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Stephen Waters suffered from “small man syndrome.” Almost from the first moment I met him, I had the feeling he was overcompensating for something. Something tiny. It was a late summer morning at DuPont College when we first crossed paths. We were both moving stuff into the freshman dorm.

Stephen looked like a cross between a cheesy detective from some 80s police drama and a  muppet. He was actually wearing a sports coat and slacks on move in day, making him stand out like pretentious jerk among regular people. He did nothing to change my first impression of him.

By contrast, I looked exactly like almost all of the students who were lugging suitcases and boxes into the dorm front entrance. I had my dirty blonde hair tied up with a red scrunchi in a messy bun on top of my head. I was wearing cut off jeans shorts and a Tri Gamma sorority t-shirt in our signature lavender and navy. I had white Chuck Taylor’s on my feet, and only light makeup. I knew with all this lifting and carrying that I’d be sweating it off anyway.

I was a sophomore, living in a sorority house near campus, so I was actually helping my two twin freshmen sisters Lisa and Alicia move in. Yes I know, the twins with the too same name game. It’s not my fault. I had no input in choosing their names. I was only one and a half at the time!

Lisa and Alicia were not only identical twins, but they were also beautiful, smart, and athletic. As their older sister, I promised my parents that I’d look out for their little princesses. Actually they weren’t so little. As star volley ball players, they were about six feet tall, with strong, lithe bodies, long luxurious auburn hair, and pixie-like faces.

The twins resembled our dad in height, but our mom in looks. I wasn’t ugly by any means, but I favored our mom in height and our dad in looks. Just my luck! Anyway, I did O.K. with guys. I didn’t think of myself as a knockout, but I guess I looked better than average.

Anyway, Walters noticed that I was struggling to carry in two pretty big boxes in my right arm while wrestling with a stack of dresses in slippery garment bags slung over my left shoulder. I noticed him noticing and expected him to help me with one of the boxes at the very least.

He introduced himself with a haughty sneer, and lectured to me in a snidely condescending tone, “That's the problem with you girls. You act like you’re all studious and serious about your careers, but you spend all of your time and attention on your clothes and makeup. You’re always using your appearance to attract male attention. All that does is distract us men away from our natural role as leaders.”

I furrowed my brow trying to understand what he even meant by that convoluted comment. I soon learned he was a big shot in the creepy “Guys Strike Back” sub culture with his own “men are the real victims of sexism”

YouTube channel and “women always get their way” podcast. At that point all I knew was this little big mouth was annoying me.

I took a deep cleansing breath and just let his insane commentary roll off my back. I didn’t care about him enough to offer any counter argument to defend my gender.

I’d long ago realized that there wasn’t any point trying to reason with jerks. Still, after his macho rant, I was counting on him to at least offer to help me carry in some of the “frivolous” clothes. I mean he obviously saw me trying to manage armfuls of stuff, and he clearly embraced gender stereotypes, right?

But no! Not so much. Instead, he was going to just keep lecturing me about how a man would have simply laid the dress over his arms and then carried the boxes on top of that. He was literally “mainsplaining” about how I should carry my boxes instead of helping me carry them.

Incredibly, he kept droning on and on, criticizing me and my gender, trying to micromanage me and lecture me about weak minded females at the same time. I was so angry I wanted to scream. Somehow I managed to keep relatively calm.

“Well then maybe you could demonstrate your manly male superior box carrying abilities by giving a poor helpless female a hand with these?” I finally hinted with a bit of exasperation.

I gaped at him when he started a slow clap and smirked, "I'm giving you a hand. Get it?"

Oh, I got it alright, and soon so would he. As my anger and frustration grew I became flustered. I tripped and staggered, barely managing to avoid dropping the boxes I was carrying. Somehow in my stumbling, I stepped on my phone. It had managed to slip out of my bag. I was already angry. Now I was borderline furious.

I was deeply regretting my foolish offer to move the twin volleyball jocks into their room all by myself. I knew they’d be at their athletes’ orientation for a few hours longer, so I was on my own. It would have been so much easier if this Walters jerk was a halfway decent human being.

Not that he'd be that a big help carrying things anyway. He was my size at most, and I was only about 5’6” and

weighed no more than 125 pounds. He was kind of attractive in a pretty boy kind of way with his sandy blonde hair and shining blue eye, but he wasn’t really my type. Also, I could already tell that his personality was awful. Even if he’d been willing to help it probably wouldn’t have been worth much. Either of my sisters would have been much more helpful.

Something about Walters seemed familiar. My curiosity got the better of me and I had to see if I could figure out where I’d seen him before. My phone slipped again while I was doing a Google search on this guy. I was 100

words into his vile and misogynistic “Better with Brothers” blog, and shaking my head angrily.

With a gasp I felt my phone slip through my fingers, and this time it broke when it hit the pavement. I didn’t want to blame myself for this silly  accident. After all, it happened because I was Googling him, so it was his fault, right?

“Stephen!” I yelled, probably with misplaced anger, “Do you really think your ‘date them for 64 days and dump them’ rule is fair to women?”

When he laughed at the very idea of fairness to women, that confirmed my worst suspicions. I wondered if some girl had hurt him badly, if his mom was distant, or what his problem was. No matter what the cause, I could tell he saw dating as making war, not love.

Stephen clearly approached every interaction with a woman as a zero-sum game It was either a “loss” or a

“win,” and by “win” he meant a simple transaction leading to sex—construal or sometime not so consensual. I felt sick to my stomach at this objectification and predation against women.

I seethed with indignation. His blogs and other garbage espoused a vile, cruel Neanderthal idiocy that came very close to advocating for date rape. It was solely focused on male ego and men’s sexual gratification, with absolutely no thought or consideration for the feelings of the girls involved. I hated guys like that then and I still hate them.

