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Chapter One

“Let’s go, Trojans, let’s go!” Daniella shouted as she turned a cartwheel.

The squad followed behind her, tossing their pom-poms in the air and then turning to catch them as they landed. Then they turned inwards, surrounding the head cheerleader and lifting her onto their shoulders. They lowered her, then hoisted her up into the air. Daniella spun and twirled as she descended, her strawberry blonde hair fanning out in front of her.

“Yoohoo, Earth to Nathan?” Jimmy asked me, trying and failing to break my focus. “When are you going to do it?”

“Do what?” I replied, not taking my eyes off Daniella.

Daniella Dawson really was the perfect woman. Sparkling blue eyes, a huge smile that could light up a room, and a slender, athletic figure. Lithe legs, narrow waist, heaving breasts...

“Ask her out, of course,” Jimmy said. “I mean, if you like her so much...”

“Don’t be a moron, Jimmy. I couldn’t just ask her out,” I said. “She’s the most beautiful girl in the school. Every guy wants to be with the head cheerleader.”

“Yeah, but you said she was single, right?” Jimmy asked.

“Yeah, never had a boyfriend. Never been on a date, in fact. It’s not surprising. When you’re a perfect 10, why settle for less?”

“So she just hasn’t found the right person,” Jimmy speculated. “It could be you.”

“What would I have to offer her?” I replied. “I mean, it’s not like I’m popular, smart, or handsome...”

“Well, she’s a cheerleader, right? What if you, you know...try out for the team?”

“The cheerleading team?” I asked, finally turning my eyes towards Jimmy. Was this his idea of a stupid joke, or was he serious?

“No, no, they’re called a squad, not a team,” he replied with a smug-sounding chuckle. “You’ve spied on ‘em long enough. You should know the lingo,” he added snidely. “I meant the football team.”

“I don’t know, I’m no athlete. I’m pretty clumsy,” I replied.

“You don’t have to be graceful to be a lineman. You’re just a blocker. I mean come on, you’re a big guy, huh?”

I shrugged. Anyone was big compared to Jimmy, who was only 5-foot-3, with rail-thin frame on top of that. I, on the other hand, was over six feet, with a massive, barrel-like torso. My family had never encouraged me to try out for sports, but the more I thought about Jimmy’s idea, the more I liked it. If I succeeded, I’d have an innocent reason to see Daniella every day. And as a cheerleader, she’d literally be cheering me on. There couldn’t be anything in the world better than that.

Who knows, I thought, maybe I would get the chance to talk with her. Even...ask her out?

“All right, I’ll do it,” I said confidently. I turned around and immediately started walking. Unfortunately, my enthusiasm for my new plan of action had blinded me to the fact that I’d been watching the cheerleaders practice from my usual spot under the bleachers. And since I didn’t bother to check where I was going, I immediately hit my head on a low-hanging seat.

“Don’t let this change your mind,” Jimmy said, as he pulled me to my feet. “I know you’re going to do knock ‘em dead.”

~

“Kill! Smash! Destroy!” the coach shouted in my ear. “Sack that QB! Go, go, go!”

A shrill whistle followed.

I put as much force as I could into smashing that big, orange practice pad in front of me. I tried to imagine that if only I could hit it hard enough, I’d be able to see Daniella on the other side. But it barely budged. What was worse is that I noticed the louder the coach yelled, the less headway I was making. My body felt like it was betraying me, shutting down in response to the stress.

“Ok, ok,” he said, finally. “I guess you gave it your best shot,” he added, in a tone that clearly indicated he was done with me.

I limped away from the field, feeling dejected and miserable, headed for my usual spot under the bleachers.

The rest of the team began to congregate around the coach.

“So, that big guy, huh? How’d it go?” asked the quarterback. “We could use a good lineman.”

“He’s got the body, but I don’t know if he’s got the heart,” said the coach. “When I was growing up, we had an expression for him: gentle giant.”

“Gentle giant?’ What’s that mean?” asked another player.

“It means big giant pussy!” said another.

All the players immediately burst into laughter. The coach, too.

I turned to walk away, my shoulders slumped over. The truth is that it hurt so much because I knew it was true. I didn’t have a violent bone in my body. I might look tough, but inside I was weak, pathetic, and worthless. How could this day get any worse?

As if to answer my question, I saw Daniella and of the rest of the squad heading towards the field. I felt so ashamed of myself. I couldn’t bear to even look at her, and I glanced down at my big feet as I kicked the dust.

When I looked up again, I saw the rest of the squad on the field. But where was Daniella? I turned back. She was headed right towards me!

What was going on? I looked behind my shoulder, expecting someone more interesting to be standing behind me. Nothing was there except the empty bleachers.

“Hi,” Daniella said, as she approached me.

“Uh...hi,” I replied meekly.

I couldn’t believe it. Daniella was actually talking to me!

“It’s Nathan, right?” she asked.

