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Forward By The Author
Thank you so much for selecting this all new book—the first in an exciting new series—with more than 14,000 words of actual story content. It’s easily the most sentimental entry in my best selling catalog. If you like reading about a young man carefully coaxed into a girlhood, first by his supportive mom and later on by the gorgeous girl next door, then this is the series for you!
This sweet sentimental coming of age crossdressing story is set in the 1970s. As such, it’s a pretty significant departure for me. It depicts an androgynous eighteen year old’s slow evolution into a male to female transgender teen. It features the following themes:
Mildly forced or coerced feminization, strict but sensitive female domination, very detailed makeovers, and a stunning lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a pretty young girly girl! Note: these themes apply to the entire series. Not all of them appear in every one of the books in the series.
Please don’t read this book or series if you don’t like such subjects!
I cannot thank you enough for choosing this all new story! This book begins a stunning, continuing series as our heroine gets further coaxed into girlhood. Will she go to school as a girl? Will she realize her dream of joining the cheerleading squad? Will she go to homecoming dance as some guy’s date? What about prom? Will she become a school girl? Will she go on to college and become a sorority sister? So many things may be possible for Christina!
I love to hear from my readers! I want to hear from you! Several readers have made my day by sharing their thoughts about my books. Please email me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind, or if you want to commission a custom story.
Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love and need you! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!￼
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This Book Meets All Amazon/Kindle Standards
All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, consenting participants in all activities depicted, implied, and referenced. There are no sexual or other intimate relations or actions between or involving blood relations, minors, etc. 
There are no depictions, references to, or implications of any illegal, unethical, immoral, criminal, violent, non-consensual, abusive or other improper or wrongful activity, contact, nor conduct; nor is any objectionable behavior promoted, advocated for, nor implied.



Copyright Notice
U.S. Federal and International Law prohibits theft of intellectual property. Section 501 of the U.S. copyright law states that “anyone who violates any of the exclusive rights of the copyright owner ... is an infringer of the copyright or right of the author.” Other provisions of international law contain similar provisions.
No copying, transferring, performance, resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, or (re)distribution, excerpting or summarization (other than for the purpose of reviewing) of any part or all of this work—including any of the descriptions, narrative language, scenes, characters, plot lines, events, or any other content—is permitted without express prior, written permission of the author, Mindi Harris. This statement of reserved rights supersedes any other offer or agreement, express or implied, from, between, or among, any person(s), companies, or other entities.



Content Warning And Disclaimers
Warning, Reader Discretion Advised! This is a forced feminization fantasy including a coerced/coaxed lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a “yassified” young girl, and more! Do not read this book if any of these or similar themes offend you!
None of the characters, entities, names, events, locations, or any other details refer to anyone or anything in reality. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is unintended and coincidental. This story is fantasy and for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!
Beware! This book describes a character helplessly transformed in body and mind from a normal male into a feminized sissy! Don’t Read This Book unless you enjoy reading about a young man who is coaxed into girlhood, emasculated and feminized by a dominating woman! 
Warning! This story contains themes including male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing, etc. featuring a conflicted / reluctant character’s feminization, humiliation, submission to female domination, emasculation, and lifestyle change. Again, if these topics offend you, please stop reading.



Chapter 1: Glam Rock Guy
Chris Bridges sat in his bedroom, a small and snug space that felt like a sanctuary to him. The dim lighting cast soft shadows on the posters of glam rock icons like David Bowie that adorned his walls. The petite auburn haired teenager had decorated his room with posters of his other favorite glam rockers and muscle cars. Ziggy Stardust, Bowie’s androgynous alter ego, smiled down on the teen. 
He relaxed in these cozy surroundings, doing his math homework. Pulsing bass beats from his beat up second hand stereo system provided a thrumming sound track as he paused to gaze up at a poster of Alice Cooper. 
The androgynous young man felt admiration and no small amount of envy for these androgynous rock stars. He’d been endlessly fascinated seeing men pushing against gender barriers, proudly resplendent in makeup and flashy clothes. He appreciated their courage as they challenged social norms and flouted the strict masculinity the stuffy 1970s demanded from men and boys. 
The turbulent 60s were just a dim memory to Chris. He didn’t even realize how much had changed since then. He wasn’t even dimly aware that whoever set the tone for the national mood had decided to turn the page from the protest riven Vietnam Era to a less contentious, more homogenous era of conformity and consensus. He only knew that the culture that he’d grown up within frowned on any out of the ordinary behavior. That’s what made his heroes stand out.
As he matured, his musical tastes evolved, increasingly rejecting the steady diet of mainstream offerings on AM radio and embracing ever more esoteric artists. As a child, he’d listened to and liked almost all of the music on the Top 40 stations. After his eighteenth birthday, he preferred to listen to his own records instead, opting to become his own D.J. rather than subjecting his discerning ears to the bubble gum pop offerings on the commercial airwaves. 
He refused to limit himself to listening to only the same few dozen songs played in heavy rotation. He rejected this as repetitive, even before he discovered glam rock. Once he was old enough to go shopping on his own, he started spending hours and hours in record stores. There, he quickly found out what the artists he liked actually looked like. 
His eyes went wide with surprise and delight the first time he held albums in his hands that depicted men dressed or made up, looking a lot like women. Seeing David Bowie wearing a dress on the cover of the import version of “The Man Who Sold The World“ album sparked a powerful awakening deep inside him. Or rather, it gave new life and new meaning to the nameless feelings he’d hidden deep within him. Urges and desires that he’d struggled to understand.
The music-minded teen quickly began collecting rock magazines like Creme and Rock Scene, Rolling Stone and Circus. He spent untold hours looking at photos of dolled up rock stars. The New York Dolls, Marc Bolan of T-Rex, Kiss, and Freddie Mercury from Queen were among the super stars and cult following bands who’d captured the developing boy’s imagination. 
He studied photos of men in various forms of drag, from subtle or outrageous gender bending to full on femininity including dresses and platform heels. He smiled seeing them dressed in flamboyant, androgynous or girlish clothes. Many wearing makeup with their hair styled like women.
“I wonder how I’d look dressed and made up like that?” he’d sigh, thinking that unless he learned to play an instrument or sang in a band, he might never get the chance to find out.
Unlike those mostly masculine rockers, Christopher’s delicate features, slender build, and long, naturally wavy auburn hair gave him an androgynous appearance. This, even without the aid of any makeup or feminine clothes. His soft eyes and fine bone structure let him easily pass for female, even though he’d never even tried to do so. At least not that much.
The slim, petite boy lost count of how many times people had called him “Miss.” Just the day before, he’d endured just such an embarrassing experience as he perused the import section of his favorite record store. He had saved up the money he’d earned by babysitting to buy more records.
He smiled, striding purposely into the small, import section of the independent record store. The boy felt the usual wave of excitement wash over him. The air was thick with the scent of vinyl and a hint of incense. Bright fluorescent lighting from above casting an insistent glow. The store’s decor was eclectic, with posters of legendary bands plastered on the walls, their iconic images smiling down on him.
The floor was a patchwork of worn-out rugs, adding to the store’s cozy charm. The layout was more than a bit chaotic, with crates of records stacked haphazardly in corners. Rows of records lined the wooden shelves, their covers displaying vibrant artwork that promised new sounds and experiences.
A handwritten sign taped to the far wall proclaimed, “Import Section Discover the Sounds of the World!” Chris smiled at the thought, moving in that direction. He felt like an intrepid explorer setting out on a journey, on the brink of uncovering something extraordinary.
His travels took him by some adult music fans who stood huddled together, arguing about whether the Beatles or the Stones were the better band. He passed several college guys dressed in groovy clothes, bell bottom jeans and fringed vests over t-shirts. He could barely catch snippets of their conversations, filled with phrases like “Have you heard of this new band?” and “This album changed everything.” Their enthusiasm was palpable, and it added to the vibrant energy of the place.
Nearby, in the top 40 section, a group of pretty teenage girls giggled softly, their voices mixing with the faint sound of a popular rock track in the background.
“I can’t believe you haven’t even heard of ABBA!” one blonde girl exclaimed, her self satisfaction evident as she twisted from side to side in her flowing mid length dress.
“Don’t be so full of yourself, Mandy,” another said, this one a brunette in a tight miniskirt. “You thought Stevie Nicks was a guy!”
He glanced at these girls enviously, trying not to stare at their brightly colored outfits—sexy hot pants and patterned blouses, miniskirts paired with tank tops. One of them, a black haired Asian girl, wore a designer jeans and a denim jacket. He’d worn a similar outfit himself, as close to womanly as he dared. This included borrowing his mom’s Gloria Vanderbilt jeans and her matching oversized jean jacket. He wore her big orange sunglasses as a hair band.
That outfit was as girlish as he risked wearing in public, and even that slight foray into femininity made him feel somewhat nervous. Something inside him had compelled him to flirt with fashion this way a few times before as well. He had no idea what made him want to risk discovery as a subtly crossdressed boy.
He brushed off these thoughts and happily flipped through the colorful jackets of albums from around the world—Japanese color vinyl pressings, British imports, picture disks, and rare finds from Europe and the rest of the world. He continued browsing, running his fingers along the spines of albums, reading the titles and soaking in the diverse options.
Chris spotted a few albums from his favorite bands, but it was the obscure covers that intrigued him the most—the bands he had never heard of. He felt drawn to explore. In that moment, surrounded by the music and the murmurs of fellow fans, he felt a sense of belonging. The record store was more than just a place to buy albums; it was an almost sacred place for those who craved the thrill of discovery, where every record held the promise of a new adventure.
