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STEPMOTHER: 

 

His Stepmother Forced Him To Be Feminine 

 

By BC 

 

Christine Foster sat at her kitchen table looking out at her back yard, watching her two 

little  girls  Kelly  and  Shelly,  six-year-old  twins,  playing  on  their  swing  set.  Two  of  the neighbor boys from next-door, Billy and Jonathan, had joined them. She sipped her coffee and smiled as she watched the children argue and tease, as children often do when little boys  and  little  girls  play  together.  She  couldn’t  quite  make  out  what  they  were  arguing about, but  knew it was probably something silly.  The girls  were clearly giving as good as they were getting from the two bigger boys. This game has been going on transgender little boys and girls since the beginning of time. 

It  made  Christy,  as  her  loving  husband  John  called  her,  look  back  at  her  own  child  - 

hood. Those were good times, fun times, with no worries and not a problem in the world. She’d  almost  always  come  out  on  top  in  all  of  the  games  and  situations  she’d  get  into. Christy had the rare opportunity to experience these little children’s from both sides of the fence  so  to  speak.  You  see  Christy  wasn’t  always  as  she  appears  today.  She  was  born Christopher  Norman  Green.  Yes,  Christy  was  a  boy  right  up  to  her  teen  years.  Her  life began to change just a few years after her mother’s accidental death. 

Chris  was  16  when  a  car  accident  took  his  Mother  and  17-year-old  sister  from  him. 

Chris  and  Dad  were  at  a  baseball  game.  They  had  only  been  home  20  minutes  when  a police  officer  came  to  their  home  and  told  Dad  about  the  accident.  They  rushed  to  the hospital,  but  didn’t  get  the  chance  to  say  goodbye;  Mom  was  dead  at  the  scene  of  the wreck and Kelly, Chris’ older sister, didn’t make it through surgery. 
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It was very hard on both Chris and his dad. Cal Green, Chris’ father, almost had a nervous breakdown over the double  loss.  If it had not  been for Mabel, the family housekeeper, Chris would have had to fend for himself, as Dad was too broken up to do much of anything. 

As  fast  as  Chris’  life  had  changed  because  of  the  accident,  two  years  later,  it  changed even more! Th at’s when Kate—Katherine Jones—entered his life. Catherine and her 18-year-old son Grant became regular fixtures around the Greens’ home. Aunt Beth, feeling that Chris needed  a  mother’s  hand  in  his  young  life,  introduced  Catherine  to  Cal.  They  started  dating right away. As a result, Grant and Chris started spending a lot of time together. It was kind of cool in the beginning, but signs of competition between them started to show. 

Six months after Catherine and Dad started dating, they announced their engagement. It had been two years since the death of Chris’ mother and sister and even Aunt Beth agreed it was time for Dad to move on. 

They set a date for the wedding in the next month; Kate and young Grant moved in right away. Initially, Chris having someone around to spend time with, but Chris began to see it also meant he not the only fish in his private sea any longer. He now had to wait for the bathroom, he had to share his father’s time with another child, and he noticed that Grant liked to take the credit  for  things  that  went  well  while  passing  off  the  blame  for  any -  thing  that  went  wrong. Grant would take every opportunity to make Chris look bad in their parents’ eyes. 

Chris caught Grant several times coming out of his bedroom and asked him politely not to go  into  his  room  when  he  wasn’t  there.  Grant  said  “I  won’t  go  in  there  again,”  only  to  get caught over and over again doing the same thing. Then one day, Dad asked, “Who’s been in my  bedroom?  Have  either  of  you  boys  been  taking  money  out  of  my  wallet  or  dresser drawer?” 

“No Sir,” Grant piped in. “I never go in anyone else’s bedroom when they are not home. Weren’t you in there yesterday looking for a dictionary, Chris?” 

“Grant, you rat. What are you trying to pull, man? I never go in Dad’s room and I surely wouldn’t steal from my own father, or anyone else for that matter,” Chris said defensively. 

“Well,  it’s  getting  pretty  bad  when  a  man  has  to  lock  up  his  own  bedroom,”  Dad  said, disgusted. At least $100.00 had come up missing twice in the past month. 

Kate jumped in. “Darling, are you sure it was missing? I can’t believe our boys would do such a thing. I’ve been here everyday and I know that Grant didn’t go in our room. Chris only went  in  a  couple  of  times  to  use  our  bathroom,  when  the  other  bathroom  was  in  use,”  she said. 

She didn’t tell him that she locked the door of the hall bathroom so that Chris would have to go into his Dad’s room, or that she took the money herself to cause doubt in Cal’s mind. 

Time passed and other little episodes like these continued to occur from time to time. Kate started building up Grant in Cal’s eyes. Chris was very aware of this and began to really 
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resent Grant. He could see that Grant was playing up to his father. Worse, it looked like Dad was actually falling for it. 

Grant  kept  up his efforts to get  closer to Cal.  Chris didn’t like it  when he overheard Kate talking Dad into adopting Grant after they married. There was no doubt in his mind now  that  Grant  wanted  to  steal  Chris’  father  and  take  Chris’  place  in  the  pecking  order around here, as well as getting his hands on Dad’s money and his business. Chris was going  to  have  to  watch  these  two.  Dad  might  not  see  through  their  schemes,  but  Chris could see that these two were after something more than becoming part of his family. 

The day of the wedding was a couple of weeks away. Most everything was ready to go. Kate took the two boys to get fitted for tuxedos, shoes and the other accessories that they would need. Chris mentioned that he was overdue for a haircut. Kate said it looked good long and that she wished he’d let it grow more, just for her. “I love your pretty hair. You can get it cut after the wedding,” she said. 

It was one of the first nice things Kate had said to him in weeks. Chris longed to hear a compliment or receive some kindness these days. He felt maybe he could get on Kate’s good side by acceding to her request, so he overlooked that she might have some motive for this request. Kate knew exactly what  she was doing. Her plan was clearly laid out in her mind. She had worked out the details and would stick to her plan. Step-by-step, she would edge Grant into favor and drive Chris away from Cal. 

She  could  see  just  how  starved  for  love  and  attention  Chris  was.  She’d  be  hard  on him at times, then overwhelm him with tenderness. “Men are so predictable,” she said to her-self on more than one occasion. Any woman with half a brain could bring a man to his knees. She had learned early on that she was what every male wants and spends most of his life seeking. A woman, who takes good care of her body, knows how to use makeup and has the right clothes and attitude could bring any man to his knees, even revert him to a little baby if she wanted. 

Normally, Cal Green was nobody’s fool. The minute that he looked into Kate’s eyes, though,  he  was  as  good  as  gone.  He  was  so  ripe for  the  picking.  It  was  two  years  now since  the  accident  and  he  was  horny  and  desperate  for  female  companionship.  Like a rodeo cowboy with a steer, she reeled him in and tied the rope around his legs before his ass hit the ground. 

It  had  only  been  three  months  since  they  first  met  and  they  were  getting  married  in two weeks. They had no prenuptial agreement, nothing in place to protect Cal financially. Men  of  Cal  Greens’  wealth  and  position  don’t  normally  do  those  kinds  of  things.  You might say it was a case of the little head doing the thinking for the big head. Kate had the body and looks and she knew how to use them to her advantage. 

Chris not only didn’t get his hair cut, but, he was manipulated into going into a salon and  getting  his  long  hair  lightly  shaped  and  styled.  Kate  kept  telling  him  how  good  he could look and how the girls would just adore him with a little trim and style. Despite his apprehension, he walked in and had his first shampoo, rinse and condition, then submit-ted to a mildly feminine trim and style. Kate had Dee, the stylist, trim the split ends, even 
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out the length and start forming a long bob style. After seeing it was just what she had in mind, she had Dee pull it back into a ponytail before they left the salon. 

A couple of days later, Cal called home from work. Kate picked up the phone in the den. “Hello?” 

“Kate honey, is Chris home? My partner just came up with some really great seats for the baseball game tonight, and he and his son asked Chris and me to join them. The Yankees are in town and Chris and I would love to see them get their asses kicked,” Cal laughed. 

Kate  thought  quickly.  “I’m  sorry,  Sweetie.  Chris  isn’t  here  right  now.  How  much  time  do you have before you have to leave for the ball park?” she asked him. 

“Damn it. We’re on our way home right now; I’ll be there in 15 minutes. We’d have to leave right away; the game starts in less than an hour!” Cal said, disappointed. 

“Well, Grant is here. He loves baseball and he’d be thrilled to fill in for Chris. After all, he will be your son soon too!” she said, grinning. This opportunity couldn’t have fit in with her plan better if she’d planned it herself. 

“OK. Can he be ready in 15 minutes?” Cal asked. 

“Yes, Darling. Grant will be waiting at the door for you. He’ll be so excited when I tell him. See you in a few minutes, Honey. I Love you,” Kate said. 

Kate hung up the phone and rushed to Grant’s room.  She knocked and entered without waiting.  “Hurry,  get  into  the  shower  and  don’t  take  any  longer  than  necessary.  Your  new daddy is coming to pick you up in 15 minutes to go to the ball game. Go!” She laid out clean clothes for him while he went to the shower. 

Next she found Chris in his room. “Sweetheart, would you do me a giant favor? It would really mean a lot to me! I need you to take your bike and ride into town and get me the things on this list. I’d go myself, but I’m in the middle of doing my hair nails.” 

“Sure, Kate. I’m not really doing anything right now anyway. Which store do I need to go to?” he asked. 

“Here is the list, I need you to go to Marshall Fields in the mall. They have everything  on the list. If you have any trouble finding these things, just show the list to any of the la - dies at the makeup counter and she’ll get them for you,” Kate told him, smiling. 

Chris  looked  at  the  list.  Oo  his  dismay;  it  was  all  things  for  Kate’s  hair  and  makeup. Lipstick,  mascara,  eyeliner,  eyeshadow,  lip  pencil,  a  base  something  or  another,  a  hair highlight kit, hairspray, setting gel. There was even a few items he had no idea what they were or what they were for. 

Before he could balk, Kate said, “Sweetheart, I must have them before 3:00. That’s only an hour and a half from now,  but, if you leave right  away,  you’ll  make it with time to spare. Here’s the money. Anything left over, you can keep for yourself. Hurry, Honey, I’m counting on you,”  she  said.  She  pushed  him  out  the  door  and  watched  to  make  sure  that  he  headed towards the mall. Chris had no sooner turned the corner than Kate saw Cal coming down the road from the other direction. Cal and Ted and Ted’s boy Tim pulled up the drive. 
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“Grant, are you ready, Honey?” Kate yelled up the stairs. 

“Yes, Mom, I’m coming right now,” he hollered back as he came bounding down the stairs, dressed and ready to go. 

The front  door  opened  and  Cal  came  in.  “Are  you  ready,  Son?”  he  said,  looking  at Grant. 

“Yes sir. Is Chris coming too?” Grant asked. 

His mom jumped in quickly before Cal could say anything else. “No, Chris went to the mall  a  couple  of  hours  ago  and  hasn’t  returned  yet.  The  game  starts  soon  and  Daddy can’t wait, so you guys go have a great time. Chris can go next time!” Kate smiled and gave both a kiss. 

There  wasn’t  any  time  for  discussion;  the  two  looked  at  each  other,  shrugged  their shoulders and walked out. The four guys got to see a great game as the Yankees lost 8-6.  They  went  out  afterwards  and  had  dinner.  Cal  got  to  know  Grant  a  little  better.  He began to like the boy more because of this little outing and the time they spent bonding. 

Meanwhile, Chris was having an awful time, He was confused and embarrassed look-ing  for  the  items  on  the  list  Kate  had  given  him.  A  beautiful  young  lady,  who’d  been watching  him  go  up  and  down  the  aisles  over  and  over,  asked  if  she  might  help  him. “Yes, thank you so much. My mom gave me this list of items to get for her. I don’t even know what most of these things are, let alone how to find them,” he told her and handed her the list.

“My name is Sandy. Are these items for your girlfriend, your mother, or are they for you?” she asked, looking at the long list of very feminine items. Chris turned beet red. 

“Hell no, they’re not for me, I’m a guy. My stepmom sent me to get these things for her,” he replied, somewhat offended. 

“Sorry.  I  had  to  ask.  We  get  requests  from  every  kind  of  person  in  the  world.  You wouldn’t be the first boy to want makeup. Everything on this list is ultra-feminine. Usually, things  like  these  are  pretty  personal.  Most  women  like  to  see  the  shades  and  colors personally. I didn’t mean to offend you, but you do have long hair for a guy and with the way it’s cut, I really wasn’t sure, you know?” Sandy said, smiling. 

Now Chris was embarrassed. She thought he might be a girl? “That’s it,” he thought, “I’m going to get my hair cut first chance I get. I know I look a lot younger than 18, with this hair.” 

Sandy  walked  up  and  down  the  aisles  with  him,  putting  things  into  a  carry  basket. She’d ask, “Is this the color your Mom wanted?” Taking the cap off, she’d rub a little on the back of his hand. “Or this maybe...” she’d say, putting another color next to the first. Chris couldn’t tell one from the other and couldn’t have cared less. He just wanted this over with and to get out of there and get home. 

Sandy said, “What  skin tone is your mother?  Is  her skin  like yours, because if it is, this  cranberry  would  look great on her. Look,” she said and dabbed a little on his other hand. 
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Chris blushed again, harder this time. “Please don’t do that. I just want to get what’s on her list and get out of here. I don’t know or care anything about color or skin tone and she’s not my mother. She’s about to become my stepmom. 

