eye, but all I could think about was my brother's brush with death. Was he OK? I rushed back to the house hoping that I could get an update on Angel. 



For all intents and purposes, our fraternity house looked like a sorority house by mid-afternoon.  Actually, there were probably too many dresses and heels for a modern sorority house, but we definitely would have been right at home with the sororities of some more formal era. 

After members finished their afternoon classes, they were sitting in front of their mirrors applying makeup and donning feminine apparel for afternoon inspections. Under the tutelage and sometimes punishment of our big sisters, we had become quite proficient with our makeup and hair or wig care as well. 

"Hey, did you hear about Angel?" I asked Dollface as I rushed into our room. He was seated at the vanity in a short lime green dress making final touchups to his makeup. 

He paused and looked up at me saying, "It's nothing life threatening at least. Skye's with him now. Physically he's going to be fine." 

"Good! I've been worried about him all day!" I said. "Debbie is so hard on him. What did she think would happen?" 

"Do you think she cared?" asked Dollface. 

"Probably not," I nodded. 

"We're fucked, Candy. He's going to have to come back here and put up with all that shit all over again or they'll send out those pictures to his family." 

"I don't think they'd do that if he left school. He needs help." 

"You know that they would. They made it really clear to me that leaving school will just get the pictures and videos released, and that would pretty much destroy my dad's career and my relationship with my family. What would I tell my little sister?" he shuddered. 

"I don't know. I've been trying to figure out how I could explain all the things I've done to my folks and I just draw a blank." 

"The funny thing is, I probably deserve it." 

"Don't say that," I snapped. "You made a mistake." 

"Yeah, maybe," he said. "I was new to drinking at a very emotional time. I drank too much, and then got behind the wheel. I can see how you might feel sympathy for me in that situation, but here's the thing, I ruined two lives and then I didn't have any consequences. My dad got me off scot-free! No suspended license, no community service, not even mandatory AA meetings." 

"The girls have no right to determine what punishment you  deserve  or what price you should pay," I replied, "if you want to make amends to that couple you hit, do that, but it's bullshit that these Delta Omicron girls get to be judge, jury, and executioner." 

"Maybe, but I still can't help feeling I deserve this," he sighed as he inserted his earrings. I lay back on my bed and closed my eyes. 

We were silent for the next half hour before he announced that he was going to go study before inspection.  I decided it was probably time for me to change too. I may not have been very

happy, but I didn't see any sense in subjecting myself to more punishment. My ass was still very tender from the number that Monica and Lauren had already done on it. 

Getting out of my bed, I went over to my closet and selected a long sleeve gray jersey dress. Autumn's chill was in the air, and after spending a good part of the early afternoon in only a bra and panties, I wanted something warm. 

This might have been my favorite dress because it only cost me $20, but the girls always complimented me on being cute and sexy rather than overtly slutty in it. The wrap front made it look a little less plain and it hugged me to give the appearance of curves I didn't possess. It was also a couple of inches above my knee so it showed off my legs without being uncomfortable to sit in. A pair of black pumps went great with this dress, and I had a fairly comfortable pair with a three-inch heel. 




*****

 

I would say this for Elizabeth. It always felt like she took my comfort as one of her considerations when choosing my outfits. Some of the other Theta Nus always wore such skanky clothes. I felt bad about my brothers' clothing ordeals. 

I wasn't very hungry, and like the other guys in the house, I was subject to regular weighins, so I made myself a bowl of puffed rice cereal for lunch. I didn't much care for sitting down at this point, so laid on my stomach on the bed to eat my cereal and do my assigned reading for Professor Shepherd's class. 

There was a knock on my door, which surprised me. It was getting close to afternoon inspection, so I assumed it was one of my frat brothers who needed to borrow some nail polish or pantyhose. It turned out to be Elizabeth. She hadn't knocked on my door in a long time. We were not allowed to keep our doors locked, so there was simply no need. In fact, the girls had discussed putting the locks on our door backwards so that it would be easy to lock us in our rooms from the outside. 

"What do you want now?" I asked turning my back to the door and climbing back on top of my bed. 

"It's Angel," she said softly. 

"I heard he'd be fine--no permanent injuries." 

"Not on the outside anyway," she replied. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"I had an emergency meeting about Angel," she confided. 

"So?" I asked my annoyance increasing. 

"We're prepared to expose him if he tells the cops or the university what was going or if he drops out." 

"That's crazy. You take him to the breaking point and then punish him if he breaks?" 

"We...they say they might have to make an example of him or this whole thing will come crashing down," she whispered. 

"It needs to," I snapped. 

She paused looked me straight in the eye and nodded, "I know." 

This should have stunned me, but for some reason it didn't. Somehow I sensed Elizabeth was different, that she felt some regret or sympathy. She actually agreed to help me stop her Sorority from tormenting my brothers. My anger changed into hope. 

"So what can we do?" I asked. 

"Here," she said opening up the messenger bag she usually carried her school books in. 

Inside was a manila envelope with about two dozen pictures of Angel as well as three pages from some kind of mail program with all of his contact information including high school friends, girlfriends, and employers. 

"You have those on all of us?" I asked in disbelief. 

"Oh yeah! Yours is much thicker though, because of the weekend you spent at our house. 

The worst stuff is on the computer though." 

"Not surprising," I replied. 

"Well, I was able to erase what was in the house computers, but they have backups I'm sure," she said. 

"Still, what you did was brave. I appreciate that." 

"This just feels wrong to me now," Elizabeth admitted, being in charge?  Yeah, I've got a dominant personality. Dressing guys up?  That's fun. Torturing boys for four years who might or might not deserve it?  Not so much. I'm going to let the sorority know, I'm quitting tomorrow." 

"You can't do that." 

"Why?" she asked. "I don't want anything to do with Delta Omicron anymore." 

"Because if you really want to stop this, being on the inside is the best chance we've got." 

"We?" asked Elizabeth. "You and me against Delta Omicron; you have no idea who you'd be messing with." 

"Try me." 

"You saw that woman when you were leaving the house?" 

"Yeah I did." 

"Good, that's Yvette Sorenson," she said, as if that explained everything. 

"Who?" 

"God, read a magazine. She's barely thirty and she's one of the wealthiest women in the world." 

"I've never heard of her. What business is she in?" 

"All of them. I think she made the bulk of her fortune in financial services, but she's got a diversified portfolio and a large number of her sorority sisters in upper management. Delta Omicron has more money than they know what to do with." 

"Yeah, but..." 

"With money comes influence and power. They have both. What do we have?  The two of us?" 

"Hey," I said in a soothing voice. I gently brushed her hair out of her face so I could see her eyes. She looked at me expectantly as I whispered gently to her, "it'll be okay." 

As our eyes met, my heart felt like it would burst from my chest. Her whiskey colored eyes glinted with a type of fiery burnt orange ringing her pupil that reminded me of summer sunsets. I could see her swallow and cool feel the heat of her unsteady breath as I took a step closer, wanting more than anything to feel her lips on mine, I kissed her deeply with a passion I didn't know I possessed. 

The moist warmth of her mouth seemed to remove that damn chill from my entire body. I could feel her quivering in my arms. It felt so strange to feel our lipsticked lips rubbing against each other until just like that, the most wonderful moment of my brief life ended. 

"I had better get out of here before they get suspicious. I'll see you at inspection," she said. 

"Uhm, yeah sure," I reverted back to my tongue tied self. I went over to my vanity and began repairing my makeup. 

 


***

 

Our evening inspection was unusual. It was only 4:45 when I entered the living room, and it was already crammed with Alpha Thetas in their dresses and heels. My brothers were giving their makeup one last once over and making small talk. A handful of Delta Omicrons were in the living room already as the guys lined up. Lauren and Elizabeth were sitting on the couch joking and laughing. I smiled a secret smile in Elizabeth's direction before Barbie brought me back to reality by asking me if her shoes went with her dress. I agreed they did, and she was happy not to have to change. 

When I was a kid and my uncle wanted me to watch  Star Wars with him, I didn't have a lot of interest until Darth Vader entered Princess Leia's space ship. I remember how scary he looked as all the storm troopers lined up and that imperial music played in the background. His black armor so contrasted with the white armor of his men, and he looked down on the dead of both sides of the firefight between his forces and Leia's men with equal disdain. Something told me that this guy was a major bad ass. 

Watching Yvette enter the fraternity house had the same effect on me. Except instead of being an eight year old fascinated while cowering beneath a blanket, I was ten years older and directly in her sights. She was again accompanied by her redheaded assistant, along with Natalie and a half dozen other Delta Omicrons. We all raced to line up for inspection like a feminized army as Yvette imperiously examined us for any imperfection. She stopped in front of Stilettos and motioned to her assistants, "Miss Davis, his breasts are lopsided aren't they?" 

"Yes Ms. Sorenson," her assistant replied obsequiously. 

"Davis?!" I was shocked, but looking closer there was no doubt. The highly feminine assistant who glided so effortlessly in skyscraper heels was my own brother Davis! 

"Is there a problem, sissy?" asked Yvette, noticing me staring at her assistant. 

"No ma'am," I replied nervously. "No ma'am." 

Yvette turned away haughtily and asked, "What is your name?" 

"It's Stilettos, Ma'am," he replied. 

"Write her up, Miss Davis," instructed Yvette. "We must have standards." 

Fraternity Formal

  

After our inspection, we were dismissed and sent to our rooms. There was so much tension under Yvette's thumb that it was sort of a relief, but I had to know what had happened to Davis. 

"Miss Davis is my brother," I confided in my roommates. 

"No way, she was smoking hot," said Stilettos disbelieving. 

"Are you sure?" asked Dollface. 

"Yeah, it explains why he's withdrawn from his family so much, but it also brings up a lot of new questions," I sighed. 

"It's been a long time under their thumb for him," said Dollface shaking her head. "Do they intend to keep us that long?" 

The door flew open and Lauren, Elizabeth, Sonia, and Dana piled into our cramped quarters. "Get her," commanded Dana and Sonia and Lauren closed in on my terrified fraternity brother. He tried to back away from them, but soon Lauren grabbed one of his arms and Sonia soon had the other one. They pushed him face down over the side of his bed and Dana opened my closet searching for a wide black leather belt. 

"Can I help you?" I sneered. 

"I'm borrowing a belt and if you don't watch the attitude, you get it next," snapped Dana. 

Lauren lifted the skirt of Stiletto's dress up to her waist and her peach bikini panties provided scant production against repeated blows from the belt on her tender ass cheeks. She was soon bawling, but her tears only seemed to egg Dana on. 

"Okay she's had enough," insisted Elizabeth. 

"Huh?  I haven't even left a welt yet," replied Dana. "You're not going soft are you?" 

"No, but he just had his breast forms crooked. We need to save the big punishments for the big screw ups." 

"Just give him a few more good ones and we'll call it square," suggested Lauren. 

Dana tore into him five more times and I cringed as I saw him writhe in agony. When she threw my belt down on my bed, I rushed over with Dollface to comfort Stilettos. I dared not look up at the girls because I didn't want to see any look of smug satisfaction as they looked down at the three sissies cringing beneath their power. 

I was roughly hauled to my feet by Elizabeth who roughly pushed me into the wall, bending my arm up painfully behind me and barking in my ear, "I'm not done with you bitch. 

You disrespected me the other day and now you're going to pay for it." 

"Oh, somebody's going to get it," cheered Dana gleefully. 

"You need some help?" asked Lauren

"No, this pussy isn't going to give me any trouble, are you?" she roughly pulled up on my arm. 

"No...I'll be good," I whimpered to the delight of the girls as Elizabeth pushed me out into the hallway and dragged me down to the basement. 

"I'm sorry," apologized Elizabeth. "I can't let them know that I'm not going along with this if I'm going to live in the house." 

"And you're not going to go along with things?" I asked. 

"No, it's messed up. I get that, and I'm willing to do what I can to make things work," she promised me hesitating before telling me, "I've got news for you and you're not going to like it." 

"What?" I asked. 

"Yvette has booked a hall, she wants the fraternity to have a semi-formal dance next weekend." 

"Okay, a dance?" 

"Yeah, big sisters are supposed to find dates for the pledges. Actives will have to get their own dates." 

"Oh come on," I said in exasperation. 

"I'm afraid so. I'll get you some really shy nerd who will be too intimidated to even kiss you. You'll have a couple of dances with him and that'll be that," she reassured me. 

"It's just..." 

"Look, you've sucked off how many guys at the fraternity already. Is this really such a big deal?" she asked. 

"Yeah, it actually is different. They never even really saw me at the fraternity. At a dance, I'm going to have to flirt with a guy and he's going to be coming on to me." 

"It'll be alright. I know a guy in my sociology class. He jumps six feet in the air when a girl calls his name. I think he'd be perfect for--" 

She shut up immediately at the sound of high heeled footsteps descending the stairs. 

"I'm sorry Ms. Elizabeth. It'll never happen again, I swear," I pleaded hoping that my acting job was good enough. 

"I need to speak to Candy. I trust that will be okay," said Davis with an air of authority. 

"Yeah of course," replied Elizabeth turning to walk away. 

"Davis," I cried racing forward to hug my long lost brother. 

"That's Miss Davis," he snapped. 

"It's alright." I said. "We can talk in front of her." 

Davis looked over at Elizabeth who smiled sheepishly. 

"Okay then," agreed Davis. "It's good to see you bro, but you really stepped in it this time. 

I'm sorry that you're paying for my failures." 

"It's alright," I replied. "I want to get myself out, but there are a lot of guys who don't deserve this." 

"First, stop right there little brother," said Davis. "Yvette is a very powerful person and the sorority has a lot of power here and in the world outside. It'll be a miracle if you get yourself free and clear, so don't even think you're going to free your people like some kind of crossdressing Moses." 

"We can get help once people realize how crazy this is," I replied. 

