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Amanda HawkinsAlter Girls: They aren’t altar girls anymore…
~

Damn. They seemed like such nice girls. Heck, I’d

known them since we were little kids. Natalie and

Hannah, Sophie and Tansy and Jen: the altar girls

in our small church—and me the only altar boy.

For a few years I was ‘one of the girls’, and maybe

that’s how I ended up dressed like one, some ten

years later, tied up in the church basement.

I’m not entirely blameless. The tying-up thing was

kinda my idea. I always liked the whole ‘damsel in

distress’ idea—only with me as the dashing hero

who swoops in to save the day. I might have been

manipulated into suggesting it, though, the same

way I was maneuvered into cross-dressing in the

first place. Dammit. Why’d I have to go along with

that anyhow? I mean, Natalie’s pretty damn cute

and I’d never had much luck with the ladies…

Still, the girls took advantage of that—and of me.

We always got together in the summer, after I

came home from university. They had all stayed in

town; some with jobs, some attending the local

college. It wasn’t like we hung out a lot, but I’d see

them in church and they’d invite me out for drinks

now and then, or to a picnic down at the lake. The

five of them seemed to be pretty tight.

It was Natalie who began dropping hints that she

might see me as developing into more than just a

friend. I’d run through a few dates on campus, but

no seconds and never with anyone like her. Long

dark hair, the face of an angel, and a pretty sweet

figure to boot. How could I possibly resist?

I did wonder why someone hadn’t snapped her up

years ago, but I figured she was just being picky.

And I flattered myself by thinking she might even

have been waiting for me to wise up, grow up and

generally turn myself into boyfriend material.

Turns out, I was dreaming. I know that now.

It started with lunch one day after church, with the

other girls supposedly busy. That turned into walks

along the river, then movie nights at her place—

she had her own apartment by that time—and

finally a real date: dinner at a nice bistro, a vintage

flick at the Bijou, then back to the couch in her

living room for some heavy petting.

It never went beyond that, of course. She was up-

front with the whole notion of saving herself for

marriage. I didn’t mind; second base was about as

far as I’d ever been, and with a girl like Nat it was

as good as third base any day.

Then things began getting a little kinky. Alas, the

‘kink’ was all on me. When Natalie swept into the

living room, clad only in a full slip and whatever

else one might wear beneath such a garment, she

dropped some heavy hints that she wouldn’t mind

seeing me dressed the same way.

“Oh wow, that would be such a turn-on,” she said,

pressing herself against me and brushing her

fingers up and down my bare arm.

Coincidentally, we were almost the same size. I’m

not the biggest guy that ever lived, and now I can’t

help wondering if that was the main reason I was

chosen for this treatment—and why Natalie was

the bait. In any case, it didn’t take long for her to

entice me into a pink slip, as well as panties and a

push-up bra stuffed with socks, and that was the

first time I made it to second base with her.

After that, me wearing lingerie was a given.
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The next time we got together, she insisted on

shaving my legs—lots of guys do it, she assured

me, and it makes pantyhose feel so much better.

She wasn’t wrong. Once again, I rounded second

and was headed for third when I got the signal to

stay put. That’s how it went for the next few weeks

as she gradually added to my dressing routine, got

me hooked on regular skincare, and playfully had

me get my ears pierced. Tansy and Hannah were

along for the ride that time, as once again I was

given the ‘one of the girls’ treatment.

Why would I mind? They were my friends.

I did start wondering where this was headed, the

day Natalie first suggested that a little makeup was

in order; to make my eyes ‘pop’ and bring out the

lovely bone structure I had inherited from my

mother. “This is totally hawt,” I was told, as ruby-

red lipstick was applied to my mouth.

I nearly made it to third that day. It was pretty hot,

I had to admit, with both of us wearing matching

babydolls—hers white, mine pink—all four legs

sheathed in black nylon, all four feet clad in black

leather pumps. From the waist down, we differed

only in that she wore stilettos while I was learning

the ropes in a pair of kitten heels. But it made us

almost the same height, which was also hot.

The next time I saw Natalie, she presented me with

a set of fifteen-inch hair extensions, in the same

dark brown shade as my own hair. “Then we’d

almost be twin sisters,” she said eagerly. “How hot

would that be?” The notion of forbidden love was

pretty hot, I had to admit. Besides which, it did

seem to be the next logical step.

Unfortunately, as I was soon to find out, there were

plenty more ‘logical steps’ to come. I soon found

myself wearing a summer dress and venturing out

to the car for a drive, before some hot girl-on-girl

action at Makeout Point. After that, I had to be

fully cross-dressed for her to even consider doing

anything together.

Then, one fateful day, I emerged from her

bedroom—after slipping into a wrap-style black

dress, with a pretty face and my long hair nicely

flowing across my shoulders—to find all five girls

waiting for me in the living room. I knew that Nat

had told them about the cross-dressing game we’d

been playing, and that Sophie and Jen had spotted

us on one of our outings, but I had never been

‘dressed’ in front of the whole crew.

