
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Books by Christy Lynn Rose 
 
      
 
    Working Vacation 
 
    The Photo Shoot 
 
    The Gym 
 
    An Actress in the Making 
 
    Caught in the Act 
 
    But I’m NOT a Woman 
 
    A Beauty Makeover 
 
    Fantasy Bed & Breakfast 
 
    A NU You 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Introduction 
 
      
 
    Many years ago, I managed several “groups” on Yahoo, where I would do captions and the like using my imagination and pictures to tell a short and simple story. One of those, which was on the more vanilla side, as it were, was “Fantasy Fashions” and I have decided to tell several little stories using the ideas I got from those simple, one page stories. Of course, I am not going to just make over 100 single page stories because, well, that might become boring without all the pictures and, well, I want to tell a story instead. 
 
    So, without further ado, welcome to… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Fantasy Fashions 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Frank 
 
      
 
    It amazing the things that can get you into trouble, even when you are not even trying to get into trouble. And when that trouble is with your wife, well, that takes on a whole new dimension to the concept of trouble. 
 
      
 
    You see, I have ALWAYS really hated Valentines Day. Of course, back then, I didn’t really have a wife, let alone a girlfriend to share it with all that much. And growing up, well, it wasn’t a big thing either since, well, mom and dad were apart. Now that I think about it, it might be on account of… Valentine’s Day! But when I met Carrie, things kind of changed. I still don’t like the idea of a specific day but I get the idea. 
 
      
 
    Trying to find a nice gift from the heart is where things can take a turn for the worse. Candy and flowers, though the “normal” gift, sometimes upsets the other person. I know this because the first time I did that, I got the look from the then girlfriend. When we were married and I did the same thing the following year, not only did I get the look, I got the comment, “You put some thought into this, didn’t you?” I knew that she was being sarcastic and thus I kept my mouth shut. 
 
      
 
    So, what does any guy do when he is confused or lost? Well, I tried lingerie for the wife. Now, I knew she had some sexy stuff there in her dresser but nothing was in red. And I should have paid attention to the fact that she was not really into stockings and such. Hell, she rarely wore pantyhose except when she REALLY needed to. And yes, that means REALLY rarely! And I will NOT discuss the heels situation. 
 
      
 
    But I decided that maybe I should do something like this for Valentine’s Day. Of course, as many women will tell you, lingerie, especially SLUTTY lingerie, it’s not for the woman so much as it’s for the guys. We pick it out and expect them to wear it, right? Well, sometimes it works, other times, well, not so much. 
 
      
 
    Of course, you have all those places, Fredericks of Hollywood and Victoria’s Secret. But there was this little shop sitting in an older building that seemed to have popped out of no place called Fantasy Fashions. The only reason I really saw the place was that the windows were CLEAN and in the window was a RED bra and corset with black stockings with red seams and matching heels. I mean, the maniquin looked hot in it and I figured that the wife would look just as hot in them. 
 
      
 
    So, being the stupid guy that I am, I decided to walk in the store and talk to the clerk. It was weird that there were really no other customers in the shop at the time, especially since it was around lunch time but I walked up to the woman behind the counter and asked her about the outfit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, one of my best sellers around this time. Now, I gotta know, do you know what sizes you need for this, dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” Then I gave her my wifes sizes and she looked at me kind of funny. “Are you sure, sweetie?” I nodded again. “Okay then” and off she went. 
 
      
 
    When she came back out, she had everything wrapped in a box with a red bow. “Here is everything you wanted. But be careful dear. This is some special lingerie that has the ability to change a person’s life.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her confused but then thought that she was just pulling my leg. So, I paid for my purchase and walked back to the office, putting the package in the car as I walked by. Then I forgot about it until that evening when I got home and brought the package in. 
 
      
 
    Carrie wasn’t home yet and something inside my head was telling me that something was wrong. Something that the woman had said about sizes and then the cryptic comment at the end made me think about opening the box. 
 
      
 
    I pulled off the red ribbon and then opened the box. I was right. The sizes were NOT what I asked for. When I picked up the panties, they looked far larger than the wife did. The corset thing the same way. And when I picked up the heels, I could see that they were way too big for her feet. 
 
      
 
    But something else got inside my head. I looked at the clock and saw that I still had time before she got home. And something about those panties just seemed to scream for me to try them on. I shook my head and put them back in the box. I decided that maybe I should go back there and get this corrected. The place was not that far away. So I grabbed the box and got as far as the front door before I stopped again. 
 
      
 
    I walked back to the living room and then, for some odd reason, I walked to the bedroom. I don’t know WHY I did it but I then stripped off all my clothes and opened the box again. I picked up the red panties and I felt something. I don’t know why but it felt like some sort of energy was flowing into me. And when I looked at the panties in my hands, I stepped into them! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fran 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I pulled those beautiful red panties up my legs, I felt a charge of energy start to flow through my legs and as I pulled those panties up, I could start to see my legs, feet and even my crotch area start to change. It wasn’t painful but my normally hairy legs seemed to become smooth and toned differently. And my groin was changing! I watched as my cock seemed to slowly shrink and then totally disappear! And I felt something in it’s place as I placed my panties in place. 
 
      
 
    When I put my hand between my legs, I could feel them! There was no longer a cock and balls there but a slit with lips there! I looked up in the mirror and saw that my chest was still manly and hairy. When I started to push the panties down though, nothing happened! So from the waist down, I was a woman. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the corset thing, which I learned was a bustier, and it seemed big enough to fit around me. Then I paid closer attention to the panties and realized that they seemed SMALLER than they were when I put them on. In fact, they seemed to be the size I had asked for! So I started to put the bustier around me and as I did, I could feel the same energy flowing through me and suddently, my waist was far smaller than it had been, toned and free of hair. I looked at watched in fascination as my breasts started to appear, slowly at first but grew to a D Cup. I knew that Carrie was a C Cup and had asked for that. But I didn’t complain too much. Though I certainly was confused! 
 
      
 
    I looked in the mirror and discovered that my hair was now long, covering my shoulders and a strawberry blonde color. And my face now certainly looked like a woman! 
 
      
 
    “HOLY SHIT!” I said, and my voice was feminine! I looked at my arms and hands and they too were feminine. I looked down at my feet, though, and saw MAN feet! I picked up the stockings and as I rolled them on, I got the lady feet to go with the rest of the lady bits I had. I picked up the stiletto heels that came with the outfit and sat down and put them on. 
 
      
 
    When I stood up, I had absolutely no idea if I could walk in them. But as I took my first step, it seemed to come naturally to me. I was walking in six inch heels and doing so with ease! And when I looked in the mirror, I looked absolutely fuckable! 
 
      
 
    As I went into the bathroom, I found Carrie’s make up and, without really thinking about it, made up my face, highlighting my eyes and my lips. In no time, I felt I was now totally smoking! That was when I heard the door to the house open up. All I could think was, “oh shit!” 
 
      
 
    I turned and walked out into the bedroom and there was Carrie. She looked at me, turned her head at a slight angle and smiled at me. I started to say something but she walked up to me and took my hand. 
 
      
 
    “I know where you went today, sweetheart! And let me tell you, I REALLY like what you’re wearing, Fran!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “You KNOW???” 
 
      
 
    She smiled and then pointed to the box. It said right on the box,  
 
      
 
    “Fantasy Fashions, where fantasies come to life” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “You’re not upset?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh hell no! But I think you should know that, well, you are not going to be able to change back now! But I have to know. Did YOU want to become a girl?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, not until it actually started to happen. Because I tried to go back and return it but something, well, made me put on the panties and, well, it all started then. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Did the lady tell you that it could change a life?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “Yeah, she did. Carrie, you are scaring me!” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing to be worried about dear.” Then she walked over to her dresser and pulled out a similar box. When she opened it, I saw that it was basically the same thing as I had on, but in pink rather than red. 
 
      
 
    “I was trying to figure out a way to actually give this to YOU!” 
 
      
 
    “So, you WANT me like this?” I was now getting REALLY confused. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Fran. Here’s the thing. This pink one would have been a temporary change. Like maybe a day or so, until you removed it all. But I think that the red one is, well, permanent.” 
 
      
 
    “OH SHIT!” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, I think that you should know something else. Go and look at your wallet.” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the dresser and looked for my wallet. I found something very feminine looking and opened it, finding my license and credit cards. All of them had my name as Francine, not Francis! I opened the top drawer of my dresser and saw it was filled with panties! 
 
      
 
    I turned to look at Carrie. “What’s happening?” 
 