My urge to knock him down physically was almost overwhelming. I had to close my eyes and think happy thoughts to resist slapping him or worse. Instead, I vowed to knock him down a few dozen pegs, and I knew it'd make me a huge deal at the sorority to expose this obnoxious wannabe predator.

I could probably even get the twins to help me. Already, I had the seeds of intricate, devilish schemes forming in my head. I knew a guy like Walters would have no hope against girls like Lisa and Alicia. To be honest, this bratty boy would have had a 0% chance with 90% of the girls on campus—and I may have been generous with that estimate.

I’d bet my favorite spiked heels that without using mind games and other manipulation he’d still be a virgin. I suspected that his failure with women fueled his horrendous sexism, and vice versa. I understood that girls with low self esteem could fall prey to his sneaky tactics, and then they’d only get wise to his mind games after it was too late. After he loved them, hurt them, and dumped them.

No wonder Stephen was so toxic. He probably objectified every woman he saw, and felt he was justified in mistreating them. From his blogging and other blathering it was clear that he blamed women for his lack of real relationships. This even though I thought it was obviously all his own fault.

I had shared with the twins enough to know what they liked in men. Alicia was all about the jocks. She liked guys with huge muscles and apparently huge cocks as well. Lisa was more into the strong, sensitive type. She fell hard for troubled pretty boys like singers in indie bands. Throw in some dyed black hair, a few tattoos, thick eyeliner, some black nail polish, and she would fall for the guy hard. It’s weird that identical twins would have such different tastes in guys.

Walters had none of those attractions as far I could tell. I wondered to myself if he could sing, and then I started giggling as I pictured him done up as a mopey lead singer in a goth band, clad all in black with eyeliner to match. Maybe then Lisa would fall for him, but I doubted that. Anyway, I had other plans in mind. If all went well, he’d be falling hard for Lisa.





********



After the hard work it took me to move the freshman divas into their dorm room, the twins knew they owed me big time. The last thing they wanted was to piss me off or get the reputation as lazy, self-centered users. No sorority house wants to accept sisters like that, and they both wanted to join me in the Gamma house the next year.

I knew that if I asked them to help me plan and execute my schemes to get back at Walters, they’d agree. I’d sweeten the deal by mentioning the bonus points they’d get for bringing down a sexist creep. Knowing the two were ridiculously competitive with each other gave me another idea of how to ensure their eager participation.

I persuaded Lisa and Alicia to help me get back at Stephen by making it all into a contest. Each girl was sure she could outdo her twin. We sat around my room in the sorority house brainstorming. I smiled watching the two of

them each trying to top the other, offering things they could do to help me humiliate Walters.

We didn’t really come up with anything worthwhile until Lisa said she’d talk him into wearing her cute little volleyball uniform, “I’ll just tell him I need someone else to put in on for like a minute so I can test its flexibility or something. Then I’ll take pictures of him in it!”

At first it seemed like a dumb idea, but she seemed so excited Imdidnt want to discourage her. But then, the more we thought about it, the more her suggestion was only lacking in some of the specifics. We all giggled at the mental image of Stephen Walters modeling a girls volleyball outfit.

The volleyball uniforms featured a skin-tight tank top, cut to emphasize a slim waist, in a pink and black polka dot patter. The built-in bra offered firm support for girls who had to jump and dive to compete. The very short shorts had a 2 ½ inch inseam and a matching polka dot pattern, in bright pink with black polka dots for home matches and black with pink polka dots for away matches.

We all pictured our prey prancing around in the sporty and obviously feminine uniform. It was definitely a humorous thought, funny but not quite the humiliating trap we needed. I said, “So what if he wore Lisa’s volley ball uniform? That isn’t going nearly far enough. But dressing him up as a girl? That is pure genius!”

Obviously my sisters agreed. Our eyes went wide as the three of looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“Forget your volleyball uniform, Lisa. He’s got all the girls on the cheerleading team pissed off at him. Let’s make him try out for cheerleading,” suggested Alicia.

“I love it!” I clapped. “Why do all the girls on the cheerleading team hate him?”

“He thinks he’s a really skilled manipulator. He hits on girls and puts them down at the same time. It’s called

“negging,” and I guess he did that with one too many cheerleaders because they all compared notes. They all know him and they sure don’t like him,” said Alicia.

“Cheerleader try outs aren’t for months, though. I want to punish him much sooner than that,” I said. We sat in silence for a few minutes when Alicia had a brainstorm. She opened my closet and found the humiliatingly feminine pink and white dress I had to wear as part of my sorority hazing.

Stephen didn’t know it yet, but his fate was sealed when Alicia pulled it the froufrou girly dress and wiggled her eyebrows saying, “This looks just the right size for Stephanie.”

That did it. We laughed and chatted away all at once discussing how we could make Walters wear that ultra girly outfit. We brought up and dissected various schemes and ideas. Each of our proposed traps involved forcibly feminizing Walters as part of our planned vengeance.

Stephen’s relentlessly misogynistic tirades and his petite frame—the perfect size for a college co-ed—

combined to suggest an obvious way to emasculate him. From that point on, our discussion became more focused and a foolproof plan began to take shape. When we were done with Walters, he’d definitely be more in touch with his feminine side.

“The sad thing is, he’d probably actually make a pretty cute girl,” I admitted. The twins nodded in agreement.

“But maybe that wouldn’t be sad at all? We could get pictures and videos of his complete transformation, maybe even make him go out on a date with a guy? Then the guy could try “negging” Stephen to get him in bed.”

“Negging?” said Lisa. “I hate that shit.”

“What’s negging?” I asked.

“It’s when a guy hits on you but belittles you at the same time. He does the whole “Hey your hair is pretty, but your face looks kinda I don't know….”  mixed messages crap .  He pays attention to you then he ignores you.