"Who's going to worry about the scum in this fraternity? You've got drunk drivers, rapists, and drug dealers, versus a very successful sorority with the highest grade point average of any Greek house on campus. Nobody will care about you! Anyway, the girls have plenty of blackmail on the administration too," Davis countered." 

"So what should we do?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Honestly, your best bet is for you to erase whatever blackmail they have on Matt, then he can drop out and try to disappear," he told her. 

"Isn't that a bit drastic?" I asked. 

"This doesn't end at graduation. I'm still stuck," Davis motioned to his sexy secretary outfit. "I spend more time in heels than any woman I know." 

I was taken aback by the feminine lilt to his voice, and his equally girlish mannerisms. If I hadn't known he was my brother, I never would've guessed he was anything but a pretty young office girl. 

"Has anybody ever beaten them?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Not that I know of," said Davis. "One of my brothers, Vince, had something on Yvette. 

He used it to disappear. I don't know if he's really free or if he's always looking over his shoulder, moving around so that they don't find him." He shook his head sadly. 

"I saw something about him on the computer," I replied. 

"Good! I hoped you'd figure that out," he said. "Look, I'll help you however I can. It's my fault you're in this spot, but I'm afraid there's not much I can do. In fact, I better get going before Yvette gets suspicious." His face betrayed his primal fear of her wrath. 

"Sure, I hope we can talk more," I told him. "I've missed talking to you." 

"I love you Matt," he gave me another hug. 

"We'll get you both out of this," vowed Elizabeth. Davis looked up from me and turned to her sighing at her naiveté. 

As I watched him walk up the stairs in his pencil skirt and stiletto heels, I felt my eyes begin to mist up. If our dad could see us now, he'd be so ashamed of his two sons. 

"I should go too," suggested Elizabeth. "We need to go dress shopping Monday." 

"I have a bunch of dresses," I replied. 

"No, not for a semi-formal you don't," she corrected me. 

"Fine, I sighed," and with that, we walked up the stairs and went our separate ways. 




***

 

Entering Professor Shepherd's class on Monday, I ran smack into Lauren and Elizabeth. I was thrilled to have Elizabeth as an ally, but Lauren made me nervous. She showed unwavering dedication to the complete feminization and enslavement of Alpha Theta Nu. I mumbled a nervous, "hello." 

"Hi Candy," said Elizabeth warmly. 

"Oh look at the precious little sissy," taunted Lauren. 

"Did you do your reading?" asked Elizabeth changing the subject. 

"Yeah, I don't want to have Professor Shepherd catching me unprepared again," I replied. 

"You know, sissy," said Lauren, "you are really lucky to have a woman like Professor Shepherd as a role model." 

"Yeah, she's great," I lied. 

"I want you to really pay attention to her today. Notice her movements and mannerisms. 

They're not overly feminine, but they're definitely something you should strive for.You still move like a guy. That has to stop. The Professor is definitely all woman without being prissy. 

She might be a good example for you to copy." 

I didn't like the sound of this at all, but as I took my seat, I stared at the stunning professor at the front of the room. I saw how she held her arms, and even how she wrote on the white board. As I tried to copy her wrists movements, I let my mind wander, and my eyes followed. 

Suddenly, I had a thought! Maybe Professor Shepherd has the answers we need? Would she open up to Elizabeth if not to me? Could she help us? I stared at the statuesque young professor while trying to figure out a few things: How much does she know about the situation? What are her motivations? 

Then I began studying her outfit. Where does she get those Navy pantyhose? They work perfectly with her turquoise suit and sapphire blouse--both with Navy accents. And those matching pumps.... I must have started at her too long, because she caught me. 

"Stand up! Yes you  Candice! " the beautiful professor snapped, giving me an all-too-permanent sounding name. "So you still like to ogle women, deconstruct us into body parts, mere objects for your pleasure? You continue to dehumanize and objectify us?" 

I sat frozen, and then began slowly sinking in my seat. The professor seemed truly angry, and the class was holding its collective breath watching this drama unfold. I glanced toward Elizabeth for help, but she looked like she'd seen an out of control train heading our way. 

Lauren was giddily repeating, "  Candice! Candice!  Why didn't I think of that?" 

Then Professor Shepherd continued, almost sadly, "I'd imagined you'd evolved, seeing how comfortable you are in your more natural feminine guise. Stand up! Do you have anything to say for yourself,  Miss Candice?" 

Lauren panted excitedly, "This is so awesome!" She seemed genuinely thrilled, even turned on sexually, by my newest humiliation. I didn't have time to reflect on her cruelty, though. 

Elizabeth whispered, "Candy, you better do as she says, and fast! Defying her could lead to the worst possible punishment!" 

Tentatively, I rose on unsteady feet and meekly stood before this intimidating vision and stuttered, "Just, I was just, admiring your--you know--your outfit, Professor." 

"Oh really?" she asked with equal parts sarcasm and disbelief. "If that's so, then you must want to borrow it? I'm sure it'll fit you! Actually, it might even be a little on the large size for you, Missy," she grinned. 

Helpless and speechless, I nodded my head in the affirmative. 

"Great! You do want to borrow this stylish ensemble! Well, no time like the present!" the Professor announced. 

She turned to the class--some giggling, some aghast--andexplained, "we're going to have a special presentation on deconstructing gender in about 15 minutes. You may research that topic now, class. Lauren, Elizabeth, and Candice, come!" 

With that, she grabbed my wrist and dragged me out of the lecture hall, down the corridor, and into the women's locker room. My big sisters entered behind us, and pointed me in the opposite direction. Lauren, giggling, was stripping off my clothes and handing them to Elizabeth who seemed conflicted about all this. When they turned me around, Professor Shepherd had changed into an emerald green velour track suit and Nikes. 

"Here, sissy, put this on," she said, holding her outfit toward me." I want you to get the full effect you so admired--including my lingerie and heels!" 

Soon, I was clad in her lacy light blue bra and matching panties, still warm from her body heat, along with the hose, skirt, blouse, and pumps. Dr. Shepherd deftly applied her makeup to my face, and placed her bracelet and necklace on me. She had Lauren stuff my bra, and then swapped our earrings. She looked me up and down smiling, "We better get back, your new look will work well for this demonstration." 

Almost swooning from humiliation, I was frog marched before my classmates. I saw rows and rows of grinning and laughing faces. I wondered, "How can I face any of these people after this humiliation?" 

Professor Shepherd announced, "This is Candice, my new office assistant.  She will help me hold office hours, and help you out in every way. You can always tell when  she's ready to assist you.  She will be wearing one of my ensembles. "I cringed every time she emphasized the feminine pronoun "she." 

The professor continued, "Our culture creates social gender stereotypes linked to certain roles, including occupations. For example, when I say 'secretary' or 'office assistant', most of you

picture a pretty, feminine young thing, like young Candice here. These gender designations are seen as natural, but they are merely artificial constructs," she added, while appraising my girlish appearance. 

Professor Shepherd turned back to the class as she continued her impromptu gender roles deconstruction, "The traditional view holds that gender is immutable, and gender is destiny. This demonstration proves otherwise. Gender is in the eye of the beholder--Nothing more and nothing less. Anyway, doesn't  she look perfect for the job?" 

The rest of the class was a blur as I stood there, essentially a prop for the gender roles demonstration. It was all I could to hold back tears of shame as Professor Shepherd told me to report 30 minutes before class on Wednesday. 

After class, I went with Lauren and Elizabeth to get my own clothing back. I quickly changed. As I scrubbed off the makeup, Elizabeth said, "I need to get to my next class. Be ready this afternoon about three p.m. We won't have a lot of time for dress shopping because I have a paper due tomorrow." 

"I'll be ready," I promised. 

"That was a wild class Elizabeth. I'll see you back at the house," said Lauren. 

"See ya later," called Elizabeth, as she disappeared out the locker room door. 

"So what are you up to now,  Candice?" asked Lauren, grinning. 

"I'm going to get some lunch and study before my afternoon class," I replied. 

"So not much," she beamed, "that's perfect. We need to go get you a dress." 

"I'm going shopping with Elizabeth this afternoon," I replied practically pleading. 

"Oh please, Candice," sighed Lauren. "You heard Elizabeth. She has a big paper due tomorrow. She's got more important things than to go watch you try on a bunch of pretty dresses. 

I'll take you instead." 

"I--I don't know about this," I said. 

"I do, and that's what's important. Right sissy?" 

"Yes, of course Miss Lauren." 




***

 

Mercifully, the mall was not crowded that Monday morning. Lauren dragged me right to a large anchor store that had a large selection of dresses. 

"I like this place," she told me, "my sisters said they're great about letting sissies use the dressing rooms. Now, let's find you something sexy!" 

With a huge grin, she held a skimpy purple swing dress with spaghetti sleeves up to me. I got a strange look from an older woman who was obviously trying to figure out my true gender. 

She must've realized I was a guy, because she seemed curious about what we were doing. I immediately blushed in self-conscious shame. 

"Hmm, that's a good color for you. Hold that," ordered Lauren. 

"I think Elizabeth planned to get me something more modest," I pleaded. 

She looked at me condescendingly. "No sweetie," she said, "There won't be any wallflowers at this dance. All you girls are going to get lucky, and if we get you some ugly church dress, you'll have to do all the work. Let the dress do the seduction for you." 

"Can I help you?" asked a pretty sales girl with curly copper red hair. 

"Oh yes, we need to get him a dress for a semi-formal. He's got great legs, so we want something that really shows them off," replied Lauren without missing a beat. 

"Huh.... Sure," replied the salesgirl quickly recovering, "Short is in this year. Do you have any idea on the size?" 

"I'm a size ten," I replied. 

"Perfect," assured the salesgirl, smirking at me for knowing my size in women's clothing. 

"My name is Katie, by the way. We have a black sheath that would look great on you! Oh and we have some very pretty halter dresses!" 

"Do you mind if he uses a dressing room?" asked Lauren. 

"Not at all," Katie answered handing me a deep jade cocktail dress. "We're pretty quiet in here, and there's no substitute for trying on dresses to find one that flatters!" 

I tried on half dozen dresses. Even worse, I had to model them for Lauren and Katie, who it turned out went to our school. Lauren made me curtsey with each new outfit. By the time I was modeling my second dress--a daringly short lemon open scallop back pleated dress--they were laughing together like old friends. 

"Wow, he really can wear just about any of them," admired the salesgirl. 

"Yes, but I think I like the halter style the best," Lauren said. 

"I agree. We have several colors in her size, I'm sure," Katie said, seemingly forgetting my true gender. Or maybe she was just trying to heighten my embarrassment? 

"I'd like to see him in a deep blue--perhaps a sapphire, but a girl can never go wrong with a little black dress. Let's go with black," Lauren decided. 

"Okay, we can bag this up while the sissy changes," Katie suggested. It was just another indignity. She was completely aware of my plight and found it amusing. I paid the $87charge and she handed me my purchase saying, "I'm sure your date will be all over you in that LBD." 

"Can we go now?" I asked Lauren, trying not to be too impertinent. 

"Nonsense, you need shoes and accessories," insisted Lauren. 

I left the mall $216 poorer with a scandalously skanky outfit for the formal. 

When Elizabeth found out that we'd finished the shopping, she was overjoyed to be free of that burden. That is, until she saw the skyscraper heels and the skimpy dress. 

"My God, I'd never wear an outfit like that," she said aghast. "You're going to look like a total slut!" 

"I'm sure that's what Lauren had in mind," I replied. 

"I'm afraid you're right," agreed Elizabeth. 




***

 

I received a call from Elizabeth Wednesday afternoon around 4:30. I had just returned from my last class, and no sooner did I sit down to study than my cell went off. She said I had to get dressed up and the two of us would go out to dinner, "and Candy," she added, "I need you dressed pretty--makeup and heels, the whole nine yards." 

I wasn't thrilled. Following a long day of classes, dressing up was the last thing on my mind, but I reluctantly did as I was told and with Dollface's makeup help, I was soon looking my feminine best. Elizabeth also looked nice, but much more casual than I did, but she told me not to worry and called my jade dress "perfect" for the evening. 

As we pulled into the  Slugger O'Toole's parking lot, she informed me that we were there to meet Roger, the nerd from her sociology class. "Oh come on. I don't want to meet a guy," I whined. 

"Don't you get it?" she asked. "If we don't find you a date to go with, Lauren gets to set

you up. She says she has the perfect guy for you, and I have a feeling that you're not going to like whoever she comes up with! For your own good, you better turn on the charm and get this dweeb to ask you to the dance this weekend." 

"You're right," I said. "I'll do my best." 

"You'd better," warned Elizabeth, "Lauren knows a lot of horny jocks." 

The guy she found for me was perfect. Tim was as shy around girls as she had indicated, and he wasn't much bigger than I was. I felt sure that an evening with him would never go further than a peck on the cheek. That was perfectly fine with me. Even our greeting was completely awful as he awkwardly tried to kiss me on the cheek when I wasn't expecting it. 

Unfortunately, I lacked both the skill and the desire to adequately flirt with him and keep him interested. Elizabeth wound up steering the entire conversation, and though he was perfectly polite with me, his attraction for Elizabeth was very clear. So there were absolutely zero sparks between us. He later told her that he'd have to pass on going to the dance with me, even after she told him that it would mean a lot to her. I'd failed! 

This allowed Lauren to sweep in. Later that evening, Elizabeth and I were in the library. 

Lauren texted us saying that she had the perfect guy for me, and she'd bring him right over. In less than twenty minutes, Gary "All Hands" O'Hanlon--a starting wide receiver for Middle Valley Tech--was sitting at the table with his arm draped around my shoulder.He was 60 pounds heavier and eight inches taller than I was, and his hands were massive. All this made me feel completely overpowered in his presence. 

"So Gary, would you like to take Candice to her semi-formal?" asked Lauren. 

"Yeah, I'm always happy to help out a lady in need of an escort," he replied. 

"Oh that's awesome!" exclaimed Lauren turning to Elizabeth, "Don't you think so?" 

