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    Jeffrey was a rather diminutive man. He was also ALWAYS working, which tended to piss off his girlfriend to no end. Not that she didn’t love him, but there seemed to be times when he would not be there, usually a whole lot of times, and she was at her wits end. 
 
    Jeffrey had a very stressful job. He worked for a very busy and high stress banking firm, which had offices throughout the country and several overseas locations. There was not a single week when Jeffrey was not either on his Blackberry making or answering a call or headed out to the airport, urgency bag as he called it over his shoulder, racing out the door giving Samantha a quick peck on the cheek. 
 
    Now, Jeffrey made fairly good money. In fact, he would be considered one of those in the top 2&, since he didn’t have a BILLION dollars in his portfolio, but he did have a fairly nice number. But the problem was, outside of his modest apartment, a nice 2 year old Jaguar and his Brooks brothers suits, you would not know this. All of his money was either invested or in the bank. His girlfriend had her own job but it certainly did not pay the same kind of money as Jeffrey’s job did. 
 
    Now, the problem was that though Samantha loved Jeffrey, she was also rather needy in some things. This caused her, in her innocence (if you can call it that) to stray from the lover’s bed and into the arms of another man. Jeffrey did not know about this, as he was away rather frequently. So Samantha, when Jeffrey would grab his bag and then text her before getting onto a plane would then call her new boyfriend and they would have as long as Jeffrey would be gone to basically fuck their brains out. 
 
    Smartly, Samantha used birth control, though one time it had failed and she was forced to take another route to make sure she was not pregnant. While she knew cheating was bad, losing Jeffrey would be worse. Samantha also had another little secret that she was hiding from Jeffrey. But it was not a really large secret. But it was a secret none the less. 
 
    Her secret was that while she would wear some sexy lingerie while Jeffrey was there, she hid and saved the really RAUNCHY lingerie for when her stud of the month was there. Yes, she was something of a slut I guess. 
 
    Jeffrey, though he may have looked like he didn’t have regrets about his caring about his job, he in fact DID worry about Samantha and his not being there as much as he thought he should. So, he decided that it was time to take care of a few things. 
 
    While he was home one day and Samantha was out to work at her boutique, he decided that it was time to make a special plan for a two week long vacation. So the first thing he did was call his travel agent and surprise him by telling him he was going to be taking a 2 week vacation and he wanted someplace romantic and private. So, once he had that planned, which was actually a cruise on a small cruise ship, with only 60 guests maximum (Sea Dream Cruises he was told) and that the clothing needed would be pretty much casual. No need for fancy clothes unless he wanted and the choices he had were outstanding. He decided on the Trans-Atlantic crossing and the date was settled. He would also have time on the beach in the Caribbean to propose to Samantha. He had gone to the jeweler and picked out the ring. 
 
    What he also did was go into her dresser because he also wanted to pick out something “special” for her. As many women will tell you, lingerie is worn by the woman but is usually worn FOR the man, and Jeffrey was no different in his appreciation of such a concept. When he went looking in her dresser drawer, what he found kind of surprised him, for he had never seen any of the things he found in the back of her dresser drawer, behind some of her other underwear and lingerie. 
 
    He could not remember her wearing a garter belt at any time, not the crotchless panties and balconette bra’s he found in the back of her drawer. But another part of him also realized that, well, he probably has seen her wearing these but really didn’t REALIZE she was wearing them as, well, he was not really all that “patient” and as he thought about it, he realized that he needed to change that. 
 
    But he also learned about her “sizes” and took note of them. But he didn’t bring up the hidden lingerie nor the plan for the trip right away. In fact, part of him actually FORGOT about the hidden lingerie and his plan was to surprise her with the trip. He also realized that maybe he should make plans for altering his work schedule, as he really wanted to make the relationship better.  
 
    When he went out that week, he had his plans made to pick up some things for her to wear on the trip, from bathing suits (bikinis of course) as well as some comfortable warm weather clothes. And, of course, some lingerie and such. Most of the items took no time at all to pick out, mostly because he was willing to ask for help and carried a picture of her with him so that the clerk could look at her and figure out what would work. 
 
    But there was one thing that he saw in a store that he realized he did not need help with. He walked by a lingerie store and saw the most revealing set of risqué lingerie he had ever seen, and it was bright ruby red satin! 
 
    The bra would BARELY cover and he could not believe that it would support breasts and the panties were, of course, crotchless. To go with it, there was a garter belt and the stockings were black with red seams and foot. When he looked at the lingerie, he also noticed that there was black lace trim in places and POOF! He was sold. He walked into the shop and the woman at the counter waited on him pleasantly. 
 
    “You have made a wonderful choice, sir! But I must warn you a little bit on this, because it is important that you KNOW this. Once these things are put on, it will bring a change over the person wearing them that cannot be reversed. It will certainly make the wearer feel sexy and maybe even a little slutty” But of course, I am sure that you know this already.” Jeffrey looked at the woman curious to figure out what it was she was talking about but also was in a little bit of a fog. “Oh, and you might like these stiletto heels to go with the outfit?” She picked up a pair of black patent leather pumps with a six inch heel but in red patent leather. Jeffrey looked at it and nodded and then paid for his purchase. 
 
    He had finished all of his business a couple days early and decided that he would surprise Samantha by coming home early, with the packed bag ready to go and as he hopped his flight home, started looking for someplace near the port where they could spend the two days before the cruise getting to really know one another again. Two days in San Juan with the beaches and such seemed like a GREAT idea! 
 
    He landed and hopped into his car and drove, with a plan in his head. A couple days to relax in San Juan, working on a tan, then hop on board the cruise ship and head across the Atlantic Ocean. When he pulled up to the apartment, he saw that her car was there so everything was going according to his plan. Come home three days early and surprise her with a trip, propose to her on the island and then work together to build their new life together. 
 
    As he bounded up the stairs to the door, he had a bounce to his step and a smile in his heart. This came crashing down five seconds after opening the door to the apartment. 
 
    As he opened the door, he first saw the naked backside of some big and well build man thrusting into something, as well as the legs of Samantha. And he heard her moaning. And the second he realized what was happening and he let out his own moan of anguish, everything came crashing to a halt! 
 
    Jeffrey just stood there, not totally grasping the situation as his brain was seeing this scene AND playing out the scene he had been planning for the coming 2 weeks. When he moaned out loud, the stud stopped and Samantha screamed in fright. 
 
    What REALLY got through to Jeffrey is that he could now SEE Samantha wearing those very same things that he had found hidden in her drawer and realized why he had never seen them before in his life. She wore them for others! 
 
    “OUT! GET OUT OF MY HOUSE! THE BOTH OF YOU!!! NOW!!!” 
 
    The guy did not waste any time, as his clothes were well, right there. He pulled himself together (and out of Samantha) and pulled up his pants. He was out the door in like five seconds. Samantha, on the other hand, was frozen in place. That was when she started crying! 
 
    “I’m so…” 
 
    “Samantha, get your stuff and leave!” He pulled a few bills out of his pocket and threw them in front of her. Find a room and get out of here. I do NOT want to see you again. I will have my attorney call you and let you come back for YOUR personal things but you need to LEAVE RIGHT THE FUCK NOW!” Jeffrey then walked into the apartment, right past her crying figure and a very small part of him felt pity for her. He realized that part of this was his fault BUT there was no way he could ever trust her again! He walked into the spare room, which was his other office, closed the door and locked it. 
 
    He could hear her stop crying and walk by the door. When she knocked, he refused to answer her. She tried a couple of other times but finally stopped. After about ten minutes, he heard her knock on the door again. “Jeffrey, I really AM sorry.” With that, he could hear her walk out the door and close it. Once that he heard that sound, he opened the phone book and called a locksmith. He had the guy come over right then. 
 
    The next call was to his attorney and he explained everything to him, including the details of what he saw and found. The attorney felt sorry for her client and told Jeffrey that he didn’t have to worry and she would call Samantha tomorrow while Jeffrey was on vacation. The attorney was the one who convinced him he should still take the cruise. Mind you, he would be alone but it was better than just sitting there wallowing in pity and such. 
 
    Jeffrey thought… Why the hell not. So he made a call to the cruise line and told them that he would NOT be having a guest for the cruise. When he heard the people tell him that it was fine, as it WAS a special cruise for SINGLES, he had to sit there and ask himself why he didn’t know that before. But whatever. And since he had the trip planned to fly to San Juan before the cruise, he decided that he should go ahead and enjoy that as well. 
 
    So, he grabbed the bag, as he was all packed and headed out the door. He took an Uber this time as he was not going to leave the Jaguar parked at the airport for 2 weeks. Leaving it in the garage was far better and, well, he wanted to completely relax. 
 
    He put the bag through the check in process and then went through security. All he was carrying with him was his computer bag and his Kindle. Twenty minutes later, they started boarding his flight and he got into the plane and was sitting and served a small glass of champagne. Once they were airborne he was served another glass and shortly afterwards, his dinner. 
 
    As he put the miles in the air, he became more relaxed and realized that while he was still upset about Samantha, he had also learned something about himself. He needed, after a while, to realize that he would need to not only pay attention to what was going on around him but also, well, be a better partner to whomever he decided to spend his time with. 
 
    Once on the ground, he picked up his bag and took the shuttle to the hotel. He tossed his bag on the bed, stripped off his clothes and hopped into the shower and spent about 20 minutes standing there in the hot water before finally starting to clean himself. Once he was dried off, he came out of the bathroom to find that his dirty clothes were gone and that his bag was opened and sitting on the floor next to the closet. 
 
