

Chapter One

“C’mon down Tom!” Mom yelled. I looked at my alarm clock: 7:35. Damn! School was gonna start in 10 minutes!

“I made you eggs!” she yelled again. I looked around my bedroom for some pants and found some old, baggy, 90’s-style jeans. I throw them on, grab an old Nirvana t-shirt, and sprint downstairs.

“Jesus Christ, Tom, your hair looks terrible! Would it kill you to run a comb through it every once in a while?” she said as she tossed the plate of scrambled eggs in front of my spot at the kitchen table. Mom was always complaining about the condition of my hair. My shoulder-length dirty blonde hair was washed once every few days, and I bathed regularly, but I never considered combing it before school.

“It looks fine” I said, annoyed, grabbing my backpack and consuming the last of my scrambled eggs. I think the reason my hair really bugs my mom is because my older sister’s is stunning. Her golden-blonde locks hang about 5 inches below her shoulders and have a beautiful, natural shine to them. My hair just hangs there…

◆◆◆

I got home from school around 3:30, only to find my mother waiting at the door.

“Well, I got a call from the school today, Tom. They said there was some bullying going on from other kids. Care to explain?”

First off, I’d like to mention that I attend a school in the Northern suburbs of Chicago called Thornwood College Prep. It’s a very wealthy private school…and it shows. A typical look for the boys is a button-down shirt, sweater, khakis, and boat-shoes. And the girls always wear skirts or dresses.

I was never one to wear nice clothes. Jeans and a t-shirt have been fine for me for most of my life. But my freshman classmates have begun to notice and shun the likes of me. But I don’t really care that much. I’m just a messy-looking kind of guy.

“Mom, it's fine, trust me. I really don’t care what others think of me.”

“Well you should! When your grandfather went there, he always dressed as a respectable young gentleman. All of the girls loved his look, and the boys envied him. I’d love it if you didn’t ruin the Reginald name.”

I groaned. “Mom, with all due respect, I could care less about what Grandpa and his old Thornwood contemporaries think of me.”

“Tom, you are being ridiculous! The family name will not be tainted just because you prefer to dress like a lazy bum! I don’t expect you to wear a full tuxedo, just look a little nicer. Okay?”

“Ugh, fine…”

“Good. Now I asked Faith to help you out with your look. She’s in her room so go meet her now.”

I went up to my sister’s room and walked in. The smell of perfume was overwhelming. She wasn’t an overly girly girl, but there’s no way from the scent and pink walls that you wouldn’t immediately guess  it’s a girl’s room.”

“Hey Tom! Mom told me you needed some help with your look?” Faith asked.

I breathed a deep sigh. “I guess so…”

“Well, it’s not hard to see why people make fun of you. Yuck!” she said as she ran her fingers through my messy hair. “Take a seat.”

I sat down at her vanity and she pulled out a giant hair brush. She loosened my blonde hair from the ponytail and it fell down to my shoulders.

“You know, you could actually have nice hair if you just took care of it. You know what? Before I brush it, go wash it,” she said as she handed me a light green bottle of conditioner and shampoo that had a bundle of flowers on the front logo. “Shampoo, then condition, and let me know when you’re done.”

I did what she asked and then called her into the bathroom to meet me. She grabbed a blow drier and blew it completely dry. I then followed her to the vanity where she began to brush out my hair.

“Wow Tom, your hair is beautiful!” she exclaimed. “I love how naturally straight it is!”

I took a look in the mirror and was very surprised. It was quite nice and very straight, hanging a few inches below my shoulders.

“You know, from behind, your hair looks just like Elle Fanning!” Faith joked.

I couldn’t help but blush at her comment. She continued admiring my hair in the mirror.

“Here, let’s move on to your clothes. You need to lose the baggy jeans right now, as well as the t-shirts. Those things don’t fly at Thornwood. Go change into something school-appropriate.”

I went back to my room and put on a plain white button-down shirt, and some older khakis. They were nice, but just a little tight. I returned to my sister’s room.

“Much better!” she said. "Now since a lot of guys wear cardigans at school, you should go grab one as well.”

I told her I don’t have one so she went straight to her closet and grabbed a light blue argyle sweater.

“This is a girls’ sweater Faith…” I said uncomfortably.

“True, but it’s really not that feminine. Just put it on.”

She was right. I put it on over my button-down shirt and actually didn’t hate the way it looked.

“That should stave off the kids at school. Feel free to wear that tomorrow and let me know how it goes!”

◆◆◆

Things were much better at school the next day. I got compliments on my washed and brushed hair – and most of them were from girls! I walked in the front door to see my sister sitting in the family room.

“How did school go?” she said excitedly.

“Actually, pretty great! I got a lot of compliments from girls,” I responded.

“Great! Hey, can you come up to my room real quick? I want to show you something.”

Faith seemed really giddy as I followed her to her room.

“So I had a lot of fun helping you with your look yesterday, and I was wondering…”

“Wondering what?" I asked.

“Well it was a lot of fun yesterday, so I was wondering…could I do your hair again?”

I was kind of confused because she didn’t really ‘do my hair’ yesterday. She just brushed it. However, she was especially pumped… so I thought, what the hell.

“Yay!” she squealed. “I know a great style that you could use for this weekend!” Faith then told me to wash my hair again, and make sure to condition and shampoo too.

I did as she asked, and then returned to her room. She pulled out a blow drier as she did last time, and then pulled out a curling iron.

“What’re you doing, Faith?” I asked concerningly.

“Oh I’m just adding a few loose waves to your hair. It should look pretty.”

“Pretty…what?” I asked.

“Just pretty!” She happily responded.

I awkwardly let her do her thing. She has been at Thornwood longer than I, so I guess she knows what’s cool and what’s not. She stepped away from me smiling.

“Wow, your hair looks incredible!”

I took a good look in the mirror and she was absolutely right. My blonde hair beautifully cascaded down just past my shoulders. Faith’s eyes lit up and went over to her dresser and grabbed a white flower barrette. She clipped it near my temple without my permission and excitedly squealed.

“Your hair looks so cute now!!”

I don’t know why, but I didn’t immediately reach to pull it out. I weirdly agreed with her – it did look pretty good on me. I’ve always been told I have feminine-ish facial features, and the way the hairstyle shaped my head, it looked pretty stellar.

Well, Faith and I sat in her room for the next hour or two talking, and I guess I was so consumed in the conversation that I totally forgot I had made a Friday night dinner with my friend Kate. I explained to my sister that I had already made plans and she said that I should go.

I went back to my room to change out of my school clothes. I left the khakis on but could not for the life of me find a clean t-shirt.

I guess Faith saw me struggling and she decided to help.

“Hey Tom if you need a shirt, you can always borrow one from me.”

I thought about it, then figured it would be alright. It’d be a good conversation starter with Kate. She then led me back into her room and pulled out a plain white blouse. It was a long-sleeve cotton piece with a v-neck at the top.

“It’s not too feminine, so you should be fine,” she said.

I put on the shirt and then walked out the door. The restaurant, called Sally’s, was just a few blocks down and I saw Kate sitting down at the table.

“Hey you weirdo!” I said as I walked up to her jokingly.

“Um, excuse me?" She said, glaring at me. But her face relaxed and she started blushing. “Oh my gosh Tom? I hardly recognized you! Your hair is so…different!”

I too began to blush. “I mean…do you like it?”

“Tom, I love it! Actually, not that…I’m in love with it. That is some of the most beautiful hair I’ve ever seen!”

I blushed more than I ever have in my life. “Well, my sister just wanted to try something out…”

“Seriously Tom, you should do that more often. And I love the barrette that you put in it as well! It’s adorable!”

I completely forgot about the barrette! I thought I had taken it out when I left the house! I rushed to take it out but Kate grabbed my hand to stop me.

