
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	“No! Ashleigh is grounded and she's not going anywhere,” Dennis said, “including your little cheerleading thing! That's final!” 

	I fought the urge to lash out at this nerd with his pouty lips and shaggy blonde hair. That wouldn't solve anything, and I needed a solution. 

	When Ashleigh Stephens, one of my best cheerleaders called me that morning and explained that her step brother was preventing her from practicing, I tied my long red hair up into a high ponytail, slipped into a pink warmup jacket and grey yoga pants, jumped into my light blue Miata, and sped over to their nice suburban home. 

	I needed Ashleigh at the full run through practice that morning, and there wasn't a minute to lose. As I stood on the front porch, my frustration with Dennis - her older step brother ―was threatening to boil over into an epic “Martina Meltdown” as my cheerleaders called my bouts of screaming rage. 

	I'd immediately recognized Dennis. He'd accompanied his step sister and their single mom to most of our competitions and even to some of our practices. I'd never forget him filling in for Katy Nelson as a base after she'd dislocated her finger and couldn't finish one of our practices. 

	Dennis also stood in for Alana Jones when she had to miss three practices because of the flu. He'd done such an awesome job that I regretted that he wasn't eligible to perform on our all-girls ' competition cheerleading squad.

	“I understand, Dennis,” I said evenly through gritted teeth, “but this is a scheduled practice for an important competition and—” 

	“And nothing, Miss ?” 

	“Dennis, I'm Miss Andrews, Martina Andrews, you know me! And—” 

	“And nothing, Miss Andrews! I'm Ashleigh's guardian and I say—” 

	“Is Ashleigh's mother here ?” I had lost patience with this snotty kid. He was 20 years old at the most. I was years older, but obviously not intimidating him. Still, I was making what I'd hoped would e a winning move. 

	“What ? No, she's away on business. She won't be back for three weeks.” 

	I sighed. My hopes of overruling this overbearing step-brother's draconian punishment before our regional cheerleading competition was quickly vanishing, even as my infamous temper was rising. He was only a year and a half older than his eighteen year old sister, yet he was acting like her overbearing parent. 

	“Martina! See ? I told you he was a monster!” said Ashleigh, her eyes red from crying and her long blonde hair an unkempt mess - nothing like her usual impeccable presentation. 

	I assumed she'd been arguing with her brother all morning. It was something to do with her misbehaving in her diminutive guardian's eyes and his vindictive punishment of her. I didn't care about the particulars, I just wanted my best base at our practice.

	For those unfamiliar with competitive cheerleading, the mat was where we performed our intricate routines and a base was a cheerleader who lifted, held up, tossed the girls called flyers into the air and caught them. 

	“Are you saying that you absolutely forbid Ashleigh from cheerleading practice today ?” At this, the sturdy blonde girl began sniffling. 

	“Not just today,” Dennis proclaimed, “all week at least - maybe until our mom comes back!” 

	Ashleigh began sobbing and howling at this horrendously unfair decision, and I very nearly joined her. Instead, I grunted, took my phone out of my crossbody bag, and sent a group text to the squad : SOS Emergency meet me ASAP at Ashleigh's 

	I looked at Dennis, his arms folded defiantly, his head shaking side-to-side, and his lips pursed in an obstinate frown. 

	“Ash, go shower and make yourself fabulous, I may have an idea,” I said as calmly as I could manage. 

	My plan was simple, and when Katy and Alana arrived, driven by one of our flyers Jordyn Sykes in her little jeep, I announced it to everyone. I glanced from face to face, but kept my eyes fixed on Dennis most of the time. 

	“O.K. girls, this is what we're gonna do. We need ten bases for practice today. Dennis here is saying Ash can't participate, so we need a replacement. Any suggestions ?”

	Ashleigh was already inside and upstairs, getting herself ready. Otherwise, I'm certain she'd have begun crying again. Poor girl. It was just as well. I had no intention of keeping her out of practice. My idea was to bluff Dennis into lifting her punishment. I really didn't care if he grounded her the rest of the time, but I wasn't going to let him sideline my best base. 

	I looked around at the three cheerleaders who all nodded, their confusion evident in their eyes. By now, the rest of the squad was arriving. About twenty girls in all. Each was dressed ready for practice in identical sapphire blue short shorts and hot pink bra tops with their hair in high ponytails held up with matching pink ribbons. 