    “Damn, they are not only efficient but fast as hell too!” he thought. He remembered hearing them announce but hadn’t really paid attention to it all that much. 
 
    He walked to the dresser in the room and opened the drawer. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” 
 
    When he looked in the dresser drawer, all he found was all the lingerie and underwear he had purchased for Samantha. When he opened the next drawer, there was the other clothes for HER to wear. 
 
    He walked to the closet to verify what he feared and there in the closet were the remaining clothes, a couple of sun dresses and such all for SAMANTHA! When he looked around, he could not find the clothes he had worn and then saw the slip for the cleaning service, telling him that it would be brought back to him tomorrow as requested. 
 
    “Well, this really sucks! I guess tomorrow I will have to go out to the shops and spend a small fortune so I have some clothes to wear.” He walked to the drawer and pulled open the top drawer again and started to pull everything out. He started to put the panties and bras on the bed and when his hand caressed the red satin panties, he felt a jolt through his fingers and up his arms. He dropped them as if they had bitten him. 
 
    He looked again at the panties, and then picked them up, figuring that he was just imagining things. When he did, he felt the same jolt run through him, but for some reason, this time he didn’t drop them but actually rubbed the fabric between his fingers and the sensation was actually enjoyable! 
 
    Jeffrey looked at the panties and had a strange thought run through his mind. “What would anyone know?” He also realized that he would have to wear SOMETHING, at least until his REAL clothes came back in the morning. So he picked them up and started to put them on. As he did, he felt something pleasant flowing through his legs. Once he had them pulled up, the fact that they were crotchless became something he had to deal with. But he just let himself hang out for a couple of minutes as he relished the satin caressing his body. 
 
    When he looked down on the bed and saw the garter belt, he didn’t know why but he picked that up and put it on. Next came the stockings and as he rolled them carefully up his legs, he felt that same tingling feeling come across him and he shivered with delight. When he picked up the matching bra, he really had no idea why he was doing this but part of him just felt that this was RIGHT! So he put it on and as he adjusted everything into place, his whole body started to get that same buzz and he suddenly felt really tired. 
 
    He walked to the bed and sat down. He didn’t really notice as he started to lie down that he was starting to grow rather full breasts. In moments, he was out like a baby, not knowing what was happening to him as he slept! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jessica 
 
    When Jeffrey woke up that next morning, he KNEW something was a little off. He wasn’t quite sure WHAT it was but he knew SOMETHING was. It did not take him all that long to figure it out, however. Because the first thing he saw was the bra he was wearing and wondered WHY he was wearing a bra. 
 
    When he reached down to pull on it, that was when he noticed that he had a pair of rather sizable breasts and that they were quite REAL. When he pinched his nipple, for what reason he didn’t know, he moaned and actually enjoyed it for a second but then pulled his hand away. He sat up like a shot and felt something really soft on his shoulder and noticed that he had long, blonde hair. 
 
    Next he looked at his legs and saw that they were encased in nylons and that he was wearing panties. However, the thing that REALLY shocked him was that sticking out of his panties was something even more horrifying. There was a nine inch cock sticking through the hole in the crotch of the panties! He had the breasts of a woman but a cock between his legs! He looked around and saw that all the underwear was still sitting on the bed where he had tossed it. 
 
    He started to take everything off, thinking that maybe he was just seeing things but once he was naked, he still had the heavy breasts and the nine inch cock between his legs. And when he looked in the mirror, he was even more surprised at what he saw, or rather what he DIDN’T see. He could see no signs of his former self. No “Adam’s Apple” at all. No body hair, other than on his head, including none around of on his cock. And as he looked at it, he realized that this cock could NOT be his, as his was NEVER this big, EVER! 
 
    As he looked at his legs, they were very shapely and smooth. He looked at his waist and could see how it was naturally curvy and then he felt along his ribs and realized that there was yet something else wrong. He could feel the same number of ribs BUT his waist seemed higher and his rib cage seemed a little off. When he looked at himself in the full length mirror, he realized that if he could hide the cock, he would look like a woman! 
 
    “How the hell did this…” and then he realized the warning that the woman at the shop had told him. And as he remembered this, he started to realize that he was craving something but was not sure what it was. But he looked at the lingerie he had just discarded and picked it up, looked at them and then put it all back on. When he got to his cock, he started to work on tucking it away and without thinking too much about it had it tucked away and was putting on the dress when the knock came on the door. When he walked to the door, there standing there was a very beautiful woman holding a hanger. 
 
    “Miss Jessica Howell? This is the rush cleaning we did for you last night” 
 
    Jeffrey looked at her and was starting to feel a stirring in his cock. He was trying to ignore this as she brought the garments into the room but as she did, he noticed that it was NOT the Brooks Brothers Suit he had been wearing.  But it WAS a Brooks Brothers WOMEN’S suit, skirt, blouse and blazer! Now he was REALLY confused! And when the woman took a little bag off the hanger, he saw that there was a thong and a bra in the bag, as well as some stockings. 
 
    “Well ma’am, I hope that you have a pleasant stay. I am asked to tell you that the service will pick you up tomorrow to take you to the docks for your cruise tomorrow at 3pm.” 
 
    Jeffrey looked at her. “Thank you, Rose.” He noticed her name on her blouse. The blouse was covering a good sized pair of breasts as well and that was when he realized that he was NOT covered up but was standing there in the underwear and still HOLDING the dress he was getting ready to put on. 
 
    And he saw something in HER eyes too. There was a big SMILE! And she was not looking so much towards his chest but was actually smiling and looked down at his waist when he noticed that his cock was sticking straight out towards her. 
 
    He dropped the dress and covered it up. “I’m sorry, Rose! I need to…” 
 
    “Not to worry, Miss Jessica. I knew about you, well… Yesterday I guess, when I picked up your suit and clothes and put everything away. I KNOW that the suit I delivered to you just now is NOT the suit I brought down to the shop last night. When I noticed that, I knew I had to come back and see this for myself. And when I looked at the ticket, which I KNOW had Jeffrey Howell as the name and saw the name changed to Jessica, I got even MORE curious.” 
 
    Jeffrey was looking at her. He realized that the door was closed and he was still standing there in the red satin lingerie and that his cock was getting harder as she spoke. That was when he noticed that Rose was STRIPPING out of her dress and was now standing in front of him wearing a matching set like his but in BLACK! Of course, Rose was not standing there with a cock between her legs but her pussy was there, outlines with the red lace of the black satin panties. Jeffrey was drawn to that and fell to his knees and started to kiss Rose between her legs, causing her to moan and grab Jeffrey’s head. In minutes, Rose was screaming and came all over Jeffrey’s face, filling his mouth with her sweet juices. 
 
    “Okay Jessica, I want you to give me that oh so delicious looking cock!” Jeffrey, well, now Jessica, stood up and picked Rose up and carried her to the bed. She could see that all she had to do was push herself into Rose as her pussy was not only wet but wide open and waiting. Jessica slowly entered Rose and over a LONG period of time, taking her time as this was ALL a new experience for him/her. He felt Rose pull her breasts free and as Rose took one nipple between her teeth and bit, gently at first, Jessica started to feel more and more aroused. 
 
    It took Jessica about twenty minutes of slow, steady thrusting to bring Rose to a second and finally a third orgasm before she finally let go herself and shot her load into Rose’s well fucked pussy. Once he had finally finished, he pulled out of Rose and fell on her side. 
 
    “DAMN!!!” Jessica sighed. “God, that felt REALLY good! I never felt that GOOD before.” 
 
    Rose looked over at Jessica. “GIRL! Let me tell you something. I love girls, but DAMN! You are the first COCK I have ever had! I am a lesbian and it was not until I saw that cock there between your legs that I had EVER felt like even having one between my legs. Oh, I LOVED your tongue but that cock is magical!” 
 
    Jessica laughed. “When I was Jeffrey, my girlfriend… Well, she NEVER said that. Of course, to be honest, I was NOT this big when I was Jeffrey.” She looked down and laughed. “And it NEVER recovered like this either. Rose looked at Jessica and smiled. Then she got up and then slowly lowered herself onto Jessica’s cock and in moments the two of them were moaning and gyrating on the bed to yet another pleasurable joint orgasm. 
 
    The rest of the day, after one last coupling, the two of them put on bikinis, Rose having gone to the employee lounge to get her’s, and they walked along the beach. Jessica talked about her former life as Jeffrey and told Rose about Samantha. He also talked about the cruise and how he had been looking forward to it but now, well, that might be difficult now. 
 
    “Jessica, I don’t think you understand what happened. Your entire life seems to be Jessica and NOT Jeffrey any more. Why not check on it before you leave. Check in at work and all of that, so you are able to go out and ENJOY your life.” 
 
    When they got back to the bungalow, Jessica placed the first call to her lawyer. When she answered, she started talking to the lawyer and she explained that Samantha had come by that morning and picked up all of HER things and that Jessica’s things were all safe and sound. Jessica thought for a second. So Samantha was still the same and the lawyer was still the same. 
 
    After talking to the lawyer for a while longer, she called her office and got a strange male voice answering the phone. 
 
    “Jessica Howell’s Office, Derek speaking. How may I help you?” 
 
    “Derek?” 
 
    “Oh, MS Howell, I am SOOO glad you called. Your girlfriend called.” 
 
