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    Before I start with these stories, I wanted to tell you a little about this series. As you can read, this is the third volume in the series and I am not sure just how many I will eventually have. In the first two volumes, the male character transforms into a female by putting on the lingerie that they do. Of course, one of them, in Volume 2, well, he put on crotchless panties and you can imagine where that landed him… 
 
    When I developed these stories some years back, they were usually one or two pages long, at most, with a picture of a pretty woman, usually clad in just her lingerie and if I could find some guy’s picture that looked like some, sorry to say, LOSER, then it made it slightly more interesting and entertaining. However, well, that might not always be the case. 
 
    There are indeed med out there that would feel absolutely overjoyed if it could be that easy to change to what their inner person is telling them that they are. But would they be happy with the changes? I know that there are some who are quite happy with the inner person being able to match the outer person. But there are still those out there that make fun of these brave souls and I commend them for their own version of bravery. It is indeed difficult to put yourself out there, KNOWING that you will be criticized for it. 
 
    So please understand that these stories are fantasy. And there are indeed those who DREAM that this store existed. Are you one of those people??? 
 
    Brian 
 
      
 
      
 
    Brian was always sort of an outsider while he was growing up. Not that he wanted to be one but that was, as he always said, the way it was. He was just average looking, though a little heavy. But what got people were his brains. While he could never really make friends with his personality, he did gain “friends” who really NEEDED his help all through high school because he was so gifted. He could look at something in science class or math class and almost instantly see it in his head. And when he would study something, he ALWAYS retained that knowledge. 
 
    Of course, this tended to cause some unhappiness in some of his classes since, well, as they would tell him, he “blew the curve” because he would ace everything in class. And some of his fellow classmates, the bullies rather than the ones seeking his help, tended to express their displeasure in a variety of ways. Sometimes they would beat him up, which certainly didn’t happen on school property but did happen when he got close to home. Or else they would do things to the inside of his locker when they could get away with it, which was quite often as the school didn’t really have security cameras in it. 
 
    But he was a fighter of sorts, because he would at least try to defend himself, though he failed miserably. But he “survived” it all through his elementary and middle school years. High school was worse, in that he had a hard time taking their misplaced ire. By the time he made it through his freshman year, he had told his parents he wanted to go to some other school. 
 
    However, his parents could not afford to send him to some private school and while Brian understood, he still had difficulties getting through the days. It never got easier for him but he did gain a couple of REAL friends, though they were girls who actually told him that, while he wasn’t really cute or handsome, they liked that he fought back in some way and, well, they did NEED help in math or science. 
 
    The fact that he hung out with these girls, while they were certainly not the so called “popular” girls; they did have their own clique. That clique was, except for Brian, all girls. In fact, none of these girls LIKED hanging around guys other than Brian. They believed that part of it was that Brian was, well, unthreatening. They saw him get bullied, sometimes physically and while they could not prevent it, they did kind of help heal Brian afterwards. 
 
    But this group of girls DID start to realize that Brian was incredibly smart. In fact, while they didn’t mean to, they eventually started to get better grades, partly because they would ask Brian and poof, he helped them understand things. He wouldn’t DO their homework and especially their term papers but he could HELP them understand their assignments. And this gave him many a brownie point with these girls. Sometimes, those points got him actual brownies, which certainly didn’t bother him any. 
 
    However, as the year went by and into his Junior year in school, those brownie points developed into something MORE from some of the girls. When the first girl actually kissed him, on the cheek mind you, Brian actually blushed. And it grew somewhat, where the girls would give him a kiss, sometimes only when they were alone as a group but once or twice he got a quick peck in front of others in the school. This, sometimes, embarrassed him more but it usually didn’t cause any real harm, until one of the girls gave him a kiss, right on the lips, PROBABLY by accident as Brian had turned his head because someone had said his name as Connie was leaning in to give him a little peck. However, Connie had a boyfriend and he saw this and got a little upset. Hell, Connie blushed big time because it was unexpected. Brian, however, felt something weird when he got that kiss. He didn’t know WHAT it was that he felt but he felt SOMETHING. And from the look on Connie’s face, he wasn’t sure if she felt something either. But she did manage to calm the boyfriend down and life went on. However, something inside of Brian had changed a little. 
 
    And now, while there was not a whole lot that he could do, since she had a boyfriend, he did start to pay more attention to girls in general and the girls he hung with in particular. And that was when he also noticed something else. He realized that he ACTED like they did, from their mannerisms to how he talked, though not QUITE as high a pitch as them but he spoke like they did, in tone and such. He looked at others, both boys AND girls and saw that he had none of the mannerisms of the boys but he had picked up girl’s. This confused him a little. 
 
    But he was afraid to ask or talk to any of the girls about it, for he felt that they would think him either weird or worse, kick him out of the group because he was gay or something. When he tried to do something differently, it just felt awkward to him and even the girls would look at him funny. A couple even asked if he was alright and Brian would just smile, laugh for a second and go back to being, well, Brian. 
 
    But he did finally talk to the one person that he thought MIGHT be able to help him out about this confusion and it was Connie. By then, Connie and her boyfriend broke up and Brian finally got around to having the strange conversation with her, starting with the accidental kiss. 
 
    “Connie, have you got a minute? I want… Need to run something by someone and I felt that maybe YOU would be a good sounding board.” 
 
    Connie looked at him funny. Usually it was her that would say something like this to him. “Brian, usually that goes the other way around. Me asking YOU about something. So, I guess it’s fair. What’s up then?” 
 
    Brian shifted uncomfortably. But he NEEDED to get it off his chest. “I need to go back to, well…” Connie looked at him and smiled, because she could see it in his eyes. 
 
    “That accidental kiss, right?” Brian nodded. “What about it?” Connie wondered if he was going to say it. 
 
    “Connie, when that happened, well, something felt a little, well, strange maybe?” Connie nodded. 
 
    “I just don’t know Brian. I don’t LIKE you in that way though. I mean, I felt something too but, well, I’m just not sure of myself anymore, especially after Steven. Something just seems different to me.” 
 
