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Dean Webb. I can't see that name on my mailbox without laughing to myself. One thing about biting off more than you can chew; at least you never have to worry about going hungry.  I spent enough time in detention when I was a student to know the racket. Like when a man gets fired as a mall cop for excessive brutality, he doesn't get so picky about who plays the tune--just so the chorus still comes around every other Friday.

When my old friend Paul Nolan made it as a Vice-Principal, I never expected to receive a call from him with a job offer. Still, people like Paul have a habit of making you forget all the crummy things they ever did to you by doing you a well-timed solid.  That was Paul. He might owe you $200 from a couple of poker games, but then he'd get you out of a parking ticket through a connection.

What he did for me was to keep a roof over my head. It wasn't much of a roof, but it kept the rain off my sheets. Paul got me the Dean of Discipline job, and an office just outside the aging boiler room to boot.  Every day, I inhaled fumes stronger than the Irish Coffee I made myself for stamina. I could only hope that the asbestos was kept from my lungs by the carefully placed duct tape on the creaky old pipes, but it was a job.

It was 8:30 on a Wednesday morning and I was fully reclined in my dilapidated green office chair when she walked into my office like a newborn fawn trying to find its legs. She was cute, and all I could think was "  sister, those kids will eat you alive."  Her voice was alright too.  It reminded me of a furnace full of marshmallows.

"Hello, Mister Webb.  I hope I'm not interrupting anything?"

"No," I said, suddenly remembering my manners and pulling myself up out of the chair. "I'm still new here, and I'm afraid I don't know everybody's name yet."

"That's alright," she said, "I'm Kate Underwood and I teach English here."

"Have people been complaining about me already?" I joked.

She chuckled out of obligation and then continued, "Nothing like that Mr. Webb. I'm here about one of my students. I'm worried that Joey Brooks is in trouble."

"From what I understand Joey is trouble.  I haven't been here long, but his name is all over the discipline reports that you teachers keep leaving in my mail box."

"He's not easy, I know that, but I've been making progress with him."

"They say they're making progress with the deficit too, but I haven't seen proof," I remarked.

"Let me explain," she said impatiently. "He hasn't been to school in a week.  Normally, I wouldn't be too worried about that. Attendance has never been his forte."

"I believe that. Go on?"

"Anyway," she began hesitantly, "I didn't think much of it until Rita Malloy and Wendy Gilliam were playing with a phone in the back of my classroom. I walked over and told them to put it away, but before they did, I saw they were watching a video of Joey."

"Yeah, kids do that sort of thing all the time."

"He was wearing a dress and makeup.  I almost didn't recognize him."

"You think he's getting in touch with a feminine side?"

"No, he was dancing to some pop music and he looked miserable, like somebody forced him to do it."

"I thought that he was a tough kid."

"Me too," she sighed. "The girls wouldn't tell me anything, and I'm not allowed to take their phone."

"So, you want me to talk to them?"

"No, they clammed up on me, and I don't think you'll get any further. I'd like you to go to Joey's house and talk to him.  If he's being bullied, maybe we can help."

"You forget something."

"What's that, Mr. Webb?"

"If he's at home, he's not causing any trouble here.  If he is being bullied, maybe we should put that down to just comeuppance."

"Is this your first time working in a school?" she asked.

"Yeah, does it show?"

"We don't give up on our kids, Mr. Webb," she lectured, sounding like she just caught me cheating on one of her English exams. "You need to learn that."

"Alright, I'll see what I can find out, but I can't make any promises."

"That's all I ask, Mr. Webb," she said, and left my dump of an office.

I let Paul know what I was doing, and he gave me permission to investigate. He didn't think highly of Joey,

either. I asked if he could get me a list of Joey's friends, and he told me he could put them all on a piece of confetti.

The only name would be Alex Gamboa.  I shrugged and told him I'd report back.





***



I read through Joey's file on the way to the apartment he lived in with his mom.  It was a third floor walkup in the worst part of the school district. I grew up in a neighborhood like this. A bunch of miserable working stiffs trying to make the books balance at the end of the month and the best way to do that is to keep one hand on your wallet and one hand on somebody else's.

The story was a tragic cliché.  Joey's dad was gone before the doctor slapped his son.  His mom was an old-fashioned girl and, by nine o'clock, she'd probably had two or three drinks already.

I walked up the stairs past a cat on the second landing.  He hissed at me. That's what passed for a greeting here.  Around here a  for rent sign read like a ransom note. I rapped on Joey's door the way that police do.