Pretty soon, you start to think about the insulting / ignoring guy all the time because he is signaling that he’s desirable and available, but also that he’s out of your league. It's bad enough when they do this at all, and it’s even worse that sometimes it actually works,” explained Lisa.

“That totally sounds like something he’d do,” I said. “I’m just shocked that it ever works.”

“It does work on girls who are feeling needy or unwanted for whatever reason,” said Alicia.

“More often than you’d think,” Lisa agreed, making me wonder if it’d ever worked on her. I decided to ask her about that later.

“I'd blow up if anyone tried that crap on me,” I declared.

“No, it’s not that easy to spot. They’re really sneaky about it. You usually don’t even notice that it’s happening.

Several jerks wrote books about how to ‘pick up’ girls by ‘negging’ us to get us off guard,” said Alicia.

“Yeah and blogs and podcasts like Stephen’s go into crazy detail about how to get away with it,” said Alicia.

“It would really hurt and feel so insulting if you found out that you fell for some dude’s slimy trick to get you into bed and then he just dumped or ghosted you,” I replied.

“Do you think Walters read that book?” asked Lisa.

“Oh yeah, you should see his blog. It’s full of crap about how to trick girls into sleeping with you, and then how to dump them in an embarrassing way or else how to just ghost them without a confrontation or any guilt,” said

Alicia.

“I want to read about that,” I said.

“It’ll only make you real angry,” cautioned Lisa.

“Hey, I just had a wicked thought,” said Alicia.

“What’s that?” asked Lisa.

“Well, remember when we played for the state championship in softball? The other team had figured out our signals. They killed us in the final game because they knew every pitch we were going to throw before we threw it,”

said Alicia.

“I don’t get how softball could help us get back at Walters,” I said.

“Well, what if we did the same thing to him?” Lisa asked.

“Huh? You want to play softball with him?” I asked facetiously.

“No, I get what she’s saying. If we know all the tricks he is going to try, then we can anticipate them and make them backfire,” Alicia said.

“Exactly,” replied Lisa, “we can predict his moves and set him up to fall into a trap.”

“But, I liked the idea of putting him in a dress,” said Alicia.

“Me too,” I said. “Let’s do both. Are either of you willing to let him hit on you?”

“He’s already started hitting on us and negging us,” they said, rolling their eyes, “what’s funny is he doesn’t even know there’s two of us. He’s so self absorbed he didn’t even notice that!”

“Then one of you has to lead him on, you know, let him think you’re interested in dating him,” I said.

“I’ll do it,” said Lisa. “Just so there’s a chance for me to laugh in his face when he finds out it was all a set up, and we three girls made him into our little bitch.”

“I think we all want that,” I said, so excited at the thought of taking control of the cocky Walters that my leg was shaking. “I think we have some reading and plotting to do.”





********



I went online and endured Stephen’s sexist ranting. I will spare you the disgusting details of his misogynistic podcasts and blogs. Suffice to say that after looking into his degenerate methodology I was every bit as angry as Alicia and Lisa warned me that I’d be, if not more so. I was more  resolved than ever to feminize and humiliate this creepy little user.

The twins were both very fit and attractive girls. It wasn’t difficult at all for Lisa to hook Walters. Of course he thought he was the hunter, but the whole time he was really the prey—our prey. I somehow managed to contain it, but I was growing more and more impatient to spring our trap. My dreams were filled with images of us parading

“Stephanie” around campus dressed as a flirty little girly girl.

On his blog, Walters had written describing his “fool proof” techniques to get any woman to sleep with you.

Pop psychology was a dangerous thing for the ignorant to play with. His theory was to use Dopamine and Serotonin release to actually get a girl physically addicted to a guy.

I’d been a psych major and I had learned all about brain chemistry and Pavlovian conditioning. From what I understood, it could actually work on certain girls, especially if they were naive and vulnerable. I felt sickened with this realization, and even more intent on punishing this jerk.

When I brought up what I’d learned with the twins, we all actually laughed out loud thinking about fun it’d be to use his own creepy tricks and mind games on him. As the twins suggested with the softball signals analogy, his own writing and videos gave us a great roadmap for what he would try to do with Lisa. We had to sit though a lot of objectionable and even disgusting B.S. in his posts, but we easily learned all of his tricks.

We predicted the way he planned to give and withhold affection based on how the targeted female—in this case Lisa—behaved for him. The most important part, though, was that he emphasized an alpha male should always do something scary or thrilling on the first date to release the girl’s intoxicating brain chemicals and put the hook into her. We were ready for that tactic.

“Do I look alright?” asked Lisa twirling to model her tight mauve chino shorts and blue and white striped top.

“You look great,” said Alicia.

“Much better than he deserves,” I said. “Listen, I’ve been going through the stuff he wrote, and he says that his first date is always thrilling or even scary.”

“Well, a picnic in the park might be nice, but it’s not exactly bone chilling,” said Lisa.

“I’ve been thinking about that,” I said. “Is this a picnic at Donnelly Park?”

“Yeah, it’s probably the best place in town for a picnic,” replied Lisa.

“It also sits on Diamond Lake,” I said.

“Yeah, it does,” agreed Alicia.

“And that’s a beautiful lake deep and clean enough to swim in,” I told Lisa, “I think he’s going to have you go skinny dipping.”

“That’s thrilling?” asked Alicia.

“He wants to put her in a compromising situation that will get her scared and release all those excited brain chemicals, I’d guess by stealing her clothes and leaving her naked!” I said to my youngest sister. Lisa was a full five minutes older than her twin.

“Well if I’m running around nude in public, I’ll be nervous alright,” Lisa nodded.

“I know, but I think we can turn it around on Stephen. This actually could give us a great opportunity to get him in women’s clothing for the first time,” I said. We planned our next moves to take advantage of every possible opportunity.





