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THE NEW CHEERLEADER

Tim has always wanted to be on his high school football team, but his skinny frame never makes it.

He’s spent years longing to be a part of the game he lives for, to hang out with all the cool, popular jocks…guys like his idol, the school celebrity Brad Livingstone, who scores every pass given to him. Junior year, he’s determined. He doesn’t have much time left, and he doesn’t want to leave high school without living his dream. So when the try-outs fail yet again, he’s crushed – devastated enough that he starts thinking about the coach’s derisive comment to try out for the cheerleading squad a little too much. It’s stupid, and crazy, but…if it’s the only way he can be part of the team? Would it be so bad to give it a shot…?


Prologue

I’ve always loved football. All through high school, I’ve been obsessed with it – tracking every stat, watching every match, playing and practicing and spending all my time thinking about it. It feels like everyone has a ‘thing’, in school – you’ve got the football-obsessed jocks, the crazy-looking rock dudes, the emos, the geeks… not to mention the girls’ groups. I can’t even make head or tail of those.

But football is mine. That’s my thing.

Only…I’m not exactly one of the jocks. I don’t quite fit there. Not yet, anyway. But when I get on the team…then I will, I know it.

Until then – well, I don’t really fit anywhere.

Half the time I feel like I’ve been cursed or something. I guess I’m some kind of jock – just in a small, skinny body that doesn’t seem to work how it should. I practice every day, but sometimes catching, passing, throwing…still eludes me.

That doesn’t change my passion, though, or my interest and fascination with watching the players who do make the team. And I just know this year is going to be different.

I’ve been practicing all summer. I might still be struggling with putting on weight, but it’s not all about that – and Dad even said I was getting good. I just know that Junior year is going to be my chance. This time, things will be different.

I can already imagine how good it will feel – walking down the halls, having people turn to look at me, impressed and admiring. Chatting casually to the guys who don’t even know my name at the moment, discussing the plays we’ve made, being part of it all. Getting to see Brad every day – having him stop and talk to me, give me advice, clap me on the shoulder…

The last couple of years, it’s felt like that’s all I’ve ever wanted.

And Junior year is going to be where things finally go right for me. I won’t be wandering the halls alone, or watching from the sidelines. I have two more years of high school left. I’m going to make them count.


Chapter One

On the day of the try-outs, I’m nervous – but cautiously confident. I’m replaying all of the practice I’ve gone through. Thinking about the moves I watched again and again last night and wondering whether I can show a couple of them off today. It’ll be tricky, sure, but that’ll really impress them.

I even try smiling at a couple of people as I walk down the corridors - totally different from my usual attempt to avoid any attention. But soon, I’ll be getting lots of attention, and I figure I should get used to it. The right kind of attention, too. The smiling doesn’t quite work – I mostly get a few confused looks, a hesitant response here or there – but I don’t care. Nothing can bring me down today.

I’ve got this. And if I just keep telling myself that, it’ll finally happen for me.

The try-outs are after class, and I spend the whole day pumping myself up and daydreaming about making the team. At lunch, I take my usual spot in the canteen – towards the back, one of the empty tables that lets me see the whole room…and in particular, Brad’s table. I mean, it’s the whole football team’s table really, but that’s what makes it Brad’s – in the same way the whole team is his.

They just wouldn’t be the same team without their star quarterback - the school’s minor celebrity - who everyone just knows is going to be headhunted by the college teams. Next year, he’ll have scholarship offers rolling in from all the major college teams, and then he’ll be off to start a no-doubt legendary career.

Okay, maybe it’s a little more difficult than that - but I really think Brad could do it. And I want to be one of the guys who can look back and say ‘I knew him. I played with him back in school.’.

Despite my confidence today, I have no doubt about my own chances for the future - whatever I might wish, I don’t think I’m cut out for the major leagues. Which makes this year even more important. If high school is the only chance I’m going to have to really play, I have to make it happen. It’s my one chance to live my dream.

Brad’s table is in the middle of the canteen, backed up against the other popular table - this one filled with girls, giggling and talking and excited to be back in their natural domain: high school. Most of them are almost as familiar as the guys with high school football - dedicated members of the cheerleader squad that assures their popularity - and they mingle easily with Brad’s table, coming up and enthusing over the try outs later on, promising to be there to watch, totally at ease amongst the school’s biggest stars.

Of course, they’re almost stars themselves. The hottest, most popular girls in school. The kind you don’t even approach because if they’re not making eyes at you, you know they’re so far out of your league as to be totally unreachable. I think I’ve had a crush on all of them at one point or another - not that I’ve ever said anything.

I’m not exactly the kind of guy that gets much action. Or…well…any.

It seems girls and football require pretty much the same things…a ton of muscle, confidence and some sort of skill that doesn’t quite work for me. And even if I had those things…girls have just never made any sense to me. I never know what I’m supposed to say, or do.

It’s not just the way I look, either - I’ve seen unattractive, unpopular guys find a way to do alright - but for me, I just get a confused, dismissive glance if I try anything.

One girl even said she thought I was gay. Which I actually considered, afterward - but I’m pretty sure I’m not. I mean, I find girls attractive, if a little intimidating, and no guy has ever turned my head. For a week or so, I’d walked around school trying to notice the guys but…eh, nothing. Whereas a cute girl in a short skirt has me distracted without fail.

So far though, my interest hasn’t been reciprocated.

I’ve pretty much given up trying, too. I’ve had more interesting things on my mind. Like football. And trying out. And trying to work out what all the best players do to be so good - besides just being born into a better gene pool than me, anyway.

But now, as I watch the girls laughing and flirting with the football team, I wonder whether all that will finally change when I make the team. I try to picture those hot girls coming up to me like that, flirting and laughing about the latest pass I made and our chances to win the next game.

Somehow, I just can’t picture it. Even on the team, the idea of being so at ease and casual with those girls seems too much for me. I can imagine scoring the winning touchdown far more easily - and it might even be more pleasant. Less nerve-wracking, anyway.

So I focus on that instead. Which is what I should be thinking about today - I have to get this right.

By the time I finally leave my last class and make my way to the try out, the cautious confidence I started the day with is in tatters again. I can feel my heart beating hard in my chest and my palms getting sweaty as nerves overtake me. This is it. My one chance for the year. And if it doesn’t work—no, I can’t think like that.

It has to work.

But when I walk up to the football field and see the guys gathered in the center - the girls I’d watched earlier today chattering amongst themselves from the overlooking stalls - my nerves redouble. It seems like every one of them is twice my size.

I try to tell myself that it doesn’t matter - it’s skill that counts, and none of them have studied or watched as many games as I have. It helps, but it’s hard to hold onto that when I’m glancing up at the large, muscular guys beside me. I curse my stupid genes once again. If only I could bulk up a little bit…

You’ll grow into it. It’ll come.

The refrain I’ve told myself for years is getting a little stale now, and I keep wondering when it’s going to come. When am I suddenly going to look like the impressive guys around me?

“You’re back again, eh, Tim?”

I glance over to the see the Coach looking at me, a quick glance up and down and an almost amused expression on his face. I try to fight the heat that wants to rise to my cheeks - possibly one of the least masculine-football-player traits about me, and another thing I’ve spent years trying to fix.

“I—I’ve been practicing.” I say, the words tripping over my tongue even as I draw my shoulders back and try to sound confident.

He just grunts, shaking his head as he goes back to his clipboard.

“It’s not practice you need, boy…”

That’s what I’m afraid of.

But I ignore it, determined to prove them wrong. I can do this. You don’t have to be the strongest, biggest guy on the field to do well - and football is my passion. That’s got to count for something.

The guys on the field with me are nudging each other and glancing at me now, and I can’t even look back at the more established players - guys like Brad who already have a place on the team - sitting on benches to the side. I don’t want to know what they think until after I make the team. I’m nervous enough as it is.

It doesn’t help that the competition looks fierce this year - there are a lot of guys trying out, and only a few spaces.

At least if you don’t make it, that’ll probably be why—

I ignore that thought too. It doesn’t matter what the reason is if I don’t make it - I can’t deal with the idea of another year of school spent watching from afar, unable to be a part of the one thing I care about.

We start with the Coach taking us through a few warm up exercises and practice drills - running up and down the track, making a couple of structured passes to each other. I know these, I’m okay at these, and as we slowly work up the pace, I start to relax just a little.

We move onto kicking and throwing, and it feels like all my practice might be paying off. I fumble the ball once or twice, but I’ve done this enough times now that I know I’m better than I’ve ever been before. We do a few sprints, and yes I’m not as fast as most of the other guys - but maybe I can be more agile to make up for it. I just need to show that when we start playing off against each other—

And then we do. The Coach has us line up, form rough groups, and gives us targets to work through - get the ball off this player; support another player; first group to score, etc etc. Giving us a chance to show off the skills we’d have in a real game.

I step up to it, cautiously optimistic as I think about all the neat maneuvers I’ve seen that I want to replicate, all the cool moves that will end with the ball in my hands and me ducking and diving down the field—

And then someone barrels into me.

The tackle sends me flying and I have to gasp and scrabble to get back up again, my body aching and hurting already.

Shit.

I catch a dismissive snort from one of the players, but I try to ignore it as I start running down the field again, trying not to limp.

Damn, damn, damn.

I take off after the guy who tackled me, and as we’re trying out in a sectioned off area of the field, it’s small enough that I actually get close as he loops around - no aim in this exercise except keeping the ball for as long as possible - the group going after him.

I launch myself at him - but instead of falling to the ground under me, the guy just sticks an arm out and pushes me off. I end up on the grass again - and he’s still running, glancing back at me with a laugh.

I feel myself flush all over again, my heart dropping into my gut.

The next few minutes play out like that over and over again, until some of the guys seem to forget that they’re meant to be trying out, and they’re just coming up with excuses to knock into me and tackle me to the ground. I even get the ball a couple of times - but it doesn’t stay with me for more than a few moments before I’m a crumpled, aching mess on the floor again. They don’t even need to pile on top of me to do it - just a push, a shove, a slight nudge and I’m sent reeling.

And nothing I try works. I just seem totally ineffectual against their rock-hard muscle mass, their longer reach and better grip…

It gets worse and worse, until the Coach obviously gets fed up with the distraction. His whistle sounds loud and clear, and everyone comes to a halt as we look up. I push myself limply off the floor, for what feels like the thousandth time, and try to get my painful, bruised body to cooperate again as I see him looking at me with something bordering on irritation.

“Get out of here, boy, you’re not making the team and I won’t have you getting in the way any longer. I mean, look at you - pathetic.” He shakes his head, lip curling as his voice turns derisive. “Why don’t you come back tomorrow and try out for the cheerleader squad instead?”

There’s a ripple of laughter that sweeps around the kids watching, and blood shoots straight up to my face, my heart in the gutter.

This was my chance. This was supposed to be my day.

And he’s right.

I was totally pathetic.

All the practice in the world won’t change the way these guys can physically dominate me on the field every time.

I bite my lip, and it takes everything in me not to let tears come to my eyes - which would be the final nail in the coffin of my chances with the football team. I mean, how much more emasculated can I get?

I turn to leave without looking at anyone else, hearing the mocking whispers behind me but not caring. If I can’t be on the football team, what does any of it even matter?

I walk-and-limp off the field, feeling all my dreams and hopes scatter into pieces around me as I go.


Chapter Two

It takes me a long time to head for home.

Instead, I find myself wandering around aimlessly, desolate and inconsolable.

This was the only thing I ever wanted, and now more than ever, I feel like I’m never going to get it. Am I really going to spend the rest of my school days alone, isolated and watching from afar as everyone else who cares about football gets to do something about it?

Why couldn’t I be into goth-punk-rap or something stupid like that? Or why can’t there be a light-weight version of football, like there are in other sports? Something that someone like me could actually participate in.

And I keep replaying the try-outs in my mind - how easily all those big, impressive guys tackled me to the ground. How impossible it was for me to do the same. My stupid, scrawny frame ruining any chance I had before I even went out there.

The Coach’s dismissive look, his irritation at me for even trying.

“Why don’t you come back tomorrow and try out for the cheerleader squad instead?”

I don’t know how I’m going to face going into school at all tomorrow. It’s not that everyone saw me try and fail - it’s the idea of longing to be part of the school’s football team. In some way. And knowing instead that I can’t even talk to them.

The more it all circles in my mind - the more I walk around, wishing that there was a place for someone like me in the sport I love - the more the Coach’s comment starts to repeat in my mind.

I don’t even realize I’m thinking about it until it starts to niggle, starts to become something more than a harsh insult, and I find part of me wondering…

I try to shake it off.

It’s a stupid thought. Truly insane.

Just another opportunity for me to humiliate myself for absolutely no gain.

But the moment it occurs to me, it’s almost impossible to stop thinking about it.

It’s stupid - but then, my whole hope of playing for the football team was stupid, too. It didn’t stop me there.

And it would be another chance…one more opportunity to finally get what I want - even if it was in a slightly different form.

Except that it would never work. It would never happen.

No one would ever allow—the Coach was just being flippant. He didn’t mean it.

I try to make the insistent voice in my mind shut up, but by the time I get home, it’s almost like a fever under my skin. An idea, a chance - a…something.

Something I could maybe actually do. Maybe.

At least, my lack of size and muscle wouldn’t be holding me back for once.

Dad’s car is in the driveway as I walk in, and my stomach clenches at the idea of facing him after how the try-outs went today.

I close the door and run up to my room before anyone can say anything, hearing my Mom call out below.

“Dinner’s—”

“I’m not hungry.” I call back, then make it into my room and slam the door behind me.

I can’t take sitting at the table while my family try not to talk about how the try-outs went today.

And I’m really not hungry. I suddenly have too much on my mind for that. Despite how down and depressed I should be feeling - I’m almost buzzing with the idea. I switch on my computer, load up the last game I taped and try to distract myself - but this time, my eyes linger on the cheerleaders at the start. Their routine, their movements, the excited flushed faces as they walk out onto the field—

Stop it.

But I can’t stop it. It’s not the football team, but…it would be close. It would be something.

