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They were polar opposites. Rachel was a tall brunette with an athletic body who was the captain of the cheerleaders, President of Student Government, and an enthusiastic participant in the French, chess, and photography clubs. Crystal was barely five-foot-thee. She had a very curvy body with large breasts and a huge ass for a girl who wasn’t fat. She didn’t belong to a single extra-curricular activity, and she ran with the completely wrong crowd. 

What these two eighteen-year-olds had in common was that they were the two most popular girls in the entire school. They were two of the hottest girls as well, and while they weren’t exactly friends, they were friendly with each other. It was 3:15 on a Wednesday afternoon and the girls were at their lockers. Rachel was about to run off to French club and Crystal was going to go meet up with her friends and hang out, when they struck up a conversation about The Breakfast Club, which they had just seen in psychology class. 

“People in the ‘80s must have been dumb,” complained Crystal. 

“Why do you say that?” 

“That whole makeover at the end. It’s like that girl is so hideous, but take off her glasses and do her hair and she’s the hottest girl in the school. How does nobody see that?” 

“I hate to break it to you, but that happens in a lot of movies—Mean Girls, She’s All That, The Princess Diaries—a lot of them.” 

“Those were all made before we were born.” 

“How about that movie where the Playboy Bunny joins a sorority.” 

“I don’t even know that one. Anyway, people today aren’t that stupid. You can’t just take a zero and give her a makeover that completely changes her life and makes her popular.” 

“I don’t know. I’m pretty good with make-up, and some people just don’t know how to dress to enhance their best features.” 

“You really think people can’t tell anyway?” asked Crystal. 

“I don’t think most people look closely enough to notice.” 

“Care to put your money where your mouth is?” 

“What did you have in mind?” asked Rachel. 

“I bet if I gave you until the end of the semester, you couldn’t take a loser and turn her into one of the most popular girls in the school.” 

“What are we betting?” asked Rachel. 

“Just our standard bet, but I’m telling you, it’s not going to be easy.” 

“How do we decide who gets the makeover?” 

“I’ll decide,” said Crystal, extending her hand to her friend. 

“Deal,” said Rachel, shaking Crystal’s hand and locking in the bet. 

At that very moment, both girls heard a loud racket coming down the hallway. They turned and saw Max Vomix trying to plow into his locker with his scrawny shoulder. Though he was nearly five-foot-ten, he was tinier than either of them was. Seeing the attractive girls staring at him, he gave them an awkward half-salute and half-wave gesture and went back to his assault on the locker. 

“Him,” said Crystal with wicked glee. 

“Him what?” 

“He’s your target. You have to give him the makeover.” 

“I can’t make Max into one of the most popular boys in the school.” 

“You don’t have to,” replied Crystal. 

“Good, so who is the real--.” 

“You have to make him into one of the most popular  girls in the school.” 

“What?!” 

“That was the bet, remember?” 

“But he’s a boy!” 

“He’s not much of one,” said Crystal. “It’s not like your clothes won’t fit him.” 

“I can’t do it.” 

“Well, you can admit you lost then and pay up.” 

“No,” sighed Rachel. “I can do it, but how am I going to convince him to go along with it?” 

“I’ll help. I won’t help you with making him popular, but I will help you make sure he follows through with it.” 

“He’s not going to want to.” 

“I can be very persuasive,” said Rachel. 



As the girls turned and walked down the hall to approach their target, Max had managed to get the locker open and now was trying to shove all his books back inside without them falling back out. Rachel took him in. He really wasn’t much to look at. He wore the same gray baggy clothes that he’d been wearing since sophomore year and his head was totally taken up by a ridiculous mop of brown curly hair and thick black glasses. As he saw the two popular girls approach, he tried to look calm and cool. 

“Hey, ladies,” purred Max, as if he was some bad Las Vegas lounge performer. 

“Max, my old friend,” said Crystal. “Today is your lucky day.” 

“Oh really?” he asked, trying to hide his excitement. 

“Haven’t you always wanted to be popular,” said Crystal. “Rachel is going to give you that chance.” 

“How could she do that?” asked Max. 

“Relax, it’ll be just like in those old movies where the popular kids take the nerd under their wing and he becomes popular too,” replied Crystal. 

“I don’t know any of those movies,” said Max. 

“Uhm, well, like Spider-Man,” said Rachel. “I mean you’d rather be him than nerdy Peter Parker, right?” 

“Yeah, of course,” said Max. 

“Then it’s settled,” said Crystal. “Meet us at Rachel’s house tomorrow after school.” 

“I don’t know where she lives,” said Max. 

“That’s right, you wouldn’t,” said Crystal. 

“We can’t meet at my place anyway,” said Rachel. “My folks will be home.” 

“Okay, we’ll meet at your place at four tomorrow, Max,” said Crystal. “You better be there.” 

“Okay, sure! I’ll even clean my room,” replied Max. 

“You do that,” said Crystal. 




***

 

“Hi,” said Rachel with a sweet, beguiling smile. Even though Max already knew exactly what the girls looked like, seeing both Rachel and Crystal on his own doorstep overwhelmed him and froze him in place. He could feel his mouth drooping open, but he couldn’t stop himself from gawking in place like a drooling statue. 

When he finally snapped out of his trance and closed his gaping mouth, he looked at Crystal. 

There she stood, wearing tight denim short shorts, a long black camisole top, and wedge heels that perfectly complemented her ensemble. Any greeting he could think of seemed entirely inadequate for either of these girls. Rachel was in yoga pants and a tight ribbed top. Like Crystal, she was sporting a pair of wedges. Max barely even noticed the many bags that the girls were carrying with them. 

“Can we come in?” asked Rachel, rescuing the dumbstruck boy. “You have a really nice house. 

I’m surprised I’ve never been here before.” 

“As if,” said Crystal under her breath. “Hi, Max.” 

“Hi, girls,” said Max finally. 

“So, I did a little research on you,” said Rachel. 

“On me, really?” asked Max. 

“Yeah, I like to know what I am dealing with.” 

“What did you find out?” 

“Not a damn thing. Nobody I know, and I know everybody, has the slightest clue who you are,” 

replied Rachel. 

“Well, I’ve been busy, you know,” replied Max. 

“I don’t know what you’ve been busy with, but you’re kind of invisible.” 

“He’s been busy whacking off,” said Crystal. 

“Uhm, well I--,” stammered Max. 

“Shut up, Max,” ordered Crystal. “Where are the bedrooms?” 

“My sister’s bedroom is down here, but mine is upstairs if you want to see it.” 

“Why would I want to see it?” 

“I don’t know. It’s kind of a sweet setup,” said Max. “I have the whole floor to myself, really and I have a 60-inch plasma tv.” 

Crystal turned and walked across the living room, peeking around the corner. When she saw the open door of Max’s sister’s bedroom, she walked right in, with Max close behind. “Nice,” she said. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” 

“Just taking a tour,” said Rachel. “Calm down.” 

“My sister doesn’t like me in here,” confessed Max. 

“She must know you’re a pervert,” teased Crystal. 

“I’m not a pervert,” protested Max. 

"God, you're scrawny," Rachel said, looking Max over again. “Look at the size of his wrists. 

They’re the same size as mine.” 