“Sorry,  I  didn’t  mean  to  upset  you.  I  just  really  meant  that  you  have  wonderful  skin  and color.  If  your  stepmom  is  the  same  as  you,  I  think  this  color  would  look  fantastic  on  her, because it looks really great on you!” Sandy told the bewildered youth. 

“Look, could you just help me get the things on this list so that I can get out of here and go home?” Chris almost pleaded. 

“Sure,  Honey,”  she  said  and  walked  away  to  find  the  requested  items.  Chris  felt  very foolish just standing there as several other ladies were now in the department, looking around. Chris tried to act like he was searching for someone, so he wouldn’t have to  look anyone in the  eye,  but  he  was  standing  right  in  front  of  a  display  of  Revlon  Lipstick  with  “New  long-lasting color” and it appeared he was looking right at it. Suddenly, he heard from behind him, “Aren’t  some  of  these  new  colors  simply  delicious,  Honey?  That  Strictly  Strawberry  would really look yummy on your full lips. Your skin tone really compliments that shade of red,” an older lady said to Chris. 

Chris turned and looked up, embarrassed. At first he couldn’t even fathom she was talking to  him,  but her  look  right  into  his  eyes  told  him  otherwise.  He  blushed  deeply.  “I’m  sorry, Honey, I didn’t mean to startle you. Now that I see you, you have such a pretty face and such wonderful  full  lips  that  any  of  these  colors  would  look  very  flattering  on  you.  Yo u’re  a  very lucky young lady; you are very pretty without any lip color at all,” the lady told him. 

Just  in  time  to  hear  most  of  the  exchange,  Sandy  returned  with  a  basket  full  of  items. “Right this way, Miss, I think I have everything on your list. If you’ll step to the register, I’ll ring your purchases up for you and get you on your way,” she said, winking at Chris. 

When they were alone, Sandy said, “See, didn’t I tell you that you were a natural? You are already very pretty. With just a little help from makeup, you could really be a beautiful young lady.” She smiled and winked again 

Chris  had  had  all  of  this  he  wanted  and  was  becoming  frustrated  with  the  whole  expe  - rience. “I don’t mean to be rude and I thank you for your help, but, could you just hurry? I told you before; these things are for my mom. I have no desire to ever wear makeup or any girly stuff…ever.  I  am  all  boy,  so  please  don’t  say  anything  else  about  me  using  any  of  these items,” Chris said sternly. 

“Well, aren’t we the defensive one? All of these things on your list are usually pur - chased by teens or very young women. Is there really even a mother at home waiting for this stuff or are you just embarrassed about buying it for yourself?” Sandy teased him. 

“YES,  there  really  is  a  stepmom  at  home!  Never  mind,  I  give  up.  Think  what  ever  you want, just finish the order so I can get out of here and go home,” Chris said. 

“OK,  take  it  easy.  Can’t  you  take  a  little  kidding?  It’s  no  big  deal  to  me.  I  don’t  make anymore  money  if  you  wear  this  stuff  or  your  mother  wears  it.  I  was  just  having  a  little  fun. Although that woman there sure thought you were a young lady. You’ll have to go home 
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and  deal  with  that  thought  on  your  own.  There  you  go .  Have  a  nice  day,  Miss!”  Sandy said with a big grin. 

Chris paid her for the items, then put everything into his backpack and left for home. He couldn’t get out of there fast enough. He actually ran out of the Mall, then rode straight home as fast as he could pedal, swearing to get his hair cut the first chance he got. 

He entered the house. Kate met him at the door to his bedroom. “Whoa there, Chris. Were you able to get me everything on the list?” she asked him. 

“I believe so. It’s all out on the kitchen table. Kate, please don’t ever ask me to do that again. And I want my hair cut. Now! Today! I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life,” he said 

“Why, what happened, Honey?” she asked, smiling to herself 

“That  was  totally  embarrassing.  The  lady  that  worked  there  kept  making  remarks about  all  this  junk  being  for  me.  Then  some  old  lady  came  up  and  called  me  a  young lady. She actually thought I was a girl and was buying all that makeup and hair stuff for myself. She thought the Simply Strawberry would look good on me! That’s the last time I get  embarrassed like that. I  mean it, Kate,  I want  my hair cut  short,  NOW. I  don’t want people thinking I’m a girl,” He demanded. 

“Don’t be upset. I think you are overreacting. Chris, many men down through history have had long hair. Even Hercules, the strongest man in the world, had long hair. Short hair doesn’t make you a man. It’s all about confidence in yourself. No one can make you fell bad about yourself, without your consent. 

“Besides, I told you I love your hair long, I love how you look when it’s clean and shiny and  fixed  nicely.  Doesn’t  that  count?  Honey,  I’m  sorry  that  your  shopping  trip  for  me made you feel uncomfortable,” Kate said, pulling him to her breasts in a motherly hug. 

Chris tried to resist, but, Kate’s strength easily  won out. She bent  down and kissed him on the lips for the first time ever, surprising the hell out of him. Then before he could move,  she began  combing  her fingers  through  his  long  locks.  He  couldn’t  help  himself. He  wanted to remain firm and  strong and not  give in  to her, but, it felt wonderful to feel her  stroke  his  head  and  shoulders  and  hair  like  this.  Chris  began  to  melt  under  Kate’s experienced fingers. It felt like heaven, being touched by human hands. 

Chris had gone for so long without a loving mother’s touch that he craved this kind of attention in his life. He wanted to pull away and tell her he was getting his hair cut today. But  Kate  knew  just  how  to  work  him.  Soon  Chris  closed  his  eyes  and  relaxed,  almost falling  asleep.  Kate  rubbed  and  combed  and  massaged  Chris  over  and  over,  bending down and kissing him on the forehead, then his cheek and his ear. 

“Please, Honey, for me, won’t you keep your beautiful long hair? Mother will reward you with love if you will,” Kate said. 

“Do  you  want  Momma  to  keep  doing  this?”  she  asked.  “Yes  Momma,  please,”  he answered. 
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“OK then, tell Momma that you will keep your hair long for me, and I’ll hug you any time you want,” she told him. 

“I won’t cut it now, but right after the wedding, I want to cut it for the summer. Just don’t ask  me  to  go  shopping  for  those  kinds  of  things  again,  please,  because  that  was  really embarrassing,” he told her. 

As  Chris  was  talking,  Kate  continued  brushing  his  hair.  She  skillfully  turned  the  brush upside  down  and  used  it  to  curl  the  ends  of  his  hair  under  and  in.  She  liked  how  Dee  had purposely left it slightly longer on each side in front so it curled under his chin. Chris constantly tried to push it back with his hand which did no good as it fell back into place as soon as he let go. Since it wasn’t held back by a bobby pin, barrette or scrunchie, it automatically fell back into place under his chin because of the way it was cut and styled. 

Chris had even tried to part it on one side or the other, but his hair just wouldn’t stay. It just naturally  returned  to the  part  in  the middle of  his  head.  Kate  kept  brushing  and  touching  his face,  neck  and  ears  softly  with  her  fingers.  This  kept  the  boy  in  a  dreamlike  state  of  being. When Chris appeared to be asleep, K ate said, “Chris, let’s you and me go out to eat. I have to make  one  or  two  stops  to  pick  up  a  couple  of  things.  I  promise  you  won’t  have  to  pick  up anything but a knife and fork to eat with.” 

“I’d really rather not go out in public like this, Kate. I promise to not cut my hair until after the wedding, but I’m not very comfortable being around other people looking like this,” he said, pointing to his hair. “Especially if you’re going into the ladies departments again. Besides, Dad should be home soon. Won’t he and Grant have to eat also?” Chris asked. 

“Oh dear, I completely forgot to tell you this. While you were at the mall for me, your father called. Something about a ball game or something. It came up all of a sudden; some friend at work and his son got tickets at the last minute. He called for you but you weren’t here. 

“I told him you’d gone to the mall for me and would be back by 2:30 or 3:00. He said they couldn’t wait, and asked if maybe Grant would like to go. Grant said he’d be happy to fill in for y ou, even though he isn’t a big baseball fan. Dad said you’d go the next time,” Kate said 

Chris couldn’t believe his ears. The Yankees were  in  town.  Grant, that  little  rat, took his place? 

Kate saw the hurt on his face. “I’m really sorry, Sweetie. This was  all my fault, as I’m the one that asked you to run that  errand. I  had no idea that this ball thingie  with your Dad was going to come up. Like I said, it was one of those spur-of-the-moment things. He couldn’t wait because they were going to be just in time for the start of the game,” she said. 

“I know you’re disappointed but, there will be plenty of other ball games. Please let me try and make it up to you. Let’s you and I do something really special, anything you like. Let’s let our hair down and do something crazy,” she said. 
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“That’s OK, Kate, you don’t have to do that. It’s just my bad luck, I guess. It’s just that I get to do so little with Dad anymore. Oh well, there’s no sense in crying about it, it won’t change anything,” he said. 

“That really shows a lot of maturity on your part. You are really growing up,” she said, pulling  him  to  her  breasts  once  again.  “It’s  time  we  started  getting  to  know  each  other better; I don’t even really know what  you like to do. Think of something wild. Would you like to buy some new clothes, get a tattoo, or get something pierced? Hey, that’s it! Have you ever thought of getting your ears pierced? I hardly ever see any young people today who don’t have one or both ears pierced,  even multiple times. What  do you say? If you decide you don’t like it, they grow over in about a week or two if you don’t keep the studs in.  You  can’t  even  tell  they  were  there  once  they  heal  over,”  Kate  said,  grinning enthusiastically 

“I don’t know, Kate. I thought about it once but, I don’t think my Dad is real big on that kind of stuff. I probably will someday when I’m older, maybe,” Chris said. 

“Nonsense. I’ll handle your father. When you’re young is the best time to do it. Half the kids in your school already have at least one ear pierced, I’ll bet, and most probably have both of them done,” she told him 

Before Chris knew what  hit him,  they were in the car, heading towards the city.  Kate had a friend with a shop near the outskirts of town. As they walked towards the door, Chris said, “Kate, I don’t think we should do this. Maybe another time?” He stopped right where he was. 

“Chris, don’t tell me that you are afraid. I thought boys were brave and tough. It doesn’t hurt  a  bit  and  like  I  said, if you don’t like them,  just pull the studs out  and the holes  will grow over in no time at all. Besides, your hair is long enough that no one but you and I will even  know  that  they  are  there!  It  will  be  our  little  secret,  something  we  will  share  just between a mother and her child. I mean Mother and son,” Kate said, taking his hand and pulling him into the shop before he could object. 

Chris  was  looking  at  all  the  different  designs  of  the  tattoos  and  piercings  that  were available while Kate talked to her friend, the owner of the shop in the white lab coat. Chris was on the verge of walking out when Kate came over and introduced Pam. 

“Hi there. Come with me, Honey. Your mother has told me what you want, but she said that you were a little worried. Trust me, I do this every single day. I get little babies, girls and boys, men in their 30’s right up to people in their 70’s. There’s nothing to it. You won’t feel  a thing,”  Pam  said  as  she  pulled  him  over  to  a  large  chair.  “Here  we  go,  please  sit here.” She almost pushed him down into the chair. 

“Look at all the pictures on the wall and see if there is something you’d like to have tat - tooed on yourself someday,” Pam told him. He felt her touching his left ear and before he could  think  twice,  he  heard  SNAP  SNAP.  Before  he  could  give  it  a  thought,  he  heard SNAP SNAP” on the other ear and it was all over. 

Pam  sprayed  a  little  disinfectant  on  both  ears  and  dabbed  them  with  a  cotton  ball soaked in alcohol before handing Chris a mirror to see what she’d done. He couldn’t be - lieve his eyes. It looked like small little pearl balls in his ears. He could not believe that she just pierced his ears, each one twice in fact. Then he heard Pam saying, “You only have to 

leave them in for about a week while the ho les heal. I know they aren’t what you wanted, but your mother said it would be OK, because I was out of the starter studs. Even though these cost quite a bit more, she said it was her gift to you. 

 

“She also said you’ll probably want to exchange these for small hoops after your break-in period in a couple of weeks or so. Don’t forget to clean them daily and turn them a couple of times a day so you don’t get an infection,” Pam told him. “And keep this coupon. I give all my customers 50% off their next earrings after I pierce their ears and 60% off any new piercings,” she smiled. 

Kate said, “It’s going to be just fine,  Honey. Remember, no one but  you and I  will know anyway. Your hair covers them well. So as long as your hair is long like it is now, nobody will be able to tell that you have your ears pierced.” 

After leaving the piercing salon, they went to a nice restaurant for dinner. Kate continued to reinforce how nice his newly pierced ears looked. “They really look fantastic on you, Chris, even better than I hoped they would. What do you think about them, Honey. You haven’t said much since we left the parlor.” 

“I feel really weird, Kate. No boy would wear pearl ear rings. My dad will disown me if he sees these in  my ears.  There  is no way I’m  going to be able  to cut  my hair now.  How long before I can take them out and change them?” he asked. 

“Pam said at least two weeks. We don’t want any infections. I think you look very hip now. The  earrings  look  darling  on  you,”  Kate  told  him.  After  leaving  the  restaurant,  Kate  made another stop. “Come, Honey, I want your opinion on something,” Kate said, getting out of the car. 