      
 
    “Well dear, your reality has been changed and now, well, you and everyone else around here knows you only as Francine. But I think the only reason I know about Frank, well, is that it was kind of my fantasy too.” Then she walked up to me, put her hand on my breast and squeezed it. 
 
      
 
    I started to moan as she moved to the nipple and then leaned in and kissed me hard! I became putty in her hands as she took her other hand and worked them under my panties and she started to gently rub my clit! I was getting turned on big time and didn’t have any desire to stop it. 
 
      
 
    But she stopped and I moaned again. Then I watched as she stepped back and stripped off everything, standing before me naked. I fell to my knees and worked my way between her legs, as I could see that her panties, as she removed them, were soaked! In a matter of minutes, I had her purring and moaning. 
 
      
 
    When she had her first orgasm, she pushed me away. “I think YOU need to know how that feels, sweetheart!” and with that, she pushed me back onto the bed and then pushed my legs apart and started to work her tongue between my lips and finding my clit. In a matter of minutes, I was so turned on that I started to feel the orgasm build up inside me as I started to scream and moan, spraying Carrie’s mouth as she had done to me. 
 
      
 
    “OH MY GOD! You really are a squirter, Fran!” Then she burrued herself there and brought me to another orgasm! The entire time, she was tweeking my nipples and I could not take it too much more as the second wave came over me. 
 
      
 
    That night, I think we brought each other to several more intense orgasms. But eventually, we both ended up curled up together in our bed, not really caring that it was soaked in our own sex. I was only wearing the stockings and heels, as everything else was ripped off during the third or fourth time around. 
 
      
 
    When we woke up in the morning, we realized it was now the weekend and, well, I was still Fran! Carrie was still my wife. But she said, in her sly little manner, “Now THIS is what I wanted for Valentine’s Day, lover!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Steven 
 
      
 
      
 
    Did you ever wonder if there was a way to change your life? How about go back and make a different decision? Or just wish there was just some way to change the trajectory of your life in some minor or even major way? What would you do different? 
 
      
 
    Here is what my story looks like. You see, I work in a dead end job. Oh, I didn’t realize that it was when I first started, back some 10 years ago. In fact I turned down SEVERAL offers before I took the one I did. And, at first, it seemed that the company and I were destined for, well, SOMETHING. 
 
      
 
    I do computer programming and the company that hired me was needing someone familiar with I.T. and could program. Not too difficult. And I did take the courses in high school and college. In fact, at first, it was actually challenging to get them all set up and running. But once it was done, I started getting bored. 
 
      
 
    That was when I started surfing the internet on company time. Okay, I know what you are going to say, “everyone does it” and, well, maybe they do. But they didn’t have the boss that I have. And they might not be looking at some of the same things that I was. You would think that since I put it all together that I would have put up some sort of a blocker, which I did for everyone else. However, I forgot that the owner of the company ALSO had access to whatever SHE wanted, as well as could see what others were looking at. 
 
      
 
    Of course, it was not that I was ALWAYS looking at porn. No, actually I was looking at different things that could make the company better, as well as ways to improve the information sharing that we had, since they always seemed to update things. But man can not work by work alone and, well, I was starting to look at OTHER things. Porn was among them but I was also looking at, well, transgender stuff AND wondered what it would be like to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    Of course, as I was looking at these things, I didn’t realize that I was looking at that much of the trans stuff. Oh, I wondered what it would be like to be with one. But as I got more into it, I wondered what it would be like to BE one myself. And after that came the woman part. 
 
      
 
    Hell, at first I never would have thought about even wearing women’s clothes. But as I got bored, it passed through my head. Of course, it didn’t help, or would it be hurt, that I once caught my boss, Pamela, accidentally or purposely bent over, exposing her panties and stocking tops when she knocked something off her desk as I was coming in to do some work on her machine. 
 
      
 
    When I saw that, I felt an instant reaction to my cock. I had always thought she looked hot, even for a woman some 10 years older than me. I guess M.I.L.F. would be what you call her. Whatever you wanted to call her, she was HOT! And when she got whatever it was that she dropped, she turned around and for some reason, her top button popped off and POOF! There were he breasts, right down to her nipples, as she was wearing one of those really sexy half cup bra’s! 
 
      
 
    Okay, part of me was thinking, “WTF” but another part of me was really wanting to get in touch with that. But she IS my boss and it could REALLY get me into trouble. She pulled her blouse closed and excused herself, blushing a little. Of course, she could tell that I was too. Luckily for me, though I am sure that she THOUGHT I might have a hard on, my tool bag and the monitor I was carrying covered me. 
 
      
 
    I got to work and fifteen minutes later, her machine had been updated, new software put on and her monitor replaced. As I was leaving, she was coming back. She had a different blouse on too. But she still looked good. She thanked me and I left, closing the door afterwards. But that evening, I learned that I would NEVER have a chance with her as I noticed her, as I got in my car, walking arm in arm with another woman. I realized then that there was no way I would get a shot at her. 
 
      
 
    That is when I started to have those STRANGE thoughts. And watching the trans porn, it got me to thinking. And when I pictured Patricia and that bra that she had been wearing, I wondered, and I still have no idea WHY I thought about it, what it felt like WEARING that bra! Later that evening, while at home, watching some porn, I saw a woman wearing that same damned bra! I could not believe that but there it was. Not only the same bra but the same color too! At first, I pictured Patricia there in the movie but when I looked again, it was just some other woman there. Then my thoughts got weirder. I thought I saw a feminine version of myself in that movie and I got hard! 
 
      
 
    What the hell was happening to me??? 
 
      
 
    These kinds of thoughts kept creeping into my mind over the next couple of weeks. Oh, I was getting my work done but, well, it seemed that I was not paying all that much attention to things going on in the company. I knew that there were more women working there than men, but considering that the company was more GEARED towards females that it was towards men, though we did have products FOR men, more was for women. 
 
      
 
    But I was starting to notice that the side where all the male products were seemed to be decreasing in product lines. The women’s side was still going strong though. And as the men’s side shrunk, the male personnel seemed to be shrinking. In fact, it seemed we dropped 10 male employee’s in one week and brought on 2 women. Still, it seemed we were still going strong. 
 
      
 
    But I wasn’t really paying all that much attention to that. I was starting to research, well, what it would take to become a woman. Oh, I knew that I could never become 100% woman, as there was supposedly no way to give a transgendered person the ability to carry a child, et al. But it was possible to become SOMEWHAT womanly. 
 
      
 
    I wish, then, that maybe I had done those kinds of searches from the comfort of home rather than at work. But like I said, I was bored. And, of course, Patricia found out. What I didn’t expect was what she would do about my searches. But I was to discover the answer to that the very next day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stacy 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I arrived to work to find a box. I didn’t pay too much attention to the box as I had ordered some things from an IT Supply company to fix one of the servers. But I checked my email and there was one from Patricia. At first I didn’t think it was for me but I learned differently! 
 
      
 
    Stacy, 
 
    It has come to my attention that you have been researching something rather troubling to me and the company as a whole. The amount of pornography that you have been viewing is bad enough but now you seem to be wondering what it would be like to be a woman. While I do not have a problem with these kinds of thoughts, it seems that you are letting it interfere with your EMPLOYMENT and duties. 
 
    So, here is what I am going to do. Inside the box there on your desk is something that will help you find your path. What you do with the contents of the box it up to you. However, whatever you choose to do can NOT interfere with your job and your duties to the company. If it continues to interfere, then I will have no choice but to terminate your employment. 
 
    You are to take the contents of the box and do what you will. But I expect to see you here in my office with your answer within 30 minutes of you reading this email. 
 
      
 
    Patricia 
 
      
 
    I sat there dumbfounded! I did NOT know that she was looking at my log but it seems that she was. So now I had to figure out how to make her believe that I was happy with the job, though in honesty, I was BORED and thought I could do something more, or better or, well, just DIFFERENT! But I also had to look inside the box as she said it would help me “find my path” whatever that meant. So I opened the box. 
 
      
 
    When I looked inside the box, I saw… A bra just like the one that I had seen on her. This one though was black and hers had been white. Then I saw the black panties and stockings. There was even a little black dress in the box. And to finish it up there were a pair of black patent pumps. I looked at everything and just could not wrap my head around it at first. Why had she given me these things? Sure, it looked like some of the product that our company worked with. But still, why give them to me? I looked in the box, trying to find something that would tell me what I was supposed to do. When my hand touched the panties, I felt something like a shock! 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand back and then looked at them again. I didn’t pick them up but tilted the box this way and that to see if there was something there. Then I just dumped the box on top of my desk. That was when I saw the little piece of paper. 
 