"Let's see," said Crystal as she walked over and held her wrist next to Max. “I think mine is actually bigger than his is.” 

This was definitely embarrassing. Max tried to change the subject, but the girls were having none of it. 

“What size shoe do you wear?” asked Rachel. 

“An eight,” said Max. 

“Perfect,” said Crystal. “Even his feet are perfect.” 

"Ah…" Max started trying to find something to say. 

“Relax, we’re just going to be changing your wardrobe a bit. There’s nothing to worry about,” 

said Rachel. 

“Okay, but we need to get out of here. If my sister finds us in here, I’m a dead man,” pleaded Max. 

Crystal ignored him and began rifling through the drawers in Max’s sister’s dresser. She found a bottle of perfume and sprayed herself with it, inhaling its floral bouquet. Next, she sprayed Max with the bottle, giggling as she took an exaggerated sniff in his direction. When he didn’t complain very much, she smiled devilishly. She knew she had him. She continued rummaging around until she found the underwear drawer. 

“Do you like magic?” asked Crystal. 

“Yeah sure,” said Max. “I even know a few card tricks.” 

“Great, I just need to borrow a pair of your sister’s pantyhose,” explained Crystal. 

“I don’t know,” said Max. “She wouldn’t want me going through her things—especially not her underwear.” 

“You’re not,” replied Crystal. “I am. Now turn around and we’ll do a magic trick.” 

“It’ll be really cool,” said Rachel. “You’ll see.” 

“I don’t know,” Max repeated, but he cautiously turned around. 

“Don’t be such a chicken shit,” she admonished him. She grabbed his arms and began feeding them into a single leg of the pantyhose, pulling them way up over his shoulders. 

“Now what are you doing?” he asked, his voice a high-pitched squeak. 

“You’re going to do your Houdini impression,” Rachel said as Crystal took the other leg of the pantyhose and wrapping it twice around his torso, pinning his arms tightly to his back. 

“Houdini?” he asked. “Like the escape artist?” 

“Yeah, the escape artist, duh! So now, let’s see you get loose,” said Crystal, pushing him over face-first onto his sister’s bed. 

Max flopped around like a fish out of water, but the pantyhose made for a very effective, if surprisingly simple, bondage. There was nothing to untie, so there were no knots to reach. The big problem was that his arms were trapped tightly behind his back in one of the pantyhose legs, effectively trapping him. In frustration, he finally declared, “I can’t get out of this.” 

“I’m really happy to hear that, Maxy,” said Rachel, grabbing an old-fashioned hairbrush off of his sister’s vanity. 

“You need to let me go,” demanded Max. 

“I don’t need to do anything. I know you think I’m here to make you popular, but let’s be honest. 

That’s something nobody could ever do with you. I’m no miracle worker,” said Rachel. “I’m here because I want to win a bet, but first I need to break you.” 

“Br-break me?” asked Max, redoubling his futile escape attempts. 

“Yeah, this part is going to hurt, but it’s necessary. You’re really not going to like me for a while, but eventually, you’re going to worship me and serve me. Don’t worry, though. As my little sissy, nobody in the school is going to dare cause you any problems,” explained Rachel. 

"You ought to be wearing dresses like a girl," said Crystal directly to Max again and emphasized her point by mussing his hair. 

“I don’t want to be your sissy or wear dresses. Let me go!” bellowed Max in his deepest, most powerful voice. 

“I don’t think so,” said Rachel, pulling Max over her lap and locking him in place with her leg. 

Max momentarily stopped his struggling. He wished he was wearing shorts so that he could feel Rachel’s bare leg on his. At the thought, he began to get excited. His erotic daydreams were interrupted by the hairbrush connecting with his soft pink buttocks. He involuntarily yelped at

the stinging blow. 

“Why are you doing this? I haven’t done anything to you,” demanded Max. 

“I know, but I need to break you or you’re going to keep disobeying me,” replied Rachel. 

“No, I won’t. I’ll do whatever you say,” pleaded Max. 

“You say that like a true sissy, but if Rachel doesn’t do this right, there’s no reason to do it at all,” explained Crystal. 

Rachel reached back and gave him three more sharp blows to his ass cheeks, each one more powerful than the one before it. Tears were now rolling down his face. 

“If you want this to stop, beg me to make you a pretty pretty princess,” ordered Rachel. 

“Make me a pretty princess! Please,” begged Max. 

Another sharp blow took Max by surprise. 

“That’s a pretty pretty princess,” corrected Crystal. 

“Please, make me a pretty pretty princess,” begged Max. 

Crystal and Rachel both started to giggle. 

"That's a great idea," Rachel said helping him up and onto his feet. "Come on Max, I've got just the dress for you." 

Max wasn't exactly sure what was going on, but he also didn't seem to have any choice in the matter, as he had seemingly surrendered it to the popular girls. Somewhere in the back of his mind he realized that it was probably going to be embarrassing. 

"Now, take your clothes off," said Crystals as she undid the pantyhose that had restrained her prisoner. 

"Huh, what for?" asked Max. 

"So we can try this dress on you," said Rachel, her voice full of exasperation like it was the most obvious thing in the world. The fuchsia dress that she was wearing would obviously be short on him and, based on the stretchy nature of it, Max guessed it would be tight too. 

"I'm not going to wear a dress," said Max in horror as things finally clicked into place

"Yes you are," said Crystal matter-of-factly. 

"Now get undressed or I get the hairbrush again," insisted Rachel. 

"But I don't want to," said Max, looking for a way out of it. 

“You just begged me to make you a pretty pretty princess,” said Rachel. “I guess I was too easy on you.” 

"I really don't care what he wants or doesn’t want," said Crystal. "If we tell you to do something, then you're going to do it. And the sooner you realize that fact, the happier we'll all be. Now, are you going to take your clothes off, or do we have to take them off you?" 

"I can't," was all Max could say in horror. 

"You get his pants and I'll get his shirt," said Crystal. 

They both pushed him back on the bed and began stripping his clothes off. No matter what Max said or did, he soon found himself stripped down to just his jockey underpants. He was very embarrassed. 

"Now, that wasn't so bad, was it?" said Rachel teasingly as she pulled him to his feet. 

“I wish we had time to shave him,” said Crystal. “I’d like to see the full effect.” 

“I don’t think we have that much time today, but there’s always tomorrow,” said Rachel. The tone of her voice chilled Max. These crazy girls were seriously talking about turning him into a popular girl. How would they even do that? 

“I think we brought you something more appropriate to wear,” said Crystal. “Unless you’d rather we find something in your sister’s closet.” 

“No!” exclaimed Max, practically shouting. 

“Maybe later,” smirked Rachel. 

Rachel had Max sit on the bed, but he still had to sit gingerly after the spanking. 

Crystal dug through the bag that she had put together for just this purpose. She was looking for the perfect outfit for the budding sissy. “I know you’d rather have your own clothes. That will come in time if Rachel decides, but in the meantime, I think we’re all close enough in size. 

Here’s some new undies for you.” 

Crystal tossed the underwear towards Max, but he didn’t even move to catch them, instead he pouted, “please don’t make me, Crystal.” 

“First of all, that’s Mistress Rachel and Mistress Crystal, sissy. Secondly, I think we’re being very lenient because this is your first day, but refusing us like that should get you a very severe punishment, so think very carefully about what you are going to say to me next,” said Rachel sternly. 