Chris  reluctantly  followed  Kate  back  into  the  mall.  She  went  into  one  of  the  stores,  the most popular ladies boutiques in the state. “Kate, can I wait out here for you? I’m not com  - fortable going in there the way I look right now,” Chris said. 

“Chrissie, are you uncomfortable calling me Mom or Mother? In just a week or so, that’s what I’ll be. As for the store, I really do want your opinion on a couple of dresses. I want to try them on and have you tell me what you think about them,” Kate said. 

“Kate...I mean Mom...I don’t know anything about girls clothes. I wouldn’t know dress one from another,” he replied. 

“Thanks Honey but, I hardly qualify as a girl any longer. I’m pretty much all woman now, Sweetie. I’m full grown.” She opened both hands with fingers pointing towards her breasts as a model might do in a new car showroom, presenting a new model. 

“As for your fashion knowledge, you are a guy. Surely you must have an opinion of what looks good. I think I still have the body to wear some of the younger styles. That’s what I want you to tell me, and I want you to be very honest about whether I look Ok or not in some of my selections.” She noticed he was beet red with embarrassment. “I trust your judgment, Honey,. I believe you have a very good eye for clothing and fashion,” she told Chris. 

Kate’s plan was to continue to expose Chris publicly and privately to as much femininity as humanly possible. She knew that Chris had a very suggestive personality, and she intended to use that fact to her advantage. She intended to expose him at every opportunity 
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to  everything  feminine.  If 

she  was  right,  without  even 

realizing  it,  he’d  pick  up 

feminine  traits  and  manne-

risms.  She  was  going  to 

keep  his  mind  off  his  old 

male activities and thoughts 

as much as she could. 

“Keep  in  mind  that 

I want these clothes to wear 

on  my  honeymoon.  So  I’m 

looking  for  a  sexy  look  to 

spice  things  up  a  bit,  and 

get  Daddy’s  juices  flowing, 

hopefully,”  She  teased  as 

he blushed. 

“Kate, I  mean Mom,  will 

they even allow me back by 

the     women’s     dressing 

rooms?”      he      asked 

nervously,     looking     all 

around him. 

“Absolutely.  You  are 

with  your  mother  shopping 

and  helping  her  pick  out 

clothing.  There’s  certainly 

nothing  wrong  with  that,” 

Kate  said,  stroking  his 

cheek  softly  with  her  hand 

with its long, red, oval nails. 

Kate  stepped  in  front  of 

the  mirror.  “What  do  you 

think?”  she  asked,  turning 

to  face  Chris.  He’d  never 

seen  Kate  as  “sexy”  before 

this  very  minute,  but  Good  God,  she  really  was  a  sexy  woman!  She  had  a  body  that could drive a guy right out of his mind. 

“No wonder Dad wants to marry this woman. She’s going to really rock his world,” he thought. 

“Well,  do  you  like?”  she  asked.  “If I  were  your  girlfriend,  would  you  like  to  be  seen with me wearing something like this?” she asked. 

“Yes,  I  would.  You  really  look  hot.  Oh,  I’m  sorry,  Kate,  I  meant  that  it  really  looks great on you,” he said, blushing bright red. 

“Don’t be sorry, Honey. I asked for honesty. That’s exactly why I asked you along, and it’s Mom  or  Mother  from  now  on,  remember?”  she  said.  “I  wanted  your  true  feelings  about  my selections. Remember, I want Daddy to feel desire for me on our honeymoon,” she told him, then turned and bent over so he could see all of her best assets plainly. 

“Sorry,  Ka…I  mean  Mother.  There’s  no  doubt  that  Daddy,  I  mean  Dad,  will  be  very pleased. That outfit will knock his socks off,” Chris said, blushing even more. 

Kate smiled a wicked little smile and said, “Good, that’s just what I wanted to hear. That’s what every woman wants to hear. That’s the reason we go to so much trouble…to turn heads, get the men to notice us and get a little aroused.” 

Next,  Kate  tried  on  swimwear,  bikinis,  full  and  tiny.  She  hugged  Chris;  he  looked  at  her breasts  covered  by  only  little  tiny  triangles  of  cloth  that  left  very  little  to  the  imagination.  He couldn’t look away or even speak. 

“Thank you, Honey. Your silence really says it all,” she said and mashed his face right into her firm large breasts. 

Next was sleepwear and one really special night gown for the big wedding night. She tried on  several  and  asked  him  to  come  into  the  mirrored  stall  for  his  opinion.  By  now  he  was fighting desperately to hide the bulge in the front of his pants. It was actually painful, it was so hard  and  cramped  in  his  jeans,  and  Kate  just  kept  pouring  it  on!  She  knew  the  transparent gowns fully exposed her breasts and her Mommy parts. The poor boy was close to breaking out  in  a  sweat.  She  turned  several  times  so  he  could  see  the  whole  gown  and  everything underneath it. 

Again  he  was  speechless;  he  couldn’t  tear  his  eyes  away  from  the  first  almost  naked woman he’d ever seen outside of a book. He couldn’t make his mouth work. 

“You are just too perfect for words, you little sweetheart!” Kate said and once again pulled him  to  her  in  a  tight  embrace.  This  time  his  mouth  was  only  inches  from  her  breasts.  He wanted desperately to put his lips on one of them, and kiss and suck on it. Kate sensed what he was thinking and turned just enough to let her left breast to brush across his mouth. She pulled back and said, “I take it you like it…the night gown that is.” She smiled and he turned scarlet with guilt, but managed to shake his head yes. 

Kate made her purchases and he helped carry them out. Chris was still so unnerved and embarrassed he didn’t even hear the saleslady say, “Young lady, are you going to help your mother carry some of these lovely items?” He just absentmindedly took the bags and turned to leave, shaking his head yes. He didn’t even think about his new pearl pierced earrings. He felt his  cheek  itch  and  he  reached  up  and  tucked  his  hair  on  the  right  side,  be  -  hind  his  ear, leaving the large pearl stud plainly visible  for anyone to see. The two  walked out  of  the mall that way and each time the hair fell down, he would tuck it back again without thinking. 

Chris didn’t say much on the ride home. Kate finally broke the silence. “Thank you, Honey, for helping me pick out those clothes and the lingerie. I really did enjoy our time together this evening. I feel like we have grown a lot closer now. You really do have good taste in clothes and fashion, you know? Maybe we can do this again some time. It was fun. 
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“I know that  usually a girlfriend would be the one to help a woman pick out her un-mentionables  but,  you  were  really  great  and  I  feel  like  we  shared  something  special today. Tell me…was it really so bad for you?” she asked. 

Chris though back to the sight of Kate nearly naked before him. “No, Mother, it wasn’t really  bad.  I  was  just  very  self-conscious  and  embarrassed. I’ve never been in  a ladies department before and it seems that’s all I did today. I was afraid I was making the other la - dies and girls in the changing rooms embarrassed, even though no one said anything to  me.  No,  it  wasn’t  bad,  but  I  did  feel  a  little  awkward  and  embarrassed  seeing your...well, you know,” he said, blushing. 

“What?  My  breasts?  Honey,  you  can  say  the  word.  I  want  us  to  be  free  to  be ourselves  with  each  other.  I’ve  never  thought  of  the  human  body  as  something  to  be ashamed of or dirty. We work hard to keep in good shape so we look good and attractive to others but  then we  hide in  clothes and cover ourselves all up.  Plus  with the styles  of clothes today, you didn’t really see anything different than you would see on the street or on  TV,”  she  told  him.  “I  think  it’s  cute  that  you  were  a  little  embarrassed  and  that  you thought I was hot! Thank you, Sweetie. That made my day.” 

When  they  got  home,  the  boys  were  already  back  from  the  ball  game.  They  were watching  ESPN  Sports  Center.  Grant  couldn’t  wait  to  show  Chris  the  ball  he  caught. Chris’  heart  sank  when  he  saw  the  ball,  just  as  Grant  had  hoped.  “That  was  the  best game I’ve ever seen, Chris. I’m sorry you weren’t there. Come to think of it, where were you any -way?” Grant asked. 

“I was running an errand for Mom. I had to go to the mall to pick up a list of things that she needed. I’m glad that you had a good time, Grant. Who won?” he said, trying his best to sound sincere and happy for Grant. 

“We  did.  Tigers  8,  Yankees  6.  It  was  so  cool.  We  almost  left  but,  in  the  9th,  they pulled it out, scoring 4 runs to come from behind for the win.” Grant grinned ear to ear. “What did you have to get for Mom?” 

“I don’t know, just a list of things she needed. I just gave the lady at the counter the list and she got everything for me. It wasn’t any big deal.” 

“Well then, what did you do the rest of the day? Grant asked. As Chris turned towards him to answer, his hair swished over his eye. He reached up with his hand without think - ing  and  pushed  it  behind  his  ear,  allowing  Grant  to  see  the  sparkle  of  the  round  pearl studs in his ear. 

“Whoa! Wait a minute. What the heck did you do to your ear? Oh my God, you got your ear pierced, and not just once but, twice!” Grant said in shock and surprise. 

“It’s no big deal. It’s nothing. Please let it drop, I really don’t want to talk about it right now. It just happened and it’s done. I probably will just let them grow over as soon as I can take them out,” Chris said, turning as red as he could be. 

“No  way!  Man,  I  think  that’s  really  cool.  You  went  and  got  your  ear  double-pierced. Did you do both sides?” Grant asked. Before Chris could even answer, Grant reached up and pushed Chris’ hair back on the other side, revealing two pearl studs in his left ear. 

“Ouch! Take it easy, will you? They’re a still a little sore,” Chris said. 

“I’m  sorry,  but  Dude,  that  really  rocks.  I’ve  thought  about  it  many  times  but  I  always chickened out. Boy, you’re a hell of a lot braver than me. I was afraid guys would call me sissy and shit like that. That really looks cool on you but, why did you get girls studs? I mean I never saw  a  guy  with  pearl  studs,”  Grant  said  playing  dumb.  He  knew  full  well  that  this  was  his mother’s  doing.  She’d  told  Grant  several  weeks  ago  that  this  was  part  of  her  plan  to  make Chris into a sissy to cause him to fall out of favor with his father, allowing Grant to fill Chris’ role. 

Grant  knew  his  mother  was  really  persuasive  at  getting  what  she  wanted,  but  he  never dreamed she’d get this done so quickly. Heck, she wasn’t even married to Chris’ dad yet and the poor former athletic young man had a girl’s haircut, pierced ears—with cute pearl studs no less—and she already had him calling her Mother. He continued to do his part. He said, just loud enough for Chris’ father to hear him, “Did Dad see them yet, Chris?” 

Cal said, “Did Dad see what?” as he walked into the family room. 

Chris immediately said, “Nothing, Dad, Grant and I were just talking.” Chris started to hurry out of the room. 

Cal  got  up  and  started  over  to  where  the  boys  were.  “Chris,  come  back  here,  Son. I couldn’t hear you. Grant asked if I’d seen something yet. Is there something wrong, Son?” he asked. 

“No,  Dad,  everything  is  cool.  I’m  sorry  I  wasn’t  able  to  go  to  the  game.  I  was  running errands for Mom at the mall,” Chris said from the other room, just out of sight. 

“Chris, come here, Son. I haven’t even seen you in several days,” Cal said. Chris slowly began to walk back into the room, after brushing his hair down over his ears. 

“I’m sorry you weren’t here this afternoon to go to the ball…” He stopped in mid-sentence as he saw Chris walk through the door. “What the Hell did you do to your hair, Chris? For a second, I honestly thought you were a girl when you walked in,” Cal said. Chris turned quickly to run to his room. Tears filled his eyes. As he twisted around  quickly, his hair swished back, exposing his big round pearl studs. “Chris!” Cal raised his voice this time. “Get back in here!” he demanded. 

Chris came back and stood in front of his father, with his head and eyes down, unable to look him in the eye. The tears were now running down his cheeks as his father pushed his hair back on both sides to expose the four feminine-looking pearl studs. 

“What the Hell is going on with you, Chris? Have you turned gay on me? You look just like your sister used to. What’s this all about?” Cal demanded. 

Kate was listening from the hallway. She’d heard the whole conversation. Chris still hadn’t said a word yet. Just before Cal could ask a second  time for some kind of explanation, Kate stepped in. “Cal, please, can’t you see you’re embarrassing Chris? It was kind of my fault, He just wanted to look like most of the other boys his age. Don’t be so old-fashioned. It wasn’t his fault, he didn’t know that the piercing salon I took him too had run out of the plain starter studs. This is all the woman had available. I took Chris out for the two of us to do something special, because he felt so bad about missing the ball game. I felt bad because he missed it because of running errands for me. I had to beg him to let me take him out for us to do something 
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wild  and  crazy.  We  had  so  much  fun,  getting  to  know  each  other  better  and  bonding. Look, there’s no harm done here, nobody is hurt or disfigured. They will even grow over if the studs are left out,” she said. She walked over and hugged Cal, whispering in his ear, “Besides, I like them, I think he is cute with them in.” 

“That’s not the word for it, Katie. He’s pretty…girlishly pretty. Jesus, it startled the hell out  of  me  when  he  entered  the  room.  I  thought  he  was  Carrie,  his  sister.  I  thought  she was coming back to life or something,” Cal said. 