It’s not going to happen. You’re not a girl, damn it, even if you may look more like—

I take a deep breath. I know it’s not going to happen.

The Coach will dismiss me the same way he did from the football team - with even more scorn. Justified scorn. I shouldn’t even be considering a girl’s squad. Though, as far as I’m aware, there are no rules it has to be girls specifically. It just…always is. And the hottest, most popular girls, at that.

I’m none of those things. Hot. Popular. A girl.

The whole school will laugh at you. Your reputation…whatever it is now…there’ll be no coming back from that. You’ll be bullied for the rest of the year. Stop. Thinking. About. This.

But I can’t. Now that it’s in my mind, it won’t budge. And after an hour or so of trying to watch some football, I finally give into that stupid voice in my head.

I decide to try it, right here in my room, just to prove to myself that there’s no way I could possibly try out tomorrow. If I was bad at football, I’m going to be even worse at…dancing and whatever else they do.

And I’ve got all of a few hours to learn any of it, so…no way, right?

I just need to try it, to get it out of my system. That’s all. It doesn’t mean anything.

And, from what I can remember - my sister tried out for it last year, as a Freshman. She didn’t make it and totally lost interest, but she almost never throws anything away. She probably still has the pom-poms buried somewhere in her closet.

I’m not sure that I exactly need them just to practice, but it’ll feel more authentic that way, get it off my mind quicker. And hopefully seeing how stupid I look will change my mind entirely.

I slowly open the door to my bedroom, and glance out - to hear my sister and parents chatting downstairs, the TV on in the background. Okay, perfect. I sneak out into the hall, but there’s no disturbance from below, so I make my way over to her room.

She’d kill me if she knew I was just walking in there, but it’s not like we haven’t done worse to each other over the years, and I step into the pink-and-white decorated room, heading straight for the closet. I can’t be sure how long I’ve got, and I sure as hell don’t want to have to explain this, so I look quickly - trying not to disturb anything too much, even though it’s messy enough that I can’t believe she’d notice.

My heart is pounding hard in my chest - not just from the fear of being caught, from something else entirely - and when I don’t see the pom-poms anywhere, I start to feel a very real disappointment. I bite my lip, but there’s nothing obvious—

Then my eyes catch on a box labeled ‘fancy dress’ and I pause. I glance back behind me, but there’s still no sign of anyone, and then I ease the box out from under a pile of clothes. I open it up - and, perfect. There they are. Along with the skirt and shell top that make up the rest of the outfit, but I deliberately ignore those, trying to silence the small voice that wonders how the hell that will work, if I make the team.

I’m not going to make the team. I’m not even going to try out. I just want to see what it’s like to do a few of the movements with the pom-poms. That’s all.

I replace the box carefully and make my way back to my room - even more terrified of someone coming up the stairs now. I’m not sure what I’d say if I were caught with the pom-poms in my hands.

But no one appears, and when I close my bedroom door behind me, I sink against it, letting out a deep breath. I’m not sure why I’m doing this to myself - the whole thing is ridiculous, and it’s clearly not going to go anywhere. But I know I’m not going to be satisfied until I’ve at least tried the stupid idea, so…

I glance around the room, throw the pom-poms on the bed and wonder how on earth I’m going to do this. If I start jumping around…

I move over to the computer, and a moment later a loud beat starts coming out of my speakers, followed by the start of some heavy rock music. While my parents probably won’t appreciate that, I also figure they must know how the tryouts went today, and they’ll probably just figure it’s my way of dealing this time. I probably did weirder stuff when I was rejected the last couple years.

Then I glance over at the pom-poms again.

Okay, maybe not weirder than this.

Hell, maybe this is just one elaborate coping mechanism. Either way, no one else needs to know.

Then I sit down in front of my computer, and watch through a few of the school games from the end of last year - only this time, for once I’m not obsessing over what the football team is doing. Instead, I focus entirely on the cheerleaders at the start, trying to work out their routine, how it works, the movements…everything.

I’ve been doing the same thing with football moves for so long that it feels surprisingly easy to see what they’re doing. After I watch over a routine that’s been repeated in a few games - with my varied footage covering several angles - I pick one cheerleader to fixate on in particular, and blow it up on my screen.

Then I take a deep breath, pick up the pom-poms from my bed, and start trying to slowly replicate some of what she’s doing. It feels weird, and silly, and about as stupid as I expected - and it’s hard not to think how girly the whole thing is as I start.

But then I get caught up in learning the routine and forget about all that.

And…despite this being the first time I’ve ever picked up a couple of pom-poms or studied cheerleader movements in my life…it sort of works.

I start off slow, but soon I’m keeping pace with the clip I’m watching over and over again on my computer - throwing my arms up, and to the right, jumping and twisting and turning.

I find myself grinning as I do it, feeling like laughing at how ridiculous I must look, but still…it’s a silly kind of fun. Exhilarating and a little wild, and so totally nothing like anything I’ve done before, but…to my complete surprise, I can actually do it.

I’m not sure I’ve ever tried moving my body in this way in my life - almost slutty and sexy and naughty. Which makes it immediately obvious why only girls end up as cheerleaders.

Eventually, after practicing for over an hour - relieved that my parents haven’t even called up to ask what all the banging is about - I drop back onto the bed, out of breath and giddy and more than a little embarrassed by this little guilty pleasure I’ve discovered.

Cheerleading. Who would’ve thought, eh?

I wonder briefly why my sister ever gave it up, if it felt like that.

I’m also just as sure that I must look completely ridiculous while I’m doing it. Maybe I can do the movements, and force my body through the positions, but that thrusting-wriggling-sexy dance style? Yeah, I can only imagine how a guy would look doing that. Probably totally camp, or like one of those drag-queens—

I pause for a moment and look back over at my computer, suddenly curious.

Then I get up and root around in a drawer for my webcam. It takes me a few minutes, but then it’s all set up and running, and…I’m even a little excited to see how I look, cheerleading. It’ll be something to laugh over, anyway.

And despite everything that happened today, I’m actually in a good enough mood to be interested in laughing at how crazy this must look. Some sort of adrenaline-exercise-high, I guess.

I set the camera to record - making sure it’s going directly onto my hard drive and not somewhere where anyone else might possibly see it - and then I minimize the screen. I might be curious to see myself, but I’m going to be totally distracted if it’s just facing me like that. I hesitate over bringing up the video I’ve been trying to replicate, then leave it. I want to see if I can do it from memory.

I pause for a moment in front of the camera, feeling silly again, but it’s a good kind of silly, and I give the camera a goofy smile before I start again.

To my surprise, the dance comes back to me from just my brief hour practicing before, and just like that I’m lost in it again - totally forgetting about the camera there. I even find myself muttering the chants under my breath, just little grunts of sound that match the rhythm of my body - I can’t even hear them over the loud rock music, but for some reason that doesn’t get in my way.

When I’m finished, I turn back to the screen with another goofy grin, my face flushed with this kind of squirmy embarrassment that doesn’t feel entirely bad. I guess I don’t mind making a fool of myself just for me, or something.

I switch off the recording, then bring my chair over to sit in, preparing myself for how bad this is going to look. I let out a short laugh, just thinking about it, and then I click play—

And I’m totally transfixed.

I just stare.

That…that doesn’t look like me.

Or, okay, it does.

But I don’t think I’ve ever moved like that in my life - and somehow, it doesn’t look terrible-cringeworthy either.

It looks almost like…well…

Kind of like a girl.

But not.

It’s still me - still baggy, oversized clothing, short hair, no tits…but…with those sexy movements? And the way my body just flows?

Color rushes straight to my cheeks, and I don’t know whether seeing that is almost worse than if I’d looked completely ridiculous.

I’ve always been small and skinny, with features that are probably more pretty than masculine. No matter how hard I work out, I’ve never been able to put on any real muscle mass, and I’ve never had the height of the other guys on the team, but…

It’s not until seeing that video, that I realize that I might look more like a girl than a guy. In the right light. With the right associations.

I slam the keyboard, forcing the video closed, and then jump up - almost glaring at the pom-poms. Totally confused.

No wonder the Coach was so dismissive when he saw me on the field today. All those half-amused, half-pitying looks I used to get…

I guess that’s why no one ever took me seriously.

After pacing up and down my room a few times, I end up back in front of the computer. I reluctantly load up the video again. And, unable to help myself, I press play. I watch it again, trying to look at it objectively, as if it’s not me, trying to work the whole thing out.

And I can’t deny it - I’m good. I mean, I don’t have the tits for it, sure - but I kind of have the ass. And I’ve got those movements nailed. After just an hour or so of practice. My body seems to want to respond to dance in a way it never has to football. It doesn’t make any sense.

I’m a guy, damn it, not a girl.

Does cheerleading really have to be for girls?

Yes, Tim, yes it does. They’ll laugh you out of the room. They’ll never let you actually try out. This was all just a stupid distraction - you weren’t seriously thinking…

But I keep coming back to that video. And despite myself, I am thinking about it.

It makes me smile, just a little, to see myself like that - good at something, for once.

Cheerleaders get to go to all the games - they’re almost as much a part of high school football as the team itself. I saw them myself today, chatting with the players, the two tables overlapping at lunch, talking about all the latest football news…

I shake my head. Just because I’m better at this than I am at football doesn’t mean that I can actually be a cheerleader. I’m missing some of the…fundamentals…for that.

And I don’t really want to spend the rest of the year being ridiculed for trying. Even if I do look kind of good when I’m doing it, I definitely don’t look the right kind of good. The total opposite of the hard, masculine appeal I should be going for.

I sigh, and put the pom-poms away. In my closet this time, instead of Gemma’s - it’s not like she’ll miss them, and I’m sure I’ll return them before anyone thinks to look through my stuff.

But even though I didn’t make the football try outs, and I can’t even try for the cheerleading squad…somehow, I don’t feel as devastated as I did earlier. Instead, I mostly feel distracted. A little buzzing. An uncomfortable, squirming feeling in my stomach that won’t quite let me settle.

I hesitate.

Then I get the pom-poms out again.

It won’t hurt to play around a little bit more, right? To maybe learn another routine? Just…for a bit of fun. For a laugh.

Except, as I start up again…laughing isn’t what’s on my mind.

Not at all.


Chapter Three

I’m on edge for the whole of the next day.

Even more so than I was for the football try-outs. At least there, I knew what I was doing. I was definitely going, and I’d do everything I could to make the team, and I’d done it twice before.

But today? Today is different.

There’s a roiling ball of anxiety in my stomach as I tell myself I’m not going to head to the gym after school today. I can’t. It would be social suicide. It would be the end of life as I know it at school. It would be the worst decision I’d ever made.

There’s no good outcome. Nothing can come from it. I wouldn’t even get to try before they laughed me out of there. And if I did? What then?

You’re a guy, Tim. Guys can’t be cheerleaders. Can they?

I shouldn’t even be interested. Last night should have been a joke, not…some crazy, new passion. And if it is, well then - it just proves I can have other interests than football, and the world doesn’t end. I should find something else. Something appropriate. Something manly and cool.

But I was good last night - or at least I thought I was - and I can’t help wanting some more of that. Wanting to see what other people think - wanting to be part of a team, a group, a squad. The thing I’ve never had.

Even though I should be hell-bent on hiding what I was up to last night, not trying to think up excuses to flaunt it to the world. That’s what any normal guy who tried out a couple of pom-poms would do.

But then, I’ve never exactly been normal.

This time at lunch, I watch the cheerleaders more closely, and everything I’m telling myself just redoubles.

It’s not just competing with girls - it’s those girls. The center of the whole school’s attention - the girls everyone stops to look at, everyone fantasizes over and wants to talk to. The hottest girls in school. Hell, I’ve heard more than one comment about how making the cheerleading squad is more of a popularity contest than anything - and I’m not popular, attractive or a girl.

There’s just no way…

But when the last bell goes, I find myself walking down the halls towards the gym anyway. Just to watch. After last night, I’ve got a newfound curiosity for cheerleading, and I just want to see the girls try out. That’s all.

Which doesn’t explain the sweaty palms, the nervous staccato beat in my chest, or the way my breathing hitches as I walk into the room.

I see some of the guys from yesterday sitting around on the benches, as well as random guys from school who just wanted to show up to watch hot girls perform sexy movements, I guess.

The current members of the cheerleading squad are standing nearby, too - and in the center, there’s the Coach again, and a few girls standing in front of him. The ones trying out, I guess.

I can’t help myself - I look them up and down. Yep. Exactly the type I was expecting. Pretty, and sweet, and most definitely girls.

I pause for a moment between the two groups, knowing - knowing - I should go and sit with the guys now. Telling myself that’s all I ever intended to do. Over and over again.

But the sudden dryness in my mouth - the anticipation as I think about trying, yet again, to convince the Coach I can be some part of the football team - it all says something else entirely.

Even so, I don’t think I can do it. I can’t imagine walking over there and destroying the rest of my time in school.

It would be awful. A complete embarrassment. I’d be ridiculed and tormented and…damn, I’d probably have to change schools by the end of it. And when my parents hear why—

Then the first girl starts going through a routine, and all those thoughts disappear in an instant.

Because she’s terrible.

Her movements are jerky and unsure, she keeps glancing around - smiling and batting her eyelashes at the Coach as if that will make a difference - and halfway through, I swear she almost falls over.

I can do better than that.

I might not be an expert, but I saw that video last night. It was a better routine - based on what the school used last year - and it was a better performance, too.

I hold my breath as she comes to a stop, and the Coach grunts for the next girl to try. I push away the itch to get down there myself, knowing that she’ll do a better job and then I won’t have this almost insatiable urge to show them what I can do.

But she isn’t. If anything, she’s worse - and I steal a glance around the gym to see whether I’m the only one thinking this, whether my brief success last night is coloring my judgment. But no, despite how pretty she is, with wavy auburn hair and sparkling blue eyes…there are slight frowns across the room now, as she stumbles from one movement into another. Disappointed glances. Murmurs of uncertainty.

It’s not just me.

The football team deserve better support than this awkward display.