“No! Please keep it in, Tom. It makes you look really cute.”

I couldn’t believe it! I had never been called cute by a girl before! Was Kate hitting on me?

We finished our dinner at around 7:30 and began walking out the restaurant just as Kate asked me something.

“Hey Tom, would you wanna come back to my place? It’s still early in the night and you know we can just hang out or whatever…”

In my mind I was going crazy! A girl was asking me over! And not just any girl…I mean I’ve been friends with Kate for a few years now, but I’ve always had a crush on her. She’s a beautiful, pure, loving girl. I love everything from her innocent wide eyes to the cute little nose she has. Her gorgeous, wavy brown locks are always perfectly groomed and add to her otherworldly beauty.

We arrived at her house and immediately headed to her room. She sat me down on the bed and told me to close my eyes. “I love your lips…” she whispered. I’m dying with anticipation right now!

After about 15 seconds (that felt like 15 minutes), I felt something on my lips. What was it…?

It was some kind of pressure, but quickly realized it wasn’t her lips that were touching me. I opened my eyes to see her holding a container of light pink liquid in her left hand, and a tiny brush-like thing in her right.

I jump back, startled, and she asks what’s wrong.

“What’s wrong? You’re putting lipstick on me!”

“It’s not lipstick, it’s lip gloss, and I just had to see what you looked like with it on. I just got it at Macy’s last weekend, and I thought it would look fabulous on you with your new hairstyle!”

“But Kate, I’m not a girl! I shouldn’t be wearing lip gloss…right?”

“Not only girls have to wear lip-gloss,” she said convincingly, “Guys can wear lip gloss and other make-up.”

“Really…” I said sarcastically, “Please, tell me who.”

“Well, have you heard of the band KISS?”

KISS happens to be one of my favorite bands in the world. “Shout it Out Loud”, “Detroit Rock City”, and “I Was Made For Loving You” are three of my favorite songs ever recorded.

“I guess they wear make-up…”

“Exactly. So why shouldn’t you be able to? And even so, this is much less make-up than them. It’s just a little lip-gloss and mascara.”

“Wait, mascara?”

“Oh, I forgot to mention! I bought this new max-volume, ultra-black mascara last weekend too! I was hoping to try that on you as well.”

Before I could respond she had the tube of mascara ready to go. She told me to steady my eyes and she began to apply it. After a few minutes she told me to take a look in the mirror. Even without mascara, my naturally long eyelashes look a little girlish. But with it, they look even prettier than your typical girl.

“You look beautiful, Tom!” Kate said.

‘Beautiful’ wasn’t really the word I was looking for, but I guess I did look pretty good…

Hell, not good. I looked like a girl! With my wavy blonde hair (accented with the flower barrette), light make-up, and my white blouse and skinny khakis, I looked a lot like a girl that would be in my grade. Being thin and 5’7” only added to that fact.

◆◆◆

Kate and I ended up talking about school for the next few hours until I went home later that night. I walked home and when I got in the door, I tried to sneak up to my bathroom (to wash off the make-up) but was cut off in the hallway by my sister Faith.

“Hey Tom, can I talk to you for a second?”

“Sure” I said with my head down, so she couldn’t really see my face.

“Scott came by. He sat me down and with, like, no warning, dumped me.”

“Oh jeez… Faith… I’m so sorry…”

“I know, me too… I’m just feeling really down, that’s all. Can…can I have a hug?”

I couldn’t say no, so I went in and hugged her for a while.

“Thanks Tom. That at least helps a lit–” She cut herself off. “Are… are you wearing makeup?”

I blushed in a super obvious way and tried to pass her up and get to my sink, but she stepped in front of me.

“Tom, I don’t have to know why or where you did this… but just know you look like a beautiful young woman.” She walked downstairs to the family room to watch TV. All with a warm smile.

I continued back to the bathroom but stopped once I reached the hallway mirror. Taking a long look at myself in the mirror, I sighed. I really have no opinion on my look, but it seems to make Faith really happy. After a few minutes I walked back to my room, turned the lights out and went to sleep.

◆◆◆

Waking up Saturday morning, I knew what I had to do. Faith was out volunteering at the animal shelter for the next two hours, so I knew I had plenty of time. Faith was clearly hurting and needed to be cheered up. If seeing me dressed as a girl will help, then so be it.

After showering, I walked into Faith’s room after my shower and started blow drying my hair. Once that was finished, I sat down at her vanity, grabbed the curling iron, and went to work. I did a surprisingly good job based on what I’d seen her do the other day, and once done, I had a head of long, loose, golden curls. I even added a similar pink flower barrette like the one from yesterday.

There were multiple drawers underneath her vanity, and I searched through them until I found the ones with makeup. I took mascara, a tube of light pink lipstick, shimmery lip gloss, foundation, blush, and even a little glitter. I began with the foundation. I’d never put on makeup myself before, but I had seen my sister and mom do it tons of times, so I knew the basics. After foundation, I added blush. Before I used the mascara though, I picked up an eyelash curler and curled them to a girlish length. Then the mascara.

Lipstick was next, then the lip gloss on top. I paused for a second, remembering last night when Kate applied it on me, and what a weird, good feeling that was.

My makeup was now complete. In the end, I think I did a very good job – I looked even prettier and girlier than I did yesterday. Which I suppose qualifies as a good job. And now for the clothes…

Having a sister, I know how girls dress. I took off my t-shirt and jeans, stripping down to my underwear. At this point, I basically have a girl head and a boy body – a thin, small body, but a boy’s body nonetheless. I went into her drawers and grabbed a pair of white cotton panties. Very basic, as no one was going to see them anyway. I started for the closet, but realized nothing would fit well if I didn’t have a bra. I went back to the drawers and found a lace, white brassiere. It took me a minute or so to figure out how to put it on.

There I was, standing in my sister’s girly room with my face and hair dolled up, wearing a bra and panties. Most boys would never dream of doing this… but am I really like most boys?

I quickly threw that thought out and remembered the task at hand: cheering up my sister.

Now that I had her bra and panties on, I went over to her closet. Knowing how most girls style themselves, a dress would be most appropriate. And boy did Faith have dresses…

Inside her closet there were all types of dresses: maxi, mini, wrap, sheath, peplum, you name it.

I decided on a white, flowy summer dress with blue and pink flowers. I stepped into the dress and adjusted it to my fitting. The feeling was something that I had never experienced before. The air could rush up my legs and my lower half just felt so…free. I even twirled around a few times because it felt so good!

There were some blue flats by her bed that I slipped on – a little small, but they still fit. I sprayed on some Anna Sui perfume to give me a feminine, girly aura. Full honesty? It smelled magical.

So, there I stood; I was completely a girl from head to toe. Looking at myself in the mirror, I had another strange feeling: comfort. Like I enjoyed this…

I also removed that thought from my mind quickly.

Just then I heard the front door close. Faith was home. I could hear her talking to my mom in the kitchen downstairs. She sounded just as gloomy as last night.

In a hurry, I cleaned up her room and walked into mine, closing the door till just a crack open. I called for my sister, excited to show her the surprise.

“Hey Faith!” I yelled, “I have something to show you in my room!”

“Be right there,” she muttered back..

I waited for 15 seconds, and then the door creaked open.

She stood at the doorway, confused at first. But then her face slowly started to change. A smile formed and her eyes began to water. The smile grew and grew, and while watching this, I began to tear up.

“Don’t cry, you’ll ruin your mascara.” she said, also sprouting tears.

We both laughed. And with that she ran and emotionally embraced the newly feminine Tom.

“I thought you needed some cheering up,” I said. “I figured this would help.”

She pulled out of the hug and looked me in the eyes. “You’re…beautiful. Purely beautiful."