    “It’s okay Connie. But I had to ask that question but it’s NOT the bigger thing I wanted to talk to you about. I think that maybe I can talk to you about this, though I am not totally sure I understand this myself.” 
 
    “Geez Brian, something certainly does seem to be troubling you. I mean, you’ve been acting really, I guess odd would describe it. What’s that all about?” 
 
    “Okay, let me see if I can explain it. You know that I tend to people watch all the time. At the mall, at school, everywhere. Right?” Connie nodded. “You see, I noticed something and I just don’t know what to make of it. I move and, well, I seem to think I act like… Well… A girl?” 
 
    Connie looked at him, smiling and was about to laugh until she saw the look on his face and she immediately wiped the smile off her face. She looked at him again and realized that not only was he serious about what he said but that it was indeed troubling him. 
 
    “Brian, what are you worried about. You are who you are. Just because you hang out with us girls doesn’t make you a girl. Not does it mean you are gay. And as for your mannerisms and such, I never really thought of it as you being girlie. It is just you.” 
 
    “Connie, it’s not that, but I wonder if OTHERS see me that way. If that is why bullies pick on me, the others tease and whatnot and why most girls in school wouldn’t give me the time of day if it was right in front of them. Hell, they wouldn’t even point out the clock if I asked what time it was. Pretty much people either ignore me or bully me, all my life it seems.” 
 
    “Brian, let’s see about this. You are who you are, whatever and whoever that might be. But this is the question. Why does it bother you that you MIGHT be a little girlie like?” 
 
    Brian looked at Connie and frowned. Connie looked at him and when he started to hang his head down; she reached out, lifted his chin up and smiled at him. “What’s the matter, Brian?” she coaxed. She could see something in Brian’s eyes that made her THINK she knew what it was. But she didn’t want to throw THAT out at him in case she was way off base. “Tell me, Brian. I’m your friend and you can tell me ANYTHING!” Brian looked her in the eyes and finally developed a smile. 
 
    “You mean it? You’re my friend? I can tell you ANYTHING?” It seemed to Connie that he was desperate to tell her SOMETHING! Connie nodded and watched as Brian took a deep breath. 
 
    “I’ve actually wondered about this for a year, Connie. Before that kiss but when it happened, it made me wonder even more. Then I got stuck on something in my head and I started to look at people around me and those I spent time with. I noticed that I moved and talked like the other girls and wondered if maybe I WAS… If I was…” Brian started to sob; he just could not find a way to put it out there. Connie lifted his chin again. 
 
    “Brian, do you wonder if maybe you are a girl on the inside? Is that what’s worrying you?” All Brian could do was sob louder and nod his head. Connie pulled him in closer and gave him a hug until he stopped. “It’s okay, Brian. Trust me, its okay.” She whispered in his ear. Then she said, “everything will be alright Brian.” 
 
    It took a few minutes but he calmed down. Though his eyes were really red, Connie could see something like a spark in them as he finally talked about how he felt. It was funny seeing him like this, she thought. While he was certainly no strong guy, he usually kept his emotions in check, all the years that she knew him. She felt kind of thankful that he felt comfortable talking to her about this. 
 
    After he broke down, he told her how he felt and why he thought this might be the problem his entire life. Though he knew he had a father and everything, he was not a part of his life for a long time. So it was just him and his mother. She didn’t say anything, really, other than the fact that he did need to toughen up or else try to stand up for himself, since very few people would. But beyond that, she had a hard time raising a boy. One time, he had actually heard her say to her mom that she wished that Brian was a girl because at least then she would know what to do with a girl when things happened. A boy was a whole lot harder, she said. 
 
    As Connie heard that, she began to wonder if maybe THAT was the seed that started this. But then again, well, almost anything can plant that kind of seed, even something as simple as a fleeting thought or… But certainly not a kiss? Connie was concerned a little because of the kiss, not so much as to how it had confused her but how she thought it might have done something to make Brian question himself. 
 
    Oddly enough, Brian could actually read that in her face and eyes. “Connie, before you start thinking that YOU caused this, trust me, it wasn’t you or the kiss or anything like that. It is all me and my insecurities. But thank you for at least listening to me. I do really appreciate it.” 
 
    Connie, however, decided that MAYBE she could help him a little bit. She smiled and took Brian’s hand. Brian looked at her kind of funny. 
 
    “Brian, how about we try this. Who knows what to expect. But how about we maybe go to the store and pick out something…” Connie saw the look on Brian’s face. He wants to go? “Maybe get a makeover or something. I don’t know. But I saw this neat little store down the road that maybe has something you can try on or…” 
 
    “You’ll go with me? I don’t know anything about… Well” 
 
    “Yes Brian, I can go with you and help you pick out something, if you want. But don’t make me have to help you actually get dressed. Make up maybe but not that, okay?” Brian nodded. “It would just be TOO creepy having to watch you get dressed and all. You understand, right?” 
 
    “Yeah. So when do you want to go?” Connie could hear excitement in his voice and looked at the clock. It was only 3pm and nothing else was going on, plus it was Friday and they could get together to work on homework and, well, if necessary, makeup tips if that was necessary. She realized it was going to be kind of tough on Brian. Hell, the girls might get pissed or something. But still, it was Brian and something told her that she needed to help him figure this out. Plus, of course, Brian confided in her so she had to help out anyways. 
 
    They got up, Brian checked to make sure he had some money in his wallet. As they walked down the street, they had to stop at the bank so he could hit up the ATM. He checked his balance and figured that he had enough to cover an outfit or something at the very least. 
 
    As they got to the store, Brian was amazed that it seemed to have popped up out of nowhere. He could remember walking through here as recently as last week and all he saw was the Craft paper covering the window saying that a new store was coming soon. As they got to the door, Brian realized that it was mostly a lingerie store and he saw the sign, “Fantasy Fashions” on the door. 
 
    “Connie, it’s a lingerie store!” 
 