“I’m sorry Mistress Rachel. I’d rather not do this, but if you insist, I will.” 

“I said you were a fast learner. Now put on that bra and panties like a good girl.” 

Max stepped into the panties, relieved to be covering up his nakedness even if it did mean the further humiliation of wearing panties. The bra was another matter. Max fumbled around with it for a few minutes before Rachel sighed and put it on him herself. 

“Thank you, Mistress Rachel.” 

“You’re welcome, sissy. You are going to have to learn to do this for yourself very soon.” 

Rachel began stuffing panties into the cups of Max’s bra. She hadn’t realized just how much bigger Crystal’s bras were until now, as it took a lot to fill them out properly compared to her B

cup bras. 

“No offense, but I don’t really like your style and my stuff won’t fit our princess as well,” said Crystal. 

“None taken,” said Rachel. “I guess pole dancer is a good look for our sissy today. There are definitely some shopping trips in order as she develops her own style.” 

“I do like this short magenta dress and it should look great with his bigger boobs stuffed in

there,” suggested Crystal, holding up the dress. 

“Perfect,” said Rachel. “Just make sure that it’s not low enough to show his bra cups.” 

“I don’t think it’ll show up in pictures, but I wish we had time to shave his chest. That’s gross,” 

said Crystal. 

“All in good time,” replied Rachel. “Now, put this on Max.” 

Max couldn’t help worrying at the way the two girls talked about him like he wasn’t even there, but now that they were back to ordering him around, it was even worse. The back zipper was already unzipped, so he bent down and stepped into it and pulled it into place. "Good enough," 

Rachel said as he was pulling it over his shoulders. 

Max could tell that Crystal was trying hard to stifle her laughter. Rachel zipped him up in back, then grabbed a wide black leather belt, pulled it very tight, and buckled it in front. Max felt stupid as they both looked at him. The material was very soft against his skin and when he looked down, he noticed that there was a lot of distance between the bottom of the skirt and his knees. He had never worn a dress before, and it felt really weird. 

Rachel was about to give Max some dark pantyhose to his leg hair, but thought better of having him put on the stockings himself. They didn’t have an extra pair and she didn’t want him to run these as he figured things out. Instead, she had him sit on the bed and helped to guide them up his legs herself. 

Crystal sprayed Max with perfume, more to be obnoxious than anything. After all, the perfume wouldn’t be visible in photos. Then she found a pair of his Rachel’s heels that didn’t look like he’d kill himself in as he learned to walk in them and that matched his dress. The pair she chose was a rather sensible black pair of sandals. They had maybe a three-inch heel and the heel was a bit chunky, but even that height would be quite a challenge for a novice like Max. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress Crystal, but I have no clue how to walk in shoes like these,” said Max as Crystal began putting the shoes on his feet. 

“Of course you don’t, sissy,” replied Rachel, watching Crystal strapping his shoes on. “You just need some practice. You’ve never done this before, but this will definitely not be your last time. 

Now, let’s practice.” 

Rachel and Crystal helped Max to his feet and just had him stand in the awkward shoes. 

“Shouldn’t I be walking, Mistress Rachel?” 

“No, stand here and get used to the feeling,” said Rachel crossly at being questioned yet again. 

She moved his shoulders to get him to stick his chest out. “Your posture is really key here.” 

“These are impossible to walk in,” complained Max. 

“Women do it every day successfully. You will too,” said Rachel. “Now, pull in your abdominals and keep your head up. Focus on just that.” 

Max tried to follow her instructions, but this was all so strange and new. “Okay, my head is up and I’m sucking in my gut.” 

“Good,” said Rachel. “Now, when you walk, you’re going to walk heel to toe. If you put your toe down first, you’ll fall flat on your ass. Let’s see you give it a try. Remember to take it slow.” 

“Very slow or you’re going to wind up on your ass,” added Crystal. 

Max tentatively took a step forward and then another. He was definitely not graceful, but he was still standing, and he regarded that as a moral victory. “I think I’m getting the hang of it,” 

declared Max. 

“You’re not horrible, but you’ve got a long way to go,” announced Rachel. “Keep walking around the house. It’s the only way you’ll improve.” 

For the next ten minutes or so Max followed Rachel’s instructions and walked around. It seemed so strange to be walking in heels and it made his own home seem so much larger to him now that he had to take such small mincing steps. Rachel and Crystal were shouting encouragement and he was soon learning some finer points that he hadn’t thought of before, like swaying his hips back and forth as he walked. 

"I think he needs a little make-up," said Crystal. 

"Definitely," Rachel answered her. And with that, she sat Max down at the desk and pulled out a tackle box, revealing a huge collection of jars and other items. "Now just hold still for a few minutes," she said as she began pulling stuff out of the box and putting this and that and who knows what else on Max’s face. She finished it all off with some magenta lipstick that perfectly matched the dress Max was wearing. All the make-up she put on him had a slight odor to it, but the taste and feel of the lipstick on his lips was really strange. He kept licking his lips and pressing them together again to try to get used to it. 

"I think he likes it," Crystal said as she watched him. 

"We'll have to get him some," Rachel answered. 

Both girls began to laugh. 

“N-no, that’s alright,” said Max. 

“Did you bring a wig?” asked Rachel. 

“Oh yes, I brought several, but I think with that make-up and coloring, she should be a blonde, just like her Mistress,” said Crystal. 

“Aw, isn’t that sweet,” agreed Rachel. 

“Why are you doing this?” asked Max. 

“Wow! Haven’t we been over this already? You have lost all your manners, haven’t you?” asked Rachel rhetorically. “You’re my bitch now and bitches wear make-up and pretty clothes. 

“Don’t forget that,” snapped Crystal. 

Rachel loved photo shoots. She loved being in the photography club, even if it struck everybody as strange that one of the hottest girls in the school was spending her time in the darkroom with a bunch of nerds. This one, however, she was really looking forward to. Crystal coached Max on some of the finer points of movement, walking, and speech, while Rachel set up her equipment. 

This photoshoot was the worst thing in the world for Max. There was just something extra emasculating about wearing a ridiculous dress, waiting for some girl to take your picture for the purpose of completely humiliating you at a later date, and then repeating the whole process with another outfit. Max knew he was screwing over his future self, but he also knew there wasn’t anything you could really do about it. It’s not like he could overpower the girls and throw them out or anything. 

“The important thing is to have fun with it,” said Rachel. “If you’re having fun, it’ll show in the pictures.” 

“This isn’t exactly fun,” replied Max. 

“Are spankings more fun?” asked Crystal. “We have about a half-dozen outfits for you to model, and the quicker you model them, the quicker you’ll be done.” 

“A half-dozen?” asked Max. 

“Yeah, you’ve got a problem with that?” asked Crystal. 

“No, I guess not,” said Max, defeated. 

“Good, let’s get to work,” chirped Rachel. 

“He’s pouting,” teased Crystal. “How precious! I love how the magenta dress brings out the color in your cheeks.” 

Max glared at Crystal and sighed, shaking his head. Against his better judgment, he finally agreed to just go ahead and pose as Rachel took pictures of him with her camera. It started out with simple pictures of him smiling in the dress, but then it got complicated. 

“Play with your breasts through your bra,” ordered Crystal. 