Chapter Two

It’s been a few weeks since I dressed myself as a girl. Since then, things have been business as usual. And I mean boy usual. I’m fitting in better at school and I’m no longer the raggedy dresser that I used to be. My mother had taken me to the outlet mall, and we got some nice slacks and a few button-down collared shirts that I can wear to school. I’m dressing like your average boy does at Thornwood Prep, and I look like one too.

The only aspect of me that you could argue is somewhat girlish (besides my thin figure and 5’7” height) would be my straight, long blonde locks. I maintain them now, but my hair hasn’t been styled femininely since the… event… three weeks ago. My sister hasn’t mentioned it to our mom, and it kind of remained our secret. She’s gotten over her boyfriend and things have gone very much back to normal.

I got back from school on a Friday and after walking in the front door and saying hello to my mom, I went right up to my room to do my homework. I worked for an hour and then went downstairs only to hear the doorbell ring. At the door was Kate – whom I also shared a little girlish experience – and her two friends Lexie and Jenny.

“Hey guys…” I said looking a bit confused as I wasn’t expecting them. “What’s up?”

“Nothing much, we were just hanging out in the neighborhood, and since it’s a beautiful May Friday, we figured we could all take a walk!" Kate said, enthused. "Want to join us?”

“Absolutely!” I exclaimed. I mean, who am I to turn down a request to hang out with three attractive girls?

I put on my sperrys and shot out the door. We ended up walking around our small downtown area for the next half hour, peeking in restaurants, waving to people we knew and whatnot. However, I could tell that Lexie and Jenny were starting to get a bit bored.

“This has been fun and all,” Lexie began, “but would you guys wanna head over to the mall? The night is still young!”

The other girls squealed in agreement.

“Wait a second,” Kate said, then turning to me, “Tom, are you fine to go?”

I’ve never been that much of a shopper, but I was really enjoying the company of the girls.

“Sure, what the heck!” I said with a smile.

The girls cheered and we all walked to Kate’s house to get in the car. She was the only one with her drivers’ license.

“So, I’m thinking Forever 21, PINK, Abercrombie…” Jenny began to rattle off as we pulled up to the mall.

Jenny and Lexie walked ahead while Kate and I dropped back to have a few words.

“Hey Tom, remember when we went to dinner a few weeks ago?” Kate asked.

“Yeah of course. It was a blast.”

“And remember when we went back to my house afterwards?”

“Uh-huh…”

“Well, I… oh screw it… Tom, you looked absolutely adorable with make-up on!” Kate yelled.

Jenny and Lexie turned around from hearing what she said. They looked at each other, confused, and started walking towards us. I was beet red.

“Kate…what were you just saying?” Lexie asked.

“I’m sorry Tom, but I can’t help myself. Jenny, Lexie, three weeks ago Tom and I went back to my house, and I put make-up on him. He looked so cute!”

I buried my hands in my face from embarrassment. I can’t believe Kate spilled the beans! How could she!

“Kate what the heck!” I yelled. “That was supposed to be our secret!”

I started to run off, but the girls yelled for me to wait.

“Tom! Tom! We’re not laughing at you.” Jenny shouted.

I stopped in my tracks. “You’re…you’re not?”

“No! We actually think it’s really neat. Having a boy as a friend that is courageous enough to wear make-up? That’s so cool. What did you put on?”

“Well, Kate put lip gloss and mascara on me.”

“And he looked adorable!” Kate interjected.

We ended up talking for the next 15 or so minutes about that night and surprisingly, both the girls seemed really into it.

“Hey, didn’t we come here to shop?” Lexie ended up saying, “So let’s go girls!”

I didn’t know if I was included in the ‘girls’ she just mentioned — you know what, never mind.

We walked around to a few stores and looked at some cute tops, skirts, dresses, but nobody really tried anything on until we reached Aeropostale.

“These jeans are killer!” Jenny screamed. “I’ve got to try them on!”

She grabbed the blue skinny jeans and went into the changing room. She walked out and began to ‘model’ for us.

“They look fabulous.” Kate stated.

“Do they though?” Jenny questioned, “I feel like these jeans just don’t look good on my body. They make me look too thin.”

“Trust me, they look fine.” Lexie insisted. “To prove it, I can try them on, and you’ll see what they look like from an outside perspective.”

“Nah, I don’t think that would really work…you’re only 5’2…wait a sec.”

Jenny ran back to the rack where she got the original pair of jeans and came back with another pair in the same size.

“Tom, I have an idea! You’re practically the same size as me…”

“What!?” I exclaimed. “You want me to wear girls’ jeans… in public?”

“No, no, no, hear me out! I just want you to go into the changing room, try on the jeans, and come back out to show us what they look like on a thin, 5’7” body. Then you can take them off. Nobody in the store will care. I promise.” Jenny pleaded.

“I don’t know about this…" I said uncomfortably.

Kate then approached me with a cute, innocent look on her face. “Please do this, Tom. For me?” She then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

That had me. “Alright, fine. I’ll do it.”

The girls all cheered. “Tom, you’re a savior!” Jenny said, celebrating.

I took the jeans from Jenny and walked into the changing room. I stripped my khakis and put on the skinny jeans. I pulled them up, but they just didn’t sit right with my boxers. As if reading my mind, I heard Kate then yell. “And if they don’t fit, try these.”

She tossed over a pair of lace pink panties, and they fell on the ground right in front of me.

“Umm I don’t know If I should wear these…” I said as I stared at them on the ground.

“They’re just underwear, Tom. No one will see them.” Kate said assuredly.

She’s right. They are just underwear. Plus, if any other customers walk by, they wouldn’t have the slightest clue. So, I decided to put on the pink panties. I stood there for a second and realized something else: I would have to…tuck. So I pulled ‘it’ back and performed my best tuck. I now had a smooth front to my panties (My panties? Did I just think that?).

The jeans were now way easier to put on. I slipped then on and took a quick look at myself in the mirror. Boy, did these things really hug my legs…

I creaked open the changing room door to find three eager girls. I expected them all to laugh at me, but quite the opposite happened.

“Your legs look fantastic, Tom!” Kate said.

“So true!” Lexie added. “And they really emphasize your cute butt.”

That time everyone giggled, but so did I. Everyone looked over at Jenny for the final approval. She was concentrating hard to see if they looked good or not.

“I’ve gotta be honest,” she began, “I was doubtful, but these jeans look…incredible! I’m buying a pair right now!”

I went into the changing room and took off the jeans and panties and changed into my normal khakis.

As we went up to the counter to pay, the cashier noted that “we have a buy-one-get-one free on jeans.”

Jenny then said “Okay! I’ll be right back.”

In 10 seconds, she returned with an identical pair of jeans to the one she bought, and then we left the store.

“Why did you get the same pair, Jenny?” I asked, walking out of the store.

She smiled, “just consider it a little thank you present for helping me out.”

Jenny then handed me the jeans. Kate and Lexie hugged me saying how lucky I was.

It was weird…even though I’ve worn girls’ clothes before, I’ve never owned any.

We browsed a few more shops, went to get some ice cream, and then Kate drove us all home. Walking into my house, being late on a Friday night, I made sure to be very quiet. I slipped into my room carrying the jeans and hid them under the bed. I went to bed, dreaming of the fun outing I had today.

◆◆◆

The next morning was a Saturday, and I woke up feeling refreshed. I checked my phone to see a long text from Kate. It read:

'Hey Tom! We all had a great time yesterday hanging out at the mall. Jenny, Lexie, our other friend Jessica, and I, were all planning on going to a Sam Smith concert tonight. However, Jessica isn’t feeling well and said she wasn’t able to go tonight. So after discussing it with the other girls, we thought we should invite you! Text me back if you can!’

Oh my gosh, a concert with the girls? That sounds like a blast! Even though I’m more of a classic rock fan, I still appreciate Sam Smith’s incredible voice.

I replied to Kate saying I’d definitely go. Within a few minutes, she responded:

‘Great to hear! We’ll be meeting at my house at 5 to get ready.’