      
 
    “Put them on, silly. You’ll be able to make a more informed decision!” 
 
      
 
    I looked around. My office had no glass windows and the door was solid. I looked and saw that the door was closed. I looked around, trying to see if there was a camera. Something that would tell me that this was all some kind of joke. But I couldn’t find anything! 
 
      
 
    I looked at the clock and saw that I was wasting time. I looked at the note again, then at the underwear. I picked up the panties and felt it again, though this time it just seemed to feel like a current running through my body, starting at my hand and trying to run all through me. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell?” I thought and I decided to strip off my clothes. I hung them on a hanger I kept in the office for my coat and then took the panties and started to put them on. 
 
      
 
    “FUCK!” I called out as I pulled the panties up my legs and watched how my body started to change. My legs got smoother and more toned and when I got them up to my crotch, I noticed that my cock was shrinking! Before I knew it, I discovered that I now had a vagina between my legs. I picked up the bra and put it around me and as I was pulling the straps up over my arms, I noticed that I had begun to grow breasts. I also noticed that my arms were changing and that I had actually shrunk a couple of inches. I looked down at my feet though and saw that they had not changed. I had big feet on nice, shapely legs. I picked up the stockings and as I put the first one onto my leg, I saw my foot change. I quickly rolled the other up my leg and loved the look! 
 
      
 
    I then picked up the dress and put it on, as well as the shoes. I took a step and was surprised that I didn’t stumble but was able to take a step as if I had ALWAYS been wearing these things. 
 
      
 
    When I looked around the office, something seemed a little different. It seemed NEATER than I remembered it. And when I turned around, I saw a mirror on the back of my door that I didn’t remember being there. And I saw the BIG picture! 
 
      
 
    I was a 5ft 8in raven haired beauty! I had nice legs, a perky butt, which I could see even in the dress, which was kind of short, barely covering the tops of my stockings. I even saw a purse sitting on the table next to the door and opened it up to find everything a woman usually has in her purse, including make-up. I looked at my face and 15 minutes later I looked like a career girl. I even noticed a white lab coat or smock sitting on the chair and pulled it on. This helped to cover my dress bottom and give me a little bit of modesty. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door and as I walked out of the office, people smiled and said hello to me and I smiled and said it back. No one seemed to think there was anything wrong with how I looked. In fact, the only one who was confused by it all was ME! But I got moving because I still had a couple of minutes to get to Patricia’s office before the deadline. 
 
      
 
    I got to the door and there was a secretary there. I never remember there being one there before. I told her that she was expecting me and she confirmed it and told me that I could go right in. 
 
      
 
    When I got into the office, I could see that there were even changes in HER office. It was a little larger and better furnishings. She got up out of her chair and walked up to me. She looked me in the eye and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “So Steven, you decided to put them on I see.” I looked at her, wondering what she knew that I didn’t know. Apparently a whole lot more than I did at the moment. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I see that you are confused. So let me see if I can straighten things out for you. Those ‘items’ that you put on transformed you into the woman that you are right now. It also altered the reality around us to fit with the new reality that you created by changing. Normally only YOU would know about the altered reality, and normally that is the case. However, because I was the one who gifted you the things, I get to SHARE in the altered reality. 
 
    “As far as the world is concerned, you are Stacy and have always BEEN Stacy. At no point in your life have you been Steven. Even your parents believe you are their daughter. Everyone that you work with and works for you believe you are Stacy.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait a sec. Work FOR me?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes. It seems that the five years that you have been working for me, instead of the ‘bored’ man that you were, you helped to INNOVATE the company and, well, after you got the IT Department running I gave you a position in Sales. You became my best sales person and I let you run them. 
 
    “Right now, you have a department of 50 sales men and women, building our product spacing and product line to about double what it was five years ago. Of course, there are some other things that, well, we can get into a little later on. But first, what do you think?” 
 
      
 
    I stood there, still a little dazed. I looked for and found a chair. I sat down, trying to figure out what this was all about. Was this all a dream? Had I fallen asleep? 
 
      
 
    I caught a whiff of her perfume as she walked over to me, leaned in. I looked up at her face, then I watched as she leaned in further and kissed me on the lips. I don’t know why but I KISSED HER BACK! In fact, I took my hands and wrapped them around her waist and pulled her into me as I continued kissing her. She ended up on my lap and one of my hands did something I never thought I would have done. 
 
      
 
    I slowly took my hand and caressed her thigh and worked my way under her skirt. I found the tops of her stockings, worked a little further and found her panties. She didn’t stop me as I started to caress her through her panties. I could FEEL her moan in my mouth as I kept kissing her. After a minute, I could feel her panties getting moist and started to pull my hand away. Before I got even an inch away, I felt her hand grab me and push my hand back to where it was as I caressed her. 
 
      
 
    She pulled back from the kiss. “Stacy, GOD, I love that! But I NEED something from you!” She got up and sat on the desk top and pulled her skirt up. By the time she had her panties pulled down, I was on my knees burying my face between her legs and licking her to her first orgasm! 
 
      
 
    She pushed me back. “You better fix your make up, lover, or else they are going to know for certain that we are more than what we pretend we are!” I went to the bathroom in her office, which I never remember there being one and found MY make up there. I looked around and also saw another set of make-up and realized that we have been doing this for a while now. I washed up and fixed it all. Now I looked “presentable” as opposed to someone who had just been licking the boss to orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When I got back, she was still sitting there, glowing from her orgasm. I walked up to her. “How long have we been together, Patricia, in this alternate reality?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me and smiled. “Let me think. You got here about 20 minutes ago so, about 20 minutes!” Then she started laughing. I did too. 
 
      
 
    “You’re telling me that this all just happened because, well, I became a woman?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, Stacy. This all happened because you ARE a woman. A very attractive woman and partly because you are MY Fantasy woman. The fact that you are attracted to me sure didn’t hurt. But, well, something about you, even before this, had me wondering. It seems that instead of being a bored male employee, you became a very industrious female employee over the last five years you’ve been with me. But don’t get me wrong. I may have fantasized about you but it wasn’t until you started to WONDER about being a woman that I decided to take matters into my own hands. That you took that step afterwards, well, even I didn’t know what would happen.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “So, because I took a chance like this this morning, all of THIS is now reality? Us together is REAL?” 
 
      
 
    “Only if you want it to be, lover. Only if you want it to be!” 
 
      
 
    James 
 
      
 
      
 
    I guess you could say I am a little different from everyone else. I am a guy who likes to take a walk on the wild side every now and then. In fact, I have gotten in trouble for some things, when I was younger. I would tease my sister constantly when she was older about her boyfriends and her clothes. Mom didn’t think it was too funny and neither did she. 
 
      
 
    What, at the time, they didn’t know was that I was kind of jealous of her. Dad was gone and it was just the three of us growing up. I was just 16 months younger than Sarah but all I could think about, as I was growing up there was why wasn’t I a girl??? 
 
      
 
    Of course, I did some of the boy things. Heck, even Sarah was a bit of a tomboy before she discovered boys (or so I thought). Older boys anyways, since she did have me to torment her at home. But when she started to dress a little more feminine to attract the guys, I wondered what it was all about. Mom told me that girly things are NOT for boys like me and so I tried to forget the ideas and thought that I had. But they never REALLY went away. 
 
      
 
    One time, I decided that I wanted to see what the big deal was about “girly” things. It was easier to sneak into Sarah’s room, since she was out. Oh, not to say I didn’t try sneaking into mom’s room but she had caught me in there looking for something else and I got my backside smacked a few times. All I was doing was trying to find, well, it didn’t matter. But sneaking in there was kind of a thing I reserved for, well, when I thought I could get away with it. 
 
      
 
    So the first time I actually snuck into her room, I looked first into her hamper to see her underwear. I wanted to know why it was so DIFFERENT. I mean, it looked different, of course, since I wore boxers and tighy whities. It all seemed to be different. Girls had everything from briefs to boy shorts to THONGS! And the fabric seemed to be softer and nicer than my boy stuff. 
 
      
 
    I snuck a pair of her panties out of there and took them into my room. I knew I was a little “sick” when I took them and put them up to my nose and took a deep sniff. Oh my God! The smell was NOTHING compared to what I was expecting. If you smell a guys underwear, you can expect it to REALLY stink, usually. But hers smelled, while not exactly stinky, it smelled, well, nicer. Of course that could be because of the place I was smelling, which was where her crotch was. 
 
      
 
    Of course, when I did that, I realized what I had done and threw them away from my face. What did I think I was doing, for goodness sake. But then curiosity got the better of me and I took off my clothes and pulled them up on my body. When I got them in place, I marveled at how they held me together and how wonderful they felt on me. I wanted more of them, but knew I would get heat for the thought. 
 