“Blow a kiss to the camera,” suggested Rachel. “Great! Now, run your fingers through your hair.” 

"Face that wall and put your leg on that chair," insisted Crystal, giving him direction. "Now, put your hands around your leg like you're adjusting your pantyhose and look at me over your shoulder with a big smile." 

When Max did as he was told, the girls had even more posing suggestions. Max decided that the worst was one that Rachel came up with. He was lying on the floor pretending to talk on his cell phone with a big smile on his face. He looked back over his shoulder at the camera with a carefree expression. He was a girly girl. 

Max couldn’t believe the different outfits they had him put on. Evidently, Rachel had a lot of dresses and he was only relieved that Crystal couldn’t give him some of her trashier outfits to wear because of the difference in their body sizes. 

In addition to the magenta dress, there was a little ruffled backless black dress which required a different bra, a light gray mini-dress that only came to mid-thigh and was also ruffled, an equally short periwinkle tank dress, a burgundy lace skater dress, and a navy A-line V-neck cocktail dress that they found in his sister Jill’s closet. 

“Are we done yet?” asked Max. 

“Aw, I thought you were happy to see us, Princess. Do you really want us to go so soon?” asked Crystal. 

“I just don’t want my sister catching me wearing her dress.” 

“That would be hysterical,” said Rachel. “I bet she could give you some great make-up tips.” 

“I bet she always wanted a sister,” agreed Crystal. 

Max found none of this the least bit amusing. 

“Okay, we’ll get out of your hair. I don’t want my new sissy getting in trouble on her first day in my service,” said Rachel. 

“Thank you,” replied Max gratefully. 

“But you have some homework,” added Rachel. 

“Homework?” 

“First, sissies don’t have body hair, and neither should you. Chest, arms, underarms, and legs need to be smooth and hairless by tomorrow. We’re going to leave you shaving cream, razors, and lotion so that you don’t have to use your sister’s,” explained Rachel. 

“Be sure to use the lotion,” said Crystal. “Mistress Rachel does not want your skin all rough.” 

“Okay...Yes, Mistress,” said Max, correcting himself. 

“Secondly, we’re leaving you extra panties. From now on you’ll be wearing those to school under your regular clothes,” said Rachel. 

“But—” 

“We’ll be checking, sissy,” warned Crystal. 

“Will that be a problem?” asked Rachel. 

“No, Mistress Rachel,” replied Max. 

“Good, you also need to practice walking in heels. You’re terrible at it,” said Rachel. 

“Yes, Mistress Rachel,” said Max, wondering how he would hide the practice from his family. 

“Finally, we’ll send you some makeover tutorials to watch online. We’ll leave you make-up to practice with. Don’t disappoint us by blowing it off,” warned Rachel. “We’ll be checking that too.” 

“Have fun, sissy. It sounds like you have a lot of work to do,” said Crystal. 




***

 

::::knock knock knock::::

The pounding on the door was getting louder. Max’s sister Jill wanted in the bathroom, but she had no idea what her brother was doing in there. If she had, she would have been shocked. 

Removing almost all his body hair was taking a lot longer than shaving his face did, and it was a lot more challenging too. He had already nicked himself a few times with the pink plastic razor that the girls had given him. 

“I need to use the bathroom, brat. You’ve been in there an hour!” demanded Jill knocking on the door. 

“I’m almost done,” said Max as he began lathering up his underarms. 

“You better not be playing with yourself in there,” said Jill. 

“I’m just bathing,” replied Max. “Leave me alone!” 

“Since when do you take baths?” 

“Since I felt like it. Now scram! I’ll be out in ten minutes.” 

“In eleven, I’m complaining to mom and dad.” 

Max shaved as quickly as he could and hurried out of the tub. He felt so different as he rubbed the lotion on his hairless body. Unfortunately, the lotion that the girls had given him was scented and as he rubbed it into his skin, Max realized that he was beginning to smell of orange blossoms and jasmine. He put on his bathrobe and walked out into the hallway, right into Jill. 

“It took you long--,” Jill stopped speaking as she could see the hairless legs sticking out the bottom of Max’s mid-thigh length robe. That was also the moment when she noticed the distinctively girlish smell emanating from her brother. “What the Hell?” 

Max turned tail and quickly brushed past his sister and rushed into his bedroom, slamming the door behind him. He figured that it was better to reduce his exposure to Jill’s prying eyes than to try and come up with a plausible excuse that wouldn’t make him look like a total freak. He knew she wouldn’t drop it, but he began to put it on in the relative safety of his own room. 



Later that night, Max tried to practice walking in the heels the girls left for him. They were actually more difficult than the ones he had struggled with earlier in the day. They were strappy sandals with a very narrow heel, and Max thought he’d twist an ankle just standing up in them. 

The bigger issue was that the heels made a loud noise clacking off of the hardwood floor of his bedroom. His dad’s office was right across from him, and Jill’s bedroom was directly below him. 

He took some tentative steps before he decided the risk was too great. He looked at the panties that the girls had given them and contemplated whether he was really going to go through with wearing them tomorrow. These were Crystal’s, and they sure didn’t look like the kind of panties a nice girl would wear. 




***

 

“Do you have them?” asked Rachel. 

Max had just opened his locker to get the books he would need for his morning classes when Rachel came up behind him. Her hand was on the small of his back and he knew it was just a matter of time before she reached into his pants and checked for herself. 

“Yeah, I’m wearing the black ones,” said Max. 

“Not pink ones? Oh well, the important thing is you’re wearing panties,” said Rachel reaching into Max’s pants and pulling the panties up so that they were visible over the pants and she could see that he did indeed have a pair of Crystal’s panties on. “How do they feel?” 

“Kind of slutty,” said Max. 

“Was that a dig at Crystal?” giggled Rachel. 

“No, Mistress Rachel.” 

“It’s okay. You know, we can get you some less slutty panties if you want,” said Rachel. “We

are going to have to do some serious shopping for you, and there’s no reason you can’t pick up some panties when we do.” 

“What kind of shopping?” 

“You need some make-up that matches your coloring rather than mine and some underwear, shoes, and even dresses and other outfits that will help to make you a popular girl,” replied Rachel. 

“I don’t know about this.” 

“You’re a sissy. You don’t have to know about this. All you have to know is how to do as you’re told. I’ll take care of the thinking. I’m going to go nice and slow, but I’m going to be making steady progress with you, so you had better get used to it. Before this is over, you’re going to be very girlish and people will notice things.” 

“My sister is already noticing things.” 

“Oh really?” asked Rachel. Her face lit up. “What happened?” 

“I came out of the bathroom after shaving and she could smell that lotion you gave me and saw my legs didn’t have hair anymore.” 

“Oh wow! That’s awesome!” 

“I didn’t think so.” 

“Remember, let me do the thinking. I need to check your shaving work. I don’t think pulling off your clothes in the hallway would be a very good idea.” 

“No, it wouldn’t!” protested Max. 

“Relax, I’m not trying to get you busted,” promised Rachel. 

“Hey, sissy!” called out Crystal from much too far down the hall for Max’s taste. 

“Shhh!” replied Max. 

“That’s cute that you think you can shut me up,” said Crystal. “Are you wearing your panties today?” 