“Please,  Cal.  For  me?”  she  whispered  in  his  ear.  “He  already  felt  terribly  self-conscious  and  when  you  add  that  to  missing  the  game  with you,  he’s had a really bad day. This will all work itself out if you don’t make a big deal about it. Now go hug him and tell him it’s OK. I promise you, I’ll make it up to you tonight. I think that Chris was doing this to bond with me, to make me feel like I was welcome and was fitting in.” 

Cal  still  wasn’t  happy  about  his  son  looking  more  like  his  daughter.  Kate  knew  just how  to  work  him,  though,  and  she’d  just done  it again.  “Maybe  she’s  right.  It’s  not  that bad,  I  guess.  He’s  got  all  summer  before  he  really  needs  to  get  a  good  haircut,”  he thought. 

Cal walked over and pulled Chris to him. “I’m sorry, Chris, I really overreacted. It just took me by surprise, that’s all. For a minute I saw Carrie standing there and it freaked me out.  You  actually  look  pretty  good.  Kate’s  right,  I  see  more  boys  with  pierced  ears  and long hair these days than without. You don’t need to feel bad, Kate told me this was her idea  and  that  you  were  just  trying  to  please  her.  I  want  you  to  know  that  I  really appreciate that. It’s really good of you to make such an effort to accept her into our lives and  make  her  feel  wanted  and  needed.  I’m  glad  you  two  are  hitting  it  off  so  well.  You really did please her today, whatever you two did. So I thank you for making Kate happy.” Then Cal hugged Chris again and kissed him on the forehead. 

This left Chris feeling very confused and mixed-up. It was like Dad did a one hundred and eighty degree turn suddenly. Was he hearing Dad correctly? Was Dad telling him he wanted him to do whatever made Kate happy, no matter how it made Chris look? Chris desperately  wanted  to  make  his  father  happy.  He  wanted  to  please  his  dad  so  Grant wouldn’t replace him in his eyes. He would really have to try to make Kate happy, which would then please Dad. Kate would then talk Chris up to his dad, about how sweet and caring  Chris  was  towards  her.  Everyone  would  be  happy,  and  it  would  all  have  started with him. 

Kate  stood  there,  grinning  and  feeling  this  just  couldn’t  have  turned  out  any  better. She  could  plainly  see  that  she  had  both  of  them  thinking  that  they  were  pleasing  her, therefore pleasing each other. 

Chris was still a little unsure of what to think or how he really felt about everything that had  happened  that  day.  Once  in  his  room,  he  looked  at  his  image  in  the  mirror  on  his closet door. He shook his head back and forth a couple of times. He watched as his soft shiny  hair  swished  right,  then  left  with  each  turn  of  his  head,  each  time  exposing  those big pearl studs in  his ears. Then he pushed the hair back on the right side. He couldn’t get  over  how  big  the  pearl  balls  were.  There  was  no  way  they  could  be  described  as anything  but  girlish  and  feminine.  He  shook  his  head  once  more  and  his  hair automatically fell right back into the position it had been cut and styled into. 

It framed his face and curled under his chin. “Good God! Dad was right,” he said softly to himself, “I really do look more like Carrie than Chris now.” 

Just then Grant walked in. “Hey, Brother, I’ll say this for you, you sure have balls,” he said. “I sure wouldn’t have the guts to let Dad see me looking like that. He seemed to be pretty cool about it, though, and there’s no doubt that you scored big with Mom and made her very happy for some reason. She sure has taken to you quickly. 

“I’m not kidding, it almost makes me a little jealous, because she’s never paid that much attention to me or fussed over me the way she does with you,” he lied. “It’s really great to see her  this  happy.  It  really  does  look  like  we  are  beginning  to  turn  into  a family,”  Grant  said, grinning. 

He wanted to rub it in some more about the ball game, but Mom had explicitly told him not to tease Chris about that anymore; she wanted to give Chris only positive rein - forcement on his  feminine  activities  and  behaviors.  Kate  told  Grant  to  just  be  patient  and  give  her  time  to work  her  plan.  She  told  him  this  wouldn’t  take  long  as  Chris  seemed  to  be  starved  for attention.  He  also  had  a  very  suggestive  personality.  “You  just  do  your  part  and  play  up  to Daddy and you are going to have it made very soon. Plus you’ll have a new sister to wait on you, hand and foot, when I get done with her.” 

Two nights before the wedding, Kate called both of the boys into the family room. She told them she wanted to check their fingernails, haircuts and general appearances. First, she did Grant’s nails and eyebrows.  She pretended to be plucking hairs from his brows.  To make it look  good,  she  pinched  his  skin  every  so  often  to  make  him  yell  out,  but  she  never  really pulled  a  single  hair  out.  Next,  she  had  him  soak  his  fingers  in  a  bowl  of  solution.  Then  she clipped and shaped his nails and pretended to paint his nails with a clear sealer. It was really just  sugar  water.  She  winked  and  told  him,  ‘Now  hold  your  fingers  out  and  don’t  touch anything until that dries. If you smear them, so help me, I’ll do them over again in bright red.” She winked at Grant, who played along and waved his fingers to dry. 

Next,  she  told  Chris  to  sit  on  the  stool  in  front  of  her.  “Hold  very  still,  Honey,  so  I  don’t pinch yo ur skin, I’m just going to shape your eyebrows a little, like I did to Grant’s. Yours look like wild bushes. I’m not changing them much and it won’t take long, Honey,’ she said, then started to pluck away at his thick brows. The stinging brought tears to his eyes as she worked away thinning and shaping, one hair at a time. Kate got a little more carried away that she’d intended. After going back and forth, saying she was trying to make them even, Chris ended up with a rather thin, arched line over each eye. She applied a cream of some sort to the sore, burning skin over each eye. In a short while, it did stop the burning considerably. 

Next, she soaked his fingers in the same solution she’d used on Grant, but she did a lot different job on Chris’ nails than she’d done on Grant’s. First, Kate didn’t cut Chris’ nails at all, but  filed  them  to  a  pointed  oval.  She  then  used  an  orange  stick  to  push  back  his  cuticles, making the nails look bigger and longer. Then she applied a real clear sealer coat to his nails which would make them hard and unlikely to break. After that dried, she applied 

 

Page - 18 

Copyright by Reluctant Press. All Rights Reserved 

 

a  light  pink  color,  that  would  get  darker  when  it  dried  thoroughly.  When  Chris  started  to complain,  she  told  him  that  for  her  special  day  she  wanted  them  both  to  look  their  very best. 

Chris didn’t get a chance to dwell on his new looks, as Kate took both of the boys out to eat, then to pick up their tuxes. As they were driving, Kate told Chris, “Your lips look all dried out, Honey, I’ve told you before to keep a Chapstick with you and use it frequently. Here, use this one and put it in your pocket.” 

Without  a  mirror,  he  opened  the  top,  gave  it  a  twist  and  rubbed  it  across  his  lips.  It made  them feel  better,  but  left  them  a nice  soft  pink  and  shiny.  He  wondered  the  entire afternoon why it appeared that several young men and even some older ones, looked at him and smiled. It was as if they were checking out a hot girl. The three completed their tasks and it appeared that everything was now ready for the big day. 

That  night  as  Chris  went  in  to  brush  his  teeth  and  get  ready  for  bed,  he  saw  his femininely-shaped  eyebrows  for  the  first  time.  Under  the  light  of  the  vanity  mirror,  he noticed  the  pink  nails  and  that  his  lips  appeared  somewhat  pinker  than  normal.  At  first glance, he couldn’t believe that he was looking at himself. Even without a bit of makeup, his  hair,  his  eyebrows  and  those  big  pearl  studs  made  him  look  like  a  girl,  and  a  very good-looking girl at that. 

“What the Hell is she trying to do to me...and why?” he said out loud. He looked back into  the  mirror.  Chris  found  himself  thinking  how  his  hair  and  these  arched  eyebrows made his boyish face appear, well, feminine. He no longer looked boyish or even like the same person he had been. His eyes looked bigger and his face looked longer and thinner. He tried several times to change his hair but, just as before, it fell right back in place be-cause of  the cut and style. He  thought  about  getting out  some scissors and cutting it all off. Before he did it though, Chris took both hands and pushed all of his hair straight back. Holding  it  like  that,  he  found  that  he  looked  even  more  conspicuous  and  strange.  He thought his eyebrows stood out even more that way. He let his hair fall back in place. The new eyebrows didn’t stand out quite as much. 

Finally the day of the wedding came. Everyone was running around getting ready for the  big  event.  Chris  had  showered  and  shampooed  with  the  new  shampoo  and conditioner  Kate  had  gotten  just  for  him  and  told  him  to  use  both  daily.  As  he  began  to dress, he took out the pink shirt that came with the tux. It felt very strange as he pulled it onto his back. He fumbled with the small buttons and realized that they on the wrong side and  that  the  material  of  the  shirt  was  cool  and  slippery  against  his  skin.  As  he  started getting the buttons closed, he was disappointed with the lacy material in the front and on the cuffs. He thought he looked ridiculous. Just then, the door opened  and Grant walked in.  Chris noticed that Grant’s shirt was blue and that his didn’t have all that frilly lace all over it like Chris’ did. 

They  finished  dressing  and  left  with  little  time  to  spare.  As  they  all  arrived  at  the church,  the  first  thing  that  Chris  noticed  was  that  D ad’s  shirt  was  blue  and  matched Grants perfectly, while his pink shirt matched Kate’s dress just as perfectly! They rushed, getting into the spots they practiced the night before. Kate had decided that their two boys would be their witnesses. She thought it would be even more special if Grant stood up for Cal and Chris stood up for Kate. Then they’d be a real family. 

Just before the wedding began, Grant said, “Man, my lips are really chapped and dry.” He took out some Chapstick and rubbed it across his lips. “You want some too?” he asked Chris. 

“Yah, sure, thanks,” Chris said. What he didn’t know was that Grant had quickly switched the  tubes  of  Chapstick.  He  handed  the  switched  tube  to  Chris  who  applied  it  liberally  on his upper and lower lips. Then he mashed his lips together to spread it around. He could feel the difference  right  away.  What  he  didn’t  know  was  that  his  now  very  pink  lips  matched  Kate’s perfectly. 

Grant smiled and said, “Keep it, I have another one in my pocket.” 

They  walked  in  and  took  their  positions  in  the  church.  Chris  noticed  that  he  and  Kate matched  in  color  and  look;  Grant  and  Dad  looked  alike  and  matched  too.  Chris  just  didn’t realize just how much he and Kate looked alike until after the pictures were taken of the new Bri de and Groom and the four new family members, when he went into the men’s room. While washing his hands, he got his first look at his pink lips that almost perfectly matched his shirt; in  the bathroom light, his nails matched as well.  At  first  he thought  a girl  was standing there looking back from the mirror. He couldn’t believe his own eyes. 

When he came back out, Kate saw Cal looking at Chris. Before he could say anything, she put her hand on his inner thigh, rubbed it back and forth and said, “Please don’t make a big deal about his looks tonight. If you continue to criticize him, it will only get worse. You’ll drive him away from you and possibly make things a lot worse! Please let me handle it. I think I can help  Chris  get  over  this  and  get  back  to  normal.  It’s  been  a  long  time  without  the  love  and affection of a mother for Chris; I think he’s mixed-up, confused and reaching out. He misses the feminine touch that only a mother can give. I believe that I can give him that. 

“Besides, every male at some point growing up tries on his mother’s or sister’s clothing out of curiosity. He will outgrow it, but, if you embarrass him, he might rebel and do it just to spite you. I’ll keep a close eye on him and it will all turn out just fine. School will start soon and he’ll want to stop it then.” 

“I don’t…” Cal never finished his thought as Kate pressed her lips to his. She held the kiss long and passionately. She rubbed his groin, then whispered in his ear again. “Cal, let Mother handle  this.  It’s  going  to  be  just  fine,”  she  said  and  kissed  him  again.  “Tonight  in  our Honeymoon bed, I’ll make you forget we even have kids,” she promised. 

The four of them loaded up their motor home and headed off. It was to be a combination family getaway and mini-honeymoon. Cal and Kate were planning to go on a real honeymoon later in the year. 

Weeks earlier, Kate had started giving the boys and Cal vitamins every day. Unbeknownst to any of them,  Chris’  were  different.  She had to come up with creative excuses about why Chris’ were different from Cal’s and Grant’s. Also every chance Kate had, she would rub some special collagen cream on Chris’ lips. She was very clever and ingenious about the ways she came  up  with  to  get  him  to  let  her  put  it  on.  “Hold  still,  Honey.  I  have  this  lip  salve  that’s medicated and will heal your lips, plus it taste like berries.” 

Kate backed off and didn’t push so hard to make him dress overly feminine over the next several months. The female hormones were hard at work on the inside, though. 
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Rather,  she  concentrated  on  subtle  changes  in  his  mind  and  his mannerisms,  which were becoming slowly more feminine. Cal noticed these things, but kept quiet and let Kate handle  it. He  still didn’t  like the boy’s hairstyle or earrings and it seemed like Chris’ eye brows  were  never  going  to  grow  back  in.  (Kate  was  keeping  them  that  way  with  weekly grooming.)  Eventually,  everyone  who  saw  him  got  used  to  them  and  accepted  him  that way. The longer hair and arched eyebrows just became a part of who Chris was. 