He picked up the debut album by Roxy Music and stated at the cover. It depicted a heavily made up pin up girl sprawled seductively across a bed. She was looking directly at the camera, dressed in sexy lingerie, with an anguished look on her face. She seemed distressed yet also eager for something somehow sexual.
Chris wondered what it would feel like to look like that as he stood staring at her photo. He was lost in a daydream about wearing similar clothing, posed as she was in such a sensual situation when a slightly older guy moved in close to him and said, “She’s stunning isn’t she?”
“I uh um yeah,” Chris replied uncertainly.
“You know what?” the taller teen smiled flirtatiously and said, “you look almost exactly like her.”
This statement utterly confused Chris. He turned to look up at the guy, he blinked and sputtered, “Wha- what?”
“You know! The model on that album cover,” the tall, dark haired kid smiled, indicating the record Chris held with a sharp movement of his chin. “I’m just saying you look almost exactly like her! Like you could be her little sister.”
“B- b- but I’m not….” the stunned boy started, stopped and began again, “but I’m not a—” Then he stopped speaking and took a deep breath. He realized that he’d specifically chosen to wear his mom’s most masculine clothing, but they were still women’s clothes. He’d brought this on himself.
“Oh I don’t think you’re actually her sister,” the guy chuckled, stepping a bit closer, “or that you really are a model. All I’m saying is you look like you could be her sister, and you could be a model.”
Chris blushed furiously hearing these words. All this would probably delight any teenage girl to hear. He felt oddly insulted and complimented at the same time. He wanted to argue back, to deny that he was any kind of girl, but the knowledge of how he’d dressed himself held him back. 
He had learned from several similar past experiences that—as embarrassing and emasculating as it was to be mistaken for a pretty girl—it’d be even more humiliating to correct the tall, dark and handsome young man. “I’d just as soon not let this guy know that I’m not really a girl,” Chris sighed almost silently. “Let him think whatever he wants. It’s not like I’m ever gonna see him again.”
“What’s that, Princess? I couldn’t hear you?” the guy grinned, leaning in.
Chris blushed again, wondering why he felt so conflicted about getting mistaken for a girl. He looked down at his red converse All Stars, following all the way up his legs, to the jean jacket he wore. “These don’t look too feminine,” he told himself, wondering how he could be so consistently mistaken for a young woman. Wondering why he kept setting himself up for this.
“I’m wearing boyish looking clothes,” he thought to himself, “it’s not like I’m all decked out in a miniskirt and makeup!” He’d chosen a T-Rex t-shirt, showing Marc Bolan in pale blue against a black background to wear beneath the borrowed dark blue denim jacket.
He again briefly considered protesting that he was really a guy, but he quickly rejected that. “Th- thank you,” he mumbled as he turned away and went up to the front of the store to buy the album he still clutched tightly.
When she saw his choice, the college girl working the register smiled, “Oh Roxy Music! They’re awesome!”
Chris passed a ten dollar bill across the counter and stared at the girl, noting that she was extremely attractive in a somewhat tomboyish way with dark brown almost black hair cut in a short, sassy bob. She regarded him with sharp piercing eyes starkly emphasized by thick black liner.
She rang up his purchase, smiled and said, “It’s great to see someone who likes good music, not just the bubble gum pop they play on top 40 radio stations!”
Chris nodded. He felt exactly the same way and he was happy to say so. “Yeah… I get tired of the D.J.s. Why is it always what he plays?” 
“Totally! I’m so sick and tired of hearing all the same old stuff on the radio, too!” The slightly older girl smiled at him and he wondered. “Would she ever want to spend any time with me, maybe even go out on a date with me?”
Before he could suggest anything of the kind, she reinforced his gender confusion by smiling and saying, “It’s so cool to meet another girl who thinks for herself. Not like all of those cookie cutter Barbie dolls over there!” She gestured toward the girly girls giggling in the pop section, the ones whose clothes and makeup he’d envied.
“Another conversation, another person who thinks I’m a girl,” Chris sighed to himself. Once again, he decided not to make an issue of it. Instead, he whispered an almost silent “Thank you,” as he watched the winking sales girl drop the disk into a bright yellow bag emblazoned with the words “Record Emporium“ in large black block letters.
He accepted the plastic parcel from her outstretched hands and half turned to walk away before pausing when she spoke again. “I put up that poster of them there!” She smiled with self satisfaction and pointed toward a newish looking poster pinned up on the cluttered wall behind her. 
Chris followed her finger and examined the huge glossy photo of six men posing with musical instruments, two of them decked out in suggestively feminine animal prints, most of them wearing full faces of makeup. 
“I just love men who are willing to show off their feminine side, don’t you?” She smiled and winked again. Seeing her young customer blushing furiously, she added, “Ah, I can tell you know exactly what I’m talking about, girlfriend!” 
Before the stunned faced Chris could even reconsider correcting her she said, “Hey, I mean it! So few girls around here like cool obscure, art rock bands like Roxy Music! I can’t find anyone who isn’t into mindless ballads and dumb disco except for guys, and I can’t ask any of them!”
“Why not?” Chris asked.
“You know why not! Pretty girl like you!”she rolled her eyes and giggled. “They’d assume that I wanted to make out instead of just hanging out! Hey, maybe we can hang out and listen to some cool records sometime?”
When Chris—lost in thought about her calling him a “pretty girl“ didn’t reply—she smiled and said, “I’m sorry! I didn’t even introduce myself! I’m Tonya, by the way. What’s your name?”
“Ah uh, I’m Chris!” he replied, grateful that the shortened version of his first name could fit a girl or a boy.
“So, is it Christine or Christina? Do you think you might want to get together and listen to music some time?” Tonya asked again.
“Yeah that’d be…really great,” he replied cautiously. 
She smiled and nodded at him, her lips looking oh so inviting coated with bright red lipstick. He’d love to kiss those lips, to spend some romantic time with her, but she clearly saw him as another girl.
“Why does this always happen to me?” he asked himself sadly. These misgendering experiences both intrigued and terrified him. His lack of masculinity often made him feel like an outsider, and his quiet nature made it difficult for him to correct people or connect with others. Most bewilderingly, he tempted fate by dressing androgynously, even somewhat femininely.
He wanted to tell this girl he was really one of those “in touch with their feminine side“ guys she said she liked. He longed to ask her out on a date, but he hesitated. He’d occasionally asserted his true gender only to have people lash out at him, react with profound embarrassment, or both. 
All of those responses always left him feeling sorry that he’d said anything at all. So once again he bit his tongue. He hesitated briefly, struggling to summon the strength to speak out. Then, the moment passed. Instead of trying to engage the girl any further, he smiled helplessly. 
Chris gripped the shopping bag, and sighed, feeling the record’s weight in his hand. He shrugged and moved towards the door, his eyes darting about nervously. Then, he slowly soundlessly slipped out of the store.



Chapter 2: Close Encounters
As the record store door was about to close he could hear the guy who’d complimented him about his supposed model level beautiful femininity earlier. The older kid was hitting on Tonya the pretty young sales girl Chris wished he had the courage to ask out.
Instead, he stuck his foot in the door and stood by helplessly listening to the bolder guy. He was saying, “Hey sexy, how’d you like to go out on a date with me? We can check out that new Star Wars movie this Friday night!”
Chris cursed his cowardice. “That could be me asking her out!” He paused and held the door open, listening to her response as she snapped, “No way! I saw how you were just checking out that other chick’s ass while she was leaving. I saw you licking your lips watching her!”
Hearing that, Chris froze in place. The girl was still talking, more quietly. He strained to hear her. She said, “I’m nobody’s second hand news. I can tell that you want her, so why don’t you go and get her, Romeo. She’s right there, waiting outside the door listening to us. Maybe she wants you too?”
Those words sent shockwaves up and down Chris’ spine. When he regained his senses, he immediately spun away and started to move purposefully, letting the door close behind him. The exchange between Tonya and the unnamed guy triggered his inner turmoil. He felt ambivalent about his emerging sexuality, but he feared even considering involvement with another guy.
“I’m not gay,” he told himself, shaking his head at the thought, “at least I don’t think I am? I know I like girls…too?”
His confusion troubled him. He couldn’t shake the fear of being ostracized by his homophobic society. All the more so because he’d felt attracted to girls as well as to the sexy clothes and makeup they wore. He knew that the 1970s were a time of backlash against the anything goes 1960s.
“Maybe I was born too late?” he pondered. “This is no time to experiment with boys especially because I’ve never even kissed a girl yet!” Chris lamented. He knew that he felt odd, without even having the terminology for what he felt. He understood that he didn’t fit into any of the neat and tidy sex and gender boxes the world demanded, and he feared facing the harsh judgment of others. 
With a sigh of resignation and no small amount of fright, he turned quickly on his heel and moved purposefully away from the record store. “The last thing I need is a close encounter of the embarrassing kind with a guy who thinks I’m a pretty girl!” he thought.
Seeing the older kid following him, Chris dashed away in a leggy run, seeking sanctuary. Breathing heavily, he pushed his way through the nearest door, only to realize that he’d entered a girl’s clothing store. He looked around immediately enraptured by the racks of colorful dresses, flirty skirts, and other trendy women’s wear. 
Almost as immediately, a pretty young sales girl approached and said, “Welcome to Bebe! How may I help you, Miss?” The perky teen looked at him expectantly as she brushed a lock of blonde hair out of her green eyes. 