    “You mean my EX, Derek!” 
 
    “Oh, shit! No, I didn’t know. But she called to ask where you were and I told her that you were on vacation. When I told her that she should KNOW where you were since she was supposed to be there with you, well, she got a little pissy. But I didn’t tell her where you went. Is that okay, MS Howell???” 
 
    “Derek, you’re fine. It’s not like you knew I threw her out of the house before I got here. But I wanted to make sure that everything else is okay there at the office.” 
 
    “Sure is. Mr. Davenport is JEALOUS of your vacation. His secretary tells me that he wants to find some way to get your job when you get back but thinks that MS Cassandra is the shoe in for your position.” 
 
    Jessica was now REALLY confused. “When is this supposed to take place, the selection that is?” 
 
    “Well, Mr. Conroy posted last night that your new posting in California as VP is supposed to begin in four weeks, MS Howell. I thought you would certainly know that.” 
 
    Jessica smiled. “No Derek, I was wondering when my old position was getting filled is all.” 
 
    “Well, he said he hopes to make the announcement before you leave. But I don’t know. He could always bring in someone from outside I guess.” 
 
    “Or, Derek, he could always promote someone who knows what’s going on, like, oh, maybe YOU!” Geez, he sounds like my old secretary but in GUY form. And I know that SHE would have been able to kick ass in my job! 
 
    “MS Howell, there is NO WAY I could do your job. Kendra would KILL me, I think, if I had to travel like you did.” 
 
    “Derek, let me in on something. MAYBE you got the right idea. But if you want a shot at it, maybe think about taking her with you when you travel. Goodness knows I probably should have done that with Samantha but that’s all done and over. I will see you in two weeks. Take some time off this week. Take a trip. In fact, I insist. You and your wife should come to San Juan for a week. I will pay for it…” 
 
    “MS Howell, I couldn’t!” 
 
    “Derek, you can and you WILL! Call my travel agent and tell her you want to come to the Sundowner Resort in San Juan for a week. Bring lots of sunscreen and comfortable clothing. Take the week off and recharge your batteries. And maybe, if you don’t want my old job, I’ll have to bring you with me to LA!” 
 
    Jessica could hear the joy in Derek’s voice! “Sure thing, MS Howell! Let me call her up and let her know. And thanks!” 
 
    “Oh, and Derek… Call me Jessica, okay! We can talk about things when I get back.” 
 
    Jessica hung up, feeling shocked and surprised that everything else seemed to be the same, all except for her gender. Only two things remained, but one of those she had not figured out yet how to handle. She heard a knock at the door and went to it, looking and seeing that it was Rose but she was with someone else. When she opened the door, she learned. 
 
    “MS Howell, I understand that Rose here has been bothering you today.” 
 
    “Actually, sir, she has been a great help to me, so I have no idea where you got the idea that she has been bothering me.” 
 
    “Well, it seems that our other guests saw her hanging around with you and the rules for this resort precludes the help spending an extraordinary amount of time with some of our guests to the exclusion of others. It seems that she has been neglecting her other guests because she has been spending time, too much time, with you.” 
 
    “Well, when she heard that I broke up with my other half, she cried with me a little and helped me through that little spot of trouble. If that means that she spent too much time with me, then I am sorry but that may be MY fault, not hers!” 
 
    “Well MS Howell, I was coming to apologize for her bothering you but if she wasn’t a bother, then I am sorry for bothering you with this. But she also knows that she was not to become INVOLVED with a guest either and it appears that maybe she has.” 
 
    “Well, sir, that would be between her and I. However, if that is a problem for you and your resort, while I certainly do not want to run afoul of your rules, what is going to happen to her and her employment?” 
 
    “She has already been terminated. She asked me to reconsider it and wanted to have YOU explain it to me but since the rules are the rules, there is nothing I can do to change the outcome of her termination. You know how it goes, Ma’am. While I might want to give her another opportunity, she has to be terminated to make sure that the others follow the rules. You know, to encourage the others and all that.” 
 
    “Well, sure, if I was an arrogant prick like I used to be. Still, if that is the case here, then I will say good day to you, sir. And Rose, step inside and sit down while you and I have a little talk.” Rose walked in, still frowning as Jessica shut the door in the gentleman’s face. Then she turned and walked into the sitting room of the bungalow. 
 
    “What the hell happened, Rose? How did he find out all of this that happened just a while ago?” 
 
    “Well, a couple of the guests saw us on the beach and one of them realized who I was. They also knew who YOU were, as in a guest here. They put two and two together and came up with, well…” 
 
    “Four? But let me ask you this, Rose. What do you feel about this, you and I?” 
 
    “Wait? What?” 
 
    “Rose, what do YOU think about you and me? Do you feel anything or is it just a fling?” Jessica’s voice started to crack as she asked the question and Rose could see the fear in Jessica’s eyes. 
 
    “Girl, are you kidding? You know why I came in here? Because I didn’t know what YOU were feeling about me and you! I was afraid I was the fling!” 
 
    Jessica looked at Rose. When she opened her arms wide, Rose stood up and ran into Jessica’s arms. A quick kiss turned into a passionate kiss and in moments they were together in the bed again, exploring their new found romance. 
 
    The next morning, Rose had her passport in hand as together, Jessica and Rose walked onto the ship. Of course it took about three hours of calls before they got to the ship to change the manifest but after a few calls and a couple of dollars, plus general feminine whiles, the two of them got on board the small cruise ship and spent a romantic ten days sailing across the Atlantic Ocean. When they arrived in Europe and hopped their flight back across the pond, landing in New York, they went together to Jessica’s apartment. 
 
    The engagement ring that Jeffrey purchased for Samantha, Jessica took that and after showing it to Rose, told her that she was going to take it to the jewelers and see about getting at least a little something for it. Rose stopped her from doing that and smiled. 
 
    “Jessica, you bought that, as Jeffrey, to give to Samantha. But in looking at it, it is way too beautiful to just get rid of. But I have an idea, if you want to hear it.” 
 
    “Sure. But before you ask, NO, I am not going to give you THIS ring! I want YOU to have something nicer and, well, more beautiful than this one.” 
 
    “Okay. But my thought is that it is a beautiful ring and I think that YOU should wear it. Not to remind you of Samantha but more to remember the things that you learned about yourself and what mistakes you don’t want to make. But I WOULD make one little change about the ring. You might need to make it a different size.” 
 
    But when Rose took it and put it on Jessica’s finger, it actually fit and looked beautiful on her finger. The next day, they went to the jeweler’s store where the first ring was purchased and picked out another one, far more beautiful but looking closely to the first one and Rose was able to wear it out of the shop that day. 
 
    On Monday, Jessica arrived at the office to find everything sort of like it usually was. She saw Derek there and realized that he DID look somewhat like his old secretary, Darla.  Derek talked about the week there at the resort with nothing but glowing reviews. He said that the head guy there even made sure that they had the best of everything. When asked why, he explained that there had been a call from HIS boss telling him to take care of Derek and his bride. Turns out, Jessica KNEW the owners rather well; as the resort was owned by the banking firm she worked for. 
 
    Jessica and Rose moved to Los Angeles, taking Derek and his wife Kendra with them out there. Rose found a boutique that she liked and started working for them, part time. Derek became Jessica’s Executive Assistant and stayed there as such until he retired some 20 years later. Jessica retired at the same time, realizing that it was time to spend some quality time with her wife, Rose and their three children. 
 
    Fantasy Fashions has yet another satisfied customer in Jessica! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mason 
 
    It was all a case of mistaken identity. Well, sort of. But it is amazing how these things happen when you least expect them to. 
 
    Mason was a nice young kid. Only 16 years old. But he was a “foster” who means that, well; he had no parents of his own and seemed to move every few months from one “family” to another. He kind of almost lived out of his suitcase, as from the age of 10, he seemed to move around. 
 
    He really didn’t remember his real parents. All he really kind of recalled was that one of them had killed the other over something, but he wasn’t sure what it was. The police said something about drugs and money being stashed in the house. All he knew for sure was that he had been walking home from school and the police were blocking the house off. He never got a chance to see them there or go back in the house. 
 
    He went into a system that, well, sometimes destroys children or forgets them. At first, that seemed to be what happened to Mason. He was shipped off to one family then another when they couldn’t deal with it. You see, Mason had nightmares about the things he saw while his parents were alive, some of which he didn’t understand other than they were frightening. By the time he was 14, he finally got some counseling and was doing much better. At sixteen, he was with his tenth family and this one seemed to be the best of them. He was not the only one there but there were two other boys who were also fosters. But this family also had two very pretty girls, both older, who at least didn’t treat the foster boys like animals. 
 
    About a month after arriving, one of the boys there turned 18 and left the house, as he was now old enough to leave and had actually joined the Army. That left Mason and Jack. Jack was a bit of a trouble maker and liked to pester the girls, as if he was a “real” little brother. Mason, on the other hand, well, he tried to be good to everyone because he really didn’t want to be moved AGAIN! 
 
    The parents, Mr. and Mrs. Jackson, had fostered a good number of kids, both boys and girls. But for some reason, Jack was indeed troublesome. Heather, the oldest girl at 18, was about to become a freshman at university. Carrie, at 17, was now a senior at the high school and head cheerleader. Jack teased and did many other little things that annoyed the girls but it was all childish and, well, as Jack liked to put it, made the girls know what a REAL little brother could be like. 
 