********




The First Date

 

Two weeks later, Stephen picked up Lisa in his cherry red  Mercedes convertible about 20 minutes late. We expected that little trick. He called it his “never be on time, always make them sweat” maneuver. He rolled up to a nervous Lisa with the top down in the early autumn noontime warmth. For their date, he chose an afternoon picnic, down by Diamond Lake, exactly as the three of us predicted.

Always the wannabe alpha, Stephen tasked Lisa with making the iced tea and sandwiches, saying he’d bring some special treats. “What’s with these apelike guys wanting to women to make sandwiches?” Lisa asked.

We had no answer to that, but Lisa, Alicia and I put far more effort into planning for this momentous occasion than just preparing some food and drinks, however.

Stung by Walters treating her sister as “a little lady,” Alicia was sorely tempted to lace the food with something. She was insistent at first, and kept suggesting we use sedatives, laxatives, viagra, or maybe even female hormones. She wasn’t sure which effects she was trying to cause. Clearly she was angered by Walters and everything he represented, and was starting to succumb to dark thoughts.

Alicia’s bad intent was probably heightened because she’d already been researching the ways various drugs worked for a research paper she was writing. I put a stop to that line of thinking immediately. We wanted to humiliate this jerk to teach him a lesson. My little sister was suggesting we lower ourselves to his level, and saying that we should even commit a felony while she was at it. That’s not the way we agreed this would go.

Lisa was actually much more calm about it than her twin was. She had confidence in our plan to entrap Walters. From some of my sorority sisters, we’d learned that he’d pulled the “let’s go skinny dipping” move on nearly every first date that wasn’t during the cold days of late fall, early spring, or winter. We discussed his  modus operandi with several of his former “conquests” to understand his routine and tendencies to the last detail.

We pondered and predicted every possible response, much like the twins did in analyzing a volleyball game.

We set up index cards and connected them with yarn to map out our strategy and every contingency until we developed a ruthless plan.

With our amazing research, Lisa knew exactly what to expect. They say “Men plan; God laughs,” and we hoped many men and women would laugh at the shambles of Walters’s plan to entrap Lisa or whatever his abusive plan was. Unfortunately for him, this date was going to end up our way, not his.





*****



Stephen laughed to himself. His plan was working perfectly, or so he thought. He’d brought my sister Lisa to his favorite secluded spot out by the lake. There, they’d shared a meal of sandwiches she’d brought, along with his special treats: fine imported cheeses. He let Lisa, his intended prey, eat all of the chocolates he’d purchased especially for this seduction.

The cunning boy plied Lisa with a mix of compliments and “negging,” pouring on the red wine and smarmy charm alternated with little digs until he felt she was good and ready.

“These chocolates are delicious,” said a slightly tipsy Lisa, as she basked in the warm sun, stretching out languorously on the soft picnic blanket.

Seeing his opening, Stephen suggested, “This day is just like you, my lovely gazelle, almost perfect.”

Despite our long and extensive preparations, Lisa couldn’t stop herself. Her pride was both inflated and wounded by Stephen’s sneaky misogynistic manipulation. “Almost perfect?” She couldn’t help asking. Maybe the

alcohol had lowered her inhibitions.

“Exactly. Almost perfect. It’s just way too warm out. But you know what would make it perfect?” he asked. He didn’t give her time to respond before he answered, “a swim!”

“But I didn’t plan for that. I don’t have a swimsuit!” Lisa said, regaining her self assurance by making her preplanned move. Actually she and we had planned for this very suggestion. She recognized that this was exactly what we had anticipated he’d do, and she smoothly implemented the next phase of our counter plan by looking both shy about—and tempted by—the suggestion of getting naked in the crystal clear lake.

As we’d intended, Stephen picked up on Lisa’s openness to the idea but didn’t get spooked by any over eagerness on her part. “Aww come on, no one else will see us. Unless you’re ashamed of your body? You really shouldn’t be. You’re at least average looking,” he said. We knew he’d try manipulating her, but thanks to our preparation she was ready.

Feigning bashful reluctance, Lisa pretended to let Stephen talk her into slipping into the inviting waters. Of course she had some body issues, what girl doesn’t? But she knew what he was trying to do, and that only made her more resolved to turn the tables on him. She pretended to check the weather, but really sent a text to Alicia that the next step of our plan was about to begin.

The two went skinny dipping for several minutes, and Lisa actually loved the sensation of cool water on her naked skin. True to form, just as she was enjoying herself the most, Walters tried to dash out of the lake and grab all their clothes. From asking around, we knew he did this every time, intending to get dressed and then terrify the helpless girl with the threat of discovery and exposure. Of course this time the date was my sister and we were ready for his tricks, so that didn’t happen.

He was already bent over ready to scoop up the clothing he when he saw what was waiting for him lakeside.

He stopped short and stared. He was stunned, naked, and dripping wet. Where he’d expected to find his set of male clothes along with Lisa’s girlish hot pants and halter top there were two feminine outfits. Hers and...hers?

If he wanted to get dressed he had two choices: Lisa’s baby blue satin panties and bra set, her teal short shorts and cream colored halter top, as well as her taupe 4 inch cork wedges. Or a skimpy, sexy pink lingerie set and a pink and white sundress with 3 inch strappy white sandals. A girly girl outfit he’d never seen before.

While the shaken boy stooped over, frozen in place, Lisa quickly made his choice for him by grabbing her pretty but practical outfit. That left him with the other ensemble featuring the ultra girly dress. His own denim shorts and t-shirt were nowhere to be seen.

Any stress Lisa had felt had completely vanished.  She was in total control now, and Stephen was the one with the pounding heartbeat. Her tanned skin dried quickly in the afternoon warmth, and she dressed herself in minutes.

As she tied her still damp hair back in a high pony tail, she looked at the helpless naked boy. He was obviously in shock, shivering more from embarrassment than cold.