“Uh...yeah,” I said. I was so scared, even that question sounded tricky. How did she even know my name? She sat a row behind me in math class last year, that’s right...

“So, were you going to watch the practice?” she asked, her big smile sparkling.

“No!” I replied, a little too loudly and quickly. “I mean...uh, I was trying out for the football team.”

“Really?” she said, raising her eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said as I nodded.

“How did it go?”

Crap. I was busted. “Not...not so well,” I said, gazing down at my feet again. “Coach said I was a ‘gentle giant.’”

“Gentle giant, eh?” she asked. The way she spoke the words made them sound like an honorific, rather than a polite euphemism for a big sissy. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”

“Uh, thanks,” I said, smiling a little.

“You know, I’m having a party at my place tomorrow night,” she began. She crossed her arms suggestively, causing her ample cleavage to strain forwards a little. “Want to come?”

“No,” I said quickly, trying to deny my arousal. “Wait, I mean, yes, yes, I do!” I said, once my lust-addled brain finally put together what she was really asking.

“Great. I’ll text you the address,” she said, and we exchanged numbers. “Gotta go to practice. Bye.”

I stood there, rooted in place and slack-jawed. What had just happened?

“Sorry I’m late, did I miss your tryout? How’d it go?” came Jimmy’s voice. How long had I been standing there, I wondered?

“Uh, not well, I didn’t make it.”

“I’m sorry, buddy,” Jimmy said. “My fault for encouraging you to try.”

“No, I’m glad I did. Daniella came over and asked me to come to a party at her place,” I said.

“Haha, yeah right,” Jimmy replied. “Good for you, though, you kept your sense of humor.”

My own best friend didn’t believe me. Of course, I didn’t blame him for that. I barely believed that it had happened, as I was there for it. I briefly entertained the idea of showing him my phone with her number in it, of calling her, or even walking up to her after practice to confirm my story.

But then, I thought if he didn’t believe me, that was his problem. I was the one that had received the invitation to the party, so I was the only one who needed to know. Let him think it was a joke, I thought; if Daniella really wanted me at her party, I knew I’d have the last laugh.

Chapter Two

I didn’t get much sleep the next night. I kept thinking about what I’d say, how I’d act. I hadn’t been to many parties and I certainly didn’t know what went on at a party for the in crowd.

I spent most of that Saturday just pacing my room, checking my phone constantly. When I finally got the text, it was just an address and the words “Come when you’re ready.”

I put on a pair of khakis that were a little worn in the knees, and my best jacket, a black leather that had a curly, errant thread hanging from the cuff. I grabbed a pair of scissors from the kitchen, but my hands were shaking so bad from the nerves that I nicked the edge of my pinky finger. I swore and ran to the bathroom, eager to get a Band-Aid before I dripped any blood on my clothes.

Once I was in the car, I made sure to drive slowly and carefully. I didn’t want to let my nervousness get the better of me again and wind up in a wreck.

The directions my phone spat at me took me outside the edge of the city, past the suburbs, and into some kind of wooded area. Finally, I drove up to a private road blocked by an iron gate. There was a little keypad on the side.

The keypad prompted  password, which obviously I didn’t know. I pressed a button for “resident lookup” and found the Dawson family. I hit “call” and prayed that she’d pick up, instead of another guest or her parents.

“Hi,” came Daniella’s sweet, cooing voice. “So glad you could make it, Nathan. Let me buzz you in.”

The gate opened. I drove in and was stunned. Obviously, with a gate and a keypad, I expected to be driving into a well-to-do area. But the mansions lining the streets were like nothing I’d ever seen. One had an elaborate modern structure with a koi pond and serenity garden in front. Another had a barn and several horses grazing in a field, with a Victorian-style home several stories high.

The directions took me to the end of a long winding road at the top of a hill. This was Daniella’s home, a giant place that looked more like a governor's mansion than a residential property. It had huge Greek pillars in front, a marble staircase, and a massive fountain near the driveway. It depicted two beautiful angels, hand in hand.

The driveway itself was already quite crowded. I noticed a Mustang, a Corvette, a Lamborghini, and three more sports cars that I couldn’t place. I squeezed my vehicle in off to the side, on the gravel, and made my way up the cold, imposing steps to the giant front doors. Damn, they actually had an old-school knocker, something that looked straight out of “A Christmas Carol.”

I hesitated before knocking on the arcane thing. Was this all some kind of mistaken identity? Did Daniella erroneously believe my parents were rich, too? Maybe, I thought, I should just save myself the inevitable embarrassment and humiliation and leave right now.

As I stood there, frozen and weighing my options, the door let out a low groan and then slowly opened.

“Come on in,” Daniella’s voice beckoned, though I couldn’t see her.

I did as I was told, entering a foyer and looking around. Daniella was nowhere to be seen.

“Guess who,” she said, wrapping her hands around my eyes from behind.

“H-Hey,” I said with a little chuckle.