    Mason, on the other hand, thought that the things, though annoying, were not really all THAT bad, but could also understand why the girls would be a little upset to find their underwear hanging from a flagpole at school, or some other silly thing. What got to Heather, Mason heard one day, was she thought that Jack had been WEARING a pair of her panties and made a mess in them. 
 
    Mason didn’t understand QUITE what that meant but he could hear Carrie go, “EWWW!” and Heather explain that she had to throw out her favorite panties after that. Mason also thought that was kind of weird and even went “EWW” when he realized what Heather had meant. 
 
    But when the new school year started, it seemed that Jack had settled down some. Like I said, it SEEMED like he had. The Jacksons figured that maybe a little maturity had sprung up in Jack as his pranks seemed to now be focused on the other foster, Mason. And the gags and pranks were nothing compared to what he had been doing to the girls. And Mason would actually stand up for himself sometimes when the prank got out of hand. 
 
    But that was how the case of mistaken identity happened. It was actually a dare by Jack that brought about the trouble that followed. 
 
    You see, Mason had become rather curious about Heather and Carrie. Oh, he knew all about girls and the like. But when he listened to Jack talk about the two of them, he told rather interesting stories about how he had seen them naked in the shower and such. And he said that their panties were so soft and silky and smelled so nice. Part of it made Mason a little disgusted, as he kind of thought of the girls as his sisters rather than just a couple of girls living there. But another part, well, it got him curious about that. 
 
    And finally, after telling Mason all these stories over a period of three months, Jack finally said something that Mason thought was STUPID! Jack actually DARED Mason to go into the girl’s room and to steal a pair of panties. When asked why, Jack laughed. “Because I think you are too much of a pansy to do it, first of all. And besides, you are too afraid to steal them, let alone WEAR them! Chicken!” 
 
    Now, this is where Mason should have stopped and stood up to Jack. They were both about the same ago and size. But Mason had having this strange question run through his head ever since he had heard Heather and Carrie talk about Jack having stolen one of their panties. Now he was curious about them since he didn’t even see them being washed, as Mrs. Jackson did the girl’s laundry separate from the boys, partly because she knew about Jack doing the things he had done. 
 
    Yes, you could ask if Jack was a secret cross dresser and the answer to that is that yes, he COULD be. Or he could just have a fetish for girl’s panties. But Mason was now having those same thoughts of curiosity and such and now Jack had fueled it some more. 
 
    Mason knew that the girls were out, either at college classes in Heather’s case or cheerleading practice in Carrie’s. But he was more worried about Mrs. Jackson catching him. But he carefully went to the girl’s bedroom and went inside. As he looked around, he realized that not only did the room smell sweeter but it was by far CLEANER than his and jack’s room.  If nothing else, this also told him that he REALLY needed to do some cleaning of their room, with or without Jack’s help. 
 
    He walked up to one of the dressers and opened the top drawer. As he looked inside, he saw all sorts of feminine articles, from full brief panties to thongs, in all kinds of fabrics. He picked up one of the thongs and looked at it, trying to figure out WHY a woman would want that strip of fabric crawling up their ass? He saw a pair of bikini panties and thought that they seemed a little small. So he picked up a pair of briefs and as he did, he noticed how silky and light they were to the touch. While it was just a plain pair of white panties, he was just about hooked. 
 
    He decided to peek into the next drawer and saw bras and other things. What got him a little was that there was this belt like thing with straps hanging down. He also saw the nylons, not a lot of them. He kind of knew what pantyhose were, as he HAD seen those many times before. But he also saw a pair of stockings that caught his attention. But he also knew that he was taking a bigger risk if he stayed there. So he closed the drawer and then walked to the door. 
 
    After listening for a second, he opened the door and quietly walked out and with the panties in his pocket, walked back to their room and walked in. Jack was looking at him with an evil smile. 
 
    “So chicken, did you get them?” 
 
    “Yeah, and I ain’t no chicken, jerk!” 
 
    “Yes you are, because I’ll bet you WON’T put them on, will you?” 
 
    This caught mason off guard. Wear WOMEN’S panties? Why on earth would he want to do that??? But as he put his hand in the pocket of his jeans, he could feel them and how silky they felt. He began to wonder… 
 
    “Yeah, you are too CHICKEN to actually WEAR them, say for the rest of the day!” 
 
    “Yeah I will. Just give me a second!” and Mason went to the bathroom. 
 
    “How the fuck did I get caught up in this shit?” Mason wondered. It’s not like he felt any NEED to make Jack accept him. But something else was happening to Mason and he could not explain it if he tried. He took off his jeans and then his jockey shorts. Then he picked up the panties and put one leg through the hole, then the other. 
 
    As he brought them up his legs, he realized that there was something really weird going on. Because he was ENJOYING the feeling of them sliding up his legs. And as he got them up around his waist, he noticed that his cock was getting hard! When he went to touch his cock, he felt a shiver go through his body and as the moan escaped his lips, he noticed that he had ejaculated in the panties. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” he whispered.  He went to the toilet and grabbed some toilet paper and started to clean up his mess. Luckily, most of it had shot onto the floor but a little had dribbled onto the panties. Once he was finished cleaning up the mess, he pulled his jeans back on and flushed the evidence down the toilet. When he got to the bedroom again, Jack was standing there. 
 
    “Show me!” 
 
    Mason unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the fly down a little to expose the panties. Jack shook his head. “Damn kid, maybe you aren’t such a chicken!” Jack then lightly punched Mason on the shoulder and left the room. 
 
    Mason put himself back together and worked on his homework. Part of him was a little distracted from wearing the panties but another part had him working on his homework and finishing it in no time flat. He heard Carrie come home first, as Heather had later classes at the University. But eventually she got home and everyone went to sit down for dinner. 
 
    All through dinner, Mason felt a little distracted as he was still wearing those panties and could feel his cock start to get hard again. And the sensation of the silky nylon against his cock certainly didn’t help him any. But all through that time, he was careful and just ate his dinner. But he also started thinking about how he was going to RETURN those panties, meaning he had to figure out a way to not only clean them but also to make sure that whichever girl’s panties they were didn’t know HE had worn them. 
 
    That night, he finally managed to get them off and went into the bathroom to try and clean them up. He went and found some soap and hand washed the panties, put them into a towel and then returned to the bedroom and with a couple of clothes pins, hung them up over the towel in his closet. 
 
    Jack was somewhere, having left after dinner, so he decided that he would, oddly enough, clean the room. He had some time before bedtime so for the next hour, he pulled all the dirty clothes together and brought them to the laundry room. Both of the Jackson’s saw this and looked at each other. In the weeks that Mason had been there, they had NEVER seen him do that. But he walked back to the bedroom, pulled the sheets off his bed, walked them to the laundry room and then walked up to Mrs. Jackson. 
 
    “Umm, Mrs. Jackson, can you show me how to do the laundry? And where are the clean sheets?” 
 
    They were both surprised but didn’t make a big deal out of it for fear that this might be the LAST time he did it. She went with him to the laundry and showed him how to do the laundry, amazed at how eager he seemed to get it done. Then she showed him where the sheets were and he went off to make his bed. 
 
    By the time he went to bed, he had his clothes washed and dried and even put away and the room, except for Jack’s bed, with fresh sheets. He went to bed actually feeling better about himself for the first time in ages. 
 
    The next morning, he noticed that Jack was still not home. When he went out to the living room, MR & Mrs. Jackson had looks of concern and were rather upset. That was when he also noticed the police officer standing there and Jack, wearing handcuffs. Mason walked away from there to the kitchen and got some breakfast and then headed off to school. He didn’t know what to make of it all. As he was walking the hall, a little dazed and confused, Carrie actually walked up to him. THIS had never happened. 
 
    “You okay, Mason?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I saw jack in handcuffs this morning just before coming here. What’s happening?” 
 
    “Well, Jack got caught last night trying to steal some beer at the grocery store and when he got caught, he tried to run away but, well, he ran right into a cop walking in the store and POOF! He spent last night in jail because he wouldn’t give his name. When they ran his prints, they found out who he was and where he was staying. Mom and dad are kind of upset right now about that, as you can imagine.” 
 
    “Well, I guess that means that I will be going to yet another family, if the past is any indication. Damn!” 
 
    “You’ll be okay, Mason. I don’t think mom and dad are going to blame you for this.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I also know that sometimes bad things happen to good people. And it’s not like I have been an angel since I got there. I even did something that, well, Jack dared me to do and I have mixed feelings about that as it is.” 
 
    Carrie looked at Mason. “Let me guess. YOU have my missing panties, right?” 
 
    Mason went beet red! Carrie saw that and smiled. “You wore them too, huh? All he could do was nod. “I’m guessing that there is more bothering you, huh?” Another nod. 
 
    “Let me see if I can guess. Either you really were ashamed to have worn them?” and Mason shook his head. “Really? Then you LIKED wearing them?” and a nod. “Okay, well that is funny, a little bit. You liked it. But you took JUST the white panties, right? You didn’t take the black ones?” 
 
    Mason looked at Carrie. Then he blushed a little. “You have the black ones too?” Mason shook his head. “I saw them but when I touched the white ones, well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, I think I’m glad you DIDN’T take the black ones. Those were there to teach Jack a lesson. But we can talk later. But you can KEEP the white ones since you wore those.” Mason blushed a little. “You’re wearing them now?” 
 