I’m super excited! This should be a great time! I was about to leave my room to shower, and I heard another text. I picked up the phone again, and it was Kate…

‘Oh! And remember to wear your jeans!'

I totally forgot about the jeans! I checked under the bed, and thankfully, they were still there. I went to shower and did my regular routine of getting ready.

I hung out at home, practiced tennis with a few people from school (I’m planning on playing for the school team my sophomore year), and watched some TV.

Once 4:30 came along, I went upstairs to grab my jeans. Should I wear them now or when I get there? As I’m standing in my room contemplating the decision, my sister Faith walks in.

“Hey, are those my jeans?” she asks.

“Actually…no. I went to the mall yesterday with some girls and… long story… but I ended up getting these jeans.” I replied.

Faith thought that was adorable. “Can I see them on you?”

I guess that solves the debate as to whether I should wait till I get there to try ‘em on. I began to take off my regular pants but remembered the ‘boxers issue’ from last time. But before I could say anything, my sister smiled and ran quickly to her room=.

She returned with a pair of green lace panties. “I’m a girl. I think I know how skinny jeans fit best.”

I took the panties from her and closed the door for privacy. I tuck my ‘you-know-what’ and slid on the jeans. I called her back in and a smile grew on her face.

“Tom, those jeans look great! Turn around for a sec.” I turned around confused. “And you have such a cute butt!”

“C’mon, Faith…”

“Sorry! Sorry! I just can’t help pointing out how cute and plump it is! There are a lot of girls who would love for their butt to look so good in jeans. Hold on a sec.”

She ran back to her room and returned holding a pair of shoes.

“These are keds,” she explains. “A lot of gir— or, rather a lot of people — wear them with jeans.”

She hands me the red keds and I put them on. They fit perfectly!

“Oh no!” I say looking at my phone. “I’ve gotta be at Kate’s in 10 minutes! See ya!”

I ran out of the room wearing my new jeans, Faith’s red keds, and a plain black t-shirt.

◆◆◆

I rang her doorbell and Kate came running. She looked absolutely fantastic. She’s wearing a white pleated skirt and fuzzy, light green sweater. Her brunette hair was curled and up in a ponytail – supuer fun and super flirty. Lexie and Jenny weren’t to be outdone though, looking outstanding in their cute halter tops. Lexie had white skinny jeans with purple flats and Jenny had the jeans she bought yesterday. All of them had their hair up.

“Yay! We’re twins!” Jenny yells as she runs up and hugs me.

“Let’s go up to my room Tom, we’re just finishing up our makeup if you don’t mind.”

I follow the girls up to Kate’s room. They sat down and individually worked on their make-up and continued whatever fashion conversation I missed.

Lexie pulled out some perfume and gave herself a few sprays. For some dumb reason, I blurted out, “Ooh, Anna Sui, right?”

Lexie turns around, surprised and says “Very good! I’m impressed you know that!”

“Well, my sister uses it so…”

“Would you like a spray?” Lexie asks, smiling.

“Umm I don’t kn—" I began, but before I could agree, Lexie shot me a spritz.

“C’mon Lexie, you should’ve waited for Tom to answer,” Kate says, calling her out.

“Sorry! I guess I’m just impulsive!” Lexie says apologizing.

Jenny leaned over to me, smelling my wrist where Lexie sprayed me. “Wow, Tom, you smell heavenly.”

I blush as she also goes on to smell my hair. “Oooooh and your hair smells so flowery!”

That didn’t help my blushing cause. I was even redder than a beet! “It’s… it’s just the basic stuff my mom buys…”

“Tom, you know we all have our hair up in ponytails. Would you like yours too?”

I’ve put my hair in a ponytail plenty of times before. Whenever I’m playing tennis I always pull it back. “Sure, go ahead.” I responded.

Jenny grabbed a hair band and started collecting my hair. “Wow, your hair is so soft and smooth, Tom!” She mentioned as she started tying the hair band. Jenny pulled away and I examined my hair in the mirror. “It’s much higher than a regular ponytail,” I pointed out.

“It’s the way we all had it, so I figured we’d match.” Jenny explained.

“Hey Tom?” Kate says, “I’m sorry for blurting out about the make-up yesterday at the mall. I know that must’ve been embarrassing.”

“That’s fine,” I responded. “I’ve figured that all you girls are really great people to be around, so I’m sure you can keep that secret.”

We all smiled at each other and came in for a group hug.

“Sooooo… with that said… can we put makeup on you again??” Kate pleaded.

I looked at the other girls and saw that their faces had a pleading look as well. I didn’t want to be a buzzkill… “Why not?”

They all cheered and grabbed various makeup supplies. Jenny started putting the foundation on, Lexie began painting my nails a bright pink, while Kate ran to the closet.

“Tom, to be honest, that black t-shirt doesn’t really match well with your jeans, so can you change into this?” Kate said, holding a light green halter top.

Again, I said, “Why not?” I mean, I’ve gone this far.

Jenny finished my foundation and blush, so she began curling my eyelashes and adding mascara while Lexie began applying a bright pink lipstick to my lips.

Kate found a green lace bra, saying it will help the halter top fit better. “I grabbed this one because it matches your pretty panties!”

I turned around and saw that my jeans were hanging a little low in the back. You could easily see that I was wearing green lace panties!

“It’s okay,” Jenny said, calming my nerves. “We think they look great with your cute butt.” They all giggled, but I uncomfortably sat there.

We stuffed some socks in and then I put the top on. The make-up was complete, and I had the halter top on. I stood up and took a long look at myself in the mirror. It all happened so quickly, but I looked even more like a girl this time than I did three weeks ago! I had boobs for Christ sake! And the worst thing was… I was kind of a babe! My high ponytail looked incredibly girlish, and my make-up was beautifully done by the girls. The halter top with jeans and keds outfit wasn’t overly feminine, but read ‘realistically girl’. I looked just like my sister. Do most boys really let themselves look like their sister?

“We should get going!” Kate shouted, noticing the time.

The three girls left the room while I continued staring at the girly version of myself in the mirror, filled with mixed emotions. Should a boy really be dressing up in such girly clothes? Is it right that I’m wearing make-up? Is it bad that I don’t hate this?

“Let’s go Tom!” Kate said.

I walked backwards out of the room, eyes focused on the girl in the mirror. I finally turned around and started walking downstairs out the door and to the car.

I mean, how far should this go?


Chapter Three

The girls and I returned from the concert at midnight after having a wonderful time. Kate dropped me off at my house and went straight to bed. After all, it was a tiring, eventful Saturday night.

◆◆◆

Waking up late Sunday morning, I found that I was still completely dressed in the clothes that I wore last night: Kate’s halter top and bra, as well as my own girly skinny jeans (with the green lace panties underneath). Not my finest moment.

I got out of bed and took a shower. I used some of my sister’s nail polish remover as well to get rid of my shiny pink nails. I blow-dried my hair and brushed it till it shined (as I usually do). I grabbed a white v-neck tee and started looking through my underwear drawer. Nothing. I guess mom had picked them up for the wash.

Right in front of me were the green lace panties that I wore yesterday. Almost immediately, I slipped them right on. I mean, hey, they were more comfortable than my regular underwear…

So, there I was, standing in my room with a white tee and green lace panties on. I looked in my full-length mirror and… dang, those girls were right, my butt does look great. They were telling me yesterday how plump, cute, and girlish it was, and with just the panties on, even more so?

No! Am I seriously calling my own butt cute? I removed that word from my head. Let’s just say it looks ‘presentable’.

I figured since I was already wearing the panties, I’d throw on the jeans too, tucking my ‘you-know-what’ so they fit well.