"Definitely," she replied with all the false enthusiasm she could muster. 

"I need to go to the ladies room," I volunteered, hoping that Elizabeth would follow my lead. To my relief she did. 

When we were safely in the library's ladies room I said, "I can't do this, Elizabeth." 

"I know," she sighed. "But I told you to be more flirtatious with Tim." 

"I tried, I really did. I don't think Gary got his nickname from catching passes. That gorilla had his paws all over me." 

"I'll try to think of something," she promised. 

I have no doubt that she really did try to find a way to save me from the clutches of the sexually aggressive football player, but we both had to be careful. We couldn't let her sorority sisters figure out she was trying to bring them down. There was absolutely no reason she could give for why Gary wasn't the perfect guy for me. Lauren joked about how much fun she'd have watching me try to fend off his advances all night. 




****

 

The Delta's cover story for the dance was that it was their house's semi-formal. That way, we could all pretend to be sorority sisters. Some of the ATN upper classmen had boyfriends who knew completely of their status. Either their big sisters had set them up, or they knew they were going to have to date guys, so they figured they better find one they liked. Most of the freshmen like me were being dragged kicking and screaming. 

Our big sisters arranged to have us picked up from the sorority house by a large chartered bus. It was only partly in gallows humor that Dollface suggested the Deltas would "probably be

getting a prison bus for us." 

I was sitting in front of a mirror in Elizabeth's room, trying hard not to choke on all the hairspray. It had been a couple of months since we pledged, so just about all of the guys had at least some extra length to our own hair--at least enough for extensions to provide what Mother Nature had failed to. I was almost used to being a blonde, but sitting there while Elizabeth gave me an updo, I couldn't help feeling self-conscious. 

"You have to be very mindful of crossing your legs," warned Elizabeth correcting me. 

"That dress you bought is so short; you have no margin for error. I wish that I could have helped you pick out something more modest." 

"I do too," I agreed, "but I'm pretty sure that was why Lauren took me shopping." 

"I don't know. I like to think that she might have just been helping me because of the paper I had to turn in. I don't deny that she picked out something much more daring than I would have." 

"You're going to be at this thing, right?" I asked nervously. 

"Yeah, I'm going to work one of the tables. I won't let you out of my sight," she promised. 

"Alright, because if he tries something, he's a lot bigger than I am," I whimpered. 

"Just make sure that he doesn't get you alone. If you stay in crowds you'll be safe," advised Elizabeth. 

Natalie, the sorority president, stopped by with Yvette to remind me, "If he wants to touch your breasts or reach under your skirt then by all means stop him, but if he wants to kiss you, dance, or hold hands, you better cooperate, if you know what's good for you!" 

"Yes Ms. Natalie. I understand what's expected of me," I replied. 

"Let's see more enthusiasm too," insisted Yvette. "Dances are supposed to be fun!" 

"Yes, of course Ms. Sorenson," I nodded with as much humility as I could fake. 

"You need to get downstairs soon. The dates have been arriving and we don't want to keep our gentlemen callers waiting," teased Natalie. 

Elizabeth pronounced me ready and I walked towards the steps. A lot of my brothers were doing the same, no doubt prodded by a visit from Yvette and Natalie. 

I couldn't believe how good everybody looked. Dollface was in a clingy wine colored gown that gave him the illusion of a feminine figure. You wouldn't call him voluptuous, but definitely feminine as he glided on his spiked heels. The dress came down to his ankle, but had a long slit up his leg. 

"Everybody looks great, but you really look amazing," I said. 

"Thanks," replied Dollface. "You're going to be a smash in that sexy dress, but I hope you've got a real shy nerd for a date because that dress makes a statement." 

"No, I've got a grabby football player," I groaned. 

"Good luck," he said. "If I were you, I'd rather be back at our house?" 

"Was that an option?" I asked. 

"Yeah, I heard that the brothers that don't pass are getting a real rough boot camp while we're doing this. There's a reason why all the actives can do flawless makeup in an earthquake in the dark. Practice!" 

"Wow," I replied, "they think of everything." 

Barbie came over, looking every bit like her namesake. Lauren was enjoying turning her into a living doll. She wore a short pink dress that showed off the incredible changes that months of corset training had done to her body. 

"Hi guys," she said in a bubbly voice that Lauren had been forcing her to use. 

"Hey Barbie," I replied. 

"You look great Barbie," commented Dollface with genuine admiration. 

"Thanks," she said smiling, "but I'm not ready to date a guy. I'm going to freak." 

"Deep breaths," I told her. "It'll be more embarrassing if they find out we're guys." 

"Lauren set me up with this really big guy, it makes me nervous," he confessed. 

"She set me up too. She's got a mean streak," I replied. 

"Guys, it's a lot more than a streak. Stay clear of her," said Lauren. 

"I think that's very good advice," replied Dollface. 

We looked over and saw that Angel was there was behind us as well.  He was in a maroon off the shoulder dress that was sexy, but looked positive church lady compared to what we were trying to pull off.  I guess we could be thankful for that. 

"Hi," he uttered in almost a hoarse whisper. 

"Hey Angel, It's great to see you up and around," said Dollface cheerfully. 

"Yeah," I agreed.  "I didn't think you'd be up for this dance." 

"Well Debbie, didn't give me a choice, but at least my date is totally terrified around girls. 

He won't make a move on me." 

Thank Heaven for small favors.  Angel had a long road ahead of him if he was going to survive everything the girls would throw at him, but at least he looked to be in good shape for the dance.  They really needed to talk to Debbie about not coming down on him so hard or he would break at sometime. 

The half dozen of us who had congregated were shooed down the stairs by Natalie. As we all descended the stairs, at least somewhat gracefully, it occurred to me just how much things had changed in a few short months. I pledged Alpha Theta Nu expecting to have my pick of hot chicks. Now, I was tarted up in a slutty dress wearing F-me heels! 

I saw Gary and I smiled in his direction. 

"Oh wow!  I'm stunned," he said. "I liked what I saw when I met you, but that dress...wow you are smoking hot."  He reached forward and kissed me firmly on the lips. It was moist and passionate, but he wasn't overly aggressive or anything. 

Looking around the room, I saw that most of the guys were on the timid side, but not Gary. 

He made no bones about the fact that I was his girl. He grabbed a seat on the couch and pulled me onto his lap to wait for the bus. "I thought we should save the seat," he assured me when he saw my shock at being placed on his lap. 

"No--no, that's fine," I stammered. I caught Lauren out of the corner of my eye. She winked mockingly and motioned for me to put my arm around Gary. She was taking pictures and wanted to capture this moment. My stomach was already in knots, but I complied. Gary saw Lauren and gave me a kiss for the camera. Mercifully, Elizabeth came to my rescue, telling us all to go board the bus. Gary took my hand and I meekly went with him. We were looking for all the world like a happy young couple. 

The dance itself was difficult. Gary was a very confident man, and placing his hand on my knee or caressing my bare shoulders came naturally to him. It made me uncomfortable, but eventually, I got used to it. By the time he planted his seventh or eighth kiss on my lips, I didn't think much about it. The worst part was seeing Davis there at Yvette's side, and knowing he could see me. Although I knew he'd done a lot worse, having him witness my shame just intensified it. 

At nine o'clock, Gary went to get a drink and I used the opportunity to get some fresh air. 

Walking out to the parking lot, I saw our bus among the many cars. The door was open, and the

bus driver had wandered off to get a smoke or something. I decided to have a seat in the empty bus, and realized that if I slouched down, nobody would be able to see me. Five minutes became ten, and ten became twenty. I knew at some point there would be a reckoning, but I was content to delay the inevitable. 

I heard someone enter the bus and looked up surprised to see not the bus driver, but Lauren. "Hello sissy bitch," she called out. I tried to respond, but the words got stuck in my throat. "That's very naughty hiding out from the party like that, but it's alright. We're going to have our own party out here." 

She reached into her purse and pulled out a roll of duct tape. Involuntarily I moaned "oh no," which only caused her to chuckle telling me, "oh yes. Dana's flirting with the bus driver now. Isn't it time we had some alone time?" 

"I'll head back into the party," I pleaded. 

"Don't be stupid," she snapped. "I said we'd have our party out here. Now get up on your knees and face the back of your seat!" 

"No," I said my voice trembling in fear. 

"No?" she asked raising her eyebrow. "I know Elizabeth has been soft on you, but I am going to make sure you don't get off easy. I don't know how you convinced her you were some poor innocent victim, but I saw your true colors in Professor Shepherd's class. You're just another macho jerk who thinks women are your playthings! Now, do what the fuck I told you to do! Now, or else I'll get Monica out here and we'll force you into the position I want you in, and it'll be much worse." 

"Please don't, Ms. Lauren," I begged. 

"Kneel on that fucking seat now," she commanded, and I complied. I heard her ripping tape from the roll and soon she was wrapping the silver tape tightly around my wrists, securing them to the bar behind the seat. 

"I'm sorry if I was a jerk. I've learned my lesson," I whimpered. 

"No, not yet, but you will," she said reaching under her dress and stepping out of her red and black lace panties. She balled up the panties telling me to, "open up, bitch." 

I did as she said, and she soon had me gagged with her panties, tasting of her juices. She wound tape around my head to hold the panties firmly between my cheeks. She reached under my skirt and squeezed my balls, satisfied that any noise I could make would be barely audible. 

She proceeded to tape my ankles so my legs were spread wide. I was stuck in a kneeling position with my stomach pressing against the back of the seat. 

"You know," she said, "I'm the reason you're stuck here. Not just in this seat, but in the fraternity. As a legacy, they couldn't just reject you outright. That would have raised questions! 

But they still could have dropped you during the pledge process as just not Alpha Theta Nu material. That's what Natalie wanted to do, but I told her what an insufferable misogynistic asshole you were in class. I convinced her that it was easier just to keep you. Elizabeth backed me up. That's how she wound up as your big sister." 

Tears began to roll down my cheeks, which only seemed to delight Lauren. She patted my head cooing, "aw poor baby," I flinched from her touch. 

"Now, I mentioned a party. I'm going to go inside and round up about a dozen guys. There are enough boys in that party who know what's actually going on and are either controlled or horny enough that they will happily come out here and fuck you until you can't sit for a week." 

She looked down at the fear on my face and laughed with pure evil as I helplessly pulled at the duct tape securing me and moaned in terror. 

"Don't even try it, bitch. When I tie up a sissy, he stays tied," she laughed. "Of course, maybe we could strike a deal instead." 

I nodded my head frantically. 

"OK Candice, Here's the deal, and it's not open for negotiation," she warned, "you are going to go back inside and find your date. Then, you'll bring him out here. You're going to entice him to fuck your ass, and you're going to be the aggressor. He's going to believe you are totally are into it. In fact, I want him to feel that he did you a big favor. If he isn't satisfied, I'll be bringing a different guy over to the frat house to fuck you every week until you graduate. Do you got it?" 

I nodded frantically and she responded by tearing off the tape and pulling her panties out of my mouth, "Okay then, tell me." 

"I'll do it," I replied through my tears. 

"You'll do what," she said firmly. 

"I'll let him fuck me," I replied. 

"No, try again." 

"I'll beg him to fuck me." 

"Why?" 

"Because I need it so bad," I moaned for her benefit. 

"And why do you need it?" she asked as she untaped my ankles. 

"Because I'm a dirty slut," I answered seductively. I must have sounded sexy, because Lauren gaped in surprise, then laughing said, "Good, don't forget that, you whore. Now, let's get you pulled together." 

What had I been reduced to? I had no doubt she would carry through on her threats though, so I would do whatever I could to keep her happy. 




***

 

Walking back inside, I felt a new shame growing inside me. Elizabeth watched me enter quizzically. She had noticed my absence, but figured since Gary was still inside there was nothing to worry about. Lauren went over to occupy Elizabeth, but I didn't really want to talk to her anyway. Not now. 

I stopped by the bar and I grabbed a Long Island Iced Tea for myself and a beer for Gary. I wanted a drink to steady my nerves. "Sorry that I had to run off, Gary," I said approaching and placing the beer in front of him. "One of my sisters wasn't feeling well." 

I put down my own drink and stood behind Gary, putting my arms around him so he could feel my warm breath on his neck and smell my perfume. 

"Mmm, I like this he said. You've loosened up a bit." 

"I'm sorry about earlier," I lied. "I had a headache, but I'm feeling better now. I think the fresh air did me some good." 

I nibbled on the back of his neck and could feel a shiver running up his spine. He turned around to kiss me and I meekly complied as his tongue separated my lips. I knew Lauren would be watching, and would ask him for all the details. Gary didn't seem to be the shy type when it came to discussing such things. 

"Now here's the thing," I cooed breaking off the kiss. "When we were out in the parking lot, I noticed the bus was open and had my friend Dana keep the driver occupied. How do you feel about a getting a bit naughty?" 

"Check please," he said to nobody in particular. I forced a girlish laugh at his joke and took his hand leading him out towards the parking lot. 

"I hope you like anal," I said. "You don't get pussy on a first date." 

"I think I can make the sacrifice," he said as we climbed aboard the bus. We walked past the seat that Lauren had restrained me to, and I found an unopened condom. It hadn't been there before. It was clearly a present from her. At least I wouldn't have to have unprotected sex with him. I doubted he was prepared. 

"I've got a condom for you," I said looking down at the foil package. "It's already lubed." 

"Sure, I'll be safe," he promised. I unzipped his pants and, as seductively as I could, I played with his cock. I got down on my knees and began stroking his cock and nuzzling his balls until he was sporting an eight inch erection. I eagerly stretched the condom up over his dick. "All ready baby," I purred. 

"On your hands and knees, slut," he smiled motioning to a bus seat. 

"Yes sir," I replied pulling down my panties and assuming the position. Before we had left the bus, Lauren had helped me tuck my genitals away. All he could see now was my bouncy ass peeking out above my panties and stockings. He pulled up my tiny dress and pushed the head of his thick cock into my opening. 