Lisa smiled at his tiny penis—never big, but currently suffering from profound shrinkage—and said, “Hey, I’ve got to get back to campus. Hurry up and get dressed!” She felt electric excitement at this triumph, but she spoke as casually as she could, knowing our plan was still in its infancy.

For his part, Walters was anything but relaxed. His mind was spinning out of control as he was wandering in tight circles wondering how his “foolproof” plan could have gone so horribly wrong. Somehow Lisa managed to suppress her laughter and flawlessly proceeded with our own plan. She grabbed her hand bag and repacked the picnic basket. Along with Walters’s clothing, the picnic blanket was also gone. We’d anticipated he might try to wear that as a sort of toga.

Lisa knew she’d have to deliver her well-practiced lines perfectly at this point, so she took a deep breath and said, “So unless you want to just drive me back naked.... Hey! Where’s your car?”

Walters followed her gaze to where his dream machine should’ve been but wasn't. Now he had another big worry. His clothes, phone, and ID were all AWOL, and so was his prized possession. He started shaking visibly and, because she was truly a kind person, Lisa felt growing sympathy for the poor boy.

We’d planned for that as well, and made sure she couldn’t show too much mercy for him no matter how much she might want to. Like with Stephen’s clothing choices, there simply weren’t many alternatives. Realizing that, she snapped out of helper mode and moved on to implement the next steps of our scheme.

Lisa slowly approached Walters, put her arm around his shoulders, and spoke to him softly and comfortingly.

“Come on, put on your clothes and we can figure out what to do next...girlfriend.” He wasn’t the only one who could use emotional manipulation to keep someone off guard. She knew he’d relax and then suddenly bolt at her comments with the twist at the end, and he lived up to her expectations.

Walters was finally slowly starting to pass through the stages of grief at his circumstances. He moved beyond denial, and began bargaining, “Hey, um Lisa? Could you maybe wear this dress and let me at least wear your shorts?” he begged, holding up the humiliating garment.

Lisa snorted, “Me? Wear that girly thing? That’s way too feminine and too small for me. It’s perfect for a little minx like you, though,” she said, “now get a move on!” She slapped his bare ass for emphasis, eliciting a high pitched squeal from Walters.

“I’m serious,” replied Stephen. “I can’t be seen in this thing. I’ll be a laughing stock.”

“You’re going to be pretty embarrassed when people see you naked too, plus that gravel road will tear your little feet to bits,” said Lisa.

“So please switch with me,” begged Stephen.

“Not a chance,” replied Lisa. “You’d look ridiculous in my outfit too, but I have an idea.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re not going to like it,” said Lisa shrugging theatrically. “Just trust me.”

Twenty minutes later, the humiliated boy was decked out in the pink and white confection, toddling on his heels, and blushing bright red. It didn’t help his male ego that Lisa insisted on doing his makeup and brushing his longish hair into a cute, feminine style. “To help keep anyone from recognizing you,” she assured him. Completing the picture, the well-padded bra gave him an unmistakably feminine shape.

He started whining again, “Why do I have to wear this bra? I don’t have boobs!”

“Could fool me!” Lisa answered, “Don’t dis your body, girlfriend! You’re just a late bloomer when it comes to cleavage, but otherwise you’re looking like Grade A eye candy right now.”

“I’m serious,” whined Steven.

“Your best chance to not be humiliated is for people to think you’re really a girl. This way they will, at least at a distance,” explained Lisa patiently.

“Fine,” sighed Steven.

Lisa had immediately taken charge of the situation, not too difficult a task considering that she was expecting all of this to happen, but he was completely disoriented. He was just then starting to wonder how all of his clothes, his car, and his other belongings could’ve have disappeared and been replaced with a sexy feminine outfit—all in his size. A cute, girly ensemble he was wearing at that very moment! Lisa used all of these advantages to steer poor

“Stephanie” even deeper into our trap.

“I really need to rush back,” said Lisa. “I’m supposed to meet one of my sisters tonight. I’ll just text her and let her know I’ll be late.”

What Lisa had actually done was to text Alicia and me that everything was going very well and to let us know that we needed to be ready for part 2 of the devious plan we started calling “the Stephanie Project.”

We knew it was going to take them a long time to walk back to campus with Stephen wearing those white sandals. I envied Lisa for getting to see Stephen at this ridiculously low point in his manhood, but I could be patient.

It wasn’t too long before I got my chance to witness his emasculation for myself, anyway.

Stephen breathed a sigh of relief as they got off the gravel road and onto a paved sidewalk leading to campus.

He’d been stumbling and tottering  the whole way, and was eager to remove the offending sandals. He was bending over to take them off when Lisa stopped him. “What are you doing?”

“We’re off the gravel,” he said. “I don’t need the heels anymore.”

“I guess you don’t if you don’t mind being recognized,” replied Lisa.

“What do you mean? I see girls take off their heels all the time.”

“How often do you see them do it at night when their feet could get cold?”

“Well, I’d rather have cold feet than wear these torture devices for another step,” replied Stephen.

“Maybe you would, but no real girl would think that way,” lied Lisa. She’d never go for a long walk in uncomfortable heels like that, but Stephen had no way of knowing that.

“My feet are killing me,” complained Stephen.

“We’re almost home and when we get there I’ll make it up to you,” she promised with a scintillating smile that lit up the early evening.

“Okay, I like the sound of that.”

“I just have to stop at the library for a moment.”

“What?!” exclaimed Stephen. “I need to get home now.”

“I told you I had to be back at campus forever ago,” said Lisa. “Besides it’s your fault that you didn’t get a good security system for your car. I only have to stop at the library now because you kept me out so late.”

“Okay,” sighed Stephen. “Just make it quick.”

“I promise I will,” said Lisa, hiding a smirk.