    Mason nodded. “I don’t understand it. But when I got up this morning, I opened my closet and, well, it seemed like they were ‘calling to me’ I guess. So I put them on and went downstairs. I didn’t even think about it.” 
 
    “Mason, we will talk tonight. Stay after with us and you can watch the cheerleading practice. We have a game tomorrow so we want to get our routine down. But when we’re done, we need to have a little talk. And no, I’m not mad, okay?” 
 
    The rest of the day, Mason went through class, feeling better about himself, though he could not figure out the why for that. But he did feel better. And as he finished his day, he went to the football field and climbed into the stands. He sat there watching the girls work on their routines. A couple of the other girls pointed to Mason and when they started to jeer at him, Carrie stopped it! She told them who Mason was, which some of the girls frowned at him, which had Mason worried that Carrie told them what he was wearing. But then, they just ignored him. 
 
    As he watched, something else came over him. He was watching them and wondering why he could not have been a girl! Mind you, the outfits that the cheerleaders were wearing were the usual high school modest, though they still showed some leg. And he realized that the girls were pretty. And he was starting to feel jealous of them. 
 
    Of course, part of that might have been his wearing the panties all day and how they felt. How HE felt all day. Like he was more confident in himself, which seemed a little weird considering his background and how he was always feeling like the odd man out. But he wasn’t feeling that any more. 
 
    As he sat there contemplating things, he saw them perform a pretty amazing trick and he started to applaud. All of the girls stopped and looked up at him. This time, not a one of them frowned at him but smiled. Then Carrie did something weird. She called him down there. Mason looked around, realizing that he was the ONLY one there watching. He pointed to himself and when Carrie nodded, he got up and walked down. 
 
    “Okay girls, this is Mason. Mason, these are the girls.” And she introduced him to all 10 other girls. All of them smiled and shook his hand and he started to feel even better. It was the end of the practice and they started to head towards the lockers. 
 
    “Wait for me outside and we can walk home, Mason. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded and waited. It only too about fifteen minutes for her and the other girls to come out. And it seemed that all of them were walking in the same direction. And while he didn’t think that this was all that big a deal, he realized that he was actually walking AND TALKING with all of them, carrying a conversation with them and this kind of surprised him. Carrie also took notice of this and even smiled at Mason as they walked down the street. 
 
    Eventually, the two of them were alone and they were a couple of blocks from the house. “Okay Mason, I figure that we can kind of talk quickly as we walk to the house. You seem a little more sure of yourself today. Why do you think that is?” 
 
    Mason shrugged his shoulders a little. “Well, given the fact that it was just another day, only ONE thing is different. But I don’t know what that might REALLY mean, or I’m afraid of what it might mean.” 
 
    Carrie smiled. “Well, let’s try something when we get home. Heather won’t be home for a couple of hours, as tonight she has her late classes. Mom and dad are working late today so it will be just, well, us ‘girls” for a while. How does that sound?” 
 
    Mason stopped in his tracks. “Wait… just us GIRLS?” 
 
    “Well, what do you say? Want to see what it’s like? No, I won’t do anything TOO extreme but…” She could see Mason weighing this and as he smiled, she knew that Mason was willing. What Carrie wasn’t sure about was if the trap they set for Jack would work in the same way for Mason, since it wasn’t going to be a trap but rather intentional, if he went for it. 
 
    They got home and went up the stairs. As he headed to his bedroom, Carrie grabbed him by the arm. “Well, first you need to take a shower. But just clean up. Then we can try something, if you are game for it. But I should warn you, Mason. It COULD be life altering.” 
 
    Mason looked at Carrie, curious about what she said. But he just shrugged and headed to the bathroom. Before he got in, Carrie handed him some body wash. It was not his usual wash but something feminine. She winked at him and smiled. When you get done, come on into our room.” Pointing to her and Heather’s room. Mason nodded and went into the bathroom. 
 
    When he stripped out of his clothes, he tossed everything into the hamper that was in there. Normally he would have just tossed them onto the floor, as this was the bathroom he and Jack shared. He was worried about jack but, well, he DID bring this, whatever it was, on himself. He then hopped into the shower and started to clean up. 
 
    What he really noticed was the scent of the body wash. It smelled almost like the girls bedroom, with jasmine and lavender, as he read the bottle. And when he finished, he actually felt not only cleaner but he liked how he smelled. 
 
    He then wrapped the towel around his waist and went to the girl’s bedroom 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Marjorie 
 
    Mason walked over to the bedroom and knocked on the door. Carrie opened it and waved him in. Sitting on the bed was a pair of black panties, some black stockings, the black garter belt that he had seen earlier and a bra. All of them seemed to match, though Mason really didn’t realize that at first. 
 
    “Okay, Mason. Sit down and let’s talk a couple of minutes.” 
 
    He sat down and Carrie brought the chair over to the bedside and sat down, looking directly at Mason. At first this unsettled him but then he saw her smile and he relaxed some. 
 
    “Well, let’s get one thing out of the way, okay. I don’t have a problem with you having swiped my panties. Okay, at first I thought it was Jack and I DID have a problem. I am not totally sure why it is that I DON’T seem to have a problem with you having done that. But there it is and I guess that’s out of the way. 
 
    “Now, as for what we CAN do right now. It all depends on how YOU feel. Because, I THINK but don’t know, that you feel a little out of your league as a boy. I could see that for the last few weeks but today, well, you seemed more, well… I guess relaxed and actually seemed happy. Would that be accurate, Mason?” 
 
    He looked at Carrie. As he thought about it, he realized that MAYBE there was something wrong with him. While he knew he was a boy, wearing those panties seemed to make him HAPPIER and more, well, like himself, if that was possible. And for the next 20 minutes, he sat there, talking and expressing how he felt and all the strange thoughts that had been going through  his mind, even the night before, KNOWING that those panties were sitting there in the closet. 
 
    Carrie listened and smiled. She realized that while they had planned, Heather and herself, to punish Jack in the most evil of manners, that her thought and idea might actually be a blessing for Mason. But she was a little concerned and texted a message to Heather. It took all of ten seconds for the phone to ring. 
 
    “MASON???” Are you serious?” Heather exclaimed through the speaker. Mason heard this and started to feel a little worried. 
 
    “Heather, wait a second and let me tell you WHY? Mason took my white panties yesterday, NOT Jack. I know that Jack liked to steal all the black panties and such, which is why we bought this black outfit. But I think that some of it may have spread to the white panties that were on top. Because, well, Mason has been wearing them all day and, well, seemed happier with them on. So I am wondering if maybe…” 
 
    You could feel the pause in the air as Heather thought. “Is he there with you, sis?” 
 
    “I am, Heather” Mason replied as Carrie nodded. 
 
    “Okay. So now, let me explain something, as it was told to us by the store clerk. When you put those things on, you are going to experience something life changing. Before you think we are kidding, remember that once you start, there is no turning back. Your life will certainly change. I cannot tell you HOW, because, for all we know, it might be kind of a hoax. Or, you will find your true self and as such, your life will kind of change for the better. I just don’t know. But YOU have to choose it, not us.” 
 
    “Mason,” Carrie continued. “What we had thought of doing to Jack is probably not right. But he had been doing certain things to the two of us for the last 2 years and we felt that MAYBE, if he had been in here to steal these things, he would soon learn to regret it. But with you, it could be different. We just don’t know for certain but, like we said, it is up to you. But I will tell you that you might find yourself happier than you have been for years, or miserable just as you have been.  I’m kind of hoping more for the former.” 
 
    “Thanks, girls.” Mason looked down at the lingerie sitting there on the bed. And for some reason he did not understand, he KNEW what to do. 
 
    He picked up the garter belt and put it around his waist. As he did, he felt something akin to a shock or jolt through his body and kind of thought he saw his waist get a little smaller. He shook his head a little and then picked up the stockings. As he rolled them up and started to roll them up his leg, he felt an even more enjoyable tingle through his legs as he rolled them up. 
 
    As he looked, he would swear that he no longer had hairy legs but tones and smooth legs. Carrie was sitting there watching the whole thing and was even more shocked. When she realized what was happening, she turned on the video function and shared it with Heather. When she saw what was happening, she too was amazed. 
 
    When Mason picked up the panties and started to pull them on, as he got them to his waist, he felt something weird happening to his groin. As he pulled the waist band out a little, he watched, at first in horror and then in amazement as his penis shrunk and then disappeared altogether. He looked down from his waist and noticed how much his body had changed and then looked at Carrie. 
 
    The look on her face told him everything. When he picked up the bra and looked at it, he realized that he even knew how to put that on. He wrapped it around his chest and hooked it together then slid it around so that the cups were up front. As he slipped his arm through the first strap, he watched as his arm changed and the dark hair that he had there disappeared, As he got the strap in place, he felt the hair on his chest disappear and watched in shock as his breast appeared in the one cup, filling it out and stretching it a little. When he got the other strap in place, he looked at Carrie, who was smiling and nodding. 
 
    “OH MY GOD, CARRIE!” he heard Heather exclaim. “Pan up as all I can see are his legs and boobs!” As she panned up, Mason could feel his face start to alter some. And his short hair, though brown, started to grow out and was a strawberry blonde, falling onto his shoulders. Heather watched this and was screaming, “OH MY GOD!” over and over again. 
 
    Carrie was watching this and shaking her head. Mason looked at her oddly, then FELT the hair on her shoulders and looked and saw her reflection in the mirror. As she saw it, she shook her head again and again, making sure that she was NOT seeing things. “Carrie? Is this… REAL???” 
 