"You've got a great ass," he told me. "I'm going to really enjoy this." 

I trembled and felt awash in humiliation. This was rally happening. I was going to get fucked up the ass!  Could I even still call myself straight anymore?  I tried to hold onto the bus seat to keep my balance. Gary firmly grabbed my hips and told me, "I'm going to plow you so hard." 

"Oh yes!" I moaned, remembering to give a good show. His hands were large and strong, holding me as he positioned his throbbing cock. He plunged it deep inside me, sliding easily in the lubricated condom, stretching my walls and filling me completely. 

I was awkward and uncomfortable as I gasped and cried out in my most feminine voice. 

The voice was faked, but the moaning was real. I moaned in pain, in pleasure, and in humiliation. 

I could imagine Lauren and Elizabeth looking on, enjoying my total emasculation as I gave myself to this man. The buzz I felt from the drink I'd chugged helped to numb my feelings of debasement, at least a little bit. 

Gary plunged deeper into me, pushing in and out with rapid, powerful thrusts. I cried softly with the pain of being fucked, but my limp member began to spring to life despite being secured out of sight. This caused even more discomfort as it had no room to expand. Painfully, my panties were now cutting right into my cock. 

"Oh yeah, mommy likes this. She likes being fucked like the slut she is," grunted Gary. 

Out the window of the bus, I could see a few people standing by the entrance of the hall. 

Elizabeth seemed to be looking for me, and I could see Dollface and his date catching some fresh air. He looked uncomfortable in his date's arms. He would freak if he were in my position. 

Gary began to moan even louder than me in his deep booming voice. He stood back slightly and swung his muscular hips, his cock thrusting mightily into my sore anus. 

"Ohhhh," I groaned at the sudden powerful impact. 

The whole scene was so strange. I wasn't enjoying it, at least I didn't think so, but my arousal was evident. I cried out at the rough penetration. 

"You are loud when you fuck," he told me. "I like that. Now say my name when you do that." 

Over and over, he thrusted in and out, gathering his strength and pushing his throbbing

penis deep inside me. Just like he asked I began to moan, "Gary, oh Gary" as beads of sweat formed on my brow. 

His masculine power made a stark contrast to my feminized humiliation as I cried my lover's name. I wanted to scream. I was feeling more and more like a girl the longer the fucking continued. I was confused. I worried what all these strange feelings meant. 

Gary was moaning much more, panting in short, quick breaths. He screamed out "Fuck!" 

and I felt a sudden sensation of warmth inside me. He had cum. Only the way we had bound my penis prevented me from doing the same thing. He leaned down on top of me, still inside of me. 

"Did I make you cum, you little slut?" he teased. 

"Twice," I purred breathlessly. 

We pulled ourselves back together, but it would take a lot more for me to become presentable, so I sent him back inside. I fixed my makeup and caught my breath. I was alone with my thoughts, and feeling a bit weepy when Elizabeth rushed onto the bus. She stood at the front bathed in the light of the parking lot, tears streaming down her face. 

"Oh my God, Candy!  Are you alright?" she asked. 

"I'm fine," I lied. I scooted over and she put her arm around me. We sat huddled together, and I wondered how that night had changed me--how it had changed everything. I didn't know and she sure as Hell didn't, but things would never be the same. We both knew that, so we held onto each other as a lifeline to something much more innocent. I made an unspoken promise to myself and even to Elizabeth that I would take down Delta Delta Omicron. No matter what, I would end this. 

Finding Vincent

  

After the dance, I didn't feel like getting out of bed on Sunday. I just wanted to be left alone, but my fraternity brothers were having none of that. Dollface, Barbie, and Stilettos all made their way into my room trying to cheer me up or to comfort me. 

Angel tried again shortly after two in the afternoon. He'd been trying to put his life back together since overdosing on  Ambien a few weeks earlier. I knew he was still too fragile to bring him down into my depression, so I tried to be upbeat. 

"You're in bed all day," observed Angel. 

"Yeah, I'm not feeling too good," I replied. 

"I can see that. This lifestyle can be depressing sometimes," he said motioning to the pink and gray dress that he was wearing. 

"It won't last forever you know." 

"I don't know. Debbie says that--" 

"I wouldn't worry about anything that she says. You got a bad deal getting her for your big sister." 

"Is Elizabeth any better?" 

"Truthfully, she is," I replied. "She's a human being and she can be reasoned with." 

"Oh my God!" exclaimed Angel. "You're into her." 

"No," I replied, "I mean, she's practically my jailer." 

"You're just a prisoner of love," he joked. 

"Maybe," I replied dropping my guard. "To be honest with you, I just haven't thought about it. It's hard to think of picking up a girl when she's inspecting you to make sure that your pantyhose are straight and your fake tits are even." 

"Yeah, you got that right." 

"It will end, just trust me. I think you talked me out of bed." 

"Good, you're good guy, Candy. 

"I don't always feel much like a guy anymore, but I appreciate that." 

As she left my room, I got to my feet. The whole act of getting showered and dressed had become so time-consuming and daunting. I began by sitting in a relaxing hot bubble bath. While I soaked, I shaved my legs and the rest of the body hair. I got out, patted myself dry, and applied lotion to my skin. I decided to make today a dress down day, but that still meant doing my hair and makeup before putting on a sassy Alpha Theta Nu t-shirt and a pair of hot pink yoga pants over a rose colored lace bra and matching panties. 

Then something happened for the first time in over a month, a female knocked on my dorm room door. They had all been so comfortable just barging in. I opened the door to find Elizabeth standing there with a pained look on her face. "Thank goodness you're up," said Elizabeth hugging me tightly. "I can't believe what that bitch did to you. She's not my friend anymore." 

"Was she ever, really?" I asked. 

"Yeah, I think so...maybe. People change. I do know that I don't want to associate with anybody who mistreats and abuses you like that." 

"Just be careful," I warned. "You don't want to turn your back on her, ever." 

"I was worried when I heard you were lying in bed all day," she said changing the subject, 

"I was worried you'd given up." 

"Actually, I'm more determined than ever to get out of this myself, and to free my

fraternity brothers as well," I said, fighting against my resignation. 

"You sound like Gandhi and, I hate to tell you this all things considered, but there are some really bad guys in your house. They were picked specifically for that reason." 

"You know, I started making a list between youthful indiscretions, guys who were really just stupid, and guys who were serious bad news. The last group was the smallest, but I don't even feel comfortable judging them." 

"Sexual predators, drug dealers, and girlfriend abusers?  I think I can judge them pretty well," argued Elizabeth. 

"Maybe so, but even there we have some shades of gray.  My point is that this whole punishment fraternity concept is so corrupted, I don't think it can be salvaged." 

"So how do you take down the whole system?" 

"My brother Davis had a frat brother named Vince, who supposedly had some dirt on Yvette. I think trying to track him down is a good place to start." 

"I don't know what good I can do, but I'll help anyway I can." 




***

 

Dr. Shepherd's class on Monday was strange. By now, I was the talk of the class. Most people knew that I had no desire to dress like a girl, but that didn't stop them from giggling, talking about me, and just generally enjoying my predicament. 

For the first time, Elizabeth and Lauren arrived separately. Lauren arrived first and took her customary seat behind me. She greeted me loudly enough for everybody around us to hear her say, "Good morning sissy." 

"Hello, Ms. Lauren," I replied meekly. 

"Are you excited about your new secretarial job?" she taunted. 

"It sounds like a great opportunity," I replied. 

"I'm glad you think so. Make sure I don't hear any complaints," she warned me. 

When Elizabeth came in, she shocked us both by walking right past Lauren and sitting down in the seat next to me. 

"Hi Matt," she said loud enough for Lauren to hear as she pulled her notebook from her bag. I couldn't see Lauren behind me, but she had to be fuming. I had been so thoroughly humiliated in that class, the worst when I was forced to swap clothing with Professor Shepherd, so it felt good to have a friend like Elizabeth at my side. I could tell that her  sitting beside me confused Dr. Shepherd as well. 

Class was mostly uneventful, other than Professor Shepherd getting a few laughs at my expense by reminding everybody that I was her new secretary. As soon as class was over, I rushed back to the frat house so I could change. 

I had been to several thrift shops to get more women's business clothing appropriate for my secretarial job. It occurred to me once again that all this was going overboard. Girls around campus were getting hired to this type of job, but I was the only one planning to buy a whole new wardrobe just to make $8 an hour--if I got paid anything at all. 

I  decided to wear a dark gray woman's suit with a short skirt. It was very professional looking. Underneath the suit, I had on a pink lacy camisole, and the usual lingerie. My feet were stuffed into a pair of pink pumps that I already owned. After touching up my makeup and hair, and spritzing on a bit of perfume, I raced to the English department. 

The administrative assistant for the English department was Ms. Pamela Underhill, a prim

and proper dark-haired woman of about forty-five. She answered phone calls, signed for packages, and greeted confused freshmen.  She greeted me in her usual professional, but not especially warm manner, "Hello, may I help you miss?" 

"I'm here to see Professor Shepherd," I said in an equally brusque way. 

"You must be her new secretary. She told me to expect you," said Ms. Underhill more warmly. "I love that camisole." 

She knew. Why wouldn't she?  Professor Shepherd intended to humiliate me, and what better way than to keep me mincing around in front of people who knew my actual gender?  She smiled and led me back to Professor Shepherd's office. 

"Well Candy," beamed Professor Shepherd as I entered the doorway to her private sanctuary. "Don't you look good enough to eat?" 

"Thank you, Professor Shepherd," I replied meekly. She motioned for me to sit down as Ms. Underhill left, closing the door behind her. 

"You know Candy, I don't like you very much." 

"I know," I nodded in resignation. 

"Being a professor is new to me. I'm still learning my style and my approach. Frankly, having a little douche bag like you leering at me doesn't make it any easier for me to be taken seriously." 

"I'm sorry; I know I made a bad first impression, but..." 

"You made a bad first impression? Seriously? You're going to give me the standard politician apology?  'I'm sorry if you were offended, that wasn't my intent,'" she chided me with livid indignation. "You acted like a dirt bag. It doesn't matter if it was your first or fiftieth impression." 

"I know," I nodded my head. 

"The best thing that could have happened to your sorry life was that the Delta Omicrons took you into their little pet fraternity. Maybe now you can make something of yourself." 

The look of shock on my face gave me away. She smiled at my surprise. 

"Oh, you didn't know that I knew all about the Alpha Theta Nu sisters?  I'm a DuPont alum myself and I knew all about the Alphas when I went here. I even had a sissy of my own that we called Kylie. So I'm no stranger to having a bitch boy under my thumb." 

"So she's in on this!" I thought, stunned by her revelation. "What do you want from me?" I asked half petulantly, and half pleading for mercy. 

"Your soul," she smirked before continuing. "You will be doing some simple clerical duties. It won't be very difficult and if anybody sees you working, you can tell them you're my teaching assistant, but you're not a TA. As a freshman you're not remotely qualified to do that job. You're just a secretary. I want you dressed appropriately too--professional attire." 

"Women's clothes." 

"What do you think?" she tilted her head. 

"Dresses and skirts," I sighed. 

"You can wear slacks too as long as you look professional." 

"How many hours will I be working?" 

"I think ten hours a week should do it, still and allow plenty of time for your studies. If you mess up, I  will tell Elizabeth," she warned. 

"I understand," I said. 

"Good, this isn't slavery. If you do what you're supposed to, this isn't a bad job." 

"But I don't get paid." 

"No, I don't see that happening," she said. "Now, I do have some filing for you to do. I have a lot of papers that need to be sorted and stored." 

Work wasn't torture, but it was tough and I wasn't thrilled to be doing it for free. It was just another indignity I had to suffer until I could escape  my situation. Before long, it was time to go back to the frat house. 

That night, I threw myself into my studies. I had a French exam on Tuesday, and my paper on virginity was due on Wednesday. I was actually proud of my paper. It was the best work I had done yet in Professor Shepherd's class. I hadn't felt this good about an assignment since I was back in high school. 

I practically flew to work, excited to turn in my paper. I was in class ten minutes early, regretting that I didn't hit snooze one more time to get that last bit of sleep, when Lauren walked in the room. There were only a half dozen people there and everybody was still half asleep, which made it eerily quiet. I could see that Lauren was struggling to drag a large red and black plaid duffel bag along with her school books. "Oh good," she greeted me, "I'm glad you're already here sissy." 

"Hello Ms. Lauren," I replied meekly. 

"Take this bag and put on the contents now. Then come back here," she told me as she removed a pair of small portable speakers from the bag. 

"What's in there?" I asked. 

"Are you questioning me?" she asked suddenly turning stern. 

"No Ms. Lauren," I shook my head. 

"Then go put this on, and don't worry your pretty little head about it." 

I took the duffel bag into the nearest men's room, and although I thought I had braced myself for the worst, what I saw made my fears pale in comparison. There was a white corset top and lacy tulle skirt, long fingerless lace white gloves, big clunky jewelry, white lace tights, and a blonde wig. I pulled out an oversized belt that had  Boy Toy  written on it. 

My God, she actually wanted me to go back to class dressed as Madonna from the 1980s. 

How could I ever live this down?  Some of the other things Lauren made  me do were at least as humiliating, but this would be  so public. It took me fifteen minutes to get changed and apply my makeup, including the bright red lipstick she'd provided for me in the bag. It took me another couple of minutes to steady myself enough to walk back into the classroom. 

When I entered the room, you could hear a pin drop. All eyes turned to stare at me. 

Naturally, a lot of the other students in class laughed out loud at the sight of me. Lauren shot up out of her seat and said, "Professor Shepherd, to honor the topic "Virginity" that she wrote about in her paper, Candy has a special presentation to make. It will be a dance to Madonna's  Like a Virgin." 

The news that she expected me to dance dressed like Madonna hit me like a punch to the gut. She started an MP3 player and the song began. It wasn't real loud, but I could hear it. Tears began to stream down my face as I tried to dance to the music. 