I manage to hold myself still until all the girls have tried out - but they’re all varying shades of…not good. I mean, maybe it takes practice, but still - the competition here is so much lighter than it was for the guys yesterday, I’m more than a little surprised. I’m starting to think that even if one of the less attractive, less popular girls showed up and could at least do some of the movements, the Coach would take her over these idiots.

Even if, say, they weren’t actually a girl?

I try to shake off the thought, but it’s so hard - especially when the Coach very obviously looks around, and then calls out.

“Is there anyone else trying out today?”

I feel the tremor go through me. And then suddenly I’m moving towards that group in the center - unable to hold myself back any longer.

It doesn’t matter what happens to my reputation - I never had much of one anyway. And it’s been damn obvious how much I’ve wanted to be part of the football team. I don’t mind them knowing I’d go to these lengths to get involved.

If I can face showing up to the football try outs, small and pathetic and hopeless each year…I can face showing up here—

“Tim.” The Coach grunts at me, irritation crossing his face. “I’m not talking about the try outs yesterday. You didn’t make the team - deal with it - and we don’t need you interrupting this, either.”

I blink at him for a moment, confused. Before I realize that yes, every other year I’ve always looked for the Coach afterward, tried to get him to talk through what I did wrong, how I can improve, my chances of making the team another time.

I shake my head.

“No, I—I’m—I’m here to try out.”

It takes me a couple of attempts to get it out, but I force my shoulders to straighten and look straight at him. I try to ignore the confusion whispering around behind me.

“What?”

“You said I should come back today and try out with the cheerleaders.” I say again, hoping he’ll at least let me try this. “So I have.”

For one long moment, he just stares at me. And there’s complete silence throughout the gym.

Then he laughs. It ripples out of him - a full, deep kind of laughter that goes right through you. It takes him a few moments to recover, but when he does - I’m still standing there. Looking at him. Waiting and expectant.

And the humor slowly fades from his face as he glances around at everyone else.

“Seriously, kid?”

I nod.

The whispers start up behind me again, but I try to block them out. I’m sweating and probably pale as a sheet right now, but I have to try. It’s my last chance. If I can’t play football, then…even if this is a long shot - it’s my only option.

The Coach shakes his head sharply, muttering. “Well, the rest of this has been enough of a farce.”

He turns back to me and shrugs. “Sure, boy, why not. After what we just saw, god knows we could all use the laugh.”

I take a deep breath as the words roll over me. I’m going to get a chance.

The room practically erupts in hushed voices behind me, laughter and derision and a dozen other things I don’t want to think about right now. Instead, I take up a pair of pom-poms from the side and walk into the center of the small group.

I realize immediately that I’m out of place - where the other girls are wearing shorts and tank tops, looking hot and sexy…I’m just in baggy sweats and a t-shirt. Not the sort of thing to be jumping around and dancing in, not at all. And despite how weird it is - how much worse it would be for all these people to see - I find myself kind of wishing I had something more like that to wear. Just for the cheerleading.

That thought is like an itch under my skin, and then I get to the middle only to realize how many eyes there are on me.

I try to make myself start, but I’m suddenly frozen against all that.

There’s no pounding rock music here. No silly, secret thing in the safety of my room. It’s a large, open space with dozens of people watching. No prompts, nothing to start me off and my mind suddenly spins out of control with what all this means.

“Well?” The Coach asks, folding his arms.

I swallow, then close my eyes briefly. Block them all out and try to remember the routine from last night - how it started.

I just need to start.

And then I open my eyes, picturing the video from last night instead of anyone else around me. I’m hesitant at first, but I get through those first few movements…and then it all comes back to me.

My body moving before my mind can even question it. I stare off into the middle distance as I go through the routine, but the same energy that infected me last night is back again, and before I know it I start chanting under my breath - the same way I was doing last night.

Then I realize that I don’t need to be quiet or try to stop anyone from hearing me, and my voice rises almost automatically. It feels off, somehow, that rougher-pitched guy’s voice…so a moment later, I modulate it, making it softer just because I don’t think I’ve ever heard a cheerleader’s chant in any other kind of voice.

Softer doesn’t mean quieter though, and as I strut and shimmy in the middle of the gym, throwing the pom-poms around and forgetting to care about what I look like - I start picturing myself doing it on the football field. Cheering our team on. Setting them up for the game of their lives. Getting all the guys - Brad, and Tyler, and Jack, and all the rest - getting them pumped and ready. Being part of it all.

And for once in my life, I actually have something to pour that enthusiasm into. So I do.

And by the time I bring the pom-poms over my head, then lower them down in front of me, shaking them in the final, finishing movement…all the comments and whispers and everything else has died.

I come back to myself all of a sudden, and then just shrug, not quite wanting to look around.

The moment I stop - everyone else starts up. There’s still laughter - kinda disbelieving laughter now - and I know that no-one can quite work out what to think of me doing this. But part of me doesn’t care anyway. They always thought I was weird - this is just one more thing, that’s all. And…I got to do it. For a few brief moments, I got to do something I was actually good at in front of the Coach, the football team…and all the other cheerleaders.

When I finally look up, I can’t even read the expression on the Coach’s face. But, I tell myself, that’s slightly better than the usual distaste or disdain I get.

He scratches his chin as I put the pom-poms back down. That brief silence fills me with a stupid hope. Really stupid, because I know it’s not going to happen - they’re not going to let a guy—

“Well, kid. I guess I was right - you’re more suited to cheerleading than you ever have been to football.” He grunts, then shrugs. “Doesn’t change anything though. We can’t have a guy on the squad.”

My heart sinks, but I nod anyway. I can’t say I wasn’t expecting it.

“Yeah. Thanks anyway.” I mutter, then force myself to turn and leave before he - or anyone else - can say anything more.

I don’t look at anyone on the way out - hoping somehow, if I don’t see them, maybe they’ll have forgotten all about this tomorrow.

I’m not sure I really care about that - not as much as I should - but it seems like I probably will at some point. Instead, despite the rejection - despite not making the football team or cheerleading squad - I’m still left with a slight buzz. I’m disappointed…but some weird part of me is kind of glad that I at least got to try out - and he didn’t seem to think I was that bad.

He even implied I might have been good enough, if I’d been a girl.

That’s something, right?

Though I never would’ve thought I’d have a reason to wish I’d been born a girl.

But as I get home and disappear up to my room again, looking in the mirror there, I almost wonder whether that would have solved a lot of my problems.

You’d probably make a better girl…

I wonder whether these thoughts should be bothering me - I’m pretty sure most teenage guys don’t think like that without totally freaking out about it - but it’s just an idle thought. A stupid, wistful little idea.

I’ve never really thought about what I looked like before - beyond simply not being able to bulk up - but as I examine my features more closely…they are a little feminine. High cheekbones, delicate face…kinda too-big lips. No stubble, because any attempt to grow it just leads to a patchy mess. Short hair, but a long neck and an adam’s apple you might even be able to miss in the right lighting.

My baggy clothes hide anything else, and I frown for a moment as I reach for the hem of my t-shirt, curious about what I’d look like fully naked. Whether that’s more like a girl too—

“WHAT THE HELL?!”

I freeze as my sister comes storming into my room, turning around with my heart jumping up into my throat. I flush red, as if she somehow knows exactly what I was just doing - what I was just thinking.

“Hey—”

“What on earth is this, Tim?”

She shoves a phone in my face before I can ask what the hell is going on.

“Do not tell me this is you. What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Are you trying to ruin my school career? Do you know how many messages I’ve had about this already?!”

Her words slide over me and it takes a moment before I can actually focus on what’s right in front of me.

The moment I do, my heart drops into my stomach.

It’s a video. Of this afternoon - of my cheerleader try-out.

I glance back up into Gemma’s face in shock.

Of course they filmed it. Of course this would be all around the school by now.

A bubble of anxiety twists in my stomach, but I force it down. I chose this. I should have figured it would happen - and now all I can do is face the consequences the best I can.

“Yeah, it’s me.”

I look over it again, then give her a shaky grin.

“I’m pretty good, right?”

“TIM!”

I shrug. “It’s got nothing to do with you, Gemma. I didn’t make the football team and the Coach suggested I try out for—”

“He did not suggest that!”

“So I did. Don’t worry about it - I’m sure it’ll blow over in a few days. I didn’t make the team, so—”

“Of course you didn’t make the team! You’re a guy, Tim. Guys don’t make the cheerleading squad. They don’t even try. Why on earth—”

“Because I wanted to.” I snap, irritated. “Because I tried it, and I was good at it, and I’m not good at very many things. I’ve wanted to be part of the football team for as long as—”

“This isn’t the football team.” She interrupts again. “It’s cheerleading.”

She says it as if I might not realize that, and I just shrug.

“They still get to go to every game, be part of it all, hang out with the—”

“You seriously think if you were on that squad you’d be hanging out with any of them?! You’d be a freak, Tim - you’d be—”

“Maybe you’re just jealous because you didn’t make the team last year, and I would’ve, if I’d been—”

“Arghhh!” She throws her arms up, shoving her phone in her pocket. “Do you seriously not care about what this means? About what will happen when you walk into school tomorrow?”

“Nothing much. They’ll be whispers, comments, that kind of thing. There always is. I’ll deal with it.”

She narrows her eyes at me, looking me up and down. “Oh, so it just doesn’t matter then. Maybe you like the rumors, but I don’t. I guess you’ve told Mom and Dad too then? Since you don’t care?”

I swallow at that - the first thing she’s said that’s actually made me pause.

“No - and they don’t need to know, Gemma. I didn’t make the team. It was a one-time thing. Just leave it, okay? You’ve got your friends, your life - you’ll be fine. Just join the rest of them, make fun of your freak-show brother and let me do my life.”

She glares at me for another long moment, before finally huffing.

“Okay, fine, whatever. I just can’t believe you did that.” She whirls and storms out as fast as she came in, muttering something about the idiot brother who’s ruining her life as she goes.

I ignore it. I think she accuses me of ruining her life at least once a month - the last time was because I actually showed up to support her for one of the dress rehearsals of her latest school play. According to Mom and Dad, it’s just hormones and I should let it go. I always thought it was kind of unfair that she gets to use that excuse, and I’ve never been able to.

I glance back at the mirror again, thinking for the second time today that girls seem to have it easy.

Then I sigh, and sit back on my bed, dismissing my earlier interest in examining the rest of my body for any more feminine features. It doesn’t matter what I look like - I’m not a girl, and I shouldn’t even be thinking about that.

Gemma’s right in some ways - it isn’t normal to do that. And even if I’ve never quite fit in with high school or the other guys in my class…it’s not like I’m actually a girl, either. I still don’t understand them in the slightest.

And despite this sudden strange curiosity, I don’t even want to be one - except that it would mean I could be part of the cheerleading squad, and make me less concerned about my totally un-masculine appearance.

So I should probably drop this whole thing and look for something else to do with my time at school.

I try to spend a few minutes thinking about that - and then I realize there’s a game on, and I go to start it streaming while checking the stats. I don’t care what anyone says, this is what I want to spend my time doing, more than anything.

It’s just a little weird that I don’t feel quite as down about being rejected from the team as I usually do, and I’m not sure why. The cheerleader thing was a distraction, but that’s over now too, right?

So why do I still feel kind of distracted, and kind of confused?


Chapter Four

The next day at school goes about the same as I was expecting.

I get weird comments and a few catcalls in the hallways. I either ignore them or flip them off, depending on how I’m feeling, and just make my way through the school day the way I always have. It’s not actually as bad as I was expecting - I don’t get threats, I don’t get guys trying to beat me up…I just get the usual sidelong looks and whispers, and that prickling-skin feeling of being watched that I’ve had at various times at school. And, since I’m used to it, I know it will fade. They’ll forget about it once the newest weird thing comes along. And I’m used to being alone, too, so it’s not like I care that everyone seems to avoid me.

I still get to spend lunch at my familiar, isolated table - and still get to watch the guys, now inducting the newest members of the team onto their table, with more than a little hazing - and the girls hanging around them.

Nothing much changes - until after fifth period, when I walk out of class to find the Coach standing in the hall, arms folded.

I don’t think anything of it, until he says my name, in that usual gruff tone.

I blink and stop, looking up.

“Come with me.”

He doesn’t say anything else, and it’ll make me late for my next period - but I’m too curious to care. Talking to the Coach will probably give me a good enough excuse, anyway. That anxious-anticipation feeling starts to bubble in my stomach again as we walk along.

In all my time in school, he’s never sought me out. And I wonder what on earth it’s about.

It has to be about the cheerleading try out yesterday. I wonder whether he’s in trouble for letting me. I wonder whether maybe it’s caused some political correctness storm that will mean they have to change the rules and guys can—

“Sit down.” He finally says as we arrive in his office, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk.

I take it, looking around - the place stacked with papers and odd bits of equipment, but it feels like there’s some kind of organization to the mess.

He doesn’t take the seat behind the desk - instead leaning against it and folding his arms, so that his large bulk almost towers over me. I swallow unconsciously as I wait for him to explain why I’m here, having never quite realized how large he is before. Or maybe, how small I really am.

“We’ve had a little trouble with the cheerleader try outs. The only girls who came forward to fill the space were…entirely unsuitable.” He rumbles. “I’ve decided that it would be better to hold out for the right person than bring our standards down entirely.”

I look at him, half-hoping, but half not having a clue where he’s going with this.

The right person? So, obviously, not me. But then why—

“Despite being entirely inappropriate for the team, you actually looked like you had a chance at learning some of our routines yesterday. So - if you were actually serious about it - I’ve decided that you could fill in until we find that person, to stop us losing valuable practice time.” He raises an eyebrow at me, and despite not being able to read his expression, I think he might very well be expecting me to say ‘no’. “What do you say?”

I just stare at him for a moment, almost open-mouthed with surprise - and then excitement courses through me.

“Yes. Yes, I’ll do that.”

It comes out before I’ve had a chance to think through the very real implications of all this - what it would mean, to fill in on the cheerleading squad. The idea that those rumors going around won’t have a chance to die - in fact, they’ll get so much worse. But…this is what I wanted. This is what I wanted all along.