"Yeah, who is it?" called a voice through the wooden door.

"The names Webb, ma'am," I replied. "I'm from Joey's school."

"He can't be in any trouble.  He ain't been there in a week."

"That's what I'd like to talk to him about.  Look, I'm holding my identification up to the eye hole."

"I don't know where my glasses are.  That don't do me no good. Slide it under the door."

I did what she wanted.  I was probably the first man to do what she wanted since the Bush administration. The first Bush. She checked out my identification and declared it valid.  I heard three deadbolts slide as she unlocked the door to let me in.

When I stepped into the dingy apartment, I gave her the once over. She had flaming red hair and looked like thirty-five going on sixty.  Her voice sounded like breaking glass and her eyes had an almost vacant look.  Even though it was after nine, she was still wearing a bathrobe.  The nub of a cigarette was in her right hand.

"I don't know what's with that boy sometimes, but he says he's sick, so I thought I'd better just let him stay home," she announced.

Nothing I hated more than a parent pissing on my leg and telling me it was raining. I used to see this with shoplifters and parents all the time.  If you can't control your kid or are disinterested in doing it, just admit it.  Don't go campaigning for parent of the year. Don't act like you discussed your child's condition with a group of distinguished medical experts and, in their opinion, bed rest was the order of the day.

"Yeah," I said. "You never want germs spreading around the classroom."

"I'm sure he'll be better soon."

"Do you mind if I talk to him?"

"Sure, but he's still sleeping.  His bedroom is on the left."

I opened the designated door and found Joey still in bed.  I flipped the light switch, but the overhead light was burned out, so I turned on a lamp. I took a look at the kid.  He wasn't what I expected.  He wasn't slight or anything, but from his record I assumed he'd be a big kid.  Under the covers, I couldn't really judge his height, but I figured Joey was maybe five foot nine.

He looked up at me intently, like a frog watching a fly, and said, "What the hell do you want?"

"We've missed you at school Joey," I said.

"Who the hell are you?"

"I'm the new dean.  My name's Mr. Webb."

"Oh yeah, I forgot they hired a new one after we chased off Mr. Dipshit."

"Yeah, that's me."

"They got you playing truant officer now?  Even Dipshit wasn't an errand boy."

"You ready to cut the Brando act so we can talk?"

"Who's Brando?"

"A movie star," I replied. "Word is you're becoming quite a movie star, too." I got the reaction I was looking for.  He was paler than an Osmond family reunion.

"Y-you don't make any sense. Go hassle somebody else.  I'll be back in school tomorrow."

"Get out of bed kid," I instructed him.

"Fuck you," he spat.

"You could get in trouble for talking that way."

"What are you going to do? Suspend me?"

"Yeah, you got a point." I said ripping the covers off him.  I couldn't believe my eyes and couldn't hold back a laugh.  He was dressed in a bright red baby doll nightie, with black thigh high stockings, and the highest pair of

CFM pumps I'd seen outside of Vegas.

"You want to explain this?"

"I'm not telling you anything."

"Fine, maybe I should call your mother in here then."

"No! You can't do that," he pleaded, grabbing my arm

"Then talk.  We found Rita Malloy and Wendy Gilliam looking at a video of you dressed in drag and dancing.

What's going on?"

"Yeah, some of the girls have blackmail on me.  They've been forcing me to make videos."

"You're over eighteen, but that's still illegal and a violation of the school code of conduct.  If you finger them, I can suspend them."

"I can't finger them.  It's way bigger than Rita and Wendy. If I tell on them, they'll fuck me up."

"You've got a rep for being a tough kid, Joey. What are a couple of girls going to do to you?"

"You don't understand. They can destroy lives.  Just leave me alone," he begged. "You're only going to make it worse."

I wasn't going to get anywhere with Joey, so I decided to quit while I was ahead. I didn't want to be in his bedroom any more than he wanted me in there.  Fortunately, there are always several ways to get to to the truth.

Unfortunately, sometimes, when the highway is closed, you have to stick to the surface streets.

I went back to school and decided to put my 1998 Dell desktop computer to work on something other than Solitaire. I opened up Rita Malloy's file and, like every other adult in the school, I was impressed.  She had a B+

GPA, a fist full of extracurricular activities, and not a single misconduct report.