A few minutes later they were at the front entrance to the library, which was known as a great place to flirt and even pick up a partner for a quick hookup. Stephen peered around nervously at the many students relaxing at the fountain and on the steps of the library.

“Okay, you wait here,” said Lisa, “and I’ll be right out.”

“I can’t stay out here,” Stephen whimpered, looking around with a frightened look on his face. “Are you crazy?

It’s a meat market!”

“Well then come on in,” said Lisa, flipping her hair. “I’ll only be a few minutes.”

Lisa walked quickly through the library door without even waiting for an answer. Meanwhile, Stephen tried to keep up with her, scurrying in her wake until he saw a quiet corner where he felt he was safe. He held up a book so that he could use it to conceal his face, and then waited as patiently as he could for Lisa to return, but she never did.

Instead she met me in the upstairs bathroom where I was waiting for her with a change of clothing.

As she exited the library, she made sure to keep her back to him. He grew impatient and began to stumble up the stairs in his sandals. At that very moment, I was walking down the stairs. It was an absolutely amazing

“coincidence” that we had worked so hard to arrange.

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed. “You’re that men’s rights guy.  Stephen Walters, isn’t it?”

“Keep it down,” scowled Stephen. “I can explain.”

“Oh really?” I said. My face lighting up, “This should be interesting.”

“I had my clothes stolen. They left me with this dress,” he said, sweeping his hand down unnecessarily.

“They left you with a face full of makeup too?”

“No, that was just so nobody would recognize me,” he explained, growing impatient and even more embarrassed.

“Hey, it’s working! You look ravishing, Stephy,” I teased. “Any way, I don’t judge. Whatever floats your boat, you do you.”

“Hey! It’s not like that,” he said, but I just smiled knowingly and merrily walked away practically skipping down the stairs. He spent the next twenty minutes looking for Lisa before finally heading home on his own.

I had Lisa text him to apologize and let him know that she was looking for him, but had to give up and go home. Stephen was still rather angry, but he seemed to accept this explanation.

I never did find out how he got back home or who let him in. Since he had no keys, I am absolutely sure that it was really humiliating. We were very cruel, but there was a reason for this. We wanted to use his own pop psychology against him.

That night, we had so much fun sitting around listening and laughing as Lisa told us everything that happened.

If she was feeling sympathy for Stephen, his arrogance and selfishness was going a long way towards mitigating those feelings.

 

The next morning, Stephen’s outlook had changed. The local Police recovered his missing wallet and car where Alicia and I had hid them on an old dirt road. They chalked it up to somebody taking a joy ride, but they told Stephen to monitor his credit cards and to consider getting new ones.

By ten that morning, he had recovered from his humiliating ordeal, and was eagerly texting Lisa and begging her for another date. He knew a bouncer at a bar and he could get her in free to see a band that he thought she’d like called the Marx Bros.

“I love live music,” she said. “That sounds fun. What is the band like?”

“Uh, well I know you’ll like them,” he replied. “I love these guys.”

“What kind of music do they play?”

“The very best kind,” he answered.

It was obvious to Lisa that he had no clue what kind of band they were seeing, and barely even knew the name.

He just wanted to take the pretty, inexperienced eighteen year old girl to the bar figuring he could easily get her drunk and have his way with her. He counted on her being unfamiliar with drinking.

“That’s totally what he’s doing,” said Alicia.

“Did you drink at all in high school?” I asked.

“No, I never hung around with the kids who did that sort of thing,” said Lisa.

“Bullshit!” cried Alicia. “I remember more than once trying to keep you quiet when you were drunk so that mom and dad wouldn’t find out.”

“So you both drank?” I repeated.

“Yeah, of course,” said Alicia. “I mean it was pretty normal in our high school, but we never went totally overboard and never drove drunk, or at least I never did.”

“Me neither,” added Lisa sheepishly. Good! I knew my little sisters were basically good girls. I didn’t get into my wild own days and nights.

“I have an idea,” I said. “We need to do some shopping. I think you’ll like it.”

 

********

 


The Second Date

 

The women’s bathroom at  The Bar Chord  was unexpectedly clean. Since I’d be spending most of the night in there, I was relieved. Alicia and I sat nervously making small talk as a small procession of girls came in to relieve themselves or fix their makeup. Outside, Lisa and Stephen were in the initial moments of their date.

Lisa was wearing a sexy black crop top, a blue denim jacket, black and white striped short shorts, and black ankle boots with a chunky heel. We had accomplished the nearly impossible—we got the twins to agree on an outfit and it was sexy without being too slutty. It didn’t even look like Lisa was trying that hard, but she looked great and fashionable. Stephen was wearing a pair of khaki pants and a maroon button down shirt.

“Do you drink much?” asked Stephen splitting his attention between Lisa and the waitress. They were sitting at the bar, which was just a horrible place to watch live music.

“Not too much,” she said. “I mostly just drink light beer.”

“Then you’re in for a treat,” said Stephen as he ordered two Long Island Ice Teas.

“What’s that?” asked Lisa.

“You’ll love it,” replied Stephen. I am sure he thought that Lisa was a lightweight. He was counting on the alcohol hitting her much faster than it hit him. He’d discussed this disgusting tactic in detail on his blog and his podcast. He called it the tipsy tactic. He’d used it to prey on a lot of girls, but it didn’t go quite the way he planned.

We were ready for him.

 

As Stephen and Lisa finished their first drinks, he turned to her and while caressing her bare right thigh he asked, “How did you like the drink, my plump little sugar plum?”

“It was pretty good,” said Lisa, managing to shrug off his latest manipulation,“I need to hit the bathroom though.”

“You’re not going to throw up, are you?” he asked.

“No, I’ll be right back. Why don’t you order us another round,” said Lisa grabbing her purse and making her way into the ladies’ room.

Lisa walked straight into the bathroom and smiled at Alicia and me. “Good work so far, “ I said.