      
 
    I managed to get them back into her laundry the next day, but not before pilfering another pair, this time a clean pair out of her drawer. These were different in that they felt silky rather than just soft. I went back into my room and when I pulled these one, my reaction was TOTALLY different. I got an erection as I touched them and my cock started getting hard as I caressed it. In minutes I felt the orgasm build up and just in time I managed to pull the panties out of the way before I came. 
 
      
 
    This at first disgusted me, thinking that there was something wrong with me. But I could not escape the feeling that they were something I was becoming addicted to. I decided to hide them and not give them back to her. I had to find a good hiding place in case my mom tried to find them and looked in here. So I his them under the fitted sheet and mattress pad, figuring that would be the safest place to put them. 
 
      
 
    Until, that is, when mom came into the bedroom and pulled off my sheets to wash them. When she found out what I had, she called me into the room and had me explain myself. You should have seen how beet red I was, trying to figure out some sort of lie to tell her. But she saw right through the bullshit and slapped my face. HARD! 
 
      
 
    “YOU ARE A MAN! MEN DO NOT WEAR PANTIES! HOW DARE YOU STEAL THESE FROM YOUR SISTER AND WEAR THEM!” 
 
      
 
    To say that I was crying would be an understatement. I didn’t know what I could say or do, because I knew that even if I tried to stop doing it, I would still go back and do it. Again and again I would sneak in and take a pair of her panties. But then, I started to go further. I would sneak her bra and stuff it with socks and look at my “figure” and think I could look good. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I had to keep my hair cut short. If I tried to let it grow out, well, that would mean time for a hair cut and, well, if we had to do that, it was going to be REALLY short. But I also learned that mom had a couple of wigs in her closet, in one of my little adventures into her room. And it was in there that I learned about stockings and garter belts. 
 
      
 
    When I turned 15, I was caught by Sarah in hers AND mom’s clothes. I had Sarah’s panties and bra, but had mom’s stockings and garter belt and a slip on, with a cute little dress of Sarah’s on over that. I even had mom’s wig on and THOUGHT my door was locked. 
 
      
 
    When Sarah walked in, she caught sight of me and shrieked! Luckily, mom was not home but being caught like this, well, was the end of me I thought. But when she walked up to me and looked me over, she actually smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Wait right there, Jamie!” and she left the room. She had NEVER called me Jamie before. Usually it was Jim, since she HATED calling me James. In a couple of minutes, she came back carrying some make up. 
 
      
 
    “Jamie, we have to talk about this. While it looks like you are trying, well, you look like a train wreck!” 
 
      
 
    “Sarah, I’m sorry. I really am. It’s just so, umm…” 
 
      
 
    “Jamie, just shut up. I’m a little upset but, well, I’m kind of intrigued as well. But let me get rid of this train wreck first.” And over the next 25 minutes, I was cleaned up and PROPER make up was put on my face. When she let me finally look at myself in the mirror, I was shocked that I looked that good! 
 
      
 
    “So, Jamie, you like how you look?” All I could do was nod. “Good. Now, lets set some ground rules. First of all, are you wearing my pink set? The ones I bought not even a couple weeks ago? 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sarah. I know I shouldn’t be taking yours and mom’s things but, well, I can’t help it. I feel so out of place being a… Boy…” 
 
      
 
    “Jamie, it’s alright. We can figure something out. But we are going to have to talk to mom about this because, well, we can’t keep trying to hide this from her. Not only is it hurtful to us both but also to you. 
 
    “You ARE wearing mom’s stockings and she might have a fit if you ruin them. But I have to admit that you do look like a girl in that dress, now that your makeup looks right” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Thanks, sis. I know I should tell mom but she went so nuts when she caught me with your panties that I am afraid of what she will do to me. She might even ship me off to military school, like she said a couple of other times when I was being a brat.” 
 
      
 
    “I will sit there, right beside you when we talk to her about it. Besides, it might be nice to have a sister than it’s been having a brother,” she said with a smile. I couldn’t help but smile back at her. 
 
      
 
    “Should I take these things off?” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, no. I think that you should leave them on while we wait for mom to get home. I think, well, if you actually look like this, she might actually see her way clear to help you out.” 
 
      
 
    So, we both went downstairs and started to do our homework at the dining room table. It had been years since we did this and here we were again, like back in Elementary School. When mom got home, we had finished out homework and had actually, TOGETHER, set the table and started dinner. 
 
      
 
    “Hello girls…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jamie 
 
      
 
    “Wait a second…” I whispered in Sarah’s ear. “Girls?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll explain later. Just go with it for now and don’t rock the boat, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded at her. Conversation was rather strange, in my mind anyway, since I was waiting for mom to ask me where I was or, if she realized it WAS me, why I was dressed like a girl. But we all talked about school and her work that day. It was like any other NORMAL day, except that I was dressed like a girl. 
 
      
 
    Oddly enough, I was actually starting to FEEL like a girl too. I mean, my boobs ITCHED! But I was afraid to scratch or anything. And when I moved a little but, I couldn’t feel my cock between my legs anymore. I figured it fell asleep or something. And my voice, well, it wasn’t hard to keep it soft and feminine any longer either. It was becoming like second nature. 
 
      
 
    We all cleared the table and went to watch TV. I know, the great babysitter for kids these days. Or, if you wanted to see a movie that came out on TV since you missed in the theaters. That was the case for Sarah and I. I normally didn’t LIKE girly movies but for some reason I was REALLY curious about the movie. About half way through it, mom went off to bed since she had an early shift. About an hour later, something happened. 
 
      
 
    I was watching the movie when Sarah grabbed my hand and actually HELD it. I looked over and saw her smiling at me. When she leaned in and kissed me on the lips, passionately, I almost pulled back. But I didn’t because, well, I couldn’t make myself do it! It just felt so good! And I started to kiss her back, even knowing that it was… Well… WRONG! On SO many levels. 
 
      
 
    Finally, she pulled away and looked me in they eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I should explain a couple things, huh?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and without skipping a beat, said “Well DUH!” 
 
      
 
    “Okay Jamie, let me start off with a couple of things you SHOULD know. I was adopted by mom and dad before she got pregnant with you, okay?” 
 
      
 
    To say I was stunned and shocked would be an understatement of the highest order. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I know. Confusing, huh? Well, I learned about it a couple of years ago when I got sick. This was well after dad had left. It turns out my parents had died and I was put into foster care and they adopted me. They thought they couldn’t have children and then, like 4 months after I got here, she was pregnant. That was about the time that dad left, which is why you never really knew him. 
 
    “of course, I don’t really know him either. But I kind of recall some things. But that explains the reason I felt I could, well, kiss you.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “That helps. It also explains why, well, I always thought you were so…” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. So now that part of this is cleared up, let me see if I can explain the OTHER big deal. Like why mom didn’t say anything about Jamie.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, PLEASE!” 
 
      
 
    “Bear with me because it is a little confusing. Remember when I asked if you had taken the pink bra and panty set I just bought?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. For some reason when I saw it in your dresser, I just knew I wanted to put it on. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Well you see, that set is a special set that I spent my hard earned money on, not for me really, but for YOU!” 
 
      
 
    “Me?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes, more for you than for me. I knew that you were sneaking in and taking my panties and bra’s to wear. At first I thought it was kind of weird but, well, as I learned, some guys are just wired that way. I could tell that you wanted to be a girl like mom and me. But I also knew that mom is, well, mom. 
 
    “I knew that she would have a problem with it, just like you thought and said. But I knew what it felt like to feel like you don’t belong. I feel it a lot at school. But, I also learned about a way to help you feel like the person you wanted to be. That is when I bought that lingerie set you are wearing.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, what are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “Do your boobs itch?” 
 
      
 
    “YEAH…” 
 
      
 
    “So, mom’s not here. Scratch them if you want.” 
 
      
 
    I don’t know why I hadn’t before now but I reached down and as I started to scratch that damned, pesky itch, I realized something was WAY different. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah????” 
 
      
 
    “Take off the dress, Jamie.” 
 
      
 
    I could not get it off fast enough. And when I did, I could see that I actually had… BREASTS! And as I moved the slip out of the way, I reached down and discovered that I no long had a penis! What I had between my legs, as I touched them, caused me to shiver! 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Jamie, you are now a girl!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “But… HOW????” 
 
      
 
    “Sit down, okay?” I sat down next to her. She then took my hand in hers and turned to look at me right in the eye’s. Before she said anything else, she kissed me again! Oh damn, it felt so good!!! 
 