Kate watched with pride as Chris’ lips slowly but surely became fuller and fuller; they looked  almost  puffed  up.  The  vitamins  (hormones)  he’d  been  taking  for  months  now began  to  change  his  mind  and  his  body.  He  was  generally  calmer  now  than  before, although  he  was  a  little  more  emotional  at  times.  On  occasion,  he  experience unexplainable mood swings. Now, after five full months of hormones, he was beginning to feel  an  itchy  feeling  in  his  slightly  puffy  and  swollen  breasts. He’d noticed over the past couple of weeks some tenderness and itching, especially when he showered. He couldn’t stand  directly  under  the  spray  while  it  was  directed  at  his  chest.  He  now  felt  a  strange sensation and sensitivity when his T-shirt rubbed on his chest. It made his nipple get rock hard, and it stayed that way all day long as he did his chores around the house. 

Chores. That was another change. He realized that all of his chores consisted of the domestic type, like doing the laundry, sweepin g, making his bed and Grant’s, cleaning the bathrooms and vacuuming. If that wasn’t enough, Kate now assigned him to help Anna in the kitchen, learning to cook and bake and cleaning up afterwards. 

At  the  same  time,  dear  Grant  only  had  to  mow  the  lawn,  take  the  garbage  out,  and sometimes wash the car. But, the worst of all was that Dad began to take Grant to work with him. He gave him little jobs doing things around the office, usually computer work or research, things that got him familiar with Dad’s business. 

That  really  hurt  Chris’ feelings;  he felt  he  should  be  the  one  going  to  the  office  with Dad.  Chris  had  no  idea  that  Kate  was  behind  all  of  this.  She’d  been  putting  the  idea  in Cal’s head each night while in bed. She teased and pleased him physically, all the time planting the idea that Grant was his son now too and was the older of the two boys. Cal would mention that Chris should get a chance too! Then Kate would tell him that Chris al - ready had plans that day or that she really needed him to help her. She always came up with  an  excuse  which  prevented him from  going  to  work  with  Cal.  She assured  him  that she’d keep Chris busy doing something constructive. 

Cal  legally  adopted  Grant  as  his  own  son;  he  was  now  officially  Grant  Green.  As school started that fall, Chris got one hell of a surprise the very first day. He found that his main college prep classes had been changed. He didn’t know it but Kate had had them changed for a considerable sum of cash. To his horror, he found he was now enrolled in Art, Study Hall, Typing, Health and Hygiene, Home Economics and English. 

Chris immediately went  to the school office to dispute this scheduling error, and was told that his own letter and signature requested the changes. There were no openings in any of his original classes, so he couldn’t change back again. He hurried home. Dad was not home. Kate said he was going to be out of town for a couple of days. He told her what had  happened  and  said  he  wasn’t  going  to  school  at  all  if  he  had  to  take  those  stupid classes. Kate told him that she’d go with him tomorrow to try to straighten it all out. 

The next day they stood in the office again. The principal showed Kate the request let - ter. “I was given this letter asking for these changes. I’ve checked and all of the classes he was originally    scheduled    for    are 
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completely  filled.  There’s  nothing 

I  can  do,  Mrs.  Green,”  the 

principal told her with regret. 

“Honey,  you  go  on  to  your 

first  class  and  I’ll  see  what  we 

can do to get this changed.” Kate 

said. A dejected Chris walked off 

to  Art  class  with  his  head  down, 

feeling ridicules. His hair was still 

long  and  silky  in  that  same  bob 

style.  His  pearl  studs  were  now 

replaced    with    half-inch    gold 

hoops  on  the  bottom  and  a 

diamond stud in the top hole. His 

eye - brows still had a permanent 

arch  in  them.  He’d  let  Kate  talk 

him  into  forming  bangs  in  the 

front to somewhat cover and hide 

the  thinly  arched  brows,  which 

never seemed to grow back. 

Kate  informed  the  principle 

that she wanted Chris to keep his 

current  class  schedule.  She 

handed the principal an envelope 

with  a  large  sum  of  cash  in  it. 

“Just  keep  Chris  where  he  is,  I’ll 

tell  him  that  you  and  I  talked  at 

length  about  changing  him  back 

to his prep classes, but it couldn’t 

be done. Right?” she smiled. 

The  principal  was  about  to 

hand the money back as he took 

it  out  of  the  envelope.  He  began 

to  thumb  through  the  stack.  It 

was all $100.00 bills. 

“Yes,  360  of  them,  Mr.  Hart.  That’s  $6,000.00  per  class.  Now  I’m  sure  that  $36,000.00 would  buy  you  and  Mrs.  Hart  a  very  nice  vacation  somewhere  no?”  Kate  said,  smiling  and looking him in the eyes as he put the cash back in the envelope and put the envelope into his breast pocket. 

He  looked up at  Kate and said,  “I see no problem with a student getting the classes he needs to help him prepare for his future. A mother always 
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knows what’s best for her child,” he said, smiling back at Kate. “No, I’m afraid I can’t help Chris switch back.” 

Halfway  told  the  teacher  that  he wouldn’t  be  in  this  class  after  his  mother  got  his schedule  fixed.  “There’s  nothing  wrong  with  art  but  I’m  supposed  to  be  in  an  advanced college prep curriculum. Someone made an error in my class scheduling,” he told her. An office  aid  entered  the  room  and  gave  the  teacher  a  note.  She  read  the  note  and  called Chris up to her desk. “Chris, Mr. Hart needs to see you in his office,” she said, handing him the note. “If you’ll follow Miss Jones here, she will escort you to his office.” 

“Good,  I told  you there was a big mistake on someone’s part,” he said, following the aide out the door. 

Upon arrival, the secretary told him to go ahead into Mr. Hart’s office. Kate had already left  the  building.  Before  Chris  could  even  sit  down,  Mr.  Hart  said.  “Chris,  I  was  really surprised  when  I  first  heard  about  your  request  for  a  change  in  your  classes.  You  have always been a very good student. At first I thought it was a joke. Now that I see how you’ve changed  your  appearance,  though,  I  guess  you  must  have  had  a  change  in  your  career goals as well. I guess the classes you’ve chosen do make sense. 

“We try to do everything possible to assist our students to achieve their career goals without being judgmental about their lifestyles. Being a homemaker isn’t for everyone but, it’s  a  very  noble  pursuit.  Our  world  truly  needs  more  homemakers.  It’s  not  an  easy  job,” Principal Hart said with a straight face. 

Chris was shocked and couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “But Sir, I didn’t ask for any change. I want my college prep classes back very much. There is no way I’ll ever get in college with these damned sissy girl classes. There’s been a huge mistake. I’m a guy and I don’t want be in some stupid Suzy Homemaker classes,” Chris almost barked out at Mr. Hart. 

“Well Chris,  I don’t know  why  you are  dressing like a girl then,  but  the fact  is, this is your signature making the request for secretarial training or homemaker classes. There is no room left  in  any of the classes the you were originally scheduled for. With the current budget cuts, we are at 100% capacity in every one of them at this time. The only one we could change was your study hall, so we moved you into a shorthand class with Mrs. Piper. Your mother seemed to think that you may be able to use this training someday working in your father’s firm, as a secretary maybe?” Mr. Hart told the bewildered youth. 

He couldn’t believe this could be really happening to him. He’d worked so hard to ex  - cel and had made it to 3rd in his class last year. Now he was the only boy in every class but two:  Typing and English. When he got home,  he went  straight to Kate, as fast as his legs would carry him. 

“Kate,  I  mean  Mom,  they  didn’t  change  my  classes  back,  none  of  them.  What  am I going to do?” he pleaded. 

“I know, Sweetie, Mr. Hart told me. I talked to Daddy about it on the phone when I got back home. I’m really sorry, Honey, but, it looks as though you are just going to have to 

make the best of it for the time being. Daddy says as far as he’s concerned, this might suit you very  well.  He  said  perhaps  it  will  prepare  you  to  work  in  his  office  after  getting  training  in shorthand  and  typing  and  computer  skills.  Actually  Chris,  Daddy  said  as  far  as  he  was concerned, these classes are probably well-suited to the way you act and look lately,” she lied. 

 

This hurt him deeply. He’d let his father down and Dad now thought of him as a sissy or something. Chris’ poor mind was totally mixed up and confused. He thought he was pleasing his father by making Kate happy. He thought that by giving in to Kate, letting her have her way about his hair, clothes and appearance that he was making her happy too. It seemed that no matter what he did, it was the wrong choice. He kept looking worse and worse in his father’s eyes, while that damned sneaky Grant continued to win favor in Dad’s eyes. 

Chris turned and walked off, feeling as low as he’d ever been. In his room, he stood be -fore the mirror and took a good look at himself, “Good Lord,” he said out loud. “Just look at me! No wonder Dad is so disgusted with me. I look more like a girl than half of the actual girls I know,” he said in shame. “That’s it. I have to get control of my own life again. I love Kate and I don’t want to go against her wishes, but damn it, I’m a guy. If she can’t love me that way, she can turn her own son into a prissy little girl. I’m going to start acting like a man again,” he said, turning his head and seeing his long silky hair swish out and then fall perfectly back into place. The bangs  were  resting  right  at  his highly  arched  and  thin  eyebrows.  He  could  see  the gold rings in his ears. He noted his now puffy full lips. Then as his eyes traveled down his front, he noted the two lumps in his shirt where his hard nipples and swollen breasts were pushing the material out. 

“Dear  God!  How  did  this  happen  to me?  My  clothes  are  starting  to  all  fit funny  and feel weird on my body. Something is definitely wrong. My chest itches and is sore and swol len. I’m not going to let Kate do anything else to me. As soon as I can get my damned eye - brows to grow out again, I’m getting all my hair cut off,” he told himself with great conviction. 

Chris  thought  that  maybe  a  hot  shower  would  make  him  feel  better.  He  undressed  and stepped into his shower. The hot  hard spray from the shower head felt great.  It immediately began to relax him. Then as he stepped back to allow the spray to hit his chest, he jumped! It was just too sensitive on his swollen breasts. He grabbed the shampoo and applied it liberally to  his  head.  He  could  smell  the  sweet  flowery  odor  right  away.  He  rinsed  it  out  and  did  a second application, as Kate had taught him to do. It was instinctive now; he didn’t even realize that he was doing this. He rinsed again, then added a cream rinse. He rubbed it in and waited a couple of minutes before rinsing it off. 

Next he grabbed the body wash, unaware that Kate had replaced the bottle’s contents with a depilatory cream and soap solution. For weeks, she’d been preparing for this time by firmly instructing him over and over not to use soap or body wash on his hair. She preached that it would  strip  all  the  life  out  of  his  hair  and  make  it  unruly  and  unmanageable.  So  he  put  the body wash in a sponge and began to wash all over his body. He scrubbed it on every inch of his body except his head before stepping into the spray and rinsing if off. He repeated this act, then was shocked to look down and see body hair all over the floor of the tub. 
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His  body  was  completely  free  of  hair,  other  then  hi s  head.  “Shit,  what  next?”  he exclaimed. He didn’t have long to wait long to find out. 

His new big brother Grant had decided things were moving along too slow. He’d had a few ideas of his own. He’d acquired several pieces of very frilly lingerie and other feminine pieces of clothing, carefully slipped into Chris’ room and put them all over. He put some of the items in Chris’ dresser drawers, some under the bed, some just showing from between the mattress and box spring. Even more of the feminine clothing had been put in his closet and  several  other  places  with  just  enough  sticking  out  to  be  seen.  He’d  also  snuck  into Kate’s room and taken some of her very best lingerie and hid it in Chris’ room. One of her brand  new  bras  was  under  his  sink.  Just  a  hint  of  red  lace  was  showing  from  under  the cabinet door. 

Chris wasn’t even aware of any of this yet as he was still thinking about how sensitive his chest felt under the spray of the shower. Once again he found himself standing in front of the bathroom mirror, examining his changing body and the weird sensations he now felt. With  his  hair  still  wet  and  brushed  back,  he  began  to  recognize  the  face  of  what  looked very much like a young woman, The arched brows were now not hidden by his bangs, nor were his golden hoop earrings or his full pouty lips. 

He  stood  there  with  a  towel  wrapped  around  his  waist,  looking  at  his  reflection  in disbelief.  He  looked  down  and  saw  the  puffy  area  around  each  nipple.  For  the  very  first time,  he  noticed  how  the  circle  around  his  nipples  appeared  to  be  twice  as  big  as  he remembered  and  the  color  was  much  darker  than  normal.  He  reached  down,  lightly touched one of his breasts, and shivered as a tickling, warm feeling shot through his chest. He looked down and suddenly caught just a hint of the red lace sticking out from the vanity door. 

He bent down and pulled the bright red material out of the door. As it came fully into view, he recognized it as a bra, a very soft silky bra with lace trim and insets on the cups. He couldn’t get over how soft and cool the slippery material felt to his touch. Without even thinking,  Chris  held  the  silky  material  against  his  breasts.  He  moved  it  back  and  forth. A feeling of pure ecstasy coursed through his chest and sent chills down his spine. 

“Oh, what’s the big deal?  I  wonder what  it feels like to wear one of these.  Everyone seems to be treating me like a damned girl anyway. I might as well dress like one. What can  it  hurt?”  he  said  to  himself  as  he  struggled  with  the  silky  brassiere.  He  finally  got  it hooked  behind  his  back.  He  pulled  it  side  to  side  and  down  over  his  own  small  cone-shaped skin. He could not fill the cups up, but as it was tight enough to push some of his skin together, it felt quite nice when he got his small breasts settled into the cups. 