It was then that I noticed I still had Kate’s lace bra and halter top sitting on my bed. ‘She’d probably want it back…’ I figured. It was now about 11 o’clock, so I thought that I could go over to Kate’s house and return her clothes.

◆◆◆

When I got to Kate’s later, I rang the doorbell, but her mother answered. “Hi, dear. What can I do for you?”

“Hi, I went to the concert with your daughter and borrowed… something… from her that I’d like to return.”

“Certainly! I’ll take that for you!” Kate’s mother said, reaching for the bag of clothes. Just then, Kate walked up to the door wearing a skimpy blue bikini.

“Hey mom it’s just my friend, I can take this.” Kate said as she grabbed the bag from her mother. Her mother then left, going inside.

“What a surprise, Tom!” Kate said excitedly.

“Well, I just figured I’d drop off the clothes you lent me. Thanks for them too…I guess!”

“Oh, totally!” Kate responded sincerely, “That top looked great on you!”

I blushed. “So what’re you in your swimsuit for?”

“Oh! I actually have some family over for a small pool party in the backyard. We’re having lunch and playing lawn games and stuff. Kinda boring…”

“That’s too bad. Well, at least you get to enjoy some time with extended family. Anyway, I should get home for lunch.” I started to turn around, but Kate put her hand on my shoulder, stopping me.

“Wait! I have an idea! You can stay here for lunch and join the pool party! I’m sooo bored and you’ll make it more fun.”

“Oh, I don’t want to impose…”

“No, please, it should be fine!” Kate said. She yelled out to her mom who was in the kitchen. “Hey Mom! Can my friend stay for the pool party?”

“Sure!” her mom yelled back. “The more the merrier!”

Well, this should be fun! I can hang out with Kate some more and enjoy some sun at the same time.

“My brother should have an extra swimsuit in his room. I’ll go get it. You just wait in my room.”

Kate led me upstairs to her room. “I’ll be back in a minute,” she said as she left for her brother’s room downstairs.

Yesterday, getting ready for the concert, I never got a chance to actually look at Kate’s room. She had posters of different bands everywhere. Lots of them were Motown artists. I can dig some of that music. On her bed was something else: another bikini. This one was a boy-short bikini. The bottoms were boy-short style and had a light orange color with a cool zig-zag design. The top was a solid, light blue color.

I picked up the top to see what the material was like, but just as I did, I heard, “So, what do you think?”

I drop the bikini and whip around, my face red.

“It’s okay Tom, you don’t have to be embarrassed that you’re just feeling material. You know, I just bought that one at the department store the other day. It was too cute to pass up.”

“Yeah it’s…nice.” I said awkwardly.

“So, anyway, I searched my brother’s room, but I couldn’t find a spare swimsuit.” Then, very casually and matter of fact she said, “You can just wear that one.”

I was shocked! “What? I’m not just going to go down to the pool in a girl’s bikini! Everyone knows I’m a boy!”

“That was what I was about to tell you, Tom. I was walking back upstairs from my brother’s room, and my mom said to me, “when are you and your girlfriend coming down?”

“She…she thinks I’m a girl?” I said with a puzzled look on my face.

“Apparently! You’re all good!”

“But I wasn’t even wearing girls' clothes! Or makeup!”

“Look Tom. You already have a girlish figure. And with those jeans? They accentuate the trimness of your legs and the… perkiness… of your tush.”

I blushed even more.

“Plus, you have long blonde hair that’s well maintained… I mean, if she really looked at you, she might tell you’re a boy. But from first glance, you are all girl to her.”

I couldn’t believe this! I had never really been mistaken for a girl before. I mean, I’ve always had long blonde hair, but it was always messy until this last month. I guess the grooming has added to my femininity.

“So do you want to wear it?” Kate asked.

I hesitated for a second, and then said, “I guess it is hot out today…”

Kate squealed with excitement. She stepped out of the room to give me privacy. I took off my shirt, jeans, socks, and panties. I slipped on the boy-cut bikini bottoms, making sure to tuck. I put the bikini top on and felt a weird sensation from looking in the mirror. With my complete lack of all body hair, it just felt very…natural.

Kate knocked on the door, checking if I was ready. She walked in, admiring my look.

“You go girl!” Kate said, cheering.

Jokingly, I turned around and did a seductive look while wiggling my butt. We both laughed.

“You ready to go, Tom?”

“Wait a sec, I might be having second thoughts about this actually…” I said, after a big sigh. “I just feel like I’ll totally get figured out.”

“Trust me, you’ll be fine. My mom has already spread the word that my girlfriend is here.”

“How about you at least… put some make-up on me.” I said uncomfortably. I had never directly asked a girl to put makeup on me.

“I would love to— you know what? We should also think of a new name for you. I mean, I’ve never heard of a girl named ‘Tom’. Any ideas?”

“Oh…I don’t really care. Just do whatever.” I said halfheartedly.

“No! This is the name you’ll be called for the next few hours! You should at least like the name!” Kate insisted.

“Okay then. How about…Kristin? I always thought that name was pretty.” I said.

“Kristin it is then! And that is a beautiful name! Ready for your make-up…Kristin?”

We both giggled at her calling me by the new name. With that she then sat me down at her vanity.

“We’ll just do some light make-up since we’ll be going in the pool eventually.”

Kate applied some waterproof mascara to my lashes, then pulled out a tube of light pink lipstick that was also waterproof. I pursed my lips as she applied it.

“You’re so pretty, Kristin…” Kate said in almost a whisper. I didn’t know if she was talking to herself or I was meant to respond, so I just kind of…purred.

My purring must have encouraged her some more, because she pulled out a hairbrush next.

She slowly and tenderly brushed my hair. Man, Kate really likes the girly me. However, I didn’t stop her as it was very, very relaxing.

Again Kate whispered, “What beautiful hair you have, Kristin…”

That time it was definitely meant to be under her breath. I could barely hear it. Wow, Kate must really love this.

We continued for the next few minutes, but I was itching to go outside and get some sun. “You ready?” I asked.

She seemed startled, as if in a trance while brushing my hair.

“Oh gosh sorry about that! I was just so concentrated on your beautiful hair! Ready to go, Kristin?”

I nodded and we walked downstairs and out the back door to her pool deck.

“Hey everybody, this is Kristin! She’s a friend from school.”

All of Kate’s family members waved and smiled. They seemed like a friendly bunch. And best of all, nobody thought twice about me being a boy.

Kate and I walked over to two lounge chairs, laid out towels and laid down to tan. Kate handed me some sunglasses, assuming I’d need them. I looked at the logo and they were big Coco Chanel sunglasses. So glamorous!

We laid out for about a half hour when Kate’s father called for lunch.

“You hungry Kristin?” Kate asked.

“Very!” I confirmed. We walked over near the grill to get some of the grilled chicken that her father had cooked. I added a side salad and fruit to my plate and sat down.

Kate and I took a seat with her two twin cousins Allie and Paige.

“This is my friend Kristin from school.” Kate said introducing me.

“So what kind of stuff do you like, Kristin?” Allie inquired.

I don’t know why, but I never even thought about using a girl voice until now. My voice was higher pitched naturally, but still clearly sounded like a boy. I quickly thought to just soften my voice and take it from there.

“Well, I like to play tennis!” I responded.

“That’s really cool! I also play.” Paige responded happily, “Maybe we’ll play some time.”

“That would be fun,” I said, assuming it would ever happen,

So, the three girls and I ended up talking for another half hour about school, music, and movies.

“Hey, have you guys heard of that new movie ‘Candyman’? It’s supposed to be really scary!” Allie said.

“Ooooh I’m terrible with scary movies!” Kate said. “But they’re so much fun to watch.”

We all nodded in agreement. The conversation then led to discussion of our favorite scary movies.

“Hey, would everyone be interested in going to see it tonight?” Paige asked. “It’s playing at that movie theater like five blocks away.”