“You’re up, sis,” she replied. “Get out there before the next round shows up, though. I don’t trust him not to spike the drink.”

Alicia emerged from the bathroom. She was wearing the exact same outfit as her twin sister. The only question was whether or not she’d be able to fool him, but it didn’t take long for her to realize he was completely clueless.

“So, where’s that other drink?” asked Alicia.

“It’s coming,” said Stephen. “You think you can keep up with me?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “I just want to get my drink on before the band starts.”

“Alright, my kind of girl,” said Stephen.

As the waitress arrived and placed the two drinks in front of them, Alicia quickly picked hers up and took a big gulp. “Try and keep up if you don’t want me to think you’re a total wimp,” said Alicia.

Over the next half hour, both Lisa and Alicia had each finished two Long Islands. They were both silly and giggling, but in control enough to flawlessly switch places back and forth. Our plan was proceeding perfectly.

The twins also switched drinks with Stephen—just in case he’d slipped some date rape drug into one of theirs.

After gulping five drinks, he was drunk, and almost on the verge of passing out. It was barely 7:30 and his night was already over. At least his night as Stephen was over. His night as Stephanie was just about to begin.

Either he was a lightweight, he’d tried to drug Lisa only to get drugged himself, or both. We soon learned it was both. Before the band even tuned up, it was time to go. Lisa texted me, and Alicia and I joined her at the table.

Fortunately no one was paying any attention to the sloshed guy. They were fixated on the beautiful twins in matching outfits.

The band was setting up, but the lead singer didn’t have much to do. He sauntered over to my sisters, introduced himself as Karl, and said, “Hey, the band could use a couple of hot backup dancers and you’re dressed for it. What do you say you shake your tushes on stage with us, and we can all party after the gig?”

My guess is this guy Karl had a twins fetish, so I played on that. “My sisters and I have a few errands to do tonight, but who knows? Maybe we’ll see you again soon?” At that both twins winked at him and smiled.

Karl looked disappointed but told us, “The backup dancer offer is real. Just mention my name at any gig to get in free and ask them for backstage access.” He waggled his eyebrows suggestively as he said the words “backstage access.”

I thought, “Ugh! Gross!” as we half dragged, half carried Walters out to his car. We put him in the front passenger’s seat as I took his keys and the twins got into the back. If he saw them in their matching outfits, he probably just thought he was seeing double.

We took him to The Mystique Boutique to carry out part 3 of the plan. On the way, it became apparent that Stephen was under the influence of a date rape drug. He was still conscious but completely loopy. When we pulled up in front of the trendy little shop, it was still before 8 p.m. We quickly made up his face and then led him into the store.

I loved this store! It had great clothes at very affordable prices. Luckily for us, Walters was petite and we had a lot of very sexy choices for him. First, we had him model a black skater dress that had a very sheer floral lace insert, with flutter sleeves and a low cut neckline. Every girl needs a sexy LBD—little black dress—and this was a very cute one.

The flirty, flouncy skirt fell to just above his knees. Paired with 4 inch black suede ankle strap heels, it made him look like a boy crazy club chick. I could easily picture a girl dressed like this dancing the night away, first vertically in a hot night spot, and then horizontally in bed with a horny stud. The look was good, but we wanted better.

We made him try on four other dresses—a tight hot pink body con dress, a flowy floral wrap dress, a bright red asymmetrical sheath, and a bandage dress in off-white—but none of them said “WOW” to all three of us.

Throughout the whole process, Stephen was compliant if sometimes playfully bratty. Basically he did everything we told him without much complaint, but he seemed pretty out of it. Served him right. Whatever drug he was hoping to use on Lisa would have rendered her helpless.

Finally, we put him in a lightweight royal blue lace-up dress with a princess-seamed bodice and short sleeves.

It featured an open back with cross-cross lacing. The material flowed coquettishly over his slim figure, and the color made his eyes really pop.

The full skater skirt had a built in black net petticoat that peeked our alluringly at the hem, and made it flare out enticingly. This dress presented a heady mix of giggly girlishness and sultry seductiveness. It was perfect!

We matched this cute number with 4 inch stiletto heels in an eye-catching metallic gold that had a single thin, dainty strap that went across his ankles. We also found a cute hand bag and purse set that matched the shoes perfectly, and pulled them from the shelves.

The boutique carried French lingerie and hosiery, so we also picked out a cobalt blue padded push up bra and a matching pair of thong panties. It took some effort, but the three of us managed to get him into the sexy set of satin underthings. Luckily his dick was tiny, and slipped into the thong, seemingly disappearing. With darkest black panty hose on his legs, his sparse leg hair was invisible.

At last we had Walters all dressed up in a killer ensemble, looking like a sexy babe there in the dressing room.

We’d selected a blue satin choker, some bangles, and clip on earrings to complete the look. After we styled his longish hair in a sassy feminine updo with some product, “Stephanie” was ready to make his evening debut.

Lisa put his ID and other essentials into the small purse, then put that into the bag. We just left his male clothes in a garbage can, and guided him to the register. There we presented the tags for everything Walters was wearing, and we had him pay for everything with his credit card.

When the salesgirl, a cute blonde with “Katie” on her name tag asked us, “Is she alright?” our new girlfriend grinned dizzily and answered, “Never bedder. Get it? Never bed her!” Then he giggled like a foolish child. We all rolled our eyes, but Katie looked worried.

“Don’t worry, she’s not driving,” I assured her.

We gathered Walters between us, and made our way back to his car. By this time, the date rape drug was in full effect. His legs were like limp noodles and his eyes were only half open. He was apparently unaware of where he was or what he was wearing, and kept talking or more accurately singing to himself.

We carefully placed him in the back seat laying down with his head in Alicia’s lap. “He better not puke on me!” she growled as Lisa got in beside me in the front seat and I turned the key to start the car. “This is going to be epic!” I laughed.