    All Carrie could do was nod. Carrie pinched herself, wincing. “Okay, I’m awake and seeing this.” Then she pinched Marjorie and she winced. “Damn!” 
 
    She then reached out and took off the bra and nothing changed. When she stripped naked out of everything, all that happened was that she was now a naked female rather than a naked boy. She got dressed again in everything and nothing else happened. 
 
    “How long will this last, Carrie? I’m kind of worried what your mom and dad will say!” 
 
    “Damn, we didn’t think of that! We thought maybe it was only temporary, actually. Maybe it is but…” Carrie shook her head. “Well, we should at least get you into some clothes. Head over to your room and find something to wear. Maybe a little loose.” Marjorie nodded. She got up and walked over to the door, opened it and walked smack into Mrs. Jackson. 
 
    “Hello Marjorie. Umm, aren’t you a little under dressed to be walking about the house, young lady? You should put on something MORE than your underwear!” 
 
    “I was just headed to my room, Mrs. Jackson.” 
 
    “Mrs. Jackson, is it? I thought you agreed to start calling us mom and dad, seeing as we adopted you last week. And you are IN your room. That,” pointing to the other bedroom, “Is Heather’s room young lady. It’s not your room any more. Heather is a college girl and needs her privacy, for what reason I have no idea, since all three of you hang out in your room now anyways!” 
 
    “Thanks, mom? I guess I am still getting used to this and all.” 
 
    “That’s alright dear. I’m just glad that you were willing to let us adopt you after all the trouble you were having with the other fosters and such. I know it was tough on you going from home to home but when you got here, we just looked at you and we realized you needed us about as much as we seemingly needed you. Dinner will be ready in a little bit, okay girls?” 
 
    “Yes, mom!” called Carrie. Marjorie turned to the bedroom. “Oh, and Marjorie, school called and said that they are glad to see you are doing better in school. They have said that if you want to continue cheerleading, with your grades improved, they will permit it, as long as your sister and the advisor approves.” With that, she left and Marjorie stood there, wondering what the hell was happening to her. 
 
    “HOLY GOD!” Carrie whispered. “Mom home? You a cheer leader? Wait, you are living in THIS room?” Carrie walked to the closet that was Heather’s and opened it to find different clothes. Then she walked to the dresser and opened the top drawer and found different panties and such. 
 
    Then she walked to her closet and dresser and found what she had expected to find. “Wow! This is SOOO weird. Everything that was Heather’s is gone, replaced by… YOUR clothes?” 
 
    Over the next half hour, Marjorie tried on just about every outfit that was in the closet. She also tried on different things, including the thong panties that she found in her dresser. While she, at first, thought they were kind of annoying, she found herself liking it more and more as time went on. 
 
    She also noticed that there was not a single pair of pants in the closet, nor were there jeans. It was all dresses and skirts. “Damn, I think I am a girlie girl!” she exclaimed. She got dressed in something comfortable and the two of them walked down the hall and down to dinner, both smiling and even, oddly enough, holding each other’s hand. But when they got to the table, they let go of each other and sat down. 
 
    Mr. Jackson had everyone hold hands, which kind of shocked Marjorie, and then started praying. Just before the end of the prayer, he allowed a slight pause, saying, “… and a moment to reflect on our own personal thoughts and prayers…” and then finished the prayer and they all said “Amen.” Marjorie said it for many different reason, not the least being that she now felt and seemed happier than she could ever remember. 
 
    The next morning, when she got up, she realized that there was a football game happening and that she was a cheerleader… If the advisor said it was okay. But she still put on the uniform and went to school, just like her sister Carrie. And when she got there, all the girls were there, welcoming Marjorie back to the squad. The advisor even hugged her, telling her that she was glad that she started getting her grades back up. 
 
    That evening, as she walked out onto the field, as a cheerleader, part of her brain was telling her that she had no clue as to what she was supposed to do. But the minute they started, it was like she KNEW what she was supposed to say, how she was supposed to move and she enjoyed her first REAL day as a girl. 
 
    She DID see Jack in the stands, sitting off with the “bad boys” and she realized that a part of her was thankful for him leading her there to this new persona. But another part felt sorry for him because she also remembered all the troubles he had. 
 
    Carrie walked up to her and looked where she was looking. “In this place, Jack seems to be the bad boy personified. He hangs with the bad crowd and all. Don’t get too wrapped up in it, okay?” 
 
    “Carrie, I just wonder… What would have happened to HIM if he had done this as I did? But also, well, I kind of like him a little too.” 
 
    Carrie pointed to the other side of the bleachers. There she saw the “bad girl” crowd. “Somehow, I have a feeling that he, as a she, would have ended up over there. Maybe even pregnant from one of the guys where he is now. Since Jackie there” she pointed to a pregnant girl of maybe 16 years old, “is carrying his baby.” 
 
    Marjorie gasped. “Damn. There for the grace of God, I guess. Or else, who knows where I would be. But I do know one thing, sister of mine. I am SOOO happy to be me, THIS me, rather than the old me. I want to thank you!” 
 
    Carrie smiled then hugged her sister. “Let’s get to work. The boys need some coaxing to get there shit together!” 
 
    Off they went to start the half time cheering and getting the crowd motivated. Only Heather and Carrie ever realized that Marjorie had been Mason originally. Everything about Mason disappeared when Marjorie came into existence. Everyone else only knew her as Marjorie. 
 
    Another satisfied customer of Fantasy Fashions, even if she didn’t know about them at the time… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Paul 
 
      
 
    Paul had always been kind of a slight and rather shy kind of boy his entire life. While he was in school, he would tend to avoid, at all costs, sports. Partly because when he was small, he would always be picked last for EVERYTHING! The fattest boy would get picked before he would. Maybe because he was shy or just because he was about the size of a small girl. 
 
    This complex never really left him and pretty much followed him through his early school years. He lived with his mother and one sister, who was a year older than him. While some might say that this may have led to his current frame of mind, one may never really know. But he DID grow up in femininity, as the hose did everything but reek of femininity. 
 
    One problem was that his father left the picture when he was REALLY young. It was learned that his son, Paul, was NOT really his son. In fact, even the sister, Jennifer, was not his daughter. And it was not so much from discovering that mom was sleeping around but rather a medical check-up that dad had that learned that he could NOT have fathered any children. So he took off and that left mom kind of in a bind. This too might have created some issues with Paul. 
 
    You see, he got hand me downs from his sister pretty much through his formative years, including the first couple years in elementary school. His hair was allowed to grow out and instead of going to barber shops; he went to beauty salons with his mom and sister. 
 
    With Jennifer being a year older, as she grew out of clothes, it was passed down to Paul. Now, it was not like Jennifer wore super girly stuff, though there were the occasional dress and such, but for the most part, pull on pants and tops that had a somewhat feminine draw I guess would describe it. There were no grandparents to help out, nor other family. And thus, no really masculine “father” figures to help develop Paul as a man. Not that he thought of himself as a girl, really, but pretty much he didn’t know what or who he was. 
 
    He learned that he was wearing GIRLS underwear one day by accident. By accident, I do mean accident, in kindergarten. The aid brought him to the bathroom and since he brought extra clothes with him for just this kind of emergency, the aid learned that he was wearing girl’s panties. 
 
    Now, the aid didn’t laugh or anything like that. However, he did talk to the teacher and nurse, explaining the problem that she had learned. Luckily for Paul, as well as his family, the school, while certainly not super liberal and such, at least understood the issues as Paul had been going to school with clothing that seemed a little out of place on a boy, though it certainly, as I said, did not scream, as was used in those days, “pansy” or “sissy” and after discussing between themselves and with his mother, they contacted the church and some more boy like clothing was donated to his needs. 
 
    Now, the problem was that Paul was used to wearing the panties and such and when he was put into boy’s clothes, well, he didn’t feel comfortable. His mom and sister at first chided him for his lack of gratitude for having boy clothes to wear, since he was, after all, a boy. But the more he whined and chafed at wearing them, the more they realized that maybe they could work out a deal. 
 
    What the deal became was that while he went to school, he would have to wear the boy clothes. However, when he came home, he could change out of, at the very least, the boy underwear and if necessary and NOT going outside beyond the back yard, he could wear his sister’s hand me downs. 
 
    Paul accepted the deal, because at least he could feel like himself, whom ever that might be, part of the time at least. But he did tend to keep to himself the entire time, making no real friends. 
 
    This worried his mom as well as the school. Partly because loners and such, well, as we all learned from history, tended to become either good or extremely evil kind of people. With his shyness, they were worried he COULD become the later. But it was not like they could tell some of the kids there to try and become his friend. Talk about a bad idea, but they knew it would be. So, they all kept an eye on him, though one side didn’t really know that the other side was also doing it. 
 
    When he got into Junior High School, things started to go a little differently for Paul. While he never really tried to be friends with anyone, one person out there saw in Paul a kindred spirit of sorts. And when she introduced herself to Paul, something kind of clicked in Paul and he took an interest in her. 
 
    Her name was Lisa and she was not only new to the school district and the neighborhood, she also had a very special secret that she did NOT tell people about, other than those important people at the school. People talked about her in school though, partly because she too was kind of shy, but also it was getting through the school that Lisa may not have been Lisa for very long. 
 
    Paul never heard any of those rumors, mostly because, well, he was a loner and didn’t really talk to people he didn’t have to. Lisa, on the other hand, seemed a little relaxed, at least when she was with or around Paul. They started walking home together, or to school together and developed a friendship that was just that, friends. 
 