      
 
    A couple minutes later, after she had caressed my breasts and placed her hand down there! I felt like it wasn’t fair since she was still dressed in her clothes and here I was in bra and panties. The slip, well, that was on the floor with the dress. But I was able to get my hands on her breasts and get her to moan a little too! 
 
    “Okay, so here’s what happened. I decided to help you out by going to this little, run down shop in downtown. You almost don’t see it. But I saw that pink set and went in to talk to the woman running the place. When I pointed out what I wanted, she smiled at me and asked me what size I needed.  I don’t know why, but I told her that it was for my little brother. When she told me I didn’t HAVE a brother, I looked at her kind of funny. 
 
    “When she said that she thought I wanted it for the boy who THINKS he’s my brother, I knew that something was up. But she just smiled and walked into the back. Two minutes later she came back with those things. She told me that I had to be very careful as these things have the ability to change ones perception of the world. Then she told me that the most important thing to remember is that the fantasy will become reality, as long as it is what the wearer wants. 
 
    “I was kind of confused when she told me that. So I just flat out asked her if this would change my perception or YOUR perception. She told me, in no uncertain terms, that OUR reality would change.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and listened to her frank discussion of what she had done for me. Or for her. Or, for US! I leaned in and kissed her. She accepted the kiss with passion. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, when I woke up, I was NOT alone in bed. We had our books out on the floor and such but, well, we were cuddled in my bed. When she realized I was awake, she turned and gave me a kiss. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, lover! How are you feeling this morning?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at her, gave her a kiss and then, since my arm was right there, caressed her breasts, causing her to moan. 
 
      
 
    “Like I am in heaven with my lover, just like you.” 
 
      
 
    I felt her hand reach down between my legs as she said, “Damned right, Jamie. But we DO have to get to school…” It was Saturday but we BOTH knew what “school” meant for us, as we continued to learn about each other’s body! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Samuel 
 
      
 
    Have you ever had the dream that you were someone else? Or maybe just that there was some way that you could change maybe ONE thing about yourself, not so much to please others but to feel better about yourself? I thought so, because I have those thoughts go through my head sometimes. The wishing you were someone else is a tough one, because, well, you can’t really change into someone else. But you CAN change one thing about yourself to feel better. But what would make you better. 
 
      
 
    For me, I could never REALLY narrow it down to one thing. Because, well, what could I choose? And what kind of change could I make. For some it might be hair. Others, maybe eye color. Me, well, it was, EVERYTHING! 
 
      
 
    I had always been kind of a loner. All through grade school it was fun and all, because I did have some friends. But sometimes things change. Some of my friends became jocks. When I was 6, playing flag football was fun. But my best friend from then grew out and up, I guess and is now, well, one of my tormentors, as it were. He is everything that I am not, including the Quarterback for the school team. I, on the other hand, am about the size of the cheerleaders. Many of my other friends when growing up are just as lucky as he is. 
 
      
 
    I used to think it was bad genes or something. But when I realize that my folks are, well, TALLER than me, even my mom, that I am certainly the runt of the litter. Hell, even my own sister is taller than me and she is a year younger. So, like I said, there is EVERYTHING that I would LOVE to change but where to start. 
 
      
 
    You see, through middle school, I was called a sissy, mistaken for a girl and a few other stupid things. But when you have a low self esteem, well, you can guess where I was headed. I tried acting up but, well, that didn’t go too well, as I usually wound up with the bruises and black eye and the other person got, well, usually NOTHING! Hell, sometimes I was the one put into detention at school. REALLY??? 
 
      
 
    Now, as far as at home, I never really understood where I fit in. I say this because I didn’t really like the guy things. Oh, I liked cars and such, but my sister was the one who would help dad out with his classic car. I give dad credit because, well, he did try to get me interested. But his old 1970 Challenger, though a nice older sports car, well, it didn’t really interest me. And as far as pick up trucks, like Dad had for his every day ride, forget it! Not to say that I was a mini-van type of person, but, well, maybe I was. 
 
      
 
    Now, if you could pick me up and put me into the kitchen, I think I did better there. In middle school, we had both “shop” classes and “home economics” which meant we learned how to… COOK… SEW… you know, “girly” things. The problem was, and this is how the “sissy” and girly thing REALLY got going, I not only enjoyed the classes but I excelled at them. To tell you how bad it was. The first day in shop class, I BROKE the table saw! I don’t know HOW I did it. Neither does the teacher. But it broke and I was using it so, ergo sum, I broke it! 
 
      
 
    Now mom, she tried to make me feel better about my problems. She told me that there were a great number of male designers and male chef’s. There are two problems with her thinking. As for the chef’s, when you see all of them on TV (thanks to Food Network) they are ALL, every single one of them, photogenic. Hell, some of them are down right BUFF! And the designers? Well, look at what they design. The famous ones design for WOMEN! 
 
      
 
    But I do give her credit for trying to help me see the light. But I think it was sometime in 8th grade that some things took a definite twist for me. While it certainly did have its effects on me later on, it might have been one of those things that helped me to change my life. 
 
      
 
    Back then, around Halloween, I told mom that I wanted something different for a costume. What I didn’t tell her is that I wanted something REALLY different. Like I said, I excelled in Home Ec. I wanted to MAKE my own costume, rather than a store bought one. But I needed the fabric and, since I had no money, I needed to see if mom would help me out. Dad had already told me to see mom, so he was out. 
 
      
 
    So I asked her and when she asked what it was, I mumbled a little. She looked at me. Then I stood straight up and said, “I want to go out as a girl!” This stopped her cold! I had never done anything like this before. But everyone kept saying I looked like one so, damn it, I was curious. Besides, no one would believe I did it, seeing as I kept trying to fight back. But mom looked at me and frowned. When I explained the reason why, she still frowned. 
 
      
 
    “You get teased every day about your size and now you want to throw gasoline on the fire?” 
 
      
 
    “Mom, I don’t know. It just seems like, well, they keep saying it and while I keep denying it, it has started to make me, well, curious?” 
 
      
 
    She took my hand and we walked upstairs into her and dad’s bedroom. Dad was not there, working with Jen, my sister, on his car. 
 
      
 
    “Let me see if I got this straight, and out of ear shot of your dad. You want to go trick or treating dressed like a GIRL?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and I thought that maybe we could talk Jen to go out like a boy. But maybe not going together. Jen with dad and you take me?” 
 
      
 
    “You have thought about this, haven’t you?” Mom looked at me and could see that I had. “Let me talk to your sister and see what she thinks. We will have to talk to your father too and maybe he will see the humor in it. But I know YOU are not trying to be funny, are you?” 
 
      
 
    “No mom. I just want to get these thoughts OUT of my head. I think this will help me do that.” 
 
      
 
    The next day, when we got back from school, Jen said she thought my costume idea was, well, silly but she liked it. And she already had picked out what she was going to wear. Now, mind you, this is now the beginning of October. And also realize I wanted to MAKE my own costume. (See where the clothing designer thing came in???) Mom took me to the fabric and craft store and as I was there, talking to the lady there at the counter, she kept looking at my mom as I asked the lady about this fabric, this cut and a few other things that little boys don’t usually do. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, I had the fabric, tracing paper and I actually started to sketch out what it was that I wanted to make. What was even nicer was that the teacher for the sewing classes let me have one of the forms to help me out with the project. Now, keep in mind that I am making this costume for me, a BOY. The teacher had no idea, at the time, that it was for me. 
 
      
 
    I wanted something short, above the knees, loose in the neck and form fitting around the chest. What I didn’t take into account was that the form had molded breasts that I could not get rid of. So I had to account for that. Having to ask mom for a bra was a little embarrassing though. But like any good mother, she not only handed me a bra but a pair of cute panties to go with it. I looked at her kind of funny. 
 
      
 
    “Sammie, if you are going to dress like a girl, to get those thoughts out of your head, then you have to dress like a girl. That means panties. But do you want stockings or pantyhose?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at mom as if she were the devil herself! “Stockings??? I was just going to wear the dress…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, no daughter of mine is going to go out without everything proper under her dress. So, stockings or pantyhose?” 
 
      
 
    “Mom???” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not kidding. I guess we will go with stockings, since that will be easier. And a nice slip to make sure your dress lays right on you.” 
 
      
 
    Now let me tell you, this was now getting all confusing! But when I thought about it, I figured that it would help me out some. But then something else hit me like a ton of bricks. Mom looked at me as the thought hit me. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you need some shoes. And these you are going to have to try on BEFORE! But I know a place to go to and we can get you some little heels.” 
 