“He is,” interjected Rachel. “I just checked. I was about to check how well he did shaving, but I don’t know where.” 

“We can use the girls' bathroom by the old gym. Nobody goes there,” assured Crystal. 

“Perfect,” said Rachel. 

“You heard her sissy,” said Crystal. “Get marching.” 

“I have to get to class,” complained Max. 

“Then why are you making us late,” said Crystal. “The bell doesn’t ring for another twenty minutes.” 

“You’ve got a lot of training ahead of you, sissy. You might as well resign yourself to that fact,” 

added Rachel. 

“Exactly,” agreed Crystal. 

“You sure are helping me a lot, considering we’re on opposite sides of the bet,” said Rachel. 

“I want to make sure that you have every chance to do whatever you need to with him. It’ll make it that much more humiliating when you lose.” 

“Gee, you’re all heart,” replied Rachel. 
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Crystal and Rachel marched Max all the way down to the old gym, which wasn’t used for much anymore except some of the weird sports like badminton that used it for a practice spot. There were a few P.E. classes held there, but it was so outdated that when the weather was nice, those classes went outside. As a result, the bathrooms usually sat unused. Still, it was nerve-wracking for Max to be going into an actual girls’ bathroom with Crystal and Rachel. 

“Okay, sissy, strip!” ordered Crystal. 

“Everything?” asked Max nervously. 

“No, you can keep the panties on. We didn’t make you shave your crotch,” said Rachel. 

“Yet,” interjected Crystal. 

“Shirt too,” directed Rachel. 

When Max was stripped down to just his panties, the girls began to explore the job he had done shaving. When they actually began tracing their soft feminine fingers across his skin to feel for stubble or spots he missed, Max couldn’t help getting excited and pitching a tent in his panties. 

“Can I put my clothes back on?” asked Max, feeling exposed and worried that somebody might walk in at any moment and find him in the bathroom dressed in just his panties. 

“Yes, go ahead. You did a good job on your shaving,” said Rachel. 

“Not just yet,” said Crystal in contradiction. “I brought you something.” 

“What are you doing?” asked Rachel. 

“I thought you’d want to get him used to wearing pantyhose every day too,” suggested Crystal, producing a package of suntan-colored hose. 

“Girls don’t wear those anymore,” objected Max, his voice cracking. 

“And you do,” said Crystal. “I guess that makes you a girly girl.” 

“She’s right. Do you remember how to put them on?” asked Rachel. 

“I think so,” sighed Max. 

“Good, just make sure you don’t get a run,” warned Rachel. “Hurry up, so we’re not all late for class.” 

“Sexy,” said Crystal before whistling at Max’s legs. He blushed profusely. 

“I hope you don’t have any plans for after school, Max. We have some shopping to do,” said Rachel. 

“Shopping? Can I come with?” asked Crystal. 

“I hoped you would,” said Rachel. “I told my mom I needed to buy some new clothes and she gave me her platinum card. I didn’t exactly lie since I didn’t say the clothes were for me,” said Rachel. 

“Excellent!” clapped Crystal with glee. 

Max noticed that they still had not waited for him to answer Rachel. He decided they really didn’t care if he had plans or not. They would be taking him on a humiliating shopping trip whether he did or not. He focused on getting the pantyhose on. 

“Max, we’re going to be late if we wait for you. I’m sure you can finish pulling up your pantyhose and get too close. Meet me at your locker after school,” said Rachel before she and Crystal left him there struggling with the hose. He could hear their giggling as they left down the hallway. 

Max finally got his hose straight. They felt completely different now that his legs were hairless. 

He couldn’t help looking at himself in the mirror and rubbing his legs through the silky fabric. 

He didn’t understand why girls didn’t wear these anymore. They felt great! Max was starting to grow hard from the silky feeling. Unfortunately, this was the exact moment when Max realized he wasn’t alone. 

Standing just inside the doorway was Julie Rodriguez. She was a cute little goth girl that he knew by name, but little else. When he saw her staring at him, he nearly fell over. He quickly grabbed his pants and began to pull them up. 

“Relax, Max, I didn’t know you were exploring your femmy side, but I like it,” she said. “I never miss  Ru Paul’s Drag Race. Do you ever get all made up with dresses, wigs, and stuff?” 

“Uh, not usually,” replied Max. 

“That’s a shame,” she said. “I think you’d make one badass bitch. If you ever want makeup help, I’m your girl.” 

“Yeah, thanks,” said Max sheepishly as he tied his shoes. “I need to get to class.” 

The whole walk to class, Max was kicking himself. Julie was seriously out of his league, but seeing him in pantyhose and panties was a turn-on. A lot of girls who walked in on a guy doing what he was doing would have immediately screamed, but to her it was like watching her favorite show live. He should have asked her out. If Rachel was going to make him wear woman’s underwear, why not be with a girl who would find it exciting. 

For the rest of the day, Max was completely distracted by his feminine underwear. He’d never been much of a student to start with, but his thoughts were definitely on his undies and not on cosign or stream of consciousness. It was a merciful release when the bell finally rang at 2:45, but his reprieve was short-lived as she remembered Crystal and Rachel would be waiting for him at his locker. And they were waiting. He could see them down the hall, making sure he had little chance of slipping out even if he had been brave enough. Soon, they were in Crystal’s car and headed for the mall. 




***

 

As they entered Westgate Plaza, Max was clearly feeling nervous about what lay ahead. The girls noticed it and tried to put his mind at ease. 

“Relax,” said Rachel. “I just did a paper on how malls are dead now. Everybody shops online, so it’s not like you’re going to run into people.” 

“Just have fun with it,” agreed Crystal. 

“We want to get some dresses, some shoes, and makeup. We can do it all in an hour or two,” 

suggested Rachel. 

“We should let him in on Victoria’s Secret too,” said Crystal. 

“If we have time. Some of their bras could give somebody flat chested a real figure,” said Rachel. 

“Well, you’re the voice of experience there,” teased Crystal. 

“Ouch,” replied Rachel good-naturedly. “Let’s start with  G&K.” 

A saleswoman greeted the trio as soon as they entered the store. She was very tall, dwarfing Max by a good 2 or 3 inches, but she was also very stylish, and she looked like she could have been a fashion model. She had to be at least twenty, and there was something about her besides just her height that was very intimidating. 

“Hi, if you need anything, just let me know,” called out the statuesque beauty. 

“Well,” said Rachel, motioning to Max. “We could really use your help. We’re looking for some cute and trendy outfits for our friend here.” 

Nathalia raised an eyebrow as she saw the nervous boy. 

“We know he’s a guy, but it’s for a bet. My friend here thinks she can turn him into a popular girl,” added Crystal. “Do you think you can help us?” 

“This sounds fun. My name is Nathalia, but everybody calls me Nat.” 

“Hey, I’m Crystal and this is my hated rival, Rachel.” 

“Does he really want to do this?” asked Nat, noticing how badly Max was blushing and how he almost seemed to be struggling in Crystal’s grasp. 

“Does it matter?” asked Rachel. 

“No, not really. Just so he doesn’t make a scene,” replied Nat. 

“We can guarantee it,” promised Crystal. 

“I think what we’d really like is for her to do one of those old movie style montages, while she tries on about a dozen outfits and then we pick out the one that looks best on her,” said Rachel. 