He  looked  back  into the mirror,  and  was  again  shocked at  the  image  staring  back  at him. He turned right, then left, examining his profile. It was weird but somewhat stimulating at the same time. His penis grew under the towel as he watched the feminine image move about before his eyes. 

Then he opened the drawer on his vanity where he found several different tubes and jars and creams and brushes. Kate had been putting them in there for a couple of weeks now, beginning about the same time she’d started slipping CD’s with subliminal messages into his music collection. Something in his unconscious mind took over control of his 

hands. Before he realized what he was doing, his hand took the top off the lipstick and twisted the tube, exposing the bright red strawberry lipstick. 

 

His  hand  glided  the  red  tube  across  both  his  upper  and  lower  lips.  Then  he  mashed  his lips together, spreading the bright red creamy color evenly across both lips. This heightened the feminine image in the mirror. His pulse was almost doubled now and the towel around his waist was standing straight out. He couldn’t tear his eyes away form the image in the mirror. Suddenly,  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  he  picked  up  a  shadow.  Looking  up  into  the  mirror again, he almost fainted from shock and surprise. There behind him stood Kate! 

He  tried  desperately  to  wipe  the  red  from  his  lips.  Then  he  remembered  the  bra,  and fought like hell trying to get it unhooked, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t find the hook. 

“I was wondering where all my good lingerie was disappearing to. It was you…Chris - tine. I’m  really  shocked.  You’ve  struggled  so  hard  to  convince  me  that  you  were  a  man  and  not a girl  or  a  sissy  and  here  you  are,  wearing  my  favorite  silk  and  lace  bra,  and  putting  on li pstick,” she said. 

Chris continued to twist and turn, trying to unhook the clasp of the bra. 

“Christine,  stop.  You  don’t  have  to  pretend,  Sweetheart.  It’s  OK.  I  think  your  true  feel -

ings and desires are finally out, Honey. Daddy and I support you if this is what you want. Just the other day, your dad and I agreed that you were becoming very open about your feminine leanings,” Kate said. 

“But Mom, that’s not true, I don’t want to be a girl. This isn’t what it looks like. I found this stuff under my sink vanity. I just wondered what one of these felt like, so I tried it on. Really, that’s all it was,” he tried to explain 

“Sure,  Christine,  and  how  did  it  get  in  here  in  the  first  place?  You  have  all  of  my  good lingerie and clothes all over your room. Did they all just walk into your room and try to hide? It’s OK, Christine, you don’t have to lie, I know how good these soft silky items all feel against your skin. Why do you think women buy them?” she told him. 

Kate  took  Chris’  arm  and  turned  him  back  to  the  mirror.  “Did  a  fairy  sneak  in  here  and paint your lips bright red like this? Just look in the mirror, Christine. Is that the face of a real man, or a sweet young lady? A very cute and beautiful young lady, I might add. Why not just admit it? You look like a girl, you feel like a girl. You even think more like a girl everyday. Deep in your heart, you want to be a girl. If that’s what it will take to make you happy, then you are going to get your chance to find out,” Kate said. Then she kissed his cheek and walked out of the room. 

Chris followed Kate out the door, protesting that he didn’t want anything to do with any of this. “Mom! Please unhook this thing! I can’t reach it and I want it off,” he pleaded. ‘You can just leave it on, Chrissie. You might just as well start getting used to one of those, as you are going to be needing it everyday from now on,” she told him. 
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“Please don’t do this! I don’t know what made me try this on. I was messing around and wondered what one felt like. I don’t like it, it’s too tight. Honest to God, I never have had any desire to be a girl. I’ll never touch these things again. Ever!” Chris begged. Kate just kept walking. 

Kate stopped and turned to face Chris. “Chrissie honey, face it, you already are a girl. You are just now starting to realize it yourself. Be honest, Honey,  I think you really liked what you saw in that mirror when I came in the room a few minutes ago. No more arguing. You took my clothes and makeup and i t looks like you’ve been wearing them a lot. Now you are going to get a chance to live your dream. We will see how you like it 24 / 7 for a few  months.  I  think  you’ll  find  that  being  a  lady  is  a  lot  more  work  then  just  putting  on some  feminine  clothing  and a  little  makeup,”  she  told  the  shocked  and  embarrassed youth. 

“The really ironic thing is that I was coming in here to tell you we could go and get your hair  cut  tomorrow.  I  thought  since  you  dressed  like  I  asked  you  to  for  the  wedding  and have stayed this way, maybe it was time to let you dress like a man again. After all you’re 18 now. I can’t keep you like a child forever, or so I thought. I know it hasn’t always been easy on you  with the teasing you take from some of the other kids,  but  that’s irrelevant now.  You  have  made  your  choice  by  your  own  actions.  We  will  now  help  you  fulfill  that strong desire you have to be your true feminine self,” Kate told him. 

“Here you go, put this blouse on; you can’t run around the house in only your bra and a towel. He re are panties that match the bra. You’ll have to learn about coordinating your lingerie and your outfits from now on, Honey,” Kate said. 

“I…I won’t do this, Mother. I’m a grown man almost, and I don’t have any desire to act like, dress like, or be a girl,” he said defiantly and threw the blouse on the bed. 

“Oh yes you will, Chrissie darling. You’ll do it right now or I’ll turn you over my knee and blister your little ass. You asked for this and now you’ve got it,” she threatened him. 

Chris  started  to  argue  further.  Before  the  words  left  his  mouth,  Kate  pulled  him over her  lap  as  if  he  were  a  little  child.  Chris  couldn’t  believe  her  strength  or  his  own  lack thereof.  He  was  never  musclebound  or  extremely  strong,  but,  he  never  thought  this woman could toss him around so easily. 

Kate ripped the towel off of him and began spanking his bare bottom very hard. Chris fought  to  hold  back  the  tears,  but  slowly  he  lost  the  battle  to  the  sharp  pain  from  the stinging blows landing on his tender behind. 

Kate picked up a stiff hairbrush when her hand began to hurt too much. Chris was now bawling uncontrollably, begging her to stop. Kate asked him if he was going to do as he was told  without  argument. His answer was not  convincing enough,  so Kate kept up the assault on his bare butt, which was turning beet red. 

Finally,  he  couldn’t  take  any  more  and  yelled  out,  “OK,  yes  Mom,  I  promise  I’ll  do whatever you say. Anything, I promise,” he cried out. 

“OK, tell me that you are a girl,” Kate demanded. 
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Through tear-filled eyes, Chris mumbled, “I’m a girl.” 

“Not good enough. I want to hear you say it like you mean it,” Kate snarled. 

“OK!  Mother,  I’m  a  girl.  I’m  your  new  daughter,  and  I’m  glad  that  you  are  helping  me become that girl,” he said with more conviction. 

Chris  then  pulled  on  the  high-cut  brief  silk  panties  and  shivered  as  they  slid  up  his  now hairless legs. Kate again handed him the pink blouse. This time he pulled it on, experiencing the same feelings the panties had caused only moments ago. Next she told him to sit down on the bench stool at the vanity. She took out a new pair of pantyhose and showed him how to roll  them  up  all  the  way  down  to  the  toe,  then  slowly  start  pulling  them  into  place  by  rolling them up his legs. She stopped him at the knee and had him do the same with the left leg and to just alternate legs until they were fully in place. 

Next came a short little miniskirt; the material was loose and tickled the back of his thighs as it brushed softly against his nylon-clad legs. Then Kate handed him a pair of 2” high heels. It suddenly dawned on Chris that these clothes Kate was making him put on actually fit better than his own clothes had fit him lately. He wasn’t used to having some - thing this tight around his chest and the straps seemed to cut into his shoulders just slightly. That appeared to help, though, because now his breasts didn’t hurt when he walked or stepped up or down the stairs. 

“Why, why are you doing this to me? I think you know that I didn’t bring these items into my room and leave them here, and I certainly didn’t take money from my own father. I don’t know why anyone would do this, but, I never wanted to be a girl or even wear girls clothing,” Chris said rather timidly. 

“You expect me to believe what you’re saying, when I just stood and watched you not only put the clothes on? I also watched you put lipstick on your own pretty lips! Honey, you don’t have  to  be  afraid  or  ashamed.  I’ve  been  telling  Daddy  over  the  past  months  that  this  is probably  where  you  were  heading.  He  was  quite  upset  at  first,  thinking  that  his  only  son wouldn’t want to go to ball games or join him in his business and take over some day when he retires. We don’t want  you to  worry though,  because we’ve talked about  this a lot.  I  believe that he is coming around and is completely cool about the subject now. After all, you are still his child and he wants you to be happy and be yourself. Plus, having Grant around now to fill in for you as his son is helping a lot. 

“Honey, you are just too pretty to be a boy anyway. You’re going to be so much hap - pier now, you just wait and see. No more stress from pretending to be a tough macho guy. You will now be free to just be yourself and I intend to spoil and pamper you a lot. You and I are going to be so close from now on. 

“Now  that  you  are  ‘out,’  so  to  speak,  I’m  going  to  start  by  getting  you  into  a  good  girls’ school this Fall. You and I will visit a health and beauty spa at this wonderful resort I just read about. Two full weeks of being spoiled and pampered and waited on hand and foot. You’ll see first  hand how the ladies in  upper society live.” Kate grinned, enjoying his dis  -  comfort and shock as she told him what was coming in his near future. 

“Daddy and Grant can just fend for themselves those two weeks, going to ball games or fishing or what ever dull things guys do while their women are away,” Kate said, teasing 
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him even more, knowing it was killing him to think that Grant was taking over for him with his father. 

“Please Kate, I mean Mom, don’t make me go downstairs like this.” he said, looking as though he might faint. 

“Christine,  this  is  who  you  are  now.  It’s  obviously  who  you’ve  always  wanted  to  be and probably were meant to be. It’s not going to change or go away, Dear, so you need to just get comfortable with it and be yourself. We are your family here, and we will all sup - port and love you, Baby. Sooner or later, Daddy and Grant are going to see you anyway, so just suck it up, be a big girl. Let’s get it  over with, so we can get on with life around here!”  Kate  said,  taking  his  hand  and  pulling  him  to  his  feet  and  out  and  down  the hallway. 

Chris’ mind was spinning so fast that he completely forgot he was wearing high heels. It was all he could do to stay upright on his feet, as Kate pulled him towards the stairway. His mind was numb as he descended the stairs, moving slowly step by step almost out of instinct. Just as they reached the bottom of the stairs, Dad had entered and was standing there going through the mail on the table. 

Cal looked up and saw the beautiful young lady standing with his wife. At first glance, he  thought  it  must  be  a  friend  of  Chris  or  Grant.  Suddenly  he  realized  she  had  an uncanny  resemblance  to  his  late  former  wife  and  daughter.  The  more  he  looked,  the more the image grew stronger in his mind. It was as if he was seeing his late wife again back  in  her teens,  when  they  had first  met.  A  very  strange  sensation  swept  through his whole body. “Camille,” he said. 

Chris  lowered  his  head,  unable  to  look  his  father  in  the  eyes.  He  was  totally embarrassed and thought his Dad was surely going to light into him. 

“Calvin, Honey, aren’t you even going to greet your daughter, Christine? She’s been waiting for you to get home all afternoon. Cal, please close your mouth and stop staring. She  already  feels  very  self-conscious.  It  took  a  lot  of  courage for  Chrissie  to  reveal  her true self to her family. I’ve told her that we would love her and support her, in any lifestyle she chose. Can’t you at least tell her how very nice she looks?” Kate said, loving every minute of this extremely awkward moment for both father and child. 

“Yes,  yes,  of  course. Chris…you…you…are  beautiful.  I…I  had  no  idea  that  you  felt this strongly about this decision or that you could look like…like…” Cal said before Kate cut him off in mid-sentence. 

“It’s OK, you can say it. Yes, Christine looks like a carbon copy of his mother in her youth.  I’ve  seen  the  pictures  and  I  heartily  agree.  Chrissie  is  just  as  beautiful  and feminine as Camille was,” she said. 

Just then the door opened and Grant walked in with Ben Stout, a friend from school. “Hey, everyone. Mom, Dad, this is Ben, a friend of mine from school. We were thinking of taking in a movie at the mall,” Grant said, wondering who this  totally hot babe standing with Mom and Dad was. Surely she wasn’t here for Chris. 

“Grant,  don’t  be  so  rude.  Aren’t  you  going  to  introduce  your  friend  to  your  sister, Christine?” Kate smiled and pointed towards Chris. 

Grant almost choked, as he had to literally bite his tongue for a moment. “Oh yes,” he said, trying  to  compose  himself  as  he  saw  the  look  in  his  mother’s  eyes.  “Sorry.  Ben,  this  is  my sister Christine, or Chrissie as we call her,” he said, trying not to bust out laughing. 

Both  Ben and  Chris  turned bright  Red.  “Hi,  Chrissie.  I’m  glad  to meet  you.  I  didn’t  even know  that  Grant  had  a  sister,  and  we’ve  been  friends  over  a  year  now.  Boy,  Grant,  some friend you are, keeping a beautiful girl like Chrissie here a secret from your friends. Or didn’t you  think  I  was  good  enough  for  your  sister?”  Ben  said  jokingly.  He  winked  at  Chris,  not having a clue about her true identity. 