Wendy Gilliam's was much the same.  These two girls had never been in trouble a day in their life.  I was tempted to just leave it there, content in the knowledge that these two little angels had somehow put the fear of God into one of the biggest bullies in the school. Something was nagging at me, though.  Maybe it was Joey's hardscrabble life, but here I was putting my nose where it didn't belong to save a pachyderm from a pair of mice. My forehead must have had sucker stamped on it in indelible ink.

I sent for the girls and within ten minutes they were in my office, making with the  yes sir and  no sir bit.  Rita was a brunette with a long ponytail. Wendy had a short blonde bob. Otherwise, these girls were indistinguishable.

So much so that they could have been twins.

Their clothing was impeccably stylish without looking trashy or slutty. Their smiles were blindingly white, and their makeup was tasteful and understated. They both smelled delightful, but in a sweet and innocent way, like a field of wild flowers.

I knew from my time at the mall that a good interrogation was all about fear.  This was where you succeeded or failed. The tough kids were all about bluster.  They didn't want to show fear, and they wouldn't say a word.

However, if you cracked their shell they'd spill their guts in a heartbeat.  Girls like this were different.  They weren't used to getting in trouble, and they didn't like it one bit. If you scared them, they'd be overwhelmed. Either they'd clam up or burst into tears. Then they'd run to their mommy and daddy, who'd make like Gloria Allred and Alan Dershowitz. You had to make girls like this feel comfortable.

"I don't mean to be impertinent Mr. Webb," said Rita, "but I would really like to get back to physics class as soon as possible."

"Oh, of course, Rita," I said. "I don't expect this to take more than a couple of minutes, and I'll have you right back in class."

"We're not in any trouble, are we, Mr. Webb?" asked Wendy.

"Now, why would you even think such a thing?" I asked. "I looked over both of your records, and you're just the type of students we want here at Truman. Your grades are amazing; you've got a lot of extra-curricular activities.  I just wish we had more like you."

"I really appreciate you saying that, Mr. Webb," said Rita. "I just don't understand why you called us out of class."

"Well, I was talking with Ms. Underwood," I explained. “She told me that--"

"If it's about the phone, Mr. Webb, we were totally wrong and we know it," interjected Rita. "We promise it will never happen again, and we both wrote letters to Ms. Underwood apologizing for having phones in her class."

"That's fine girls, but she told me you were watching a movie of one of your classmates. A rather disturbing video at that," I said.

"Well, no," replied Wendy. "We were watching that new music video.  Remember Rita?"

"Oh yeah," said Rita enthusiastically. "I just had to see it.  It was pretty stupid to be so wrapped up in retrospect."

"So it wasn't a video of Joey Brooks?" I asked.

"Joey Brooks? Of course not," said Rita.

"Well in that case, I guess we'll just put it down to a misunderstanding.  You can go back to class now," I said.

"Thank you, Mr. Webb," replied Rita.

"Yes, thank you, sir," added Wendy.

"You know, girls, I can't shake the feeling you're playing me like Billy Gibbons plays a solo. Joey is a bully and a trouble maker. Still, if you have a job like mine and you wink at too much, all you get are sore eyelids.

Whatever's going on, it needs to stop."

"Who is Billy Gibbons?" asked Rita.

I started to explain, but how do you tell somebody born in 1999 about ZZ Top?

"We better get back to class, Mr. Webb," said Wendy. "You know, I know this is the first time we've met, but I remember you from the mall."

"You've got a keen eye, kid," I said.

"You might want to cut down on the onion rings, Mr. Webb.We don't have segways for maneuvering around the school."

Scratch away the surface of any princess like an instant lottery ticket and you always find the mean girl lurking underneath. That didn't help me one bit. Without a victim coming forward or a confession from the girls, this was going nowhere. I'd have to express my regrets to Kate Underwood and move on to the growing stack of discipline reports that I'd been neglecting.

 

It was nearly three o'clock and I had an awful taste in my mouth.  I think it was saliva.  I headed down to the time clock in the main office to punch out for the day. I had an appointment with an empty bar stool at  The Kerryman.  The time clock was a popular place to be at the end of the school day. I took my spot in the queue and waited my turn.  As luck would have it, Kate Underwood joined the line right behind me.

"Hello, Mr. Webb," she said by way of greeting.

"Please, call me Carl," I said. "If we're working together there's no need to be so formal."

"Alright, Carl, you may feel free to call me Kate."

"I'm sorry, Kate," I said forcing a smile, "but I think I struck out on the whole Joey Brooks thing."

"Not at all," she said. "I got an email from him about ten minutes ago promising me he'd be here tomorrow, and he attached one of the assignments he missed."

"That doesn't sound like him."

"Well, I think I'm finally starting to get through to these kids. That's a very gratifying thing, you know."

"Mr. Webb," a booming voice bellowed behind me.  I recognized it as belonging to the principal of the school, Connie Bauer.  Ms. Bauer had to be at least fifty-five years old, because you just don't get that ugly without years of practicing. She stood almost six feet tall, and her pink suit jacket could barely contain her very ample breasts.

"Yes, Ms. Bauer, I was just leaving," I said.

"I would have a word with you first," she said. "Step into my office."

It doesn't matter how old you get, a visit to the principal's office is always terrifying. I took a seat on a cheap brown vinyl chair. I hadn't really gotten to know Ms. Bauer.  She seemed like the type of person who breathed about every other minute, and now I found myself right in her crosshairs.

"You know, when Mr. Nolan told me to take a chance on you I was skeptical," began Ms. Bauer. "I just don't understand your judgment. You're hauling two of our best students into your office to traumatize them over allegations that they're bullying one of the worst offenders we've got in the whole school.  That makes absolutely no sense to me."

"I had a teacher request I pay a visit to Joey Brooks.  I went to his home and talked to him.  He wasn't sick, but he seemed positively terrified of these girls."

"Joey Brooks skipping school is hardly news Mr. Webb."

"I know, but one of the toughest kids in the school being scared of a couple of girls with clean discipline records just doesn't make sense either."

"I imagine that being so new to a school environment there's a lot that doesn't make sense to you.  However, you've just made things very difficult for me, and for you as well."

"How so?"

"Rita Malloy's mom is on the School Board, and she is outraged that you harangued her daughter today."

"Great, I just have a way with people, I guess."

"Just watch yourself, Mr. Webb, or I'll have to find a new Dean who will."

"Yes, Ms. Bauer," I replied.

"You may go now, but I'm watching you.  One more slip up and I'll throw you out on your keister."

"I understand Ms. Bauer," I said getting up to leave.  The stuff a guy will put with for $40,000 a year and benefits.

 

I was walking out to the parking lot, which is very near the gym, when I noticed a loud commotion. As I investigated, I heard some strange conversation coming from inside the girl's locker room:

 

"Come on bitches; if you want us to cut you lose, then you'd better start kissing with some passion.  We've got plenty of lipstick and we can stay here all night." 

"I say we just leave them like this." 

"I like the way those heels make your ass look, slut." 

 

If you stick your neck out too much, someone is liable to ask you to play the Sydney Carton roll in a revival of A Tale of Two Cities. With the School Board and the principal already on my ass, it didn't make a lot of sense for me to go traipsing into the girls' locker room.  I tried to ignore it and took two steps out to my car, but like Keith Richards passing a methadone clinic, I was drawn to the strange situation.

I crept inside and crouched down behind a towel rack, knowing just how bad this could be for my future. I could be banned from working in a school or even forced to report as a sex offender for that matter. Everybody was further inside, and nobody was currently changing, so that was good, at least.  I moved in a little further and, using a wall for cover, I peered in at the scene.

There were two girls dressed in prom dresses tied to each other in an awkward hugging position. About a dozen girls dressed in our school's volleyball uniforms were standing around them, drawing on them with sharpies and snapping wet towels at their terrified captives.  I noticed that their taunts were quite sexual, and they were demanding that the girls kiss for them.

"I'm going to draw a dick on Patrick's face and I want you to cover it with lipstick so get ready to kiss him good, Manny," ordered one of the girls before taking a sharpie to her frightened victim's face.

Things were starting to make a bit more sense. The victims were definitely male, and, unless I missed my guess, hardened discipline cases.  They were not hastily made up.  The one they called Patrick wore a jade green dress with a long slit in the front, and it looked expensive.  His shoes were open toed sandals that displayed his toe nails, painted bright red. Manny was in a short silver dress, and his legs had clearly been shaved.  Their attackers had taken their time to make up the guys this way.  It wasn't the sort of thing the girls would have time to do after volleyball practice.

"Okay, this time I want to see lots of tongue," said the same girl, satisfied with the work Manny had done on the penis she drew.  She reapplied his lipstick and was making new demands.

"Please, girls, just let us go.  This has gone far enough," pleaded the guy they called Manny. A snap of a wet towel made him yelp and ended his complaints.

"Do as we say or we're going to reposition you into a 69," said a cute brunette volleyball player. Reluctantly, the two boys began to kiss each other deeply to the hoots and hollers of the girls who were enthusiastically taking pictures and videos.

"Okay boys, thanks for the entertainment," said a tall blonde, "but we need to get changed and leave."

"Please don't leave us like this," begged Manny.

"You can't," cried Patrick.

Ignoring their pleas, she took a long roll of elastic athletic bandage and wrapped it around the guys' heads.

They were effectively blindfolded and stuck lip locked with each other in a supremely humiliating position. Two girls lifted up the guys' dresses and tucked them into their panties exposing their rear ends and the sharpie artwork that now adorned their butts.  The girls began to head back to their lockers and would soon see me.

"What's going on in here?" I called out, still not letting myself be seen. "I'm covering my eyes, but you've got thirty seconds to get out of here before I open them and start writing discipline referrals."

"Shit, it's the Dean," cried out one of the girls. I could hear them all scattering and rushing for the other exit.

"Mmph!" came the sound from the two boys.

When I didn't hear the girls anymore, I walked into the part of the locker room where the boys had been secured and began to unwrap the bandages. "I imagine you boys are anxious to get out of that predicament."

"Yeah, this is so humiliating," replied Patrick.

"I understand," I replied, "and I'll be happy to cut you down, but I hope you don't mind.  I have some questions first."

"Can't you let us down first? We can come to your office tomorrow," begged Manny.

"Funny thing is I tried talk to somebody in a similar situation earlier today and he wouldn't budge.  Then

again, he wasn't tied up and he was out of his dress already."

"Come on, don't be a dick," pleaded Patrick.

"Are those your clothes over in the corner?  I'd hate to have to impound them until I was done with this investigation."

"What does that mean?" asked Patrick.

"It means he's going to take our clothes and make us walk home in these dresses," explained Manny.

"Or you can just talk to me.  We can do this nice and easy.  Start bytelling me who did this to you?"

"There were like six of them and they wore masks," replied Manny, obviously frightened.

"So, you don't know who they were?" I asked.

"No, but we were set up by Monica Bridwell and Paula Gomez," said Manny.

"You're sure about that?" I asked.

"Yeah, they led us right into an ambush," said Manny.

"Why did they do it?"

"Them bitches be crazy," said Patrick.

"Try again in a way it doesn't sound like a 1990s standup comedian."

"It was just the usual bullshit stuff.  They accused me of being a sexual predator because I groped some chick in the bathroom. They said more or less the same thing about Patrick," confessed Manny.

"I probably should just leave you in here, you know."

"Don't play us like that.  We squealed," begged Patrick.

"Six girls did this to you?"

"Yeah, I swear," said Manny.

"So, I assume two were Rita Malloy and Wendy Gilliam, but who were the others?"

"We never said Rita or Wendy," said Manny. "I guess they could have been there."

"Okay, I'll let you go and I can get you into the boy's locker room to clean up and change, but if there's anything you're not telling me, I'm going to find out.  It's what I do."

I waited as the boys got changed and removed their makeup as best as they could.  By the time they left, the school was kind of deserted and peaceful, like a painting in a museum or a warm bottle of beer.

I figured I'd skip  The Kerryman tonight.  Four or five hours of trying to buy back 1994 at $3 a beer was going to do even less for my brain than it would for my figure, and I wanted to be very alert come morning.  I drove home, picked out the usual second notices from my mailbox, and was in bed by nine-thirty.  I almost felt respectable.





***



The next morning found me at school before eight.  When first period started, I was walking into Ms.

Underwood's class.  Despite having a room full of students, she smiled at me entering. I saw Joey Brooks had in fact returned to class, but I wasn't expecting to see Manny and Patrick in class with him.  There were other rough boys like Joey's friend Alex Gamboa. Ms. Underwood was young and idealistic. This was the sort of class that went through a teacher like her the way a buzz saw goes through plywood.

When Ms. Underwood began to speak, I flashed back to every boring English class I ever had. With a highly affected voice she began:

 

WHEN the true poet comes, how shall we know him—

By what clear token,—manners, language, dress? 

Or shall a voice from Heaven speak and show him:

Him the swift healer of the Earth's distress! 

 

Good Lord! The woman was reading them  Leaves of Grass.  What was she thinking? You don't expect a high school kid to pay attention through Whitman. They were going to start yawning and then throwing things and checking their phones.  I was bracing for the coming maelstrom, but was shocked to find not even the slightest bit of turbulence. Even the worst kids sat attentively as she spoke.  Joey shocked me by raising his hand to ask a question about the material.  I'd never seen a teacher perform so flawlessly through such horribly stiff material.

As the students left the class, I strode up to talk to her. "You were amazing," I said. "You had them eating out of your hand."

"Thank you, Carl, but it really wasn't all that hard.  Great literature speaks to everybody, even students in a working class high school."

"Sorry, but all I found Whitman good for was as an antidote to insomnia."

"Well, fortunately, they seem much more receptive to it."

"I'll say," I replied. "I see that Joey is back, and Patrick and Manny were here too."

"Well, why wouldn't they be?"

"Nothing really, just they got a similar treatment to Joey, only maybe worse."

"Whatever do you mean?"

"They were tied up and forced to make out with each other while wearing prom dresses, heels, the whole nine yards."

"That's just awful."

"Yeah, I'm looking into it now."

"Well if I can be any help, Carl, just let me know."

"I will, Kate."

 

There are certain rules you learn about high school. The pizza is usually the most palatable thing on the lunchroom menu, no student is as big a freak as he thinks he is, and the energetic young teachers always get the trouble makers.  Because our state cut education funding yet again, a bunch of the third and fourth year teachers had been let go and replaced with first year teachers.  It was one of those practices they never talk about, but it's also how the dean vacancy got created in the first place.

That morning, I sat in on some classes.  I was constantly impressed by the classroom management of the new teachers.  Even when they had a difficult class, the students were definitely giving it their all. Ms. Devereaux shined in social studies, having the students searching for information about Singapore on their laptops. Not a single student was trying to sneak a peek at their social media or going to inappropriate sites.  In Ms. Cunningham's class, the students worked on a group project, and, again, every single student was on task. I was about to watch Ms. Alvaro's class when Paul saw me.

"So, you're shadowing the students now?" he asked me.

"Yeah, I figure if I'm getting a bunch of reports about their behavior in class, it only makes sense for me to check out that behavior."

"That sounds like a very good idea, Carl.  The more you know, the better you'll be able to do your job.  I understand you got chewed out by the principal."

"Yes, she ambushed me as I was leaving yesterday."

"I know it's not pleasant, but the way that Bauer got that job is by knowing what parents she couldn't afford to piss off. We have plenty of delinquents here who probably could use your attention. Going after an honors student who has a parent on the School Board will get you in trouble every time."

"Actually, there seems to be a remarkable decline in discipline problems, almost like getting in trouble is going out of style."

"So, sit back and enjoy it, buddy.  You can take credit for cleaning up the school."

"You know me better than that, Paul."

"I know," he said glumly. "Just don't make too many waves; you know what happened to The Titanic."

"Never got around to watching it," I said.

 

Did I stop pursuing matters by choice?  Maybe.  Truth is, I didn't have much to go on, and the school was running smoothly. I just sort of sat back and took the accolades for writing the occasional detention slip, or sitting down with a girl and explaining to her that the school had rules and she better start following them.

Did I say girl? That's just because all of the boys seemed to be unusually good. Sure, we'd have an occasional fight or rough housing incident, but the boys were ashamed and intimidated when they got caught, while the girls still gave me attitude.

 

I had no idea why until one day in early December. I had just finished an early afternoon walk around the school and returned to my office to find a blue thumb drive on my desk. I looked around to see who it might belong to, but nobody was around to claim it. I stared at the drive wondering if a student, or perhaps a teacher, had left it on my desk by accident.

When I finally popped it in my computer, I read the directory. Although it had no name on it, the disk was full of pictures. Looking through the thumbnails, I was stunned. The thing was full of images of the biggest hoodlums in our school, and they were all horribly incriminating.

There were pictures of guys shaving their legs, applying makeup, and putting on dresses, as well as pictures of their female classmates helping them with dresses and makeup or torturing them in some way. In some of the pictures the guys were tied up, but in most they looked perfectly happy. The guys had their faces clearly on display,

while the faces of the girls were always obscured or concealed.

I was pretty sure that the pictures had to do with the Joey Brooks situation and with the situation I walked in on with Manny and Patrick. There were a lot more than three boys on the drive though. I'd guess there were over a dozen boys, all of whom would probably do about anything to keep those pictures from getting out.

I put the thumb drive in my drawer, but I couldn't un-see those pictures. I'd already had my name sullied by the school board over the whole situation with Rita Malloy. I sure didn't need to go digging further, but there it was; the evidence that I had been looking for. No sooner had I tried to put the thumb drive out of my mind than Ms.

Angie Devereaux and Kate Underwood showed up at my door.

There was an awkward silence so I broke the ice.

"I don't suppose either of you ladies left this flash drive on my desk?" I asked.

"I don't think so," replied Angie. "We just stopped by to ask if you wanted to go out after work with us to  The Century Pub for a couple of beers."

"Ms. Devereaux, where I come from there are only two rules and one of them is you don't joke about beer."

"Oh, what's the second?" asked Kate.

"You don't turn down a beer," I said.

"Perfect," replied Angie. "Let's say six."

"What's the happy occasion?" I asked.

"There's no real occasion, but we thought we should have a night out just for the new people,"

I generally avoided  The Century Pub.  It was a teacher hangout, and there's nothing worse for a bar's character than a bunch of middle aged women figuring out everybody's share of the bill to the nearest penny. I didn't want that sort of thing ruining whatever chance I still had of having a good time.

Still, I showed up right on time at six on the dot.  Kate had already gotten a table in the back for us. I just hoped this wouldn't devolve into an evening of teacher talk.  Any time you get more than two of them in one place, that's always a distinct possibility.

"Hey, Carl, I'm glad you could make it.  I never get a chance to talk to you," said Kate.

"Yeah, I tend to be in my office most of the time unless there's a crisis."

"Well, thanks to you, there are a lot less crises this year than last."

"Maybe so, but I think you've got something to do with it."

"Me?" she replied. "How do you figure?"

"Well, I took my time to look in on your class--actually, all the new teachers' classes.  It's amazing!  The students are so focused on learning that they don't have any time to get in trouble."

"Actually, I think we discussed this once before.  Good literature will get through to anybody who gives it a chance," said Kate defensively.

"I'm sure Ms. Devereaux will tell me the same thing about good history.  Ms. Alvaro will swear that it’s good math that calms the heart of the eighteen year old beast."

"Just what are you driving at, Mr. Webb?"

"So, it's Mr. Webb now, is it?"

"If you're going to insinuate something, then I think perhaps it's better."

"I'm not insinuating, I'm just saying that we both know why you came back to my office.  You're playing a very dangerous game, Ms. Underwood."

Jo Cunningham arrived at our table carrying three beers.  When I'd seen her in school, she'd always looked like a cute, but mousey, schoolmarm type. Now she was dressed in a tight V-neck sweater and the designer definitely believed in capital letters.

"If you're trying to do this whole drinking thing, you're failing badly," joked Jo.  "I'll show you how it's done."

"Thanks, Jo," said Kate taking a swig of her beer, "Mr. Webb here was just telling me some of his very interesting theories on education."

"Oh, how intriguing," said Jo coyly. "Do continue."

"I leave the teaching to the teachers," I replied. "Still, I'd be lying if I said I wasn't curious about how that jump drive wound up on my desk."

"What jump drive?" asked Kate.

"The one that you and Devreaux came into my office looking for."

"We went into your office to invite you to come out with us," snapped Kate.

"Don't get me wrong, sunshine, I like a good recovery as much as the next guy, but a guy knows when he's the guest of honor at a pig roast and when he's the main course."

"And what an adorable little piggy you are, Carl," teased Jo.

Soon after, Angie Devreaux and Tina Alvaro arrived. "And now the gang is all here," said Tina.

"Glad you could make it, Carl," Said Angie. "Everybody just having beer?  I'll get us another round."

"Nonsense," I said. "I'll treat."

"Don't be silly, Carl," said Jo. "You know this won't be the last round."

"So, what was everybody talking about?" asked Tina.

"Hawaii," was my answer. I was suddenly feeling very outnumbered, and I had no idea who was in on the game.  I was just going to stand pat and watch a couple of hands.

"You've done an awesome job, Carl. I think you're well on your way to being a beloved figure in the school,"

said Tina.

"That's what I say," replied Jo.

"If you'd learn to take a compliment, Carl, you'd have a really easy time, you know," added Kate.

Angie returned with the beer and placed one in front of each of us.  Awkward at the sudden attention, I gulped it quickly.

"How does it feel to be the only guy out with four cute women, Carl?" asked Angie.

"Like a giraffe  adapinic with 4 lionesses," I replied.

"You always have the most colorful way of speaking, Carl. I should have you guest lecture when I talk about simile and metaphor," said Kate.

"That would be  inretin for sure," I replied.

"You're a lightweight, Carl, you've barely had two beers and you're already slurring your words," said Angie.

She was right, my speech was getting more and more incoherent, and my head was all cloudy. My cheeks were flushed and I felt so warm that I was starting to sweat. I had been drugged.  I had to get away.  If I was going to pass out, I didn't want it to be here, but I was weak as a kitten. With the teachers holding onto me, I soon was getting a really good view of the table top.



***



I am not 100% sure what happened next, but, since they drove my car to my apartment, I'm going to assume that they hauled me into it and drove me.  They had everything planned out ahead of time, and as I slept off the effect of being roofied, they were busy shaving my body hair and dressing me up in a black corset, lace panties, black fishnet stockings, and ridiculously high heeled sandals.  They even painted my toes bright red and gave me heavy makeup.  A long blonde wig was pinned to my head.  Without realizing it, they had turned me into my aunt Martha.

They took my arms and ziptied them to my bedposts. The zipties were so small that, with pillows blocking them, they wouldn't show up in a photograph and even if they did, they could pass for bracelets. I had vague memories of making out with someone when I was delirious--Jo and Angie maybe--but I was in and out of consciousness so I couldn't be sure of anything.

The sun was beaming in through my window and that worried me, and not only because I couldn't shield my eyes.  I had always looked at a hangover as just the price of being sober in the morning, but there was a jackhammer and a dentist's drill tearing into a church bell in my head right now.

"Welcome back, Carl," said Kate, noticing me stir.  She was standing next to Angie and their clothes had been changed.  They were definitely dressed for school.  It suddenly hit me that I had work today, too.

"Let's make this easy, Carl," said Angie. "Where's the jump drive?"

"Usually you put them in USB ports, don't you?"

"Unfortunately, one of our little honor students got second thoughts, but it doesn't really change anything, Carl.  Besides, you've seen the school.  You know what we've done has made it better for everybody," said Kate.

"So, I should just let your little game continue?"

"We didn't start this, Carl.  Some of the girls came up with it on their own, and it did work.  They were keeping the worst of their classmates in line and suddenly we could teach again.  The worst of the boys didn't dare step out of line because of the threat of what the girls could do to them.  We just helped them along after the fact,"

explained Angie.

"So, your conscience is clear," I smirked.

"Last week, I assigned twenty-nine students essays on  The Sun Also Rises.  Do you know how many I got back?"

"I haven't a clue."

"Twenty-nine."

"So, they give up their rights and their masculine identity and they learn about Hemingway?"

"Okay, Carl, we tried playing this the nice way, but now we're going to have to do this in a much less agreeable way, I'm afraid," said Angie. "Early this morning, a couple of students, dressed up in lingerie themselves,

hopped into bed with you for some pictures."

"I had been hoping it was you two."

"Now, both were senior boys and there was nothing illegal about it, but if these pictures were given to the school board, you would not only lose your job, but you would be barred from ever working in a school again," said Angie.  Kate held some of the vile pictures up so that I could see them. In their zealous haste to help the students, they didn't seem too concerned about what would happen to their two young victims.

"You don't have to fight us on this, Carl," said Kate. "Tell us where the jump drive is and nobody will ever see the pictures. You can sit back and take credit for how much discipline has improved."

"Alright, I obviously don't have much of a choice here. I left the jump drive in my upper right hand desk drawer," I explained.

"That's a smart move Carl," cheered Kate.

"I'll give it to you if you want."

"I'm sorry, Carl, but I can't just trust you right now.  We're going to make sure we get to school before you do and we're going to get that jump drive.  If we get it, we'll send Joey to cut you loose," explained Angie.

"She's right," frowned Kate. "We'll make it up to you."

"You know, you do kind of make a sexy woman," said Angie. "We better get going."

 

Once they left, I managed to get out of the zip ties by brute force.  My wrists would have some odd shaped bruises for a week or two, but I was free.  I reached into my sock drawer and pulled out the blue jump drive.  I dropped it into an envelope along with my resignation. I had as much business working in a public school as I would have had in a convent.

I wiped the makeup off my face and changed my clothes as quickly as I could. Paul Nolan was a good man, I'd let him to decide what to do about the feminization racket. I decided it was time for me to hit the road.  I know there are a lot of malls out West, and one of them is bound to need a slightly used mall cop.

The problem with investigating is nobody knows what they'll find when they start. They might find a bullet or a pink slip.  I found a pair of heels with my name on them.  Funny thing was the radio was playing  These Boots are Made for Walking as I drove out of that school parking lot for the last time.  Give me a good sturdy pair of Rockports and you can keep the heels.
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KYLIE'S 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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