    Connie looked at him. “Brian, you have to wear SOMETHING underneath clothing, and they do,” she pointed to a rack on the wall, “have clothing!” But as she looked at the rack, she realized that the clothing on that rack seemed a little, well, risqué for their purpose. Even the lingerie seemed a little more than she thought he would need for an experiment. 
 
    But an older woman came up to them, shook each of their hands, Connie’s first then Brian’s. As she did, Brian felt something akin to a shock through his body. The woman smiled. “Sorry, static electricity, probably. So, what can I help you with young man?” 
 
    Connie looked at Brian and saw him kind of smile. The woman looked at Connie. “I know who this is for, but I pride myself on two things. Discretion and Style. Once I know who it is for, I can work wonders for them. But I also sense a little hesitation so, how can I help you out?” 
 
    Brian looked at Connie. Before he could say anything, Connie opened her mouth. 
 
    “My friend has an internal dilemma. He is unsure of himself and, well, I am sure you can understand where that leads us. I saw this place and figured that it is kind of secluded and new that people who know him might not recognize him, in case it isn’t what he wants.” 
 
    The woman smiled. Then she took Brian’s hand, patted it and then led the two of them into a small dressing room. Okay, it was a rather good sized room and offered a little changing area curtained off. She looked at Brian and then smiled. 
 
    “What color do you like?” 
 
    Brian thought for a second. “Actually, maybe a light blue? Pastel colored blue rather than a darker one.” 
 
    “Excellent choice. Now, miss, conservative look or maybe a little more feminine for an outfit. No, not the costumes like those on the rack. Those are for some of the more adventurous customers, not really suited for your needs.” 
 
    Connie looked at Brian. He smiled. He had seen some of the costumes out there and a couple had caught his eye. Connie knew that and had actually seen him smile, looking at one of them. “You sure, Brian? It might be better to maybe go a little less, well, TOO extreme?” 
 
    The woman laughed. “Brian likes the French Maid uniform, doesn’t he?” Brian blushed a little and Connie did as well. When the woman said it, Connie actually IMAGINED Brian, as a girl, wearing the uniform that was out there. She shook her head but could not quite get the image out of her head. 
 
    “Well, what we can do is this. First start with the under things. Then we can see how that feels and go from there. Maybe something feminine but not quite to the slutty look yet and see how you feel about that. But, I should warn the both of you. Once you start to try something on, well, it’s going to be yours from then on, be in underwear or be it clothes. Okay?” 
 
    They looked at each other. Brian nodded. “Sure, I got it.” 
 
    “Okay then, once that is out of the way, let me see.” She looked Brian over from top to bottom. “Okay, bra and panties are a given. I think a nice pair of stockings and a garter belt too.” Connie smiled. “Yes, young lady, I know, sounds kind of over the top, right? But it is the best way I know to settle something like this.” 
 
    Connie looked and saw Brian smiling a little. Connie could tell that he was getting excited with the idea. Connie didn’t think the stockings were necessary but since he DID, she decided to let him indulge. “If that’s what you want Brian, that’s what you get!” 
 
    “Okay, but here is one last thing, and it is the most important thing before I get anything for you, Brian. Have you thought about a girls name that you like?” 
 
    Brian stood there, pondering that question for a minute. “Actually, I thought of two different names. I like Lynne, but I also like the sound of Christina. Okay, I like Christina Aguilera but that’s beside the point. But Lynne, with an ‘E’ at the end is one I seem to favor.” 
 
    Connie looked at Brian. “Lynne? Really Brian? You DO know that is my MIDDLE name, right?” Brian kind of blushed. Connie laughed. “Okay, Lynne it is.” They laughed together and Connie gave in and hugged him. 
 
    The woman smiled. “Lynne with an ‘e’ is it? Okay. Well, give me a couple of minutes to gather what I think you’ll need. Brian… I mean Lynne, you can put your clothes on the table there as you strip down. Then when you get the underclothes, if you have questions, let me or Connie know and we will answer them for you. But again, be warned that sometimes the unexpected can happen. But even then, it might be a good thing.” And she walked out. 
 
    Brian looked at Connie and then stepped behind the curtain. He found a chair and a hanger and he took off his pants and shirt. He took off everything but his jockey shorts and waited for the woman to return. She did so in a minute, carrying the lingerie in light pastel blue, with matching stockings as well as a matching slip. On a hanger was a somewhat floral dress with light blue the predominant shading behind the flowers. On another hanger, shocking Connie was a light blue satin French Maid Uniform with a white petticoat. To go with both outfits were a pair of light blue patent leather pumps. 
 
    Connie looked at the woman. “Well, he can try it on if he wants. If he decides not to, then it’s all good.” 
 
    “It will all fit him? The dress and even the lingerie seems to look a little small.” 
 
    The woman laughed. “Not to worry, it will fit him, no problem. Okay Brian, I would recommend that you start with the garter belt and stockings. Two reasons for that. One purely physical and the other, well, you can figure it out. If you need to use the facilities, it might be easier if your panties are OVER the garter belt so you can get them out of the way. After that, however you want to get dressed is up to you.” Then she handed everything through the part in the curtain and Brian looked at them. 
 
    He felt another current flow through him as he picked it up. Damn static electricity. His mind was too focused to realize that there was nothing in the shop at all that would generate it. But as he looked at the lingerie, he smiled. The dress was beautiful but the maid uniform had him feeling excited. 
 
    “Thanks. But why both a dress and the uniform?” 
 
    Connie shrugged. “Maybe because the woman saw that you were excited with that item. I didn’t know she had it in that color but, well, wear whatever you want, okay?” 
 
    Brian smiled. Of course, his mind was screaming for him to put on the uniform but first he had to put on the lingerie. Then he calmed himself down and picked up the stockings and started rolling them up… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lynne 
 
      
 
      
 
    Brian finished rolling the stocking up and then gently inserted his foot into the nylon, just as he had seen his mother do before. He felt a tingle course through his body as he rolled the stocking into place and then realized he needed to have the garter belt on. So he picked it up and wrapped it around his waist. Even that gave him a tingle of excitement. 
 