“Hello,  Ben,” Chris said, sticking his small hand out  to shake Ben’s hand.  “Nice  to meet you too,” he said and shook hands with Ben. “Please excuse me. I have some things to do in my room,” Chris said. 

“Wait a minute, Christine,” Kate said. “Grant, I don’t know what your plans are, but would it be an imposition for your sister to go with you? I think your father and I are going out to dinner and we get so little time alone anymore. I’d appreciate it very much and the treat would be on us. I wouldn’t feel right leaving poor Chrissie here all alone.” Kate grinned. 

Ben jumped right in. “Yah sure. Grant, I’m fine with that if you are,” Ben said before Grant could answer. 

“Great. Then it’s settled. Here’s $50.00. You should be able to stop to eat and go to the movies for that much,” Kate said. Then she added, “Christine, would you like to go freshen up before you leave? Why don’t you come upstairs and I’ll give you a hand,” Kate said, taking her hand and pulling her back up the stairs again. 

Once they were in Chris’ room, he closed the door, then turned to Kate and said, “Please, Mother, I’m begging you, don’t make me do this. I could have just about died out there. This is too humiliating and embarrassing for words. My father hates me, Grant  is getting a real kick out  of  my  embarrassment  and  humiliation  and  God  only  knows  what  that  friend  of  his  is thinking. From the way he was looking at me, I don’t really think that I want to know. Please Mom, I’ll do anything…anything you want. Just don’t make me go out of this house with those two boys, looking like I do right now,” Chris begged. 

“You are totally overreacting, Christine. This is not a punishment to you, Sweetie. I’m only helping  you  along  with  your  inner  desire  to be feminine and  live  as  a  girl.  You  know  in  your heart this is what you want. You can’t live in a closet or your bedroom forever. 

Sooner  or  later,  you’ll  have  to  go  outside  and  expose  yourself  to  the  world  around  you. This  will  be  very  good  for  you.  I  know  that  your  big  brother  Grant  will  look  out  for  you  and protect  you.  It will be less frightening having him there with  you with Ben along too.  Nobody will  mess  with  you then.  That  has  to be better  than  going  out  for your  first  time  alone,” she said, trying to calm him down. 

“But Mother…” Kate stopped him right there before he could continue. 

“No  buts,  Christine.  Your  Daddy  and  I  need  a  little  time  alone.  You,  my  sweet  new daughter need to get out and meet the world in your new body and persona! Besides, its dark at the movies; people won’t even be able to see you, let alone recognize you. It will be a good learning experience for you. Just relax and be your sweet self and everything will be just fine. You’ll even have fun if you’ll let yourself,” Kate told Chris. 
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“I won’t go out like this, Mother. You can’t make me do this! It’s not right,” Chris said as firmly as he could in his new softer and higher-pitched voice. 

“Christine, just a little bit ago, I spanked your bare bottom until it was beet red. You cried out  loud like a little girl until you told me that  you would  do as you were told. Now unless  you  stop  this  foolish  whining  and  complaining  and  get  ready  to  go  with  your  big brother and Ben, I can and will repeat that spanking right here and now. This time you’ll find it hard to sit down on your sore ass at the show, which, by the way, you’ll still be go -ing to anyway. Is that clear, young lady?” Kate said. 

“Mother, I know my father doesn’t want me, his only blood son, to go out looking like this!” Chris tried another approach, pointing to his now feminized body. 

Just  then,  his  Dad  knocked  once  and  entered. “Christine,  stop  arguing  with  your mother. I want you to start showing a little more respect to her. Kate has gone way out of her way to meet you more than halfway. She’s the one person who has stuck up for you all through this little escapade of yours. If it had been up to me, you’d be on your way to some  Military  school  or  in  therapy  somewhere  right  now,  maybe  even  a  girl’s  summer camp. 

“I don’t understand any of…this…what ever the hell it is that has taken over your mind and  body,  but  you  are  my  child  an d  I’ll  love  you,  no  matter  what.  But  believe  this,  little missy, I won’t put up with back-talking or giving your mother a hard time. You will listen to your mother or I’ll be the one to turn you over my knee. I  can assure you that I can hit a hell of a lot harder than Kate does. Those two boys are down stairs waiting for you. It was  nice  enough  for  them  to  offer  to  take  you  along,  so  don’t  be  rude  and  keep  them waiting,” Cal told the shocked and stunned Chris. 

“Come on, Sweetie, you can just wear what you have on now. It looks really cute on you.  Let’s touch up that  makeup a bit and you will be ready to go,” Kate said, trying to keep from smiling. 

Kate put a little dark liner on his top and bottom eyelids.  It  was all Chris could do to keep  from  blinking.  He’d  never  even  tried  this  kind  of  makeup  before.  Next,  Kate darkened his highly arched, thin eyebrows with a dark eyebrow pencil. She followed that with a brownish eye shadow with white highlights. She brushed on a little blush to make his cheeks look higher, then outlined his pouty lips with a dark lip pencil and filled them in with a long lasting red lipstick. She put a compact and the lip stick and a couple Kleenex into a small black purse with a long thin strap and handed it to Chris. 

“A girl never knows when she’ll need to touch up her makeup,” Kate smiled. “To help you  learn,  I  want  you  to  take  out  your  compact  and  check  your  makeup  several  times while you’re out tonight. Make sure that you touch it up after you eat and at the end of the movie. I’m going to ask your big brother to watch and be sure that you do. I will be waiting up for you; if you come home with out bright shiny red lips, I’ll dress you up like a hooker and drop you off downtown tomorrow night. Trust me, that would be an experience you’d rather not have to go through,” Kate said, dabbing a little perfume on Chris’ neck, ear and wrists. 

Finally,  Kate  took  a  dark  hair  band  and  pushed  it  back  to  the  center  of  his  head, holding his auburn hair back behind his ears. This made his face much more visible and  

exposed his pretty ears. Kate then removed the small gold hoops and exchanged them for a pair of larger 2-inch gold hoops, then replaced the gold studs in each of the upper pierced hole with a small diamond stud. 

 

She  turned  Chris to face the mirror and his mind couldn’t begin  to register  what  he was seeing. It took a full ten seconds before he realized that the image in the mirror was him. He could not begin  to comprehend how his very own face could be so completely changed. His eyes  were  much different  looking  now;  they  seemed  so much  bigger  now,  being  outlined  by the dark eye liner, and his lips appeared much fuller, pouty and kiss - able. The red color made them stand out and look sexy. He suddenly felt himself getting very hard in his panties. 

Kate  broke  the  spell  he  seemed  to  be  under.  “Come,  Christine,  your  two  escorts  are waiting for you. Here baby, maybe you’d better take this sweater along in case it gets too cool in the theater.” She kissed her on the forehead. “You really look simply beautiful, Honey. Now don’t  be  teasing  the  boys  and  getting  them  all  excited  and  horny,”  Kate  said,  opening  the bedroom door. 

As they entered the living room, Grant and Ben couldn’t stop starring at Christine. Finally Ben was able to speak. “WOW, Christine! You look you look fantastic. I’m getting madder all the time at Grant for keeping you a secret. Come to think of it, where do you go to school?” Ben asked, wondering why he’d never seen her. 

“She goes to Grossbeck High, the same as us, Dude. She’ll be a Senior too. She doesn’t get  involved  a  lot  with  school  activities  so  you  probably  never  noticed  her  before,”  Grant offered. 

“No  way,  man,  if  someone  as beautiful  and  hot  as  Christine  was  in  the  same  school  as me,  I  would  have  noticed.  Trust me.”  Ben  said.  Chris  burned  red  with  embarrassment.  “I’m sorry,  what  a  jerk  I  am.  I  didn’t mean to  embarrass  you.  It’s  just  you  nearly  took  my  breath away when you came in here. Please forgive me,” Ben asked. 

“Come on you two, we’re going to be late. Dad, is it OK to take the Cadillac?” Grant asked. 

“Yes, just be careful, Son,” Cal said to Grant. 

Chris caught himself starting to say, “OK, Dad,” when Grant replied, “I will, Dad, thanks. You and Mom have a great evening out. We won’t be out late Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of Sis.” 

The three youths walked out to the garage and Chris started to get in the back seat. “Hey, don’t sit back there all alone, there’s plenty of room up front with us,” Ben said. 

“That’s alright, I don’t mind sitting in the back,” Chris offered shyly. 

“No way. We have lots of room up here and I’d kind of like a chance to talk with you and get to know you better. It’s not everyday that I get to go out with a beautiful girl like you, even if I do have to have her ugly brother come along! Ha ha ha,” Ben laughed and slapped Grant in the  arm.  Ben  held  the  door  and  motioned  for  Chris  to  get  in.  “Come  on  Christine,  please. I insist,” Ben almost begged. 

Grant  looked Chris in  the eyes and said,  “Get in, Christine,  or I’ll tell Ben all about  your little secret,” he threatened. 
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Chris    jumped    at    the 

thought  and  stared  back  at 

Grant  angrily.  Grant  just 

smiled,  then  raised  his  one 

eyebrow  and  said,  “Want  to 

test me?” 

Feeling he had no choice, 

Chris sat in the front seat and 

pulled  his  legs  together  to 

keep from    exposing his privates  from  under  the  short 

skirt.  He  scooted  into  the 

middle  of  the  seat.  Grant  got 

behind  the  wheel,  Ben  got  in 

on  the  passenger  side  and 

scooted  over  until  he  and 

Christine’s    legs    touched. Chris  put  his  purse  and  his 

hands  in  his  lap.  Then  Ben 

put  his  arm  over  Chris’ 

shoulder  and  rested  it  on  the 

back  of  the  seat,  close 

enough to Chris’ back that he 

could feel its presence. 

Ben asked Chris all kinds 

of  questions  about  herself 

and her likes and dislikes. He 

asked about school and what 

she     would     do     after graduation.  Chris  tried  to  be 

pleasant  and answer  most  of 

the  questions,  when  Grant 

jumped into the conversation. 

“She  was  an  honor  stu-

dent  for  four  years  running, 

then out of the blue, my dear 

little sister went and changed 

all her college prep classes to Bimbo, Girl Fri-day and crap like that. She asked for Home Ec.  Art,  Typing,  Shorthand,  Health  and  Hygiene,  and  Business  Prep.  Seems  she  now wants to be a secretary or a home - maker, and a mommy. Go figure. I’ll never understand what  makes  a  girl  tick,”  Grant  said  “I  know  Dad  had  plans for  Christine  and me both to work in his firm someday. It seems like overnight, Christine just lost interest in competing in a man’s world. Right, little sister?” Grant said, looking her in the eye. 

Chris was boiling inside. How did Grant already know about all of his classes being 

changed; he even knew what they had been changed to. He’d caught the look in Grants eye and figured this was not the time or place to test Grant or have a showdown with him. He just wanted to get this night over with and get back to the safety of his room. “Yes Grant, that’s right,” he said, trying not to sound too hateful. 

 

The  show  was  OK.  It  was  a  romantic  comedy  about  a  young  couple  in  today’s  busy  rat race life. The wife got promoted and the guy just couldn’t keep a job. He ended up at home with  twin  baby  girls,  becoming  the  housewife  and  Daddy/Mom!  Eventually,  he  accepted  the role  and  the  wife  became  more  and  more  demanding  and  dominant.  She  was  the  bread winner  and  the  one  working  the  long  hours and fighting  to  succeed  in  the mostly  male  work world,  to  climb  the  proverbial  ladder  of  success.  Their  lives  turned  into  a  complete  role reversal.  She  now  went  golfing  with  customers  and  friends  on  weekends;  she  had  to  go  on business  trips,  while  hubby  stayed  home  alone  with  the  notes  and  instructions  the  wife  left him. He taught himself to be cook, nanny, homemaker and a devoted “housewife.” 

The  two  boys  laughed  and  made  jokes  about  how  this  was  really  far-fetched  and impossible in real life. “No real man would allow a woman to do something this bizarre to him, would they, Christine?” Grant asked. 

“I  really  couldn’t  say,  Grant.  I  used  to  think  I  knew  a  lot  of  things  for  sure,  but  I  guess anything is possible. Very little surprises me anymore,” Chris replied. Secretly, he was terrified that  this  movie  might  represent  his  future  if  Kate  and  Grant  had  anything  to  say  about  it. Except that Chris probably wasn’t even going to get the chance to marry a woman. It was sure looking like he might end up in the woman’s role. He didn’t even understand why or how all of this was happening to him. 

After  the  movie,  they  stopped  for  a  burger  and  fries  at  one  of  the  local  hangouts  all  the kids  frequented.  Chris  was  scarred  shitless  that  someone  would  recognize  him.  As  soon  as they walked in, Grant whispered to Chris to go into the ladies room and freshen her makeup. Chris  almost  froze  on  the  spot,  until  Grant  gave  him  that  look.  Chris  slowly,  very  nervously, walked towards the ladies room. On the way, he recognized three or four guys and a few girls from  school.  Oddly,  not  one  of  them  looked  at  him  with  any  clue  about  who  he  was.  In  her absence, Ben told “her” brother that she was the hottest girl he’d ever met. 

When Chris returned to their table, her lips again red and shiny, Ben asked, “What would you like, Christine? My treat.” 

“Thank you, Ben, but I’m not really hungry,” Chris replied. 