“What you mean is you’d like her to try on about a dozen outfits on camera, but you’ll be sure to help me restock everything and you’re going to have her buy at least two or three outfits so I get the commission,” said Nat. 

“I think we’re going to be best friends,” joked Rachel. “We’ve got the money and the time. I can promise you he’ll get at least four outfits.” 

“I can’t--,” began Max

“Do we really have to remind you why you can, and you will,” said Crystal, waving her phone. 

“Rachel has been really nice to you so far, but we have plenty of pictures that will make you the hit of our school.” 

“Are you looking for things that will actually look good on her or are you looking for super slutty things that will make great pictures?” asked Nat. 

“Definitely stylish,” said Rachel. “We want him to be popular. Not slutty.” 

“Out of curiosity, how does he look when he’s all made up?” 

“He’s not there yet, but he’s got plenty of potential,” said Rachel. 

“I probably know by heart where all the trendiest outfits we sell are. After all, we do sell the most of them. I’ll go grab some. Why don’t you work on finding dresses that you think will look good on her?” suggested Nat. 

“I don’t need dresses,” protested Max. 

“But you’re getting them anyway. What a lucky girl you are,” said Crystal. 

“For her body type, you’re going to want to do something to make her look like she has hips. 

Something A-line or with a lower waistline is ideal. I’m sure she’d absolutely love something with ruffles. Those work too,” explained Nat. 

Max felt like an absolute fool standing there, looking like a guy, while the girls fanned out and found Him outfits. Rachel had told Nat that they wanted me to try on a dozen dresses, but that wasn’t where they stopped. They got to a dozen and kept going. Max tried on closer to twenty dresses and, for each one, he’d have to walk out of the dressing room in his stocking feet, walk across the room, and twirl. Without makeup, it was obvious that he was a guy, but the pantyhose he was wearing, and his hairless body, was quite evident. Before long, the girls had been joined by a small crowd. For the next hour, anywhere between four and eight other women came over to watch the fashion show and cheer on Max’s efforts. He was so humiliated. 

“You’ll look totally different with makeup on,” whispered Crystal. “They’ll never recognize you.” 

“I go to school with at least half of them and they will recognize me,” replied Max glumly. 

“There’s always a price to pay for beauty,” replied Crystal. 

Max wound up with four dresses. The first was a champagne-colored bodycon dress with puff sleeves, corset detail, and a lot of ruffles that helped give him the appearance of a fuller figure. It only came to mid-thigh but was one of the longest dresses the girls put him in. 

The second dress was a sky-blue floral smock dress that barely went past the top of Max’s thighs. It also had puff sleeves and tied in the back. It actually wouldn’t have been too bad except for the length. 

They also decided on a faux vintage 1970s style floral dress with a stretchy pink smocked bodice and thin spaghetti straps. Nathalia called it romantic, but it just seemed ridiculously sexy to Max, just like the other outfits. 

Finally, the girls selected a hot pink wrap dress that had long sleeves and again barely came to his upper thighs. Max couldn’t see much difference between the dress and a bathrobe, but the girls liked and so they chose it. 

The girls decided Max should wear the sky-blue smock dress out of the store, but that was after he put $150 in dresses on the credit card. 

“Good thing he’s wearing pantyhose,” said Nat. “Some of those dresses are awfully short for stockings.” 

“Well, they’ll provide a lot of incentive for sitting and moving like a lady,” said Rachel. 

“How true,” smirked Crystal. 

Max’s dad would flip when he saw the credit card bill. Of course, before Max could leave, he had to help Nat restock the shelves. She teased him the whole time, especially because bending was such a challenge for him. 

“Wow, did you mess with the wrong girls,” she said. 

“They messed with me,” replied Max. “I was minding my own business and they made this silly bet.” 

“Well, I got a good commission out of it, but you got some fabulous dresses. When you need more, I hope they’ll bring you back.” 

“I’m not going to need more dresses,” replied Max. 

“You really think it ends with the bet? Now that they’ve got a taste of how much fun this is, I expect they’re going to want to keep it going. I sure would.” 

“We’ll see,” was all Max could muster for a reply. 

“You better not try to return those dresses, either. If you do, I’ll be telling your dad that I saw you trying on those dresses myself and that you seemed really excited when you bought them.” 

“You’re such a bitch,” snapped Max. 

“Me? I’m just a working woman making my money. You’re the bitch now,” she replied as she hung up one of the dresses the girls rejected. 

Soon Max, Rachel, and Crystal were back out in the mall and I could see that while a lot of people were noticing the guy in the dress, they weren’t laughing at Max as much as trying to figure out if I was a guy in a dress or a really ugly girl. 

“I’m really uncomfortable like this,” said Max. 

“Relax,” said Rachel. “I’ll treat you to lunch in the food court and then when we get your makeup and hair done, you’ll look much better.” 

“Hair? That sounds permanent,” fretted Max. 

“Again, relax. Hair grows back,” said Rachel. “It’s not like we’re doing surgery or making you get a tattoo.” 

“Hey!” started Crystal. 

“No!” replied Rachel and both girls laughed. 

Sitting in the food court with the girls was tough for Max. The smock dress that he was wearing was a girly color and covered with small white flowers. Wearing a dress was bad enough, but if he had been wearing a little black dress or something, Max reasoned that with his bottom half-tucked under the table, it could look at least sort of look like men’s clothes, but there was no mistaking the dress he had on for anything but a dress. Complicating matters, the dress was so short that it was very challenging for Max to cross his legs in a way that didn’t show off his panties to everybody walking nearby. Of course, when you are sitting with the two most popular girls in the school, you will always have people coming up to pay their respects. 

“Hey girls,” said Tommy Harris from the football team who approached the table in his letterman’s jacket despite it being much too warm for it. “Who is your friend?” 

Max wanted a hole to swallow him up. Tommy sat next to him in science class for two years in a row. 

“That’s our friend...Kayleigh,” said Crystal. 

“Yeah, she’s new in town,” added Rachel. “We promised we’d take her for a makeover.” 

“She could definitely use it.” 

“Tommy!” glared Crystal. 

“No...I...mean, I know you two will really help her,” stuttered the now self-conscious jock. “I’ll see you around.” 

As soon as Tommy left, the girls started giggling. 

“Wow! He didn’t even notice you without hair or makeup! This is easier than I thought,” cheered Rachel. 

“Don’t get too excited. He might have thought Max was a girl, but he sure wasn’t what I’d call popular,” replied Crystal. 

“Give me some time,” said Rachel. “You know makeup and hair are the key to the looks part and I can coach him on how to act.” 

Max sat eating his chicken sandwich in silence. He didn’t like being talked about this way and he certainly didn’t like all the eyes looking at him, but it was also weird sitting in a very public place with girls like Rachel and Crystal who ordinarily wouldn’t give him a second glance. They finished their lunches and now it was time for round two. 

Max hadn’t realized it, but the reason for the delay was that they had an appointment at the  NuYu Salon. It was like a condemned man making the walk from his cell to the gallows. The salon was an even more foreboding environment for a male. 

"It's a great salon. It's where I get my hair done," said Rachel. 



It was a typical mall salon with an abundance of neon lighting and high school and college girls filling most of the seats. A perky redhead with a great smile greeted them. “Hello," she said. 

