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Forward by the Author
 
Thank you so much for selecting this all new book with 11,000+ words of actual story content. This is the first stunning installment in an all new series. Meet Peter, a nineteen year old androgynous guy exploring his gender identity by cross playing as Supergirl at a convention. 
He uses padding and shape wear, makeup and a wig to give himself a saucy feminine appearance. He slips into a stunning costume and interacts with people as Kara, a beautiful super heroine.
If, like the questioning young man in this story, you’d secretly like to experiment with your gender expression, else if you enjoy reading about guys turning themselves into sexy girls this series has everything you’re looking for!
Warning! This story features an ordinary guy who feminizes himself into a sexy woman. It features tantalizing taboo themes including willing feminization, public interactions, detailed girly makeovers, and a stunning transformation from an androgynous young man into a sexy cosplaying Kryptonian princess!
Please don’t read this book or series if you don’t like such subjects!

Dedication
 
To my Dear Reader! 
 
I cannot thank you enough for choosing this all new book, the first in an all new series. If you liked this story, I hope you try some of my other stories as well. Some are more or less spicy and kinky. Some, like this one, feature voluntary feminization. Most others depict forced feminization of helpless (former) male characters by beautiful women.
I love to hear from my readers! I want to hear from you! Several readers have made my day by sharing their thoughts about my books. Please email me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, and if you notice any typos or mistakes of any kind. You can also email me to commission a custom story based on your scenario—$10 per 1,000 words, $60 minimum. 
Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love and need you! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!￼[image: IMG_6316.jpeg]

 
 
 

This Book Meets All Ebook Standards
 
All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, consenting participants in all activities depicted, implied, and referenced. There are no sexual or other intimate relations or actions between or involving blood relations, minors, etc. There are no depictions, references to, or implications of any illegal, unethical, immoral, criminal, violent, non-consensual, abusive or other improper or wrongful activity, contact, nor conduct; nor is any objectionable behavior promoted, advocated for, nor implied.
 

Copyright Notice
 
U.S. Federal and International Law prohibits theft of intellectual property. Section 501 of the U.S. copyright law states that “anyone who violates any of the exclusive rights of the copyright owner ... is an infringer of the copyright or right of the author.” Other provisions of international law contain similar provisions.
No copying, transferring, performance, resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, or (re)distribution, excerpting or summarization (other than for the purpose of reviewing) of any part or all of this work—including any of the descriptions, narrative language, scenes, characters, plot lines, events, or any other content—is permitted without express prior, written permission of the author, Mindi Harris. This statement of reserved rights supersedes any other offer or agreement, express or implied, from, between, or among, any person(s), companies, or other entities.
 
 

Content Warning And Disclaimers
 
Warning, Reader Discretion Advised! This is a forced feminization fantasy including a coerced/coaxed lifestyle change from an ordinary young man into a “yassified” young girl, and more! Do not read this book if any of these or similar themes offend you!
None of the characters, entities, names, events, locations, or any other details refer to anyone or anything in reality. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is unintended and coincidental. This story is fantasy and for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!
Beware! This book describes a character helplessly transformed in body and mind from a normal male into a feminized sissy! Don’t Read This Book unless you enjoy reading about a young man who is coaxed into girlhood.
Warning! This story contains themes including male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing, etc. featuring a profound lifestyle change. Again, if these topics offend you, please stop reading.