    When he reached down to attach the tabs to the stocking top, he noticed that his leg felt a little different. It certainly LOOKED a little different in the light blue nylon. But he dismissed it for a moment as he rolled up the other stocking and put it on. He looked down and felt excited. He thought his legs looked spectacular in the nylons. 
 
    He reached for the blue panties and stepped into them. As he pulled them up along his legs, he could feel the energy in his body really start to grow. When he hiked them up over his hips and up to his waist, the tingling intensified! He thought that he could actually see not only his waist shrink but his panties became SMOOTH in front. When he pulled the waist band out to look down, he briefly saw what LOOKED like his penis shrink and then felt something really odd between his legs. When he reached down there, made contact with the folds between his legs, he actually SHIVERED! 
 
    “Uhh CONNIE???” When he heard his voice, he couldn’t quite understand why his voice changed a little. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Brian?” 
 
    “Umm. Can you come in here and help me with something?” 
 
    “Brian, I told you that I was not going to help you get dressed. So please, don’t ask, okay?” 
 
    Brian thought it over. “Well, it’s something odd, Connie. I need your help with it.” 
 
    “Brian, if you are decent, then come out here. If not, finish dressing THEN come out. I don’t need to see your male anatomy, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, but that wasn’t an issue, Connie.” Brian picked up the bra and wrapped it around his waist. As he turned it and put one strap in place, he watched as his pectoral muscle changed and a breast formed in its place. 
 
    Just then, Connie, feeling a little mad at herself, peeked her head through the curtain and watched the breast form. She let out a little shriek, just as Brian put the second strap in place. 
 
    “OH MY GOD! What the hell, Brian?” 
 
    “Connie, I don’t know. But look!” He pulled out the waist band again and though she didn’t WANT to look down there, she did anyway and let out another shriek! “That was what I was calling about, Connie. I don’t get it!” 
 
    Connie looked at him. “What are you doing to your voice, Brian? You sound like a… GIRL!” 
 
    Brian smiled. “Nothing. But when you look at me or at least all I see IS a girl!” She pointed to the mirror in the cubicle and Connie looked at the reflection. Of course, now it was the backside of Brian and he had the ass of a girl and the figure of one for certain. And as she looked, she caught the fact that Brian’s hair had turned fuller, a deeper brown and reached to the middle of her back! 
 
    “Brian, lets… Oh hell, why not finish getting dressed. Then we can ask that lady what is happening.” 
 
    Brian picked up the dress and slip. Then he looked at the maid uniform and petticoat. He didn’t know what came over him but he took the petticoat and pulled it up into place and then unzipped the uniform and stepped into it, reached behind himself and zipped it up. Then he picked up the apron and tied it around his waist. Then he saw a small gold chain dangling from the hanger the uniform was on. 
 
    “Lynne” 
 
    He smiled and saw that there was a clasp. He opened it and then put it around his neck. When he did, he felt another strange jolt go through his body and he shivered. When he stepped out, he saw Connie there, sitting on the bench. 
 
    “About time, Lynne, that you came out of there! And what on earth made you wear that way too slutty French Maid uniform? Not that you don’t look hotter than Hadies in it but damn!” 
 
    Brian looked at her with a strange look. 
 
    “Relax, Brian. But damn, you DO look hot in that thing. And girl… You got some long legs!” 
 
    Brian looked down and smiled. In those heels, which he was actually COMFORTABLE walking in, he looked like he had long and luxurious legs. And in those stockings, they looked even hotter he felt. 
 
    Connie reached out and took his hand. As she did, something possessed her and she leaned in and gave Brian a gentle kiss, meaning to just give him a little peck on the lips but it lasted far longer than she anticipated. When she pulled back, she felt like she was out of breath. And when she looked at Brian, or Lynne as she was now thinking of her friend, she too looked like she was out of breath. Then Lynne reached out with her hand, a well manicured and polished hand and caressed Connie’s cheek. Then Connie felt her head being pulled towards the beautiful girl… Wait, Brian… No, this was Lynne and she was beautiful and she kissed her again, passionately this time. 
 
    After another minute, they broke apart but held each other’s hand. They walked out into the shop and saw that it looked brighter and actually had a few others in it. Connie recognized a couple of people and was worried that they would see Brian and thus out him. But when one of the girls came up and kissed Lynne on the cheek and Connie as well, she thought things were okay. What she heard next shocked both of them. 
 
    “So, is that what you are going to wear for the costume party, Lynne? Damn, I don’t know if the school will let you wear THAT, but I am sure that the party at the country club will CERTAINLY have no issue with you wearing that. But you might have some guys, and some girls, trying to get into your panties, maybe even me!” Janice laughed. 
 
    Connie smiled. “Get in line, girl. You KNOW she’s MINE!” Janice and Connie both laughed. Lynne smiled.  
 
    “I don’t know. It IS kind of slutty, isn’t it?” Lynne asked. “It might be a bit too much for school. But then again, I’m not getting it to wear to school, am I Connie?” 
 
    Janice actually blushed and as she watched Connie blush even redder, the other girls came over and oohed and ahhed over the uniform. They all agreed that it looked really cute on Lynne and that her legs actually looked longer and much cuter in those heels and stockings. Janice leaned in and whispered into Connie’s ear, “She REALLY does look better as Lynne than as Brian, I have to tell you.” Connie looked aghast, afraid that they would be found out. “Don’t worry. The only reason I know anything at all is that my grandmother owns the place. I was the one picking out the necklace for her so I know. But everyone else, and I do mean EVERYONE else only knows her as Lynne.” 
 
    Connie smiled. “Is this REAL then?” Janice pinched Connie, not in the hand or wrist but discretely on her nipple, causing Connie to squeak a little. “Well, since you reacted, then I guess it is, isn’t it Connie?” 
 