Daniella actually touched me! It felt so eclectic and exciting. I turned around to find her in a sparkling green sequin dress that showed off her curves.

“So, is this party going to fill up the whole place?” I asked, trying to make small talk.

“Nope, we’re the only ones coming,” she said.

“What about all those cars,” I said, turning around and pointing at the driveway through the still-open door.

“Those are my dad’s,” she said. “He’s quite a collector. But both my parents are out of town.”

“What happened to the other guests? Did they call in sick, or...” I began, but stopped as Daniella’s grin grew wider. She stood in front of the heavy door, and tried pushed it closed with a well-timed thrust of her butt. Of course, that didn’t work, so I helped her push it closed.

“What other guests?” she said.

The door made a heavy sound as it slammed shut, and it echoed throughout the massive, high ceiling room.

“I didn’t invite anyone else. It’s just you and me.”

“W-What?” I asked.

My heart started pounding, and my palms went dry.

“Why?” I asked.

“That’s a long story,” she said. “But you must be hungry, right? Why don’t we have dinner first?”

Chapter Three

“So, what are we having?” I asked as Daniella took my hand and walked towards what I assumed was the kitchen.

“It’s a surprise,” she said.

“Well, I’m not much of a cook...”

“Oh, don’t be silly. Who would make a guest cook? I already prepared everything,” she said.

Finally, we reached a dining hall, with two place settings at the far end. They even had name tags! Daniella sure went through a lot of trouble just for me...

The food itself was hidden behind a silver dish cover. When I sat down on the plush, felt covered chairs, Daniella pulled off the covers.

“Itadakimas!” she said.

“Uh, huh?” I asked her.

“It means bon appetit in Japanese,” she explained.

“What’s, uh, bon...” I began, but stopped before I further embarrassed myself. I turned away from her to face the food. “So...what is this...stuff?”

“Don’t tell me you’ve never had sushi,” she said, popping one of the little morsels into her mouth.

“Nah,” I said, shaking my head. “You must have really exotic taste, huh?”

“You could say that,” she replied, after a long pause. “Go ahead, try it.”

I stuffed one of the little things into my mouth and I almost gagged.

“This tastes like raw fish,” I said with my mouth full.

“It is raw fish,” she explained. “It’s very healthy. Japan has the thinnest and long-living population of any developed nation.”

I suddenly became acutely aware of my own hefty form. I guess my steady diet of burgers and soda hadn’t done me any favors.

“Try it with some ginger and wasabi,” she suggested. “It’s an acquired taste, I’ll admit, but I know you’ll grow to love it.”

I didn’t want to make her feel bad by admitting to her how much her favorite food grossed me out, so I took her suggestion and added some seasoning to my next bite. With any luck, I thought, the spices might drown out the fishy flavor.

I felt a powerful rush hit my eyes and nose almost instantly. What was in this stuff? Was Daniella trying to poison me or something? Tears streamed down my cheeks as the burn tore through me.

Daniella giggled a little as she got up, and then returned with a tissue box.

“I’m sorry, it’s my fault,” she said. “I forgot to warn you how spicy it can get for someone who isn’t...accustomed to it.”

I ate the rest of the sushi without any spices. By the time I had finished off the last roll, I had to admit it wasn’t so bad. Maybe Daniella was right, it was an acquired taste. Or maybe my taste buds were just grateful they weren’t being set on fire any more.

“So, now that dinner’s done, would you like to know why I invited you?” Daniella asked.

I swallowed hard, then nodded a little. I wasn’t sure why I was so nervous, but something about her tone of voice made me feel as though this was important.

“Uh...sure, yeah,” I replied.

“I know you’ve been watching me, Nathan,” Daniella began in a low voice.

“Watching you?” I replied, my own voice coming out in a panicked squeak.

“From behind the bleachers,” she said, confirming my worst fears. “From math class, from the school dances, from anywhere you can, really. You’d probably sneak into the air vent in the girl’s locker girl if only you’d fit.”

I felt horrified. Is this the reason she’d invited me over? To humiliate me? To accuse me of being a stalker? A flurry of conflicting emotions coursed through my veins - rage, frustration, betrayal, anxiety...despair. I rose to my feet and prepared to go.

“Hold your horses, Nathan,” she said. “I didn’t say I minded all that attention.”

“You...you don’t mind?” I asked, slinking back into my seat, my shoulders slouched as a wave of relief washed over me.

“Actually...I’m kind of flattered,” she said, as she stood and began slowly walking towards me.

“Really?” I said, gulping a little.

The nerves were back now, full force. What a rollercoaster evening, I thought.

“Yeah, that’s why I invited you. We have a cheerleading state championship coming up, and I want to debut some new routines for the squad to do,” she explained.

“So you want my help...designing cheerleading routines?” I asked, scratching my head.

“You’re so sweet,” she said through a giggle, as she stood on her tiptoes to plant a peck on my cheek. The skin where her soft lips touched tinged deliciously. “But...no. I figured since you’ve been such an expert at watching me, you’d be perfect for helping me decide which moves to do.”