His brow creases with something resembling amusement, and he grunts again, his lips turning up at the corners.

“Okay then.” He reaches behind, and slides something towards me. “In that case, this is your uniform - sorry, lad, they don’t quite make them in shorts.”

I blink, not quite sure what he means until I collect the bundle of cloth - and recognize it almost immediately. The short, sleeveless dress that the rest of the team wears. I gape at him again, heat flushing to my face, but he’s already moved on. As if this isn’t totally impossible.

“Practice starts tomorrow after school finishes. I’ll see you there.”

He nods, clearly dismissing me, but I don’t move. I’m still frozen in my seat, trying to work out that uniform.

“You’re going to be late for next period.” He adds, a moment later.

I’m already late.

But I nod anyway.

“Right. Yeah, sure. Okay.”

I get up and stuff the uniform into my bag, not letting myself think about it anymore, and then start walking towards the door. My heart is beating at triple pace in my chest, and I just about catch the amused comment the Coach makes as I leave.

“I guess we’ll see whether you’re at practice tomorrow…”

Yeah. I think. Definitely no guarantee now.

I rush to my next period and apologize for being late before taking my seat, then promptly forget all about whatever the teacher is saying at the front of class. Instead, all I can think about is that uniform, and cheerleading, and what the hell I’m going to do.

If I do this…if I wear that…I have the feeling there’s no turning back. Maybe this is just a temporary position - maybe I’ll only go a few times before they find someone else - but there’s no way it’s going to be forgotten that easily. Hell, I’m not going to be able to forget wearing a dress that easily.

But despite that - despite it all - I want to anyway. Even if everyone else thinks there’s no way I should want it. And I’ve come this far. I spent the try outs wondering what it would be like to do it in the kind of clothes the girls were wearing…now I could find out. I could see what I look like in girls’ clothes, too. And I can’t deny being curious.

My mind is a fog for the rest of the school day, turning over with confusion and uncertainty, and some strange fascination I can’t quite shake. And as the periods pass, I just keep thinking about that dress. And I go from how the hell can I do this?! to I wonder what it will look like…

By the time I head home, I’m itching to get it out again already, to hold it up against myself and see what the fit is like. To try a few movements in the sexy, stretchy fabric. It feels totally taboo, but somehow, that only adds to the excitement.

I disappear up to my room again and shut the door behind me - then, thinking about it again, I push my chair up against it too. I want at least a little warning if someone decides to just burst in.

Like Gemma, yesterday…

I ignore the thought of whatever she might think about this, and instead I pull the uniform out of my bag. The thing I’ve been hiding all day, trying not to think about and failing miserably. It’s gotten a little crumpled, but as I smooth it out, the stretchy material - it must be at least partly nylon or something - adjusts itself easily enough. It’s red and white, with the school crest emblazoned on the front, and I can’t help but think there’s something ridiculously appealing about it.

It’s quite small - smaller than anything I own - but I’m pretty sure it will fit me. It’s stretchy, and with my skinny frame it shouldn’t have been hard for them to find a girl’s uniform that would work.

My hands are almost buzzing with anticipation as I hold it up and look at it, biting my lip. I don’t know whether I can do it - whether I can wear something like this in front of other people…but I know how much I want to be on the squad. Sure, Gemma was probably right - it’s not like they’re going to welcome me into their social groups the moment I do, not like this. But even so, for those moments - in the gym, working with them, cheering on our team…it would still feel like I’m part of it.

But can I do it?

Well…the first step is obvious. And, actually, something I’ve been almost looking forward to ever since I got the thing. I hesitate for one more moment - and then I’m stripping down to my boxers, and looking at myself in the mirror.

It’s the same skinny body that I’ve seen every time I look, but this time all I can think about is what it might look like in clothes that are made for smaller frames. I remember how I looked in the cheerleading routines, the way my body swayed and strutted and thrust - and the way my larger, baggy clothes obscured half of it. Without that…what would it be like?

I bite my lip, but then I’m pulling it over my head and slipping it on, too curious to wait another moment.

The first thing I notice is how tight and soft the whole thing feels. Like water flowing down my skin as I pull it into position and it runs tightly along every part of my body. I’ve never worn anything skintight - even my exercise kit is sweats and a large t-shirt - and I never knew it felt like this.

I deliberately don’t look at myself as I adjust it, running my hands up and down my body and feeling almost electric tingles along my skin as I do. Definitely some kind of nylon, and it simply covers different parts to my normal clothes. The high neck which is almost tight around my neck, the loose shoulders and arms…and my legs. More than anything, my legs. They’re totally exposed - in all their hairy, irreverent glory, and I can feel the air circling around them.

I walk up and down the room a few times, just to see what it’s like, and almost find myself moaning from the sensation. The way the material rubs itself against me…so soft, and sensual, and…shit, is this really what girls feel all the time?

No wonder they like these clothes so much. I always thought it was just because tight clothes do such a good job of showing off all those wonderful curves.

That thought is enough to turn me back towards the mirror - finally looking at myself properly. And I have to stop as soon as I see it.

Because everything I just felt…I can actually see. The bare legs, the skintight dress accentuating…okay, slightly limited curves. Though as I turn around and look at my ass over my shoulder, I think I might have one asset that might pass.

Not that you’re trying to pass for a girl. You just happen to be wearing a dress. Because it’s the uniform. That’s all.

But I ignore that thought. I don’t even really care anymore. I’m too lost in this unique, foreign sensation. I can’t stop touching it - stroking the soft dress and feeling it against my skin through the thin material. And it actually looks good. Or, at least, not as awful as it might have.

I had images of drag-queens and guys in dresses that you see sometimes on TV. Totally obvious and usually ugly as hell, but here…it wouldn’t be impossible to mistake me for a girl. A flat-chested girl, I guess, and you’d have to forget the hairy legs, and look at me with your head tilted just so to avoid seeing my adam’s apple…but that’s a lot better than I’d thought.

I walk over to the mirror and look myself up and down properly. The only thing that spoils the effect is my boxers, all bunched up under the short dress. Way worse than any panty lines I’ve heard my sister complain of, and I find myself idly wondering whether boxer lines have ever been a thing. Probably not.

I pause for a moment, then figure what the hell and strip them off, going commando under the dress. That feels incredibly freeing, but also makes me acutely aware of my cock and balls hanging around down there. If I move in a certain way, I can almost feel the dress rubbing against them, which…I feel myself start to get excited, and immediately stop as blood rushes to my face. I don’t want to think about me wearing girl’s clothes and getting excited. That’s far too far. I’m just doing this for the cheerleading thing, that’s all.

I frown, wondering whether you can see my bulge like this, and what to do about it. This dress really wasn’t made to accommodate that. Then another thought hits me, and I jump up and down a few times, then replicate a few of the cheerleading movements. My cock bounces all over the place, uncomfortable and obvious and…no, that won’t work at all.

I puzzle over what to do about that for a few minutes, and when the answer hits me…I almost forget the whole thing. But as soon as I do, I know I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about it until I’ve tried it.

Why not try what every other girl wears under a dress, hmm?

I’m not sure what to make of the way my mind jumps automatically to trying girls underwear, but I try to ignore that. Instead, I glance at the clock.

6pm.

My sister and Dad will have already left for her acting class. She’ll be out for the rest of the evening. So…

I act before I can think about it any longer. I pull on my dressing gown, cinching it tight to cover the dress, and then slip out of my room and into Gemma’s once again.

I probably should have changed out of the dress, just in case Mom comes upstairs and sees something under the dressing gown - but I can’t kick my fascination with how it feels, and I don’t quite feel ready to take it off yet.

Once I’m in Gemma’s room, my face heats, and I feel way more awkward than I did when I was just looking for a pair of pom-poms. This is…way more personal.

But I can’t help myself. I go looking anyway.

I open her closet, and then reach for the underwear drawer, taking a deep breath as I slide it open. For a long moment, I just stare at the options. I’ve never really seen women’s underwear before - not really. As I said, I don’t get much action, and obviously I’ve never seen Gemma wearing any of this stuff.

So it completely blows my mind how many different colors and styles and types there are. So much more than the boring black or white boxers I wear every day. I mean, Mom once gave me some super-hero themed ones that break it up a little bit, but still…my god.

And I have no idea what I’m doing.

Which are her favorites? Which will she miss? How the hell am I going to return any of these?

I tell my overactive brain to shut up, and start looking at some of the ones that look like they’ve got the best chance of holding my cock in place - and, on a whim, I take the red ones. To, you know, match my dress. I roll my eyes at myself for the thought, but I’m sort of grinning too. It’s stupid, but this is kind of fun.

And, as I push the drawer back in and leave with three panties firmly clutched in my hand, I figure maybe I won’t need to give them back. The washer loses socks of mine all the time - what’s a few panties? It’ll all be fine…

Well, this weird, whacked up version of fine anyway.

I make it back into my room without attracting any attention, and then push the chair back up against the door.

There’s a knot of excitement in my stomach now, and I try not to think about what that might mean - or just how much I seem to be enjoying this - as I pull on the first pair of panties.

It’s snug, but it fits beautifully under my dress, and as I tuck my cock and balls in, I find that it holds them perfectly. I jump and jiggle around a little bit - but no, they’re safe and secure, and they don’t slip out. For a moment, I stop to admire them in the mirror, the bottom of my dress pushed up - and I flush yet again as I realize how slutty they make me look.

Seeing that bulge against the panties, the dress around them…I feel myself start getting hard a moment later, and have to look away, thinking of my math homework, to try and get rid of that.

I can’t help it though…it’s all just…kind of hot. In a strange way. I never knew girls got to enjoy things like this. The thin material of the panties rides up between my ass, too, and having that exposed is yet another strange sensation. But as I slide the dress back down over it, it feels good. And when I turn around to look at it in the mirror again, I realize that I was right - my ass is pretty hot. If you look at it as a girl’s ass, and not a guy’s, anyway.

I seem to have found panties that work on the first try - but even so, I strip them off and try the others too. Just…you know, to see what it’s like.

And I find myself enjoying this minor little fashion show in my room. There’s only one pair that doesn’t seem to work - a skimpy g-string that makes me feel amazing, but the head of my cock slips out every time I jump. I frown at it before taking it off, wondering if I can find some way to make it work. Maybe not for cheerleading, but for—

For what?

The voice in my head cuts in. This whole thing is about cheerleading. I’m just getting distracting and being stupid.

Thinking of that, I put the first pair back on and then grab Gemma’s pom-poms from my closet before standing in front of my computer again. I can’t wait to see what I look like going through the routine now.

And sure enough, it’s amazing. Not only does it look amazing when I replay the video, but it feels simply wonderful. The dress is perfect for the sexy little movements, and this time when I’m thrusting and shimmying, it rubs against my body in all the right ways. I start wondering how girls don’t just walk around fully sexually charged all the time, if this is how it feels. I know I have trouble not letting my hand wander down to my cock, wanting to start stroking myself with the amazing, tight clothing all around me.

I start wondering part way through whether there really is something wrong with me, but I can’t quite bring myself to care. It feels good. The Coach even gave me this uniform - it can’t be that bad to try it out. I got used to being different a long time ago…at least this time, it feels so good it seems like it’d be worth it.

When I finish the routines, and I come to stand in front of the mirror again, I can’t help frowning at the other wrong parts in the image. I find myself wanting to dart to the bathroom and find some tissue to stuff against my chest, to make some attempt at curves there. I start thinking that maybe I should shave my legs, just to add to the effect—

But no. I can’t do any of those things.

If I’m really going to do this tomorrow - turn up to the cheerleader practice and wear this…well, I can’t go any further. No one would understand if they saw my legs shaved as well - or anything else.

I’m meant to be a guy in a dress. Not a girl.

I’m filling a temporary position. I’m not meant to be thinking about how to make this uniform work.

Even if I kind of want to.

Then I hear Mom call for dinner, and my heart jumps in my chest as I hurry to put everything away.

It’s not until much later that I realize I’ve decided to go through with this tomorrow. And I’m not even sure when I decided it.


Chapter Five

I spend the whole day hovering somewhere between excited and terrified about the practice in the afternoon.

I don’t know what reactions I’m going to get, but I can guess they’re not going to be particularly good. But the Coach was the one who asked me to do this, and I figure that’s going to count for something.

Even if that doesn’t quite stop me feeling awkward about the whole thing. I’ve realized over the last few days just how much like a girl I could look, if given the right prompts. Do I really want the rest of the school to realize the same thing?

But there’s no question that I’m doing it. And…I guess…they’re just all going to have to get used to it. Like I am. Another weird quirk of Tim’s. Nothing else.

I just hope I don’t end up getting beaten up by the very guys I wanted to join on the football team.

Worst comes to worst, you can always move schools. You wanted this year to be different. You’re definitely getting that.

When I turn up at the gym after school, the Coach looks mildly surprised - and everyone else darts looks between themselves, obviously confused.

So he hasn’t told them then.

“Ah, Tim.”

He beckons me toward the group, and that just creates more confusion, before he turns and silences them with a look. At least this time his intimidating presence is going to help me out - at least, I hope.

“As I’ve said, I want to wait for the right person before we replace Emmie. You all saw that none of the candidates would have worked yesterday - but we still need to be able to practice. Tim, here, has volunteered to help out with that. He’ll be making up the numbers during practice while we look for our final squad member - and I’ll encourage you, yet again, to reach out to anyone you know who might be able to execute our complex routines.”

They just stare for a long moment - first at him, and then at me. I offer a small, awkward smile, but I can already see condemnation and objection across several of their faces - and the rest aren’t that far behind. These are the school’s popular crowd - the kind of girls who don’t want to be seen near someone like me, let alone talking to or working with me.

“But…sir, cheerleaders can’t be…the squad has to be girls - it’s a rule.”

I’m actually pretty sure it’s not a rule, but it’s a standard expectation - something so well established that I doubt anyone has ever broken it.

The Coach’s face darkens, and that shuts up half the murmurs.

“I agree with you, Brittany. But Tim isn’t joining the squad - he’s just helping with practice.”