Both Kate and Allie immediately agreed with Paige.

“So, Kristin, are you in?”

I hesitated for a bit…I mean I was out dressed as a girl with Jenny and Lexie yesterday, but they both knew I was actually a boy. Going out tonight would mean that I would be lying to other people about my actual identity. But the movie did sound fun.

“You can count me in!" I said excitedly.

All three girls smiled saying that it’d be a blast. I thought the same.

Kate, Allie, Paige and I then decided to take a dip in the pool. We all played marco polo in our bikinis and it really was a good time. ‘Kristin’ was really enjoying ‘herself’.

◆◆◆

Four o’clock came around and everyone started to leave, including Paige and Allie.

“We’ll meet you at the theater at 7:30, cool?” Paige asked.

Kate and I nodded and then waved goodbye for now and went inside to her room.

“I asked my mom if it was okay if you stuck around til the movie. She said it’s cool.”

“Great!" I said, drying the rest of my body off.

“Kristin, you can go ahead and use my shower if you want! I can shower downstairs!” Kate informed me.

I noticed she still called me Kristin, even though nobody was around… Oh well, probably not a big deal.

I went across the hall to the bathroom, took off my bikini, and hopped in the shower. Kate had some shampoo and conditioner that was honey and lavender scented. I shampooed, conditioned, and left the shower to dry off. I grabbed my towel and started wrapping it around my waist, but it felt wrong. I moved up the towel to my chest and wrapped it there. I wanted to make sure that my ‘Kristin’ illusion still held strong. I walked back to Kate’s room and put on my green lace panties. Kate walked in with a towel around her chest too.

"So Kristin, I think I have the perfect idea for an outfit for you tonight!" She walked over to her closet and pulled out a bright yellow maxi dress with white flowers. “It’ll complement your blonde hair beautifully!”

“I guess that could be okay.” I said. “But I need my hair dried first.”

She nodded and grabbed her blow dryer to dry and brush my hair. Once she finished, Kate picked up the curling iron and added some long loose waves to my shiny blonde hair. Once the waves were complete, she pulled some hair back, and put my hair into a cute half ponytail hairstyle.

“Your hair looks delectable, Kristin!” Kate squealed.

She told me to start my own make-up while she went to get a new pair of panties. I had curled my lashes and put on mascara by the time she returned. Kate handed me super lacy yellow panties and a matching bra.

“These should go with your new dress better than those green ones.”

“But won’t nobody see them anyway?” I inquired.

“Well sometimes a girl just likes to match everywhere.”

She turned away while I put the panties and bra on. While I sat at her vanity in lacy yellow lingerie, Kate continued my make-up with foundation, blush, eye-shadow (which was new to me) and even began plucking a few eyebrow hairs to “clean them up” as she said.

Kate stopped the makeup briefly and handed me some yellow nail polish to put on.

“You should put it on both your fingernails and toenails! It’ll look super cute with the sandals  I’m giving you.”

Kate finished my makeup, and I was wrapping up the nail polish as she went to retrieve the dress and shoes.

I stepped into the Maxi dress and the feeling was unreal. The way it swayed over my legs and stopped right at my ankles just felt very… free! The sandals were also wonderful, as they gave a chance to show off my pretty, yellow toenail polish.

I stepped back and looked at myself in the mirror. The hair, makeup, and clothes made me look not 50, not 75, but 100% girl. Nobody on planet Earth could guess I was a boy at this point.

Kate grabbed my shoulders and looked me in the eyes, tearing up a bit. “You look beautiful Kristin,” she said in the sincerest voice I’d ever heard.

“I know.” I responded. “I really am beautiful…” I kept saying with disbelief.

It was then that Kate leaned her face in and kissed me on the cheek. She pulled back, saw me smile, and then went in to kiss me on the lips. After a few seconds she pulled back again. She offered me a warm smile. “Are you ready for the movie?”

“Let’s go.” I responded, my heart on fire.

The two of us walked out of her house and down the street to the movie theater.

Maybe this girl stuff isn’t all bad…


Chapter Four

Kate and I approached the movie theater and went up to the ticket booth.

“Two tickets for “Candyman” please!” I said in my girliest voice.

The boy in the ticket booth handed me the tickets. “And might I add,” the boy spoke up, “your hair looks very pretty.”

I started to blush and was yanked away by Kate into the theater. I wonder what that was about?

“Kate! Kristin!” we heard from across the theater lobby. It was Paige and Allie. They ran up and hugged us both. “You two both look adorable!” Paige said.

“Thank you!" Kate replied, “I picked out Kristin’s outfit myself.”

“Well, it looks gorgeous on you, Kristin.”

I thanked her and we walked nto the movie. We took four seats in the third to last row of the theater. In our group of four, Paige and Allie were on the ends, with Kate and I in the middle. The 7:00 movie started, and we watched intently.

About 15 minutes into the movie, there was a huge jump-scare. Everyone in the theater was startled and Kate grabbed onto my arm, burying her head into my shoulder. I rubbed her hand, comforting her and making sure she was still fine. However, once we got past that part, she still held onto my arm. In fact, she held onto that arm for most of the rest of the movie. Eventually she shifted her hand down my arm until she was at my hand. She interlocked her fingers with mine, and it was at that time that I noticed we had the same yellow nail polish on.

◆◆◆

The movie ended, and Kate finally let go of my hand. All four of us girls walked out of the theater, discussing the movie (did I just think “us” girls?).

“That was so scary!” Allie added, still trembling a little bit. “What did you guys think?”

We all agreed that it was a well-done film, but maybe next time we go to the movies, we’ll see something a little more sentimental.

After leaving the theater, we hugged Allie and Paige goodbye and began to go our separate ways. Kate and I started walking home.

Looking gloomy and disappointed, Kate said, “It’s too bad that it’s already school night. I had so much fun this weekend!”

“Me too!” I said, honestly. This weekend was definitely a fun experience for me but since school was tomorrow, I knew this wild ride had to end.

But almost as if some higher power knew my thoughts, Kate’s phone buzzes with a text. She takes a look at her phone and a huge smile develops on her face.

“Kristin! Guess what!!”

“What is it?”

“I just got a text from my mom, and she said that the school called, saying there was an accident, and the electrical wiring in the building is messed up so nothing works.”

“So?”

“So, they said they’re canceling school for tomorrow and Tuesday!”

We hugged, celebrating this news.

“I know what we’ll do! I’m going to call Lexie and Jenny, and we’ll have a slumber party at my house!”

“That’s…great,” I said uncomfortably. Something about her bringing up yet another evening of this spooked me a bit.

“What’s wrong, Kristin?”

“Well, it’s just…I feel like I’m becoming too much of a girl. I mean, I’m a boy, remember? A boy… named Tom.”

Kate sighed, “That’s true…but you look so pretty as a girl, Kristin!”

“I don’t care what I look like.” I said, raising my voice, “I’m not a girl!”

Kate motioned with her hand to come sit on a bench a few yards away. We took a seat and she held my hand, interlocking our yellow nail-polished fingers.

“Kristin—"

“Please!” I interrupted, “Can you just call me Tom? For now?”

“I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just difficult not calling you by a girl’s name when you’re wearing a dress, makeup and have your hair curled.”

“Ugh, I understand… I’m just having very mixed emotions about everything that happened this weekend.”

Kate paused for a few moments. “Here’s what you should do… embrace your feminine side for these next two days. Act like a girl, think like a girl, talk like a girl, the whole shebang. You can wear my makeup and my clothes if you’d like. Be. A. Girl.”

I sat quietly for a few seconds, thinking.

“If you still feel this way, you can reevaluate. But Kristin is too lovely of a human to give up on so soon.”

I sighed. Kate was right. There’s no way for me to figure out what I really like if I don’t dive fully in.

“Count me in,” I said.

“You’ll do it??”