Moments later we were back at the  Bar Chord, and the band was playing so loudly we could hear the booming bass from the parking lot. When we got to the door, I mentioned “Karl Marx.” The bouncer made eye contact with the singer who nodded and we were in!

This was fortunate because although the three of us sisters had fake IDs, “Stephanie” didn’t. He especially didn’t have one with a picture that matched the sexy rock and roll chick he appeared to be.

We four danced to the music—it wasn’t half bad! They had a retro sound kind of like the Ramones who they were pretty much copying. Like the Ramones, they all used stage first names and the last name Marx. Marx Bros.

Marx Brothers. Karl Marx. It was kind of campy but sort of cute, and the humor mixed well with their angsty

melodic vibe.

“Karl Marx” brought us all on stage to dance behind the band. We had a blast showing off for the audience.

“Stephanie” as much as the rest of us. Between sets, we hung out in the back room. The drummer “Grouchy Marx”

took a liking to “Stephanie” and sat “her” on his lap. He had no clue that the little cutie he was kissing was really a guy.

Karl sat the twins on either side of him, and seemed incredibly happy. I kept an eye on the other three while idly chatting with the guitarist named “Skid Marx” and the bass player who called himself “Tire Marx.” I also took tons of pics and videos of Stephanie making out with Grouchy while pretending to check my email.

The evidence of this make out session was exactly what we wanted. We had already set up a website and posted the video Lisa took of him putting on his pink dress and getting made up, plus my video of him walking around the library in the same outfit.

Once we added the videos and pictures of his transformation at the Mystique Boutique and these new pictures and video, there was no way he’d ever live this down. The Stephanie Project had succeeded beyond our wildest imagination.

Walters easily passed for a girl, as I predicted he would. At this point, it was just easier to think of Stephanie as the girl she appeared to be. Soon the whole campus and most of the internet would know what a pretty wannabe girl Stephanie made.

Before too long, it was time for the second set. The band opened with a crowd pleaser called “Making Plans For The Economy” that went directly into a high tempo song called “Great Leap Forward.” The four of us danced frenetically behind them as the Marxists ripped through their power chords.

The second set was pretty long. The band was good and dancing was amazing fun. After the show, we were exhausted and eager to get to sleep. Instead, we hung out with the band while they loaded their equipment into a very large but decidedly sketchy-looking van.

I kissed both Skid and Tire on the cheek, the twins did the same with Karl, and Grouchy bent Stephanie backwards and stuck his tongue down her throat. Laughing, we all got into Walters’s red Mercedes and headed back to campus.

We were nearly back to the twins’ dorm before we realized that Stephanie wasn’t with us! It didn’t take us long to figure out what had happened and exactly where she was. Our drugged faux girl was literally “with the band.”

Our little male supremacist was turning into a slutty little groupie.

As much as we couldn’t stand him, we couldn’t abandon him like that either. When Grouchy tried to have sex with her, he’d discover her tiny little secret. At that point, with four rockers and one dainty little trap, the situation could turn violent, possibly even fatal. We had to act quickly to rescue poor Stephanie from that fate.

Lisa checked out the Marx Bros website and called the number listed. No answer. Alicia checked their gig calendar and saw they were scheduled to play the next night in the next town over.

I made a U turn and headed in that direction. They obviously wouldn’t be setting up for tomorrow night’s gig.

The only question was were they successful enough to get a hotel room or were they going to park their van in a parking lot and sleep there.  There just weren’t that many possible vans.  It didn’t take us long to find the cheap motel these guys had parked at, but finding their room would be a much bigger problem.

We snuck around trying to peak into every window we could, but that was going to get us in trouble eventually and it wasn’t very effective with the lights out and blinds closed in most of the hotel rooms.

Fortunately, just as we were about to give up, we heard laughter coming from the opposite side of the hotel.

We followed the sound and found Grouchy trying to wrangle Stephanie, which is much easier than it sounds.  She kept trying to wander off and he was trying to find a way to sober her up. At least he wasn’t trying to take advantage of her.

“Stephanie! We were looking all over for you!” exclaimed Lisa.

“Oh my God! She’s completely out of it. What did she take?” asked Grouchy.

“We don’t really know,” I replied across the hotel parking lot as we approached.

“He tried to drug my sister Lisa and she switched glasses on him,” said Alicia.

I shot daggers at her.  Now that Grouchy knew he had been kissing another dude I was pretty sure he was going to be pissed off. This after we spent so much time and export trying to make sure he never found that out too.

“That makes sense,” said Grouchy. “My friends will kill me if I don’t let them get some sleep or I’d invite you in. Do you want Stephanie back?  He climbed into the van and we didn’t realize it until we were driving off.”

“Did you know he was a boy?” I asked.

“Yeah, but you know, he makes a very cute girl and...well...it’s rock and roll,” he said giving us the universal rock and roll horns sign with his hands.

“Well that makes this easier,” said Lisa.

“It’s kind of a shame this wasn’t his choice.  He makes a great backup dancer,” said Grouchy. “You all do.”

“Really?” I said raising my eyebrow.  “That’s good to know.”

Grouchy helped us load Stephanie into the  Mercedes and we headed back to the sorority house.  I didn’t think we wanted to parade him through the dorms. At least not yet.

 



TO BE CONTINUED
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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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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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nie now? He’s not doing so well
since the sisters tricked him into
taking his own drugs. He never
expected to be spending the
night wearing a tight dress and
dancing backup for a band.

His plans to bed Lisa seem to
have completely fallen apart, but
what abotu the girls’ plans for
him? Our narrator certainly
seems to have it out for him and
her sisters don't like him much
either. Find out what'’s next in
The Stephanie Project Part 2,
which is being published by
Mindi

On SALE AUGUST 24th





index-17_1.jpg
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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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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