I barely remembered seeing the music video Madonna had done for the song. I didn't remember anything specific about it, except that in parts she was crawling, so I tried to copy that a bit. I gyrated to the music for about a minute as my classmates laughed and catcalled, before Elizabeth said, "That's enough!" loudly enough to be heard over the music and laughter. 

I looked up from the floor to see Lauren and Elizabeth locked in a confrontation. The class was still cheering my performance, but Lauren tore into Elizabeth, "I was just having a little fun at the sissy's expense." 

"He's my little sister, not yours," spat Elizabeth. 

"If you want to be a big sister, then you better start acting like it. You're taking it way too easy on him." 

"Do we really need to make their lives a living Hell twenty-four hours a day?" 

"Girls, take it outside if you want to fight. I have a class to teach," said Professor Shepherd sternly. "This wasn't cool Lauren. This was a disruption." 

The rush had faded and I now stood in front of the class in my entire Madonna fueled glory. I felt very self-conscious, so I raced back to the bathroom to change. I couldn't face my class again so I walked back to the frat house. I found out later that when I didn't return to class, everybody assumed I just ran across the campus in my Madonna get up. 

After lying down on my bed staring at the ceiling for a couple of hours, I got changed into a hot pink tailored dress with a pencil skirt. We had picked it up at a consignment shop for $20, and it just cried "secretary" to me. Elizabeth had insisted I get it,soit wasn't like I had much choice. We had even found a pair of matching pumps. Wearing that ensemble made me feel like an actress in an old movie about an illicit office romance. 

I was very nervous walking over to Professor Shepherd’s office. I could hear my shoes clip clopping along the cobblestone pathway leading up to the English department offices, and felt the crisp autumn breeze blowing under my skirt. This was not how I ever envisioned I’d be spending my college days, but I was determined to make the best of it until I found a way out. 

I said “hello” to Ms. Underhill in the outer reception area before making my way back to Professor Shepherd’s private office. I knocked on the door and she beckoned me inside, but I was shocked to find not only Professor Shepherd there, but Elizabeth as well. 

“It appears as if I owe you an apology,” stated Professor Shepherd with far more warmth than I had ever seen from her. “I’ve just been talking to your big sister here and Elizabeth told me a lot of things that I didn’t know. What happened in my class today, and even last week, should never have happened. I take full personal responsibility for it.” 

“Thank you,” I mumbled shocked that this woman who had so dominated my life and thoughts was actually apologizing to me. 

“It’s not easy being a first year professor who is only a couple of years older than her students. It is very important to me that I’m treated with respect so  I can do my job. 

Unfortunately, I took my own insecurities out on you, and that was wrong,” confessed my instructor. 

“That’s not all,” beamed Elizabeth. 

“Of course, you’re welcome to quit this job. Now that I know the whole story, I won’t take advantage of you that way anymore. However, I wonder if you might consider staying on,” 

offered Shepherd. “Elizabeth says you could probably use the money and the work should be fairly easy. We can fill out the paperwork to make it a real work study position, and you’ll be paid from the English Department funds. I know a whole new wardrobe isn't cheap.” 

“Th-thank you,” I stammered, not believing my ears. 

"As a professor, part of my job is to constantly challenge my own assumptions. I failed at this with you. You got on my bad side early and I decided that you deserved everything you were getting and then some," apologized Professor Shepherd. "I was wrong." 

"Thank you," I said earnestly, almost like a solemn vow. 

"Alright, I think now that we have Candy...I mean Matt here, what can you tell us about Delta Omicron and Alpha Theta Nu?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Sit back," suggested Professor Shepherd. "This is a long story. DuPont has kind of an odd

history of enforced crossdressing and feminization. The more you study our university, the more you find it." 

"When I arrived as a freshman, I immediately became friends with a group of sophomore girls who were feminizing a guy. We had so much fun with Kylie and I fell right in with them. 

During my sophomore year, the old Alpha Theta Nu house burned down. I was in a class with Yvette Sorenson, and when she found out about my sissy, she told  me about her plan to trap Alpha house. It seemed like such a good idea." 

"Why did they do it?" I asked. 

"There was a lot of stuff going on back then. Every weekend we seemed to hear about some girl passing out at a party and getting assaulted or smacked around by a jealous boyfriend, and the university did nothing. Women were walking around campus in fear until finally Yvette and a few of her friends had had enough. They knew the Alphas were too irresponsible to handle a mortgage, so they arranged the deal with huge penalties that ballooned with late payments they could never pay back," explained Professor Shepherd. 

"It's really pretty brilliant," said Elizabeth, "but they've gotten out of control. Matt isn't the only member of the fraternity that doesn't deserve this kind of treatment." 

"Nobody deserves this," I replied. "Would you be willing to help us bring this to the Dean?" 

"I'm afraid the Delta Omicrons have a lot of power and influence. Dean Morris won't help us because they have dirt on him," explained Professor Shepherd. 

"What kind of dirt do they have on him?" asked Elizabeth

"Believe it or not, it's more forced crossdressing dirt," replied Professor Shepherd. "He was the Delta Theta calendar girl in the 80s and they have pictures. He'd be ruined here if that got out." 

"Delta Theta?" I asked. "That pinup calendar was hot. How could they pull that off with a guy?" 

"Remind me to discuss this with you when we have more time," smirked Professor Shepherd. "Anyway, you won't be getting any help from him. Yvette's money, which she has donated freely to this school, will make it hard to get help on campus or even in town." 

"She can't be much over thirty. How did she get so rich so fast?" asked Elizabeth. 

"That's not really my field, but she's a very successful investment banker," replied Professor Shepherd. 

"This is all so crazy," I moaned. "What can we do about this?" 

"Honestly, I don't know," replied Professor Shepherd. "I will help you in any way that I can though, I'll promise you that." 

"And you know you've got me on the inside," added Elizabeth. 

I left Professor Shepherd's office feeling good for the first time since I began to suspect what the Delta girls had planned for us. 




***

 





As I entered the front room of the fraternity house, Angel and Princess were tied together in the 69 position. Princess was in pink lingerie, while Angel had on a white baby doll. Dana and Becky stood over them with riding crops, just in case their little sisters stopped sucking. I was worried about Angel. She felt way too fragile to be back doing this sort of thing, but Dana just

smirked at me as if to say, "There's always room for one more." 

I rushed passed them to my room, where Dollface was studying wearing  a gray sweater and a short black wool skirt. She turned to look up at me as I entered the room, "Hey Candy, I love that dress." 

"Thanks Dollface, it was less than $20 at one of the local resale shops," I replied. 

"No way!" she exclaimed. "I wish I had seen it." 

"Listen to us," I said, we're talking like a couple of co-eds. "We need to change this subject fast." 

"Yvette and Davis have gone back home." 

"Oh no, I would have liked to say goodbye to Davis." 

"He did slip me a note to give you, but he didn't want anybody to see it. I'm afraid it's not much." Dollface handed me a scrap of paper about as large as two post it notes side by side. 

I read the note, and it made me tear up a bit. I wanted to reconnect with Davis as two brothers, not as two girls trying to sneak around in our skirts and whisper so we don't get punished by the Delta girls. I was thrilled to see him again, but I felt such shame that we were both so totally feminized when we finally met. 



 Bro, I'm proud of you. More than anybody, I know it's not about the clothes we have to wear, but the man underneath. You've grown up to be more of a man than I ever was, and that's even before I had to start wearing skirts. I wish I could be of more help to you. We'll see each other again, Matt. Don't let them see you cry. -Davis



I tried to take my mind off of things by grabbing a copy of the alternative newspaper from Dollface's side of the room. I lay back on my bed reading through the local music news when I saw another advertisement for Club Circuit, a local gay club with female impersonator nights on Thursday and Friday. I couldn't help but look at the small black and white photographs of the drag queens appearing this week, and compare them to myself. 

One girl stood out. Her name was Victoria Alberts, and she was breathtakingly beautiful with huge eyes and big pouty lips, but it was something else that drew my attention to her. She looked familiar, even though she was older than I was. She was actually about Davis's age. That's when it hit me. I rushed over to Davis's ancient computer and began loading up the old image files. It took about thirty seconds for each photo to finish loading, but I finally found what I was looking for after a half dozen tries. 

It was a picture of Davis and the other Alpha Theta Nu officers from their senior year. They were all wearing formal gowns, and looking like a sorority not a fraternity. Feminized and wearing a red chiffon off-the-shoulder gown, and twenty-two years old, my brother looked a lot like me. 

It wasn't Davis though, but his vice-president Vince that I wanted to look at. I held the newspaper up to the ancient monitor and stared intently. "Dollface, I think I found Vince!" I exclaimed. 

"Vince? Your brother's vice-president?  I thought he dropped off the face of the Earth?" he asked without even really looking at me. 

"So did I, but come look at this," I said motioning to the monitor. 

"Yeah, I think that could be him," replied Dollface suddenly interested in what I was doing. 

"Well, he's a female impersonator and a good one," I said. "Obviously, his training took. We

need to get to that drag club as soon as possible." 

"Yeah, but if we do that and the girls find out, they'll make us pay for it. I know you think Vince is the answer to what's going on, but this could be very risky for us. We need them to think we're resigned to our fate," warned Dollface. 

"I know, but if Davis thinks Vince has something on Yvette, we need that information. Let's plan on it." 

"You know I'll back you." 




***

 

Thursday after dinner, Dollface and I returned to our room. I had been unable to contact Elizabeth. I had hoped she would be able to drive us to the club, and provide us cover with the girls. It was not to be, so at 6:30 I nodded to Dollface and said, "It's time." 

It was time we took some action instead of just passively waiting while we became further and further feminized and enslaved. We checked our makeup in the mirror one last time, and made our way down the hallway. We had just reached the front lounge area when we saw Lauren. She smiled broadly motioning at us, "Great news girls!  It's date night." 

"What?!" snapped Dollface. 

"I put an ad up for Barbie. That girl can't get enough cock, you know?" laughed Lauren. We knew that Barbie hated the forced cock sucking just as much as we did, but we held our tongues. 

"Anyway, her date had a couple of friends, and they're not college boys. Tonight you three will be going out with real men, and best of all, they're tranny chasers. Of course, you will have to put out." 

"Oh no," shuddered Dollface. I could see that Lauren was enjoying his discomfort as he held back his tears. I wasn't about to give her the satisfaction. 

"Wear something extra sexy girls. They've got a suite at the Hyatt. Why don't you wear that brown dress Dollface? And I love that purple number for you Candy," smirked Lauren. 

"Now go change," she demanded, smacking us a bit harder than playfully on our behinds. 

We both yelped and then went back to our room. 

As soon as we got back to the room and closed the door, Dollface threw himself down on the bed and began to sob. I moved over to the end of his bed and began to caress his shoulders. I needed him as an ally, but more importantly, I hated to see my friend suffer. 

"I can't do this. I just can't do it, Candy," he stammered through his tears. 

"I know bro. I get that," I said, "but it's not the end of the world, I promise you." 

"Yes it is.. You suck cock like a pro, but I can't. This guy is gonna plow me...." 

"You can give him attention in other ways, and get him to leave your ass alone, I guaranteed it," I promised optimistically as I removed my sexy purple dress from the closet. 

"They've got a suite. This isn't like they bought us a hamburger. They're going to want sex," 

she complained. 

I zipped up the shirt, clingy, backless dress, and as I checked myself in the mirror, I felt I looked sensational. "You know, this could really work in our favor if we play our cards right." 

"How do you figure that?" he barked incredulously. 

"Three guys from out of town that are into trannies," I said. "What better way to get to the Circuit Club without Lauren being suspicious?" 

"Do you think it will work?" asked Dollface now sniffling her tears to an end and turning to look up at me. 

"Yeah, just follow my lead." 

When we got down to the parlor, Barbie was already there dressed in a mid-thigh length white lace dress. She sat awkwardly on the lap of  her date. He looked twenty-five,with a five o'clock shadow that seemed deliberate than sloppy. His suit was  as expensive as one of my freshman courses, and it hung tight enough on his six-foot-two inch frame to show each bulging muscle on his buff torso. 

"This is Troy and his friends Albert and Brett," beamed Lauren as she made the introductions. Brett was blonde with surfer good looks, and Laurie brought Dollface over to him. 

Then, she took me by the hand and presented me to Albert who was about six-feet tall and had muscles to match Brett's. His hair was trimmed short and he wore a bright purple shirt under his black suit. He smelled amazing as he looked me in the eyes and smiled, drawing me close to him. 

I must have blown Lauren's mind when I reached up and kissed Albert hard on the lips telling him, "I'm Candice, but you can call me Candy." 

Seeing me, Dollface also bit the bullet and gave Brett a big kiss  hello. Albert gave Lauren a big smile. If she was our pimp, we were going to be the best damn whores she ever saw. 

"We made reservations at  L'Enchanteur. It's supposed to be the best restaurant in town," 

explained Troy informing us of the itinerary. "Then, I thought we'd go back to the suite and get to know each other a bit." 

"That sounds amazing," I said hanging onto my date. 

"L'Enchanteur is supposed to be fabulous," agreed Dollface grasping Brett's hand. Barbie was clearly uncomfortable with our reaction to the guys. 

"I better get a good report," warned Lauren. Dollface and I just turned to her with the most innocent looks we could muster. 

The guys led us out to Troy's Lexus LX, and the size difference between us was very noticeable. Barbie stood just an inch under six-feet tall and weighed over 160 pounds, but each of us was outweighed by our dates by at least forty pounds. My hand looked so dainty and delicate in Albert's. 

"I've always been intrigued by girls with a little something extra, but you three are fucking hot," admired Albert. 

"You're in for quite a night, stud," I cooed as I cuddled into him. Brett and Dollface were now open-mouthed kissing, and even Barbie was being a little affectionate with Troy as he drove us to the fancy French restaurant. 