      
 
    A week before Halloween, the costume was finished. I had embellished it a little with some lace around the neck and sleeves, and even some around the hem at the bottom. When I turned it in to the teacher, she looked at it and I got an “A” on it. She told me that the only reason that I didn’t get an “A+” was that I didn’t have a model to wear it. I looked at her and smiled. When she saw the smile on my face, she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “You?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I made it for my Halloween costume for this weekend. I’m just glad I got it done!” 
 
      
 
    “You are going to wear this beautiful dress for Halloween?” I nodded. “Sam, I would love to see how it really looks on you. But I know you don’t want to wear it here. Can you maybe take a picture and let me see it?” 
 
      
 
    Now, normally I would be REALLY nervous about it, since it would just add gasoline to the fire, like my mom said. But Mrs Jenkins not only helped me out with some of the more difficult things on this dress but also has been one of my supporters. Of course, I think she was till shocked when she realized that I made this for ME! So I nodded. 
 
      
 
    Back at home, I brought the dress home and when mom saw it, she was amazed. “It’s beautiful! And this was all in your head?” 
 
      
 
    I opened my bad and showed her the sketches I had done and how I worked through the different ideas. She also saw the notes that I had taken from the lady in the store. Then I showed her my grade for it. When I told her that I could get an “A+” if I modeled it for her, she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, well, today we are going to get you the shoes. And, I think you need a wig so that you have nice, long girly hair. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    I was beginning to think that mom was having too much fun with this. But honestly, I think I was starting to have a little fun with it too.  So off we went to the store. First came the shoes. Now, I would have liked something FLAT! But we were carrying the dress with us to find something that would go with it, if you can believe that one! And when we found a pair of shoes with a 3 inch heel, I was looking at mom and shaking my head. 
 
      
 
    But she had me try them on. So I had to take off my sneakers and my socks. Mom handed me a nylon knee high and I put them on over my feet. Then I tried on the shoes. They felt a little ODD, but I could actually stand up in them. I walked a little on them and after a couple of minutes, well, I got the hang of them. But mom, being a mom, also found a pair of flats that also fit and looked good with the dress. But she got BOTH! 
 
      
 
    We went back to the car and drove to a wig salon. When we got there, mom walked right over to the older woman there and together they walked up to me. She looked at my face and hair color and three minutes later came out with a shoulder length brunette wig that really was a close match to my own hair color. When she put it on my head, they were both nodding in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Can I see?” 
 
      
 
    Together they said “NO!” and I frowned. Mom paid for it and we left there and drove down the street. Mom stopped someplace that looked like it had just opened there in town, between some other store fronts that still had signs saying they were available. But this place looked nice, though I thought it was a little risqué with lingerie in the front window. But part of me thought that the beautiful peach colored bra and panty would so nicely match the dress. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell am I thinking?” I asked myself, OUT LOUD! But when I looked again, I also saw the set had something holding up the stockings. And the stockings were almost a beautiful match to a color in the dress too! “This is TOO weird!” 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, mom came out with another bag. 
 
      
 
    “Sammie, I think you will like these. But you can’t have them until Halloween.” I just nodded. 
 
      
 
    When we got home, mom told me to go ahead and put on the things from earlier, so I could model the dress for my teacher. Once I was done dressing, mom sat me down at the table and proceeded to put make up on my face. At first I thought it was a stupid idea but then, I was kind of curious about how I would look. 20 minutes later, she handed me the wig and I put it on. Then I was allowed to look in the mirror! 
 
      
 
    “Is that… ME??? Mom, I look like a…” 
 
      
 
    “Girl, Sammie!” We were BOTH smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, lets get some pictures for Mrs. Jenkins” and we took several pictures with my phone. Mom even took some on her phone for whatever reason. But once we were finished, I took everything off and washed up. 
 
      
 
    As I was washing up, I realized that there was indeed one thing I could do to change myself and make me feel better… I wished that I could be that girl I saw in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, I went to school and when I got to home ec class, I stayed a minute behind as we were doing cooking now, and showed Mrs Jenkins the dress being modeled. She looked at the picture, then at me. 
 
      
 
    “Sam, don’t take this the wrong way, please, but…” 
 
      
 
    “I know, I DO look like a pretty girl in that, don’t I?” 
 
      
 
    “You do. Well, have a good time, and happy Halloween.” 
 
      
 
    I managed to make it through the day and got home. Only had to wait one more day for Halloween to come. And I was SO looking forward to it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Samantha 
 
      
 
      
 
    Halloween arrived. Dad decided to get all into the spirit and went as a hobo. Go figure. Jen was dressed as a boy, another hobo! Mom went out as, well, a mom! Okay, she was dressing up a little since her “daughter” was going out dressed as a girl! 
 
      
 
    Dad looked at me kind of funny, but that might have been because I was trying to walk in the 3 inch heels in the house. Jen laughed at me. Mom kind of snickered. But dad just shook his head. When mom showed him the pictures of the dress and me in it, I thought he was going to blow his stack! 
 
      
 
    Actually, he walked up to me and actually HUGGED me. “I’m sorry you went through all of that, Sam. But are you SURE this is the costume you want to wear for Halloween.” Then he used the same words mom did about gasoline. 
 
      
 
    “Dad, it’s alright. I guess I needed to find out. I didn’t expect to look like THAT, but maybe that’s just mom doing make up. I would probably have looked like a really BAD drag queen!” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. When Jen saw the picture, she, in her infinite wisdom, gave me a wolf whistle! When she saw the actual dress, she walked up to me and said, “Damn, that looks REALLY cute! Can you make ME one?” 
 
      
 
    “You want one?” I was stunned. She NEVER wore a dress, even to church! 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I do. And if that dress gets around, you might have to make a few more. Some of my friends might want something like this. But I want to see what it REALLY looks like. So when are you getting dressed?” She asked just as mom called me upstairs. 
 
      
 
    I got there and when I walked into the bedroom, there she was. She was all dressed up and had my dress waiting for me. And on the bed I saw the pretty lingerie that she had bought that I had been admiring through the window. First she handed me the garter belt. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Sammie, go ahead and get undressed, then we can get you ready to go.” 
 
      
 
    I took off my clothes, right down to nothing. Yes, it is a little awkward to get undressed in front of your mom, I won’t lie. But she was also handing me pretty lingerie to put on so, well, any other time I would be mortified. 
 
      
 
    I put on the garter belt and then she handed me the stockings. When I touched them, I felt some kind of charge run through me. I didn’t know what it was and I almost dropped them. But I watched as mom showed me how to roll up the stocking and put it on my leg as she was putting on HER own stockings. I got the first one on, and then the second one. 
 
      
 
    It felt so strange and yet, it felt so… RIGHT! Then she handed me the panties and I stepped into them and pulled them up. Before I got to my crotch, I tried to tuck it in and as I did, I slipped the panties into place. Then she handed me the bra. 
 
      
 
    I put it around my chest and hooked it in back and slipped my arms through. It felt really nice there, a little odd. I noticed that it seemed to be padded a little so I was good to go. Then she handed me the slip and I put that over everything. I sat down at the makeup table and I let mom do her magic. It seemed like she was not doing as much this time as the last time. When I looked in the mirror, I was shocked to see how good I looked. Hell, I REALLY looked like a girl now. I then had some help putting on the dress. 
 
      
 
    Now I was ready. I looked at myself and everything seemed to look about right. Even my hair looked good. And as we walked out of the bedroom, something hit me. I didn’t put on the wig… Or did I? I reached up and felt my hair and it was long and felt as nice as it did when mom dressed me the last time. 
 
      
 
    Mom handed me a purse. I looked at her kind of funny. “Well, what are you going to put your candy in, dear?” I looked at her and laughed. “Why not?” 
 
      
 
    We walked down the stairs and there were Jen and dad. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, girls, you are looking great!” dad said. Jen looked at me. “Damn, Sam, I want that dress for sure now!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, give me a week…” I heard my voice. Maybe I’m just getting into this a little too much. Because I sure SOUNDED like a girl! “Just need your sizes. And you have to find a fabric.” Shit, I DO sound like a girl. 
 
      
 
    So off we went. It seemed that everyone that saw us, since Jen was with us too, thought that the dress was really cute. Some of the neighbor girls, friends of Jen’s, even commented on how nice it looked and when Jen told them that I had made it and designed it, it seems that I was getting asked for a dress like mine. 
 