    Connie shook her head. “Oh Lynne, don’t you think you should put on something a little more conservative, like that dress the nice lady brought over to you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess. But I do want to wear this some more!” Connie had known BRIAN for years and had never seen him really look or even act this happy before. As she watched him head back into the dressing room, she looked over at Janice. 
 
    “Yes, she does seem far happier now, don’t you think?” Connie asked. 
 
    “Yes, dear, she is.” A voice came from behind her. Janice smiled and left. 
 
    “So, is this permanent?” 
 
    “Well dear, it wasn’t until he put on the necklace. When SHE did that, everything became different than it was when you both walked in. of course, since she also chose to wear the French Maid uniform, well, I think that you find yourself being a little more, well, feeling in charge of her, as it were, am I right?” 
 
    Connie thought about it. "I don’t know. But something overcame me back there and I tried to just give her a little kiss but it kind of lingered a little. Then the second kiss kind of came out of nowhere!” 
 
    “Well, I guess I should tell you this. Right now, Lynne is changing into a full fledged woman and by tonight, she will be finished with her transformation, 100 percent. She will remember being Brian, just as you and my grand-daughter do. But everyone, including her family, will ONLY know her as Lynne.” 
 
    Connie nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Second thing you need to know is that she is quite naturally submissive. More so because of the outfit that she was not only drawn towards in the first place but also because she chose that to put on first. And the person she is submissive to is YOU!” 
 
    Connie nodded. “Does that mean what I THINK it means?” 
 
    The woman smiled. “Well, if you wanted to spank her, yes, she would gladly submit to that. If you wanted her to go down on you and worship at your feet, bringing you to orgasm, I believe she would gladly do that. Just about anything, within reason, she would do for you. Not only because she is submissive to you but she also, well, I believe, loves you and has, somewhat since that accidental kiss, though she, as Brian, would never admit to it. Sort of like you not wanting to admit that there might have been something between you then. But now, well, it is out in the open and you both seem happier for it.” 
 
    Connie smiled. “Yes, I see what you mean. But you said she likes to be spanked?” 
 
    “Young lady, even you, if you search deep down, might like a gentle swat on the backside from a lover. But as for Lynne, yes, she does. Just don’t get too heavy with it at first, if you decide to give the woman who loves you something that she craves from you. Oh, that and your kisses. She craves those as well.” 
 
    Five minutes later, Lynne had a pair of hangers that she carried with her. One held the uniform and petticoat under a black plastic cover. The other hanger had the outfit that she had worn to the shop, though NOT quite the boy’s clothes she arrived with. It was now just a short skirt, panties, bra and blouse. She decided to wear the nice flowery dress to match her new lingerie. She loved how her legs looked and how her body was reacting to the gentle silkiness of the nylons on her legs and the way the dress felt on her skin. 
 
    Holding her hand was Connie, walking down the street with her friend. Her lover, she realized. And for the first time in both their lives, they both felt at peace with the way things turned out. Lynne was now a beautiful woman, who had a beautiful girlfriend. And Connie, well, she found herself in the loving looks from Lynne and knew herself to be complete. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Barry 
 
      
 
      
 
    Barry was always told he was either a “NERD” or a “GEEK” all while he was growing up. Part of that could be on account of his smarts, which he certainly was. He had graduated from high school at the age of 12. Had his BS in computer science at 17. Master’s degree at 20. He had a Master’s degree before he could even have a drink, legally! So, I guess you could certainly say he was a geek or nerd. And, well, he did look kind of like what everyone would think one looked like. Pimples, shallow complexion, pale as a ghost and glasses. 
 
    And, unfortunately for him, he did, indeed, all through his school years, have that pocket protector in his button down shirt pocket. He dressed the part quite well, no t-shirts or jeans. Always khaki pants and button down shirt, white socks and black or brown tie up shoes. 
 
    And as you can imagine, he was not all that good with the ladies. Nor with the guys either, to put a point on it. They looked at him like a freak, which given his intelligence, he could indeed be one. And when he finished his Masters, he decided NOT to try and complete his Doctorate until he actually had found some work and saved the money. Getting his BS had been simple with scholarship money thrown his way. His masters, while not totally free of tuition, he still had money left from his first scholarship to help him through the first year and change. He did get more money and grants to finish that but there were none out there to be found for him to get his Doctorate. So off to find work. 
 
    The problem is that at his age, people do not immediately think that he has a BS degree, let alone a Masters. Even at the few IT companies willing to talk to him about jobs, seeing how young he was, well… Plus his people skills left a great deal to be desired. His one joke and it was certainly old, was that since he was NOT really a people person, which was why he went into IT and Computer Science. Problem was he needed to be somewhat of a people person just to get through the interview process. 
 
    He did find SOME work, however, with IT companies, but usually NOT in his field. He could get into the “mail room” and maybe something a little better but he would not be able to get better positions until he could figure out how to interview AND relate to people. Not all that easy for him. 
 
    And the jobs he did find, well, he just could not seem to keep them for very long, since he did have something of an attitude. He KNEW he was smarter than most of the people he would deliver mail to. He would see them every day, maybe try to be polite and tell them what they had wrong or whatever. Sometimes that worked, most times not so much. But if it did, it usually spelled the last few days of his being there because something would be said. When it didn’t, well, he would usually mutter under his breath something and POOF, he was fired. 
 
    But one day, he was walking by a bar. They were hiring and he didn’t really care if all he was given were dishes or glasses to wash. He needed to be able to pay his rent and, well, he was just about out of money. So he took a deep breath and walked into the bar. 
 
    When he got inside, it was still somewhat light out and the inside was still a little dirty. He could see some people cleaning the place, getting ready for the night time business, he thought. He decided that he could at least ask. 
 
    “I saw the sign outside saying you’re hiring and I’m honestly looking. For ANYTHING” 
 
    A woman laughed. “At least he’s honest about it, right guys?” That elicited a laugh from the guys cleaning the joint. Barry watched as the woman walked up to him. 
 