I can see that they want to object further, but they don’t quite dare, sending sullen looks my way instead. I take a deep breath - this is going to be hard. But then, I always knew that.

The Coach moves on before anyone can say anything else, starting to talk through the routines that we’re going to be practicing - some of them a rehash and reminder from last year, to get everyone warmed up and back into the spirit of things, but some of them brand new. I’m excited just at the thought of it.

When he’s been over the general game plan for the next few weeks, he tells us all to go and get changed - and that’s when my excitement takes on a nervous tinge.

I follow the girls out of the gym towards the changing areas, hanging back so that I don’t have to face whatever they might want to say to me - and then the first complication hits me, as they file into the girls’ changing room and I pause in the hallway.

Where the hell do I change?

I mean, the answer seems obvious - I change in the guys room, like always. But I’m changing into a dress and…that’s more than a little confusing. If there’s anyone in there…

But I gather myself and walk in anyway. They’re going to see me either way, and I’d rather face whatever the guys might say about my outfit, than the girls shrieking and running out and calling me a pervert for watching them change.

As it is, there’s no one else in there, and I breathe a sigh of relief - wondering just how long that’s going to last. But since they’re going to see me today anyway, I’m not even sure it matters. Even so, I find one of the toilet stalls and lock it behind me as I change - the dress might be part of the official cheerleading uniform, but the panties…well…I don’t really want to have to explain those.

It’s not exactly the most elegant of surroundings, but I still get that same thrill as I take off my boring, everyday clothes and slip the dress over my head. I shimmy to get it into place down my body, and before I realize it, my semi-hard cock is pressing against it too. I scowl down at it, pulling the panties on and firmly tucking it in. The skirt of the dress is at least long enough that no one will see it, even if I’m jumping and moving around - I spent a long time making sure of that last night.

When I’m done, I can feel the familiar staccato beat of my nervous pulse in my chest - but there’s a buzz of excitement too. This might be crazy, but I do want to do it.

I pause before I open the door of the toilet stall, listening for anyone that might have come in - but I don’t think anyone has. And when I step out, the room is empty, and I take just enough time to look myself over in the mirror. Seeing myself like that - especially in the bright, glaring lights of the changing room - is still weird. But it’s almost starting to become a good-weird feeling, and I have to remind myself not to turn around and actively check myself out.

I walk back towards the gym slowly, grateful I don’t see anyone on the way, and then I pause again at the entrance - considering yet again running back to the changing room and forgetting this whole thing.

But I don’t. I walk out there.

And it feels like everyone turns to look at me.

I can sense their eyes bugging out of their heads as I come to stand with the group of now open-mouthed cheerleaders. Even the Coach seems to be struck silent for once, and I have an awkward moment of not knowing what the hell to do.

Then someone - one of the guys from the benches - lets out a low wolf-whistle and it’s enough to cut through the sudden thickness in the air.

“Hey, Tim - I never knew you made such a pretty girl.”

I turn around to face him - the comment somehow easier to face than everyone’s shocked reaction. Mocking, I can deal with - but the way everyone else is looking at me only seems to confirm what I’ve slowly realized myself. That I might almost be able to pass as a girl - which is far scarier.

And despite wondering how days how I’m going to deal with exactly this sort of comment…it comes to me easier than I would’ve guessed.

I give him the same goofy grin that I gave myself when I was first trying this crazy, embarrassing experiment and throw a self-mocking curtsy in his direction. Joining in with the joke is, I’ve found, the best way to get around being the target.

“Neither did I, but apparently the uniform is non-negotiable.”

I shrug, affecting a helpless expression, and then turn to walk back to the other cheerleaders.

They’re still staring at me as if I’m a complete freak, but moments later the Coach asserts control of the situation again - I mean, he knew this was going to happen, so I guess he must have had some idea of how he was going to deal with it. It was just that initial appearance that threw him off - seeing me like…well, like that.

After that though, I’m surprised that the rest of practice goes about as smoothly as could be expected. I get a few wolf-whistles and catcalls when the guys think the Coach is distracted, and the cheerleaders are wary and standoffish towards me - but mostly, we just focus on the routines.

And while I’m focusing on the routines…nothing else seems to matter.

As good as practicing alone in my room seemed - this is so much better. There’s more space, more people, more complexity - not to mention the right music in the background - and it’s far easier than I thought it would be to just lose myself in all of that, and forget about everyone around me or whatever they might think of me wearing this dress. It still surprises me that there aren’t more objections - but Coach is a force to be reckoned with, and I guess it’s allowed if he says it is.

It probably helps that I’m actually good at the routines, too. I pick things up pretty quickly, and I’m not holding anyone back - if they felt like I was getting in their way, I’m sure the reception would be far more hostile than just the unsure, skeptical attitude I get. But since I’m doing exactly what Coach said I would - filling a space so that they can practice - they’re at least willing to work with me.

I think everyone is just a little too surprised to be particularly vindictive or mean about the whole thing, anyway. I’m wearing a girl’s dress, I don’t look totally ridiculous in it, and I can pick up the cheerleading routines. It’s enough to make them pause, anyway.

So for that brief session, I get a glimpse of what it would be like to be a part of it all - and it’s about as perfect as I can imagine.

I’m also grateful that I really have to focus on what I’m trying to learn, or I get a few moments where I wonder if the combination of that outfit, and those movements, and the energy in the room, with hot girls all around me…well, if I wasn’t so distracted, there would be a very real risk of a noticeable bulge at the front of my dress.

That’s one thing girls’ clothes really don’t seem good at - disguising things like that. Then again, I guess girls have never had to worry about it.

But I make it through the session, and after practice the girls disappear off by themselves almost immediately - and the benches around us clear, too. I imagine everyone wants to find somewhere to gossip and talk about what they just saw - me. But I don’t know whether that’s just my own paranoia speaking.

“You wear that dress better than I would’ve guessed, boy.” Coach grunts at me as I turn to leave, and I look back to see him seemingly sizing me up.

I just shrug, but I can’t help feeling like he’s thinking about something.

“Got more guts than I’d thought, too.” He adds, and I start to feel uncomfortable. I’m not exactly used to people thinking anything of me - especially not him - and I don’t quite know how to take it. “You can come back for the next practice.”

I nod, even though I think for a moment that really it might be me doing him a favor here. Agreeing to become a complete social outcast, just so that his squad can practice…

But, it’s worth it. I enjoyed every part of that - the outfit, the movements, the other cheerleaders - more than I would’ve thought possible, and I know it’s what I want to be doing. So the rest of it doesn’t seem to matter so much.

I leave the gym with a smile on my face, and the kind of elation I can’t remember feeling before.

Like something, somewhere, might have clicked for me - and this is just right.


Chapter Six

Over the next few weeks, that elation doesn’t fade.

I keep expecting it to catch up with me somehow, or all come crashing down around me, or to suddenly lose interest and realize what I’m doing is totally stupid.

But it doesn’t.

I look forward to those sessions with an intensity I’ve never felt before - feeling like every other moment just drags until I can get back into the gym, change into my tight little dress and work on sexy routines with the other cheerleaders. The excitement doesn’t fade - and if anything, it gets stronger each time, especially as I start getting better at the whole thing.

Outside of practice isn’t nearly as bad as I expect, either. Everyone knows what I’m doing, of course - and at first, the cheerleading practice had way more spectators, as people came to see for themselves - but I don’t get slammed up against the lockers, or followed after school, or beaten up during lunch…

And the comments, I can take.

If I really cared what they thought, maybe it would be a little harder - but as it is, I just grin and agree with how girly they think that dress makes me. It’s not much of an insult if I get a little thrill from it. I laugh off the catcalls and comments about when I might find a boyfriend and how I’ve styled my still-totally-short hair today.

When I finally run into other guys in the changing rooms at the same time as me, I steel myself for the way they freeze when they see me - and then the disgusted comments about how I shouldn’t even be in there with them. I shrug that off, and it doesn’t get any worse.

I think it’s because the football team haven’t done anything. And apart from a few irritated comments about the whole situation, the cheerleading squad aren’t picking on me either. That may be down to the Coach, who has a vested interest in keeping me on the practice team.

It wouldn’t surprise me if the rest of the school is just following their lead, or could even be unsure about whether I might be part of those groups now.

I’m not. They make it very obvious I’m not.

But I’m closer than I’ve ever been.

I practice with the cheerleading squad at least twice a week - and to my surprise, having me there really does help them out. While I could never compare to the guys on the football team…here, I’m actually stronger than most of the girls. Because, you know, they’re girls. But it’s still useful. I’m always on the bottom when we do lifts and jumps and formations, and I know that they feel secure with me holding them up. It’s a strange feeling, to have someone rely on you like that - and even if they still don’t really like me being there…it’s enough that at least they’re getting used to it.

I still sit at my table at the back of the canteen, alone. I never hang out with them outside of those sessions, and they make a great effort to ignore me altogether. But the football team obviously know who I am now, and I get amused comments in the corridors. I’m not sure that should be better than having them totally oblivious, but somehow it feels like it is. I like the attention, even if you couldn’t quite call it positive.

And I get the chance to chat about games and scores and the football team, too - which is what I’ve wanted the whole time. Any time the cheerleaders start talking about that stuff, I have too much to say not to join in - and they’re accepting enough of my input. Those conversations are happening around me all the time anyway, and it really does start to feel like I’m part of them.

I tell my parents that I’m on the reserve team to explain all the after-school activity - and to my surprise, they buy it. Probably because I’m happier than I think I can remember being. They’re thrilled for me, actually, and I feel a wave of guilt at lying to them, but I figure that is the position I have…just on the cheerleading squad, not the football team. It’s almost the same thing, right?

I’m pretty sure my sister is furious about the whole thing, but she’s stopped talking to me entirely, so I can pretend that I don’t notice. And for whatever reason, she hasn’t told our parents anything, which I’m more grateful for than I’d like to admit. I might be okay to deal with the judgment and censure from kids at school who I’ve never really cared about…but it matters to me, what Mom and Dad think. And after all the time Dad spent trying to help me out with practice—

I try not to think about that too much. And I just enjoy what I have got - for as long as it’s going to last.

At first, I expect the Coach to announce he’s found another member for the squad at any moment. I turn up to each session simply hoping that I’ll be sent to get changed instead of told I’m no longer needed - and each time I find out I get to participate again, a thrill runs right through me.

But after a couple of weeks, I somehow forget to worry about even that. No one new appears. I learn the same routines as everyone else, we learn how to work together and rely on each other for some of the more complex movements, and we all just get used to me being there. I start to suspect the Coach isn’t even looking for anyone else.

But it’s not until the first game approaches that my suspicion is confirmed.

The Coach calls me into his office again, a few weeks before when we’re really starting to ramp up practice - the sort of time that a new member would have to join for, or they wouldn’t have a clue what they’re doing. I feel my anxiety spike as I expect that’s exactly what he’s about to tell me - that he’s found another cheerleader and he doesn’t need me anymore.

That’s not what happens at all.

Instead he takes up his usual position, leaning against the desk scattered with papers and folding his arms as he seems to look at me for a long time.

“You’ve been practicing with the squad for a while now, Tim. How’re you finding it?”

“I—I like it.” I say, somewhat uncertain. I’m not sure what he’s looking for.

He grunts. “You’ve done well with it, kid. But we have a bit of a problem now.”

“I—what is it?”

“I still haven’t found anyone suitable to take your place—”

I note how he says take my place, as if it’s mine at all.

“—So I’ll put this bluntly. The game would go a whole lot better if you were there with the squad - but we can’t have a male cheerleader. It would be a total embarrassment for the school, and make everything entirely awkward.”

I just look at him, and I can feel the nervous anticipation rising within me as I start to work out what he’s saying. He’s obviously uncomfortable, and he shifts before he finishes the thought - but I can’t wait to hear it. It feels like there’s been a part of me waiting for this since the whole thing started.

“No offense, boy, but you look…quite passable…in that dress. If no one got too close—well, we could probably convince them that you’re a female cheerleader, if we wanted to. If you wanted to - to come with the squad to our first game.”

Heat rises to my face and I feel myself flush, and a squirmy excitement seems to work its way through me, my heart pounding hard in my chest.

I know immediately that it’s exactly what I want to do. To go to an actual game, at another school, to be part of the squad for real. And…maybe…to have the excuse to try out what it would be like to look like a girl properly.

But it’s scary - how much I suddenly want all that, and I hesitate over what it might mean…what does that say about me? That I want to try out being a girl? Try out convincing other people, instead of acting like the whole girl outfit is ridiculous as I’ve been doing here?

Should I be wanting any of that?

The answer is no doubt ‘no’, but then…I shouldn’t have wanted to be a cheerleader, either. And I did. I do.

“You’ve got a few days to think about it.” The Coach adds, when I don’t say anything, lost in my spinning reaction to the whole thing.

“I want to.” I say, before I can stop myself. I know I should look like I’m considering it, like I’m unsure, like I don’t actually want to be a girl. But I already know the answer, and I don’t want him to change his mind. I nod quickly. “Yes, I’ll do it. I’d like to go with the squad to St Helene’s for the game. And—and I can try to be…well…”

He gives me a long look, and then slowly nods.

“Okay. Well if you’re sure, we’ll tell the team today that’s what’s happening.”

I stare at him for a moment, that somehow having eluded me. I have no idea what they’ll say. It’s one thing for me to be there just for practice, but—

“Yes. Okay.” I agree before I can think about it any further.

I don’t want to think about it.

However they react, I can deal with it.

That afternoon at practice, the Coach makes the announcement, and I hold my breath as I look around at the faces that have grown…if not entirely friendly or welcoming, at least tolerant. I realize immediately I don’t want them to hate me for this, even if we’re not exactly close - they’re my teammates, and I don’t want to throw them off the routine or anything else, because I’m there as a girl.

For a long moment, there’s just silence. They look between themselves, obviously not sure what to make of this idea, and I feel the weight of their opinion hanging over me, balanced on a knife-edge, as if it could go either way.

Then one of the girls - Kaylie - turns to me with a wicked smile on her face, and gives me a once-over.