      
 
    We raked it in pretty much, but then again, the neighborhoods that we always went to always gave out good stuff. Of course, at my age, I figured it was probably the last year I could reasonably get away with going out for trick or treat. So I made the most of it and all evening, I had fun being a girl. Hell, I felt like a girl. And what surprised me was that mom was smiling at me the whole time. Dad just went along, holding mom’s hand the whole time, which seemed kind of strange. Even Jen, she would occasionally take my hand, especially when she wanted to show the dress to someone else. 
 
      
 
    But all good things have to come to an end. We finally made it back to the house. When we got there, we got into the house and I took off the shoes. Mom looked at me and handed me the flats. I looked at her kind of funny. “Halloween isn’t over yet, dear!” and just like that, I got to remain a girl a little longer. 
 
      
 
    I reached in and took out a couple of pieces of candy and put the rest in the box where we kept our treasure. Jen and I always did share what we got, since there were things that one of us liked that the other one didn’t. But it got late and time for bed. So I started to head upstairs but mom asked me to wait. Jen stopped too. 
 
      
 
    “Come on in and sit down, girls.” I was confused, since, well, I’m not a girl. Jen looked at mom funny too. Dad, well, he was smiling a little but I could not tell WHY he was smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Okay you two, we need to have a little discussion about, well, some things that are changing in the house. So I wanted to make sure we are ALL on the same page. 
 
    “First of all, Jen, you have a sister now, not a brother, for now anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Jen looked at me, then at the two of them. “What???” hell, even I was looking at mom & dad like they had sprouted horns or something. 
 
      
 
    “Sam, how do you FEEL?” I thought that was a really odd question. But I didn’t think it was asked without a reason. And it only took me a minute to realize something was indeed different. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t put on the wig, did I mom?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope.” 
 
      
 
    “The bra wasn’t padded, was it?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope.” 
 
      
 
    Jen looked at me. Then she reached out and squeezed my breast. “OUCH!” Damn, that hurt!” 
 
      
 
    “HOLY SHI….” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t swear young lady!” dad told her. “Cow???” 
 
      
 
    Dad smiled. “Better.” We all laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” dad continued, “We know that Sam here was, well, not really happy. Hell, he has been downright miserable. Not his fault. But you weren’t happy, were you, Sam?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I guess not.” 
 
      
 
    “But your mom saw something when she got you all dressed up in your new dress and I saw it too. You looked… HAPPY!” I nodded. At first I didn’t want to admit it but I realized that not only did I look good in that, THIS dress, I was actually HAPPY! 
 
      
 
    “So, dear, when your mom learned about something, and it was not something I would have believed until I saw it with my own eyes, she told me that she was going to, as she put it, right a terrible wrong. And now, well, you are… a girl” 
 
      
 
    “No way!” Jen said. I was shaking my head, not believing it either. But then I started to reach between my legs and I stopped. 
 
      
 
    Jen looked at me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t feel it.” She looked at me. “You’re kidding?” I shook my head. I was AFRAID to touch down there. Jen, being the devil she is reached down there and before either mom or dad could stop her, she had her hand on the crotch of my panties and touched me! And I felt her hand. And I felt her touch something that caused me to… SHUDDER! 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! Mom, dad, she’s a… GIRL???” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jen. “Uhh, are you kidding me, Jen?” she looked me in the eye. Feel for yourself, Sam!” I nodded then reached town slowly and realized that there was no longer a cock in there.  
 
      
 
    I looked at mom and dad. I got up and walked right into their arms and hugged them both! But then I remembered something that I had just heard. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a second, you said something about not having a brother, for now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes girls. That’s the other news. It seems that I am pregnant with a boy, which is why I have been a little, well, moody. So, Samantha and Jen, you will soon have a baby brother to deal with.” 
 
      
 
    “Uhh, mom. What about school? As far as they know, I am…” 
 
      
 
    “A girl, Samantha. And you still got an A+ on that dress from Mrs Jenkins, I have the message here on my email. She said that your dress is THE best one she has seen any of her students ever create. And she said that she was entering it into the state wide competition. I know it isn’t much but its something.” 
 
    I went to bed that night, strangely content. When I got to the bedroom, I discovered that instead of a small bedroom with just me in it, Jen and I were now sharing a somewhat larger room. And our closets were filled with clothes. Hers was till mostly tom boy stuff. However, my closet was all girly stuff, from dressed to skirts and blouses. I did have SOME jeans and slacks but it was all girly. And the underwear, well, it really suited me and my new person. 
 
      
 
    But the next day, which was Sunday, when we got to church, that was the BIG shocker. Because on the answering machine, when we got home, were several calls asking about my dress. MY DRESS! And not just from Jen’s friends but also some other girls that, well, I knew but didn’t realize I KNEW! Best of all, a couple of the mothers had asked about it. The story got around that I had MADE the dress. 
 
      
 
    When I opened my desk to pull out a piece of paper, I saw my sketch book in there. At the time I did it, it only had ONE design in it. For some reason, I opened it and turned to the next page. For the next seven hours, I was sketching design after design. Jen walked in on my drawing and looked at one of the sketches. 
 
      
 
    “HOLY CRAP! Sam, that looks… Wonderful!” 
 
      
 
    “You think so?” I wasn’t sure myself. 
 
      
 
    “MOM! Come here for a second!” A minute later mom came in with dad right behind, thinking something had gone wrong. Jen ripped the book off the desk and showed it to mom. “Look at her designs!” 
 
      
 
    Mom looked and was smiling ear to ear. I looked at mom, curious. Dad looked at them too. “She’s just like your grandmother, dear!” Mom just nodded. 
 
      
 
    “You mean Grandma Penny?” I asked, wondering if that was who they were talking about. We had not seen her in years and I always thought she had passed away, we never really heard from her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Wait a second.” Mom walked out of the bedroom and came back a couple of minutes later with a photo album. She opened it up and showed me a picture of her, when she was about our age. I looked at the picture and then looked at mom. “Yes, dear, you are almost the spitting image of her!” Then she turned the page and showed me one of the sketches that SHE had drawn of a dress and I recognized it. That dress was in the hall closet, preserved! “Is that…” and I pointed to the closet. “Yes, it is. That dress is the one that Grandma Penny designed for my wedding. She designed it and sewed it when she was in her 50’s. But she got mad at the family sometime back and, well, she hasn’t spoken to anyone in, well, 20 years?” 
 
      
 
    Now, do not think that the Gods do NOT have a sense of humor that when she said that, the phone rang… And yes, it was Grandma Penny, now in her 80’s and alive and kicking. And the reason she was calling, other than to say hello? 
 
      
 
    “So, I hear that my great grand-daughter is a designer! Mrs Jenkins, her teacher, entered her into a competition that I am a judge of and, well, I would like to see this young lady, since I haven’t met any of the children. Yes, dear, I know its my fault but, well, I would like to change that.” 
 
      
 
    Three hours later, I am again dressed in my dress, with my sketch book, riding in mom’s mini-van, since the pick up would NOT hold all of us, and we arrived at her house. Three minutes later, there are tears of joy and sorrow between mom and Grandma Penny. But when she sees me, I see joy in her eyes. She walks right up to me. Samuel, I believe you used to be called. But I like Samantha better.” I looked stunned. 
 
      
 
    “Oh dear, don’t worry. I know all about what happened. I can not say I had a hand in it but, well, be careful what little old ladies pray for. But Samantha dear, I want to see YOUR sketches.” 
 
      
 
    I won the event that year, even after Grandma Penny recused herself from being a judge, since I had a design in the running. There were twenty five of us entered. The top five were awarded something very special. We were given scholarships to college, and I wasn’t even IN high school yet. I beat out girls who had been working for years on their designs and when they saw my design, they congratulated me. 
 
      
 
    Now, here’s the thing. I loved their designs too. I thought one of the girls should have won top prize but she got second. The difference between the first and fifth place. Nothing really. Each got a full scholarship to a design college. The second place school was the one near the house. The one I got was actually in NYC! When I talked to the judges, I asked if I could CHANGE where I got to go to school. Between the judges, Karen, the other girl who WANTED to go to the school in NYC, we worked it all out. Karen even gave me a kiss, right on the lips! Damn, that felt both REALLY nice and a little awkward. 
 
      
 
    Over the next 4 years, I went to high school. I took design classes in high school and continued working on my designs. I also spent a great deal of time not only with my Grandma Penny, but she spent time with all of her family and it all seemed to be better than I could have ever imagined. 
 
      
 
    More importantly though, is this. I found the one thing I wanted to change about myself that would make me happy. I found it in the most odd fashion but I found it. And when I changed it, with a little help from my parents AND, if she was right, Grandma Penny, I changed EVERYTHING about myself, and my family. 
 