I almost escaped back into the bedroom, but Nat

hauled me out and Hannah gave me a big hug and

they all called me ‘Cheryl’, which was the name

Natalie had given me, and after that I felt better. It

was ‘one of the girls’ all over again.

We settled in at the kitchen table and Nat popped a

bottle of wine. After a glass or two of girl talk,

Tansy tapped me on the arm. “Hey, Cheryl. You

know that fantasy you were discussing with Nat

the other day? We decided to make it come true.”

Fantasy? What fantasy—there were so many!

“It’s the damsel in distress thing,” Jen said. “You

know, the one where a girl gets snatched off the

street by a couple of skeezy guys in a white van?”

Wasn’t that Natalie’s fantasy? It might’ve been me

fleshing out the details, but hadn’t she—?

“It’s all set for tonight,” Sophie added. “We the got

the guys lined up and everything.”

I looked from one pretty face to the next. They

were all staring at me. “Who—uh, who’d you have

in mind for the victim?” Like I didn’t know the

answer.

Natalie’s hands fell on my nylon-clad knee, gently

kneading. “How hawt would that be?”

“Pretty hot, I guess. But, uhm—”

“We’ll follow you in Nat’s car,” Tansy said. “Soon

as the deal goes down, we’ll snap a pic of the van,

see? For the license plate.”

“Then we’ll just hang on your tail to wherever the

guys wind up takin’ you,” Jen added. “Like in the

movies.”

Hannah leaned forward eagerly. “They’ll, like, tie

you up, right? Then they’ll probably celebrate by

watching porn and getting drunk, like guys do, and

once they fall asleep we’ll sneak in and untie you.

Just like Scooby and the gang!”

I nodded slowly. “Looks like you got it all figured

out. But… why me?”

Silence. “It was your idea,” Natalie said.

Was it? I couldn’t remember. “Okay, but—”

“You wouldn’t want me to do it, would you? The

girl you’ve been getting so ‘friendly’ with the last

few weeks?”

Tansy tapped her glass on the table. “A real man

wouldn’t let the woman he loves—or whatever—

get kidnapped by a couple of skeezy guys, even if

it is only a fantasy.” Her gaze was sharp.
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Was I a real man? I sure as hell didn’t look like

one, fitting in as I did with a group of girls. What’s

more, after weeks of Natalie using me as her very

own dress-up Barbie doll, I knew I could pass in

public as a woman. Still, getting all up-close and

personal with a couple of dudes in an old van

seemed like a bridge too far for my liking.

“Can I get back to you on that? I mean, sure, I’ll do

it and all, but maybe we could work up—”

“It’s set for tonight,” Sophie said, frowning.

“We already paid the men,” Jen added.

“C’mon, baby,” Natalie whispered, as her fingers

slid up my leg. “It’ll be so much fun. And when we

get back…” She rubbed the smooth gusset of my

pantyhose. “—third base?”

That’s how I found myself, purse in hand, strolling

down a deserted street on the rough side of town.

You might think this was me being a huge wuss,

giving in without a fight, but that would be to

underestimate the incredible allure of a girl like

Natalie—at least, for a guy like me who had yet to

‘get some’. My transition to womanhood (aka the

road to hell) was the culmination of a long series

of tiny steps, each of which didn’t seem terribly

significant compared to the stuff I’d already done.

I kept reminding myself of that, right up to the

moment when a dirty white minivan pulled up

curbside and two men climbed out: middle-aged

and badly dressed in old jeans, T-shirts and loose

unbuttoned overshirts. One was tall and thin, the

other short and round. I never did learn their real

names, so I’ll call them Stan and Ollie.

“Methinks this be the lady in question,” Stan said,

gazing down at me with crossed eyes.

“A fine piece of tail indeed,” Ollie said, staring at

my legs. He smacked his lips. “Shall we?”

“We shall indeed.” They pulled me into the van,

taking care not to damage the goods. I was ordered

to “keep quiet, or else” and off we went.

~

God… what was I thinking? How could I possibly

think that being dragged off the street by two old

dudes in a dirty white van could ever be some kind

of turn-on? But here I am: tied to a chair in

somebody’s unfinished basement. It’s been hours

… and I am bored out of my freakin’ skull.

Frap, I’m just sitting here, doing massive amounts

of nothing! The light never changes, I can’t hear a

damn thing from outside… even the temperature

never changes. Thank goodness it’s warm enough

or I’d be a pretty little Popsicle by now.

If Stan and Ollie are watching me on a spy cam,

maybe this is some kind of turn-on for them, but

for me it’s just hours and hours of staring at the

walls. What on earth could possibly be ‘hot’ about

being tied up with nothing to do but count the two-

by-fours in the ceiling?