    “Well, you certainly do not look like many, hell ANY of the others who have come in here looking for work. Dearie, those that got hired lasted maybe one night in this place. So, what are you willing to do?” 
 
    Barry looked at the woman and smiled shyly. “Honestly, I am willing to do ANYTHING. Yes, if that means washing dishes or cleaning toilets, I can and will do it. I just need a job to pay my rent and so I can eat.” 
 
    The woman looked at him. “Well, let me ask you a couple of questions. The biggest one is, are you a people person?” When Barry didn’t respond, she figured out his problem. “Okay, so you don’t converse so well. But I am sure we can get that fixed in you, if you are willing. But I guess the next one is even more important.” 
 
    Barry looked at her expectantly. They had no problem with his not being too much of a people person so that was helpful. 
 
    “Young man, you should know that this bar is a DRAG BAR. That means that there will be men dressed as women, either full out drag or modest and trying to be convincing. That could be those working here AND our customers. Will that be an issue for you?” 
 
    Barry shook his head. “Honestly, ma’am, I never give much thought to people and what they do. Live and let live, I guess. If it makes them happy, then no big deal, right?” 
 
    The woman laughed. “Okay smarty pants. But are YOU willing to put on a serving girl outfit and deliver drinks to our customers. In HEELS. And even sometimes get your ass pinched by someone, especially some of the regulars. Of course, if you look like shit in the uniform, you might be safe but, well, no one wearing MY uniforms looks bad.” She winked at Barry. 
 
    Barry stood there. “Well, I said I would do anything, though I never thought it would be something like that. But sure. One thing I do is keep my word. Even if it embarrasses me.” 
 
    “Okay then. By the way, I’m Elaine and I own the place. Come with me and we will see about getting you dressed up and see what you think. If you think you can handle it, we can put you to work tonight. Pay is $10 per hour plus tips. If your good, tips can be very good. If you are kind of a ‘bad girl”, well, tips can become rather interesting!” 
 
    Barry looked at Elaine and turned his head. 
 
    “Trust me, you’ll figure it out quickly.” 
 
    She led Barry to the dressing room and back there were two other gals, already dressed in the “uniform” and as Barry looked, he shook his head. They were just about like a slutty French Maid uniform, with petticoat, ruffled panties and all. He shook his head though. “Elaine, there is NO WAY I can look THAT good, no matter what you try and tell me.” 
 
    “Like I said, young man, trust me.” 
 
    Then Elaine opened a cabinet and pulled out some lingerie. A corset in red, matching red ruffled panties and black seamed stockings. Then she pointed to the curtained off area. “Go ahead and put these on. Just do it, don’t ask questions and don’t freak out like others do. Once you are wearing that stuff, come out and we will see which uniform you get. 
 
    Barry shook his head and went behind the curtain. He stripped off his clothes and looked at his legs. “Should I do something about the hair on my legs, Elaine?” 
 
    “Nope. Just roll the stockings up your legs CAREFULLY.” 
 
    Barry looked at them again. They were REALLY sheer and silky. But he did as she told him to and rolled them up his legs. They felt really nice going up his legs and smiled. “Not too bad. And I can’t even see my hairy legs. Interesting.” 
 
    He took the corset and put it around his waist and tugged it into position. As he did, he could see his breasts forming. “WOW!” he said, this time out loud. Elaine heard that and chuckled. 
 
    “Dearie, you ain’t seen nothing yet!” 
 
    Barry picked up the panties and pulled them up his legs. When he got them in place, he felt everything get a little weird but when he looked at the front, there was no bulge. “Damn, not too bad.” 
 
    He stepped out of the room and Elaine smiled. She walked over and pulled out a blonde wig and put it on his head. As she combed it out a little, Barry didn’t really notice that his hair was longer, all he saw was the wig. Elaine stepped back, walked around behind Barry and tightened the corset a little more. It didn’t really do anything to Barry, though he did feel it being a little tighter. 
 
    “Okay, now we need a uniform. I think the red one with the white lace. And the red pumps.” She went and picked them up and handed Barry the pumps first. Without really thinking, he put them on and was able to stand in them like a pro. When she handed him the uniform, he put that on and instantly looked hotter than he thought he could. He saw himself in the mirror and whistled. 
 
    “Okay, this is SOOO bizarre. I LOOK like a girl!” 
 
    “Actually, you look like a hot young serving girl and I think you will certainly get your ass pinched a couple of times. How you react to that will tell you everything you need to know about being a people person. But I guarantee that you WILL get it pinched several times.” 
 
    Barry looked at Elaine. “Well, honestly, if I was that kind of guy, I would probably pinch this ass. It looks… Wait a second, what’s with my voice? It sounds a little off.” 
 
    “Well it could be because the corset is restricting you a little. Or it could just be that you are getting into character. Or anything else. You sound feminine though, so go with it, okay. But now we need a name for you.” 
 
    Barry thought about it for a second. “Well, how do you change Barry, which is my name by the way?” 
 
    Elaine thought for a second. “Well, since all the girls have ‘cutsie’ names, we will call you… Barbie!” 
 
    Barry shook his head. “Barbie?” 
 
    “Well, Candie, Heather, Sandy and Claire are taken. And what’s wrong with Barbie?” 
 
    “It’s a doll! A play thing!” 
 
    “Barbie, in here, you ARE a play thing!” Elaine laughed and as Barry thought about it, he realized that dressed as he was, he would, indeed, be a play thing. 
 
    He didn’t give it another thought as he walked out into the bar and saw that there were now people there. He got ushered over to the bar and was introduced to the girls and the bar tender. His name was Jake and for some reason, Barry thought he looked REALLY handsome. And the girls looked just about as slutty as he did and each of them were wearing smiles. They were told which tables were theirs to work, what the specials were and off they went. 
 
    Barry realized that he had only a couple of tables and figured it was so that he could ease into it. He went to take orders and the first thing that happened was he got his ass pinched, TWICE! By two different guys. He whipped around and saw them. One was a big, rather rugged man, maybe in his 40 or 50’s. Barry couldn’t really tell since, well, he was kind of young. 
 