“Well, if you’re going to be a girl - I’m doing your make-up.” She giggles. “I’ve been wanting to see what you’d look like with a bit of contouring and color on your cheeks for a while.”

And just like that, the tension evaporates - and for the first time, I almost become one of the girls.

That should be strange and disconcerting, but it doesn’t feel that way - instead, it sends a pulse of excitement through me, and I feel a buzz of anticipation about the whole thing.

After that, I step up my preparations for the game - spending most of my time working on everything. Not just the routines - in fact, those end up taking the smallest amount of my time. No, I try and work out everything else.

I’m thrilled to finally have an excuse to shave my hairy legs, and the girls are surprisingly willing to give me advice about how I should talk, and walk, and dress apart from just that cheerleader uniform. Namely, a sports bra - just to make me that little bit more convincing.

Shopping for new clothes is out of the question - I’m not about to walk into a store and try on girls’ clothes - but someone finds an old one, and doesn’t seem to mind giving it to me. I don’t mind wearing it, either - in fact, the idea that it’s already been holding real breasts is another thrill in itself.

I try stuffing it in the way that I wanted to when I first tried on the dress, experimenting with what looks realistic and how to make it word. The Coach finds me a wig - I have no idea from where, maybe the drama department, but since this whole thing is his idea I figure he feels some responsibility for getting it right - and as promised, Kaylie practices my make-up.

The whole process is beyond my wildest dreams. Since I started cheerleading, I’d occasionally thought about what it might be like to do one or two of these things, alone in my room at night. But this - it’s almost like I have an entire makeover team. Girls to talk to about the whole thing, to help and encourage and support whatever I’m trying. And everything I do, they seem to laugh and gush and enjoy seeing the result. I guess girls like having someone to dress up, right? And this is pretty much a novelty.

They tell me over and over how convincing I am, what a hot girl I make, then fall into a series of giggles and laughter - but I resist looking at myself. For some reason, I don’t want to see the effects of a little make-up here, or what the wig looks like when I’m not even dressed up, or how my shaved legs look under the dress.

I want to see the whole effect. I want to be surprised and see whether what everyone else is saying is actually true.

A week or so later, I get exactly that. It takes that long for everything to come together, but when we have everything - shaved legs, wig, make-up, stuffed bra - I let a couple of the girls lead me over to a full length mirror in one of the changing rooms. The women’s changing room, actually, which they seem okay with me being in so long as none of them are changing.

And when I see the result, I just stop and stare. Because the person looking back at me…isn’t me at all.

I raise a hand to my full, glossy lips, watch as my now-huge eyes widen in my delicate, feminine face and just…I can’t believe it. I don’t just look convincing as a woman - they were right, I look convincing as a totally hot woman.

The kind that would turn heads on the street. Hell, I think I’m turning me on, seeing a girl like that…and even though I sort of know it’s me, I still think that I’d like to fuck the girl in the mirror. Except that she’d be so far out of my league.

Even though she is me.

I twist and turn, looking behind me at the smooth line of my ass, seeing the toned muscle of my legs now that the hair covering them is gone, and I can’t help the excitement that courses through me.

I never made an impressive guy, not in any way, shape or form…but a girl? I’m fucking stunning.

“Are…are you okay?” Kaylie asks hesitantly from beside me.

And I realize I’ve gone completely pale as I’ve looked at myself in the mirror, and I haven’t said a thing.

The wave of giddy emotions overtakes me and I feel myself grin ecstatically.

“Yes—fuck yes, oh my god, Kaylie. Look what you’ve done to me. I’m…fucking hot.”

She laughs, and I can see the relief on her face as she grins back.

“Yeah, you do. I didn’t know whether it’d be too much. I mean, most guys wouldn’t…” She trails off, suddenly unsure. And I get what she’s saying.

Most guys would probably be pissed to find out they could look anything like this.

I just give her a wry smile.

“I’ve been wearing that cheerleader dress for weeks. If I was squeamish about this sort of thing, I think it would’ve shown already. I want to be on the team, Kaylie. I want to go to the game with you all.”

And I want to look like this.

But I don’t say that part. It’s probably too much for any of them to hear - including myself.

Her grin becomes more genuine, and she suddenly wraps her arms around me in a hug. I freeze, simply stunned for a moment, before I hug her back.

This is one of the most popular girls in school, a little voice in the back of my head reminds me. The kind who spent most of her school career acting like I didn’t even exist, and would have scorned me if I’d tried to come up to her in the halls. And now she’s hugging me.

It feels too crazy to understand, but I feel happy to the point of bursting with it.

She’s been the most friendly of the squad - and I can tell the rest are still somewhat wary and bemused about this whole thing, but it is finally starting to seem like I might eventually be accepted. That I might have a place with them. And I can’t believe how good the idea of that feels.

I wanted the football team to accept me for years, but now…what these girls think seems to be just as important.

“So, what are we going to call you?” She asks when she finally lets go, turning back to the mirror to survey her handiwork.

And she’s done an amazing job. I can’t believe my face could even look like that, but make-up appears to work wonders that way.

I pause as I stare back at her.

“Well, calling you Tim will probably give the game away, you know.”

She seems almost gleeful at the thought of fooling everyone, and I stop to think for a moment, heat rising in my cheeks. It’s one thing to dress like a girl, for a reason, but a name…?

“Tammy.” I say, after a moment. I use my softer girl’s voice almost instinctively, and she smiles widely at me again.

“Tammy. I like it.”

My body tingles with anticipation and something else entirely, and I smile as well as we turn to go back to the rest of the squad to tell them my new name.

I never thought I would have wanted this, but now…I can’t wait for the game.


Chapter Seven

The Coach nods at me as I get on the bus, ready to leave for St Helene’s.

“Tammy.” He confirms, checking something off on his list.

I step up onto the bus, but something in my chest squeezes at how easily he said that - as if that’s me. As if it’s always been me. As if looking at me, he can’t tell that I was ever Tim.

And maybe he can’t. I have a hard enough time, whenever I catch a glimpse of myself.

I get a few catcalls from the guys as I move down the bus, stressing my new name, and I can feel them eying my ass even though they know I’m a guy. I bite back my smile as I wonder what they make of that interest. Does it make them gay? They’ve probably never even thought about it.

But for this trip - I’m a hot girl. And I don’t mind them treating me like it.

No…for some reason, I don’t mind at all.

I never got any attention as a guy, but now - I can feel their interest, the way I turn their head even as they tell themselves that I’m not actually someone they want to fuck. Sometimes desire wins out over rationality.

Maybe a lot of the time.

I think to myself as I consider just what I’m doing. And I’d be lying if I said desire didn’t play a part in that - if I didn’t jerk off sometimes, thinking about this tight little dress hugging my skin, the panties I’m wearing keeping my cock snug and out of the way.

It just makes me feel so…sensual, dressing this way. Something I’ve never felt as a guy, ever. Sensual and sexy and yeah okay, maybe a little slutty.

Not that I’m telling anyone about that. No, the craving I get for any kind of sex while I’m dressed like this…that’s just going to be satisfied by my hand, later tonight. Simply being able to come to the game with them is more than I could’ve ever hoped for.

As we leave our school and the bus makes its way towards St Helene’s, there’s the pleasant rumble of chatter and strategies and plans for the game all around me, but for once I can’t concentrate on any of it. The knot in my stomach is a writhing ball of anticipation and excitement, and the only thing I can think about is how this is the first time I’m actually going to be a girl, outright, in public.

Everyone on this bus knows me as Tim - but the other school? To them, I’ll just be Tammy. They’ll actually treat me like a girl. That’s what they’ll think, unless I totally mess this up.

And there’s a chance I might. Despite how good I think I look, and what everyone else says about how convincing I am…there’s a chance they’ll just look at me and know. After all, everyone here thinks I’m totally convincing for a guy. They’re comparing Tammy to Tim, and yeah, she’s a hell of a lot more like a girl. But comparing Tammy to Kaylie? Or another girl? What if there’s something we’ve missed? Something that none of us can see, because we’re used to seeing Tim?

It’s slightly terrifying, but the risk makes it even more exciting. I just don’t want to ruin our school’s reputation entirely if it all goes wrong.

When we finally get there and leave the bus, though, Kaylie takes my hand and squeezes it, and I give her a grateful glance.

“You look more convincing than Amanda. You’ll be fine, babe.”

The whispered babe at the end does more than anything else to turn my anxiety into excitement again, and I nod.

We get off the bus and I walk with the football team and other cheerleaders towards the rooms that they’ve put aside for us. We’ve arrived in our uniform already, but we need to warm up and they’re there for any last minute adjustments we might need. St Helene’s Coach comes to greet us and exchanges a few words with ours, while some of their cheerleaders and football team hang around and start bantering with our guys.

No one lets out a sudden yell to ask why the hell a guy is dressed in our cheerleading uniform - and I get more than a couple of looks - so I start to breathe slightly easier. It helps that I’ve got all the girls from my squad around me, and in the middle of another school and all these people looking at me as Tammy, their presence feels like a supportive weight.

We make it to the rooms without an issue, though, and once we do, there are more than a few giggling comments as some of the girls look over at me.

“Did you see that guy checking you out?”

“Oh my god, he had no idea!”

“You got more attention than me, Tammy!”

I just stare at them. “What?”

“Aw, don’t tell me you didn’t even notice!”

They’re practically bubbling over with excitement, but I didn’t notice. I was just trying to focus on not giving myself away, or doing anything out of place, that I’d barely even noticed the guys on the other football team.

“I thought Zack was about to bust a gut, keeping himself from laughing at their linebacker - that he was checking out a guy!”

“Really?!” I ask, disbelieving.

“You better believe it, babe. Just look around next time we walk out there. And after our performance at the start of the game…you’ll have them drooling all over you.”

I feel the heat rise into my cheeks again, and I turn and try to act like I’m just warming up, but I can’t stop thinking about what they’re saying.

I really had guys checking me out?

It’s…such a strange feeling.

But it’s making me feel warm and tingly, too.

We warm up together, and I’m closer to the other girls than I think I ever have been. They might have thought that dressing me up as a girl was weird at first, but I think they’re secretly pleased at how well they’ve done - and now that they have, it’s almost like I’m one of them.

Not just one of the team - but one of the girls, too.

And with the way the other school is responding to me, it’s like all of that has suddenly become an in-joke too. Something that we have on the other team - a secret way to laugh at them, for believing I’m really a girl.

The girls on my cheerleading squad might not have been sure what to make of me - but when it comes to other schools, and other teams? Well, they already have a long-established rivalry going. So if I’m a reason to laugh at the other team’s expense? It seems to be the last thing I need to swing their opinion of me in the right direction.

By the time we leave the makeshift changing room, warmed up and ready for the game to start, it feels like I’m part of their excited gossip. Sure, it’s all girly stuff - the guys on the other team, our chances, the other cheerleaders, their hair and makeup and what routines they might try - but like this, that girly gossip fits me. I can’t help myself - I love it.

Not quite the discussion of stats and strategies and positions that I’d always envisaged participating in, but somehow more exciting and energizing than that ever was. And being part of it is just thrilling.

Then, when we finally step out onto the field, all of that disappears into what we’re actually here for: to cheer on our team. To perform the routines we’ve been practicing all month.

And that’s another excitement all in itself.

The moment I’m in the center of all of those people - feeling all those eyes on us - my heart threatens to stop in my chest. But Kaylie nudges me and I move into position, and then I’m doing it.

I’m finally on a football field. Finally being watched by so many people, as I perform for them. Finally part of a team doing something I’m actually good at.

And it’s unbelievable.

I know our role here is mostly to get everyone amped up and excited for the game to come - to give our team that initial buzz they need to get out here and totally dominate - it’s not actually playing. But in that moment, it feels like it’s just as valuable.

And as I lift and slide and move and shake with the other girls, it feels so totally right.

When we’re done, and we leave to the cheering and excitement all around us, that giddy feeling is all the way through me.

I spent the rest of the game on a total high, watching the match eagerly, talking excitedly to the other cheerleaders and the reserve guys.

And…I see some of what the girls were talking about.

I can tell there are eyes on me, from the bleachers around us. I catch a few winks or lewd gestures here or there, and even though part of me thinks I shouldn’t like it - I do. It makes my heart clench in my chest, and I have to fight to keep the blood from rushing down to my cock. This is not the time to risk that. Not at all.

We win.

Of course we do.

With the kind of support we’re giving, how could our football team do anything else?

And for the first time, I’m part of the crazy high that envelops the whole team - guys and girls. I’m living it, breathing it, and it’s better than I’d ever thought. We’re all on a high as we gather in the rooms set aside for us afterward, talking about the score, the result, the amazing last-minute touchdown that Brad made to slam home the victory. The excitement and enthusiasm is infectious - and I’m there as a part of it. No one thinks to question my comments or involvement or anything - the guys slap me on the shoulder, the girls pull me into hugs and even though I’m not quite sure which one of them I am right now…I’m happy. I’m doing everything I ever wanted - and it’s even better than being out there on the field playing myself.

We leave to head back to the bus shortly afterward - and as we do, a few of the guys from the football team come up alongside us. They’re mostly leering at the group of us, but a few come in close to make a comment or two - and I’m even the recipient of a couple.

“Lookin’ good, baby.”

The first takes me by complete surprise, and I just stagger to a stop as I look back at him.

“Uh…thanks.” I stammer. “You—you too?”

I have no idea what I’m doing!

I practically yell it inside my head, feeling shellshocked, and if I’d been left to my own devices I probably would have ended up agreeing to who-knows-what, purely by accident. But Kaylie spots my predicament, and tugs me along as I blush a furious red.

“Just ignore them, babe.” She says, her voice light with laughter. “That’s what we do.”

I glance around to see she’s right - no one else is even attempting to reply to the casual hit ons they’re getting - and breathe deeply as I relax a little. So when I get another approach, I think I’ve got it.

“Pity you’re on the other side, sweetheart - but if you ever want a taste of the dark side, just give me a buzz.”

I give the guy winking at me a little laugh and shake my head.

And then, a few minutes later, we’re on the bus and they’re all being left behind.