"Welcome to  NuYu." 

"Hi, I have an appointment with Tina," said Rachel. 

Max did his best to remain calm, knowing that he was about to get his hair done. 

"Sure," said the redhead. She paged Tina, who came to the front to greet them. Tina was a very cute girl who couldn't have been much more than twenty-four years old. She had a very stylish short black bob hairstyle, but the short hair didn't look mannish at all on her. 

"Hi Rachel, I assume this is the project you told me about." 

"Project?" asked him. 

"Pardon him, Tina," replied Rachel. "He knows he's the project, but doesn't know everything that entails." 

"Hi Max, I'm Tina," she said. "I love your dress." 

"Thanks," I grumbled when Rachel elbowed me in the ribs. 

"Let's go back to my station and see what we have to work with." 

"You had better cooperate today," said Crystal. "Do not embarrass us." 

Max glumly sat in the chair and let Tina put a cape over me. She took a comb and began inspecting my hair. 

“Rachel, like we discussed earlier, Max does have a short haircut, but it's longer than you let on. 

It would be short on a girl, but for a guy, there's a lot to work with,” explained Tina. 

"Wow! Wonderful," said Rachel. 

"He won't look like Rapunzel or anything, but he’s not too far from us being able to do bedhead waves or a very sexy bob, I'm sure. Plus, I’m really good at hiding extensions." 

"Extensions would be perfect," said Crystal. “Are they easy to put in and take out?” 

“It depends what kind we use,” said Tina. 

It took all of Max’s willpower not to object. 

“Whatever makes him look best,” said Rachel. “We’re open to your expertise.” 

"I wouldn't want to cut off too much length and his hair is short for a lot of styles. I think I could do a decent shag or maybe a pixie, but I can't promise it'll look much like a boy's haircut," said Tina. 

"Wait," I complained. "I can't walk around school with a girl's hairstyle." 

"I don't think you really have a choice," said Crystal. “Just calm the fuck down. Nobody notices you anyway.” 

“What about color?” asked Tina. 

"Truthfully, I hadn't thought about it," said Rachel. 

"I think he'd look great as a platinum blonde and I may not dye many guys' hair, but I still do it from time to time. People may think it's odd, but they won't necessarily know what's going on," 

assured Tina. 

Max started to say something, but Crystal cut him off with a hard stare. 

“I’ll leave him in your capable hands,” replied Rachel. 

Tina went to work, and Max didn’t find it too different from any other haircut he'd ever received. 

Tina cut my hair into a short pixie that could really only be described as feminine. Even worse, the hair would only be able to be styled into this sassy little hairstyle. "What do you think?" 

asked Tina after declaring his hair complete. 

"That looks great even if it will be a little tough for the little sissy to explain," said Crystal. 

squeezing Max’s shoulders. 

"He doesn't seem very enthusiastic," joked Tina. 

“I think that's his way of saying he wants color,” teased Rachel. 

"Alright!" exclaimed Tina. "So let's begin, shall we? We don't even know if his hair will take to the bleach." 

“I hope so,” said Crystal. 

Like a true pro, Tina applied bleach to a single piece of Max’s hair and then wrapped it in tinfoil. 

Then they waited. The girls discussed what kind of shoes Max would need for all his new dresses. When it was finally time for Tina to peel away the foil, she checked his hair and proudly proclaimed, "Perfect!" Rachel was so happy she literally clapped for joy. 

It took Tina about an hour to wrap Max’s hair in over 100 pieces of foil. Then he sat there for literally hours before Tina wheeled over a four-headed heater. This caused the bleaching agent between the foils to do its work and take Max’s hair from brown to an orangey-yellow shade. 

Occasionally, Tina would rinse out strands at the shampoo bowl. 

Max was extremely uncomfortable. The heat was surprisingly intense, and a combination of the unpleasant temperature and even less pleasant humiliation was making Max miserable. He didn't want to give Rachel or Crystal the satisfaction of seeing him break down then and there. What he could see of my hair was frightening. He had creamy white, orange, blush, and golden yellow shades going on. He worried that when this process was completed, I'd be walking around with multi-tonal hair. 

Tina highlighted Max’s hair in an effort to remove that orange-blush color that was coming through. It seemed to mostly do the trick. After his roots had reached their maximum lightness, he got another bleaching because of still more of that blush color coming through around the mid-section of my hair. 

"We have to be really careful not to damage his hair. These are pretty harsh chemicals," said Tina. 

"He'll probably just lose all his hair and get a big belly by the time he's forty anyway," snarked Crystal. 

"Still, it's what I do. I'm going to do my best to do it right," said Tina. "Timing is everything when you're dying a hair lighter because if you delay even a minute too long, you can ruin the hair." 

After quickly applying bleach from the strands to the ends, Max’s hair finally reached a pale golden hue that both Crystal and Rachel were thrilled with. Max could barely recognize himself with his new hair. By the time the girls finished, it was already after eight and the mall wouldn't even be open much longer. Worse than that, it had only just occurred to Max that he would soon be home and have to explain to his family why he had the same hairstyle as

"So what do you think of your new hair?" asked Tina. "Haven't you always wondered if blondes really do have more fun?" 

"It sucks," Max replied. "You're such a bitch for doing--." 

Before he could even finish my thought, Rachel slapped me hard across the face. The blow was strong enough to actually make the chair he was in spin a bit. "You do not talk to my friends that way," warned Rachel. 

"Hey, if you have a bit of time, would you like me to do his makeup?" asked Tina. 

"Really?" replied Rachel. 

"I think it will totally be my pleasure. It's not my specialty, but I did go to beauty school and I have all sorts of professional-grade product," replied Tina. 

"Great, I'll make sure Max gives you a big tip." 

"You're in luck Max," taunted Tina. "Since it's evening, I'll give you an evening look. I don't have to be nearly as subtle." 

Max was beginning to really hate this girl. Unfortunately, he had somehow pissed Tina off, and that meant waterproof mascara and eye shadow, gel eyeliner, long-lasting foundation, and a kissable lip stain. About the only thing she put on him that wasn't meant to stay for an inordinate amount of time was the blush and with the amount he was already blushing, he didn't think that any observer would have noticed. 

"Wow! That looks great," observed Rachel as she snapped yet more pictures to remember the day by. 

"I wish we had time," sighed Tina. “I'd love to give him glamor length nails if you want to set that up.” 

"Well, next time for sure," said Rachel, sitting Max up in the chair so he could finally get a good view of his own transformation. He wasn’t quite beautiful, but his reflection was definitely feminine and actually very cute. The hairstyle was so unmistakably feminine that he could think of a few female students he knew who wore their hair very similarly. The makeup was very noticeable and very transforming. He gasped at what appeared to be a female reflection staring back at him. 

"I think he likes it," said Crystal after recovering from laughing at his reaction. 

"Another satisfied customer," replied Tina. “I’m sure you can’t wait to get your new girl out into the public to meet her adoring fans.” 

"You want to come with?" asked Rachel. 

“I wish I could, but I need to close up,” replied Tina. 

Max went with Rachel out to the car. As soon as they were alone, he complained, "I didn't agree to have my hair dyed." 

"Yeah, but it is now, so deal with it," replied Rachel. 

“I can't believe you did this to me,” complained Max. 