	“Ash!” I shouted through the front door when I heard her shut off the shower, “throw on something and bring out your gym bag!” She gave her somewhat sulky assent and I could hear her feet pattering quickly across the floor. 

	“I don't know what you're doing,” said Dennis, his voice dripping with arrogance, his face held in a mocking sneer. 

	“You'll find out,” I said, smiling at Ashleigh who'd pranced down the stairs. I nodded to her and reached out for her Nike sports bag -pink and white, just like her Soffie shorts and white “girl power” t-shirt. I unzipped the bag then rummaged inside it until I found what I was looking for : a cute little outfit that matched what the other cheerleaders were wearing. 

	I turned to face the sister and brother, and held up the practice outfit in one hand, and a pair of panties in the other saying, “O.K. you two, one of you is going to be wearing this and practicing cheerleading, and since it's such nice weather, we're going to be in the park today. It's your decision, Dennis.” 

	I was supremely confident that Dennis would back down. It was one thing to fill in for a female cheerleader once in a while inside a gym. It was another to be decked out in an ultra feminine outfit on display for all to see in a popular suburban park on a sunny Saturday morning. There was no way he'd go along with that level of humiliation. 

	Looking into Dennis's eyes, I caught his look of apprehension that turned to something akin to panic when all the girls began laughing and teasing him. 

	“You'd look so adorable dressed just like us, Denise!” teased Marissa, a cute brunette flyer. 

	“Oh I'm so here for that!” Katy laughed, “I'll do your makeup, girl friend!” 

	“Then I get to fix her hair,” Alana said, her eyes shining with excitement. 

	This was going exactly as I planned. I smiled as Dennis's cheeks blushed red with humiliation. 

	I caught his eyes and said, “So what's it gonna be ? Let your step sister practice or take her place in this sexy outfit ?” I brandished the stretchy lycra short shorts in my right hand and dangled the pink bra top between my left thumb and fingers, wriggling my eyebrows at the embarrassed young man.

	“Yeah Sis,” Ashleigh mocked, “you were born to cheer!” 

	I shook my head at her, but it was too late. Dennis's blush had turned into an angry scowl. He announced, “Ashleigh is grounded and she is not going to any cheerleading practices or anything else and that's final!” 

	My ingenious plan was quickly going off the rails, and I was trying to think up a workable plan B. Before I could, five of my cheerleaders stepped up, with Alana in the lead. 

	Her teammates had good-naturedly teased her about Dennis being a better cheerleader than she was. She'd laughed halfheartedly at their taunting, but she resented hearing that. A lot. It didn't take much to energize her to seek revenge on him. 

	“That's final ?” she asked ominously. 

	“Did I stutter ?” said Dennis. 

	At that, Alana's eyes went wide. With a growl she flew at the slightly smaller guy and grabbed him. I hadn't expected that, and stepped back in surprise. 

	“What - what are you doing ?” cried Dennis. I was wondering the same thing myself. 

	Alana said, “I heard you're a better cheerleader than I am, and I want to see for myself” 

	Then I sort of did a double take. I considered, “His frame is wiry and very slim. His hair is a bit longish for a guy, and his features look somewhat elven - tiny, upturned nose, full lips, large eyes with long lashes... yes I think this could work.” 

	Out loud I said, “Last chance Denise, is Ashleigh going to be cheering today, or ?” I let the alternative hang in the air, and when Dennis shook his head no, I wasn't sure what he was rejecting Ash's cheering or his impending feminized fate. 

	Alana was already in his face, and holding him by the front of his anime t-shirt. She used the same motion she'd practiced lifting 105 pound girls to pull his shirt upward. But she didn't take his shirt off of him, left it covering his face and entangling his arms ; she held it there. 

	Dennis struggled, but that only seemed to get him even more entrapped, muffling his shouts which contained language I won't repeat. 

	Laughing, the entire squad encircled the helpless young man. Two girls took Alana's place holding Dennis's arms tightly above his head and she grabbed the waistband of his sweats and yanked them down to his ankles. Dennis shrieked at that and tried in vain to wriggle out of his binding shirt, but there was nothing he could do to stop the onslaught. 

	“Lift him - I mean her!” Alana ordered, and four girls thrust their prey up and into the air as if he were one of the flyers going up in a stunt. 

	The squad quickly pulled Dennis's sweatpants completely off, leaving his boxers exposed. He kicked his legs, but the girls grabbed him by the ankles. 