    Lisa never really confided in her “secret” that first year. Paul never really talked about his growing secret inside him with her until their second year as friends. And it was Paul that actually started the sharing because, well, he was beginning to learn about attraction, girls and the conflicting emotions that he was having about Lisa. 
 
    “Lisa, I got to talk to you about something, and I’m afraid that if I don’t talk to you about it, things will get bad between us.” 
 
    When Lisa heard him say this, she was afraid that Paul had learned her secret and NOT from her. “Paul, maybe I should say something first…” 
 
    “No Lisa, this has been bottled up inside me for a while now and, well, it’s got to be said. I’m attracted to you. I’m sure that sounds funny coming from me but the problem is, well, I think that I’m…” Paul started to cry at this point, as he was afraid to say the words he knew he felt in his heart. 
 
    Lisa reached over and took his hands. “Paul, that’s sweet but there is something that, well, you need to know about me. I didn’t want to say anything because, well…” 
 
    Paul shook his head. “Lisa, please let me get it out before you shoot me down, okay? Because I am attracted to you but I think that maybe, well… Umm… I think I was supposed to be a… GIRL!” 
 
    The second he said it, he broke down crying again. Lisa sat there looking at him, wondering what she was supposed to say. This was NOT something that she had expected, not in the least! And with her secret, there was absolutely no way that what she had to say was going to console her friend. But she also realized that maybe she had to tell her something… 
 
    “Paul, I think I know how you feel.” 
 
    Paul stopped for a second and took a deep breath. “What???” 
 
    Lisa looked at him and smiled a weak smile. Then she got up off the chair and took Paul by the hand. Paul came along quietly and as Lisa led Paul to her house, Paul was a little confused. When they got to the house, for the first time without her parents there, she let Paul into the house and brought him upstairs to her bedroom. 
 
    When he got there, he was surprised to see that the room looked a bit out of place for the girl there. He watched as she walked up to a picture and brought it to him. Paul looked at the picture of a young boy holding a trophy. He then glanced and saw a similar one sitting on a shelf. 
 
    “Paul, that is a picture of me about three years ago.” 
 
    “Tomboy, were you?” 
 
    “No Paul. Three years ago, I was a boy boy. I was an unhappy boy but I was a boy. I went to doctors and last year I started to, they call it transition. But the school I went to was a little… Difficult for me to go to so last year we came here. We don’t talk about it, because, well, people can be cruel, not only to me but my folks as well.” 
 
    Paul looked at Lisa. “You were a boy?” Lisa nodded. He could see that Lisa was tearing up; revealing this big secret to Paul and Paul was utterly flabbergasted. But as he watched Lisa, he could see she was about to start crying like he had been earlier. When he saw this, he did something that he never really thought he would. He opened his arms wide and looked at Lisa. In seconds, he was wrapping his arms around her as she started to cry. 
 
    “It’s alright, Lisa. It’s alright!” Paul said again and again. Then Paul realized something else. 
 
    “How bad has it been, Lisa? I mean, REALLY?” 
 
    Over the next two hours, which seemed to fly by, Paul learned of the struggles and such that not only her but her family went through with this issue. Plus, the costs. Paul KNEW that would be a problem for sure, as there was no real money in his family. He was still living with hand me down from the church, mostly, since he still wore SOME but certainly not all of his sister’s clothes still when he was home. 
 
    Lisa learned about Paul’s problems and his quandary through their conversations over the next year. Step by step, Paul explained to Lisa all of his fears and his realization that maybe he was supposed to be a girl. 
 
    By the end of that second year as friends, their relationship blossomed. However, now the rumors had finally hit the entire town and Lisa moved away again. This was devastating for Paul, though they did write a great deal. 
 
    His mom and sister had also heard the rumors and tried and failed to have Paul stop writing her. They even tried to hide the letters coming to him but he would eventually find them and since Paul had found a part time job, decided to get a PO Box to write to her and for the next two years, while his mom and sister thought that they had stopped writing, they wrote and received a letter almost daily. 
 
    Now, Paul never really had any idea of how he was ever going to become a girl in his lifetime, though he did have dreams at night about what he FELT it might be like. And he would tell Lisa about them sometimes, especially the ones when Lisa was also in the dream. 
 
    The big problem was that he still felt a little lonely. And his mom and sister saw that as well. There was one letter that Paul had not seen because his mom had actually opened it and read it. She was concerned, at that time, that Lisa was doing something to her boy. Something evil and wrong. But as she watched her son being more and more somber and lonely, she talked to her daughter and together, they decided that they needed to figure out a way to help Paul find his true self. 
 
    What they discovered was a shop, sitting in a dilapidated part of town that seemed to spring up overnight. And they really were not looking for it as they walked together from the store, but they saw it and something drew them to the door and into the store. 
 
    It looked a whole lot nicer than it did from the outside. And there were a couple of people walking around, looking things. Christmas was right around the corner and they looked at each other. What would it hurt, they asked each other. 
 
    Without their seeing or realizing, a clerk came up to them, holding a small box, wrapped in red paper. 
 
    “I believe that what you are seeking may be in this present. But I have to warn you. Once the package is opened, it cannot be returned. And once the present is received, it cannot be taken back. But, in all my years, I think that I can read some of my customers. So, I think this is what you may be looking for. Or the recipient may be looking for. Too bad about the friend though, but there are just some things I can’t take care of.” 
 
    They looked at the lady, not really knowing what she was saying. They saw the brightly wrapped box and took it from her. It was surprisingly heavy for such a small box. 
 
    “WOW! So, how much?” 
 
    The clerk looked at them. “$25.00” They looked at each other. They then pulled out $25 from their purses, realizing that it must just be a coincidence that was all they had together. They paid the lady and went home. 
 
    Paul had purchased a small gift for his mom, a nice house coat that was new and he got his sister something cute, he thought. It was not like he made a lot at his part time job, but it was enough to get her a stuffed pink bunny rabbit that would replace the one that had essentially died a couple years back. 
 
    Also, Jennifer and his mom had contacted Lisa and her parents, telling them that they would be pleased if they would accept an invitation for Christmas with them. What they got in reply was rather surprising. 
 
    In the envelope were three bus tickets for them to come there for Christmas. They did not tell Paul about the trip until the night before. Paul did not hear from Lisa for a couple of days and thus did not know until they told him that they were invited for Christmas with them. Paul smiled and cried tears of joy. 
 
    That next morning, Paul was packed and ready as they took their small bags and walked to the bus station. Four hours later, they were now at the bus station where Lisa and her parents lived and there, standing there was Lisa and her father. 
 
    Paul and Lisa ran to each other and hugged a long and hard hug! Lisa’s dad walked up to his mom and sister. 
 
    “Good morning and Merry Christmas. I’m Dennis.” 
 
    They introduced themselves to Dennis. 
 
    “I have not seen my daughter so happy in almost six months!” 
 
    “Trust us, Dennis; the same seems to be for us as well. Paul was essentially BEAMING last night when we told him and has been that was ever since. Seeing Lisa is just the icing on the cake.” 
 
    They walked back to the car and rode to their house. Over the rest of the day, Jennifer talked to Sarah some, the mother, as well as with Dennis. Paul’s mom spent most of her time talking with Lisa’s parents as well but was watching her son with Lisa. Every minute that Paul was there with Lisa, he seemed to be happier and better all around. Dennis saw this and smiled. 
 
    “Well, I guess that they are good for each other, whether we like it or not.” 
 
    Paul’s mom laughed. “I tried to keep them apart, hiding her letters to him and still they kept in touch. I know it was wrong but…” 
 
    “I know. When I learned that she TOLD him, I first thought that he was the one who told everyone about my daughter and her past. But now I see that could never have been the case.” 
 
    “Yeah. So how are you and your wife dealing with her problems?” 
 
    Dennis smiled. “One day at a time. It’s all we can do. There will be another year before she can finish her procedures but until then, we just want her to be happy with herself. It seems that means Paul, because her happiness is what’s important.” 
 
    “I agree, Dennis. I agree” 
 
    That evening, Paul’s mom and sister walked up to him and handed him the package. Paul looked at it. 
 
    “It is something special. We were told that once it is opened, it cannot be returned… What was the rest of that, Jennifer?” 
 
    “I think it was, and once it is received, it cannot be taken back, mom.” 
 
    Paul looked at the two of them. He tilted his head and hefted the package, realizing the weight in such a small box. 
 
    “So, do I open it now or what?” 
 
    “Whenever you want to, sweetie.” 
 
    Paul tore into the wrapping paper and then opened the box. 
 
    Inside, Paul saw the most amazing gift he had ever even thought to receive… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cassandra 
 
      
 
      
 
    Paul looked into the box and whistled. What Paul didn’t know was that his mom and sister had no idea what was in the box. When he pulled out the beautiful white silk panties, they looked at each other. Paul was beaming from ear to ear. When he looked inside he also saw and pulled out a matching white bra. He heard something else tinkle in the package and pulled out a couple of other items. 
 
    One was a white silk garter belt and black, seamed stockings. Lastly there was a little necklace with a pendant attached. Paul looked at it and saw that it was engraved with a name on it. Cassandra. 
 
    “Mom, are you SURE this is for… ME?” 
 
    “Yes. Go ahead and try them on. You want any help?” 
 