"Believe it, bitch," said Crystal. “We told you, we intended for you to become a popular girl and that means certain changes. I can promise you some of the changes will be bigger than this, so get used to it. Now sit your ass in the passenger seat or I’ll give you a spanking right here.” 

“It’s okay, Crystal. I’m sure that Max didn’t mean anything by it,” said Rachel. 

The girls were nice enough to drop Max off at his house. He really wanted to change first, but when he asked Rachel she only told him, “Just make sure that you bring that champagne-colored dress tomorrow, and whatever you do, don’t just shove it in a bag and throw it in the bottom of your locker.” 

Max felt very fortunate when he saw that his parents’ car wasn’t home. He pulled his key out of

the purse that the girls had bought him to carry his things around in. Opening the door, he saw that his sister Jill had fallen asleep on the couch watching  Netflix. He couldn’t believe his luck. 

He quietly closed the door and crept over to the stairs. He took two steps when his sister suddenly awoke and, seeing a strange woman in the house, began screaming, “Who are you?! 

What are you doing here?!” 

Max froze. He couldn’t sprint up the stairs now even if he wasn’t wearing heels because Jill had already seen him, even if she didn’t recognize him. 

“Jill, it’s okay. It’s me.” 

“Oh my God! What did you do? I knew you had shaved your legs!” 

“Relax,” said Max. “None of this was my idea. Rachel Hanlon and Crystal Bauer have a bet going about whether Rachel can turn me into a popular girl.” 

“You?” asked Jill before laughing uncontrollably. 

“Yeah me.” 

“Hold on, is that a wig?” 

“There’s extensions there, but most of it’s me.” 

“Oh God, they’re really going all out.” 

“I know. I’m dead meat when dad finds out and I can’t hide all this from him,” sighed Max. 

“I can help with that, and those girls are going to have to also. I’ll have a talk with them.” 

“What can they do?” 

“If dad thinks that two of the hottest and most popular girls in your class like you looking a bit androgynous, then he’ll be so thrilled that you’ve grown into an alpha male that he won’t even pay attention to how you’re dressing. We’ll make sure he sees those girls fawning over you.” 

“They’re not interested in me that way.” 

“Well, they better act like it,” said Jill. “They can have their fun, but you’re not going to be a victim here.” 

“I should just stand up to them and tell them I’m not playing this game anymore. I don’t care what they do with the pictures.” 

“Don’t do that,” warned Jill. 

“Why shouldn’t I?” asked Max. 

“Look, you’ve got the two most popular girls in the school and if they wanted to ruin you socially, they could. Next year, you’ll be in college and there are enough people from your school that go there that it could easily travel.” 

“So? I don’t care.” 

“These girls obviously want something from you. If you give it to them, but you don’t give it away for free, you can parlay this into something that could change what you have left of high school and beyond. They want you to be a popular girl, sure you’ll do that, but they need to help make you more popular as a guy. They can even set you up with their friends. Do you know

what a word from them could do to your reputation?” 

“I hadn’t thought about it.” 

“Well, start thinking. You look like such a bitch now and as weird as it is, that could just be your golden ticket.” 

“They want me to bring a dress to school tomorrow. I think they want to show me off.” 

“Great, I can show you how to stuff your bra. I used to be really good at it.” 

“How are you at taking off makeup? I don’t think any of this stuff is supposed to come off easily.” 

“I’m on it, bro,” said Jill, climbing to her feet and leading her brother to her bathroom. 




***

 

“This is Kayleigh Matthews,” said Rachel, motioning to the attractive girl in the fashionable champagne-colored dress. “She just transferred schools.” 

“Wow! It’s kind of close to graduation, isn’t it?” replied Rebekah Martinez. 

“Yeah, I’m afraid so,” replied Kayleigh in her most feminine voice. “That’s why Rachel and Crystal have made it their business to show me around. I’d be lost without them.” 

“It’s the least we can do,” said Crystal. 

“I love your dress,” said Rebekah. 

“Thanks, I’m really big into fashion,” replied Kayleigh. 

“You should meet Kathy Arwen. She’s like the fashion guru of our school.” 

“That sounds great, Rebekah,” replied Kayleigh. 

“Hey, who is the fresh meat?” asked Brad—a tall football player known for his crude sense of humor. 

“Excuse Brad’s terrible sense of humor. Is that Kayleigh from the mall?” asked Tommy. 

“That’s her,” said Rachel. “How do you like the new hairstyle?” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Tommy, nodding his head. “You look great. No offense, but your last hairstyle was kind of boyish.” 

“No offense taken,” said Kayleigh. “I’m glad you like it.” 

“I’m having a party Saturday,” said Brad, changing the subject. “I hope all three of you will be there.” 

“We wouldn’t miss it for anything,” said Crystal. 

“That was much better, Brad. Now, let’s get moving before you blow it,” said Tommy. 

As soon as the boys left, Crystal reached into her wallet and picked out a dollar bill. She stared at it for a moment before flipping it to her rival. 

“Here, you earned it,” said Crystal. 

“Thank you very much,” replied Rachel. 

“What was that for?” asked Kayleigh. 

“We had a bet if I could turn you into a popular girl, remember?” asked Rachel. 

“Wait! This whole thing was over a dollar?” asked Kayleigh. 

“Not just a dollar,” replied Rachel. “I got bragging rights too.” 

“You guys have been feminizing me all this time just for a dollar. You had to have spent hundreds, if not thousands, of dollars!” exclaimed Kayleigh. 

“Relax, you’re going to get to get to your first popular kid party,” said Crystal. 

“Well, I will as Kayleigh anyway.” 

“No, you’ll be going early as Max and then come back near the end as Kayleigh,” replied Crystal. 

“I don’t understand,” said Kayleigh. 

“Your sister Jill had a chat with us. She reminded us that if we had the talent to make you a popular girl, there was no reason we couldn’t also make you a popular boy,” said Rachel. 

“We’re taking you under our wing and I promise you can’t have bigger wing women than the two most popular girls in the school,” said Crystal. 

“Now that the bet is over, I don’t really have to be Kayleigh anymore, do I?” 

“Honestly, we’re having way too much fun with you to stop now,” said Crystal. 

“Do you really hate it because we don’t have any intention of taking it easy on you?” asked Rachel. 

“No, I guess not.” 

“Good, because you’re really good at it,” said Rachel. 

“Also, I kind of made a bet with Rachel that you could fool Brad on a date,” said Crystal. 

“No way!” exclaimed Kayleigh. 

“This is going to be such a fun spring and summer,” said Rachel. 




The End
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BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.  I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable 

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable      
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TUNE INTO THE FEMINIZATION
BOUDOIR PODCAST

The Feminization Boudoir Podcast
features many of Candy Apple Press’s
hottest stories read by some of the
sexiest and most dominant women on
the internet as well as interviews and
other bonus content. It's available wher-
ever you listen to podcasts and easy to
find with a simple google search or go to
https.//anchor.fm/kylie-gable
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you'll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.
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Please consider joining my Patreon Page.
For as little as $1 per month, you get access
to artwork, audios, and stories as well as
behind the scenes news and stories. If you
enjoy my books, this is a great way to sup-
port me and the other Candy Apple Press
authors while getting plenty of fun content for
your support.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable





