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THE SORORITY BITCHES

by Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

 

He had seen them around of course. As a freshman at DuPont College living in Clancy Hall, he was very aware that his room was just across a small side street barely larger than an alley from the Zeta Omega Kappa sorority house. Every night, Charlie O’Connell used to stare out the window at the sorority girls and wonder if he’d have a chance with any of them before he graduated.

It wasn’t even October yet, and it was still pleasantly warm one afternoon when he laid out on the grass to read his economics textbook. He pulled off his t-shirt and used it as a pillow. It wasn’t too comfortable, but the book was so boring that within moments he had fallen fast asleep.

It was the sound of whistling that woke him up. Two girls were standing at the side door of the Zeta house and whistling for his attention. It finally woke him, and he was surprised to see them waving for him to come over.

They were cute girls. Neither was particularly tall, which was fine with him at only five-foot-five. They both were quite buxom with their tight sorority t-shirts struggling to contain their large breasts. Charlie wasn’t about to pass up a chance like this. He raced over to see what they wanted, leaving his t-shirt, towel, and econ textbook behind.

The taller girl introduced herself as Kelly; she had long black hair and struck him as a bit of a girly girl. On the other hand, the other girl Mandy was barely over five feet tall. She had a great smile and infectious laugh. Her hair was shorter but definitely stylish.

“Can I help you with something or did you just call me over to meet me?” asked Charlie.

“Well,” said Kelly. “Mostly we wanted to meet our neighbor, but if you wanted to help us with something, yeah there is something you could do for us.”

“It shouldn’t take long, and we’d be very grateful,” cooed Mandy.

“Sure, I was really bored reading my economics book,” said Charlie.

“Reading? More like you were sleeping,” said Mandy. Both girls laughed, and Charlie instantly fell in love with their infectious laughter.

“Well, I did say it was boring,” replied Charlie sheepishly.

Kelly and Mandy led Charlie up to their second-floor room. The sorority house seemed like a dream. There were hot girls everywhere, and he made up his mind to keep on Mandy and Kelly’s good side so that he’d be invited back.

“How can I be of service ladies?” asked Charlie.

“Right to business. I like that,” observed Mandy.

“Well, what we need is on the top shelf of the closet if you can reach that bag up there for us,” said Kelly.

“Yeah, no problem,” replied Charlie. Later, he would realize just how foolish he was. It’s not like there weren’t twenty girls in the house taller than him.

“Thanks, Charlie,” said Mandy.

“This pink bag here?” asked Charlie.

“No, the blue one at the very top,” said Kelly.

Charlie could just reach it if he stretched on his tiptoes. That was exactly what the girls hoped he would do. As he leaned forward as far as he could, Kelly subtly put her foot in front of his legs, and Mandy pushed him forward.

He tripped forward, his fall broken by the clothes on the closet floor.

“Very funny,” replied Charlie, but he soon realized the trick was not simply tripping him. Kelly held down his ankles while Mandy pulled his wrist behind his back and began lashing his hands together behind his back.

“I got him now,” said Mandy. She was far from done, but his wrists had been wrapped four times by a coil of rope that was then cinched. By the time Charlie could figure out a way out of that, she’d have added a lot more to his bondage.

Mandy had not been into tying people up for very long, but it was almost like she had found her true calling in life. She weaved intricate spider webs like a black widow playing with her prey as well as restraining it. If she left a knot where her victim could reach it, it was because she wanted him to reach it and usually because that knot was completely irrelevant and untying it would do nothing but waste time.

“This isn’t funny,” protested Charlie as he felt his freedom slip away.

“I don’t know about that,” said Kelly. ‘It’s pretty funny.”

“Okay, his wrists are done, we can pull him up,” said Mandy. The two girls pulled him up to his feet where Mandy wrapped more rope to secure his arms to his sides.

Mandy went over to the makeup collection that she had arrayed on her desk. She found a bright cherry red lipstick and unscrewed the top. Charlie looked at it like a serpent ready to strike. Bringing the lipstick up to his forehead and steadying him with her left hand on the back of his head, in perfect penmanship she scrawled the Greek letters Zeta Omega Kappa on his forehead.

“What did you write on my forehead?” asked Charlie.

“Oh relax, we like to put our name on our property is all,” said Kelly.

“I’m not your property,” argued Charlie.

“Well you kind of look like it now,” joked Amanda as she pulled tightly to finish knotting off the ropes around Charlie’s chest.

“Can you please hold him still for me?” asked Kelly.

“With pleasure,” said Mandy. With his arms pinned to his side and his hands restrained behind his back it was easy for her to anchor him in place.

Kelly again wrote on their frightened captive. With big sweeping letters she put the letters B-I-T-C-H right across his chest. He audibly sighed when he saw it.

“Aw, somebody likes your handiwork,” teased Kelly.

“I do not,” protested Charlie trying to shake free of Mandy, but without any luck.

“Would you like us to let you go?” asked Mandy.

“Yes, of course I do,” said Charlie angrily.

“Maybe after some pictures,” said Kelly grabbing her phone.

“Oh, come on,” complained Charlie.

“Hold this,” said Kelly. “If we’re going to do pictures, let’s make sure he’s presentable.”

Kelly grabbed Charlie’s chin in her left hand and squeezed his cheeks until his lips puckered. She then applied the bright red lipstick to his lips as well.

“Aw, somebody is pretty now,” said Mandy laughing at Charlie’s comical appearance. She noticed him shuddering with shame and humiliation. The lipstick really seemed to affect him. She wondered if Kelly noticed it too.

Mandy snapped a dozen selfies of the three of them.

“Do you want copies?” teased Kelly.

“No,” snapped Charlie.

“Oh don’t pout,” cooed Kelly.

“I think we need to let Charlie here go. We’ve monopolized enough of his time,” said Mandy.

“Yes, please just let me go,” pleaded Charlie turning his back and offering his bound hands to Mandy, but rather than untying him. Mandy pantsed him. Kelly needed the bed to steady herself, she was laughing so hard at the sight of Charlie with his pants and underwear tangled at his ankles.

“Okay, now you can go,” said Mandy cackling wickedly.

The girls each grabbed one of Charlie’s arms and pushed him out in the doorway before slamming the door to his room shut. He tripped over his pants and wound up face down on the carpet just as a pair of Zetas was walking by.

“Nice package,” said a blonde girl.

“Looked a little small to me,” said her Asian friend.

Charlie was pretty sure he had an average size penis, but that didn’t mean he wanted everybody to see it.

Without the use of his hands, it took considerable squirming for Charlie to get up to his feet. He wanted to race out of the house before anybody else saw him, but going down the stairs with his pants and underwear bunched around his ankles was a tricky proposition.

It took him nearly five minutes to shuffle down the stairs and in that time he drew quite an audience. The women of the sorority house gathered at the bottom of the stairs and laughed at the pantsless stranger stumbling down their stairs.

When he got to the bottom, things got a bit easier. He rushed to the back door and tried to open the door behind his back. It took another couple of precious minutes and then mercifully he was outside.  Unfortunately, he was still pantsless outside.  The windows of the sorority were full of Zetas laughing their heads off at Charlie’s appearance.

Charlie tried to bend down to pull up his pants, but Mandy had tied his hands facing the wrong direction, and it was impossible. He heard two familiar voices laughing at him from the second-floor window, but he ignored them and ran straight for the bushes next to the dorm where he could get some privacy and try to undo Mandy’s handiwork. Unfortunately, undoing her handiwork was no easy matter. She hadn’t left any knots where he could cinch them, and the rope was tightly cinched so he couldn’t just slip out of the ropes either.

“It looks like he went into the bushes to hide,” said Mandy. “It’s going to take him a long time to get out of that without a knife.”

“How mean are we feeling?” asked Kelly.

“Very mean,” said Mandy giggling at the question.

“Yeah me too,” replied Kelly.

“Why?”

Kelly picked up her phone again and dialed it. “Hello, campus security. I’m a student at that Zeta Omega Kappa house, and I’m looking out my window, and there’s a guy at Clancy Hall hiding in the bushes and looking in the windows. He’s not wearing any pants.”

“Oh, that is mean,” said Mandy.

Kelly and Mandy pulled chairs over to the window and watched. At one point they saw Charlie glaring up at them and waved and blew him kisses. He had no idea that security was coming for him, but soon two campus security guards screeched to a halt in front of Charlie’s dorm. Both guards were women. One was a tall Hispanic, while the other was a shorter blonde.

“This is perfect,” said Mandy.

Even though it was still sunny outside, the security guards shined flashlights into the bushes. Charlie tried to hide, but soon the light of the flashlights was on him.

“Step out now sir,” said the blonde security guard.

“Hands up,” added the Hispanic.

With much trepidation, Charlie exited the security of the bushes. It was only now that the guards saw that he was bound and could read the sorority letters written on Charlie with lipstick.

“Well we won’t ask you to put his hands up,” said the blonde.

“Don’t you dare put anything up,” teased the Hispanic.

“Whatever you did to those girls, I hope it was worth it,” said the blonde as her partner went over to untie him.

“I didn’t do anything,” protested Charlie.

“Well, we’ll put it down to a prank unless you want us to pursue it,” said the Hispanic guard.

“No, I just want to forget about it,” said Charlie finally pulling up his pants and rubbing the circulation back into his wrists.

“Well that went better than we could have hoped,” said Mandy.

“That’s for sure,” said Kelly. “How fun was that?”

Following his brush with campus security, Charlie picked up his econ textbook, shirt, and towel before racing into the dorm and up to his room. Getting the lipstick writing off was harder than he expected, and he was still trying to scrub it off with soap and water when his roommate Scott walked in and plopped on his bed. “What happened to you?”

“You haven’t heard?” asked Charlie. “I’m shocked.”

“Nope, not a word. That writing is cute. Are you pledging Zeta Omega Kappa now?”

“No, some girls at the Zeta house did this to me,” said Charlie.

“Oh wow,” said Charlie suppressing a laugh. “What did you do to them?”

“Hell if I know,” said Charlie, “but they wrote on me with lipstick, and it’s not coming off.”

“Yeah, it’s stained. It looks like red marker now,” said Scott. “Soap and water are not doing it.”

“No this is as good as it gets.”

Scott began to type on his phone and soon announced, “You need oil.”

“You mean like gasoline?” asked Charlie.

“No stupid, like if you don’t have make remover, baby oil or even cooking oil will work.”

“I don’t have any of that,” said Charlie.

“I have some in the medicine cabinet,” said Scott. “Help yourself.”

“Why do you have baby oil?”

“My elbows get dry and gross,” said Scott. “Same with the bottom of my feet.”

“It’s weird, but it seems to get this lipstick off so thanks,” said Charlie.

“How are you going to get them back,” asked Scott.

“I don’t know. What can I do?”

“I know that they have a party over at the Sigma house.”

“Great, I guess I can try and crash the party,” suggested Charlie.

“No, think about it.  When they’re all out of the house, that’s when you mess with their room and get revenge.”

“How would I get inside? They leave the doors locked,” said Charlie.

“They don’t lock all the windows. You find an open window, and you can go right inside.”

“Not every girl will be at the party, I’m sure.”

“Maybe not,” replied Scott. “You just have to avoid the rooms with girls in them and be quiet.”

“I don’t know, that sounds risky,” said Charlie.

“You’re going to let them get away with this then?”

“Okay, I’ll do it if you’ll come with me,” said Charlie.

“You got it,” replied Scott. “Nobody but me messes with my roommate.”

 

On the day of the party, they struck. The two freshmen looked a bit silly as they dressed in black and snuck across the two lawns and the road that separated Clancy Hall from the Zeta House. They crept behind the house where it was less likely that somebody passing by would see them and they found an open first-floor window to crawl in through.

“See, I told you it would be easy,” said Scott.

“Don’t jinx us. Let’s get to their room and get out of here,” said Charlie.

“Lead the way.”

Charlie led Scott upstairs and to Kelly and Mandy’s room. He remembered it had a Harry Potter poster on it, so it wasn’t too hard to find. Quietly, they slid the door open thankful that it wasn’t locked.

“So, what are we going to do?” asked Charlie.

“Well, they wrote on you with lipstick. Why not do the same to their walls,” suggested Scott.

“Good idea.”

As Charlie used every lipstick that he could find to write SORORITY BITCHES on one wall and ZETA CUNTS on the other in two foot high letters, Scott busied himself going through their underwear drawers. Charlie looked over and could see his roommate with his hands full of panties that he was smelling deeply.

“What are you doing?” asked Charlie.

“They have some really sexy underwear. Take a look,” whispered Scott.

“We don’t have time for this,” replied Charlie.

“Let’s take some panties with us,” said Scott. “It’ll be like a panty raid. Pick one out.”

“Just grab a pair for me and let’s get out of here.”

Scott shoved a half dozen panties down his shirt and into his pants, and the two boys took off down the hall.

One of the Zetas who was sick with a cold and missed the dance thought she heard something, but by the time she investigated they were gone.

“Oh my God! My heart is beating a mile a minute,” said Charlie as he caught his breath just inside the doorway.

Scott threw the panties he stole on his bed before declaring, “You were avenged, bro.”

“I think they’re going to be pissed,” worried Charlie out loud.

“So, let them be,” replied Scott. “They started this.”

 

When Kelly and Mandy returned from the party, they were both a bit tipsy. They were laughing loudly and reveling in the good time they just had. That is until they opened the door and saw that they had been vandalized.

“Shit!” exclaimed Kelly looking around the room in disgusted

“How did this happen?” asked Mandy running her finger over the graffiti.

“Well, we didn’t lock the door to our room.”

“Nobody locks the door to their room.”

“Nobody does,” said Mandy. “Oh shit, I wonder who else got it.”

For the next ten or fifteen minutes, the girls pounded on doors and checked with their sorority sisters. None of them had any damage or anything out of place in their rooms.

“It was that pervy guy, I bet,” said Kelly.

“The guy we fucked with? Yeah probably,” said Mandy.

“That stuff is going to be a bitch to get off our walls,” said Kelly.

“Yeah it will be,” said Mandy. “This isn’t over.”

“We’ll talk about it in the morning,” said Kelly. “I’m beat.”

When the girls awoke the next morning around 10, Mandy opened the window to let some air in and saw the familiar sight of some of her underwear. The difference was that this underwear was hanging from one of the dorm room windows on the second floor of Clancy Hall.

“I’m going to kill him!” exclaimed Mandy.

“What’s wrong?” asked Kelly surprised to see her usually calm roommate so agitated.

“Our panties are hanging from their dorm room window,” said Mandy. “I’m going to go over there and kick that scrawny little twerp’s ass.”

“Don’t.”

“I don’t see why not.”

“Because we can get him to come over here instead and get our revenge,” said Kelly.

“I’m listening.”

“We have pictures,” said Kelly. “I’m going to blow them up and post them outside our window.”

Kelly was a wiz at computer graphics. It took her no time to blow the pictures up to a size that was easily visible from Clancy Hall as well the street below. She had put colorful backgrounds on the pictures and even turned some into memes with humiliated captions.

 

Within two hours of the pictures going up, they received word that there was a guy downstairs who seemed extremely angry and wanted to see them. While Kelly went downstairs to go get Charlie and bring him up, Mandy went across the hall to talk to the two sisters who lived there Lauren and Anita.

When Kelly and Charlie made it up the stairs, they found Mandy sitting in the room calmly on the bed. As soon as Charlie felt they had some privacy, he bellowed, “Those pictures need to come down now!”

“I don’t think so,” said Mandy. “You defaced our walls. Those aren’t coming clean without painting, and you went through our underwear and then hung it out your window.”

“The underwear wasn’t me.”

“Then who was it?” snapped Kelly.

“My roommate, I swear.”

“How many of you perverts broke in here?” asked Mandy.

“Just the two of us, I swear. If you take them down, I’ll get Scott to return your underwear.”

“Scott is your roommate?” asked Mandy.

“Now, will you take those pictures down?”

“We’ll take something down,” replied Mandy crossing her arms across her chest.

“What?!” replied Charlie angrily.

“You,” smirked Kelly.

“Girls…” called Mandy.

Anita and Lauren stepped out of the closets. They were, for lack of a better term amazons. Anita was a six-foot tall African-American girl who played power forward on the basketball team while Lauren was a blonde, blue-eyed five-foot-ten inches tall javelin thrower on the track team. They had been best friends since they pledged together and they were Kelly and Mandy’s big sisters. They weren’t going to let this guy mess with Kelly and Mandy.

Charlie tried to make a run for it, but they quickly and not too gently grabbed him.

“Just let me go,” demanded Charlie.

“Now why would we do that?” asked Anita.

“You are in a lot of trouble, you know,” said Mandy.  “Breaking and entering, vandalism, theft, sexual assault —expulsion is probably the least of what you’re going to face.”

“Assault?! I didn’t assault anybody,” protested Charlie.

“You didn’t rape anybody, but you did go through our panties without permission. I feel violated,” said Mandy.

“Me too,” agreed Kelly.

“They can prove all of it too,” said Lauren.  “Are the panties still hanging from your window?”

“If you don’t want us to call the authorities, you have once chance to cooperate,” warned Mandy. “Just one.”

“Scott needs to be punished too,” said Kelly.

“Yeah, he does,” agreed Mandy.

“Fine,” said Charlie. “Breaking in and everything was his idea.”

“Good, then I need you to call him, but first we have some time to kill before you phone your roommate,” said Mandy.

“Strip,” said Kelly rather quietly.

“What?” asked Charlie.

“I said strip, bitch!” she snapped. Her tone totally changed, and it frightened Charlie.

“You want me to strip in front of everybody?”

“Yeah genius, I told you not to make me repeat myself.”

Charlie didn’t like being naked in front of a bunch of girls at all, but he still began taking his clothes off.  He told himself it wasn’t anything they hadn’t seen already. “It hasn’t grown since last time,” said Kelly. “Now let’s get his ass into the bathroom.”

With Lauren and Anita’s help, he was dragged down the hall to the bathroom and after Kelly went in to make sure no unsuspecting Zeta who happened to be showering got walked in on. With the coast clear, Charlie was thrown into the shower.  Kelly gave him a purple and white bottle and told him, “I want you to open them and spread the cream all over your legs, arms, and body."

Charlie popped open the bottle and began to spread the thick pink cream all over his body where Kelly directed him.  After a few minutes, she shook her head and asked for the bottle. She donned a pair of yellow rubber gloves and spread the cream all over his back, shoulders, and buttocks.

“What is this stuff? It stings,” complained Charlie.

“It tingles,” giggled Mandy.

“Don’t you worry about what it is,” said Kelly. “Actually, there’s still a lot left. I guess we should do your head too.”

Kelly poured the remains of the bottle all over his head and covered every inch of his scalp.

“That better not be hair remover,” protested Charlie.

“You’re not as a big a bimbo as I thought,” said Mandy.

“Don’t move an inch for the next ten minutes or else,” ordered Kelly.

After ten minutes, Kelly handed Charlie a green washcloth and ordered him to get busy and wipe off all that cream.”

Gratefully, he did as instructed, but his worst fears were confirmed when the shower was turned on, and everywhere he wiped with the washcloth the hair seemed to melt away and flow down the drain. He put his head under the shower and soon he was as bald as a cue ball. In a panic, he felt his smooth scalp and was near tears. The only thing that stopped him from crying was Kelly helping to wipe off any excess cream.  Mandy handed him a fluffy pink towel to dry off with.

Next Kelly handed him a bottle of body wash with a powerful feminine scent and told him to wash off.  When he was done, he smelled like a flower garden. “Oh my God! This stuff smells terrible.”

“Just shut up and get your ass back to our room,” ordered Kelly.

The girls guided Charlie back to Kelly and Mandy’s room and sat him down on the bed. He knew where the girls were taking things, so he was surprised they didn’t sit him at the vanity. The girls couldn’t stop laughing at his hairless body. When Charlie caught his own reflection in the mirror, he had to admit that he looked very pathetic.

“Where are my damn clothes?!” demanded Charlie.

“Hey, watching them was your responsibility,” said Mandy.

“Just do what you’re told, and you’ll be getting some clothes soon enough,” replied Kelly.

O ver the next thirty minutes, Charlie looked on in horror as Kelly worked on his fingers and Mandy worked on his toes.  They filed and lengthened his nails and coated both in two coats of bright red nail polish and one coat of clear.

“I think I really like the new you,” joked Mandy.

“Please stop,” pleaded Charlie. “This isn’t fair.”

“Kind of late for that isn’t it?” asked Anita. “Look what you did to their room.”

After the nails were dry, Kelly began to set out makeup on the vanity.  If Mandy was an expert on tying guys up, Kelly was a makeover genius.  She wasn’t just good with makeup, but it was almost like a sixth sense for how to best apply makeup for a person’s skin color and the shape of their face.  Now, she turned her considerable talents to Charlie.

“No, I can’t wear makeup. I’ll look like a girl.”

“That’s part of the punishment, princess.  So, quit your complaining, or we’re calling the police, and you can explain to the other people in the holding cell why you have such pretty nails,” said Mandy.

“Oh yeah, I bet you’ll be very popular,” said Lauren.

Charlie was seething, but he shut his mouth as Kelly began work on his face. Over the next half hour, Kelly did her magic including smoothing out his complexion with foundation, covering his lips with bright red lipstick and coating his eyelids with baby blue eyeshadow. She even glued false eyelashes on him and used black eyeliner to really make his eyes pop.

“Now, let’s do something about your hair,” said Kelly. She went into the closet and pulled out a blonde shoulder length wig. “This is complimentary of Maura. She’s in the drama department and was happy to donate.”

Kelly covered Charlie’s head with a smelly greenish gel and the set the wig on top. Holding down and applying pressure so that it would stick to the glue.  She squeezed it tight against his scalp making it very difficult to remove without a solvent. As Charlie looked in the mirror, he couldn’t believe it.  He really did look like he had a pretty girl’s face on the body of a wimpy hairless guy. He tugged on the wig, and it wouldn’t move.

“That’s only slightly less sticky than Super Glue. You’re not going to be able to just pull it off,” said Kelly.

“Why you’d want to get rid of it, I don’t know. Blondes have a lot more fun you know,” said Mandy.

“You are going to turn a lot of heads when Kelly is done with you,” said Lauren.

“I think I know a few guys who would love to meet her,” said Anita.

“Time to finish him up,” said Kelly taking a bottle of Pink Sugar perfume and spraying him until he was covered with the sweet scent of the perfume. He didn’t even protest even as the scent washed over him.

"You sure are gonna look so sweet in your little outfit, sissy,” mocked Lauren.

Kelly dug through her drawers until she found a pink strapless satin push up bra, matching panties, and a pair of thigh high stockings for Charlie. “Interesting undies,” said Mandy.

“I have just the perfect dress picked out for Cinderella here, and I picked his lingerie accordingly,” explained Kelly as she made her way over to the closet and pulled out a dress that nearly made Charlie faint. It was a mauve ribbed knit mini sweater dress with a foldover off-the-shoulder neckline, long sleeves, and a bodycon silhouette. The dress was short enough that Charlie knew it would only be upper thigh length on him.

“You know a lot of guys wouldn’t have the shoulders for that, but I think for our little wimpy friend it’s perfect,” said Mandy.

“I’m glad you approve,” said Kelly before turning to Charlie. “Well, you’ve been complaining about not having clothes. Now you’ve got them, so put them on.”

“I can’t,” protested Charlie.

“Aw, cause it’s a  widdle dwess?” teased Mandy. “You’ll be fine, little princess.”

Once he had donned the clothes, there were a few problems.  For one, Kelly was a 36C, and Mandy was even bigger.  The empty cups of the bra looked ridiculous, and it just seemed like too big a space to fill with tissues or socks.

“That won’t do,” said Mandy.

“You know, I have a B cup white bra that’s strapless. It might fit better,” suggested Anita.

“I have some breast enhancers that will boost him a cup size,” said Lauren noticing everybody looking at her she exclaimed, “What? I’m an A cup. I have to improvise sometimes.”

“That would be great,” replied Kelly.  “Can you get it.”

“What about Princess?” asked Anita.

“I don’t think he’s anxious to run through the sorority house in that outfit,” said Mandy.

“Hey, what size are your feet?” asked Kelly.

“I wear a size 9,” said Anita. “And Big Foot here wears an 11.”

“Hey,” snapped Lauren in mock anger.

“What size do you wear, Charlie?” asked Kelly.

“Those are both way too big. I’m only a size 7, so you’re out of luck,” said Charlie finally getting a piece of good luck.

“You do know that women’s shoes are two sizes bigger than men’s shoes, right?” asked Kelly.

“He does now,” joked Mandy.  All four girls laughed at Charlie’s realization that Anita’s shoes would fit him perfectly.

“I don’t have anything really fancy because I don’t have a lot of chance to wear heels at my height, but I have some black platforms with an open toe that should be darling on him,” said Anita.

Once the bra was swapped out, and the heels were placed on his feet, a strand of pearls was placed around his neck, and matching clip-on earrings were placed on his ears. One of the girls in the house never got pierced ears, so Kelly borrowed some for this purpose.

Mandy took Charlie’s arm and made him walk around in Anita’s heels. They had about a three-inch heel, so they presented quite a challenge for him to walk in.

“Very good Charlie, keep practicing and you’ll be a pro before you know it,” teased Mandy. All four women giggled and talked to each other in hushed tones as they made Charlie practice walking up and down the hallway in his heels. Several Zetas saw him, and he was totally humiliated by the smirks and giggles.

Kelly pulled Charlie back into the bedroom and in front of the full-length mirror. “Just look at this pretty new sissy pledge,” said Kelly.

“Stop it Kelly,” barked Charlie. “I’m not a sissy.”

All four girls laughed out loud watching the boy in the makeup, heels, and dress insist that he was all man.

“Okay, it’s about time you phoned your accomplice, sissy boy,” said Mandy handing him the phone that she had pulled out of his pants pocket earlier.

“Please don’t make me call him,” begged Charlie. “I’ll take the full punishment.”

“Oh you’re right you will,” said Mandy, “but so will he.”

“Call him right now, and if you tell him what’s going on, we’re going to be making a call to the police - and believe me, the way you are dressed right now, you don’t want that,” said Kelly.

“What do I even tell him?” asked

“Tell him things are forgiven, and if he’ll help us with something that he’ll enjoy then we won’t make any complaints about the wall or anything, but we need him to come over right away to discuss it,” said Mandy.

Grudgingly, Charlie phoned up Scott and told him exactly what Mandy wanted. It felt weird to be all dressed up while he talked to his friend on the phone even though he knew Scott couldn’t see him. The girls were surprised at how unquestioningly Scott accepted everything Charlie said and promised to be right over. Mandy was even a little suspicious that Scott knew something was up, but figured if he didn’t show they’d make alternative arrangements.  Charlie hung up the phone and announced that Scott would be over in about ten minutes.

“Perfect, that will give us just enough time,” said Mandy grabbing a handful of pantyhose.  She brought up the rear while Anita and Lauren led Charlie to their room. After making Charlie pose for about a dozen pictures, Anita and Lauren began emptying stuff out of their closet. Charlie knew this couldn’t be good for him.  His fears were confirmed when Mandy threw a pillow on the floor of the closet and told Charlie to get in the closet and kneel on the pillow.

“Kneel? Seriously?” asked Charlie.

“You’ll get plenty of time on your knees before we let you go,” said Mandy. “Now, get in and give me your hands.”

Mandy bound Charlie’s hands in front of them with one of the pairs of panties, she then hauled them up above his head and tied them to the closet rack.  She then bound his ankles together and attached the leg of the pantyhose binding them to his wrists leaving him in a very awkward position. She shoved one other pair of pantyhose in his mouth and used the final pair to tie them in place, effectively gagging him.  She blew him a kiss and shut the closet door.

“I can’t thank you enough for all the help,” said Mandy as she gave both Lauren and Anita hugs. “Hopefully he’s gagged thoroughly enough that he won’t disturb you.”

“If he does, he’ll regret it,” said Anita.

“It’s totally worth it. You mess with one Zeta, you mess with all of us,” said Lauren.

“Okay, I better go help Kelly with part two,” said Mandy.

When Mandy got downstairs, Kelly was already talking to Scott. She was sitting on the couch with a clipboard that made her look so official. This would be important because she was peddling such bullshit. Mandy sat next to her on the couch while Scott sat in an easy chair.

“So, I know this is going to sound weird to you,” said Kelly.

“Where’s Charlie?” asked Scott. “I’d like to see him.”

“It has to do with what we have to offer you.  If you agree to help us, you are both going to have amazing stories,” said Mandy.

“You’re going to have to excuse me for not trusting you,” said Scott.

“I know,” said Kelly. “Things got a bit out of hand, and we’re sorry for that.”

“So, what do you want?” asked Scott.

Mandy wanted to reach out and slap him.  The way he lounged on the chair was so disrespectful like he owned the Zeta house and wasn’t just a guest, but she bit her tongue and smiled. “You see Scott; we’d like your help with one of our pledges.”

“I don’t understand.”

“We have a tradition, and it’s kind of strange, but it could be quite enjoyable for you,” said Mandy.

“What do I have to do?”

“Well, the part you’re not going to like is you’re going to have to wear drag.”

“No way,” said Scott. “That’s not happening.  Goodbye.”

“The part you’ll like is a blow job.”

“What?! From who? From you? This is insane.”

“We can’t even tell you that,” said Kelly. “I can tell you that it’s somebody in one of your classes who listed you as one of the guys she’d be willing to do this with.  There are four other names on the list, and honestly, you weren’t our first choice, but two guys turned us down.”

“Turned down a free blow job?” asked Scott. “Couldn’t I do it without dressing up?”

“I’m sorry,” said Kelly. “It’s part of the tradition. I’ll be the one dressing you though, and I’ll be gentle.”

“Are you willing to help us?” said Mandy. “If you do, we will not go to the police about the vandalism and breaking and entry.”

“What?! So, you would call the cops on us for that?” asked Scott alarmed.

“Think about it,” said Kelly. ‘I would hope it wouldn’t come to it, but I don’t expect the school to treat two guys who broke into a sorority with kid gloves.”

“Me too, you know,” said Mandy.

“We didn’t rape anybody,” said Scott.

“Well, who knows what perverted stuff you did with our panties,” said Kelly. “Look, nobody wants to go there, and we don’t intend this as blackmail, but if you help us, we will drop the whole matter.”

Scott paused, “Are you sure you can’t tell me who the girl is.  What if I asked you her name?”

“I’m sorry,” said Mandy.

“Is it Holly Boyle?” asked Scott.  Holly was a very tall classical blonde beauty that Scott had lusted after since she walked into his sociology class. She was also a Zeta pledge.

“I can’t say,” said Kelly, but the way she said it confirmed Scott’s hopes.

“Will you do it?” asked Mandy.

“How bad is the drag?” asked Scott.

“It’s not like Ru Paul stuff,” said Kelly. “It’s more just crossdressing. I’ll be gentle.”

“If you want to get him ready,” said Mandy. “I’ll set things up with the pledge.”

“Sure, let’s go up to my room,” said Kelly. “I’ve got the perfect dress for you, Scott.”

“This is really strange. She’s someone I know right.  She isn’t some ugly chick or something, is she?” asked Scott.

“I promise she’s not an ugly chick,” said Kelly.

“I really hope its Holly. Does she ever talk about me?” asked Scott.

 

Mandy knocked on the door to Anita and Lauren’s room. “How is the babysitting going?” she asked.

“She’s been a little angel,” said Lauren.

“I think she’s going to throw a tantrum when I tell her what’s next,” said Mandy opening up the closet door to find a rather cross looking Charlie still bound into the kneeling position on the closet floor.  He squinted as his eyes adjusted to the sudden presence of light.

“You’re probably pretty mad at us right now,” said Mandy, “but you’re going to really hate us when I tell you about the next part.”

“Mmph,” was all that Charlie could say.

“This is tough,” said Mandy. “I want to talk to him, but I can’t with the gag in and I don’t dare take it out with Scott nearby.”

“Why not take him downstairs and explain it down there,” said Anita.

“That’s probably what I’ll have to do.  Lauren can you go help Kelly.  Just in case he starts to resist, but don’t let him know that’s what you’re doing there.”

“Yeah, I can do that,” said Lauren. “I’ll be subtle.”

Anita and Mandy untied Charlie from his kneeling position. Mandy untied his ankles first and re-tied them in a hobble allowing him to take small mincing steps. She then untied his hands and let him rub some circulation back into his wrists. When she went to re-tie his hands behind his back, he put his hands up in a praying position. He was still gagged and couldn’t really speak, but she soon figured out, his wrists were chafed from the position he was tied in, and he didn’t want them re-tied.

“Too bad,” said Anita. “We don’t want you running away so you’ll have to deal with it.”

“I actually have an idea.” She took one of the pairs of pantyhose and pulled one leg up over both of Charlie’s arms pulling the leg all the way up so that the elastic of the waistband was over both his shoulders. This left him very little arm movement, while not binding his wrists.  She took the extra leg of the hose and tied it snugly under his padded bra trapping him in place.

“You are way too good at this bondage thing,” said Anita.

“Now let’s take him downstairs,” said Mandy pushing him forward in front of her.

The back room on the first floor of the sorority house was where the girls had chapter meetings, movie nights, parties, and other big gatherings. It made Charlie nervous when he entered, and they pushed him on a black leather couch.

“The chapter room should definitely be out of earshot,” said Anita.

“You know how much we have on you, right?” asked Mandy.

Charlie nodded his head.

“You also know how much fun you’ll have in jail dressed like that, correct?”

Again, Charlie could just nod.

“If you want us to drop all charges and let you walk out that front door, you’re going to have to be punished.

Does that make sense?”

Charlie looked up with pleading eyes before slowly nodding.

“Good, we understand each other.  In a few minutes, this room is going to fill up.  Shortly after that, Scott is going to be led in here blindfolded. You are going to suck his cock.”

Charlie tried to get to his feet, but between the heels and his bound wrists, he couldn’t get very far. Anita slapped him hard across the face.

“Don’t make him cry,” said Mandy. “We’re already going to have to touch up his lipstick from the gag, I don’t want him messing up his eye makeup too.”

“Sorry.”

“The choice is going to be yours,” said Mandy. “Scott isn’t even going to have any say in it. All you have to do is nod yes or no, but before you do, I want you to think about how successful you’ve been in denying me anything. I will get my way, and it will be much worse for you if I have to force it. If you’re a good girl, you’ll walk out that door tonight never having to worry about the breaking and entering. If you’re a stupid bitch, I’ll treat you like one. So, what’s it going to be?”

A wave of shame walked over Charlie’s face. Still, he nodded his agreement and inwardly Mandy breathed a sigh of relief. This would be a lot more fun than calling the police.





***



Charlie felt so humiliated to be on his knees in the middle of the room surrounded by the entire Zeta Omega Kappa sorority. Mood music was playing loudly in the room to try and hide and rustling or giggling from the girls.

The bonds had long been removed from Charlie. Where could he go anyway?

Kelly and Lauren led Scott into the middle of the room. His blindfold was very thorough. They had spent five minutes making sure it was completely effective. They took him to the middle of the room, and Scott got a good look at him.  He too had been thoroughly feminized. He sported a black knit knee-length dress with a plunging V-neckline, a sleeveless cut, and back straps that looped together. Like Charlie’s dress, it had a bodycon silhouette that made Scott appear to have disturbingly real curves. His legs were encased in sheer black hose, and he was stumbling around on a pair of black sandals with heels that were even narrower than Charlie’s As Scott was right in front of Charlie, Holly Boyle crouched down right over Charlie’s right shoulder and in her most seductive voice purred, “Mmm don’t worry about a thing Scott, I’m going to take such good care of you.”

“Holly?” asked Scott. He’d know that voice anywhere.

“Hey no talking,” said Kelly. “That’s not what you’re here for.”

Mandy motioned for Charlie to pull down his roommate’s panties and this frightened him. So many girls had their phones out taking video of this moment. Charlie wanted to close his eyes, but he had already been warned by Mandy not to do that. She wanted him to get the full humiliation, and she knew the pictures would be better with his eyes wide open.

Charlie lifted up his roommate’s dress and could scarcely believe his eyes. Before he ever touched it, the raging hard-on in his panties was threatening to spill out of its black lace prison. He pulled down the panties, and Scott’s erection popped out as if saluting. The look of pure bliss on Kelly’s face reminded Charlie of the shame that he now felt.  He looked over at Mandy one more time, looking for a last minute reprieve but finding none he tentatively opened his mouth and put his tongue on Scott’s cock.

“Oh my,” said Scott as a tingle raced up his spine. He was trying to keep his excitement down so he wouldn’t have an accident and kill his chances with Holly.

“You’re enjoying our deal now aren’t you, Scott?” asked Kelly.

“Oh yes, very much,” moaned Scott. The girls in the room were having trouble not laughing out loud at the scene they were watching in front of them. Mandy had coached Charlie a bit on what to do, but the truth was that she herself had never sucked a guy’s cock in her life, considering it beneath her. Charlie took Scott’s cock deeper into his mouth and began sucking.  Fortunately for Charlie, Scott was already so excited that he didn’t have to suck his roommate’s cock for long before drops of precum were hitting the back of his throat.

Tears began to roll down Charlie’s cheeks as his friend’s dick started to twitch. The look of disgust on Charlie’s face let her know that Scott was close.  Charlie knew that Scott was about to cum and tried pulling away, but on his knees, he had no leverage. Seconds later Scott began to shoot gobs of cum all over his roommate’s face.

Kelly chose this exact moment to pull off Scott’s blindfold, and Scott saw that he was in a room with the entire Zeta house, many of whom were filming him.  All the laughter they had held back came out at once.

Scott was shocked and humiliated. He saw the pretty blonde girl on the floor who had just sucked him off, but he was still disappointed that it wasn’t Holly. He swore he had never seen her before in his life.

“How was your blowjob, Scott?” asked Mandy.

“It was really exciting,” admitted Scott. “I think not knowing who it was made it more thrilling.

Naturally, this comment drew giggles and laughter from the sorority members there.

“Well aren’t you even going to thank her?” asked Kelly. “You did get cum all over her.”

“Yes, thank you, you were wonderful,” said Scott to the amusement of the audience.

“Do you know her?” asked Kelly.

“No, you said I did, but I’ve never seen her before,” said Scott.

“It’s me,” said Charlie. “I didn’t have a choice.”

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Scott. “You sucked me off, and they filmed the whole thing. What are we going to do?”

“What you’re going to do,” said Mandy, “is switch positions.  On your knees Scott and get sucking. Up you go, Charlie.”

“Oh fuck!” exclaimed Charlie.

“No fuck, just suck,” teased Kelly. The Zetas applauded the amusing show they had just seen, and Kelly and Mandy took a bow.

 





EPILOGUE

The Zetas had all cleared out of the chapter room other than Mandy, Kelly, and the president of the sorority Diana Wolfe. The boys had cleaned up as well as they could and were sitting on one of the black leather couches with their hands in each other’s panties massaging their cocks as Mandy had ordered. They both had raging erections.

“You two make such great sluts,” said Mandy.

“They really have taken to the sissy lifestyle,” agreed Kelly.

“We need to talk,” stated Diana in a more formal tone. “Kelly and Mandy promised that if you did as they wished they would not call the police.”

“That’s right,” said Scott.

“Well, the good news is that we will keep our word,” said Diana.

“Thank you,” replied Charlie.

“You might not want to thank us just yet.”

“Why not?” asked Charlie.

“Well, we have some great blackmail with all that video we have of you,” explained Kelly.

“No!” yelled Scott. “You can’t.”

“Oh, we most definitely could,” said Mandy coldly.

“The thing is, we don’t want to,” said Diana.

“What do you want from us?” asked Charlie.

“Maid service,” replied Kelly.

“What?” asked Scott. “What do you mean maid service?”

“Anita and Lauren are dropping some things off at your room right now. When you get back, you will find a couple of French maid outfits on your beds. You will wear them when you come over tomorrow morning,” said Mandy.

“Oh no,” said Charlie.

“Your first job will be to wash the pots and pans from breakfast,” said Diana.

“After that, you’ll be working on repainting our room to get rid of that disgusting graffiti that you put on our walls,” said Kelly.

“You can’t be serious,” said Scott.

“Try us,” said Mandy. “As soon as the videos hit the internet, you will be famous.”

“Be back tomorrow,” said Kelly. “You can go now. Your clothes are waiting for you.”

“Yes Kelly,” said Scott.

“And another thing,” said Mandy. “We are not equals, you’re our little bitches. From now on it’s Princess Mandy and Princess Kelly. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Princess Mandy,” said both sissies in unison. The girls turned to each other with a look of smug satisfaction. The next time they said that they’d be curtseying too.

 


THE END
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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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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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A VACATION FROM MANHOOD
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The Sorority Bitches

Mandy and Kelly were based on two
real people who | met through Nite-
THE Flirt. They are both dominant women

and it was a real pleasure to write this
sok‘RW book imagining what it would be like

for a naive freshman to run into them

at college. You can find them at Nite-
Flirt and I can attest they are two won-
derful and extremely dominant
women.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page
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I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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