I liked that Albert was content to take his time. He wasn't like some adolescent boy in a rush to see if he could stick his tongue down my throat or feel under my dress, but it was still wrong. 

He was so firm to my touch and the cologne he used was very sophisticated, but its scent was such a masculine assault on my sense of smell that I couldn't forget I was cuddling with a guy. 

I wasn't sure what to expect when we pulled up to the valet at  L'Enchanteur, but the guys were all class. They held the doors open for us, and were perfect gentlemen the whole time. I began to wonder just what Lauren had told them about us. They even pulled out our seats for us when the maitre d' showed us to our table. 

A magnum of chilled champagne arrived moments after our seating. Troy made sure of that. 

He offered, "A toast to a magical evening." 

I leaned forward and planted a kiss on Albert's cheek saying, "To a magical evening bae."  It was so odd to see my lipstick traces on his cheek, but after dipping my napkin into the ice water, I was able to wipe the stain away. 

"You're going to love the hotel suite. I've never seen anything like it," promised Albert. 

"Oh that sounds wonderful," I purred. "Could we make a little stop first, though?" 

"Well, I had hoped to get back to the hotel," complained Albert. "Where did you want to go?" 

"We've always wanted to go to Club Circuit," I pouted. 

"I don't know," hedged Albert. 

"No, we've got to go straight back to the hotel," insisted Troy. 

"They've got a drag show tonight," offered Dollface much to Barbie's confusion. 

"I'm sorry ladies, but that would be like watching the food channel when you have a perfectly cooked steak in front of you," interjected Brett. 

"So we're steak to you?" asked Dollface in perfect indignation. 

"Uh-uh no," stammered Brett. 

"Well then you're taking us out to the club if you want to get any tonight," I chimed in. 

"As I understand it, you don't have a choice," snapped Troy. 

"You did not just go there," I replied. 

"Hey," said Albert in his calm demeanor. "Let's show our dates a good time. Besides, this might be just the thing to get us in the mood." 

"I suppose, if we're not too long," Brett agreed reluctantly. 

"Oh baby," cheered Dollface putting her arms around Brett's neck and kissing him on the lips. 

Troy scrunched up his face as if weighing his options, he took Barbie's chin in his hand and kissed her deeply. She did her best to kiss him right back. He turned to the rest of us and nodded, 

"alright Club Circuit it is." 

Both Dollface and I high-fived and then cheered like a couple of school girls. 

I'm not ashamed to admit that I took advantage of having our dates buying us an excellent French dinner. College food isn't the best, and with the Deltas all trying to reduce our waist sizes, we never had a chance to really enjoy food the way we could with our dates. We had just finished our soup course, with excellent lobster bisque, when Barbie mentioned that she had to go to the bathroom. 

"We'll go with you," I said cheerily. 

"Be right back," warned Troy. "I'd hate to have to give a bad report to Lauren." 

"Oh please, like we're going to let food this good get cold," I replied. We went right into the women's bathroom. It's what we appeared to be and it would certainly save us some embarrassment. 

"You have to tell me what's going on," insisted Barbie. "I am so lost." 

"We need to get to that drag show and we really need to do it without Lauren knowing if possible," explained Dollface. 

"Why?" asked Barbie. "What's there?" 

"Possibly a way out of this," I answered. "I think my brother's vice-president is there and, according to Davis, he has information that the Deltas would like to keep as their little secret." 

"Really?" asked Barbie. "There might actually be a way to blackmail them back?" 

"I don't know," I replied. "We've got to do something though." 

"Agreed," declared Dollface. 

"How can I help?" asked Barbie. 

"When we get to the club, Dollface and I will try to go backstage. We need you to keep our dates entertained while we're gone. 

"I hate flirting with guys," declared Barbie. 

"It's always uncomfortable," agreed Dollface. "If this gets us out of this sissy slavery you know it'll be worth it." 

"Okay, I'm in," nodded Barbie. 

We crowded around the mirror to preen and touch up our makeup before we finally walked back to the table. The guys had gotten impatient, but now looked up at us with approving stares. 

They got to their feet and held out our chairs so we could sit down and rejoin them. An hour later, we were pulling up to Club Circuit. 

From the outside, the building looked like any other club, but looking at the people entering, we knew we were at the right place. Sure, you had your very conservatively dressed businessman types, but I also saw flamboyant queens unlike anything I had ever seen in my life. There were a pair of very large bouncers at the door who gave us the once over and waved us up. 

One of the bouncers named Danny, appeared to be Samoan or perhaps Hawaiian. He had no trouble discerning our actual gender, but he chided us, "I'm letting you in because we're not packed tonight, but would it kill you to put a little effort into it?" 

Sheepishly we walked past him. Speakers were blaring loud techno music with the bass cranked up so high that we felt it pulsating through our body more than we heard it. We weren't here for the dancing though. I made sure we got a seat right up front for the show. 

"Alright," declared Troy, "just an hour and then we'll go back to the hotel." 

"Sure baby," whispered Barbie. 

There were a half dozen female impersonators, but Victoria Alberts was clearly the star of the show. She entered as Britney Spears and performed a near flawless medley of her greatest hits. Even more impressive was that she wasn't lip synching, but actually singing along to a karaoke track. 

My God, she was brilliant. Her appearance was flawless from her five-inch heels to her rhinestone covered bra, her dancing was good enough, and her voice was pretty close to the real article, but it was her charisma and showmanship that blew us away. I looked over at my two sisters and our dates and they were all just as transfixed as I was. She closed out the first act returning to the stage to sing  Firework  by Katy Perry in a wild outfit with a blue wig on.  She held us all captivated. 

I wanted to curse out the dozens of people who rushed up to the stage to pay tribute to their goddess. She took their money smoothly, but graciously, without interrupting her act. Even across the crowded floor, it seemed eerily quiet when she performed before exploding into thunderous applause. 

When the act ended, we rushed backstage. Barbie stayed with our dates almost as a hostage so they knew we weren't running off, but just as importantly as a distraction so they wouldn't care as much about how long we were gone. Getting to the performer's area was easy, but no sooner did we do it than we saw a big burly bouncer make his way back stage. 

He called out after us, "Hey! You can't be back here."  We didn't come this far too turn around, though. Instead we raced back blindly trying to find Victoria. Just when the bouncer was on top of us we found her. She was in a negligee and fixing her makeup for a Jennifer Lopez number. 

"Hey, I'm sorry Ms. Alberts, they got past me when I was in the shitter. It won't happen again," apologized the large man, who looked like he could crush both Dollface and me with one hand. She nodded and smiled at our guard before he barked. "Let's go. You're not allowed back here." 

"Please Vince, I'm begging you," I pleaded. She turned ashen white when called by her male name. Even the bouncer paused confused by the scene enveloping. 

"We're in Alpha Theta Nu and we need your help," chimed in Dollface. 

"Leave us Bruno, it's alright," commanded Victoria. 

"Your show is amazing Ms. Alberts," I said ashamed to have called her  Vince. 

"Thank you," she acknowledged before turning the topic back to us. "They did a good job with you. From the stage I was trying to figure out your gender. Your dates were definitely enjoying your company." 

"We're straight too," interjected Dollface. 

"I don't even think in those binary terms anymore," she laughed. "How did you know to seek me out?" 

"I'm Davis's brother," I said. 

"Wow! How's he doing?" asked Victoria. 

"He seems to be alright," I replied. "He's Yvette's assistant though." 

"If he's working for that bitch, he's not doing 'alirght'," snapped Victoria, rolling her eyes. 

"He thought you might have some information that could help us," said Dollface impatiently. 

"I don't think so," disagreed Victoria, "It would get some very powerful people mad at me." 

"Please, you're our last hope." I pleaded. "I can't take much more of this, and I don't know anyway to get away from them." 

"I'm sorry, but Vince is dead. I'm Victoria now, and going back there is just going to bring me pain. You learn to adjust. I did and you will too. Good luck," 

"At least take my cell number," I begged. The girls had cracked down on cell phones, but Elizabeth had covered for me. I wrote my number down for Victoria. I didn't have much faith that she'd use it, but I couldn't just give up hope. 

"Please reconsider, Miss Alberts," pleaded Dollface. "I probably deserve this, but my friend is only in this situation because he's a legacy. They're punishing him just for being Davis's brother." 

"That's a tough break and I'm sorry, but I need to get ready. I hope you enjoy the second act," said Victoria dismissing us warmly. 

"I'm afraid we won't see it. We're sacrificial lambs to those dates you saw," I replied. 

We returned to our seats, where Brett and Albert were waiting impatiently. We each sat right on their lap, planting a kiss on their lips. "Sorry," I apologized. "We met an old friend." 

"An old friend, dressed like that?" asked Troy skeptically. 

"Yeah, he's a fraternity alum and one of the performers," replied Dollface. 

"Really? Which one?" asked Brett. 

Before she had to think of a lie to cover things up, Danny the Samoan bouncer was over at our table. "I need to have a word with you guys," he addressed our dates. 

"What seems to be the problem?" asked Troy. "We're enjoying the show with our dates." 

"Well, we got a complaint that you were harassing your waitress," explained the bouncer. 

"That's bullshit. Bring the waitress here if she wants to say anything," demanded Brett. 

"You've put her through enough," said Danny firmly. 

"It's alright, we were just going. We won't be back," promised Albert. 

"I still need a word with you. My friend over here will talk to your dates unless you've got a problem with that?" He motioned to Bruno, the big guy from backstage. 

"No, where do you want us?" asked Albert. 

"Let's go up front," replied Danny, leading them in that direction. 

"Victoria Alberts asked us to get you away from your dates. I've already called you a cab. 

Just follow me," said Bruno as he guided us out a back door where a taxi was waiting. 

"Thank her for me Bruno," replied Dollface, as we followed him back stage and

"Have a good night ladies," said Bruno. 

We were trying to decide where to go. Arriving back at the fraternity house without our dates would get us in more trouble than any of us was ready to accept. "Just drive us in the direction of DuPont College," I told the cab driver. 

A few minutes after leaving the club, my cell went off. It was Elizabeth. I picked up the phone saying, "you probably heard about our date. It went alright. We found--" 

"Matt," she interrupted obviously crying. "They kicked me out of the sorority. They left all of my stuff on the front lawn." 

Hearing her sobs over the cheap cell phone filled me with more rage than anything they had done to me so far. Those bitches didn't deserve a girl like Elizabeth in their sorority, damn it. 

"We'll be right there Elizabeth. It'll be okay." At least I hoped it would. 

Hell to Pay

  

The first drops hit the windshield as we were within sight of the campus.  It wasn't a pounding rain, but it was a steady chilling downpour that only a Midwestern November can produce. 

"Oh man," fretted Dollface, "It's starting to rain now." 

"Yeah," I agreed.  Obviously it was raining and talking about it wouldn't make it go away. 

As we pulled up to the Delta Omicron sorority, I could see Elizabeth wasn't exaggerating. 

They hadn't just piled her things on the lawn; they had strewn it all over.  It looked like they had taken her dresser drawers and just dumped all the clothing straight out the window.  Bras hung from ice covered tree branches and her prized jewelry box lay smashed in front of the bushes. 

With tears in her eyes, Elizabeth was trying to throw everything into the back of her car. 

Her sisters were hanging out the windows cat calling her as we pulled up.  They were drinking and not letting the freezing wind ruin their enjoyment of their ex-sister's misery. 

"What bitches," I grumbled. "If you can take the cab over to the frat house and get your car Barbie, we've got to get her stuff picked up before it's all ruined." 

"Sure," nodded Barbie. "This is low even for Delta Omicron." 

"I'll go with him and see if I can borrow us a ride," suggested Dollface. 

"Good idea," I confirmed. "I'll help her." 

Rushing out of the car against the rain and the wind, I raced over to Elizabeth, my heels clicking on the sidewalk.  I was focused on the destruction of all of her possessions, but that was the least of it for her.  The friendships and even sisterhood that had defined her time at DuPont had crumbled to dust in front of her. 

It was with those very girls that she had shared late night chat sessions, heart wrenching breakups, and her most intimate secrets. Now, they laughed at her and made fun of her through the windows of the home that they had all made together.  She was alone, all misty and wet, with rain water slapping her face and merging with her  tears as if she might all dissolve into one giant puddle at any moment. 

My heels sunk into the wet earth, but lacking any discernible plan or method, I began to scurry as best I could to help gather up her life from the lawn.  My presence wasn't lost on the Delta Omicron sisters who not only catcalled and laughed at my comical appearance, but warned me that I'd get it when Lauren caught up with me.  It seems she wasn't pleased with us for ditching out on our dates. 

When we got everything that wasn't hanging precariously from a tree branch or damaged beyond salvage loaded into Elizabeth's car, we didn't bother waiting for Barbie and Dollface. If they showed up and saw that Elizabeth was gone, it would be no great inconvenience for them.  I called Dollface once, but he didn't answer, and my cell battery badly needed a new charge, so I left a message and got in the warm, dry car with Elizabeth. 

"I don't even know where to go," said Elizabeth finally catching her breath and breaking down. 

"I have about $40 that you can have.  Maybe we can get you checked into a motel, while you figure out what to do next?" I suggested.  It'd be hard finding anything in university housing at this time of year.  I hoped that she'd be able to swing rent at some college apartment. 

"Yeah, that's makes sense," she nodded.  She put the car in drive, and cranked up the car's speakers.  We both laughed as show tunes blasted out. 

"  I Enjoy Being a Girl is really not good pissed off music," I teased. 

"I know, I got the CD to make you learn the song and then fell in love with it myself.  I think my phone has more appropriate music," she sniffled. For, a brief moment, it was great to see her smile again, but she was soon back to her much darker mood. 

All the cheap hotels by DuPont are right off the highway.  There's not much reason anybody would come into town, and there are a couple of nice hotels for visiting family or businessmen.  These hotels were for those just passing through.  The 99 Motel had rooms for $42

a night. 