“Oh...ok, yeah, sure, of course,” I stammered. “Do you have...uh, like a video or something we’re going to watch of these different cheers?”

“No, silly. I thought I’d do them for you. Give you a one woman show, as it were,” she said.

For the second time in as many ideas, I felt as though I must be dreaming. She held my hand as she guided me up the stairs and towards her bedroom. A veritable panoply of pink was the first thing I saw - the wallpaper, the bedspread, even the carpet. I had to squint a little just to adjust my eyes.

“Go ahead, take a seat on the bed,” she said, and I complied. “Let me go and change into something more comfortable.”

My heart leapt into my throat at that comment. What could she mean by that? Was she going to come back wearing something risqué like a nighty? A couple of minutes later, she emerged from the bathroom wearing...her cheerleading outfit. Of course. How stupid could I get?

“You ready?” Daniella asked me.

I lay down on the four-post bed on my stomach, just in case. I’d become aroused so many times watching, imagining, or remembering Daniella’s cheer routines that I knew I might have something to hide fairly soon.

“Uh, yeah. Go ahead,” I said.

Chapter Four:

“Let me get some ‘mood music,” Daniella said, as she took a moment setting up her laptop.

Eventually “Change” by Taylor Swift started playing. “OK. I think we’re just about ready.”

She began to undulate her hips, while sashaying her arms back and forth.

“So, what do you think about this as an opener?” she asked. “Too...suggestive?”

“Uh, no,” I said. “I think it could work.”

I was lying. Of course it was too suggestive, but I wasn’t about to tell her to tone it down. This was a dream come true!

Next, Daniella began to arch her shoulders, pressing her breasts together.

“Give me a ‘T,” she said. “I said, give me a ‘T.’”

She growled, suddenly sounding serious.

“Uh...T,” I mumbled.

“That’s better,” she said.

She next arched her tummy forwards, then glided her hips back.

“Give me an R.”

“R,” I repeated, my eyes glazing over.

“Give me an A,” she said, tossing her pom poms into the air, doing a handstand, and then catching them by bringing her feet together in the air.

Her skirt flopped over as she did so, and I got a shot of her pink panties.

“A,” I repeated, completely oblivious to the fact that we had stopped spelling “Trojans.”

“Give me an N,” she said, doing the splits and arching her chest towards me.

I dutifully repeated the letter.

“Now, S,” she said, turning around, then leaning backwards and blowing kisses at me through the air.

“S,” I said.

I suddenly felt hot and a little itchy, sensations I assumed were the product of my libido. I shifted my weight on the bed, but still felt as though something was off.

“Give me an F,” she said, prancing closer to me, her eyes maintaining focus directly at mine.

“F,” I said, but my voice seemed to catch in my throat.

I swallowed, but even that felt strange. What was going on?

“Oh my...” she said as her eyes lit up.

She certainly seemed visibly excited by...something. “I mean, give me an ‘O.”

“O,” I said.

Now my voice really sounded weird. Much higher in pitch than I was used to. And I still felt as though the bed was shifting under me. I tried to push myself up, but I stopped as I looked at my hands. They seemed smaller, much too delicate to be mine.

Daniella noticed me staring at hands, and grabbed them with her own.

“No, look at me. Give me an R,” she said.

“Daniella, something is happening...” I began, but stopped.

Now my voice sounded really strange. Not only was the pitch too high, but the way I was pronouncing the words seemed different too, as though I was talking with some kind of...accent.

“I need a mirror,” I said, pronouncing the ‘r’s in that last word with a distinctive lilt.

“No, no, no,” Daniella insisted. “Two more letters, R and M. Come on! Give me and R and an M!”

“What does that even spell?” I asked, trying to think back to the other letters in my mind. “Transform?” I tried to get up, but Daniella pushed me down.

That didn’t seem to make sense. I was two or three times as big as her. Why couldn’t I move?

“Nathan, look at me,” she said. “I think this will go easier for both of us if you just stop struggling!”

I nodded, and she relaxed her grip. That was all I needed. I ran towards the bathroom and pushed open the door.

When my eyes hit the mirror, I was stunned. I was smaller, shorter, and my hair was a little longer and a darker shade. My face looked markedly different - more feminine, somehow. What was going on? She cheered “transform,” what exactly was I transforming into?

“Daniella, what’s going on?” I asked.

“It’s just a little side effect of the cheering,” she explained. “Don’t freak out, It’s no big deal. You look great.”

“No...big deal?” I repeated.

How could she say that? I could be turning into a different person!

“How is this even possible?”

“I’ll explain it later, but for now, just come back to bed, ok? I can’t wait to show you more cheers,” Daniella said as she licked her lips, her voice dripping with seduction.

I turned and headed for the door out of her room. I wanted to bolt from the house right then and there, to drive like hell to a doctor’s office and find out what was really happening to me. But, how could I refuse Daniella’s offer? Even after all that had happened to me, I still felt like I was under her spell. And she did say I looked great, I reminded myself. I’d do anything to look good in her eyes.