Chris felt humiliated as she smiled at him. All the more so because he irrationally wondered if she read his mind. If she could, she’d know just how much he wanted to ask her if they sold the stunning grape colored minidress she was wearing. He loved how the deep purple contrasted with the icy off white loose knit crochet top she’d paired it with.
He longed to try on her feminine outfit, along with so many of the other new styles he saw, but knew he could never muster the bravery that would require. His shoulders slumping, he spun away without answering her question, much less asking the question he so dearly desired to ask. 
He fled from the store, the faint scent of the pretty girl’s perfume lingering in his nostrils. He recognized it as Charli, one of his favorites, an olfactory reminder of this latest brush with forbidden femininity. 
Chris longed to explore his feminine side, but his fear of repercussions including rejection, ridicule, and other more serious reactions held him back. This was the 1970s and that simply wasn’t done. Not unless you were a glam rock star, a comedian, or had some other excuse to dabble in gender bending. 
He sighed and headed home alone with his new record in hand, eager to hear what Roxy’s music sounded like. Hours later, Chris stood in front of the bathroom mirror, his fingers nervously brushing against the edges of his long hair. The faint scent of the lavender soap he’d borrowed from his mom filled the small space, a comforting reminder of his mother’s presence just down the hall. 
She was Barbara Bridges, single mom, widowed after a car accident took her husband Bud, a casualty of a drunk driver’s recklessness. Growing up in a progressive household, Barbara remained a hippy stuck in the sixties, even well into the “Me Generation“ seventies.
Her sandal wearing granola eating parents had rechristened themselves Starshine (her dad) and Moonflower (her mom). Through their close friendships with local Native tribes, they’d turned a small studio into a lucrative specialty business selling dream catchers and turquoise jewelry. They shared the resultant small fortune with their indigenous benefactors, their three children and their seven grandchildren.
They’d enthusiastically supported their youngest daughter as she pursued a career in the arts before settling down and starting a family. A single mom, Barbara could count on her parents’ generous financial support. They eagerly encouraged her to explore and express her artistic creativity and personal individuality.
Her experiences with self-expression made her particularly empathetic towards her child. Starshine taught her about the two spirit people, those honored by the Native American for having both male and female aspects. She’d often regarded Chris with tender curiosity, sensing his struggles with…something. “Is he gay? Is it something else?” she wondered, “I hope he knows that, no matter what, I will always love and support him.”
Chris knew that his mother was nonjudgmental, still he felt ashamed of his hidden feelings. As he stood in his bathroom, barefoot and clad in old pajama pants, he ran a hand through his shoulder-length auburn hair. He tousled it absentmindedly as he replayed their earlier conversation. She’d asked him if he wanted money for a haircut. “It’s getting a bit long for a guy,” she had said, “unless you want me to braid it for you and tie a ribbon in it!”
He’d gasped at her, but she only giggled. She’d been teasing him more and more lately, making gentle references to sharing “mother daughter days“ during which they could spend time doing girly things together. “Sometimes I wish you were born a girl,” she’d say, “it’d be so much fun!” She’d look at him closely, trying to gauge his reaction. “We could do each other’s nails, go shopping for clothes and makeup….”
This always left Chris trembling and wondering, “Does she know? How could she know?” At times like these, he felt like blurting out his secret, that he’d love to be the daughter his mother always wanted, but his fear of rejection stilled his tongue. Out loud he said, “Um yeah I guess it is getting a bit long, but I think I can get away without getting it cut for a little while longer.”
Seeming to change the subject, but actually trying to zero in on what she could tell her son was hiding, Barbara said, “So have you decided what you want to be for the Halloween dance at school yet?” She asked this casually, artfully. She had a plan in mind, and that became clear when Chris replied that he had no ideas. This because he desperately wanted to go as a girl, but he felt a paralyzing terror at what that would tell the world about him.
“Honestly, Chris, I think you should wear a women’s costume!” Barbara said, her tone playful and teasing, “Just imagine how fabulous you’d look if you went as a girl!” She paused and smiled seeing her son’s eyes light up.
She continued, “Picture it: you all decked out in a cute little dress, with flashy makeup.…”
“I guess I could go as a glam rock prince….” he allowed thoughtfully.
“Or maybe a princess!” She smiled, winked, and giggled sounding like a girl his age rather than the youngish mid-thirties mom she was. “You’d make a stunning Cinderella or maybe a Princess Leia?”
“Mom, I—” he hesitated, the words catching in his throat, feeling a familiar tug of excitement weighed down with dread. “Me? Dressing as a girl? In front of the whole school?” he gasped at the horrifying exposure that would entail. 
He’d thought about it more times than he could count, but hearing his mom suggest it, and then saying it out loud himself? He felt like he was standing on the edge of a steep cliff looking down into a dark forbidding abyss.
“Or maybe you could rock out a Wonder Woman costume. You do look a bit like Lynda Carter only with auburn hair instead of brunette. Just think about it, you looking all super sexy as a super heroine!” she continued, her eyes sparkling with joy. “What have you got to lose?” 
“My dignity? My reputation?” he muttered under his breath, mortified by the thought of appearing before his classmates wearing such a sexy girl’s outfit. 
His mom shook her head and smiled at his shyness. “Look at Chris blushing just like any other timid young girl,” she thought to herself, “I think all that’s needed is an encouraging push.” 
“How about this,” Barbara said out loud, lowering her voice conspiratorially, “let’s make this into a fun little wager.” She leaned closer, her wavy sandy brown hair brushing against his shoulder. “If I can transform you into a gorgeous girl, you’ll go to the dance in whatever costume I pick out for you. If I fail, then I’ll buy you that used car you’ve been drooling over.”
Christopher’s heart raced at the thought. The old blue Chevy his uncle wanted to sell had been his latest obsession. He felt desperate hoping to somehow raise the money to buy it before it was too late.
A car represented freedom of movement and the ability to ask out girls on dates without having to beg his mom to let him use her car. Even then, her car wasn’t anything to get girls excited. She drove a totally embarrassing brown Dodge Coronet station wagon with cheesy fake wood paneling on the sides.
He smiled as he considered how having his own car represented freedom. Independence. Adulthood. “A car of my own would give me a chance to romance Katie Severino!” he sighed. She was the girl he pined after who lived next door, but who might as well have lived on Mars for all the attention she gave him.
Still, the idea of going to a school dance dressed as a girl if he lost this crazy terrified him. It felt like charing off headlong into dangerous, uncharted, forbidden territory. “Mom, that’s so tempting and all, but it’s so scary too.… I mean, what if someone—” 
“Oh come on,” Barbara interrupted, smiling and waving her hands dramatically, as if silencing a crowd, “if you’re so sure that I can’t transform you into a girl and you’re right, you’ll end up with your own car!”
“You make a pretty good case, Mom, but….” Chris said, his voice trailing off as he considered her challenge. “But what if I’m wrong?”
“Oh? Then you’ll go to the Halloween dance as a beautiful princess or a cute little cheerleader! Oh don’t look at me like that! This is all in good fun, and besides, who would dare judge you when they see how stunning you’ll be?” 
Recalling how often he’d already been mistaken for a girl even dressed in his own clothes and without any effort to pass for female, Chris blinked. He didn’t really know what he’d look like with makeup and his long auburn hair in a feminine style, but he dearly wanted to find out. He also didn’t doubt that his mom could easily make him pass for a girl, and even though the thought terrified him, he felt like she’d make him an offer he couldn’t refuse.
“Here’s my chance to see if I can look as good as a girl as I think I can,” he sighed longingly, “but what if this is all some kind of trap? Can I take the risk?What if my Mom is just testing me to find out if I’m some kind of….” His inner turmoil began to spin out of control when his mother broke him free from the bitter battle between his fantasy and his fearsome phantasm.
“Oh it’ll be fun either way, win or lose!” she said happily, “just think of you all done up as a pretty princess! The sparkle, the glitz, the glam! It’s Halloween, darling! The one night where anything goes!”
Her enthusiasm was infectious, and despite his reservations, a conflagration of curiosity had been ignited within him. The thought of letting her dress him up as a girl made his stomach flutter. He tried to imagine himself in a frilly dress or skirt, feeling the fabric swirl around his legs, and he smiled shyly but delightedly. The car, as much as he wanted it, faded into irrelevance. 
Barbara picked up on his no longer hidden enthusiasm and urged him to take the plunge. She knew he so fervently but secretly desired this, but he still seemed reluctant. “Please do this? Just for me?” she begged, “I always wanted to see what it was like to have a daughter to doll up. Just let me dress you up this one time? If you hate it, we won’t have to do it ever again.”
“Okay, fine,” he finally relented, unable to resist her shimmering eyes filled with hope. He was sure he wouldn’t hate it. He feared he’d love it too much to endure life as a boy, so he said, “O.K. Mom, we can try it, just this once, but you’ve got to promise not to make me look ridiculous.”
“It’s a deal!” Barbara grinned and clapped her hands together, her laughter echoing off the bathroom walls. “I promise you won’t look ridiculous at all. In fact, you’re gonna look like a lovely teenage princess.”
Based on the number of times strangers had assumed he was a girl, he had no doubt about that. “That’s what I’m afraid of….” he sighed, almost silently. His mother laughed at his reaction. 
“Prepare yourself, Chris Bridges,” she vowed, “we’re about to embark on a fun and fabulous adventure!” Within moments, she’d begun his full feminization.
The conflicted young boy regarded his androgynous if not girlish reflection again. He wondered, “What will it be like to fully embrace my feminine side? What will all of this mean for me?”