But their words are still ringing in my ears. I don’t know whether it’s just the excitement from the match, or the thrill of passing as a girl, or…what. But there’s a warm kind of rush spreading through me, and I can feel myself wanting to grow hard - my semi-erect cock pressing against the panties keeping it snug and tight. Which only makes me hotter and more eager. Dressing like this, so hot and sexy and sensual, and getting all that attention.

I’ve never had that kind of attention as Tim. Maybe it’s just the idea that I might be wanted, desired, attractive…but it’s a god-damn aphrodisiac, and even though Kaylie dismissed those guys out of hand…I find some silly part of me wishing that I’d taken them up on the offer. Maybe got a number. Just in case. For later sometime. Or just to get off to the very idea of how naughty that would be.

It’s stupid, obviously. I mean, I might pass as a girl from afar, but anything like that would very quickly make it clear that I’m not.

But it feels like a hot fantasy, even if nothing is going to come of it.

Even though I’m not gay. I think. Maybe I’m just too oversexed from dressing as a girl and acting sexy all evening. Not that I’ve ever heard of that changing someone’s sexuality…

I try to shake off those thoughts and join in with the bubbling, celebratory conversation instead. And for the most part, that works - but when we get about halfway home, the conversation turns to the other cheerleading team and brings my mind back to exactly what I was just puzzling over: my sexuality.

At first the girls just swap opinions and gossip and thoughts about the other girls - who they liked, who they thought was hooking up with the players, who had the best hair, makeup and on and on. Nothing I can contribute to much - even if I’m getting better at having opinions about girly stuff these days, I still prefer no one to be too aware of that.

Until they start debating who the hottest girls are - and then, in fits of giggles, someone points out that I’d probably be in a better position to know. That sends a fierce heat to my face, and I try to stammer some objection, but they quickly get distracted by the idea of talking to other cheerleading teams, girl-on-girl, with me secretly crushing on some, and how unfair it is that the only attention I’ll get will be from guys.

I wasn’t quite thinking of it that way, but they’re running with the idea, and then Anne even suggests that we spread the rumor that Tammy is bisexual and maybe that will get me some action. I’m completely useless in this whole conversation, letting it get swept away without me, because all I can do is stutter and look embarrassed, which apparently is completely adorable. I’m not sure when I went from being weird and strange to being adorable, but I guess I’ll take it.

It does send my mind spinning, though.

Maybe I’m straight…but maybe Tammy is too? Maybe she’s the one interested in all this male attention…not me?

Except…I think of the cheerleaders we were just talking about, hot and sexy and fun, and…I’m turned on by that too. And the idea of girl-on-girl action has always turned me on - I mean, what guy wouldn’t be? - so…kissing another girl dressed up like this…well, that seems pretty fucking hot as well.

So maybe Tammy is bisexual. But I’m pretty sure I’m not. The idea of being with a guy - just as myself - that just freaks me out. It’s only when I’m dressed like this, feeling sexy and slutty and naughty that I kind of want to be used in the way only a guy could do to me.

The idea sends a shudder through me, and I try to repress the whole thing. It’s not something I want to be thinking about. It’s one thing to dress up like this for cheerleading - for the place on the squad I longed for - but…for sex? Because it’s hot and I’m turned on and I love the feel of it all?

I don’t know about that at all.

But the thought stays with me, all throughout the bus journey and while I’m trying to pay attention to everyone else’s excited chatter.

And part of me can’t wait to get home, to my room, where I can lock the door and change back into this dress and lie back on my bed…

It won’t be quite the same though. I won’t have the wig, or the makeup, and I won’t be quite as sexy and sensual as I am right now, and after how amazing today has been, that seems like a bit of a pity. But I’ve gotten used to taking what I can get, and it will still be something after what feels like being teased constantly all day.

I’m still hearing the words of those guys in the back of my mind as I finally head towards the male changing rooms back at school, that rough desire that I’ve never heard before.

And if that’s what girls respond to, no wonder you’ve never gotten any action before now…

Tammy has been so much more successful in that area, on just her one day out in the world, than I’ve been in my whole life. And from the sorts of things going through my mind right now, I’m starting to think Tammy is one dirty girl, indeed.

I take a long few minutes looking in the mirror, taking in the makeup that’s maintained its shape and color beautifully, before I have to wipe it off and put on Tim’s boring clothes again. There’s a part of me that just wants to stay like this - to keep being Tammy - but I know it’s a stupid feeling. Just some part of me trying to cling onto the high of the day, and starting to feel a little melancholy at having to go back to my normal life.

I pick up the makeup remover, but I give myself a little sultry smile first, then blow a kiss, feeling the familiar naughtiness that I always do when I dress up.

“You make a pretty hot girl, Tammy.”

I feel like I jump a mile, the makeup wipe falling out of my hand as I swirl around.

Oh god, did he see that? Please tell me he didn’t see that.

“Brad!” I say, trying to breathe normally again. “Erm, thanks. I—congratulations on the game. You were amazing out there!”

“Yeah I know.” He shrugs, and I’m reminded yet again how strong and physically domineering the guy is to be around. It sets my heart racing in my chest and…and something else I try really hard not to think about. Then he saunters a little closer, giving me a long look up and down, and I find myself swallowing. “But…there’s something a few of us were wondering…”

“Umm…er, yeah?” I ask dumbly.

My hands are clutching the edge of the row of sinks behind me, and I’m not sure why I feel like I need something to cling onto - but I know instinctively that I do.

He raises one eyebrow and smirks at me. “Do you offer the same kind of support for the football team that the other cheerleaders do, hmm?”

For a moment, I don’t know what he means. Or at least, my mind doesn’t. The spike of lust that shoots straight to my cock can read exactly what’s in his eyes.

“Umm—”

He gives a meaningful look down towards the bulge I can see in his pants now. And it looks big.

“I’m—umm, I’m a—I’m a guy, Brad.”

I’m not sure what I’m trying to say. I think part of me just wants to remind him, because…well…he shouldn’t want this, right?

I definitely shouldn’t. But I can feel part of me longing for it - the same part that has been turned on all day, enjoying dressing up as Tammy and being as sexy and slutty as I like.

“Really.” He says, totally unperturbed. “Well, right now - you look like a smoking hot girl to me.”

And from the way I can see his cock stiffening further, he’s obviously telling the truth. I can’t stop looking at it. Glancing down, and wondering…

And the naughty, slutty part of me wonders what it would feel like. What it would taste like.

It’s such an alien thought, but it feels so much a part of Tammy that I don’t know whether I can resist.

He chuckles, obviously catching the direction of my gaze.

“That looks like a ‘yes’ to me, girl. But, if it’s not…well, just let me know.” He reaches down, and my eyes are glued to his hands as I hear the jingle of his belt and my whole body buzzes with excitement. “But you know what I think? I think I deserve a little reward, after my performance today…don’t you, Tammy girl?”

I swallow, but I can’t resist. I can’t resist this - and I can’t resist him. Brad Livingstone. The best player the school has seen for years.

“Yes.” I finally choke out, my voice almost hoarse with nerves, before it softens again, becoming the same one that Tammy always uses - my girl voice. The one that makes me feel so much naughtier. “Yeah, Brad…you do. That was…an amazing performance.”

“Yeah?” He chuckles, then nods to the floor in front of him. “I can show you an even better one.”

I manage to bite back the moan in my throat, too embarrassed to let that out, but I sink to my knees before I can think about any of it anymore.

I want to stop thinking. I just want to do this. The thing that’s been on the edge of my mind for the last few weeks. The hot, sensual, teasing thoughts that dressing and acting this way seems to give me.

I can almost feel his smirk as he looks down at me, and then his belt slips open - and his cock finally springs free. It’s already hard - some crazy part of me repeating endlessly that it’s hard for me, for not-quite-girl Tammy, and even though I can see it right in front of me, I don’t quite believe it. And it’s so much bigger than I thought - thick and hard and pulsing right in front of me - and I guess it makes sense, for a man with Brad’s bulk, but…my god.

“Go on then, girl. Show me what you’ve got - what you’ve been thinking about this whole time.”

I freeze, wondering how he knew, but maybe it’s just that obvious - maybe I haven’t exactly hidden how sexy I find those cheerleading routines, or how much I’ve enjoyed showing off my girly body and moves.

And for one long moment, I can’t move - sudden anxiety shooting through me at the reality of all this. His cock in front of me, and me having no idea what to do with it. I’ve never touched anyone else’s cock - barely even seen any others - and now…

But even if I don’t think I know what to do…some part of me seems to. The part that has felt slutty and naughty ever since I started dressing up - and I reach up, slowly, hesitantly.

The moment I close my hand around it, I feel the reverberation through Brad’s body in the same way that something inside me pulses with warmth and desire. He feels so hot, and that silky smooth hardness pulsing in my grip is just…unbelievable. It takes me a moment to get my nerve, but then I slowly stroke up and down the whole, impressive length of him.

Before I know it, my other hand is coming up to cup his balls and I’m inching closer, closer…knowing what I want to do, but anxiety still strumming through me.

“Go on, girl.” His gruff voice above me breaks through the last of my reserve - the way he calls me girl. Partly ironic, but partly…totally into it, too.

I’m surprised he hasn’t already taken my head, forced me onto him, and the idea of that makes my own cock twitch against the silky panties I’m wearing. I don’t know why I suddenly crave that sort of use, but…god…I do.

And that’s enough for me to open my mouth - just a little - and guide the tip of his cock into me. The feel of that warm head, the slightly salty taste…it just makes me want more. And within moments it feels like he’s filling my mouth - my tongue swirling around his head as excitement runs through my whole body.

It feels so wrong, so taboo, so…impossible. But that only adds to the thrill.

I run one hand up and down the length of his thick cock - unable to fit all of it in my mouth - and suck as I’ve imagined in the very edges of my fantasies. He groans above me, stiffening - and then his hand does come down to my head. He grips the back of my head, taking the wig in his hands, and starts thrusting into my mouth.

My own cock is leaking pre-cum now, and I moan against him as he pushes insistently further and harder into my mouth. I splutter a little bit until I get my gag reflex under control, and I’m not sure how much of him I can take, but I try. I open my mouth wide, press forward myself, try to move with what he’s doing to me, and it indulges every part of me that’s ever wanted to feel slutty and naughty.

I’m more turned on than I can ever remember, feeling Brad’s rough hands, his hard, muscular presence above me as he completely dominates me. I suck hard, and the way his cock pulses in my mouth is unbelievably hot, stretching my lips wide as he thrusts forward again and again, taking his pleasure - his reward, for an amazing performance on the field.

“Always knew you were a little slut.” He says above me, voice rough with a desire that I put there.

The words reverberate all the way through me, and I shudder. He seems to feel that, because he barks a short laugh, tilting my head so I have to look up at him. I can feel my eyes wide as I meet his - knowing that he’s seeing me down here, on my knees before him. His cock in my mouth. It’s such a powerful, humbling feeling that I think it will overwhelm me completely. And, at the same time, I’m hornier than I’ve ever been.

“Why’d you think we were never that hard on you, girl?” He grins, obviously amused. “It was obvious you wanted…a little bit more from all this. And we figured it would be a pity to waste such a nice piece of ass…if we could find another use for it.”

I shudder again at the words. All this time, they were thinking—

“And you are, aren’t you? I’ve seen you wriggling that ass, making eyes at all of us, and strutting about the place. You’re a total bitch, just waiting to be taken.” He pulls my head back and thrusts even harder into my mouth, making me cough and splutter a little, even as I try to take it, licking and sucking. Everything he said is echoing inside me, shooting straight to that secret part of me that I haven’t even dared look at…and I can’t help it. I can’t deny anything he’s saying. And what’s more - I can feel my blood pulsing with just how much I want it.

“Tell me.” He demands, eyes flashing, and I totally surrender to it all.

I want this. I want to be a slut. A bitch. I want to be used and fucked and taken like this. I want to see what I do to guys like Brad, I want to turn them on until they can’t think anymore and they have to have me. It’s the most intoxicating feeling in the world.

He pulls back out of my mouth sharply, to let me answer, and I look up at him, breathing hard and eyes wide.

“Yes.” I say, gasping. “I am. I’m a…a slut. This is…what I want.”

“What do you want?” He continues, just as rough and demanding as before, and it stokes something inside me.

“I want…to be a slut for you.” I say, admitting it. My face feels on fire with embarrassment, but I can’t deny it. I don’t want to deny it. I’m not even sure I mind the embarrassment. It’s just part of that hot, squirmy feeling that sends pure need straight to my cock.

He fists his cock, stroking it up and down as he smirks at me. But I can tell by the way it pulses and jerks in his grip just how much he’s enjoying this - just how much my female body, Tammy, turns him on.

“Do you want this?”

My eyes lower to his thick cock, now slick with pre-cum and my saliva, and I almost moan as I nod.

“Yes. I want your cock, Brad.”

He grins, and it feels so filthy to say that out loud - so base - but it just makes me love this even more.

Then he grabs me by the back of the neck and pulls me to my feet in one sharp movement, my breath leaving me with the force and roughness of it. He’s so powerful - so much stronger than me - that I feel totally helpless against him. And my cock pulses with need at that thought.

Before I can ask why he’s not thrusting his cock back into my mouth, why he isn’t face fucking me and using me the way he was - the way that felt so damn good - he spins me around and pushes me up against the long sink counter, my hands scrabbling forwards and landing on the mirror as his hand presses against the small of my back.

Like this, I’m completely bent over, my legs spread and my ass on full display. I hear him groan behind me and a jolt of nerves shoot through me as I suddenly know exactly what he’s thinking.

“Ohh, fuuck…” I murmur, but it’s soft - Tammy’s voice - breathless and only slightly resisting.

I feel his hands on my thighs, easing up my dress, and it’s just about the sexiest thing I’ve ever felt - hard, rough hands against my now-soft, hairless skin, slowly exposing me in such an intimate way. My pulse quivers in my throat and I can’t help myself - I’m breathing heavily, whimpering a little, just like a girl.

Right now, that’s what you are. Some part of me insists. You’re Tammy. A slut. Ready and eager to be taken.