“Please, come back to the bed,” she said. “I’ll let you check the mirror, so you can keep an eye on yourself.”

“Alright,” I said.

The mirror was the perfect excuse for me to give in: if I could watch myself, then I certainly could leave if I felt whatever was happening to me was getting out of hand. I crawled back on the bed, this time sitting Indian-style, and Daniella put the music back on.

Daniella’s cheering seemed different somehow. It was slower, more sensual. She slowly kicked high in the air like a rockette, and caused her little skirt to fly sky high, and her hair to bounce around buoyantly.

I couldn’t help but notice that whatever was happening to me was accelerating. My shoulders ticked a little, and as I turned to my side, I could see long tresses of dark black hair cascading down my back and shoulders. I held the new hair with my hand for a moment, admiring its silky smoothness. What was that smell? Cherry blossoms, I thought as I brought it closer to my face and took a sniff. The musky scent of my Axe shampoo seemed to have vanished completely.

“Yes!” Daniella cheered as the hair continued to grow, flowing all the way down towards my butt.

Why was she so enthusiastic? Was she cheering on the changes, I wondered?

“Let’s go! You can do it!”

Do what, I wondered?

The hair having reached my butt, I couldn't help but notice it was changing as well. Daniella had turned around and was twerking her ass as I inspected my own. It seemed to be shrinking in girth, while the flesh that remained was forming a small, curved little bubble.

Daniella held her pom-poms close to her chest, then splayed them out, like they were giant fans concealing her nude body in a strip club. My eyes were glued to her chest, while her eyes seemed glued to...mine. That was unexpected.

I gazed down and saw my broad shoulders contracting, my wide torso narrowing, and my chest blossoming. In no time at all, two little breasts were creating indentations against my shirt. I couldn’t help but lift up the shirt and take a peek at what was going on under there. When I did, I saw two smallish female breasts sitting pertly and proudly on my now hairless chest, the nipples and areolas growing in size and becoming a darker shade of brown.

I felt frozen, rooted to my seat, too entranced by the spectacle I was witnessing to say or do anything.

“Looking good!” she said as she began undulating her taut stomach.

She would have made a hell of a belly dancer.

I gazed down and saw my big, barrell-like belly slim down, my big shirt ballooning up as the fat vanished. I was left with a narrow, wasp-like waist and a cute little belly button. I ran my fingers over the flat surface, and was surprised at how smooth and soft my skin now was.

“Woo hoo!” she shouted. “You go, girl!”

Girl? Uh oh. If I was turning into a girl, then I knew what was coming next. I had been rock hard ever since Daniella had began her performance, and the shock of watching myself change hadn’t cooled me down a bit. In fact, if I was being honest with myself, it only made me even more aroused. But as my crotch began to tingle, I realized that might be changing, too.

As I gazed down at my groin, Daniella startled me by leaping onto the bed.

“We have to get you out of those pants,” she said.

Normally such a statement would have driven me wild. Well, it still did, but I was scared out of my gord, too. Daniella unbuttoned my fly and I hiked down my pants towards the knees. It was obvious that my legs were far thinner and more delicate looking, and my skin tone was different too, a fair, almost saffron coloring.

I hesitantly pulled down my underwear with shaking hands, and Daniella smiled as she gazed at my penis.

“Time for it’s last hurrah,” she said, her grin growing wider.

What did that mean? Was it really going to...to...

I couldn’t even finish the thought, but of course I didn’t need to. Daniella crawled closer towards me, and resumed her cheers. She was so close to me, it was more like a lap dance than a cheer. She bucked her hips rhythmically, and as I gazed at her I could feel the tingling sensation in my groin intensify.

“That’s it,” she said  excitedly. “Keep watching me.”

Was that what was going on? Was watching her erotic cheers causing my change? Was my arousal feeding the process? I gazed down and saw my penis beginning to shrink, and saw some of the pubic hairs on the top of my belly and around my legs begin to retract. I still felt hard, though, so I knew I wasn’t losing my erection.

I was losing my penis.

I tightly closed my eyes, not wanting to look at Daniella. Partly out of shame, partly because I felt like if I avoided seeing her, I might preserve what was left of my manhood.

A few moments later, my face was battered by something soft and sweet smelling. I opened my eyes to see what, and saw that my face was buried in Daniella’s cleavage. She pulled away, and I could see my penis was smaller than ever.

“No more closing your eyes,” she said. “Just watch, ok?”

“Uh...ok,” I agreed.

She had me. I knew I was powerless to resist. No matter what the consequences were, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

She clapped her hands and snapped her fingers as she resumed her routine. Now her hands were on the bed, while she lifted up her legs and swiveled herself around.