Fear and longing fought for dominance deep within him. He couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe, just maybe, this was going to be the most thrilling Halloween yet. Or maybe the most harrowing. He didn’t have long to wait to find out it would be both of those at once.



Chapter 3: A Daring Wager
Early the next morning, Chris stood at the bathroom sink once again, the pale blue porcelain felt cool and smooth beneath his palms as he stared curiously at his steam obscured reflection. He’d just emerged from a long hot shower. 
His still wet shoulder-length auburn hair hung limply around his face. He’d dried himself off and wrapped an extra large eggplant purple colored fluffy towel around his slender body. Standing there, still slightly wet, the androgynous boy felt faint as he reflected on the daring wager his mother had proposed. The one that he’d recklessly accepted.
“I can’t believe I agreed to let her dress me up and see if I can pass as a girl!” he sighed, “This is really going to happen! It’s not just a bad dream.”
After stepping out of the en suite bathroom, he stood in his cluttered bedroom, the steam from the shower still lingering in the air. The rising sun cast a soft glow over his delicate features. 
A large, wooden dresser dominated one corner. He stepped around the various items that littered the floor—dirty laundry, his brand new red Converse All Star sneakers, as well as several scattered rock magazines and records, the latter evidence of his late-night listening sessions..
His unmade bed was half covered by a bright, patterned comforter with bold stripes and geometric shapes in pale blues and bright yellow. His pillows were fluffed haphazardly, a few among the records on the floor on the shag carpet.
On a small desk sat his prized second hand stereo system, inherited from his favorite uncle Jimmy. A lava lamp in a funky, lime green shade cast complex and interesting shadows on the walls. His closet contained a mix of casual clothes. Bell-bottom jeans, concert T-shirts, and a few button-up shirts hung haphazardly.
A pair of worn out black Converse sneakers rested by the door, ready for next Tuesday’s trash pickup. The room was a virtual museum of glam rock and muscle cars, reflecting all of his interests and his individuality—save one. His forbidden fascination with feminine fashions.
His bedroom walls were painted a deep shade of blue, but it wasn’t easy to tell. Posters of glam rock bands and solo artists adorned almost every square inch that wasn’t covered with pictures of Ford Mustangs, Chevy Camaros, and other muscle cars that reflected his passions. 
Chris recently cleared off enough room to hang a poster of Farrah Fawcett. It showed her in a sexy, seductive, seated pose wearing a bright red bathing suit. The it girl actress’ flashed a gleaming wide white toothed smile. Her tousled frosted billowing blonde hair framed her suntanned face and cascaded down around her shoulders. 
While her one piece swimsuit wasn’t all that revealing, the outlines of her nipples were clearly visible. The overall effect of the erotic image stirred the teen boy’s emotions, making him feel both arousal and envy. 
“I’d love to be with a girl like that!” he sighed, almost afraid to admit that he’d also love to be a girl like that.
He stared at himself in the mirror above his dresser, his long auburn hair still damp and tousled, wondering if that would change along with the stunning and strange experiences of that momentous day. “What will happen after Mom makes me up as a girl?” 
As if to answer that question, Barbara Bridges shouted loudly enough for him to hear, summoning him from his reverie.
“Come on, Christopher, it’s time to make a girl out of you!” her voice rang out as clear and bright as a bell, engaging and encouraging. “Stop stalling. I’m in my bedroom! Don’t bother to get dressed, just get in here now!”
The teenager had dreamed of dressing up as a girl more times than he could count. Even so, he’d never imagined involving his mother in this forbidden fantasy. He feared her reaction to his hidden urges, but he’d committed himself to letting her feminize him. 
This was something he longed for and recoiled from at the same time. He’d daydreamed so many scenarios in which he was coaxed or compelled to dress up as a girl. Most often, he’d imagined his stunning next door neighbor, Katie Severino coaxing him into cross dressing. She was a gorgeous blonde in his class.
Now that it was about to really happen, with his mother instead of his crush acting as the impetus, Chris trembled as he considered the ramifications. He barely managed to contain his enthusiasm. He felt paralyzed by fear. These contradictory impulses waged war within him. 
On one hand, he wanted to rush into his mom’s bedroom so she could start his transformation. On the other, he dreaded outing himself to her by appearing the least bit willing. “I don’t want to seem too eager,” he sternly reminded himself, “I don’t want Mom to think that I actually want this!”
As the conflicted towel clad teen entered the large master bedroom, he remained lost in thought. He barely even noticed the warm, earthy tones that filled the space. Avocado green, mustard yellow, and burnt orange dominated the color palette, creating a cozy yet vibrant atmosphere. Bold wallpaper with floral patterns covered the walls, but Chris ignored that. 
The neutral tan toned shag carpeting underfoot felt soft to his bare feet as he padded hesitantly into the room. He cautiously moved toward the low-profile, king-sized bed with its massive upholstered headboard. He idly noted that his mom’s bed was neatly made. 
Her bedspread featured an abstract pattern that added a touch of avant garde style. The soft bedding was layered, with a colorful quilt and decorative pillows that made the bed look inviting. He moved one of the pillows aside to make room, and sat on the bed, sighing, still not believing what was about to happen.
He watched fascinated and fearful as his mother flitting around in a flurry of excitement, gathering everything she needed to turn him into a girl. He looked at her and shook his head, smiling at her typically frenetic behavior.
Compulsively, furtively, he glanced into her open wardrobe. He sighed seeing it filled with a mix of her casual and formal feminine clothing. He’d often wanted to raid her closet, to try on her pretty skirts and dresses, but fear and self loathing held him back.
A large pine wood chest of drawers stood against the far wall, topped with a matching mirror. The girlish boy regarded his reflection in it, pausing and running his fingers through his slowly drying hair. He glanced at the framed family photos and decorative trinkets on top of the dresser that depicted his mom’s memories.
Artwork adorned the walls, framed prints of nature scenes and abstract pieces that added character to the room. He stared at the macramé hangings and ceramic vases scattered around, along with an assortment of candles that created a warm ambiance. A vintage clock sat on the dresser, its ticking adding to the nostalgic feel and his sense of impending doom.
In a corner, he saw her small reading nook with a comfy chair and a side table stacked with his mom’s self help books, reflecting her interests. Wooden nightstands with brass accents flanked the bed on either side, the left one held a forgotten cup of coffee cooling on top of a woman’s magazine. Bedside lamps rested on both of them, casting a soft glow throughout the large bedroom.
Heavy drapes with bold kaleidoscopic patterns framed the windows, letting in bright sunlight to harmonize with the illumination from the lamps. The entire room exuded a sense of comfort and individuality, blending practical elements with the eclectic style typical of the decade. Its cozy familiarity helped calm his frayed nerves. At least a little bit. His mother’s words had the opposite effect, however.
“Just imagine it! You’ll be absolutely radiant! Like one of those glam rock stars you adore…”
“Mom! My rock heroes are trying to look like flamboyant guys, not gorgeous girls!”
“O.K. then, maybe you can look like one of their gorgeous groupies?”
“Very funny!” he growled. Then he stopped breathing as he considered what she’d suggested. “What if I look ridiculous?” he asked, his heart racing. 
“Look ridiculous? You? Never!” Barbara waved her hands dismissively, her long sleeves billowing like wings. “You’re worrying way too much, Dear! This is all about fun and self-expression.”
“I know, but—”
“It’s Halloween! Everyone else will be dressed up too! This. is the perfect time to experiment!”
“Experiment, right…” Chris scratched the back of his neck nervously, his mind racing. Despite all of her assurances, doubts swirled and spun madly inside his mind, moving down into his stomach, invading it in a tornado of nausea. 
He couldn’t shake the image of his classmates laughing at him, or worse, regarding him with fury that threatened violence. “What if the other kids see me and are disgusted? What if they try to—” 
“Listen,” she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “If I can make you look like a stunning young lady, you’ll not only surprise everyone, but you’ll also get to experience something new.” 
Barbara leaned in to hug Chris and smiled, “Just think about it! This is your chance to explore that side of yourself you’ve been keeping hidden.”
Hearing that the boy’s eyes went wide! “There it is!” he screamed inside his mind, “she knows!” His entire body jolted back in reaction to this revelation. “She knows my hidden thoughts!” He gasped in horror. His whole body shook. “You know?” he asked. In panic, afraid of the answer, he glanced at the door as though about to run away and hide, but there was nowhere he could go to escape. 
Barbara reached out and embraced her child in a warm and comforting hug like only a loving mother could give and said, “I didn’t know, but I suspected. Don’t worry about a thing, baby, I’ll always love you no matter what. Now, let’s see how you look as a teenage girl, O.K.?”
As he met his mother’s earnest gaze, he melted into her arms. He felt calmer, and as he relaxed, a flicker of intrigue sparked within him. Her words rekindled his curiosity about trying on a feminine guise. There was something undeniably, inescapably, irresistibly enticing about the idea. 
He longed to embrace this unusual, unique opportunity. This rare chance to experiment and experience life as a girl. Stepping outside of himself and outside of society’s expectations, of becoming the girl he’d dreamed of being, even if only for just one day…and maybe one night as well.
“Okay,” he finally said, “let’s do it!” He smiled, exhaling, feeling an exhilarating shiver of excitement and some slight chill as he sat still wrapped in just a slightly damp towel.
“Ah! That’s the spirit!” Barbara exclaimed, bouncing on her toes excitedly like she was still a teenage girl herself. “Now, let’s get started! I’ve got so many ideas swirling around in my head!”
She dropped the armful of items she’d been holding onto his lap. These were a skimpy bra and panties, and a pair of pantyhose. She darted off to her closet, returning with an array of clothing and accessories that made Christopher’s eyes widen in astonishment. It looked like a treasure trove of sparkles and colors. Skirts and tops, shoes and handbags. All of them opening up a magical door to a womanly world he long imagined stepping into, but never believed he ever could.
“First things first,” she declared with a determined twinkle in her eye, “let’s work some magic on that pretty hair of yours!” 
Chris sat on the edge of the bed, his heart pounding. Barbara sprayed detangler on his head and gently brushed through his hair, her fingers working deftly. The scent of the jasmine hair product filled the air, soothing him despite his nattering nerves. 
“Now, here comes the fun part, makeup!” Barbara smiled as she opened a palette of vibrant eye shadows, their colors gleaming like precious gemstones. An accomplished artist, she loved to play with colors and light. She giggled gleefully as she began applying his makeup, 
Chris felt the gentle tickling touches of all the various sized brushes against his skin. It was all so strangely thrilling, each stroke igniting a sensuous sparkle within him. “Wow, I can’t believe how different I look,” he muttered moments later, unable to process the dynamic transformation she’d already accomplished using her skill with cosmetics. 
“Just wait until you see the final look!” Barbara chirped, excited as a songbird, her eyes dancing with delight. Finally, after what felt like an eternity yet also seemingly blurred past in a heartbeat, she stepped back, her hands resting on her hips. “Alright, Chris, it’s time for the big reveal!”
With a deep breath, he turned to face the mirror again. What he saw took his breath away. Staring back at him was a vision he barely recognized. His mom managed to fully feminize his already androgynous face, softening his features by expertly applying makeup.
She pulled his long locks up and back, and ran a rat tail comb through it, then let it drop into place. She started styling it into soft waves to frame his face, transforming him from boy-next-door to girl-next-door. Chris sat on the bed entranced watching as his mom used a curling iron, a blow dryer, round brushes, and clouds of hairspray to add volume and bounce.
“Ta da!” she smiled, stirring him from his dazed state. He looked up and saw that she’d done him up like a beauty queen. His auburn hair cascaded in voluminous waves, framing a face that looked familiar and at the same time astonishingly new. 
“Look Dear, I styled your hair like that new poster you got, maybe I should start calling you Farrah?”
“Is that really me?” he whispered, the shock washing over him like a wave. The reflection held the promise of adventure, a glimpse into a world he had always longed to explore but never dared to enter. He smiled, delighted by what he saw, but then he frowned.
“What’s wrong?” his mother asked.
“I uh well um,” he sputtered, his mind spinning, “the hair and makeup make me look just like a girl, but what do you want me to um, well uh, wear?”
“Don’t worry,” she smiled, “I’ve got it all planned out.” She had him try on several outfits, each one more feminine than the one before.
Chris watched his mother selecting the items she’d chosen as he sat on the edge of her bed. She excitedly rummaged through a colorful pile of clothes.
“Okay, how about you try these on first?” Barbara asked, holding up a pair of tight high-waisted short shorts made of faded denim. She showed off the playful patchwork of floral fabric sewn into the tiny legs of the shorts. “These are so cute!” she smiled.
“I’d pair them with his white peasant blouse!” she suggested, pointing to the flowy top hanging on the closet door. The blouse featured delicate embroidery along the neckline and billowy sleeves, perfect for a casual day out. 
As Chris slipped into the outfit, his mother grinned. “You’ll look like a flower child! Just add some platform sandals, and you’ll be ready to rock.”
He pulled on a pair of tan platform sandals with thick soles and wide straps, completing the look. “What do you think?” he asked, twirling to show off the ensemble. He blushed seeing her nodding at him knowingly.
“Very groovy! Just make sure you don’t trip in those heels!” his mother teased, laughter dancing in her eyes.
He felt more and more embarrassed trying on these clothes in front of his mother, especially the pretty pink padded push up bra and panties set from Victoria’s Secret that his mother insisted he slip into. She’d claimed that he had to wear them “So the clothes hang right.” She also claimed that she’d bought them for herself, but they were suspiciously exactly his size.
Next, Barbara pulled out a fitted, bright red mini dress adorned with a bold white polka dot pattern. The soft cotton dress had a scoop neck and a cinched waist that would accentuate any girl’s figure. “This one is so cute!” she exclaimed. She smiled while watching Chris hesitantly slipping the sexy dress on over the skimpy lingerie that he’d reluctantly agreed to wear. 
The lacy panels and trim of the feminine underwear tickled his soft skin, adding to the alien sensations the abashed boy felt. He squirmed even more upon seeing how the bra created twin girlish mounds on his chest.
“Very chic! Just wait until you see it with these white knee-high boots,” her mother said, handing over the feminine footwear made of shiny vinyl, with a slight heel that added flair to the dress.
“Wow, I feel like I should be at a disco!” he laughed nervously before striking a pose. 
“Just don’t get too carried away on the dance floor, dancing queen!” his mother replied, winking, thrilled at seeing her son’s reticence seemingly slowly slipping away. Next, she picked a pastel blue jumpsuit from the bottom of the pile. It was fitted at the top with wide legs that flowed gracefully to the floor, made from a lightweight polyester blend that shimmered slightly in the light. 
“This one is so fun!” she said, “slip it on!”
“I guess it’s perfect for a warm Autumn day?” Chris said.
“Right! You can wear it with those navy blue pumps,” the excited mom suggested, pointing to a pair of shoes just inside the open closet door.
After trying on the jumpsuit, Chris moved on to a vibrant orange wrap dress that hugged his waist and tied elegantly at the side. It was made from a soft, lightweight fabric that flowed as he moved. “This one feels so comfortable,” he smiled, admiring the way it accentuated his stick figure into a feminine shape.
“Absolutely! You’d turn heads in that one. Just add some beaded jewelry for a little extra flair,” his mother added, handing her a chunky beaded necklace. “You can glam it up with these metallic gold sandals!” Chris nodded and let her help him with the thin, crisscrossing straps.
Finally, she reached for a cute pink denim miniskirt, frayed at the hem, paired with a tight-fitting pink tank top in soft cotton. “This is definitely more girly girl,” the proud mom said, watching her son slipping it on. “Perfect for a laid-back day at the mall! Just throw on a matching top and some kitten heels, and you’ll be all set!” she encouraged, handing her son a pair of pretty shoes.
As Chris admired his reflection in the mirror, he grinned at his mother who stood smiling back at him, peering over his shoulder. “Thanks for helping me pick these out. I feel so stylish!”
Barbara clapped her hands lightly together, her heart swelling with pride. “You’re going to be the trendsetter of the season! Just remember, confidence is the best accessory. Although that said, every girl needs a handbag, so take this one, dear!”
She regarded her transformed son, looking for any sign that he wasn’t really her pretty teenage daughter. Seeing none, she said, “One more thing before we go, you can’t stomp around like a guy!”
Barbara taught Chris how to walk like a girl with tiny, meek mincing steps and then by taking more confident but still feminine strides. Once he’d mastered those basic womanly movements, she made him practice a saucy saunter, swinging his hips and bouncing his butt seductively. Even as she smiled watching her son sashay around the room, she was already plotting the next steps of his girlhood.
“O.K. my pretty girl, now you’re ready to settle our bet with a real life test,” Barbara smirked, “we’re going to the mall to see if anyone can tell—”
“Wait what! The mall?” Chris shrieked, “everyone goes there! All of my friends and classmates! What if someone sees me?”
“Yes, we’re going to the mall, and yes people are going to see you, you silly thing.” Barbara laughed, “How else can we test your disguise? Remember you agreed to this. If no one knows you’re not a girl, then I win the bet and I get to pick out your Halloween costume! If anyone can tell you’re really a boy, then you win and I’ll buy that car from your uncle for you!”
As Chris gazed at himself, his feelings of fear overrode the forbidden exhilaration bubbling up inside him. Not for the first time, his doubts overwhelmed him. “Mom, this is a mistake!” he moaned, “I can’t go out like this!”
Chris sighed, torn on the horns of a dilemma. “This is a dream come true,” he admitted to himself, “but if the kids spot me and know who I am, it’ll be a living nightmare!” He felt a grim realization. “I have to do my best to avoid getting seen as a boy! I have to try to lose the bet!” he said miserably.
“I’m sorry young lady, but you agreed to this!” Barbara said sternly, “no backing out now!”
He moaned loudly, protesting the mess he’d gotten himself into. “This is so unfair! I didn’t think about what would happen if—”
“Don’t worry,” Barbara said more softly, “I’ll be right there with you the whole time. I won’t let anything happen to you!”
Despite his reluctance to put his femininity to the test, his mother was right. He’d given his word. It was too late to back out. He’d committed himself to this crazy wager. So Chris gathered all his courage and off sailed into an uncertain future. He fidgeted nervously and pushed a lock of hair behind his ear, gritting his teeth, willing himself to face his fate.
After a brief ride in their brand new Dodge Coronet station wagon, a car that Chris considered embarrassingly dorky, the pretty young mother and her apparent teenaged daughter arrived at the shopping center. Originally an open air mall, it’d been recently converted into an enclosed enclave of retail emporiums. 
The pair walked together through the busy parking lot, giving Chris a chance to practice his girlish gait. The two paused just outside the big front doors. 
“How do you feel, Christina?” Barbara asked, “are you ready for your debut as a pretty teenage girl?”
“Christina?”
“Well I can’t call you Christopher in public when you look so girly, can I?”
“How about you just call me Chris? That’ll work for—”
“No, Christina. When you’re dressed up as my daughter, I prefer to call you Christina. After all, that would’ve been your name if you were born a girl,” she explained out loud. To herself she thought, “Maybe you were?”



Chapter 4: A Passing Fancy
The two Bridges girls stood side by side just outside the huge gleaming glass doors of the mall, letting other entering and exiting shoppers pass them by on both sides as they continued their quiet conversation.
“Fine whatever, Mom,” Chris exhaled, “let’s just get this over with, O.K.?”
“O.K. Missy, whatever you want!” she winked, “let’s go in!”
With that, they stepped into the bustling mall—a kaleidoscope of vibrant colors, with large banners advertising sales and promotions in bold, funky fonts. Barbara confidently strolled through the entrance, her arm linked with Christoper’s, the boy totally transformed into a daughter for the day.
“Just be yourself, sweetheart,” Barbara said brightly, walking beside her child, “watch how I walk and copy me if you need to.” The beautiful young mom moved with a saucy stride, her own flowing dress swirling slightly as she strutted looking like a fashion model. She smiled, urging her child to glide along with the same effortless grace. 
With her arm on her temporary daughter’s shoulder, she nodded happily seeing Chris doing her best, trying to emulate her mom. “You’re doing great, Christina! You look fabulous! No one would ever guess that you’re not a girl,” she whispered, “just be yourself!”
“Be myself?” the pretty boy moaned, “Yeah, Mom that’s a terrible idea! I’m a guy not a girl, remember? What if they notice that I’m not really a girl?”
“Then you win the bet and get the car!” Barbara smiled, “would that be so bad?” She shook her head, surprised at her son’s behavior. “I’d think you’d want to be caught out so you win the bet? If you’re not, then you’re gonna be my little dress up doll for Halloween. Is that what you want?”
He sighed, glancing nervously at the smiling faces all around him. His mother’s analysis made him question his motives. “Do I want to lose this bet? Of course not!” he hissed, “I just don’t want to be humiliated in public!”
“I see,” Barbara said, not fully believing her ersatz daughter, but also unwilling to press the matter any further as they walked along.
When a group of kids from school who stood chattering together burst out laughing as they passed, Chris said in a panic, “They’re all talking about me, they’re laughing at me!”
“No they’re not!” Barbara said, shaking her head. “If they’re looking at you they’re just seeing a pretty teenage girl. They may be talking about you, especially the boys, but not one of them is laughing at you!”
That assurance calmed Chris somewhat, and she tried to distract herself by listening to the music pouring out of the various storefronts as they passed them.
The teen who’d been rechristened Christina’s legs felt like she was wearing lead boots instead of the cute pink kitten heeled pumps she’d slipped onto her feet. She tugged at the hem of her short denim miniskirt, feeling its thick fabric tightly hugging her thighs. This, in stark contrast to her usual loose jeans or shorts. That was the least of the new, unfamiliar sensations that she had to cope with.
Even more chilling, her tight pink tank top and the lacy bra beneath it tugged together on her slim shoulders. They tantalized her smooth, silky body in ways she’d never felt before this gender bending adventure. 
The heavily padded push up bra cups accentuated Christina’s delicately feminized figure, giving her the appearance of alluring budding breasts. The sexy, soft lacy bikini panties felt forbidden as they hugged her slender hips and teasingly tickled her nether regions. 
These sensuous stimuli served as a constant reminder of her alluringly girlish attractiveness. As troubling as all of this was, the strange cacophony of   teasing tactile impressions kept her constantly conscious of her situation. They helped her remember to walk like a girl, gesture like a girl, and talk like a girl. Still, she struggled to keep up the pretense, even as she feared this adventure would all end in an embarrassingly emasculating disaster if she let down her guard. She tried to avoid acting in any masculine manner, even for a fleeting moment.
The vibrant colors of the store displays blurred together as Chris concentrated on keeping up this facade of femininity, focused on walking along beside her mother with a girlish grace. This, without fainting from nervous anxiety. She strode along, swinging her hips slightly as she’d been taught. This, even as the floor seemed pitch and shift beneath her two inch heeled shoes, making her feel as if she were walking on the deck of a pirate’s ship at sea. Each step felt like a monumental struggle. 
“I feel like I’m walking the plank,” she sighed, “like I’m about to step into an abyss.”
“Don’t be so dramatic,” Barbara smiled even as Christina’s nerves frayed at hearing laughter and chatter all around them. Understanding her kid’s inner turmoil, Barbara whispered, “Don’t worry, Baby! You’re looking and acting exactly like any other girl here!” To alleviate the tension she suggested, “Let’s go shopping!” When Chris nodded she added, “Look at that place!” pointing out a trendy looking store with a neon sign that read “Groovy Threads.” 
The window display featured mannequins dressed in colorful bell-bottom jeans, paisley blouses, and platform shoes. The decor inside was just as lively, with psychedelic patterns on the walls and plush, shag carpeting underfoot. “Shall we check it out?” she asked a nervous looking  Christina.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?”
“Of course! You look fabulous, by the way,” Barbara smiled, giving her child a playful nudge. 
Inside Groovy Threads, they saw racks overflowing with the latest fashions. Barbara ran her fingers along the clothes, admiring a pair of high-waisted, wide-legged trousers in a bold orange print, then perusing a wall display showing off several bohemian long skirts paired with diaphanous blouses in bold colors. 
“These outfits are amazing!” she said, holding up a bright green cotton dress with a fitted bodice and a loose skirt. It was available in a riot of other colors pink, yellow, orange, and red—perfectly embodying the spirit of the 70s.
“This would look great on you, Christina!” Barbara smiled, holding it up against the teen’s slim body. “This place is brand new. I hope they stay in business for a long time!”
Next, they wandered over to “Chic Boutique,” a store with a more upscale vibe and classier merchandise, featuring elegant ensembles in sophisticated styles. The exclusive shop’s soft lighting and multiple mirrors made the space feel intimate. A sign above the entrance proclaimed, “For the Modern Woman!”
Barbara’s eyes fixated on a stunning wrap dress in a rich emerald green. “What do you think of this one?” she asked, holding it up against her child’s frame. “I think it’s absolutely gorgeous! The color will look lovely on you,” she said, her eyes sparkling with pride. “And it’ll be perfect for that Thanksgiving dinner at your uncle and aunt’s next month.”
“Next month? I’m not gonna be wearing dresses next month!”
“We’ll have to see about that, won’t we?”
They continued their adventure, stopping next at “The Stylish Shoe Stop,” a store dedicated to feminine footwear. The walls were lined with colorful shoes in every imaginable style. Platform sandals, chunky heels, flats, stilettos, and pumps. Barbara spotted a pair of white platform sandals adorned with glitter, their thick soles promising comfort and style. “Those are so you!” she exclaimed. “You’ll be the queen of the runway! Or at least the queen of the mall! Try them on!” 
Chris moaned but obeyed, slipping the sandals on. They weren’t as  uncomfortable as expected, and they added a few extra inches in height.
As they moved from store to store, they passed “Teen Scene,” a youth-oriented shop decorated with bright colors that had posters of popular bands plastered on every wall. The store offered an array of trendy items, from graphic tees to denim jackets with embroidered patches.
“Let’s go in here!” Chris urged, his eyes lighting up at the sight of a denim jacket covered in patches of his favorite bands.
Barbara chuckled. “You’re going to need a bigger closet at this rate!”
Eventually, they made their way to the food court, where the scent of popcorn and pizza wafted through the air. After grabbing some snacks, they settled at a table, sharing their finds and laughing about their day.
“This is so nerve wracking, Mom,” Chris said, blinking. 
Barbara smiled back and gently placed her fingers on her child’s shaking hand. “You’re doing fine, Christina.”
Underneath his feminine guise, Christopher’s heart raced like a runaway train. The feminized teen saw boys and girls from his school milling about and fought down his panic. “Mom, I recognize a lot of kids from my school!” He gasped, “I’m afraid that any one of them could be the one who recognizes me as a make-believe girl! Any one of them could out me as some kind of sissy!”
“You’re not a sissy, Christina, you’re a girl, at least for today,” Barbara said, trying to reassure her child.
“Mom, those boys are staring at me!” he moaned, “I bet they can tell that I’m really not a girl!”
“Nobody can tell anything of the kind. Trust me!” Barbara reassured him, her voice warm and encouraging. She squeezed his shoulder gently. “Just walk like you own the place!”
“Right, because that’s so easy,” he joked, managing a weak smile despite the knot of anxiety tightening in his stomach. 
As they wandered deeper into the mall, Chris caught glimpses of himself in shop windows. He saw his reflection dancing amidst the kaleidoscope of shoppers. Despite his high anxiety, he felt oddly liberated, a playful feminine flutter twitched inside of his chest every time someone glanced his way, even if it was just a passing flicker of near recognition.
“See? You’re blending right in as a girl,” Barbara chirped, “you’re just like those girls over there.” She smiled, pointing out a group of teenagers giggling over a display of sparkly accessories. “You’ve got this, Girl! Just don’t trip over your own self confidence!”
With a deep breath, Chris took a few more steps forward, adjusting the straps of his hand bag and bra while trying to keep calm, holding his chin up, not giving in to his fear. All around them, the busy mall buzzed with activity, voices layered over laughter, all set to the soundtrack of lively music from a nearby record store. It all seemed so thrilling but also Terrifying.