    What Barry did next though, shocked him as he did it. He reached out, grabbed the offending hand and slapped it gently on the top. Then he bent down and whispered in his ear, “If you want my attention, sweetie, pinching my ass ain’t going to do it so well. Slap my ass and maybe I’ll pay better attention to ya!” 
 
    When he looked at the other person, he saw that SHE was a pretty young lady. He leaned down and quietly said, “Well sweetie, if you want a piece of me, just ask nicely. I play rough but play nice too.” 
 
    He then stood up and walked to the first table he was supposed to have. He took a couple of orders, went to the bar and when he got those, went back. He purposely avoided those two that had pinched her the first time and delivered the drinks and continued to wait on his tables. 
 
    He did get his ass pinched a couple of more times however. And, the guy who had first pinched his ass actually slapped it on the way out the door. When he felt that, she turned to him looked him right in the eyes and leaned in and kissed him square on the mouth. When he backed up, he slapped him across the face. “I said you would get my attention sweetie. I never said you would LIKE the attention.” He smiled at him as he rubbed his cheek. Then he laughed. 
 
    “You are one hell of a woman, girl!” Then he walked out of the bar. 
 
    At the end of his shift, which was the entire night, he went back to the bar with the other girls. The bartender looked at him. “So, what will you have?” 
 
    He looked at him and smiled. “Diet anything. A girl has to watch her figure!” When he said this, Jake laughed. The girls looked at him, shook their heads, laughing as well. Elaine walked up and smiled at all of them. 
 
    “Okay girls, we had a good night for a Thursday. You know that tomorrow will be balls to the walls, so make sure you all get some rest. Barry, come with me. There is some paperwork that has to be filled out, if you are going to keep working.” 
 
    Barry smiled. “Sure, why not. I actually had fun. But can I take these heels off. My feet are kind of hurting a little.” 
 
    “Yes, you can.” Then she handed him a pair of slippers. “Wear these so you don’t snag the stockings on something.” Barry slipped them on and off they went to the office. 
 
    Elaine handed him all the papers, from W-4 to I-9 and everything in between. Then he went back to the bar to settle his account with the bar. Once he was finished, he discovered that he had made, for the night, over $200 just in tips! He looked at Jake. 
 
    “Are you sure? Check again please. I don’t want to short the bar for anything.” 
 
    Jake smiled. “Barbie, you got a large tip from the guy you slapped, AFTER you slapped him. But other than that, you did well. Tomorrow will be the test. Fridays are really heavy. Saturdays as well. As for Sunday, if you can survive the next two days, as its football season, it could get interesting. So, as Elaine said, go home, get some rest and see you in the afternoon. 2pm” 
 
    Barry smiled, pocketed the money and walked to the changing room. No one else was in there, so he stripped off the outfit, feeling his body kind of return to normal. As he got dressed again, he smiled. It WAS kind of fun, though his feet were kind of killing him. But he managed to walk home, as he lived only a couple of blocks from the bar. When he got inside, he started filling the tub with hot water. As it filled, he stripped off his clothes and got into the tub. 
 
    The water was REALLY hot but he felt his aches and pains leave him instantly. He turned off the water and soaked in the tub until the water got cold. He pulled the plug, turned on the water again and took a long hot shower. Once that was done, he got out, dried off and walked to his bed. He closed the blinds and fell into bed, sleeping peacefully. 
 
    The alarm went off at noon. He looked at it, smiled and then realized that he had to be at work at 2pm, ready to go. He hopped out of bed, took another shower and ate a quick meal. Then he took the $200 he earned from the night before and put that into his little spare change can. He got dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and walked to the bar. 
 
    He noticed some people there that he knew, from the neighborhood, and many of them were looking at him kind of strangely. He didn’t know their names, just that they lived in the neighborhood and were occasionally a little mean. As he walked around them, he rang the bell and was let in. 
 
    “What are those people doing here? The bar doesn’t open until 2?” 
 
    Jake smiled. “Those people, always the same ones, are here every Saturday and Sunday, trying to ‘preach’ the gospel according to them. It’s annoying but it is their right to do it, as long as they don’t block the door. It’s all good as we have a police officer here usually on the weekend, to take care of the rowdy people.” 
 
    Barry smiled. “Okay. Gotta get ready.” And off he went. 
 
    When he got there, he saw that he was all alone. Odd, he thought. He looked at the clock on the wall and realized he was an hour EARLY! “Oh well,” he thought. He went to the locker he used the day before and saw that his locker now held a green set instead of the red from the night before. 
 
    “Ok, green today, huh. He saw that there was everything there that he needed, from the corset to the stockings to heels. He went and got behind the curtain, in case anyone got there while he was dressing. He was still a little shy so… As he got dressed, he noticed it happen again, his hair would be hidden by the stockings and the corset helped him get breasts. Panties and petticoat on, he pulled on the heels and uniform. 
 
    When he looked in the mirror, he saw that his hair was longer. He shook his head and it felt like it was all his hair. “What???” But then he shook his head. “Maybe I DO need a haircut. But if I keep doing this, maybe not cut it but style it!” he chuckled. 
 
    Once he was finished, he went out to the bar to see Jake. When he got there, he was handed a diet coke. “Gotta watch your figure, right?” 
 
    Barry laughed. “Plus I can’t drink for another three months legally!” Jake looked at him. “Give me that back!” Barry handed it back to him. “Here’s a REAL Diet Coke. That last one had some Jack Daniels in it. I honestly didn’t know you were under age. Sorry. Not losing the license for that!” Jake laughed, which had Barry laughing too. 
 
    Around 130, Jake watched a couple of the girls come in. They went out back and came out a couple of minutes later, all in green like he was. He looked around and saw all the green decorations up and was slightly confused. 
 
    “I know it’s not St Patrick’s Day so, what gives?” 
 