      
 
    Oh, and when I graduated design school, with a 3.95 GPA, I didn’t just go right to work for another fashion designer. NOPE! Guess what Grandma Penny did for me. I got to work for HER fashion company, designing my own line. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thanks for reading these little stories from my past. Mind you, I did take a little liberty with the story lines but I figured that rather than just a picture and a few words, you should see the whole story. 
 
      
 
    I do have many more of these, many dealing with the same idea of changing permanently to a female form, usually a beautiful one, as beauty is what everyone usually thinks about. Those of us with wants and desires to find a way to change ourselves, for the better, usually see beauty as something we want. But beauty is only skin deep. Real beauty is within each of us, trying to find a way out. How you treat another person is how you show beauty. People, these days, have the ability to be either beautiful or, as we all know, really UGLY!  
 
      
 
    I hope that you have enjoyed these shorts. I do have another book in the works and will have it out in a couple of weeks. Here is a preview- 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sort of remember like it was yesterday but, well, it certainly wasn’t. And with the childhood that I had back in the days, it’s amazing that, well, let’s just say that it could have been a whole lot different. 
 
      
 
    I was what they called a “military brat” and for those unaccustomed to that term, I was a child living from military post to military post while growing up, and as such, at least when I was young, spent time on post, going to school and such. Once dad got higher in rank, we were able to afford off base housing, usually in the form of a trailer or apartment. It was nice and all but it wasn’t really “home”, but mom and dad, when he wasn’t deployed or sent somewhere. It was not like he was a S.E.A.L. or Special Forces, but he was in the Air Force and at that time, there were some duty stations where he could NOT bring family. Usually at those times, thus reinforcing those feelings of being a loner, we would stay at either my grandparents (when I was in elementary school, as grandma was a teacher) or, once I was in secondary school, where we had a place we could kind of call home, we stayed in place. And it was at this time, well, things started to become formed inside my mind. 
 
      
 
    I loved my mother, but she was “plain” as it were, though really what did I know of plain, but she worked and it was during that time in this country when kids could be left alone somewhat, given that the neighbors KNEW what you did and reported back to your mom if you did something stupid. We came in when the street lights came on, that sort of thing. I had been going to the same school now for 1 year; dad had been overseas for 14 months on a 2 year tour in Korea. 
 
      
 
    Now, I became fascinated with silky things, not so much from mom and what she wore, though she did have some things that I liked, but this was also the time when pantyhose were introduced and mom, well, when she did, it was those and not stockings. Oh, I knew what they were, because there were still women in the neighborhood that wore them. And this was also the time when clothes were put out on lines to dry, and occasionally, one would see the colored nylons hanging from the line, along with the panties and the rest. But my interest was not is seeing them but, well, you guessed it, wearing them! Oh, I had snuck a pair of moms’ panties and such and found them nice and all, though when I found the really NICE silky panties, well, I almost ruined them the first time I pulled them up my legs. 
 
      
 
    But there was this one neighbor lady, Mrs. James, whose husband was killed many years before, also military, and she had 2 kids. Her son had entered the military, I believed it was Annapolis at the time, and her daughter was, unfortunately, killed in an accident, which we learned was caused by a drunk driver. The neighbors all knew that it almost killed HER but she was seemingly getting better. She was not one for pity and, for a while, she was really bad. She didn’t drink but, well, at times, she had let herself go to waste. But after a time, she got her act together and she seemed to start taking care of herself again 
 
    Now, I am not saying that I fell in love with her or anything, but she was definitely NOT “plain” and many people really thought she was “hot” but she still kind of kept to herself, except on the days when she was doing women’s hair. She had opened her own little shop at home and many of the neighbor ladies, including my mom! That was how I got to find out about her, since my mother saw her maybe every couple of weeks. She didn’t charge nearly what the shops were charging and, well, the gossip, as mother put it, was juicier! 
 
      
 
    Mother also made sure that I remembered that being nice to her meant helping out when I could. Not too many of the guys around here were really willing to help out a neighbor and, well, all the fathers in the neighborhood kind of avoided her because their wives might get upset. So, on occasion I would walk by and see if she needed help. I never charged her for helping out, except maybe a cookie, maybe a soda or even a sandwich. It was good, made me feel better and helped her out some as well. And my mother certainly approved of my going over to help. I think it was because what she would have given me was taken off her bill for hair stuff. Who knows. 
 
      
 
    So one afternoon, as I was walking home, there she was, with her arm in a sling. Now, I had not PLANNED to stop by but even before I could say “hi” she saw me and called me over. 
 
      
 
    “Stephen, I am SO glad to see you! I did something to my arm and the doctor put a bangade of some sort on it and told me to put it in a sling. Can you PLEASE help me with a couple of things? I have to get the linens off the line and have some other things that will need to be hung. Can you do that for me?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh Lord, you would think I had died and gone to heaven with what she wanted help with. I happened to have seen what she had hanging on the line, other than her sheets. She had two loads of laundry that needed to be hung on the line and a bunch of stuff that needed to be taken down. I smiled and said no problem. So she handed me a loaded basket as well as an empty one to take the clothes down off the line. It took me a couple minutes to get the stuff off the line, as the sheets were a little difficult and folding the fitted sheet, well… But then I started to pull down her skirts and blouses, underwear and stockings. And when I touched them, it felt like a shock ran through me as I took them down. I didn’t know if she was watching me but I was very careful, not only not wanting to ruin them but also trying to figure out how I could steal some of these things. 
 
    When I got to the clothes to be hung though, I started to feel like it was going to be a good day. There I saw the garter belt, bra, panties and all the other underwear, as well as some nicer clothes of hers. I got that load all up and walked to her back door and brought the basket of dry clothes in. I saw the second basket and brought that out. I saw that this load was all similar things, as well as some smaller sized clothing and such and even some male clothing. I remembered her son was off so maybe he had left some stuff. Either way, I got them up and went back to the house. 
 
      
 
    “So, how much do I owe you, young man?” I looked at her kind of funny. She knew that I never asked for money or anything. “Mrs James, you know my mother would probably smack me if I took money from you. And if your arm is in that sling, that would be wrong of me as well.” Of course, I HOPED she didn’t know I had pilfered some of her lingerie but… 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but do you think you can come by tomorrow to help me out getting that off the line. I want to get Derick’s stuff put away since he won’t need it for a while and, well, I have to get stuff ready for goodwill.” When she said that, I realized that the smaller clothes were her daughter’s and I just nodded and told her that I would be back in the late morning if that was okay. It was and off I went. 
 
    When I got home, I found my mother sitting there smiling at me. “Mrs James called and told me you gave her a hand what with her arm in a sling. You didn’t take any money from her, did you?” I told her that I certainly did not take any money from her as that would be wrong of me. My mom smiled and after a few minutes, we ate dinner and I went to work on my homework, even though I had time since we had the next day off. 
 
      
 
    The next day, I spent the morning looking at my stolen treasures, the stockings, panties, bra and garter belt. It was even sillier that they all kind of matched, though at the time I didn’t really care. It took me a while, but after mom had gone, I decided to actually try them on. I guess it helps that I was not all that big in size, only about 5’9” tall and weighed in at a mere 145. I had long hair which my dad was on me about every letter home. Mom also kind of got after me but I managed to keep it long as long as I made sure to not be like some kids out there and let it get greasy and such. Ok, I did use mom’s shampoo and conditioner and it did make my hair look okay. But as I looked at the stockings, I realized that putting those on with my hairy legs was going to be, well, dumb… But I couldn’t shave them, could I? 
 
      
 
    Well, an hour later, I managed to shave my legs for the first time and only managed to nick myself once with moms’ razor. And when I rolled up the stockings and put them on my shaven legs, I could not help but feel excitement and as I got them up, I was shaking. I was tingling all over from the feeling of those nylon stockings on my legs! The garter belt was just about the right size, though I could lose a little weight to make it fit better. And once the garter tabs were attached to the tops of the stockings, I caressed my legs and LOVED the feeling! And the feeling of the straps along my shaved legs holding the welt of the stockings was even nicer! 
 
    I managed to get the panties on, and since these were not bikini but rather full panties, I felt like I was I heaven and didn’t feel like things were going to fall out. I then picked up the bra and as I was putting it on, looked at my chest and all the hair there… But rather than grab the razor again, I went into the closet and found the hair clippers. I wished I had thought of these before. Five minutes later, I had the hair clipped off my chest and put the bra on. Mrs. James was a little full up top and I had stretch to make the band go around and clip it in back (I didn’t know about the clipping in front and twisting it around trick until later) but I was noticing that I was a little empty up top so I grabbed a couple of pairs of my socks and put them into the bra cups. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
) 0
uld oty