“That’s right!” I said in my girliest manner.

“Yay!” Kate cheered, “I’ll call Lex and Jen!”

◆◆◆

I texted my mom, saying I was sleeping over at Kate’s tonight. She’s known that we’ve been friends for a while, so she was cool with it, even if she knew nothing of my crossdressing this weekend. Lexie and Jenny arrived at 9:30 with their sleeping bags and overnight bags. They walked upstairs and met us in Kate’s room.

“Wow, Tom! I love your dress! And your hair…it’s so adorably feminine!”

“Thank you,” I said blushing and winking.

“Oh! Lexie and Jenny, we have some news for you.” Kate said, “For the next two days, Tom has decided that he will be a girl. A girl named Kristin.”

I pursued my lips and put up a peace sign, trying to act as cute and flirty as I could.

“That’s great news! Then tonight should be even more fun!” Lexie said.

“So, what’ll us four girls be doing tonight?” I asked. I had never been to a girls’ slumber party before, so I had no clue.

“Well, I think it would be appropriate for us to all change into pajamas, right?” Jenny said.

We all disrobed down to our bras and panties. To be honest, I did feel a little uncomfortable like this. Even though all the other girls were incredibly attractive, it felt weird having them see me in a bra and panties like them.

Each girl put on a cute baby doll nightie. Kate handed me a baby blue one to go along with the other girls. The feel of it against my skin was majestic. Twirling around in it, I felt very free and feminine. The skirt of the nightie flew up and revealed my yellow panties. No wonder girls wear such lacy clothes; they feel great!

With everyone in their pajamas, we decided to pull out Scrabble and play a game. Not exactly what I imagined girls do at sleepovers, but, when in Rome…

An hour later, the game finished and Kate, Lexie, and Jenny started gossiping about other girls at school. A lot of these girls I knew of but hadn’t talked to.

“So, what do you think about Lizzie Fletcher?” Jenny asked me.

“I…I’ve never really talked to her.”

“How about Alice Janicki?” Lexie asked.

“No, I don’t really know her either. I haven’t talked to many girls. I’m not good at it.”

“Are you serious, Kristin? You’re talking to us extremely well. You’re a natural!”

“You’re right! I guess it took me getting into a dress and makeup to finally learn how to talk to girls.”

We all giggled.

“So how about that Ben Jefferson?” Jenny gloated.

“He is really cute!” Lexie said, agreeing. “What do you think Kate?”

“Umm he’s not really my type. I think he’s too much of a guy’s guy. I like a guy who’s more sensitive.”

The girls seemed to respect that opinion. “What about you, Kristin? Do you think Ben is cute?”

I was now put in an awkward spot. I had committed these next few days to be in full girl mode, yet I’m still fairly certain that I’m attracted to girls. Regardless, I said what a typical girl would say, “He’s very cute!”

“I’m glad you agree, Kristin!” Jenny said, teasing Kate.

We ended up discussing about 30 other boys in our grade. Who’s cute, who’s not, who would make a good boyfriend, all that sort of stuff. Even though I didn’t have an opinion on much of it, it was entertaining to listen to.

◆◆◆

After a few more hours of gossiping, it was after midnight and time to go to bed. Lexie and Jenny laid out their sleeping bags and got inside them. It was then that I realized I never stopped at home after the movie, so I didn’t bring a sleeping bag.

“Hey Kate, I forgot a sleeping bag, so should I call my sister to drop it off?”

“Don’t worry about it!” Kate quickly answered. “I have a queen bed, so you can just sleep with me tonight!”

“You… are you sure you’re okay with that?”

“Absolutely! It should be fun. I mean…not fun. But nice. I mean…just okay.” Kate said, stammering and blushing like someone who barely knew how to talk. A little weird if you ask me…

But alas, I agreed to sleep in her bed tonight. We all got into our respective beds or sleeping bags, and Kate flipped the lights off.

“Goodnight guys!” Jenny whispered. “Oh and Kristin?”

“Yeah?” I whispered back.

“I really like the new you,” she said. I couldn’t see it, but I could tell she said that with full sincerity and a smile.

“Jenny’s right, I really do like the new you,” Lexie added.

With that we all said goodnight one more time and went to bed. It was silent for about 20 seconds, and I felt Kate move in bed.

“And I know you know that I love having Kristin around…” Kate whispered so only I could hear.

I could see her in the dark leaning in towards me in the bed. What…what was she doing?

“Can I ask you something?” she whispered.

Oh… she was just saying something to me. “What is it?" I whispered back.

“You hesitated when asked about boys being cute… but then said you did think Ben was cute. Did…did you mean that?”

I hesitated. There was a long silence. What should I say?


Chapter Five

What…what do I say? Do I tell her that I actually don’t think boys are cute? Because that is what Tom would say. But then again, here I am, lying in Kate’s bed, wearing panties and a baby doll nightie. So right now, I really am Kristin. I am a girl. Just…a confused one.

“So…?” Kate asked.

“Let’s discuss this later, okay?” I said, flustered.

“Umm, okay…” Kate said. “I guess that’s still not a yes…” she then said under her breath.

There was another 10 seconds of silence. “Kristin, I’m cold,” Kate whined. She then moved over to me and grabbed my hand. We interlocked fingers, as we had before in the movie theater. I rubbed her hand in a consoling way. Once I did that, she scooted her whole body towards me, spooning me. She then nuzzled her neck on mine and made a purring sound.

We laid like that for at least 10 minutes, nuzzling my neck. “Let’s kiss, Kristin.”

At that point, all of my “insisting upon being a girl” motives had just gone away. I leaned over to Kate and kissed her as she kissed me. It was a 10-second long kiss, but it felt like a 10-hour long wonderful dream.

“I’m glad to see that you’ve come around, Kristin.” Kate said smiling. “Goodnight.” And with that, Kate scooted back over to her side of the bed and began to fall asleep.

But why would she still call me Kristin? If she really wanted to kiss me, wouldn't she be kissing Tom?

◆◆◆

We woke up around at 10 AM that Monday morning, thrilled to remember that we had the next two days off from school. I crawled out of bed, still wearing my baby doll nightie and panties. My hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and had lost a bit of its defined curls, but most of the loose waves still remained. Kate, Lexie, and Jenny all awoke and descended downstairs with me to eat some breakfast. Kate’s Mom had gotten bagels for us, so we ate them at the table together.

“That was a lot of fun last night guys!” Jenny said, “I hope we get to do it again sometime.”

We all agreed. All of us had made lunch plans with our families, so we thought that we’d go change and go home for a while. I wore my girls’ jeans and black t-shirt from before, along with keds, for the walk home. We didn’t have time to shower, so I just left my hair in a ponytail.

◆◆◆

I walked into the door, only to see my sister sitting in the living room. She was watching TV and turned to me to say hello.

“Hey Tom! I haven’t seen you in a while! What’ve you been up to?”

I sighed. “Well, that’s actually what I’ve been meaning to talk about.”

“Talk to me about what you’ve been doing?”

“Well sort of…” I sat down next to her. “Faith, I’ve had a pretty interesting weekend.

“Basically—"

“You’ve been dressing as a girl,” she said, completing my sentence.

I was shocked, “How…how did you know?”

“I can just tell. That one time you dressed full as a girl for me in that pretty dress and hair and make-up, as well as the other time I saw you wearing the girls’ jeans and panties, I could tell that you didn’t have a typical ‘boy reaction’. I mean, most boys would just be repulsed by the idea of wearing girls’ clothes, but you…well, you seemed to enjoy it.”

“I guess that’s pretty much it, Faith. I’m really confused about who I am right now. I really like wearing girls’ clothes, but I don’t really know what that means. So, my friends came up with this idea to test out being a girl for the next few days to see if that is really me. I’ve been going by the name Kristin.”