The 99 had been the Route 66 Motel, but when they closed off that part of the old road, the new owners took off  Route and hung the 66 upside down.  This old world craftsmanship and attention to detail radiated the motel from the flashing "  acancy"  sign to the ant traps by the vending machines.  Still, it was dry. 

We tried to assemble everything that Elizabeth would need as we dug through the backseat for toiletries and a change of clothing.  Elizabeth checked in at the front desk where the clerk seemed unsurprised by Elizabeth carrying her toothpaste tube loose in her left hand.  He was obviously used to evictees using his motel to get their bearings, and as long as they didn't require any credit, he was happy to oblige.  The Indian clerk gave Elizabeth the key and we went to her room. 

The room was dimly lit, as one of the light bulbs in the ceiling fixture was burnt out.  I reflexively flipped on the television and listened to the local news tell me that it was a cold and rainy night.  People actually got paid good money to do that. 

"I think I'm through at DuPont," announced Elizabeth.  "I can't do you any good in the sorority, and it breaks me heart to start over.  I don't even have a place to live and the people who I thought were my friends hate me." 

"That's even more reason not to let them win," I said.  "The one thing that's pulling me through all of this shit is that I know I will get revenge before this is all said and done." 

"I'm not like you, Matt," she shook her head. "I'd love vengeance, but I'm not going to ruin my life or waste another two years trying to get back at them. I want to be happy." 

"Doesn't anything at DuPont still make you happy?" I asked. 

"No, well you do I guess," she added almost as an afterthought. 

"I'll take it," I joked. 

"You know what I mean.  It's hard to think about this.  All my good times were tied up with the girls who just kicked me out." 

"Well maybe we need to get you some new good times." I felt seductive and suave talking to her that way, but I must have been a sight.  Feminized and soaking wet, I didn't look like a leading man.  She didn't care.  When she put her arms around me and kissed me deeply, I realized just what a bundle of nerves I had become. 

My sexual activity had been mostly non-existent except for one drunken encounter with Beth Grunhauer in a broom closet following a graduation party.  We both felt intense pressure to finally have sex before going off to college, but instead succumbed to the nauseating combination of cheap bourbon and bleach fumes.  Since college, I'd been forced to be with guys, and sadly, had more experience now with the woman's part of sex than the man's. 

Even the vocabulary was different.  Men had conquests, while women pleasured their lovers.  How could I ever be a conqueror to a woman who had seen me so weak, and who was now stepping out of her still soaking wet jeans while I still wore the shameful clingy backless purple dress from my gay date that evening. 

"Relax," she cooed. "I want this as much as you do." 

"I want to be your man," I confessed in a weepy sort of whine. 

"I know who stood by me tonight when I was all alone.  That's what being a man is.  They can call you names and dress you up in lingerie, but you are my man, Matt.  I need your strength now more than ever." 

She unzipped my dress and kissed the back of my neck.  I wasn't taking the woman's role, but she was seducing me like a woman.  I let my dress fall to the floor and she wrapped her legs around me.  I carried her over to the squeaky bed and set her down. 

"It's been a Hell of a day, hasn't it?" I asked. 

She smiled faintly in agreement.   It was too painful to think about, let alone comment on, and I was stupid to make her think about her day at this moment.  Now that everything was quiet, there was no more need to talk.   She should have been exhausted after all she had been through. 

We both should have been spent, but instead we traced and memorized each other's bodies. 

She kissed me deeply and I cupped her breasts.  "God, you're beautiful," I murmured into the curve of her neck. "I've thought that since the day I met you." 

"I thought you were cute...obnoxious, but cute," she laughed, remembering. 

"You were right on both counts," I teased kneading and massaging her breasts.  I didn't have a clue what I was doing, but she was reacting the way I wanted so I intensified my actions. 

"Matt, I want you inside me," she purred. 

"I don't have any protection," I replied admitting that I hadn't seen the need to carry a condom in my wallet.  I assumed my chances of getting spontaneously laidwere pretty close to nil. 

She lunged backwards for her purse and pulled out a black foil square, which she flipped to me.  I grabbed the pre-lubricated condom and slid it on my now fully erect member. 

"Now Matt," she moaned. 

Her eyes widened and she inhaled deeply as I slowly thrust into her.  I wanted to be gentle and tender; she wanted it fast and intense.  She wanted more. More of me than I was giving. I was awkward and clumsy and she was wanton, but then it happened. She smiled, and I felt her smile travel all the way to my heart, allaying my worries.  It was like an adrenaline shot. 

Expectations vanished, and I resolved that even I couldn't screw this up. 

Without breaking eye contact, I thrusted inside her and felt her writhe.  She rolled her eyes back and bit her lip at the feeling of me moving in and out of her-- maddeningly slowly at first, but soon with more and more speed and increasing power behind my thrusts.  Her hands slid down my back to my ass as if pushing me to thrust deeper and deeper.  She was amazing.  Her beauty was undeniable as was her passion.  She groaned now with each thrust. 

I could feel that at this pace, I would not last very long, so I slowed down to a much more gentle rhythm.  The teasing was driving her mad.  I watched her eyebrows come together and her teeth clamp down on her lower lip.  We moved as only young lovers do in a synchronized dance of two who could not look away. 

I ran through so many emotions: Love, concern, passion, desire, and relief.  For me, she was the only woman on the planet, and together we were lost in our own private universe.  This wasn't sex, this was making love. 

I came in mighty waves moaning and shaking shamelessly as I gripped the bed more aroused than even I had ever thought possible.  Her nails sunk into the soft tissue of my rear and I knew that she too was experiencing exultation.  As the sex sounds escaped her throat, I remembered what pride felt like. 

I couldn't vocalize all the things that I was feeling, but staring intently into her deep radiant eyes, I knew that I didn't have to. Tomorrow, she would think about how she would pay for more than a couple of days at the motel and where she would crash next.  Tonight, she'd think of me and I of her. I never slept as soundly as I did that night in Elizabeth's arms.  I wanted it to last forever, but the girls of Delta Omicron had other ideas far more sinister. 




***

 

Returning to the fraternity house, I didn't notice anything was askew until I entered my bedroom and found Barbie and Dollface in a mortifyingly humiliating pose with Dollface tied sitting on his bed with his legs tied spread wide to the corners.  Crouched over him in a doggie style position was Barbie.  He had a large dildo still protruding from his ass, and both of them had each other's dick stuffed into their mouth.  The two of them looked so absolutely helpless and pathetic.  I knew that Lauren  had put them in the position, and it was punishment that I should have shared with them. 

"I'm sorry guys.  This is all my fault," I apologized untying the bonds that held them fast. 

"This whole date thing was et up to punish me." 

"Maybe so, but we knew the risks," said Barbie. 

"First they made us go down on our dates and then each other.  I feel like I've swallowed a gallon of cum," sighed Dollface. 

"We took your place, but Lauren warned us that she'd get you ten times as bad," added Barbie.  "Be careful man.  She is one of the few people that I've ever met that really could be just plain evil." 

"How is Elizabeth?" asked Dollface. 

"Settled in, but I have no idea where she'll go next." I sighed. "Everything she knew was tied up in that sorority.  I feel kind of guilty." 

"We need to do something about Vince.  It sounds like he still has something that could stop them, and it's not like he didn't take pity on us with the date.  There has to be some way to get him to help us," said Barbie. 

"I don't know," I replied. "But now that I know where he is, I'll be doing everything I can to convince him." 

The door was thrown open and in walked Lauren.  She was accompanied by Monica and Natalie. 

"Oh good, Candy has returned," exclaimed Natalie.  "We can take care of them all at once." 

"I haven't forgotten about your behavior last night, Candy.  You were a very bad girl, and your ass is going to pay for it...literally," warned Lauren. 

"Anyway, you three have stood out as the most disobedient and defiant in  the entire house," said Monica. 

"That's just because this is insane," I snapped. "It's not right." 

"I don't believe we asked your opinion," retorted Natalie imperiously. 

"We've decided on a more permanent solution," said Lauren. "You know, drastic times call for drastic measures." 

"What drastic measures?" asked Dollface. 

"These pills are female hormones," said Monica pulling a small bottle from her pocket. 

"You're going to take these everyday." 

"Soon, you'll have even bigger tits than we do," taunted Lauren. 

"And your dicks will get even smaller, though I don't know if that's even possible in your case," joked Natalie. 

"I'm not taking hormones," barked Barbie. 

"Aw, that's cute Princess, but the thing is you are," said Lauren. "You see, if you take them, you'll grow boobies, your hips will grow wider, your cocks will shrink, and all that good stuff, but it'll take awhile to happen.  Also, once you stop, some of the effects will reverse." 

"If you refuse to take them," continued Natalie, "we can ruin you before lunch time." 

"And you've pissed us off enough that we'll enjoy ruining you little bitches, so tell us what you want to do, but I know what you'll pick," smirked Monica. 

"We'll take the pills," I answered sheepishly speaking for the group. 

"Yeah," shrugged Dollface, "we'll do it." 

"Excellent ladies," replied Natalie. "Your manhoods' days are numbered, but you won't have to stuff your bra much longer." 

The girls began to leave the room, leaving us reeling in the process. I could see tears beginning to well up in Barbie's eyes.  After Monica and Natalie shuffled out, Lauren leaned back, and smilingly reminded me, "I have a score to settle with you and believe me, you'll pay for it." 




***

 

It was only a few weeks before Christmas and campus had turned chilly and white.  The entire fraternity posed together in sexy Mrs. Santa outfits for a Delta Omicron Christmas card to be sent to their alumni.  Final papers were beginning to come due.  I saw a big stack of recently graded papers on Professor Shepherd's desk. 

Looking closer, I could see they were our papers for her class.  I was really proud of my work examining the character of Lucy Westenra in Bram Stoker's  Dracula as a woman clearly in support of the patriarchy.  I had been making great progress in that class and after a rocky start; I seemed headed for a B. 

All in all, my grades would be very solid for a first semester at a competitive college like DuPont, but then again there's something about spending your time in a dress and heels that limits your distractions. Rather than hustling for girls at bars or going to frat parties trying to get lucky, I spent my Saturday nights doing assigned reading or getting an early start on papers. 

I was the only one in the English department. I couldn't resist taking the opportunity to look through some of the other papers to compare my work to theirs.  I set the alarm on my phone for fifteen minutes so I wouldn't get too behind reading, and placing the phone on the desk, I flipped through the stack until I found my own contribution.  Sure enough, I not only received an 89 for my work, but a very nice note from Professor Shepherd praising me for my continued improvement.  I felt good about myself and took a moment to savor the feeling before looking for Elizabeth's paper. 

I couldn't believe what I saw.  Elizabeth had only earned a 72 percent despite being the best student in the class.  Looking closer, I could see that she had gone in a completely different direction from the rough draft she had shown me.  That paper was amazing.  This one was mediocre at best. 

My thoughts were disturbed by the laughter of female voices entering the department.  I got up from the desk, put the papers back, and attempted to look busy.  The laughter got closer

and closer to the office before I suddenly found myself face to face with Lauren, Monica, and Amy Troever.  Amy was a senior in the Delta Omicrons and had a similar job with Professor McDonough that I had with Professor Shepherd. 

As the girls entered Professor Shepherd's office, they seemed surprised to see me.  There was a very awkward moment of silence before Lauren looked at me with a predatory smile, 

"Well if it isn't everybody's favorite secretary?" 

"Professor Shepherd will be back soon," I stammered. 

"Oh my God, are you really hiding behind your professor's skirts?" mocked Amy.  "You're lucky we're turning you into a little sissy because it's pretty clear that you don't have any balls." 

"So now, the question is what to we do with her?" asked Monica. 

"Hey Amy, didn't your boyfriend's roommate have a birthday today?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Yeah, they're out getting hammered right now, I bet," replied the senior English major. 

Amy and Don had been going out for two years now and had gotten a reputation at the sorority house for being one of the wilder couples, despite Amy being rather straight laced on her own. 

"Perfect," beamed Lauren. "Grab him Monica." 

I couldn't help it.  I knew I shouldn't run.  They had blackmail on me that would easily ruin me, and there were three of them between me and the door, but I tried.  I knew to stay away from Monica, but as I tried to push past Lauren, she delighted in bringing her fist down into my groin sending me collapsing like a big of potatoes.  As I gasped for breath on the floor, Monica's hand reached around my bicep as if she was squeezing the last bit of toothpaste from a tube.  I was still shaken when she pulled me up to my feet. 

With the fight knocked out of me and my arm helplessly in Monica's grasp, I began the familiar walk over to the sorority house.  Lauren moved in and grabbed my other arm whispering in my ear, "payback's a bitch and now so are you." 

Once at the sorority house, Lauren opened a shopping bag and pulled out a new purple and green lacy corset.  It was obvious that she had bought it just for me.  She'd never wear anything like that. 

"I got this because I thought it was time to start corset training your figure, but this is going to be a great use for it too," giggled Lauren. 

"What are you doing?" I groaned. 

"Just getting you dressed, Princess," replied Lauren. "Now strip." 

By the time they were dressing me, the fight was gone.  They put me in the corset, a black and purple lace garter belt, black lace stockings, and black sandals with a five-inch heel.  After putting some long dangling purple earrings on me and giving me heavy makeup to make me appear a completely wanton slut, Amy declared me ready.  Lauren produced her own long raincoat and put it on me.  At least nobody outside would see how I was dressed. 

"Put these on him.  We don't want him to make another run for it," said Lauren tossing Monica a pair of cold steel handcuffs.  She snapped them on my wrists behind me before I really had a chance to move. 

"Let's go sissy," ordered Monica shoving me forward. 

After stopping at the storage closet so that Lauren and Monica could each grab a large shopping bag, we walked out of the house and across the parking lot, cutting across the quad. 

Monica stood close behind me to make sure I didn't bolt for it as well as to conceal the handcuffs as they marched me over to the Sigma Theta Mu house.  I was showing a lot of leg in Lauren's coat, but at least nobody could see the corset. 