It’s such a thrilling thought that I struggle to keep still, wanting to grind up against the sink in front of me and reveal just how pathetically needy and horny I am.

The dress slips up above my hips, and I hear Brad’s groan from behind me - followed by a coarse, rough chuckle.

“You’re wearing panties under all this? My god, you can’t be for real.”

I flush red all over again, as I realize this is the first time anyone has seen that - the little addition to the outfit that I made for convenience and…other reasons. I didn’t tell anyone because I knew exactly how it would seem, and now…

“Yes.” I breathe in response, sighing lightly.

All those reasons I had prepared, the things I was going to say if anyone ever noticed - the convenience, the snug way they tuck my cock away, the way guy’s underwear ruins the lines of the dress, everything - they all disappear as I just acknowledge it. Admit it.

I’m wearing girls’ underwear, and I want to.

And it feels so fucking good.

The cool air brushes against my exposed skin, and like this I know he can see the pert, round cheeks of my ass, with the panty sliding between them in that hot-sensual feeling that’s been teasing me all day. I can only imagine what I must look like, and it makes my cock strain and push against the tight fit of the panties.

Then his hands glide over my ass, and I shudder at the way it feels on my skin. So sexy, and submissive and—

His hand comes down hard and I jump, letting out a yelp. He chuckles, and does the same on the other side, then again, until I can feel the red imprint of his hand on my ass, and fire is surging through my blood.

Oh my god.

“Such a dirty slut for me.” He mutters, leaning forwards so that his whole weight is pressing me to the sink, and I moan again.

I am. I can’t help it. I am.

And being trapped like that, so totally helpless…it’s such a huge turn on.

His hand wanders across my ass and slides over the line of the panties separating my ass cheeks, until he’s fingering my hole through the silky material. It twitches against him, the nerves sensitive and excited and…more than a little bit scared. I bite my lip, knowing there’s nothing I can do - nothing I’d even want to do - to stop him, feeling more on display and available than I ever have in my life.

So exposed, and vulnerable, and—

He finally pushes the panties to the side - not slipping them off or loosening them enough that my cock can have the freedom it would so badly like right now - and then it’s his rough, calloused fingertip against that most intimate place.

I feel myself blushing again, but I can’t look up at the mirror. I can’t see how we look like this. Not…yet. Even though part of me wants to so badly.

“I’m guessing this is the first time you’ve done this?” Brad’s voice is thick with lust, and I can feel his excitement at the thought.

I just nod, too nervous to find my voice right now. I don’t tell him this is the first time I’ve done anything. I’m not sure what he’d think about that.

I’m not sure what I think. What does it mean, that my first time with sex is sucking cock and getting fucked in the ass?

Maybe getting fucked in the ass.

But it’s going to happen. I know it’s going to happen. And if he keeps me here like this for much longer, I know it won’t be long before I’m begging for it - I can feel the desire to do just that rising up in my chest. To grind my ass against him and ask. It feels too much, right now, but…it’s there.

“Well, don’t worry - it’s not mine.” He says lightly, showing a concern and reassurance that I somehow didn’t expect. “Just relax - it’ll hurt at first, but it’ll get easier.”

I nod again, swallowing a little, and then hear him spit into his hand. He touches my puckering hole again, wet this time, and I jump a little at the sensation. His other hand is still pressing me down though, and I’m so aware that I can’t go anywhere.

He rubs around my asshole a few times, and it starts feeling far nicer than I expected. I have the idle thought that maybe I should have tried some of this myself at home and then—his finger is suddenly inside.

I can’t tell how much - it feels like my whole ass is full, though that can’t be true - and suddenly everything is burning. I hiss at the sting, but he eases it further inside and the tight muscles of my ass relax a little for him. I take deep breaths, trying not to think about how much bigger his cock is, and after a few minutes trying to adjust to the totally new sensations, he withdraws and the full feeling disappears.

Then he shifts behind me, and I suddenly feel the wet head of his cock pressed up against my ass. I suck a deep breath in, and tense automatically, but the hand on my back strokes reassuring circles as he murmurs.

“Relax.”

I let out the breath I’d been holding, forcing my body to ease with it, and then he slowly starts easing himself into me. I let out a small cry, my ass burning as he presses inside, and part of me can’t believe that something so big can fit - that I can feel this full.

He stops partway in and I swear I can feel the pulsing head of his cock as he starts thrusting in tiny, small movements. I gasp as it lights up every nerve I never knew my ass had, friction sending waves of deep heat through me. The sting fades until that’s all I can feel, and I have to bite my forearm to stop from moaning helplessly at the totally alien, foreign sensation…that I suddenly want more of.

As if he can tell, the moment I think that, Brad starts to move further inside me - thrusting harder, pressing a bit further forward, until it feels like he might split me in two, and I can’t wait for it to happen. I arch up against him a little bit, trying to push back to meet that hard, silken cock moving inside me, but his hand holds me down and I can’t move. I have no leverage, no control, nothing…and as I feel him take me at his speed, at his pace, exactly how he wants, I surrender to it all.

I grip the sides of the sink counter and just take every powerful stroke, his cock plunging deep inside me and making my whole body cry out with need and lust and pleasure. I never knew it could feel like this, and then he rubs against something inside that makes me whimper, hot need making me squirmy and desperate.

I’m breathing faster now, but not because of the nerves - the nerves have disappeared entirely to the unending lust that’s rising inside me - and my cock has slipped out of the front of my sister’s panties. My panties, now.

It’s hard and leaking and aching and I’m desperate to reach down and rub it, to get myself off like I feel Brad using my body to do himself, but that doesn’t feel quite right - and there’s some small part of me that’s still scared he might stop this whole thing entirely if I remind him of, well, that. But I’m too horny to ignore it, so I start grinding against the counter in front of me. Just the little movements I can make under the weight of his powerful, impressive body, but it’s enough - enough to feel the heat rising up inside me as I get closer and closer.

Brad’s breathing mirrors my own now, and he keeps grunting as he thrusts deep inside me. I can feel his cock pulsing and twitching and getting ready to explode, and the whole thing makes me feel so hot and dirty.

“Little slut.” He grunts, and my cock pulses, pre-cum leaking as my hips make sharp, tight movements against the counter.

I feel like a slut. So much. Sexy and desperate and so turned on I can barely stand it. Bent over and taken from behind - used.

“Yes…” I moan. “I’m such a…slut.”

He groans behind me, and then both hands grab my hips and pull me back into him - his pelvis slamming into my ass as his cock thrusts deep inside me. I cry out, gasping, pleasure flashing across the backs of my eyelids, and my ass clenches hard around him. His cock pulses, he slams into me again, and then he’s exploding within me - hot, sticky streams of cum hitting the inside of my ass.

It drives me crazy, my ass clenching desperately around him, wanting his cock, wanting it more than I ever thought possible

Oh fuck yes.

Then I glance up - and actually see myself in the mirror. Like this.

The wig is a tangled mess, wildly strewn around my head, but somehow that makes it look even more real - my makeup has blurred a little bit, my eyes wide and slightly wet, my glossed lips big and puffy and screaming sex…and I’m bent over, sprawled awkwardly against the sink counter in my obvious need to be fucked.

And I am being fucked. Brad behind me, still thrusting as his cock keeps pulsing inside me, his hands on my hips, that impressive weight pinning me down.

I look so totally debauched and used and filthy - and that’s the last thing I need. I suck in a deep breath, feeling his cum inside me, the way he’s pressing against that spot just right, and I grind helplessly against the counter - looking like a complete slut as I do.

With the way the silk panties still rub against my cock, I’m a hair’s breadth from exploding - and then Brad grabs the wig in his large fist, gripping enough of the back of my head to tilt it up - and the sight of that is too much.

I thrust helplessly, my cock pulsing as cum shoots out and totally soaks the panties, the barest sensation giving me enough to push me over the edge and make me whimper and moan against Brad’s thick body.

Stars shoot across my eyes and my whole body weakens as I cum with an intensity I’ve never had ever. It’s enough that the orgasm seems to ripple through my whole body, warmth and explosive pleasure making me shudder and groan.

By the time I open my eyes again, I’m barely holding myself up against the sink, and I feel Brad’s weight shift behind me, stepping back and leaving me to gather myself. I feel almost lost without it there - without the pressure, the dominance, the power. I want it back almost immediately, but I just try to breathe slowly and clear some of that hazy lust.

Then I sink down to the floor, turning so my back is resting against the counter. My legs are spread, my dress has ridden up above my hips, and my soft cock and cum-soaked panties are on full display. But right now, I feel too damn good to care about any of that. Hell, I might even like it.

And when I glance up at Brad, he doesn’t seem bothered - he’s tucking himself back into his pants, and he just gives me a smirk.

“Looks like we were right about you, Tammy.”

I blush again, and his smirk turns into a grin as he turns to walk away.

“Yeah, this is going to be a good year.” He says it almost idly to himself, leaving with a little whistle.

Sitting back, still breathing deeply and barely managing to process everything that just happened, I have exactly the same thought.

I sigh softly, closing my eyes as warmth spreads through me, followed by a deep satisfaction I’ve never known before.


Epilogue

After the success of my outing as Tammy, I become as much a part of the cheerleading squad as any other girl. The Coach gives up all pretense of searching for another replacement, and I start training in earnest - and for more than just football games. It turns out, there are cheerleading competitions too, and even though I never thought I’d find anything better than football - those sound even more exciting.

Maybe just because I get to dress up and show myself off - my sexy feminine body, the makeup I’m learning to perfect, the way I style the hair I’m slowly growing longer, and all the sensual moves I get to learn. But that’s a good enough reason.

The other girls seem thrilled to have someone to teach about all the feminine secrets I never could have guessed at - especially someone with the kind of body that looks so good in all the things they suggest. Sometimes I feel a little like their doll - to dress up and play with and enthuse over. But I kind of love the slight embarrassment of that.

I sit at their table now, and talk to the guys on the football team as much as I like. I still spend most of my time at school as Tim, but every time I look at one of them…I can’t help myself. Tammy seems to take over, and all the things I’m saying and doing…they’re not exactly things that guys do. But I’m slowly getting used to being this strange mix of Tim and Tammy, and somehow…it works.

And as much as Brad has always been a school celebrity - I somehow become the school’s little secret. I’m not sure what they think of me - the cheerleader who shouldn’t really be one - but I look stunning at the games and the team does well…and that’s all that anyone really cares about. No one bothers me - not after it’s obvious I’ve got a place with the cheerleaders and the football team now - and if they judge me behind closed doors…well, I couldn’t care less.

I’m pretty sure that rumors start circling about what I might be willing to do behind the bike sheds at school…but hey, they’re just rumors. Everyone knows you can’t trust that sort of thing, right?

All I know is that my last two years of high school are more fun than I ever imagined possible.

The guys somehow manage to fulfil every dirty fantasy that dressing as Tammy gives me, and their interest seems almost as insatiable as mine. I know that by the time I leave, I’m going to have more sexual experience than I would’ve ever guessed at - and not just with the guys, either. I even make out with Kaylie a few times, fumbling and exploring, not really sure whether it’s Tim or Tammy, and not really caring because she’s one of the sexiest girls I’ve ever met and she doesn’t seem to mind either way.

I still haven’t told my parents, though. They get more and more insistent about wanting to come to my games - wanting to support me - and I know my excuses of it being bad luck, and putting me off, and everything else will only hold up for so long. I’m surprised my sister hasn’t said a word - but then, she seems to simply be ignoring the whole thing. Either way, though - eventually, they’re going to know that their son isn’t on the football team.

But I’m slowly working up my courage, and I think that it won’t be too long before I spill the beans. After all, if everyone else I know can accept that this is just something I enjoy…then surely my parents will get over it, right? They’ve always been supportive, I should be able to trust them with it. It’s just hard.

It’s worth it, though - all those difficult, awkward parts. The slight embarrassment and uncertainty. The slightly thrilling fear each time that I might be caught. Because it’s the best thing that ever happened to me.

And after high school?

Well, I don’t know exactly. It’s worked here - it’s been amazing here. I have no idea whether it’ll work anywhere else, but…

I do know that I’ve finally found my ‘thing’. The one thing that fits - that I’m truly good at - and I don’t think I’ll be able to leave it behind when I graduate.

And if it happens to involve being a woman, well…so what?


Cara Hart’s Newsletter

Thank you for reading my book – I hope you enjoyed it!

I release regularly, so if you want to be the first to hear about my new books, sign up to my newsletter below!

I won’t share your details with anyone, and I’ll only use it to keep you up to date with my new releases and any freebie promotions I might be running.

Just click the link below and follow the sign up instructions – it only takes a few seconds!

Sign up here!

Thanks again for all your support,

Cara xx
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Confessing to Crossdressing

Dan has everything he’s ever wanted out of life—a good job, a nice home, and a wife he’s madly in love with.
At least, until he comes home one day to his wife accusing him of cheating and finds the secret he’s been keeping ever since they first met threatening to spill out and bring it all crashing down around him.
He’s convinced his life - his marriage - everything is over as he finally admits the truth to his wife. Instead, he gets a response he definitely didn’t expect, as his wife steps in to take control—in a BIG way.


This is a 25k novella featuring crossdressing and feminization, with the help of a hot, dominant wife who has fantasies of her own to fulfill... 
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Being Amy

All his life, Andrew has known he’s different - that there’s something inside him that’s not like anyone else. Strange desires, fascinations and urges. It took a while for that something else to make sense to him, but by the time it did, he had a name for it. 
Amy. 
Where Andrew was boring, shy and uninteresting - Amy was the opposite. Fun, flirty and full of life, she fit in a way nothing else had. And eventually, it wasn’t enough for her to exist only in his mind, or during the occasional secretive dress up session. He needed more. 
With his parents away for a whole weekend, he’s determined to find out whether everything he’s been doing is just fantasy - or if Amy could be something more. If she’s good enough to pass outside the house.

He’s prepared for how terrifying venturing into public will be - but what he’s not prepared for? All the questions it prompts. How far he might want to take this. And what that might mean.
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