Chapter 1: A Consequential Costume
 
I exhale a long, slow breath. Then, I summon the resolve required to enter the stately hotel and pass through the nearest of the four glass and polished brass revolving doors. I pause to look at the teeming masses yearning to breathe unique. I grant that many of them achieved their goals.
My medium sized rolling suitcase almost gets stuck before my short, sharp tug extricates it. I blush at my near faux pas and push into the huge Metro Comic Con. Progressing into the lobby, I study the throngs of people idly milling about or moving purposefully all around me. 
People of all ages mill around. Many are costumed as superheroes and super heroines talking and laughing or engaging in heated debates. Science fiction and fantasy creatures, champions and villains alike come and go through the expansive, expensively furnished space.
I smile and nod at the nearest set of cosplayers. A group of young men portraying the MCU version of the Avengers. The guy done up as the Black Widow did a better than decent job. He crammed himself into a skin tight black cat suit. His red haired wig looks a bit frayed, but not too bad. 
I look closely but see no tell tale bulge between his slim legs. His tuck job left nothing to chance. For a brief moment I wonder if it’s a slightly butch woman, but when he speaks his deep rich baritone confirms his gender as male. 
He’s among the best of them, but he’s hardly the only male to female cosplayer. I pay particular attention to these undaunted, unselfconscious cross players. I feel empowered by the presence of more of them than I’d ever seen in one place at one time before. Standing among so many people bending and breaking gender barriers encourages me to carry out my own transgressive plans. 
Still, I wonder whether or not I really have the resolve to go through with it. My mind drifts into an unfocused haze, enshrouded in a dense mental fog. My feet move ahead, step by step, unbidden. I meander almost mindlessly until I snap out of my fugue state. I’m standing in front of a family restroom next to Grand Hall 2. 
I freeze there on the carpeted floor, transfixed by my own audacity. My fingers clasp the handle of my suitcase so tightly that they start to go numb. I position it in front of me like a combination of Captain America’s protective shield and Pandora’s problematic box.
“I don’t have to do this,” I sigh to myself, but I already knew that. I also knew that if I don’t, then I’m discarding all of the painstaking plans I’d made months earlier. If I pass up this chance, I’m wasting a lot of time and money. I’d already invested so much. 
If I don’t unzip the suitcase and slip into what it contains, then I’m betraying myself. If I leave it shut, I’m giving up what might be the best chance I might ever try to be brave.  My body moves of its own volition, seemingly ignoring my inner turmoil. I look around me and see I’ve entered the oversize family restroom and shut the door behind me.
It clicks, the sound unsettling as the gravity of my decisions pulls on me. I barely register the quiet hum of fluorescent lights overhead. The room is small, tiled in dull beige, with a single mirror stretching above the sink. I shrug, shoving down my anxiety, and lock the door. 
I reach down to grip the suitcase zipper. It makes the tiniest sigh as I tug on it, sliding it up, over, down, and around. The sound is metallic as the teeth separate. The suitcase flops open.  Beneath the folded bland hoodie that I promised my mom I’d wear to keep warm, there it lay. My costume. 
I’d told everyone, online, offline, even myself, that I was going to cosplay as Superman. I’d even posted reference drawings in countless message board threads. I’d discussed updating the look with silver Kryptonian edging and a black under suit for a more serious tone. But then, all alone three weeks ago, I tried on her version of caped couture. 
Not Superman’s hyper masculinity. The other Kryptonian character’s. His cousin’s. Red knee high boots. A blue skin tight shimmering top. A sexy pleated miniskirt that looks much too short. A shiny yellow feminine belt. Supergirl. 
My breath turned into cement in my lungs. My hands shook as they moved. My eyes shied away, but I bit my lip and put it all on. Panties and a padded push up bra. Body crushing shape wear. Tights. The girlish costume. Finally, I looked in the mirror and saw someone dressed in a costume that shimmered and teased at the edges of my own identity. Someone different, but not just that. Someone real.
That was weeks ago, in my bedroom. All alone, secret, safe. But today I’m hiding in a family restroom. If I go out there as her, I’ll be surrounded by fanboys, gender puritans, Twitter transphobes, and TikTok scolds. I’ll have no armor. No protection. Just this skimpy costume, with its tight, figure flattering fabric.
The sexy little costume confronts me with a choice. To be her, or not to be her. That is the question. I ask myself, “Can I really do this?” I answer with actions not words. I take a slow, deep, shaky breath and let it out in a sudden burst. 
I dress myself slowly, my hands still unsure, but intent, reverent. I squeeze into the waist cincher and tighten it. I inhale, exhale, and tug on the laces again. And again until I’ve crushed my already slender waist to about 26 inches around. I double-tape my junk just to make sure I don’t have any
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