God… I can’t feel my nuts anymore. They’ve been

shoved up inside me for so long, I’m not sure they

even exist. Same goes for the wiener-dog between

my legs. Maybe I turned into a woman for real,

somewhere between Nat’s place and here. Oh man,

wouldn’t that be a joke and a half?

Dammit, where the hell are the girls? They were

supposed to be here by now, setting me free after

those losers got drunk and fell asleep staring at

porn. My luck, they’re probably up there binge-

watching Breaking Bad instead. I once heard that

time spent in quiet contemplation is never wasted,

but try doing it gussied up as a woman, trapped in

some psycho’s basement. Trust me, it’s wasted.
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Finally—finally—I heard footsteps on the stairs. A

door opened behind me and numerous high heels

clattered across the concrete. Either I was about to

be rescued—or Stan and Ollie had just developed a

sudden interest in cross-dressing.

Natalie stepped into view, smiling. “Hey, sweetie.

Is the fantasy every lil’ thing you hoped it’d be?”

“Mmmph!” I gave my head a shake.

“That’s okay. It’s gonna get better.” She trailed her

fingers through my hair, then lightly adjusted the

way it fell past my shoulders.

The other girls arrived, but no one made a move to

untie me or even remove the gag that prevented me

from telling them to untie me, dammit! I had to

make do with twisting in my seat, stamping my

feet and making the same kind of squeaky noises

as a doggy chew-toy. All to no avail.

“She’s probably worried the kidnappers might

come back,” Tansy said—and they all laughed.

I stopped twisting and blinked up at them. What

was funny about that? Sure, they’re hired goons,

but they were also a couple of losers who probably

hadn’t had a decent lay in decades—other than

hookers, that is. What lowlife could resist a gaggle

of girls as sweet as these, already pre-trapped in

their basement? If they weren’t fussy about where

they ‘stuck it’, even someone like me might satisfy

their dastardly lust for the feminine.

Jen gestured at the ceiling. “Not to worry, Cheryl.

The bad guys are long gone. It’s Saturday night, ya

know. The church is closed.”

My eyes widened. The church?

More laughter. Sophie said, “Now she’s wants to

know why she’s in the church basement.”

“And why it took us four hours to mosey on down

here,” Hannah added.

“We were online,” Natalie said, massaging my

neck. “Checking out what all the other Alter Girls

are up to tonight…”

“And if they had any interesting suggestions for

what we should do with you,” Tansy said.

“She doesn’t know what that means,” Jen said. She

stepped closer. “It isn’t altar girls, like we all were

when we were kids. It’s A-L-T-E-R Girls.”

“We’re the Alter Girls,” Natalie said. “It’s a club.”

“Mmph?” I looked from one to the next, puzzled.

“We change guys,” Tansy said. “We turn ‘em into

girls. It isn’t just a hobby either; we ain’t doing this

for the fun of it. It’s more like a calling.”

“But it is fun,” Sophie said.

Natalie’s fingers dug into the soft skin of my neck,

caressing my throat. “Sometimes I really believe

… we’re on a mission from God.”

“We’re kinda new at this,” Jen said. “Some of the

other chapters have been at it for years.”

“Most of ‘em pick guys who, like, really have it

coming,” Tansy said. “But we decided to use it as a

reward. Being a woman isn’t really a punishment,

is it? It’s totally a good thing. Girls rock!”

“The first guy didn’t turn out so good,” Jen said.

She sighed. “He’s a drag queen now, down at the

Roxy. Nothing wrong with that, but…”

“It’s undignified,” Tansy said. “The other guy is a

shemale. Nothing wrong with that either, but she

did turn into a bit of a skank.” She grimaced.

“We’re hoping for better luck with you,” Natalie

whispered into my ear. “Third time ducky…”

“Mmph?” Now I really was scared.

Hannah pulled up an inverted pail and sat, placing

her hand on my knee. “Here’s the thing… it has to

be your decision, sweetie. We tried to force it on

the other guys; that’s why we lost them, sort of.”

“Womanhood is a gift,” Sophie added.

“You deserve this, baby,” Natalie whispered.

Tansy stroked my arm. “You’re one of the good

ones, Cheryl. You’ve always been one of us.”

“You’re one of the girls,” Jen said.

“We’ll help you through this,” Hannah said. “Nat

knows a good therapist who’ll sign the papers. We

even saved up enough for the surgery.”

“Please join us,” Natalie breathed. “You can be an

Alter Girl too. We can be sisters, all of us.”

I stared at them, shocked beyond measure. Turn

me into a real woman? An honest-to-God female?

My mind shrank from the thought. It was one thing

to dress up for fun, but being a woman for the rest

of my life? That’s just way too…

On the other hand… these were my friends; my

besties. Being one of the girls came so easily to

me; I could probably make it work as a girl. And

the world of men certainly wouldn’t miss me; I’m

not exactly a shining example of manhood.

That, my friends, is how I became an Alter Girl.  �


