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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: A Surprise Costume
The next morning, Chris Bridges awoke feeling more confused than refreshed. He took a quick shower, washed his long auburn hair, and toweled off. He wiped away the steam and checked his face in the bathroom mirror. “No, no need to shave again today,” he sighed. 
While most of the boys in his grade had already sprouted facial hair, he’d still only managed feminine looking peach fuzz. That along with his baby face and small, fine features made him look androgynous if not outright girlish. He went back to his bedroom, slaloming around the stacks of records and piles of rock magazines on the thick shag rug.
“Did that really happen yesterday?” he asked himself as he dressed in his usual outfit, a pair of semi clean Levis jeans and a glam band t-shirt. That mid morning, he’d opted for a Ziggy Stardust image on a black shirt. He tied his red Converse sneakers on over white tube socks.
This felt so much different from the adorable little pink denim skirt, pink tank top, and cute kitten heels he’d worn to the mall the day before. There, he’d let his mother take him from store to store to see if he passed as a girl. If he did, she’d win a bet between them and get to pick out his Halloween costume. If he didn’t, then he’d win the bet and she’d buy him a used car. 
Helping him pass, his mother Barbara did his hair and makeup. He’d often been mistaken for a girl without much or any effort. The expertly applied cosmetics, cute clothes, and girlish hair style left no doubt in any of the onlooker’s mind. To his relief and dismay, all the people who saw him took him for the teenage girl he appeared to be.
He checked himself once again, then joined his mother Barbara for Sunday brunch in their small kitchen. There, he found her humming along to the radio as she finished preparing breakfast, or more accurately brunch.She wore a flowing, floral maxi dress in shades of blue and yellow, the soft cotton fabric moving gracefully as she plated the fluffy eggs. 
The sounds of soft pop music and the clacking of a spatula against a frying pan filled the air. Her dress had a loose skirt that bounced around her knees, and she’d paired it with simple white low heeled sandals. The kitchen was vibrant, with avocado green cabinets and an almost too cheerfully bright sunflower wallpaper.
A large window above the sink let in golden sunlight, illuminating the room with a warm glow. The countertops were a speckled laminate, dotted with a mix of browns and yellows. The kitchen was filled with the aroma of eggs, toast and fresh coffee, a comforting scent that wrapped around him like a warm hug. 
Barbara moved with ease, her long hair swinging gently as she worked, the floral patterns of her dress adding to the cheerful atmosphere.
“Hey, Mom, what’s for breakfast?” Chris yawned leaning against the wall. 
“Your favorite! Scrambled eggs, toast, and marmalade.” 
He smiled as he stepped into the room.
“You have the same thing almost every day. I can make the eggs more exciting if you want,” Barbara teased, glancing over her shoulder.
“More exciting? Like adding cheddar cheese?” Chris smirked, stepping into the kitchen and taking his usual seat at the small, round table in the center of the room. It had an orange and yellow sunburst pattern, and was surrounded by four orange vinyl chairs.
“Exactly! You know me well,” she laughed, her eyes sparkling. “Or maybe I’ll add some herbs from the garden. How does that sound?”
“Herbs in eggs? Mom, you’re going all Galloping Gourmet on me!” he laughed, shaking his head.
She playfully rolled her eyes and laughed, “Well, someone has to bring some sophistication into this house. Besides, you might actually like a change!”
“Are we still talking about the eggs?’ Chris chuckled and walked over to the year old avocado green refrigerator that held state in the middle of the main wall. It was adorned with colorful magnets pinning family photos in place that captured moments from their lives together. 
He opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of orange juice, then poured himself a tall glass. “Just don’t put too much of that fancy stuff in my eggs,” he said, taking a sip of Florida sunshine. “I’m not ready for anything too weird!”
“No promises, about the eggs or your look for today!” she laughed, running hot water from the faucet into the pan. “It wouldn’t kill you to try something new. I think you might surprise yourself,” she replied, her playful tone evident. “After all, you did so well as Christina at the mall yesterday.”
Barbara giggled when her son groaned at that. He said, “I was hoping that was all just some crazy nightmare!”
“Oh it was real, dear!” she said reaching for the empty frying pan. She lifted it off the stove, and slipped it into the sink. She smiled at her child, eager to repeat her fun from the day before.
As the hungry young man shoveled eggs and toast into his mouth, he noticed that Barbara kept smirking at him. She kept this up, looking and smirking but not saying anything until he finally asked her, sounding exasperated, “What? Why are you looking at me like that?”
“I have a big surprise for you!” she smiled at him even more widely.
“Big surprise?” he asked, feeling a sense of dread, “what is it?”
“I’ve taken care of your costume!” she smiled, “Guess what it is?”
“Oh no, don’t tell me? Is it a cheerleader—”
“Oh yes!” She cut him off. “Just remember, you’re gonna be a girl at the Halloween dance next week, and you need to remember how to act like a girl. You did great at that yesterday, seriously!” she smiled, walking over to hug her child.
“Fine, fine,” he replied, sighing. “You won the bet, but I’m still hoping that I can somehow talk you out of making me—”
“No chance of that!” Barbara laughed, shaking her head. “I was gonna keep my side of the bargain and get you that car if you won, but since you lost I’m picking out a really cute feminine costume for you. In fact, I already have!”
“You already picked something out? But I thought—”
“Yes I did! Next week you’ll be making your debut as the newest, perkiest, member of your school’s cheerleading squad!”
“Wait! Cheerleading squad? Mom! What did you do?”
“I thought that was obvious? I got you a cheerleading uniform to wear to the Halloween dance, and—”
“Wait! What? I thought we were gonna talk about this?” he started, staring at his mother’s face, looking for some sign that she was just joking. He was still trying to shake off his sleepiness, hoping this was all just some kind of continuation of the crazy dream he’d had the night before. 
Seeing her smiling, but not showing any signs that she was kidding, he went on, “You can’t be serious, Mom! Me? A cheerleader?”
She nodded enthusiastically, still giggling, but said nothing more. Barbara had thoroughly enjoyed taking Chris to the mall dolled up as her daughter Christina, and eagerly awaited a chance to dress him up again. She could barely keep herself quiet, waiting for him to speak again. She bubbled over with happiness, hoping that he shared her delight at the idea of transforming him again.
In the interim, Chris closed his eyes. Unbidden, a brilliant image flashed into his mind. He was one of the popular “in“ crowd. Only in this imaginary scenario, he wasn’t a guy named Chris. She was a pretty girl named Christina. She smiled flirtatiously at the boys as she played with a lock of her long auburn hair that cascaded down past her shoulders in a big fluffy mane.
In his daydream, he was one of the sought after girls, sitting with the cool kids, looking absolutely stunning. The tight fabric of her lime green and lemon yellow geometric patterned minidress hugged her curvaceous form as if it were painted on. She wore subtle makeup and a huge smile….
“How many times have I wished for that exact thing?” he sighed, “to be one of the popular girls at school?” Barbara watched her child and smiled as she saw the joyful expression spread across his face.
In Christopher’s mind, the scene suddenly shifted. She was a pretty, perky cheerleader, shaking a pair of shimmering pom-poms in her manicured hands. She stomped her saddle shoes and clapped in time with Katie and the rest of the cheer squad. She danced and flounced at a pep rally, performing the cheer routines in front of the entire school….
Christopher’s mom seemed to read his mind. “Just imagine it,” she said, a huge grin on her face. She grabbed her child’s arm with excitement. “You, at the dance, dressed in a cute cheer uniform? You’ll be twirling your poms, and winking at Katie from across the gym. She’ll be so taken with you!”
That enthralling thrill brought a huge smile to his puffy, feminine looking lips as he considered the idea. Those enticing images quickly entangled themselves into a knot of embarrassment, however, as he considered the consequences of coming out that way in front of all of his classmates. 
“No way, Mom! I can’t!” he cried, “what would everyone say?” Silently he asked himself, “What would they all think of me if they knew my secret?”
“They’ll all be impressed by your courage, and—”
“Impressed?” Chris raised an eyebrow. “More like amused? Or infuriated?”
“Christopher, listen.” Barbara said, turning to face him, her hands resting gently on his shoulders. “You’re not just borrowing a cheerleading uniform. You’re embracing who you are, and that’s beautiful.”
“Beautiful,” he repeated, the word felt foreign yet enticing. He looked into his mother’s eyes and found acceptance. Her faith in him a soft blanket wrapping around his insecurities. Still, he felt as if he’d already been exposed before his classmates as a sissy. “What if I get laughed at?” he asked.
“Then laugh with them!” she encouraged, her voice light and airy. “Let them see how fabulous you really are. You’ve got this!”
“Fabulous,” he echoed with a hint of irony. Doubts clawed at his insides, but something about the challenge exhilarated him. A flicker of the courage his mother had invoked when she’d whispered to him enticed him to dream, “Maybe I could be fabulous.”
Before he could even finish his thought, Barbara leapt to her feet and grabbed a garment bag that was hanging on a cupboard door. In his delirious reactions to his mother’s revelations, Chris hadn’t even noticed it before. His eyes went wide as he watched his mother deftly unzip the long, thin vinyl clothing bag. 
She cried, “Ta da!” as she pulled out an immediately recognizable uniform. The excited mom held out two handfuls of fabric toward her child. Barbara gently guided her son’s gaze to the cheerleading uniform. “Look at this uniform, Chris!” she said enthusiastically. He gaped at her so she just kept talking.
“It’s so cute!” she enthused, “The colors are so vibrant, and the material feels so nice. Just imagine how it will feel against your skin. And the school emblem on the sweater? It’s a symbol of pride and spirit. You’ll look so adorable! Everyone will love seeing you in it.”
“Love seeing me in it?” Chris echoed, “more like want to kill me when they see me in it!” Still, his eyes wandered all over the uniform his mother was holding, taking in every detail. The tiny pleated skirt in her right hand was crafted from panels in a bright shade of red—almost scarlet—alternating with contrasting black. 
The matching sweater, adorned with the school’s logo as his mom had described, hung from her other outstretched hand. He saw the other parts of the uniform—the tight red spanky shorts the girls wore to cover their panties, and the red turtleneck shirt they wore under the sweater. He couldn’t help himself. He wanted to wear it. 
He could almost feel the tight, feminine fabric against his slim torso already, the tiny skirt exposing nearly all of his legs. He saw the pom-poms on the kitchen floor and imagined himself shaking them in time with the rest of the cheerleading squad. “It’s like my dream is coming to life—or my nightmare,” he muttered, both terrified and aroused at the thought of appearing in public dressed as a cheerleader. 
As he sat there thinking about himself in the uniform, exotic erotic emotions swirled within him. The stunned, overwhelmed school boy felt excitement and fear, anticipation and anxiety. He knew that this was an opportunity to explore a part of himself that he had kept hidden for so long, but he also couldn’t shake the fear of how other people might react—including his mother. 
“I can’t even consider this!” he scolded himself, “what will they think of me? What will my mom think of me?” He shook his head. “True, she’d pushed me into going to the mall dressed as a girl yesterday, but that was a one time thing, right? Doing it again? This time as a cheerleader? What would that mean for me?” His troubling thoughts forced a frown onto his face.
“I promise you sweetheart,” his mother said, her voice full of warmth, “you’ll look amazing, and you’ll feel amazing too. Just trust me.” 
Chris felt his desires and fears wrestling for supremacy. He said, “I guess I can always try it on, just see what I look like in it—”
“That’s the spirit! This will be so much fun! You’ll see!” She knew that this would be a huge step for him, and she felt determined to support him every step of the way. Her gentle touch and encouraging words began to soothe his nerves, at least regarding her response to him dressing up as a cheerleader.
“Maybe she’s not trying to entrap me,” he thought, “maybe she just wants to see how I react to all of this and… and…“ Chris felt his emotions running out of control. Suddenly a sobering thought hit him.
“Wait, when did you get that uniform?” he asked glaring at his mother accusatorially, his voice rising in pitch and volume. “Where did you get this uniform? Who let you borrow it for me? What did you say to them?”



Chapter 2: Shocking News
“Calm down!” Barbara shook her head, “I knew you wanted to wear a cheer uniform, so I got up earlier this morning, and just called over to our next door neighbors. I spoke with Katie Severino—you know her, she’s in your class—and I asked her if you could borrow her cheerleading uniform.” 
Hearing the name “Katie Severino“ sent Chris into cardiac arrest. He gaped at her as she explained all of this as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world. In response, her shattered son uttered a series of strange unintelligible gurgling sounds as he struggled to cope with this news. 
Ignoring her son’s distress, Barbara just kept on talking, each word making him feel like the whole world had gone completely crazy. “She said yes, so I walked over there and she gave it to me! It was that simple!” She nodded and added, “I can’t wait to see you in it! You’re going to shine brighter than any star in the sky at the dance tonight!” 
All the time, she kept smiling seemingly unaware that she was making her son’s astonished face turn from ashen pale to apoplectic purple. Regaining the power of articulate speech, the still stunned boy hissed, “Mom! You didn’t! Tell me you didn’t? Please tell me—”
“Don’t thank me, I really wanted to do it!”
“No! No way! You didn’t tell Katie Severino that I wanted to borrow her cheerleading uniform?” He held his head in his hands, and muttered, “Do you have any idea what you just…. Of all people! Katie Severino?”
“What’s the problem with Katie Severino? She’s a beautiful girl!”
“What’s the? Oh my gawd, where do I begin?” Chris whimpered, “of all the girls in the entire world who I didn’t want to know anything about and of this….” Overwhelmed, he let his voice trail off. He sat stunned, shaking, too astounded by his mother’s audacity to continue his lamentation.
“I really don’t see what the problem is,” Barbara shrugged, “Katie was an absolute angel about the whole thing! She was even amused by the idea. When I told her why I was calling, she burst out laughing, and then she—”
“MOM!” Chris shrieked and then again, “MOM! Do you know what you’ve done? I can’t believe you told my crush that I want to wear her cheerleading uniform! Do you have any idea how embarrassing that is for me?”
He tried to wish away this utter humiliation. His mind demanded to deny these horrific revelations. It spun out of control and he dropped everything deeper into denial. “No, there’s no way! You didn’t tell Katie that I want to wear her uniform to the dance. This can’t be happening!” he muttered.
He looked disbelievingly into his mother’s bright shining eyes, searching for a sign that she was just joking. When she just smirked and shrugged, he gasped, “No way, Mom, it can’t be true. I know you didn’t tell Katie Severino that I want to wear her cheerleading uniform! You wouldn’t! You couldn’t!” 
“Oh it’s no big deal!” Barbara stroked his arm tenderly, “so you put on her cheer uniform and go to the Halloween dance. It’s just a costume.”
“No! No, I can’t!” he cried out, “A million times no!”
“Yes! Yes, you can! A million times yes!” she giggled at his dramatics.
He slumped into his chair and sighed, glancing sideways at Barbara, his voice barely above a whisper, “Please! Tell me you’re joking?”
“I’m not joking. That’s what happened, Chris. I don’t know what else to tell you,” she shrugged and smiled again, “I don’t see why you’re making such a big deal out of this anyway. Like I told you, Katie thinks it’s all very funny!”
He still clung to a slim scrap of hope muttering, “No. It can’t be. There’s no way Katie Severino would ever let me borrow her cheerleading uniform. Not Katie. She’s way too—”
“Oh really? That’s funny because she did let you borrow it. Why wouldn’t she?” Barbara replied, smiling mischievously. “Like I said, she thought the whole idea was absolutely hilarious. She even said she thinks you’ll look amazing in it!”
“Yeah, right!” Chris scoffed, “now I know you’re joking! She doesn’t even know that I exist!” He tried to sound confident in his defiance, but all of this began to seem all too plausible. His mother wasn’t yet done destroying his life, however. 
“I almost forgot to mention, but she insisted that you go to the dance with her. She even said that she’d help you with all of the finishing touches!” Barbara smiled and prattled on, as if these words weren’t crushing her son’s male ego. “You know, to make sure that you look exactly like one of the cheer girls!”
With his blood running cold, Chris visualized his crush laughing about him wearing her sassy little cheer uniform. Even worse, he could easily imagine her lilting melodic soprano voice mocking him about it. Worst of all, he knew that she just might say something like “I’ll make sure he looks exactly like one of the cheer girls.” Then, knowing her, she’d insist on doing exactly that.
These thoughts struck Chris to his very soul. He felt as if he were about to die from sheer humiliation. He took a deep breath, his resolve slowly forming. He looked into his mother’s eyes and saw the unwavering love and support she offered. He prepared to say, “No, I can’t! I won’t do it! Not in a million years!” 
Instead, some strong irresistible impulse forced him to say, “Okay, mom. I’ll do it.” These words shocked him as they spilled out of his mouth. He’d never wanted to accept any of this now that he knew Katie knew about it, but he felt helpless to reverse this agreement when Barbara’s smile widened. 
Her eyes shone bright with pride. “That’s my brave boy,” she said, “or should I say, my brave cheerleader girl, my darling daughter?”
“Come on, Mom, don’t call me a girl!” he winced, but he couldn’t deny the strange magical delight he felt at hearing his mother call him her “darling daughter.” He felt like he was floating. He felt like he was intoxicated. He felt….
“Oh no way!” the stunned young man shouted, shaking his head in rejection and disbelief at what he’d just agreed to do. He tried to deny that he’d really committed himself by saying, “On second thought? This is a bad idea. A really really bad idea. There’s no way I can possibly—” but it was too late. Barbara had heard all she needed to hear. 
“This is gonna be so fun!” she interrupted, signaling that she wasn’t going to stop her plans to transform her son into a daughter once again, if only for a short time. She wasn’t even slowing down. “Okay, here’s our next steps,” she said, leaning closer, whispering conspiratorially. “We’ll dress you up in this cheer uniform, I’ll do your hair and makeup, and then—”
“Wait, what? You want me to wear it now? As in right now?” Panic surged through the boy again, tightening his chest and making his breathing difficult.
“Exactly! Then I’ll teach you some cheers! The sooner you start practicing your moves, the sooner you can shine!” she grinned.
“Shine…“ he echoed. His voice sounded faint, distant as his heart pounded louder, his breathing came in fits and starts, and his vision grew blurry.
“Yes, shine!” Before he could respond, Barbara leaned in closely and whispered again, “Just wait until you see yourself in that uniform. You might just fall in love with the gorgeous girl you see.”
Chris giggled nervously, “Love myself? Gorgeous girl?” He tried to shake off the increasingly familiar fluttering feelings deep inside of him, but it was no use. The strange sense of excitement tingled and enticed him, electric and teasing.
The events that quickly followed scrambled Christopher’s mind like the long forgotten eggs that were growing cold on his plate. Without clearing the breakfast dishes, Barbara instructed him, “Go get ready for your transformation. Use the hair removal cream in my bathroom. Spread it all over your legs, arms, underarms, and…well that’s all you need. You don’t have any chest hair yet….”
He wondered, “Can I really do this, or should I just back off, reject this chance to experience something that I’ve wanted, that I’ve always wondered about?” Sighing, still confused by all of this, the excited, bewildered boy complied with his mother’s instructions. 
He went into her bathroom and found the pink bottle of depilatory marked Nair. He spread the thick, viscous lotion all over his legs, dabbed it onto his underarms, and smoothed it all over his arms. Then, he sat waiting for the fifteen minutes the bottle suggested. Just before he couldn’t stand the itching for another moment, the timer chimed. 
“Finally!” he said, and stepped into his mom’s shower to wash himself for the second time that day. The warm water rinsed away the smelly lotion along with his body hair. It also dampened the hair on his head. He turned off the faucet and wrapped himself up in a dry, pink fluffy oversized towel.
Less than five minutes later, he stood before his mother, feeling embarrassed and exposed, without a strand of hair below his eyebrows. The soft lighting in the bedroom created a warm and intimate atmosphere, casting a gentle glow. 
Barbara had already gathered her makeup, brushes, hair tool, and products, and laid them out neatly on and around her vanity. She moved with a calm and reassuring demeanor, her artistic spirit shining through as she explained each step in the process to Chris.
“Alright, sweetheart,” she said with a nurturing smile, “let’s start with your makeup. First up, a light foundation. This will help even out your skin tone and provide a perfect canvas.” She picked up a sponge and began dabbing the cool liquid onto Christopher’s face. He flinched slightly at the new sensation, but her soothing words and soft touch soon put him at ease.
Next, Barbara selected a palette of eyeshadows, her eyes sparkling with creative excitement. “These colors will really make your eyes pop,” she explained, gently brushing shimmering shades onto his eyelids. Chris felt the soft bristles against his skin, marveling at the way the colors enhanced his delicate features.
Her focus then turned to applying his eyeliner. “Hold still, darling,” she instructed, her voice steady and confident. She drew the thin lines with precise strokes, emphasizing his eyes. The mascara followed, adding length and volume to his already long lashes. 
Time passed, and Chris watched in amazement as his reflection transformed before his eyes. His initial nervousness began to fade under his mother’s expert touch. As she worked, Barbara admired how naturally feminine Chris looked already. “You’re doing great, Baby Girl,” she said, her words filled with pride. 
She finished off his face with pearlescent pink blush and shining bubble gum colored lip gloss. “There! Your face looks lovely! Now, let’s move on to your hair.” She brushed out his longish auburn locks, her fingers working deftly to detangle and style them into soft waves. 
The scent of the hair products filled the air, floral and fruity notes that gave the room a light and pleasant fragrance. His hair, styled with a feminine flair, caught the light and shimmered with every movement. He could hardly believe how different he looked, how much he resembled a teenage girl.



Chapter 3: Ch- Ch- Ch- Changes
Barbara studied her son with a huge smile on her face. She’d enjoyed once again turning him into her daughter. “There,” she said, her voice full of happy satisfaction, “you look absolutely stunning, Chris. Or should I say, Christina?” she giggled seeing the reaction that name had on her child.
As Chris stared at his reflection, his breath stalled. The girl staring back at him was almost unrecognizable as him. Her features looked delicate, feminine, flawless. He could hardly believe what he saw in the mirror, and he had no idea how he felt about it.
“Now, let’s get you dressed!” Barbara smiled as she picked up the cheerleading uniform, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Seeing her son evidently enthralled by his transformation, she brushed his arm in order to gently pull him out of his trance. “Alright, sweetheart,” she said, “let’s get you into this adorable outfit. I promise you’ll look amazing, Christie!”
“Christie?”
“That’s a cute short version of Christina!” She smiled, her voice full of encouragement and delight.
Chris hesitated, his heart hammering away. “I...I don’t know if I can do this, mom,” he stammered softly, haltingly, his voice barely above a whisper. He felt excitement but also fear, still unable to tear his eyes away from his feminized face.
Barbara’s expression softened, her maternal instinct kicking in. “I know it’s quite a lot to take in, darling,” she said gently, “but just trust me. I know you’ll look stunning.” She held up the pleated cheerleading skirt, its red and black fabric catching the light. “You’ll be a vision in this.”
Chris took a deep breath, his resolve wavering but still no match for his overwhelming urge to wear the iconic uniform. He nodded slowly, his eyes locked onto the skirt. “Okay, mom,” he said, his voice trembling, “I’ll try to see this thought, but I can’t make any promises.”
Barbara’s smile widened, her eyes shining with joy. Her tone filled with warmth she said, “That’s Momma’s brave cheerleader girl!” She let out a small giggle, her playful teasing easing some of Christopher’s tension, but replacing it with a profound sense of shame.
The feminized guy blushed hearing his mother’s words. He felt a strange mix of emotions. He put on a pair of his own white boy’s briefs instead of the panties his mom offered, along with a pair of white feminine ankle socks. As he prepared to get dressed in the uniform, piece by piece, his nervousness gave way to excitement, and a growing sense of self acceptance.
Barbara’s hands moved with a practiced grace as she unzipped and held out the skirt for her child, helping Chris step into it. He knew this was a huge step, but he was willing to take it with his mother by his side. He felt the fabric’s soft touch against his newly smooth skin, its silky texture sending shivers down his spine.
“Hold still, pretty girl,” Barbara said, her voice rich with affection. She had Chris turn around so she could fasten the skirt. Her fingers worked quickly, zipping up the back and fastening the button. She made sure everything was in place, her touch gentle yet firm. He felt it fitting snugly around his waist, its pleats falling in perfect lines around his hairless thighs.
Christopher’s breath came in huge irregular gulps as he felt his mom secure the skirt around him. His heart raced, his mind lost in a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. He glanced down, seeing the skirt’s hem swishing playfully around his smooth, hairless legs. It was a surreal sight, one that both thrilled and terrified him.
Barbara’s nurturing demeanor shone through as she continued to help Chris with the rest of the uniform. Her gentle teasing and words of encouragement filled the room, creating an intimate and supportive atmosphere. She was determined to make this a positive experience for her son, and she was succeeding.
Next came the turtle neck top, and then the tight red and black sweater. He felt his mom pull one item then the other over his outstretched arms and down past his face, slowly and carefully to avoid smearing his makeup. He felt the stretchy top snugly hugging his torso, and the tight sweater clinging to his form, completing his cheerleader look.
Barbara regarded her son, now looking exactly like a pretty little daughter. She smiled happily. “There,” she said, her voice full of satisfaction, “you look absolutely stunning, Christina!”
Chris stared at himself in the mirror once again. He felt stunned, elated, and embarrassed all at the same time. The apparent teenage girl staring back at him was almost unrecognizable. Her features were delicate and flawless. 
She looked perky and pretty in her cheerleading uniform. She looked like a pretty teenage girl. She looked like a cheerleader. Specifically, she looked a lot like Katie, the girl next door, only with auburn hair instead of blonde. 
Chris stared at himself—or maybe it was herself—in disbelief, unable to tear his eyes away from the reflection. Hi’s blush deepened as he continued trying to reconcile his new fully feminine appearance with his lifelong male identity. He felt a strange sense of unreality, along with a thrill that he couldn’t deny. 
Despite his embarrassment, he realized that he was starting to accept if not embrace this newly realized girlish side of himself. He felt his mother’s love and support, but he still doubted that he could face his schoolmates dressed this way. 
The pair walked together back into the kitchen. There Barbara painted her child’s fingernails a bright glossy pink to match the lipgloss she’d applied. “Will I, can I, could I actually go through with it?” he wondered. His mother just smiled warmly at her temporary daughter. 
As they waited for his nails to dry, Chris said, “You know, Mom, this was fun, but I really need to find another costume. There’s no way I can go to the dance looking like this. I look way too much like a real cheerleader, and I would never live it down if anyone saw me like this! They’ll all—”
“They’ll all love seeing you like this!” Barbara smiled, “maybe they’ll invite you to join the cheerleading team?”
“Me? A cheerleader?” Chris asked, lost in his own world, not noticing that his mother was on the phone. She’d made the call while he was breathless, deep in a daydream about joining in with the most attractive and popular girls in school. 
He smiled as he pictured himself as a girl, sitting together with the jocks and cheerleaders at the “cool kids“ lunch table. Going to school, walking through the hallways, sitting in classes, as a cheerleader. Of course cheering at the pep rallies and the football and basketball games, all the while wearing—
“—the cheerleader outfit, yes,” she said into the phone, her smile widening as she mused aloud about her child’s future. Wrapped up in his thoughts, he hadn’t even noticed her making a call. He’d realized it now, and his heart thundered as he listened to his mom’s end of the conversation, caught between fear and the tantalizing allure of what might come next. 
She paused listening to whoever it was on the other end of the call. “Oh no…. Not at all. No, thank you!” She paused again and said, “Yes, it fits him perfectly,” she said giggling then paused once more and added, “Yeah, it’s like it was made for him, and….”
He listened with increasing horror as his mother continued talking to whoever was on the other end of the line. First he panicked wondering who she was discussing the cheerleader uniform with. Then with a jolt he guessed exactly who it might be. His vision blurred and he felt like he was getting strangled.  Alarmed, he said, “Mom, please hang up! I—” 
“Oh you do?” She went on talking, not hearing or ignoring his pleas. “Right now? You insist? O.K. then? We’ll be there in a few…. No thank YOU. Yes, in a few minutes, we’ll leave right now.”
Hearing that Chris said louder and more desperately, “Mom, wait! Mom!” He felt like he was about to faint. His panic rose sharply as the full implications of his mom’s conversation pressed down on him. Before he could stop her, she hung up the phone with a huge grin.
“Done!” she declared triumphantly, looking up with a sparkle in her eyes.
“Done?” Chris echoed, “what do you mean, ‘done?’“ His voice trembled. He stared up at his mother. An eerie quiet, heavy with tension, descended on the two of them. The world around Chris faded. He heard only his breathing, it sounded loud in his ears as he stood on the precipice of an extreme experience, something both Terrifying and thrilling.
Breaking the silence, Barbara said, “Come on. Let’s go next door, Katie is waiting for us.” When Chris sat sullen and motionless she said more sharply, “You don’t want to find out what she meant by ‘or else’ do you?”
“Mom? What are you talking about?”
“Nothing serious,” she said quickly. “Like I said? That was Katie from next door. She insists that we come over and see her. She wants to see how you look and talk to you about—”
“Katie? Wants to talk to me?” Chris felt a cold wave of dread wash over him. Almost afraid to ask, “About what?” he squeaked. 
“Well…“ Barbara hesitated, her eyes darting to the screen, then back at him. “It seems she has a proposition for you.”
“A proposition?” Chris gasped as the puzzle pieces fit into place in his mind making his stomach drop. “What kind of proposition?”
“Something about the dance,” she said slowly, her voice laced with intrigue. “And it involves you—” 
“Mom! Where did you….” Alarmed he shouted, then added more calmly, “Where did you get this uniform?” He frantically gestured at the flirty little outfit he was wearing.
“I got it from Katie, the girl next door! I told her all about—”
“You told her? The girl next door? I’m wearing Katie Severino’s cheerleading uniform?” Chris groaned as he checked and rechecked the mortifying math in his horrified head, “Tell me you didn’t! Mom! Tell me you didn’t get this uniform from Katie Severino—”
“Yes, that’s right! I just asked her and—”
“How could you do this to me?”
“We can talk about it later. She says we have to get over to her place now, or else she’ll—”
“Now? Dressed like this? I can’t possibly—”
“Yes, dressed like that. You don’t have time to chance, and anyway she said she wants to see you like this. I thought it was the least we could do after she agreed to let you borrow it and—”
“Mom,” he said softly, “what have you done?”
The visit next door was every bit as mortifying as Chris had anticipated, if not more so. During that brief journey of at most forty steps, he felt like a condemned man getting marched to the gallows. This even though his mother wrapped a reassuring arm around his shoulders and kept up a happy patter.
“This is gonna be so great!” she smiled, “you always complained that Katie was too stuck up to pay any attention to you, right?”
“Yeah, but this isn’t how I—”
“Now she’s going to pay a lot of attention to you! Isn’t that wonderful?”
At a loss for words to express how all of this was the opposite of wonderful, Chris groaned and pulled down nervously on the hem of his way too short skirt. Or rather, Katie’s way too short skirt. He blinked in exasperation at his humiliating situation thinking, “This uniform looks so sexy on her, but I’m the one wearing it! This is all a huge mistake! I just know—”
Before he could even finish that grim thought, they were there at the Severino’s house and Barbara was already knocking on their front door. Chris considered running away, but even as his feet prepared to dash off to parts unknown, there was Katie. 
She flung open the door and stood smirking at Chris. She looked stunning, wearing pretty pink short shorts and a matching pink t-shirt that read, “Thomas Jefferson High Cheer Squad.” She looked at him, standing there dressed from head to toe in her cheerleading uniform. She shook her head and grinned. Then she burst into laughter.



Chapter 4: The Girl Next Door
Chris had never felt so humiliated in his entire life. He wanted to disappear. Instead, he stood frozen in place like a rah rah manikin, feeling like his life was over. It wasn’t, but you’d never convince him of that. As bad as all this was, his humiliation had just begun. He’d never believe it was even remotely possible, but his mortification was about to get worse. Much, much worse.
“Well look who cleans up nicely!” Katie smirked, “you look simply darling, Christina! That’s what you told me she likes to be called, right Mrs. Bridges?” she asked, then she burst into a giggle fit.
Hearing his crush’s laughter, the stunned young man wished he could melt into a puddle of inanimate goo. He wanted to run away, but there was nowhere for him to hide. Except for in his mind. He closed his eyes and drifted back in time to just a few weeks earlier…. 
It was a pep rally before the first football game of the season. He was sitting in the bleachers in the gym along with most of the school. His eyes widened and his heart pounded as he watched Katie perform her cheerleading routine in nearly perfect synchronization with the rest of the squad. 
Blondes, redheads, and brunettes alike, all of the girls were enchanting. Curvaceous, alluring, and beautiful, they seemed empowered by their evident enthusiasm as they smiled, stomped, and waved their pom-poms. 
By contrast, Christopher’s slender build and delicate features made him appear nerdy, almost fragile. His soft eyes were wide with admiration as he stared, closely scrutinizing Katie’s confident movements, watching her long, flowing hair flying around her face in a beribboned high ponytail. With each step, her perfectly fitted cheerleading uniform showcased her petite yet voluptuous figure.
The shy boy’s heart raced as he watched Katie in her element, feeling both admiration and a deep longing to be like her. He’d been captivated by her beauty and poise, often wishing that he could embody even a fraction of her confidence. 
As he studied her every prancing, preening movement, he gasped, feeling a thrill at the thought of embracing his femininity, of flaunting his alluring girlishness, exactly like she was doing. “I’d love to be like her,” he moaned, “even if just for one brief moment.”
As he watched Katie finish her routine with a triumphant smile, blowing kisses to the crowd, Chris moped. He’d devoted countless hours to day dreaming about being with her, about joining in with the cool kids, the “in crowd.” Still, it all seemed like an impossible dream. “She’s so stuck up!” he moaned, “it’s like she doesn’t even know I exist!” 
Still, he felt enthralled and entranced by her. With a surge of determination, he vowed to find some way to be with her, no matter the cost. He just hoped that he could keep his secret safe in the process. His mind raced. He’d often fantasized about exploring his feminine side. He sighed, knowing that his secret desires would never be understood by his peers. 
Now, those fantasies were coming true in ways he’d neither anticipated nor welcomed. His mind returned to the present with a sudden jolt. He longed to date Katie, but he blushed helplessly beneath her intense gaze. She smirked at him, giggling at seeing him in her cheerleading uniform. It was mind-numbingly humiliating as she grabbed him by the arm and pulled him into her home.
“Well well well, let’s get a good look at you, girl!” Katie said, “your mom said you looked cute in my uniform but she really didn’t give you justice! You look adorable! Absolutely adorable!”
Chris shook as his crush gushed on and on about his feminized appearance. He wondered if she could tell that he’d harbored a secret wish to embody her coquettish confidence and feminine beauty. Whether or not she suspected the truth about him, Chris knew one thing. After this, Katie would never see him as a man again. Now that she’d seen him all done up in her uniform, she would never forget how demure and girlish he looked. 
He shook his head, trying to banish the conflicted shameful but scintillating sensations that swirled within him. He longed to be close to Katie, to feel her touch and hear her soft voice directed at him. Now, he feared the judgment and ridicule that would surely follow. He had no idea what Katie had in store for him, however.
Barbara greeted Katie saying, “Thank you so much for loaning Chris your outfit! When he’s dressed like this, he likes to be called “Christina’ and called a girl. I’m sure you girls will—”
“Mom!” Chris shouted. He tried to steady his trembling hands as Katie burst into laughter, her smile threatening to split her pretty face in two.
“WOW! Christina is it?” the stunning popular girl said, “that’s such a pretty, feminine name for such a pretty, feminine girl! Yes, you’re Christina now. Shall we get to know each other better?” She took the feminized boy by the hand and examined his fresh manicure, “Pretty nails, Christina! Did you do them yourself?”
Katie kept giggling as she led her embarrassed emasculated classmate into her home, with Barbara trailing behind.
Chris admired her beauty and confidence. He longed to be just like her, and wearing her uniform made that dream seem more achievable than ever before. This, even as he felt like he was on the verge of a panic attack when he realized that this was really happening. It wasn’t one of his daydreams.
His life was spinning out of his control, his heart pounded, and his palms grew clammy. Helpless to resist his crush’s insistent tug on his hand, he followed her, his feet shuffling along awkwardly. 
He avoided looking directly at her beautiful face. Instead, he focused on the floor, his eyes nervously studying the pastel linoleum. Katie noticed his reticence, a sly smile spreading across her lips. She smirked at him, her eyes sparkling with amusement. She purred, her voice dripping with playful mockery, “I never thought I’d see the day when Chris Bridges would be in my kitchen, wearing my clothes. I never thought you’d have the courage to ask me to borrow them, girlfriend!”
Chris swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I-I just… It wasn’t me! My Mom wanted me to…“ he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.
“Oh don’t be shy, Christina,” Barbara cut in trying to be helpful, “you always told me how much you admired Katie and you always wanted to—”
“MOM Please!” Chris cried, hoping to cut her off before she revealed too much, but it was too late.
Katie raised an eyebrow, her smile widening. “Wanted to do what?” she asked, her tone teasing. “Ask me out? Compliment me on my cheerleading skills? Or maybe…you want to tell me that you want to be just like me?” She ran her gaze all along his feminized form, dressed up and made up as a cheerleader.
“She knows!” a horrified voice screamed out inside Christopher’s mind as he dizzily staggered along behind the radiant hot girl leading him into her home. He felt exposed with the tiny pleated skirt swishing around his legs and the tight top hugging his slender frame.
Chris felt even more exposed when he heard the object of his daydreams speaking his secret desires out loud. He hoped that she wouldn’t notice, but now he felt more humiliated than ever, and more than a little thrilled. The gorgeous girl smirked at the humiliated feminized guy as he stood before her, nervously shifting back and forth.
“You look absolutely adorable wearing my uniform with a face full of makeup and your hair all done up like a pretty girl!” Chris felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment. His daydreams had turned into his worst nightmares as Katie circled around him, her eyes roving over his body.
She stopped in front of him, her lips curling into a mischievous grin. “You know, you really do look surprisingly cute in my outfit,” she said, her voice laced with admiration and condescension alike. “Almost like you were always meant to be a cheerleader.”
Christopher’s heart skipped and he glanced up at her, his eyes wide with fear. “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about! I look ridiculous,” he protested weakly, but his voice lacked conviction.
Katie laughed off his denial, her fingers lightly brushing against his arm. “Oh, come on, Christina,” she said, her tone sweet but mocking. “You can’t fool me. I see the way you look at me, the way you look at my clothes. You want to be like me, don’t you? You want to feel pretty, confident, and adored.”
Christopher’s mind raced, his thoughts a jumbled mess. He couldn’t deny the truth in her words, but he also couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else finding out. He’d suspected that his mother suspected, but no one else could possibly know, could they? Least of all Katie!
Seeing her child interacting with their next door neighbor, Barbara smiled and said, “I know when I’m not needed,” she grinned and winked conspiratorially and said, “Ta ta, ladies, you girls have fun!” With that, she let herself out and left the two teenagers alone. 
“Now where were we?” Katie smirked, “oh yes, I was asking you if you wanted to be like me, all pretty, feeling confident and adored?”
Abandoned, left alone with his commanding crush, Chris bit his lip, trying to find the right words to respond, but the capricious cheerleader didn’t even give him a chance before escalating his emasculation. She stepped closer, her breath warm against his ear. 
“It’s okay, Christina,” she whispered, her voice low and seductive. “I won’t tell anyone about your secret, but you have to do exactly what I say.”
Christopher’s heart pounded, his mind torn between fear and desire. He nodded slowly, unable to resist her allure. A thrill at the thought of embracing his femininity sizzled through him. He felt helpless to resist this fateful step, even if it meant submitting to her control.
Katie’s smile widened, and she leaned back, looking him up and down. “Good,” she said, her voice filled with satisfaction. “Now, let’s see just how far you’re willing to go.”
Christopher’s mind raced with conflicting emotions. He felt humiliated, but also excited by the attention Katie was giving him. Her teasing, playful nature made him feel both embarrassed and exhilarated. He couldn’t deny the thrill of being dressed up in her cheerleading uniform, even as he feared the consequences of her revealing his secret.
Katie’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she continued to inspect his feminized form. Her fingers trailed lightly over his shoulders and down his arms. He shivered at her touch.
“You know, Christina,” Katie said, “like I said, you really do look adorable in this outfit. Almost like you were meant to be a cheerleader.” She stopped in front of him, her gaze piercing and intense. “Tell me, do you enjoy wearing my clothes? Do you like feeling pretty and feminine?”
Christopher’s mind raced, his thoughts a jumbled mess. He couldn’t deny the truth, but he also couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else finding out. He bit his lip, trying to find the right words to respond, but Katie didn’t give him a chance.
She stepped closer, her breath warm against his ear. “It’s okay, girly girl,” she whispered, her voice low and seductive. “I won’t tell anyone if you do everything I tell you to do. That means everything I say.”
Chris felt a shiver run down his spine at her implied threat. He nodded slowly, unable to resist her allure or her coercions. He said desperately, “I’ll die if anyone discovers my secret!” 
“You mean if anyone else finds out?” Katie smirked, “I already know all about your secret desires. You want to be coaxed into girlhood, transformed into one of the popular girls. Don’t you, babe? You want to wear that cheerleading uniform, not as a costume, but as one of the squad members.”
Hearing his deepest, darkest dreams openly discussed shook Chris to his core. He felt utterly exposed, his hidden urges laid bare. He also felt a strange sense of elation he couldn’t explain. The conflicting confluence of emotions made him slump to the floor. Hearing his crush describe them so openly made him break down in tears.
“There there, Christina! No one needs to know! No fear of that!” She nodded when he smiled up at her, relief evident on his made up face. “Your secret is safe with me, just so long as you agree to be my little dress up doll!”
When he offered no protest Katie smiled and said, “Come on, let’s go up into my room. My Mom would kill me if I ever tried to bring a boy up there,” she giggled, “but she won’t mind me taking a pretty girl like you in there.”
Chris blinked feeling emasculated at hearing his crush laugh off masculinity, such as it was. He hesitated, there in her home, wearing her feminine uniform. “This is all too much!” he muttered.
From halfway up the stairs Katie turned and said, “You coming? Or should I invite the rest of the cheer squad over to see how cute you look?”
“I’m coming!” he gasped, horrified at the prospect.
Giggling, the controlling girl said, “Somehow I thought you’d see it my way! Follow me, girlfriend!” In minutes, they were standing together in Katie’s bedroom, a feminine paradise of pastel colors and floral patterns.
The bed was perfectly made, covered with a mauve comforter and throw pillows arranged just so. Chris turned around slowly and awkwardly, feeling totally out of place among all of the delicate girly items and furnishings.
He gaped in horror when he saw Katie holding up a pair of lacy pink panties and heard her say, “Come on, Christina! You know you want to try them on.” She flashed a sly smile and winked at him.
Christopher’s reluctance was evident. He shifted his weight from foot to foot in the borrowed saddle shoes. He refused to meet Katie’s gaze, he refused to obey her humiliating order, but the popular girl remained insistent. She knew that this was a key test of her control. If she let Chris defy this order, he’d feel empowered to pick and choose which commands he’d have to follow.
She demonstrated her assertiveness by taking a step closer to him. She chose to use pretty persuasion, coaxing rather than commanding this time. She instinctively knew that tactic would work better to get the reluctant boy into her panties. After that, she felt sure he’d be all that much easier to mold into the pretty girl she wanted him to be, in mind as well as in appearance.
“Just do it for me,” she purred, her hand reaching out to touch his chest. “I promise you’ll love how they feel.”
Chris sighed. He had to admit to himself that he’d love to wear the frilly scrap of pink satin edged with white lace, but he was ever more terrified of what might come next if he succumbed to his desires. He looked longing at Katie. He hated how much she already knew about his secrets. Most of all, he feared that capitulating to her tempting, manipulative ways would open him up to ever more emasculating experiences at her hands. 
As the feminized guy stubbornly, reluctantly, but ultimately resolutely refused to comply with her command, Katie stepped even closer, invading his personal space. “Fine!” she said, and with deliberate movement, she reached under the skirt she’d let him borrow, grasped his boy’s briefs, and—with a quick but firm tug—pulled them down to his ankles.
“Hey!” he gasped, humiliated and astonished by her aggressive action.
She giggled at his stunned expression and said, “Do as I say, Christina, or the whole school will know allll about you! Step out of those ugly boy’s things. They don’t belong on a cute cheerleader like you.”
Unable to see any other alternative, he waddled over to her bed, hobbled by his tighty whiteys, and sat on her rose colored comforter. He made sure not to flash his private parts as he struggled to stretch his briefs over the saddle shoes he wore.
“Good, Princess!” Katie smirked, “now, into the frilly panties!” As he complied, blushing, he noticed how soft and silky her undies felt against his skin compared to his plain boy’s briefs.
“Aw, look at you,” Katie cooed, running her fingers over the lace trim. “So cute and girly.” Christopher’s embarrassment burned hotly as Katie teased him, but he couldn’t deny that there was a part of him that enjoyed being under her control. That strange new sense of submissiveness startled and terrified him. He shuddered as he considered the implications of falling under the control of this mischievous, impetuous girl.



Chapter 5: Under Katie’s Control
“This is ridiculous,” the feminized guy grumbled, trying to hide his discomfort. At that moment, despite all of his complaints and protests, Chris begrudgingly began to accept his feminine appearance. More than that, he questioned his gender, and he felt increasingly resigned to go along with whatever Katie wanted him to do.
Still, he expressed as much defiance as he dared. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he muttered under his breath as Katie continued to delight in his discomfort.
“Relax, Christina,” she said with a wink. “It’s all part of my plan.”
“Plan? What plan?”
Instead of answering, she just giggled. “You know I’ve seen you spying on me and my friends sunbathing in our bikinis,” she said, staring right into his eyes, “which one was your favorite? The bright cotton candy pink one? The baby blue with the ties on the sides? Maybe the candy apple red?”
Christopher’s mouth hung open uselessly, so the stunning girl just continued to taunt him, “Would you like to try one of them on? To sun bathe with me?”
Hearing that, the flustered boy fell back on the bed. His legs stopped working, joining his mouth in emotional paralysis. He couldn’t deny that he’d spied on the girls, or that he’s always wanted to wear one of their skimpy bikinis.
“Maybe next time?” she smiled, “we have to teach you some cheers and then get to the dance.”
“Next time?”
“Oh you didn’t think this was just a one time thing, did you?”
“But I- I can’t ever dress up as a girl again! I’d—”
“Oh yes you can Christina, you and I are gonna be best friends. Best girl friends that is!”
Chris couldn’t meet Katie’s gaze as she teased him about his new status as her “girl friend.” He could feel his face burning with shame at giving in, giving up his masculinity, his freedom like this. Despite his extreme embarrassment, he felt a sense of satisfaction in surrendering to her. It was far beyond his most daring day dreams.
“I...I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he finally muttered under his breath.
Katie laughed and leaned in close to whisper in his ear, “You’re doing this because you know you don’t have any choice. You’re mine now, Christina. Say your new name and tell me I own you.”
“Please don’t make me—”
“Say it, girl! Say your pretty new name.”
“O.K. O.K. My- my name is… is….”
“You can do it, Princess!”
“My name is Christina….”
“And?”
“…and I belong to you.” With that, Chris flopped backwards onto the bed with a heavy sigh.
“There! Was that so hard?” Katie jumped on top of him and started tickling him, laughing triumphantly.
“Now for the next step in your transformation, Christina!” Katie smiled, holding up a pale pink bra, dangling it from her perfectly manicured finger. The lacy cups seemed to mock Chris, a symbol of the femininity he secretly craved but feared to embrace. 
Chris hesitated, his cheeks burning. “I- I’m not sure about this...”
“Don’t be silly, girl! This will give you some sexy curves! Arms up!” Katie commanded with a smirk.
“Curves? I uh um I—”
“Oh, come on,” Katie coaxed, her voice as sweet as honey, “don’t you want to look as sexy as you can?”
Her tone made Christopher’s stomach flutter. He raised his arms slowly, preparing to let his crush slip her heavily padded push up bra onto his body. She’d asserted her control over him by commanding him to strip down to almost naked. Wearing nothing but the pretty pink panties she’d forced him to wear, he stood before her, shivering from humiliation rather than the chill from the air conditioning. 
Katie studied his mortified face and giggled, reveling in her dominance over her nerdy neighbor. Then, she laughed and made him twirl around to face away from her. He felt soft fingers brushing against the soft skin of his back as she fastened the bra’s clasp. The tingling sensation this caused created goose bumps and sent a forbidden tingle down his spine.
“There,” Katie said, and snapped the bra strap, making Chris yelp with surprise. She giggled delightedly saying, “I always wanted to make a guy see how that felt! Not that you’re a guy, Christina,” she added, “not anymore.”
Before Chris could find the words to protest, to claim that he was a guy, she said, “Now let’s add a little more padding!” After she stuffed the cups with soft foam inserts, Chris looked at himself in Katie’s full-length mirror and his mouth sagged open, gaping at the reflection. The stuffed bra created the illusion of nubile B cup breasts. “With those boobs I really look like.. like… like….”
“Like a real girl?” Katie giggled, clapping her hands together. “Yes you do, Christina! You look amazing. Who knew that you'd make such a convincing girl?”
A series of thrilling electric shocks stimulated Christopher’s entire body, along with ever more unnerving embarrassment at his escalating emasculation. The feminized guy felt exposed and humiliated, but he smiled shyly at hearing the hot girl’s compliment. He couldn’t keep himself from asking, “Really? You think so?”
“Absolutely,” Katie assured him. “Now, let’s see you do a little cheer. How about... 'We've got spirit, yes we do! We've got spirit, how 'bout you?' I know you’ve seen me do it at the pep rallies!”
Christopher’s eyes widened. “Oh, I don’t know if I can do that....”
“Sure you can and you will,” Katie insisted. “Just follow my lead.”
As Katie demonstrated the simple cheer, complete with feminine arm movements, Chris did his best to mimic her actions. His movements were tentative at first, but as he regarded his transformed reflection again, a newfound confidence began to emerge.
“That’s it!” Katie exclaimed. “You’re a natural! At this rate, you’ll make the cheer squad in no time!”
“Don’t even joke about that!”
“Who said I’m joking?” she winked, leaving him wondering just how far she wanted to take this little game she was playing. “One word from me and you’ll be a pretty little cheerleader, just like me, Christina!”
The use of his feminine name sent another strong shiver through Chris. As embarrassing as all of this was, he couldn’t deny the exhilaration he experienced. Feeling feminine felt wrong, forbidden, but it also offered a whole new freedom. 
For once, he didn’t have to hide this secret part of himself. Even if it was just for tonight, he could be the person he'd always secretly longed to be. Then Christopher’s smile faded as the reality of his situation began to sink in.
He glanced nervously at Katie and saw her eyes gleaming with delight and something darker. Again, he felt a chill run down his spine as he understood just how much power she now held over him.
“Katie,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper, “what exactly are you planning for me?”
The mean girl’s lips curled into a mischievous grin. “Oh, cute little Christina, I have so many plans for you,” she cooed, emphasizing the feminine name. “I know that we’re going to have so much fun together. Just think of all the sleepovers we can have, all the makeovers….”
“But... but that’s not.…“ Chris gasped, “I mean, this was just supposed to be just for tonight, wasn’t it?”
“Was it?” Katie raised an eyebrow. “Don’t tell me you’re not enjoying this, Christina. I can see it in your eyes.”
Chris swallowed hard, his mind reeling. He did enjoy it. He loved it, but that terrified him almost as much as the idea of walking into their school’s gym all decked out as a cheerleader.
“Just sit there and look pretty!” Katie said, “I’ve got to get ready myself!”
To the bewildered boy’s surprise, his dream girl dropped her short shorts and pulled off her t-shirt right in front of him. She looked him directly in the eye wearing just a powder blue bra and panties set. She giggled and said, “What? It’s just us girls here!”
“I want you to help me choose which costume to wear, Christina,” Katie said, sounding serious, even thoughtful. “Now that we’re girlfriends, we’re gonna help each other get ready for dances, dates….”
Chris clamped his smooth, silky legs tightly together in the skirt. Seeing Katie’s panties made him worry that she could see his. He hated the idea of wearing her sexy lingerie, but he also loved it. The paradox pushed him into a near panic.
“Earth to Christina! Come in Christina!” Katie was calling out to him. Chris blinked in shock as her voice pulled him back into awareness of his situation. 
He looked down at his saddle shoes as she reprimanded him. “What’s with you,” she demanded, “are you some kind of space cadet off on some Apollo mission? I asked you which one should I wear?”
He looked up at her and saw she was holding out two costumes. In her right hand she held an alluring Disco Diva outfit. This was a form-fitting, metallic blue mini dress with bell sleeves and a plunging neckline. The fabric was dripping with shiny sequins designed to catch the light on the dance floor. 
“I’d pair this ensemble with some platform shoes, oversized hoop earrings, and a chunky bracelet,” Katie said, “also a wide belt to accentuate my waist.” When Chris nodded numbly she went on, “I’d go with big, voluminous hair in a feathered style like Farrah Fawcett, and bright, bold eye makeup with glitter and shiny lip gloss to complete the look.”
“Or else maybe this one?” Katie asked. In her left hand she held a Flower Child outfit, a short, flowing paisley patterned mini dress. “It has a daring halter neckline that adds a flirty touch.” She smiled at Chris and explained, “I’ve got some sexy knee-high fringe boots, a flower crown, and layered necklaces to go with it. I’m thinking of adding a peace sign necklace too.”
Chris looked at the skimpy dress and sighed imagining Katie wearing it. She was still talking, so he tried his best to listen. “…I’ll wear my hair all wavy with flowers in it, and keep my makeup natural with earthy tones and a hint of shimmer for a hippie chick vibe.”
Mesmerized, Chris looked from one costume to the other then back again before blurting out, “You’d look awesome in either one of them.”
“Obviously!” she smirked, “but which one of them would look more awesome on me?”
“I uh I- I don’t know?” he said, “I think Disco Diva?”
“Great choice, Christina! That’s the one I was leaning to. At this rate, you’re gonna make a wonderful best friend and cheerleader teammate!”
That brought back the perilous situation crashing down on Chris. He felt as if the roof had just caved in on him as he reconsidered the Terrifying prospect of appearing before all of his classmates dressed as a cheerleader. 
He panicked. “I can’t go to the dance like this! Everyone will laugh at me! They’ll hate me! Please Katie don’t make me!”
“Oh, you’re worried you don’t walk and talk like a girl?” Katie smiled.
“No, that’s not it! I—”
“Say no more! I’ll teach you everything you need to know!” Then, there in the privacy of Katie’s room, the popular girl put her next door neighbor through his paces. At first, Christopher’s posture was stiff and awkward, his shoulders hunched and his steps hesitant. His mother had trained him how to move with feminine grace, but under Katie’s scrutiny, all of those lessons faded from his memory.
“Alright, Christina,” Katie smiled, her tone assertive and demanding, as well as encouraging, “let’s start with your walk. Try walking in these high heels. You need to sway your hips more, take smaller, more fluid steps.” She handed him a pair of shoes with three inch heels.
“That’s right, put them on!” Katie commanded. She giggled watching him reluctantly drop to the floor and slipping them on. “Wow! Your feet are the same size as mine! That means you can borrow any of my shoes, so many possibilities!”
Chris groaned hearing this implication that he’d have to wear his crush’s cute shoes again, probably often and probably soon. “Now, watch me and follow my example, Christina!”
Without any other choice, he studied the sexy girl and did his best to imitate her as Katie demonstrated how to navigate high heels, her movements graceful and effortless. She glided across the room, her hips swaying gently, her steps light and precise. “Now you, doll!” she smiled at him over her shoulder.
“Like this?” Chris asked, his voice uncertain. He took a few steps, his hips swaying too much, his steps too small. He winced at the sound of his heels clicking, feeling like an imposter in his own body. He’d tried to mimic her, but his movements were exaggerated and unnatural, betraying his discomfort.
Seeing his steps falling haphazardly, Katie shook her head. Her expression was patient. “Not quite. Try again, but more natural. Relax a little.” She placed a hand on his shoulder, guiding him gently. “Remember, Christina, you’re a girl now. Move like one.”
Chris took a deep breath, trying to relax. He took another step, then another, focusing on making his movements more fluid. He felt the unfamiliar sensation of his hips swaying, the soft fabric of his skirt brushing against his legs. He tried to channel Katie’s grace, but it was easier said than done.
“Better,” Katie said, nodding approvingly. “You’re getting there. Now, let’s work on your gestures. Girls use their hands more expressively. Watch.” 
She demonstrated a delicate wave, her fingers fluttering gracefully. Then she flicked her hand in a graceful arc, her movements elegant and precise. Chris watched in awe, then tried to mimic her. His hands were stiff and uncertain, his fingers awkwardly spread.
“Like this?” Chris asked, his voice tentative. He waved his hand, but it felt unnatural, like he was playing a part.
Katie shook her head, but she smiled. “Not quite. Try to loosen up. Imagine you’re a dancer, moving with the music.” She took his hands in hers, guiding them through the motions. “Feel the rhythm, the flow. Let your body express itself.”
Chris nodded, trying to absorb her instructions. He moved his hands more fluidly, his fingers curling and uncurling. He felt a strange sense of freedom, like he was discovering a new way of expressing himself. 
“That’s good, Christina. Much better,” Katie said, her tone approving. “Now, let’s work on your voice. You need to soften it, add a melodic lilt. Like this.” She spoke in a high, lilting voice, her words flowing like music. “Try it.”
Chris swallowed nervously, then tried to mimic her. “Like this?” he asked, his voice halting and unsure. He tried to soften his tone, but it felt strange, like he was forcing it. His voice caught on certain words, making him wince.
Katie nodded, her expression encouraging. “Yes, just like that. Keep practicing, and it’ll become more natural. Remember, you’re Christina now, not Chris anymore. Speak like her.”
Chris took a deep breath, then tried again. “Like this?” he asked, his voice softer and more melodic. He felt a strange thrill, like he was discovering a new side of himself. He repeated the words, each time feeling more confident, more comfortable. With each attempt, Christopher’s steps became more fluid, his gestures more natural, and his voice gained a soft, feminine quality. 
Katie smiled watching her toy moving with more confidence, embodying his feminine persona more naturally. “Christina, you’re doing great,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. “You’re really becoming the girl I always knew you could be! I knew you could do it!”
Chris smiled tentatively, feeling a sense of accomplishment. “Thank you, Katie. I couldn’t have done it without you.” He felt a strange sense of excitement, like he was on the brink of a new adventure.
Katie nodded, her expression satisfied. “I’m so proud of you, Christina. You’re really coming into your own. I can’t wait to see what you’ll do next.” 
Chris admitted to himself “I’m acting and even sounding more like a girl than I ever imagined possible.” Still, he gasped. “People will recognize me. They’ll laugh at me. I’ll be—”
“It’s too late now, doll. You should have thought about that before.” Katie snapped. “Anyway, no one made you do anything, remember? You told your Mom to beg me to borrow my uniform!”
“I never told her to- I never wanted her to- I can’t go to the dance dressed like this!” he babbled, “please Katie, you wouldn’t dare!”
“Oh, I love it when you beg!” the imperious girl giggled as she shimmied into her Disco Diva costume. 
“Yes, if I have to, I’ll beg! Anything to not have to go to the dance dressed as a cheer girl!”
“You’re going to the dance, alright, dressed exactly like that, little Miss Cheer Girl.” Katie said, her pretty soprano voice mocking her prey. “That is, unless you want the whole school to know about your little dress-up habit. I wonder what the football team would think if they knew.”
Chris felt the blood drain from his face. “You wouldn’t….”
“Try me, Missy“ Katie challenged, her voice steely with resolve as she put the finishing touches on her makeup. “Now, are you going to be a good girl and come to the dance with me willingly, or do I need to make a few phone calls and get the rest of the squad to help me force you?”
As if to confirm her commitment to making Chris make his debut as Christina as femininely as possible, she patted the chair she’d just used to apply her own cosmetics. “Come over here, girl,” she urged, “it’s time for me to increase your glam factor with some cheertastic makeup!”
Trapped between his secret desires and Katie’s intimidating threats, Chris felt his resistance crumbling. He looked at his stunningly feminine reflection once more, torn between unnamed fears and undeniable excitement. “Okay, please don’t call the other cheerleaders,” he whispered, resigned to his fate. “I’ll go willingly.” His face, adorned with the freshened up makeup, looked ashen with fear.
Katie’s expression softened. “Don’t worry, Doll, I’ll tell everyone you’re my cousin. No one will know the difference,” she assured him. As she led him outside and to her waiting car she said, “Actually, you’re going to love this! You’ll finally get to show off who you really are!” 
Feeling terrified, Chris wasn’t at all convinced about any of this. Climbing awkwardly into the passenger seat of Katie’s brand new AMC Pacer, he felt dizzy and distressed. Still, he remained helpless to resist his next door neighbor’s demands. He blinked with confusion as he fiddled with the hem of his cheerleading skirt and wondered to himself, “Do I even want to rebel against any of this?”



Chapter 6: Christina’s Big Debut
Christopher’s heart pounded as Katie’s “Mellow Yellow” colored AMC Pacer pulled into the school parking lot. Even as the two sat side by side inside the car, the thump of the bass notes from the disco beat reverberated through the air.
The loud, pounding sounds matched the frantic rhythm coming from inside his chest. He tugged nervously at the hem of the cheerleader skirt again, finding it far too short for his comfort.
“Stop fidgeting, Christina,” Katie scolded, emphasizing his feminine alter ego. “You look perfect. Perfectly feminine that is.”
Christopher’s hand froze mid-tug. “This is too much! I- I don’t think I can do this, Katie,” he whispered, his voice barely audible over the only slightly muffled music.
Katie’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, you can and you will.” She pushed her car door open and strode around to the passenger side. There, smiling wickedly, she flung open his door. “Come on, Christina, it’s time to show off your new look!”
With the car door open, Chris could clearly hear the song choice shifting from the fast dance disco of K.C. And the Sunshine Band’s “Get Down Tonight“ to a slow dance pop song. He mouthed along with the words to Fleetwood Mac’s “Landslide“ as he sat resolutely. 
He was quick, but Katie was quicker. She grabbed his arm, her long pink nails digging painfully into his soft, silky skin. “Ow! Katie, please!” Chris protested weakly as she pulled him from the car, “that hurts!”
“Ready for your debut, sweetie?” Katie’s saccharine voice dripped with mock affection. “Time to show everyone the real you.”
As always, she got her way. Katie dragged him towards the pulsing music while Christopher’s mind raced. “What if someone recognizes me?” he muttered, “what if they laugh at me! What if—” 
“Oh pipe down, girly!” Katie cut off his spiraling thoughts as they approached the gymnasium entrance, “you’re acting weird and that will definitely make people wonder about you! Now come on! Stop resisting me, or else!”