    “Umm, let me see if I can. But it’s just underwear. Nice underwear to be sure but are you sure???” 
 
    “Yes dear. Go ahead and see if it fits you. While she said it can’t be returned, I’m sure that if it doesn’t fit we can talk her into it.” They looked at each other. On their faces was basically a “what the F**K is this all about” but neither one of them vocalized their thought. 
 
    Paul walked to the room he was going to be using when Lisa walked down the hall. She saw the expression on his face. One of wonder, fascination and bewilderment all at once.” 
 
    “Okay Paul, what seems to be the problem? You look totally lost!” 
 
    Paul pulled out the panties, as they were on the top and Lisa smiled. “Damn, Paul, those are really cute.” She reached out and touched them. “Silk, too! But why do YOU have that cute pair of panties?” 
 
    “You are NOT going to believe this but my mom and sister GAVE these to me!” Paul opened the box again and showed Lisa. She saw all the other items as well as something that Paul had missed. It looked like a chemise or slip, or maybe even a nightie. But they walked into Paul’s bedroom and Paul picked up the garter belt. 
 
    “Wait, Paul. Before you put these things on, maybe you should… Well… Maybe shave your body?” 
 
    Paul looked at Lisa and smiled. “I probably should but I just want to see first if it fits.” 
 
    “Good idea.” 
 
    Paul took the garter belt and looked at it, marveling at the silk fabric and how it felt holding it. He could almost imagine some kind of current flowing through his fingers into him but he figured that it was just the excitement. He looked at himself and stripped naked, not even caring that he was now naked as a jaybird in front of Lisa. But Lisa was a little embarrassed and turned her head a little, though another part of her was excited for Paul. And maybe for herself a little as well. 
 
    Paul took the ends of the garter belt and wrapped it around his waist. As he did, he felt that same current flow through him and this time he shrieked a little. He did this as he watched his waist actually get SMALLER! 
 
    “Lisa!” Paul couldn’t say anything else. When she turned, at first she didn’t catch it but then she saw that his waist was almost 8 inches smaller than it had been. And she was wondering what was going on as Paul’s hair on his waist and belly area was now… GONE! 
 
    “Paul, pull on the stockings. CAREFULLY!” 
 
    Paul rolled the first stocking and then gently rolled the black stocking up his leg. As he did he felt that same tingling sensation run through his leg and when he had it at the top and clipped to the garter tabs, he noticed that his leg had changed tone but that the hair on his leg was gone! When he got the second stocking in place, he looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “MOM! JENN! Can you PLEASE come in here???” 
 
    Paul grabbed the panties and as Lisa watched, he slowly pulled them up his legs. When he got them up to his waist, his mother and sister arrived to see the strange transformation that had taken place below Paul’s waist. They even witnessed the disappearance of Paul’s bulge where his penis had been and become smooth in the front of his panties. 
 
    The three of them looked at Paul and he was frowning. And as he reached for the waist band of his panties, he pulled them out a little and looked down to see… Just a small amount of hair but nothing else. However, when he reached his hand down there, he felt something totally different than anything that he had ever felt before. He could feel a slit between his legs and as he touched it, he grazed against his clitoris and let out a gentle moan. 
 
    All of them realized what Paul had done but were wondering what else would happen. When Paul picked up the bra, he looked at all of them. 
 
    “Might as well, sweetie. You’ve already gone this far so we might as well see where the rest of this takes you.” His mother was smiling, because she could also see the joy and wonder in her son’s… Well, maybe now her younger DAUGHTER’S eyes. 
 
    Paul picked up the bra and wrapped it around his torso and then spun it around. He took the first strap and pulled it up his arm and over his shoulder. As he did, he could see the hair on his arm fade, his chest hair disappear and finally, breasts start to develop. And when he did the other side, the same thing happened again. 
 
    “HOLY COW!” Cassandra exclaimed, with now a very feminine voice! The three other ladies in the room all were smiling and even crying a little as they looked at Cassandra standing there. And as they watched, Cassandra’s hair grew out a little more and became very light blonde. And for all the time Paul had spent inside, apparently this body was an outdoor kind of girl as the body became toned and tanned. She looked at her hands as her nails shaped and colored some and her fingers were now much more feminine in appearance. 
 
    Lisa picked up the box, found the small piece of jewelry and handed it to Cassandra. When it was first seen, it read Cassandra. But as she picked it up, there was not only her name, Cassandra, on the necklace but another name that none of them expected, LISA. She looked at it as Cassandra put it around her neck. 
 
    “Wait a second, ladies. But what is MY name doing on there?” 
 
    “Wait, WHAT?” Mom, Jennifer and Cassandra looked and saw that. “Lisa, it only said Cassandra on it when we looked at it just a few minutes ago. I just don’t understand… Then mom remembered the other thing that the woman had said in the shop and it kind of clicked. But she and Jennifer kept it to themselves. 
 
    “Well, I can take it off, Lisa, if you want.” 
 
    “Oh no you won’t! I was just curious as to how that came to be there. But you still have one last thing to put on and I want to see what that does, especially after all of the rest!” 
 
    Cassandra picked up the chemise and looked at it. As she looked at it, she realized that with everything that happened in the last 10 minutes or so, she was anxious as well. So she picked it up and pulled it over her head and put it in place. 
 
    Nothing happened! It was anti-climactic. But what they did not realize was that by Cassandra pulling that over her head, something had indeed happened. They just didn’t realize it as of yet. 
 
    “Well, I certainly can NOT wear this to church. Your mom might get a little upset, let alone the priests and such.” She walked to the closet where she had put her clothes, PAUL’S CLOTHES, and opened the door. 
 
    Inside the closet were not Paul’s clothes but Cassandra’s clothes. Certainly not one or two outfits like she had brought as Paul but ten different outfits for the four days they would be visiting. As she looked at the clothes, she realized that all of the clothes seemed to be NOT hand me downs but rather new. 
 
    “Mom???” But as she said this, both his mother’s and his sister’s clothes seemed to change from old clothes to some rather newer outfits. It was her mother who also exclaimed as she felt something else different about herself. She could feel her own underwear seem to change some. Jennifer felt it a little less, since she wore the newer clothes before. But her stuff seemed to be somewhat better than the thrift store clothes that they usually wore. 
 
    “I don’t understand this but I am certainly not about to look a gift horse in the mouth!” mom said. “So, put something on young lady and let’s make our manners to the priest and the man upstairs for this miracle of sorts, okay?” 
 
    She picked out something rather festive and reached down for shoes, not knowing what to expect. While certainly not ultra high heels, Cassandra did find a pair of three inch heels that went with the dress she pulled out, a white chiffon dress and not white patent sandal heels. 
 
    Once dressed, she started to walk down the stairs, realizing that she had no difficulty walking in them. When she got down there, everyone was waiting. That was when the next shock hit Cassandra and the rest of them. 
 
    “Well Cassandra, we can certainly see what Lisa sees in you. She said that when you like to dress up, you REALLY dress up. You have two very beautiful daughters, Carrie. I see you certainly raised them well.” 
 
    “Yes, you did, Carrie. And yes, I see why Lisa keeps talking about you, Cassandra.” Dennis said, smiling at his daughter. Lisa looked at her parents as if they had been abducted by aliens and replaced with these two weird people. But as she turned to look at Cassandra, something came over HER! Not knowing what came over her, she walked up to Cassandra, looked into her bright blue eyes and smiled at her. When Cassandra looked back at Lisa, smiling back, Lisa perched up on her toes and gave Cassandra a long, wet kiss, slipping a little tongue which startled Cassandra for a moment. Then they broke off the kiss and the two of them were a little out of breath. 
 
    “Yup, those two are going to be making an interesting pair, don’t you think Dennis?” 
 
    Everyone chuckled a little. Cassandra looked at Lisa and smiled. Then she noticed something else that REALLY got to her. The two of them were wearing a ring on their left hand ring finger. Matching rings. Just one band with a small diamond stone in it. Lisa looked at where Cassandra was looking, looked herself and smiled. 
 
    Off they went, enjoying the evening and the midnight mass celebration. As they got back to the house, they were sitting next to each other, holding hands. Cassandra’s mom, not knowing that she had a cell phone (she did not have one when she was Paul’s mom) rang and it was her boss (to a job she didn’t know about) telling her that the transfer had been approved and the promotion to facility manager of the branch where Lisa was living was good to go. In the next hour, talking to the man on the phone, she realized that she was an assistant branch manager at the bank and was not going to be the branch manager at the new location. 
 
    It was quite the Christmas for both families. Lisa’s parents only knew about Cassandra as Cassandra and never Paul. Only Lisa and Cassandra’s family knew about Paul in any form, though they were certainly happy to see how Cassandra seemed to be. And with them now being closer than before, both physically and emotionally, it seemed that Paul was easily forgotten and Cassandra was a beautiful and happy young lady. 
 
    One last thing though. Lisa did not have the final surgery for a couple of years after they got married. First they went to college, Cassandra and Lisa, earning their B.A. and getting decent jobs as teachers, oddly enough. When they got themselves settled and such, they decided to try to have a couple of children. They had twins, a boy and a girl. Two years later, they decided that two was enough and Lisa finished her transition. They could not be happier. 
 
    And as for the store, it disappeared from the location, but not before the note from the clerk arrived at Lisa’s house, apologizing for not being able to do for her what she had been able to do for Cassandra. But by all accounts, Cassandra is another satisfied client of Fantasy Fashions!


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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