“Hey, hi hello!” An attractive young girl his age approached him, her friends trailing behind, smirking playfully. His heart raced as they drew closer. “I really like your outfit,” she said, smiling and brushing a lock of chocolate colored brunette hair from her face. A small crowd of other girls gathered around looking at Chris expectantly as the first girl asked, “are you new here or something?”
“I- um uh, thanks!” Chris stammered, his cheeks warming, “yeah, I’m, like, just visiting.” He couldn’t believe this was happening. Were these pretty girls really talking to him? As if he were one of them? He could hardly process it. “I—uh—just came here for some shopping.”
“Nice! Well this is the place for shopping!” a perky redhead with freckles giggled. From somewhere within the gaggle of girls a teenaged boy stepped out. 
“Hey! Want to hang out sometime?” he grinned, clearly confident and casual, as if asking someone out was as easy as picking a candy bar for him. His female friends snickered, nudging each other in amusement.
“Um…” Christopher’s mind spun. “Is he really asking me out?” he wondered. “That kid at the record store was one thing, but this is something else!” He felt his face blushing. Fighting against a wave of embarrassment The feminized guy floundered. “I—I mean, I ,” he managed to squeak out, quickly looking away, 
Luckily his mother stepped in. “My daughter Christina is only sixteen, she’s much too young to date a young adult like you.” Chris looked younger than his age, so they believed it.
“Sorry Ma’am,” the chagrined guy said as he appeared like he was about to slip away, “I didn’t know….” He spun away, the crowd of girls trailing behind him.
“Did that just happen?” Chris whispered to Barbara, his eyes wide. 
“Yes, yes, yes!” Barbara clapped her hands, practically bouncing on her toes. “You pulled it off! You’re stunning, and they can see it too!”
“I can’t believe it! I uh um I….”
“There you go, just like I said,” Barbara turned to her son and said, “you make a perfectly passable girl!” 
She’d won the bet and he was stuck, obligated to go to the dance dressed in whatever feminine costume she chose for him. 
Chris blinked rapidly, still processing the encounter. Relief washed over him, fear giving way to excitement. His heart raced not with fear but with a sense of possibility. Maybe he could do this—be seen, be noticed, be… accepted.
“Maybe… maybe this won’t be so bad?” he said softly, a shy grin creeping onto his face. With each thudding heartbeat, his fascination with femininity grew stronger, intoxicating in its sweetness. The world felt brighter, full of color and opportunity. What had once felt daunting now shimmered like the neon lights reflecting off the polished floors of the mall.
“Exactly!” Barbara beamed, pride radiating from her. “You are discovering something beautiful about yourself, Chris. And I’m so proud of you for taking this leap.”
“Thanks, Mom.” Chris said, his heart swelling with newfound courage. At that moment, he realized that perhaps, just perhaps, he was more than just a boy dressed as a girl—that he really was a girl named Christina, the name his mother had called him seemed to fit.
“Mom, I uh, I have to go to the bathroom,” he whispered.
Barbara nodded at her child and said, “Come with me.” She locked arms with the apparent girl and led her into the ladies’ room. After Chris went into a stall, did his business, and returned to the row of sinks to wash up, his mom told him to freshen up with makeup. 
He joined a line of teenage girls doing the exact same things they were doing. He reacted with shock after realizing that he’d performed an unmistakably girlish action, one that made him feel just like one of the girls. He sighed as the mother and her apparent daughter stepped out of the mall’s restroom. He felt his heart racing like a runaway train. 
The air around them buzzed with chatter and laughter, blending with the sound of distant pop music filtering from a nearby store. He adjusted the hem of his denim miniskirt, its fabric soft against his skin, and took a deep breath. 
“Okay, Christina, you’ve got this,” he muttered to himself, glancing at his reflection in the glass door. His shoulder-length hair fell in gentle waves around his face, framing the delicate, prettily freshened up features. The makeup that he’d just applied to his face felt oddly foreign yet exhilarating. 
With each step through the bustling crowd, he could feel the thrill weaving through him like the notes of his favorite Bowie song.
“Look at you!” Barbara said, her voice full of encouragement as she trailed behind him. “You’re rocking that outfit!”
Chris blushed, heat creeping up his neck. “I just hope no one notices…” 
“Notices what?” she teased, nudging him playfully. 
“That I’m… um, not really a girl.” His eyes darted around, scanning for any signs of judgment. Instead, he was met with friendly smiles and indifferent glances. A group of girls giggled as they walked past him, giving him a first quick look to check out his outfit, but not sparing a second glance.
“See? No one cares!” Barbara chimed, her excitement infectious. 
Just then, a couple of boys approached, their gazes lingering on Chris with unmistakable interest. “Hey there,” one of them said, leaning casually against a nearby kiosk. “I’ve never seen you around here before. Want to grab a coffee or something?”
Christopher’s heart pounded in disbelief. It felt like a scene out of a movie—he half-expected a camera crew to jump out and yell, “Surprise!” But it was real. These guys were genuinely interested in him, not knowing the truth about him that lay beneath the surface.
“Um, I… uh…” he stammered, searching for words. His mind raced as he tried to process the attention. Was he actually pulling this off?



Chapter 5: A Losing Wager
“Come on, don’t be shy! Let’s go on a date together? Maybe the movies? Dinner? Just one little date?” a tall, smiling boy said, flashing a charming smile that made Christopher’s stomach flip. Suddenly, all his fears began to spike. He’d gotten asked out by guys before, but never while he was wearing a miniskirt and makeup!
By this point, it was obvious to both of them that Barbara had won the bet. Chris had passed as a girl without the slightest difficulty. “Now, I have to try to learn how to deal with guys hitting on me!” A feminine voice screamed inside his head as he stood, paralyzed, shifting his little feet in their cute pink shoes.
“Let me think about it,” he finally said, his voice a bit more firm than before. The boys exchanged excited looks, clearly pleased by his at least somewhat open response. Chris felt a rush of exhilaration wash over him.
“Oh well. We’ll be around when you make up your mind, cutie!” One of the guys said, shrugging. As the boys walked away, they left Chris buzzing with the new and strange sensation of being a sex object.
“See? You’re a natural!” Barbara smirked. The world suddenly felt less daunting, filled with possibilities. They continued wandering through the mall, window shopping and laughing as Chris slowly acclimated to the feminine persona he had longed to explore for so long. 
He reveled in the feeling of freedom, the way his skirt danced around his thighs, making him feel lighter and more vibrant. Just when Chris thought the day couldn’t get any better, they found a cozy corner by a café where they stopped to catch their breath. Barbara leaned closer, an impish glint in her eye. 
“Okay, Chris, I have to tell you something,” she said, lowering her voice conspiratorially.
“Uh-oh, what is it?” Chris asked nervously, wondering if it would be a reality check to dampen his newfound joy.
“I think you should go as a cheerleader for Halloween, what do you think?”
“Wha- wha- what?”
“You know, little pleated skirt, tight top, pom-poms?”
“Ah uh I don’t know about that?” he sighed. He’d spent several days staring at his crush Katie Severino, the sexy blonde who lived next door and sat in front of him in math class. He loved seeing her in her cute little cheerleading uniform. He’d often daydreamed about wearing one himself and looking just like her. He smiled involuntarily as his mom suggested exactly that.
“What do you say, Christina? Are you going to the dance as a cheerleader?”
“No, no way!” he gasped, his grin evaporating instantly as he thought about how all the jocks would react to seeing him dolled up as a member of the cheer squad. “They’d kill me!”
“Who would?” Barbara asked, “if anyone tried, they’d get suspended.” She looked her feminized child in the eyes and said, “Promise me that you’ll at least think about it?”
“Okay, okay,” Chris relented, running a hand through his tousled hair, heart racing as the thought solidified. “I’ll… I’ll think about it.”
“That’s the spirit!” Barbara cheered, squeezing his shoulders before releasing him. They started walking again, but this time Chris felt lighter, as if the air had shifted just enough for him to breathe.
As they made their way through the thrumming heart of the mall, Chris felt both fears and thrills—a taste of the life he had always wanted to explore, now dangling just within reach. His thoughts raced. He barely registered the familiar buzz of shoppers swirling around them. 
He watched a group of girls giggle by a store window, their laughter bright and carefree. His heart thudded in rhythm with their joy, but it also tightened at the thought of being the center of attention in a feminine Halloween costume.
As they passed a Halloween display, pumpkins carved into grinning faces lit up under the fluorescent mall lights. The playful decorations seemed to mock him, daring him to step outside of his comfort zone. But beneath the surface of his anxiety, he felt an undeniable thrill—a spark turning into a flame within him.
“Just picture it,” Barbara teased, nudging him. “Christina Bridges, the dazzling cheerleader! Everyone will be talking about it for weeks!”
“More like running away screaming,” he protested, half-laughing, half-wincing. He was on the threshold of a dream, but he felt fears holding him back.
“They’ll all fall in love with you!” she shot back, her laughter ringing out like music. 
“Fall in love? That’s really pushing it,” he chuckled, although a part of him had always dreamed of being one of the popular girls that all the boys wanted. 
“Well, you’ll never know unless you try,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. 
“Right, I guess that’s so,” he murmured, glancing down at his sneakers, suddenly aware of the weight of the moment. Could he really transform into someone so bold, so free, so…feminine? 
“Hey,” Barbara said, breaking into his thoughts. “Let’s grab a hot chocolate. You need some fuel for your decision-making process.”