My poor little penis kept on shrinking until it retracted into my body totally. As I stared intently at my crotch, I could actually see the skin start pulling apart as a new vagina began forming. My scrotum and testicles were pulled tightly against my skin. Daniella crept forwards and gave one of them a delicate little poke. As she did, it made a soft, slurping sound and retracted into my body. The other one followed soon after, disappearing and leaving within me and leaving nothing behind except a pulsing, pleasurable afterglow.

Goodbye balls, I thought.

The music came to an end, and Daniella dropped her pom-poms. The dance was over.

“Pretty spectacular trick,” I said, still in a state of disbelief. “So, when is this going to wear off?”

“Wear off?” Daniella said, waving her hand at me as though it was the silliest question she’d ever heard. “This is permanent.”

And that’s when the reality of what had just happened hit me like a freight train.

Chapter Five:

“What...what did you do to me?” I demanded in my new, high-pitched, feminine, accented voice.

“I just made some changes,” Daniella replied.

“That much is obvious,” I said, pulling up my pants and heading for the bathroom to get a good look at the mirror.

As soon as I stood up, the pants immediately fell down. It was obvious that they no longer fit my narrow waist.

“Don’t worry about that,” Daniella said as she giggled. “I already have some new clothes for you.”

She began rooting around in her closet. After a few moments, she began tossing a few items at me over her shoulder. I grabbed a set of pink silk pajamas with one hand, and a sports bra in the other. A pair of frilly red panties landed on my head.

“Let me help you with that bra,” she said.

Part of me wanted to resist, but what was I suppose to do? My male clothes would just fall off again. My heart fluttered a little bit as she placed the cups around my sensitive breasts, and I let out a little gasp when she pulled the clasp tight behind me.

I pulled up the panties with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. Obviously, the “sissy” factor was making me reluctant to try them on. Yet, how many times had I been aroused at just a brief glimpse Daniella’s pantylines? And, who knows, I thought - these very well could be panties she’d worn. That thought made me finish hiking them up quickly. I even slapped the elastic band against my butt for good measure.

“Done having fun?” Daniella said teasingly. “Raise your arms.”

She pulled on the pink outfit, which felt like a billowy bathrobe.

I ducked into the bathroom, and the mirror revealed the extent of the damage. A stranger’s face stared back at me. Not only was I female, I was a delicate, thin...dare I say it, even pretty.

My big nose had shrunk to a shadow of its former self. My big, bushy eyebrows had faded away into faint, light accents above my newly almond shaped brown eyes. My big mug of a face and doughy double-chin was gone. Now I had a dainty, pointed little chin. And my formerly thin lips looked fuller, pinker, brighter, with a cute little ‘cupid’s bow’ between my upper lip and my nose.  Judging from my hair, my new accent, my skin and my eyes, I was Asian.

My hands and my wrists looked petite and delicate. My feet, once massive size 12 monstrosities, were now tiny and feminine. The jutting bones and massive muscles that had characterized my knees had melted away as well.

Daniella walked into the bathroom behind me. Seeing us together in the same mirror frame was crazy.

“Admiring yourself, eh?” she asked. “This is nothing! Just imagine what you’ll look like when I show you how to do makeup! Lipstick, a little eye shadow, eyeliner, some blush…”

She wanted me to wear makeup? That was the last straw. My breath caught in my throat. I ran back into the bedroom, and collapsed onto the bed as I hyperventilated.

“Talk to me, girlfriend,” Daniella said, flopping down next to me. “I know you have some questions, so go ahead and shoot.”

“How am I supposed to go back to school? To go home? How will my parents know who I am? What am I going to do if I get pulled over and show them an ID that says ‘Nathan Kipling’?”

“Nathan Kipling no longer exists,” Daniella said, as casually as if she was explaining to me that a film had ended it’s run at the theaters. “You’re Nanako Sugimoto, exchange student from Japan. I already have all your documents and everything.”

“Nanako Sugimoto,” I repeated, surprised at how easily the name rolled off my tongue.

“Nana-chan for short,” she added, poking my much-smaller nose playfully.

“But, my family won’t recognize me...” I began. “Where will I live?”

“You can live here, with me,” she said.

“But what about your parents?”

“I already told them that I wanted to be host to Japanese exchange student, got paperwork for them to sign. They’re actually expecting you!” she said, pressing her hands together and squealing a little.

“You...you really went through a lot to plan this out, didn’t you?” I asked. “Why?”

“Why?” she asked incredulously. “Why? Because I wanted a best friend, of course.”

“A best friend?” I repeated, my voice full of disbelief. “Couldn’t you just...you know...make friends with one of the other girls on the squad?”

“It’s not easy making friends when you are the prettiest one of the bunch. Everyone just wants to scratch your eyes out,” Daniella explained. “Plus, they’re all a bunch of dimwits. You and I are going to have a very special kind of friendship.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah, of course,” she said. “We aren’t just best friends. We’re going to be roommates in college together. I’m so excited!”

“College, huh?”