We were greeted at the house by one of the brothers who knew Amy.  "We bought a little

present over for Zach.  I hope that's alright?" said Amy. 

"Sure, that's fine.  Don is out with a bunch of the guys celebrating Zach's birthday," said Aaron. 

If Zach noticed I was handcuffed, he didn't say anything.  Monica and Lauren had little trouble dragging me.  I didn't want to be discovered and I quite literally couldn't dig in my feet in those shoes anyway.  Amy opened her boyfriend's unlocked door and Monica and Lauren took me over to a bed.  Monica uncuffed me and just as quickly grabbed my wrists and held them out in front of me so that Lauren could tie them  together.  Once my wrists were secure, I felt helpless, but they were far from done.  Monica began wrapping rope around my upper arms and lashing them to my sides. 

"Get up on the bed on your hands and knees," commanded Lauren. 

"How am I supposed to do that?" I asked. "You just tied me up." 

"We didn't tie your legs...yet," pointed out Monica. 

"Now sissy," ordered Lauren repeating her command in a sterner voice. 

I climbed up on the bed and my hands were tied to the headboard by Monica, while Lauren spread my ankles far apart and tied them to the legs of the bed.  They soon had me very securely affixed to the bed in a doggy style position.  Amy shoved a dildo gag into my mouth and secured it behind my head.  I grunted into my gag, but the only reaction it got was laughter from Monica, 

"what a sissy." 

The last thing I saw was Lauren propping up her phone in the closet, undoubtedly to video what happened on the bed.  After that, Monica and Amy began to put birthday wrapping paper over me and taping it down to the bed.  I think they attached bows to me as well. 

"Don't you dare mess up your wrapping bitch, or you'll regret it," spat Monica. 

"We'll know," warned Amy. 

"Alright, have fun little Candy, and don't do anything we wouldn't do," taunted Lauren.  I tested my bonds, but they knew how to tie someone up.  I wasn't going anywhere until the guest of honor unwrapped me. 

Miserably and uncomfortably I waited.  There was no way for me to rest in this position. 

My legs were beginning to fall asleep when somebody stumbled into the bedroom and into his dresser. 

"WTF!" he bellowed clearly drunk, "Who left the present on my bed? If you assholes fucked with my bed, I'm gonna kill you." 

"What are you yelling about, dipshit?" asked another male voice.  "There's a card genius." 

I felt one of them pull something off the wrapping paper.  There was a card and he was clearly doing his best to read it. "Bro, why is your chick giving me birthday presents?" 

"I don't know why she does anything, but she's fun in the sack," laughed the male voice that I presumed was Don.  He dove onto the other bed. 

The other guy who I learned later was named Aaron pulled the wrapping paper from me and my eyes slowly adjusted to the light in the room. 

"Oh my God, it's a girl!" he exclaimed. 

"It's a hot girl," agreed Don.  "Look at that ass." 

"What am I supposed to do with her?" 

"Tap that thing.  Happy birthday!" 

"Alright.  You want some?  I can do the ass while you do the mouth?" 

"Maybe later.  It's your birthday." 

He reached into his wallet and pulled out a condom.  Grabbing a can of lube from his

nightstand, he got my butt hole ready for his cock. 

"I don't know.  Should I do this?" 

"Yeah," said Don. "How many birthdays are you going to have?" 

"Good point, here we go baby," he laughed smacking my ass.  I was really pissed that he hadn't asked me how I felt about him fucking me, but I was even more upset that if he had, I don't know what I would have said.  If Lauren found out I told him the truth, she would do something even worse to me." 

I could feel him penetrate me, maneuvering his condom covered penis into my ass.  I wanted to cry out, but he hadn't even removed my gag.  "Oh yeah baby," he moaned. 

"How is she?" asked Don. 

"She's not as tight as I'd like.  This little slut likes anal and it shows, but she makes up for it with her enthusiasm.  She wants it." 

"Awesome bro, you deserve it." 

He kept pumping in an out.  The alcohol had probably slowed down his reaction a bit. 

Embarrassingly, I was beginning to grow myself and I was audibly moaning into the gag. 

"She likes it.  I think I'll give her a treat," laughed Aaron reaching into my panties. "Oh my God!  What the Hell." 

"What? What?!" 

"She's a dude!" Don quickly pulled out and stepped back. 

"No way, she looks hot." 

"Come here.  Tell me, is that or is that not a penis in her panties?" 

"That's a dick alright," said Don looking down my panties. "Why would he do that?" 

"Mmmph," I groaned a protest into my gag. 

"Take the gag out and see what he says." 

"Here," said Don ungagging me. "What the Hell dude?" 

"It was Amy and two of her sorority sisters.  They put me in the bed and tied me and gagged me." 

"Are you gay or something?" 

"No, they make me dress like this." 

"Uh, yeah right dude," doubted Aaron. "You don't even have any body hair.  Your ass is smooth and mine is not the first dick that's ever been back there, I can tell." 

"It's Amy and her sisters.  They decided to have fun at your expense," I lied. 

"What do you mean?" asked Don. 

"It's true.  They decided to set you up to fuck a guy.  They've got a phone in the closet videoing this whole thing." 

'Bullshit," said Don going to the closet and pulling out the cell phone. 

"Don?" 

"It's recording," confirmed Don. 

"I can't believe your girlfriend.  Who does shit like this?" asked Aaron.  "She's fucking evil." 

"I'm sorry dude.  I didn't know." 

"Can you please untie me?" I begged. 

"Sure," said Aaron. "I'm sorry you got dragged into this.  You do look hot though." 

"I'd do you if I had a few drinks." 

"You've had more than a few," sighed Don. 



***



I was able to borrow some clothes from Aaron and even convinced Don not to call Amy quite yet.  I think I may have broken up their relationship with my lie, but it served her right. It was almost time for my eight o'clock class by the time I pulled myself together, got cleaned up, and made it back.  I saw Dollface sitting on a bench on the Quad while I was heading back. 

"Where have you been, Candy?" called out Dollface. 

"Lauren finally caught up with me." 

"Elizabeth has been calling you all night." 

"When they grabbed me, I had to leave my phone behind." 

"Take my phone.  Give her a call." 

"Thanks man," I said taking the phone call and dialing. 

"Dollface, have you heard from Candy?" 

"It's me Elizabeth.  What's up?" 

"They're trying to kick me out of the school now.  They swapped out my papers for Professor Shepherd and Professor Archer with papers from their old paper file. I have to talk to Dean Morris at 8 o'clock." 

"I'm five minutes away.  I'll be right there." 

I sprinted like Hell to the administration building.  If Elizabeth was going to have a hearing with her entire academic career in the balance, the least I could do was to be there for moral support. 

DuPont's buildings were spread out around the quad, but it wasn't a big school and there were few places that were more than a fifteen minute run away from anywhere else.  I threw open the front door and eschewed the elevator to sprint up three flights of stairs.  I saw Elizabeth sitting there with a worried expression on her face.  I ran to her and she hugged me harder than she ever had. 

"They've got me Matt.  They swapped out my papers and the ones that got turned in were copies of old papers from the sorority's files." 

"Why do they have to destroy everything?  Aren't your papers on your computer?" 

"It was one of the things that they tossed out the window.  Even if I could have someone repair the drive, there's no guarantee that they didn't substitute the fake versions first." 

"So, you need to go in and show that the sorority has motive and hope that your stellar academic record is enough to protect you." 

"Dean Morris will see you now Elizabeth," said the warm voice of a secretary. 

I wished her good luck and then took my seat overcome with guilt.  None of this would have happened if she hadn't tried to help me, but I knew I didn't deserve what was happening to me either.  I would have crashed their little conference right then and there except I was sure that I would only succeed in making things worse for Elizabeth so I waited, worrying, and biding my time. 

Somebody sat on the bench next to me, but I didn't pay any attention at least not until she said, "We need to talk" and I realized that it was Professor Shepherd. 




***

 

Things weren't going well for Elizabeth when I burst through the door.  Tears streamed down her face as the Dean lectured her about personal responsibility and academic standards. 

"Do you mind?" asked Dean Morris. "This is a private meeting.  How did you get past Jennifer?" 

"I don't mind," I said holding up the 1984 Delta Theta Sorority Pinup Calendar.  His face turned ashen white as I knew it would. "Look what I got from Professor Shepherd." 

"Pro-Professor Shepherd?" he asked. 

"Yeah, you know she belonged to Delta Theta when she went here.  Not in 1984 though. 

You were in school at DuPont back then weren't you?  So what look do you like better Madonna or the Flash Dance look?  Oh so many hot photos in this thing" 

"You need to go, Mr. Landon.  This is a very serious conversation that I am having with this student." 

"Matt, this isn't the time," interjected Elizabeth. 

"Well if you know who I am then you must know that I know Elizabeth.  In fact, what I am here for concerns her former sorority.  I'm afraid, they've been very bad. I believe the word that they would use is naughty." 

"If you are making some kind of allegation, I hope you have proof," warned Dean Morris. 

"I don't have any." 

"Then you need to go," said the Dean opening the door and motioning for me to leave. 

"But she does," I said as Professor Shepherd walked through the open door. 

"Professor Shepherd?" asked Dean Morris. "Can I help you?" 

"Hello Dean Morris," said the first year professor, "I wanted to speak on Elizabeth's behalf.  She's an excellent student with the kind of moral integrity that we need at DuPont.  The paper that she is accused of submitting is so far beneath her usual work." 

"Now, I know you're a first year instructor, but students get lazy or pressed for time and they take short cuts.  Even the ones you might think have integrity." 

"True, but I can show that the members of the Delta Omicron sorority had motive, opportunity, and means to frame her." 

"The Delta Omicrons have had the highest GPA of any Greek house for over a decade now.  I suggest that rather than chasing conspiracy theories, we look at the more plausible explanation that one student had a lapse of moral judgment." 

"Dean Morris, are you aware that I was a DuPont student?" 

"Yes, of course I am, Professor Shepherd.  We're proud of you for coming back and sharing your expertise with our current students." 

"Well, I wasn't in Delta Omicron but I was in Delta Theta.  It's amazing what sororities accumulate over the years." 

"Yes, I imagine it is," replied Dean Morris nervously. 

"No need to imagine Dean, but I have some serious accusations to make against the Delta Omicron house going back several years and I need an impartial person to act as arbiter. Do you think you can do that?" 

"Yes, of course," nodded the dean gulping nervously.  Elizabeth and I smiled.  Our fortunes had changed.  As the Dean fretted more and more about his past, our future looked brighter and brighter.  I flashed Elizabeth a smile and I could see that the tears had finally stopped. 






EPILOGUE

And just like that everything changed.  It seems that when I was off on my adventure with

Amy, Lauren, and Monica my phone had gone off in Professor Shepherd's office.  She picked it up and to find that Vince was finally ready to talk.  Shepherd went to meet him and learned that Vince had been feminized along with the rest of the brothers in Alpha Theta Nu, but he had just taken to it better than they had.  Even before he took his first hormone injection, he looked 100%

girl. It was living as a female impersonator that had enabled him to hide from Yvette and the sorority all of these years. 

Surely, they would have kept better tabs on him if they could have because it was in enslaving Vince that Yvette had built laid the cornerstone for her personal wealth.  When Vince's father's company was sold, Yvette knew about it before it even happened. She parlayed that insider information into a small fortune and a Wall Street wiz kid reputation. 

Talk of SEC investigations made Delta Omicron much more eager to cooperate.  In truth, there may have been questions about statutes of limitations, but even that type of scandal would have cost Yvette millions without litigation.  Finally, there was the matter of pornographic videos of Alpha Theta Nu boys being sold on the internet.  The fact that the porn wasn't consensual and depicted acts of abuse that were in some cases quite illegal left Delta Omicron in the lurch with sisters in line for actual jail time. 

Dean Morris was terrified the whole time of getting either side mad at him, so he did an excellent job of playing peacemaker and negotiator. 

We allowed Delta Omicron to continue running the Alpha Theta Nu program with some changes. We demanded that Lauren and a few of the more over-zealous sorority girls be prohibited from participating, that pledges chosen for inclusion would be carefully screened and that they could earn release for good behavior.  The university would deny all knowledge of its existence. Most of the current fraternity members would be allowed to leave. 

Even I grudgingly admitted that every year a few guys got let into DuPont who really were a menace to the campus environment.  We did have an unusually low rate of sexual assault and even sexual harassment complaints on campus and maybe the Alpha Theta Nu program had something to do with it.  One thing was for sure, it would never be allowed to get out of control again.  Elizabeth and I swore to it. 

A funny thing happened though.  Barbie, Dollface, Angel, I, and a few others had actually come to like each other and we actually felt like we had people we could count on.  Even the things we had to do while under Delta Omicron's thumb had strengthened our bond.  These guys would be my friends for life.  We decided to continue living in the fraternity house, but without the skirts.  We'd actually found the fraternity we'd been looking for in the first place. 

I won't say I'm never tied up, put into lingerie, pegged, or forced to suck a dildo anymore, although that's strictly between myself and my fiancée Elizabeth.  She's very kinky you know. 

Davis was freed from his life of servitude to Yvette as a result of this settlement too, but I give my brother credit for knowing where his bread was buttered.  He agreed to stay on as Yvette's executive assistant Ms. Davis for a salary north of $250,000 and with benefits generous enough that I'm able to see him a couple of times a year now. 

DuPont is a strange place.  It made a woman out of my brother, but I think it made a man out of me.  I do recommend that if you enroll here you go out of your way to be pleasant and respectful to everybody, but especially the female students.  If you don't, practice walking in heels because it's a skill you'll be grateful for later. 



The End  
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If you enjoyed this forced feminization story, you'll love  The Operator, which tells the story of a lonely businessman who gets more than he bargained for when he calls a phone sex operator with a story about an imaginary mistress.  It's a story of forced feminization and finding love where you least expect it and it's yours free at www.kyliegable.com.  Thank you for reading. 
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