“I was gonna suggest an Orange Julius, but on a chilly day like today, I think a hot chocolate sounds good,” he agreed, getting swept along by her enthusiasm.
Just as they approached the café, Barbara turned to him, her expression somehow serious and playful at the same time. She said, “I won the bet so I get to choose your look for the Halloween dance next week!” Just like that, they both knew they were in for a wild ride.
The feminized boy felt faint. He tried to work up the nerve to ask his mom what she had in mind while his half finished cocoa went cold. After a long silence, he mustered the courage to ask, “So what costume will I be wearing?”
“Ah, I was wondering when you’d get around to asking me about that,” she smiled wickedly. “When you agreed to try this, I knew I’d win. So I decided that would be a big surprise!”
“Um a uh… a surprise?” he asked, eyes wide, feeling dizzy at the prospect.
“Yes! A huge surprise!” Barbara clapped her hands together, practically vibrating with joy. “Remember how you said you wanted to make a splash at the Halloween dance?” 
“Actually I don’t recall saying anything like that, in fact I—”
“Well we’ll just have to agree to disagree on that,” she smirked, then she paused dramatically, letting the weight of her words hang in the air. “I came up with a little plan for that.”
“You have a little plan?” Chris echoed, his curiosity piqued, “what little plan would that be?”
“Chris, sweetheart, or maybe I should call you Christina when you’re dressed up so pretty?” she began and then giggled when he groaned. “What’s wrong? That’s the name I would have given you if you were born a girl…. Then again maybe you were?”
“Mom!” he gasped, then he looked around, shocked and dismayed, afraid someone might have overheard her. 
“Oh don’t be such a drama queen Christina!” Barbara grinned and winked at her blushing son, her tone gentle yet teasing. If she knew how unnerved she’d made her only child, she showed no sign of it. Instead, she just went on as if chatting with him about his femininity was the most ordinary thing in the world.
“So, I’ve been thinking,” she smiled devilishly, “you’d make an absolutely adorable cheerleader!”
Christopher’s eyes widened in shock, his cheeks flushing a deep shade of pink. “M-mom, what are you talking about?” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. Barbara’s smile remained serene as she reached out to run her fingers along his arm. 
“I know that all of this might be a bit overwhelming, darling, but trust me. You’ve always admired those cheerleaders, right? Well, now you can be one, just for the night. Everyone will be amazed!”
Christopher’s mind raced, his heart pounded in his chest. He hesitated, his internal struggle evident in his conflicted expression. On one hand, the idea of dressing up as a cheerleader terrified him. On the other, he couldn’t deny the secret thrill that surged through him at the thought.
“Yes, I decided that you’ll attend the dance as a cheerleader!” Barbara’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “You know the drill, the short skirt, cute top, pom-pons, the whole bit! You’ll look amazing!”
A wave of humiliation washed over him, churning together with the almost irresistible thrill until he felt the weight of her words hammering him as he pictured himself dolled up in the cheer uniform, walking into the gym, all eyes on him, all the people pointing and laughing—and worse. 
“Wait, what? A cheerleader? Me?” Chris sputtered, his cheeks flushing crimson. “Mom, you can’t be serious!”
“I’m totally serious!” Barbara grinned at the apparent girl sitting across from her, undeterred by his panic. “You’ll be so beautiful in your school’s cheer uniform, and just think of all the attention you’d get!”
“Yeah, but not the right kind of attention! Anyway, where would I even get a cheerleader’s uniform?” he asked, then he shook his head, “the whole idea is crazy! Just forget about—”
“Just leave all of that up to me,” she smiled, “Momma always knows best!”
The thought of wearing a cheerleader’s uniform sent shivers down Christopher’s spine. It was Terrifying and tantalizing. “Me wearing a cheerleader uniform? In public?” Chris mumbled mainly to himself, but loud enough for Barbara to hear. “They look so sexy on the girls, but on me?” 
“Oh, you’ll look simply adorable as a cheerleader, honey,” she assured him, “no one could tell you’re not a girl in that cute miniskirt and top you’re wearing right now, and no one at the dance will see you as anything but a sexy teenage girl in a cheer uniform either.”
He thought about how stunning his crush Katie Severino looked in her cheerleading uniform. The tiny pleated red and black miniskirt dancing around her smooth, sexy thighs. The white turtleneck top and the red and black sweater hugging her bouncing breasts as she shook her black and red poms. 
He recalled sitting on the bleachers enthralled by her sultry dance moves as she spun, stomped, clapped, and skipped along in her knee high socks and her black and white saddle shoes. Her long blonde hair in a high ponytail with alluring curls, accessorized with long, feminine ribbons, also in black and red.
The image made his heart race with young lust. He swallowed nervously as arousal surged through him. The idea of looking as stunning as his secret crush was equally intoxicating. Still, the thought of everyone seeing him dressed as a girl, of them all knowing his most embarrassing secret? 
The notion was unthinkably, unbearably humiliating. It was also incredibly, irresistibly arousing. These fighting feelings kept his mind reeling and his excitement surging, but for entirely different reasons. Wearing feminine clothing and makeup with his long hair styled like a girl was his fondest and most forbidden fantasy. Getting exposed as a sissy in front of his classmates was his deepest fear. He staggered contemplating the consequences of his mother’s suggestion. 
Despite all of his hidden fears, Chris kept feeling drawn toward saying yes, to doing what she wanted him to do. These impulses kept getting ever more powerful as she kept talking him into it. 
“Just think about it?” Barbara said, speaking softly, unaware that her child couldn’t think of anything else. She took his hands in hers, her tone sounded soothing yet playful as she said, “Imagine yourself strutting into the dance all dressed up as a pretty little cheerleader. You’d be the star of the show.”
“Star of the show? More like target practice for every bully in the state,” he moaned, caught up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He wondered, “Am I ready for this? Could I really take such a bold leap?” he asked himself, unaware that he was speaking out loud.
“Yes, of course you’re ready for it! I believe in you, dear!” Barbara said, her complete confidence in him became almost contagious. “I loved cheerleading when I was a girl, and I’m sure you’ll love it too, even if just for one night!” 
She smiled, bringing the bewildered boy to the edge, leaving him teetering precariously between his terror of facing an unendurable public humiliation and harassment versus the undeniable, almost irresistible allure he felt at the prospect of wearing a cheerleading uniform.
“Okay, okay, I’ll think about it,” he said, his excitement rising. “But… I can’t commit to anything that extreme right now. Can’t we talk about this later?” 
“Of course we can, but remember you need a costume for next week’s dance and you’re committed to go dressed up as a girl,” Barbara winked, “the clock is ticking and I’m sure you’d make a simply adorable cheerleader!” 
“Yeah right?” he said skeptically, “me an adorable cheerleader?” Then he turned away and whispered, “That’s what I’m afraid of!”
Barbara overheard him, but she said nothing. Instead she smiled to herself. “Yes, you’ll make a very adorable cheerleader, and I think we’re going to find that out soon,” she thought while watching Chris walk away. She decided not to push him any more about it the rest of the day, but behind his back she made all of the necessary arrangements for his girlish Halloween costume.
For Chris, the rest of the weekend passed without any additional drama. He did his homework, watched his favorite Saturday night shows on television, and listened to his new LP on the stereo in his room. 
The conflicted young man tossed and turned in his bed that night, imagining how it would feel to wear a pretty, perky cheerleading uniform. He dreamed that he actually was a cheerleader, one of the peppy, pretty girls who flounced around the school in their cute little outfits and performed at the pep rallies and games.
Chris saw himself standing next to Katie Severino, in line with the rest of the cheerleaders. All of them smiling at the crowd, looking like living dolls, dressed in identical uniforms. Their makeup impeccable. Eagerly joining in as they danced and chanted through their routines, ruling the sidelines during football and basketball games. 
As the line up of gorgeous girls moved with well practiced synchronization, their hair bounced alluringly, tied up in high ponytails by bright red ribbons. The conflicted boy smiled as he slept fitfully. Despite his mixed feelings, he sighed happily, his slumbering mind enjoying every aspect of this enticing and alluring, but utterly emasculating and seemingly impossible dream.
~ End of Part One~
Continued in Part Two



Afterword By The Author
Once again, I cannot thank you enough for reading this all new sweet sentimental coming of age feminization story! This series began as a commission from a reader. You too can hire me to bring your inner girl (or dream girl) to life! To commission a story using your plot with you as a main character, contact me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com or through Buy Me A Coffee using this link: http://www.BuyMeACoffee.com/MindiHarris/e/19875.
I am fortunate to have so many kind, enthusiastic readers. If you liked reading this book half as much as I liked writing it, please give me a 5 star rating. For extra credit, please leave a great review—anonymously if you feel that’s best. It’s easy to do and would help me so much by letting other readers know about my books! Your 5 star rating and positive review would also urge me to continue this series to see what happens next as our heroine gets further coaxed into girlhood. 
Will Christina start going to school as a girl? Will she realize her dream of joining the cheerleading squad? Will she go to homecoming dance as some guy’s date? What about prom? Will she become a private school girl? Will she go to college, maybe be a sorority sister? So many things may be possible for Christina!
If you liked this story, I hope you try some of my other stories as well, although keep in mind many of them are spicier, kinkier, and more about force than this one.
Please check out my author pages:
US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
DE: https://www.amazon.de/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
(If the links don’t work or if you live elsewhere, search for me on Amazon.)
I love to hear from my readers! Please feel free to contact me with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind. Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love and need you! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!
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