I hadn’t ever expected that. My family always told me I was too stupid for higher education, and had even pledged not to contribute “one red cent” to my schooling.

“Yeah, I’d love some help in math class,” Daniella said.

“Math class?” I asked. “We were in math class together! I sucked! I was the worst one in the class.”

“Correction: Nathan was the worst in the class. He sucked at math. Nanako, on the other hand, is a real whiz.”

“That’s just a stereotype that all Asians are good at math,” I complained.

“Oh, is it now?” Daniella said, raising her eyebrow. “If I gave you $100,000 to invest in the stock market, and it achieved a 5.5% return compounded yearly over 20 years, what kind of a nest egg would we have?”

“Two hundred and ninety-one thousand, seven hundred...” I said, my voice trailing off. “Oh my God, I really can do it!”

“Of course you can,” she said, leaning in and kissing my cheek. “You’ll be the smartest girl on the squad.”

I was...going to be on the cheerleading squad?

“Now, let’s watch some anime together,” she said.

I’d never seen any anime. I’d always assumed it was those weird foreign cartoons that nerds like. She hopped up to her TV and popped in a DVD of something called ‘Sakura Trick.’ Once the menu was up, she disabled the subtitles.

“You translate for me,” she said. “I think that would be more fun.”

“Wait...what?” I asked. “I don’t speak Japanese!”

“Oh, is that so?” Daniella asked as she hit play.

“Kōkō wa tsuini ashita hajimaru,” said the girl with the long hair.

“High school finally starts tomorrow,” I heard myself saying. I could understand the words!
 

“Told you,” Daniella said knowingly. “I know some basic phrases, but I’ll need you to jump in when there’s something complicated. Let me fast-forward the intro song. I don’t need any translation there.”

I translated the show effortlessly, though the show itself hardly captured my attention. It seemed to be nothing more than the trivial trials and tribulations of a silly high school girl and her equally silly friends.

Daniella giggled at the lame jokes, and snuggled next to me.

Chapter Six:

Was this a taste of what my new life was like, I wondered? Daniella’s sidekick, her best friend, her pal to watch silly shows with? There were certainly worse fates, I realized, especially for a guy like me. But somehow it felt empty, hollow. It certainly wasn’t what I’d hoped for when I showed up, that’s for sure.

“Oh...she looks sad,” Daniella said, a moment before Haruka burst into tears on-screen.

“You’ve seen this show before, haven’t you?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said, blushing a little. “Go on, back to translating.”

“I just thought you were special to me,” Haruka said to her best friend, Yuu.

“Then let’s do something we’d never do with anyone else,” replied Yuu. “That’ll prove you’re special to me.”

“Like...flower fortune telling?” Haruka asked.

“I’m trying to be serious over here!” Yuu shouted back. “A memory we will never forget!”

“Then, I don’t know...kiss?” Haruka asked.

As the words left my lips and the two girls looked lovingly into each others eyes, my gaze turned to Daniella. She said she’d seen this show before. She must have wanted me to see it for a reason.

“You...you wanted us to be more than friends from the very beginning, didn’t you?” I asked.

“Is that from the show, or is that Nana-chan talking?” Daniella replied.

“It’s me. Though, I can see why you might think it applies to...”

Daniella silenced me by pressing her finger to my lips and leaning in close to my ear.

“I didn’t want to overwhelm you. I thought this would be a good way to introduce you to what I had in mind,” she said, her voice full of a husky, lustful richness.

“It was a good choice,” I said, as I saw the two girls making out on screen. I pressed pause when I felt Daniella’s hand stroking the side of my cheek, and gently turning my face towards her. She leaned in, but then just as we were about to kiss, she stopped.

“Actually,” Daniella began, “now that I really think about it, ‘Kashimashi: Girl Meets Girl’ would arguably have been a better choice. That one features a boy who becomes a girl, who then falls in love with his, or should I say her, best friend...”

At this, I couldn’t help but chortle. First it was just a girly little chuckle, and then it became full-fledged, squealing, high-pitched, feminine gales of laughter.

“What...what’s so funny?” Daniella asked, pouting a little when I continued to laugh and failed to offer an explanation. “If you won’t tell me the reason, then I’ll give you one.”

She reached under my pink pajama coat and began tickling my taut tummy.

“Stop...stop it,” I said breathlessly, as my laughter only increased.

“Not until you tell me what’s so funny,” she said, reaching up to tickle my underarms.

Her hand brushed against my breast as she did so, and I felt a current of energy run through me. It didn’t do a thing to dampen my laughing, though.

“Can’t tell...” I said in between huge gasps of air and girlish giggles. I tried to push her away but she wouldn’t be denied.

“Why not?” she demanded, blowing a raspberry onto my tummy for good measure.

“Because I...can’t breathe!” I said. 
 

She finally let up.

“I felt like I was going to suffocate,” I said, grabbing a pillow sham from the bed and giving her a playful whack.

“Now, Nana-chan, what was so funny?” Daniella demanded.