As they moved ever closer to the Halloween Dance, Chris regarded his reflection in the glass. “Katie,” he whispered, fear and something else—possibly excitement—coursing through him. “I don’t know if I’m ready for this.”
“Too late for second thoughts, Christina,” Katie smiled, her hand at the small of his back, shoving him, propelling him forward. “It’s showtime, baby girl.”
As they stepped into the gym, a massive tidal wave of musical noise and teenaged energy washed over them. The huge room was alive with music and laughter. Chris looked around at the jack o’lanterns, black cat, ghosts, and other scary decorations, all of them spangled by sparkling lights from spinning disco balls. This was a perfect setting for a 1970s celebration of monstrous, macabre fun.
Everywhere he looked, he saw classmates in costumes. There were girls dressed up as sexy kittens, boys done up as vampires. He saw brave Colonels (the school mascot), and damsels fair. Despite their disguises, Chris recognized almost all of them without the least difficulty. His heart pounded as he feared they would all recognize him just as easily. Each beat inside his chest echoed the thrum of the music. 
He felt like fleeing in fright, but Katie’s arm snaked around his waist. She pulled him close as heads began to turn toward them. She fished in her purse saying, “Almost forgot the finishing touch!” She smirked, producing a vibrant red ribbon.
Before Chris could even start to object, Katie’s nimble fingers were weaving the ribbon into his long femininely styled hair. “There,” she said, admiring her handiwork. “Now you’re perfect.” The ribbon, a splash of bright red against his auburn tresses, completed the illusion. 
“Over here!” A group of Katie’s friends waved enthusiastically from a table near the punch bowl. Katie steered Chris towards them, her grip tightening on his shaking shoulders.
“Everyone, this is my cousin Christina,” Katie announced, her voice brimming with pride. “She’s visiting from out of town.”
Chris managed a small wave, his voice tiny and soft as he whispered a timid, “Hi.” He could feel curious eyes roaming over him, taking in every detail of his costumed body.
“Oh my god, you look amazing!” one of the girls gushed. “That uniform is so cute on you!”
“Th-thanks,” Chris stammered, pitching his voice slightly higher than usual. He glanced at Katie, who was beaming with satisfaction.
“Christina’s a little shy,” Katie explained, giving Chris a playful nudge, “but she’s dying to dance, aren’t you, cuz?”
Before Chris could respond, a tall boy in a vampire costume approached. “Hey there,” he said, flashing a fanged smile. “Want to dance?”
Panic rose in Christopher’s chest. “I, um-“
“She'd love to!” Katie interjected, practically shoving Chris into the boy’s arms. “Have fun, you two!”
As the vampire led him onto the dance floor, Christopher’s mind raced. How was he supposed to dance as a girl? He awkwardly swayed to the music, trying to mimic the movements of the girls around him.
“You’re really pretty,” the vampire shouted over the music, leaning in close. “Can I kiss you?”
Christopher’s eyes widened in alarm. “Oh, I don’t think—” he began, but the boy was already moving in, his lips hungrily seeking to ensnare Christopher’s. Reacting reflexively, the feminized guy quickly turned his head, so that the kiss landed on his cheek instead.
“Sorry,” Chris mumbled, face burning. “I’m not really... comfortable with kissing other….” He’d almost said “Other boys,” but he’d caught himself just in time. The song ended, and Chris seized on the opportunity to escape. As he turned to leave the dance floor, another boy caught his arm.
“You’re under arrest for being too beautiful,” the guy dressed as a policeman said with a wink. “I can let you off with a warning this time, as long as you dance with me.”
Chris groaned but nodded. His gaze darted around the gym, searching for Katie. He found her by the refreshments, laughing with a group of her friends, seven high school girls, each embodying the vibrant spirit of the 1970s. He recognized Katie dressed as Wonder Woman wearing a tight-fitting, vibrant red, white, and blue costume, complete with a golden lasso. Her confident stance and playful smile exuded charisma.
He saw Lisa in a silver sequined top and leather pants, wearing bold makeup with glitter dusting her cheeks. She struck a pose, channeling the essence of glam rock.
Another girl looked bewitching in a sleek black dress, accessorized with a wide-brimmed hat and fishnet stockings. Her mysterious aura gave her an intriguing appearance. The last girl in the crowd wore a vibrant, flowing belly dancer outfit with a beaded belt that jingled as she moved, captivating everyone around her with her graceful dance.
None of them could compare with Katie. She met his eyes and raised her punch glass in a mock toast. She watched, amused, as Chris struggled to fend off the amorous overtures of one dance partner after another. She delighted in knowing how the generally homophobic jocks would react if they knew who “Christina“ really was. They’d be shocked if they knew what the cheerleader was hiding in her pretty panties.
Katie sauntered over as another song ended, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Having fun, Christina?” she asked loudly, emphasizing the fake name. “You’re quite the popular girl tonight.”
Christopher’s cheeks burned as he mumbled, “I... I think I need some air.”
“Oh, but the night’s just getting started!” Katie’s voice dripped with false sweetness. She leaned in close, whispering, “Remember, one wrong move and everyone finds out your little secret. Wouldn’t want to disappoint all your new admirers, would we?”
Christopher’s stomach churned. He glanced around nervously, suddenly hyper-aware of every eye on him. “Katie, please,” he whispered back, his voice trembling. “I can’t keep this up all night.”
“Sure you can, sweetie,” Katie replied, patting his cheek. “You’re doing great. Now, smile pretty for that football player heading our way.”
As another boy approached, this one twice his size, Chris felt weak. Despite his fear, there was an undeniable thrill to this masquerade. He looked down and saw the curve of his padded bra. He felt the sway of his short sexy skirt and the soft curl of hair framing his face. For a fleeting moment, he almost felt like a real girl before his perilous situation reasserted itself.
“Hey there,” the football player said, flashing a charming smile. “Care to dance?”
Chris hesitated, then nodded. As they moved to the music, he found himself relaxing, letting the rhythm guide his movements. It felt... liberating.
“You’re a natural,” his dance partner commented.
A small smile played on Christopher’s lips. “Thanks,” he replied softly, surprising himself with the confidence in his sultry feminine voice.
As the night wore on, the feminized boy’s fear of exposure began to mingle with an unexpected sense of exhilaration. Each compliment, each admiring glance, sent a shiver of excitement through him.
Finally, as the last song faded, Katie appeared at his side. “Time to go, cousin,” she announced.
Walking to the car, Chris felt torn. Part of him was relieved the night was over, but another part... “Katie,” he began hesitantly, “I...”
She smirked. “Enjoy yourself more than you thought you would?”
Chris nodded, unable to meet her eyes. 
“Well,” Katie said, unlocking the car, “it looks like Christina might need to make a few more appearances, doesn’t she?”
As they drove away from the school, Chris stared out the window, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He felt entrapped by Katie’s manipulations, yet also intoxicated by the brush with girlishness that he'd just tasted. 
The road ahead seemed both Terrifying and thrilling as he considered Katie’s chilling but thrilling words. “It’s gonna be so fun bringing out the girl inside you, Christina! You’ll love flaunting your femininity!”
“Are you serious?” he gasped, looking at his pretty pink fingernails as he clasped his hands together in his lap encircled by the pleated skirt. 
“Of course I’m serious!” she laughed, “and you’re gonna do whatever I say. Otherwise…well I’d hate to be you if any of those boys ever find out who the pretty cheerleader they danced with and kissed really is!”
There it was. He’d fallen totally under Katie’s control, and he was helpless to resist her. He’d have no choice. He glanced at the gorgeous girl driving him home and knew she was metaphorically driving him towards a whole new existence. He’d resigned himself to accept her diabolical designs.
“To think! You were terrified at the idea of going to the school dance dressed as a girl, Christina,” Katie giggled, “I told you that you had nothing to worry about! No one suspected that you were anything but my cute cousin!”
He nodded at this. He had to admit that he’d somehow survived this, his second public outing as disguised as a teenage girl. Not only that, but he’d done so effortlessly and as easily as he had the first with his Mom at the Mall. He bit his pink glossed lip, suspecting that there’d soon be a third time, then a fourth then…. 
He had no idea how many more times Katie would compel him to appear in public as Christina until she made her plans clear. “In case you didn’t guess already, I’ve decided to make you live a double life,” she giggled, sparing a brief glance at his astonished expression. 
He gasped, “Double life?” This was his greatest fear and his fondest wish. It was something that he never asked for, but often dreamed about. 
Katie laughed hearing him making inarticulate gurgling sounds. She went on saying, “That’s right, my pretty little cheer princess. A double life. You’re gonna be Chris whenever you have to be, but you’ll spend as much time as Christina as I can make you.”
“Make me?” Chris gasped, “you wouldn’t dare! You can’t make me—”
“Yes I would dare, yes I can make you!” Katie giggled. “You’ll be going to school events, going shopping, and even spending weekends at all girls’ sleepovers with me. All the time, I’ll keep you looking and acting as girlish as possible!”
Chris sighed, but wasn’t sure if it was an expression of exasperation or a signal of contentment. He was also unsure whether he was more excited or more frightened by his emerging feminized fate. He felt a strangely liberating sense of freedom, knowing that he was utterly powerless to oppose Katie’s schemes, even if he wanted to.
~ End of Part Two~
Continued in Part Three
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