	“Now what ?” asked Katy.

	“Now we get our new cheer princess dressed!” I said, holding out a pair of pink lacy panties, “starting with these!” 

	An explosion of laughter ensued as the girls grabbed their captive's boxers and tossed them up into a tree. They laughed louder when they noticed Dennis's reactions. 

	“OMG! His tiny thingy is hard!” Katy laughed. 

	“You mean her little clittie ?” Alana joined in. 

	“Stop! Let me go!” screamed Dennis as the girls pulled off his shirt, leaving him entirely naked and exposed, held in the air, and utterly humiliated. 

	I handed Alana the soft, sexy panties and said, “You do the honors.” 

	She nodded - and with held from the girls who held Dennis's legs, and using carefully orchestrated moves -she slipped the ultra fem- inine garment up his legs and snuggly in place. The four girls slid their hands holding Dennis in place, moving up his to calves allowing Alana to get the panties over his feet, immobilizing them. Then, they grabbed his ankles once more. 

	Alana eagerly reached for the spandex short-shorts which I gladly gave her. She nod- ded to her teammates who once more executed the choreographed moves that let her pull the cute little shorts into place. They were so tight, I noticed that Dennis's little thing was almost in- visible. If you knew to look, you might notice a little bump which might have been a panty liner. I laughed at this observation.

	“Now this,” I said handing Alana the hot pink bra top. She smirked as the other cheer- leaders held Dennis in place and she stretched it over his head, forced his arms through the straps, and positioned it onto his torso. Ashleigh tossed two tennis balls to Alana, and she pushed them into the bra cup, giving her feminized step brother a perky pair of boobs. 

	“At last Denise has some balls!” said Katy as the assembled cheerleaders laughed. 

	“She looks pretty good,” said Alana, “but she can look way girlier!” 

	The girls forced Dennis onto his back and began applying makeup. There was mauve eye shadow and black mascara, kohl eyeliner and rosy blush. They finished off their little makeover masterpiece with bubblegum pink lipgloss. All of that gave their new teammate a delightfully fem- inine face. 

	Finally, they put up his hair in a flirty high ponytail and held it in place with ribbon tied into a floppy bow. Smiling, I declared, “Looks like you're ready to cheer with us, Denise ?” 

	He looked over at his step sister Ash- leigh and saw she had her phone pointed at him. His face turned ashen, making the blush stand out all the more. 

	“Awww! You look upset, Denise ?” Ash mocked, “Maybe I shouldn't tell you this, but I've been live-streaming your whole transformation! Oh and I also posted that you'll be coming out as a girl and a cheerleader at the park on our squad's Instaface and a lot of people are on their way to see your debut!”

	“Don't cry, Denise,” I said, “you'll ruin your makeup, and you want to make a good first impression for all your fans!” 

	Alana and Katy each grabbed one of the adorably dressed sissy's arms and began to march him toward the park. He struggled a bit at first, so I put him over my knee and gave him ten quick smacks across his little bubble butt. I made him count each one, thank me, and ask for another. 

	We had no trouble from our new cheer princess from that point until we reached the park where a good-sized crowd was already wait- ing. Denise tried to run, but Alana and Ashleigh grabbed her before she could escape. 

	“Let's here it for Denise! Come on girls!” 

	All of the cheerleaders led the crowd in a rousing chant : “Denise, Denise, she's our girl! Prettiest sissy in all the world!” 

	I stood close to Denise and whispered, “Was it worth it ? You could've just said you wanted to join the squad as a girl. You'd have got- ten your own uniform. You didn't have to borrow Ash's.” 

	Denise just rolled her eyes in response, pink lips tightly sealed. 

	“So that's how it's gonna be ? O.K. De- nise. Maybe we should enroll you in school as a girl too ? Keep you in the uniform — plaid skirt, white blouse, knee socks, mary janes ?” 

	Denise just shrugged. She wasn't going to make this easy on herself, obviously.

	“Fine, have it your way, girlie, but it's all gonna happen unless you lift your stupid pun- ishment of Ashleigh. Now get into position.” 

	Denise hesitated for a few heartbeats, then took her spot - formerly Ashleigh's position. The crowd cheered us on as I called the practice to order. 

	“Would Denise stay on the squad ?” I wondered, “even when Ashleigh rejoins us, we can always use another girl.”
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