“You’re trying to decide which Japanese yuri show would best serve as an introduction to my new life, which is itself so unbelievable it might as well be fiction...isn’t that just the height of absurdity?” I asked, still a little out of breath from the tickling torture.

“I guess so. I never looked at it that way,” she said. “Anyway, where were we?”

We both cast glances towards the TV, which was still paused on Haruka and Yuu’s passionate lip lock. Catching my breath certainly wasn’t getting any easier.

Daniella stared into my eyes, and I saw a lustful adoration there I’d never seen before. She batted her eyes for a moment, and then moved her face towards me. Before long, I felt her lips press against mine.

I’d never been kissed before - as a man, or as a woman. It was electrifying. So soft, so delicate, so...wet, I added, as she slipped her tongue across my lips. I could feel Daniella’s fingers running through my silky hair, and moaned into the kiss.

When we came up for air, Daniella grinned at me and began pulling off her cheerleading top, and after that, her bra. How many times, I wondered, had I fantasized about this moment? Yet, of course, I never could have imagined it nearly as hot as it was in the flesh. Daniella’s body was perfect - her big breasts and coral nipples were utterly mesmerizing.

Daniella leaned in and helped me get out of my bra, and then brought us in close for a bare hug, which she enhanced with some vigorous grinding. Our breasts mashing together was like heaven, and every time our nipples brushed together, I shivered a little.

“You ready, Nana-chan?” she asked.

I gulped and nodded. I had no idea what was coming next, but I knew whatever it was, I wanted it. My heart was pounding, my hands were shaking, and my panties were already damp with desire.

Daniella gently pulled down my panties. I closed my eyes, and then my world was set on fire as her index finger began to slowly swirl. Her mouth latched onto my nipple, and she started to suckle.

I alternated between moaning and biting my lip. The feeling was exquisite, better than I’d ever experienced. Daniella cupped and squeezed my other breast with her free hand, pausing to occasionally flick at and pinch the nipple.

I’d left the bathroom door open and the light on, and as I craned my neck, I could see our reflections in the mirror. The image was totally surreal. Daniella, my dream woman, was making love to a beautiful Japanese girl. And that girl was me! I thrashed my legs in rapture, and so did she. I stroked Daniella’s strawberry blonde hair in appreciation, and so did she.

Before long I was trembling, gasping, and yelping with delight. I actually felt a tear roll down my cheek as my climax subsided.

“Was that good for you?” Daniella asked.

“More than you could ever know,” I said. “Thank you...thank you so much.”

It seemed odd intellectually. Daniella had taken everything from me. My gender, my name, my identity, my race, my whole life. But all I could feel was love and adulation for this beautiful goddess.

“I can think of a more...practical expression of your gratitude,” Daniella said. She placed both hands on the sides of my head, and pushed me down. I got a chance to kiss and fondle her two gorgeous, firm breasts.

Then, she pushed my head down further. I pulled down her silky panties with my teeth, revealing her glistening womanhood, complete with a small mop of blonde hair.

I gave her a little lick. I don’t know what people are talking about when they say pussy tastes like fish. I’d just had fish, and Daniella was nothing like that. She was delicious, both salty and sweet. As I began to tongue her more enthusiastically, I had a sudden realization that this was something I’d be doing quite often.

“Good girl, good girl,” Daniella repeated.

Each time she said it, I felt a little tingle. She stroked my hair lovingly and before long she was screaming my name.

“Nanako, Nakano,” she said through passionate gasps.

That name had sounded so odd, so foreign when she first said it, but now I couldn’t imagine going by anything else.

When she was finished, we held each other for a while, our eyes closed.

“Are you asleep?” Daniella asked.

“Nope,” I replied. “Wide awake, actually.”

“Good. I forgot, I have one more present for you,” she said.

She hopped to her feet and darted back into her closet.

“What is it this time?” I asked.

She grabbed a large paper bag and tossed it onto the bed. I reached in to find a blue, sparkly jumpsuit and two pom-poms.

“Is this...” I began.

“Yes. It’s your own cheerleading outfit! You’re on the squad, after all.”

“Wow!” I said. “I’ve never been more excited! Well...aside from a few minutes ago, that is.”

“Want to practice cheers with me?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

I pulled the outfit on. The size 00 fit snugly on my lithe frame. It showed off both my narrow waist and my bust.

“That was another reason you wanted to show your cheers huh?” I asked. “Because you knew I’d be joining in.”

“...maybe,” Daniella said with a wink.

She walked over to me, and gave me a kiss on the forehead.

“Thanks for being such a good sport about all this.”

“Good sport?” I replied. “Daniella, you’re everything to me. Ai shitseru.”

“I love you too,” she said. “Now, let’s cheer!”

~~~~~~~

The End

If you enjoyed this story, consider visiting my blog, My Transformations: You can learn more about me, my writing process, upcoming projects, or commission your own story.

http://mytransformations.weebly.com/
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