“Yes  you  are,  Christine.  Mother  told  me  to  make  sure  that  you  eat  something  and  take your  pill.  She  gave  me  more  than  enough  money  for  all  of  us.  So  my  dear  little  sister,  pick something or I’ll pick something for you,” Grant ordered. 

The guys each ordered a burger and fries and a Pepsi. Grant told the waitress that Chris would have a tuna on wheat toast, cottage cheese, and iced tea. Chris looked up at Grant and frowned. Grant shrugged his shoulders and said, “Mom’s orders, Christine. I’m just doing as I was  told.  She  said  she  wanted you to eat  but  she also  wanted you to watch your  weight,” Grant said, smiling. 
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“You’re  kidding,  right,  Grant?”  Ben  asked.  “Because  your  sister  is  not  only  beautiful, but she has a body that’s perfect exactly the way that it is.” 

“And that’s the way Mom wants her to keep it. Overweight girls don’t get the pick of the good  men  out  there.  So  without  a  good  academic  college  education,  she’d  better  take great  care  of  her  assets  if  she  wants  to  catch herself  a  good  husband  one  day,”  Grant said, causing Chris to turn bright red. “Here’s your pills, Sis,” he said, handing her two little purple pills. He watched carefully to make sure that she took them. 

The boys made small talk and ate their sandwiches with Christine only speaking when asked a direct question. Ben continued to try to get her to open up, but, she remained shy and quiet, but polite and pretty throughout. 

“Christine Honey, you’d better go to the ladies room and touch up your makeup again, then we’ll head home,” Grant ordered. 

“I’m fine, Grant. Could we just go home now? I have several things to do yet tonight,” Chris said, desperately wishing to be home. 

“Not until you do like I just told you to do. You know what Mom said before we left. Or would you like me to share your little secrets with Ben here?” he teased. 

“You wouldn’t really do that...would you?” Chris asked. 

“You’d better believe it. I’d do it in a heart beat. OK, I want to see those lips bright red and shiny when you come back,” he told her. 

Chris immediately got  up and walked towards the restrooms.  His mind was spinning; he was emotionally drained, as this had been a nerve wracking night from start to finish, starting with Kate dressing him completely,  then seeing the look on his Dad’s face when he saw his only blood son for the first time looking like his daughter. 

Then he had to endure seeing Grant getting off as he realized for the first time that not only  was  his  mother’s  plan  coming  to  fruition,  but  that  Chris  was  actually  really  hot  as Christine.  If  all  that  was  not  bad  enough,  Grant  had  to  have  a  friend  with  him  tonight, someone  Chris  had  actually  seen  around  the  school  from  time  to  time.  To  top  off  the nightmare,  Kate  made  them  take  him/her  along  with  them  to  a  movie  and  the  burger shack, where there were lots of kids that he knew from school. His nerves were stretched to the max. 

Without realizing it, he inadvertently headed into the men’s room. If it had not been for John  Foster  walking  out  of  the  men’s  room,  running  into  Chris  and  knocking  him  to  the ground, he would have entered the room. “Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry, Miss. Are you Ok?” John asked. As Christine nodded 

her head in the affirmative, John said, “Um, do you know that you were just about to enter the men’s room?” 

“Oh  God!  I’m  so  embarrassed,  I  wasn’t  paying  any  attention,”  Chris  said,  blushing bright red. “Thank you, John. Please excuse me, I need to use the ladies room,” he said as he quickly started for the restroom. 

John reached out and took hold of her arm, “Hey, wait. Do we know each other from somewhere?” John asked. 

“School,”  Chris  said  before  thinking.  He  knew  immediately  that  he’d  made  a  mistake saying anything at all to John, and tried to hurry into the ladies room. 

As Chris started to open the door, he heard John saying, “No Way! If I’d met you or even seen you in school, there’s no way I could have forgotten someone as hot and great-looking as you!” 

Inside  the  ladies  room,  Chris  felt  like  he  was  in  a  foreign  land.  There  were  several  girls going about their business. Some were adjusting clothes and body parts, some were in stalls and  still  others  were  touching-up  makeup  and  hair.  Chris  quickly  found  an  empty  stall  and locked  the  door  as  he  entered.  To  anyone  who  saw  Chris,  he  looked  like  any  nor -  mal teenaged girl (only hotter). This was still very strange and new to Chris,  however, and in his frightened mind, he felt everyone looking at him must know he was a guy dressed up as a girl. 

He  was  almost  shaking  as  he  pulled  his  skirt  up,  his  panties  down  and  sat  to  do  his business.  He  took  several  deep  breaths,  trying  to  calm  himself  down.  He  prayed  that  John would  not be standing outside the door when he finally  walked back out. After what  seemed like an hour had passed (but  was actually only 5 minutes),  Chris pulled himself up, adjusted his clothes and walked over to the big wall mirror. He looked himself over and took another big breath. 

He quickly washed his hands and dried them, trying to look natural and calm. He opened his little black purse and took out the tube of bright red lipstick. With a shaky hand, he opened the  top,  turned  the  tube  and  saw  the  red  lipstick  appear  from  out  of  the  tube.  He  leaned forward and opening his lips,  he applied the creamy smooth lipstick to his lips,  both top and bottom.  Taking  a  tissue,  he  blotted  his  lips,  applied  a  second  coat,  mashing  his  two  lips together  to  spread  it  equally  over  all  his  lips.  Then  he  finished  by  touching  them  off  with a shiny lip gloss that Kate had put into his purse. 

Chris  turned  his  head  from  side  to  side  and  watched  his  hair  swish  from  side  to  side, exposing his 1 ½” gold hoops, then falling right back into place. 

He  still  couldn’t  get  over  seeing  this  pretty  feminine  face  and  shiny  hair  looking  back  at him. It didn’t seem possible this could really be him. He raised his right hand to his temple and tucked his hair behind his right ear. He held up his hand and couldn’t help but see the bright red,  long  oval-shaped  finger  nails.  He  noted  the  feminine  watch  Kate  gave  him  earlier  that evening. Was it even possible that his hands and fingers were smaller now because they sure looked more dainty and feminine than he could remember. 

All of a sudden it hit him. As he looked in the mirror, he thought, “Under any other circum-stance,  if  I  saw  this  face  looking  at  me,  I’d  think  she  was  a  total  babe.  Maybe  that’s  what others are seeing tonight when they see me. No one has called me out or said anything weird. Maybe I pass as a pretty girl?” 

Suddenly  he  realized  that  she’d  been  gone  quite  a  long  time.  Grant  was  likely  to  send someone in looking for him if she didn’t get back out to their table. Chris shook his hair back into place in  its natural style, then he mashed his lips together one last time and started out the door. 
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As soon as he walked out the door, there stood John Foster, waiting for her to come out. “I thought you’d never come out of there. How did  you know my name? Like I said, I would never forget anyone as cute as you.” He flashed a handsome smile at Chris. 

“I...I  go  to  Grossbeck  too!  I  guess  I’m  just  the  quite  and  shy  type.  That’s  why  you probably  never  noticed  me.  It’s  hard  not  to  know  who  you  are,  though.  You’re  the  star quarter - back on the football team, the starting point guard on the basketball team and a pitcher on the baseball team. I don’t exactly run around with the same crowd you’re part of. I’m more the homebody type. It was nice to meet you, John. I really have to go, my brother is waiting for me,” Chris said politely. 

Just then Grant came walking up. “What’s taking you so long, Christine? We thought you  got  lost  or  ran  away  or  something,”  he  said,  looking  at  John,  recognizing  him  right away. 

“So it’s Christine is it? What’s your last name?” John asked. 

“Please, it doesn’t matter. I really need to get going now,” Chris told him, desperately wanting to get out of there. 

“Oh  please,  come  on,  I’m  not  asking  for  your  hand  in  marriage...yet,”  John  smiled. “And I’m not a rapist or a serial killer or anything like that. I only asked for your name. You seem to know a lot about me, so I should at least know who you are,” John said, flashing that smile again. “So what’s the deal? Is Grant here your boyfriend or something?” John asked. 

Both  Chris  and  Grant  were  surprised  at  this  turn  in  the  conversation.  “No,  she’s  my sister,” Grant spoke up. 

“Well, then is Ben here your boyfriend?” John asked. 

“NO!” Chris replied. “I don’t have any boyfriends, anywhere. That’s not a crime, is it? Not everyone has to be coupled or paired off just to be normal,” she said. 

“Well, I sure think it a crime...someone as obviously smart and beautiful as you. How is it possible that you don’t have boys waiting in line at your doorstep? Please don’t tell me that you are into girls. That would break my aching heart,” John said. 

“Your heart should be safe, because, Mr. John Foster, I’m not into anyone at this time and I’m perfectly happy with that for now!” Chris told him. 

“I  can’t  believe  you  are  Grant  Jones’  sister. So  you  are  Christine Jones  then,  is  that right?” John asked. 

“For the sake of  getting home tonight before the sun comes up,  if you really  want  to know, my name is Christine Green. Grant is my stepbrother who my father adopted after he  married  Grant’s  mother  recently.  He  is  now  Grant  Green.  Ben  here  is  Grant’s  friend. I met  him  for  the  first  time  tonight,  as  my  mother  more  or  less  forced  the  two  of  them  to take  me  to  the  show  with  them  tonight,  because  I  don’t  go  out  much.  Now  we  all  know each  other  and  I  really  do  need  to  get  home.  You  probably  have  half  the  girls  in  town waiting for you, so it’s been nice meeting you and good night, Sir,” she said 

“Wait! Not so fast there, pretty lady. First of all, thank you for the family history, Miss Christine Green. Now that we know each other somewhat, how about going to the dance 

with me next Friday night after the game? Then we can get to know each other better. What do you say? I’m told that I’m really not a bad guy and I can be a gentleman when a lady is present,” John said, smiling. 

 

“Thank you. It’s nice of you to ask, John but I’m tied up all next weekend so I’m sorry but I can’t,” Chris said. 

“OK, well, can I call you another time then? John asked. 

Not knowing what else to say and feeling put on the spot by the most popular guy in the wh ole school, Chris said, “I guess so, if you really want to.” 

“That’s  great.  It’s  really  been nice  to meet  you  all.  You  take  care  of  that  sister  of  yours, Grant. We’ll see you all around school. And Christine, I will be calling you soon,” John said. Then he turned and walked away. 

“Way to go, Christine, nice job. I guess if you’re going to start dating, it might as well be with  the  biggest  Super  Jock  in  the  whole  state.  This  should  be  really  interesting,”  Grant teased.  Then  he  leaned  over  and  whispered  in  Chris’  ear,  “I  hope  he  isn’t  going  to  want children  right  away.  I’ll  start  getting  you  some  magazines  and  things  to  read  up  on  so  that when  Mr.  All-American  there  finds  out  about  your  little  secret  and  puts  you  in  the  hospital, you’ll have something to do,” Grant said. Then he surprised her by kissing her on the cheek. 

Chris looked into his face and felt the contempt she had for him growing stronger. Not only did  Chris  now  feel  that  Grant  was  somehow  responsible  at  least  in  part  for  what  was happening to him and his life, but he seemed to be taking great joy and pleasure at each new trauma Chris had to endure. “Grant, you’re nuts if you think I enjoyed any of what happened here tonight. You are the one who brought me here, so could we just go home please? I can’t take any more excitement tonight,” Chris pleaded. 

“I’d watch my mouth there, little sister. You do not want to piss me off and get on my bad side. You’d better stop and think before you shoot your mouth off and blame me for your life. I could be a real friend and ally to you or I could became your worst enemy with all that I know and could tell. I know you wouldn’t want me sharing your little secret with everyone at school, now would you?” Grant threatened Chris. 

“You  wouldn’t  dare  be  that  mean  and  cruel,  Grant.  Even  you  aren’t  low  enough  to blackmail me. Are you?” Chris asked. 

Grant smiled. “What do you think, Christine, my dear little sister? Do you really want to find out right now?” he said. “Here comes Ben back from the men’s room. We can go home now, or we can let everyone here know all about my dear little sister’s special little condition?” he grinned. 

“OK, you win. Just what is it that you want from me, Grant?” Chris asked. 

“I’ll let you know what I want and when I want it, little sister! You just remember who you need to keep happy and on your side. After all, we are family now and family sticks together,” Grant said as Ben walked back to join them. 

“Damn, wasn’t that John Foster you two were just talking to?” Ben asked. 
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“Yah, it seems old John there suddenly has the hots for my little sister here. He wants her to go out with him,” Grant said. 

“That’s not true, Grant and you know it. We were just talking. He only wanted to know if  I  w ent  to  school  at  Grossbeck,  because  he  thought  he  recognized  me  from  school,” Chris said defensively. 

“Sure,  that’s  it,  Christine.  Boy,  it’s  really  true,  girls  are  totally  naive.  That  boy  that walked up to you from out of nowhere, not even knowing your name, just wanted to say Hi. Christine, that boy has a bad case of the hots for you. It was written all over his face,” Grant teased. 

“He  will  be  all  over  you  from  now  on,  so  you’d  better  be  prepared  to  deal  with  it. I guess I’d better get you back home now before any more of the super jocks from school want to hit on my little sister. Damn girl, didn’t they have guys around where you used to go to school?” Grant teased. 

They dropped Ben off first, then headed for home. Chris realized they were going the wrong way as Grant turned the big Caddy down an old lane that ran down to the lake. 
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