Faith put her hand on my shoulder. “Listen, I’m there for you no matter what. If you’re a boy or a girl, wearing skirts or pants…anything. I’ll be your number one support system.”

“Us too,” my Dad said, walking out from the kitchen alongside my Mom. “Jenna told us about the other day. If you wanna play around with being a girl for a while, we’re 100% on your side.”

I began to tear up. "You guys really mean it?”

“From the bottom of our hearts…Kristin.” My mom said, smiling.

I hugged everyone individually. The silence broke when my Dad said he was hungry, and we laughed. The four of us then sat down at lunch for grilled cheese sandwiches. Once we finished, I headed upstairs to shower and change.

◆◆◆

With the shower done, I blow-dried it into no particular style and my sister said that she had laid out an outfit for me to wear on my bed. I walked into my room to see a white girls’ blouse, a plain blue skirt, complemented with a blue bra and panties. I put on the bra and panties, just as Faith knocked on the door to come in. She enters my room with two stockings filled with birdseed and tied off.

“What’re those for?” I asked.

“These are going to be your new titties!” she said proudly, “If you’re going to want the full girl experience, bundled up socks won’t look realistic.”

Faith positioned the new breasts in my bra, and then put the blouse over my head and on my body. I put my hands on them and they felt wonderfully real. There’s no experience quite like feeling your own breasts for the first time. I’ve never felt so feminine.

I slipped on the skirt, and Faith let me wear a pair of white flats.

“Okay, all I need to do is my hair and makeup, and then you can tell me the surprise,” I said.

“Actually…that is the surprise… We’re going to a salon!” she squealed.

I smiled like I never have before, “Really?”

“We’re going to give you a professional, full makeover. Mom’s treat.”

Mom stuck her head in the door. “Enjoy, Kristin!” she said, excited for me.

“I will!!” I squealed with unmatched joy.

◆◆◆

Faith and I drove to the mall and entered the upscale salon, ‘Melissa M’s’. I walked up to the counter, holding my breath. “I have an appointment for Kristin,” I told the woman behind the desk.

She typed something into the computer. “Yes! Welcome Kristin! You’ll actually be taken care of by one of our best hair and make-up stylists, Maddie.”

The woman walked me to a basin where my hair was to be washed. I sat down and leaned my head into the basin to get washed, just as Maddie walked up.

“Kristin? My name’s Maddie, and I’ll be taking care of you today.” We shook hands and she began washing my hair. “Your hair is luxurious, I must say, Kristin.” I thanked her and Maddie continued washing my hair. She used shampoo, conditioner, and massaged my scalp while doing so. It felt heavenly. Even better, the scent was a flowery smell, so it smelled heavenly too!

Once done, she walked me over to the chair, where my hair was to be cut. “Your sister picked out a style that would suit you well, so I’ll just do that if that’s fine with you.”

“Works for me,” I replied.

She began to cut my blonde hair, but didn’t really take away too much length, it was as if she were layering it. Meanwhile, another woman came up to me and began filing my toenails. I had not cut them in a while, and the length was solid. They were already painted yellow from the other night, but the woman was also removing the color too. She filed them into a much neater shape and began painting them a very feminine light pink. Once finished with my toenails, she moved to my fingernails. Also long and yellow-painted, she removed the color, and began filing them into an oval shape. Once shaped, the same light pink was painted on them.

By now, my hair had been cut and styled into a long, layered, wavy blonde locks with side swept bangs at the top. Maddie quickly asked if I would like my ears to be pierced and I said that would be fabulous. She did that quickly and, even though it hurt, she added two beautiful silver, round earrings.

All that I needed was my makeup. Maddie, went to work on my face adding everything a girl could want: foundation, blush, mascara, shadow, liner, realistic false eye lashes for length, lip liner, light pink lipstick, and a shiny lip gloss. Wow!

“Now, before we let you look in the mirror for the final revelation, we have another surprise for you…” Faith said, coming up behind me. I turn around my chair, and there are Kate, Lexie and Jenny!

“You look beautiful Kristin!” They all screamed.

“What are you guys doing here?” I said, confused.

"We got a call from your sister and said that you’d be here, so we figured you’d need a girly outfit to complete it.” Kate said. She handed me a bag and told me to go to the back to change.

I got out of my chair, grabbed the bag from Kate, smiling, and walked to a changing room in the back of the salon.

I stripped down to my blue lace bra and panties, with the “breasts” in the bra, and opened up the bag. Inside was the most beautiful dress I had ever seen. It was a full length green prom dress, over one shoulder. It was made of a very soft material and looked wonderfully silky. Inside the bag was also a strapless green lace bra, so I put that on and filled it in with my new titties. I slipped on the prom dress. This was by far the loveliest and girliest thing I had ever put on. But that wasn’t all. The final thing inside the bag was a pair of Light pink peek-a-toe high heels. I had never worn heels before, much less 4-inch ones like these! I found them very natural to walk in, and I was fully ready for the reveal. I cracked open the door and in my most feminine voice said, “Introducing, the new Kristin!”

I stepped out in my full glam, and everyone cheered, teared-up, and squealed. It was one of the best moments of my life. I received a hug from all my friends and sister.

“Kristin, you’re beautiful.” Faith stated, with a huge smile on her face.

Everyone stood in the salon talking for a little while, but I saw Kate walk away and stand in the corner, looking sad. I figured I’d walk over to her and see what’s up.

“Kate, are you okay?” I asked. She lifted her head and you could see that some of her eye makeup had smeared from tears.

“No! Okay?” she said, upsettingly, “I have a problem, okay?”

I put my hand on her shoulder. “What is it?”

“Kristin…I…I love you! Okay? But I know we can never be together, because you’re becoming a girl who is just too beautiful and will get any boy she wants to love her.” The tears kept coming.

I have to admit I did suspect that Kate had a thing for me, but I thought it was Tom who she liked, not Kristin. Then again, I had always had a crush on Kate, and within these past few days, she’s been starting to feel like a… soulmate.

“Kate, I know a lot has been going on in my life, and I’m overwhelmed with so much that’s happened. But from these last few days, there are two things that I know for sure…”

Kate stopped crying briefly and looked up at me intently.

“I know that I like being feminine: the dresses, the makeup, the hair, I’ve never felt so wonderful in my life…but I don’t think that I’m really a girl. I enjoy doing boy things, like sports, video games, all of that. I just feel like I need to look like a girl.”

“And…” Kate continued my sentence.

“…and… I know that… that I’m in love with you,” I said, smiling and tearing up.

Kate’s tears broke out again, but for a different reason. These were tears of pure happiness; ecstasy; joy.

“Oh Kristin! I’m not sure how to label myself, but I’ve always loved a sensitive, girly boy. And when you first revealed that side, I knew you were the one for me. I don’t care what people think of us together. I just want to be with you!”

Then, as if instinct, I nudged Kate’s back against the wall, putting my beautifully manicured hands against the wall, and kissed her deeply and passionately. I’ve never felt so right; kissing the girl I loved, and looking like the loveliest, girliest human being I could be.”

The rest of the others looked over at us, and sweetly smiled, knowing that what was happening was a wonderful occurrence.

◆◆◆

I returned to school on Wednesday, and after a discussion with the principal and other school officials, I was allowed to attend school dressed as a girl, but continued to be a boy named Tom. I was happy. It took a little while for my classmates to adjust, but within a quick week, I was pretty much assimilated into the regular swing of things.

Over the summer, Kate and I grew our relationship. We were steady boyfriend and girlfriend. Once my sophomore year began, I was allowed to change my name to Kristin, as it had also been changed legally. I attended school normally as a boy, but just dressed in much more feminine and dainty clothes than the other boys.

And Kate? Into sophomore year we continue to have a strong loving relationship. We can’t get enough of each other. And every day she sees me she tells me the same thing:

“You’re beautiful.”

THE END
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