    The girls laughed. “This week, it’s all about St Mary’s and their football team. Next week, I think its Notre Dame. So, the colors are changed up for each team the neighborhood supports. I think that there will be a week for places like Syracuse, Rutgers and I believe Boston College. Tomorrow, well, if you survive today…” 
 
    Barry laughed. “NFL, right?” The girls nodded. 
 
    When 2pm hit, the doors opened and it was, as Elaine had said, balls to the walls. The girls worked the entire afternoon and into the night. They DID get to take a break, splitting them up over the night between the four of them. Barry got to take the last one, being the newest girl there. 
 
    It was even worse, in terms of getting pinched and even a slap on the ass, from the same guy from the night before. When she got that and saw who it was, she reached out and kissed him again but did NOT slap his face. “He whispered, “Please don’t do that unless you want something SPECIAL from this ass. But be careful what you ask for, because it could be really, REALLY bad!” He then winked at him, gave him a peck on the cheek and continued on his merry way. 
 
    By the time the night was through, he had been there for a long and grueling 14 hours. He had gotten a couple of breaks and had eaten but was somewhat tired. As he went back to the bar to settle his account, the girls all walked by and gave him a hug, which he thought was nice of them. 
 
    “Barry, the girls are thankful that you were here working. Usually they don’t get to take a break since two girls can’t cover all these tables. But you should know that tomorrow… Actually today, you’ll need to be here around 1130. Doors open at noon. It is the LONGEST day we have during the week.” 
 
    Barry smiled. “It’s okay. I think I can handle it. Now all I have to do is settle up with you.” 
 
    It took a little time but when he was done, he realized that he had earned over $800 in tips. He just shook his head. “Hell, I haven’t even had a guy ask me out or nothing and I’m getting tips like this?” 
 
    “Let me tell you something. As long as you don’t kneel down and suck off some dude at their table, which would not only ruin things but get you canned in an instant, you aren’t allowed to date any of the customers. Not that you could. But still, Elaine gets a little down on that because some of the girls like some of those customers but sometimes, well, it can cause trouble at work for the girls if someone sits at the wrong table and such. So keep an eye out for that so you don’t get in the middle of something like that.” 
 
    Barry smiled. “Thanks. Gotta get home.” 
 
    Jake smiled. “No, first you have to change clothes, then go home!” 
 
    Barry looked and realized that he was still in the green uniform. “Damn!” then he got up, went and changed into his street clothes, then went home. 
 
    When the alarm went off at 9am, he was somewhat startled. He looked at the clock and realized he had to get moving. He took another hot shower and looked at himself in the mirror. He did notice that his hair WAS longer than he realized. He brushed it out and got dressed. He just put on some sweats and went out the door. As he arrived at the bar, the people were there again and they looked at him with contempt. He smiled, wished them a blessed day, which kind of annoyed a couple of them but two of them did smile when he said that and in he went. 
 
    As he looked around, he knew it was going to be a tough day. Yesterday it was St Mary’s Green. Today was going to be Giants blue and red. When he got to the locker, he had red underwear and blue uniform. He looked around, decided what the hell and took off his sweats and by the time he had his underclothes on, the others arrived to get dressed. 
 
    He was sitting there in the room as the girls all stripped off their clothes, which he realized was sweats like he had worn. He got a little excited when he saw their breasts and shaved mounds between their legs and realized that he had never really seen these kinds of things before. It intrigued him somewhat and it made him kind of, well, jealous of them, looking like that, desirable and pretty like they were. And as he watched them put on their corsets and stockings, he watched in awe how easily they did it.  
 
    “It’s a good thing, Barbie, that you have natural beauty. We need to put on makeup to look as good as you do!” one of them commented to him. Barry looked at her and smiled. “Candie, you look beautiful just like you are!” 
 
    The others all laughed. Candie was blushing. “Barbie, thanks but I have to put on makeup before I come here to put on makeup. But, like I said, thanks!” 
 
    Everyone was dressed and headed out to the bar. They were given their table assignments, learned the specials, including bar food, and at noon, the doors opened. 
 
    It was to prove to be a long and somewhat eventful day and evening for Barry. Barry didn’t know it. Neither did anyone else. All it took was for someone to notice something on the floor in the employee lounge to cause things to drastically change Barry’s life. Even Elaine, who KNEW about the charm, thought that the charm was in the office for Barbie. But it was actually in the blue lingerie pack that she put in the locker. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Barbie 
 
      
 
    When the first break came around, this time Barry got to take it. It was the slot between the 1pm games and the 430pm games, so he got to take a 15 minute break. It was enough to eat a hamburger and drink a diet coke. Ten minutes later he was out into the bar, letting one of the other girls head out. 
 
    Candie was the next one and she was out in ten minutes as well. Heather was the next one and when she got there, she saw the charm sitting on the floor. She picked it up, saw that it said “Barbie” and chuckled. “I thought it was a joke, her name being Barbie” she put it on the table and then had her sandwich and walked out. As she did, she walked up to Barry and smiled. Then she took the necklace and put it around Barry’s neck. 
 
    “I don’t know HOW you dropped this but it was on the floor. Let me just get this clasp on…” and she got it on. Barry felt a little jolt go through his body almost instantly, shivered a little but then he was fine. Then he shook his head. 
 
    “I dropped what? This isn’t MY necklace. I don’t have one.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It has your name on it so I just thought it was yours. It does look cute on you, so you might as well keep it on for now. You can always take it off later, right?” 
 
    Barry nodded. “I guess so.” And they continued to work. 
 
    When Barry realized that for the first time he HAD to use the bathroom, he went to the girls and let them know he would be back momentarily. As he walked by, he passed Elaine as he headed for the employee washroom. Elaine saw the necklace, walked by then stopped cold dead in her tracks. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” she whispered. She turned around and followed Barry into the lounge and towards the washroom. 
 
    “Uhhh, Barry. Before you say anything, I can explain, okay?” 
 
    “What are you talking about? I just have to go to the… WHAT THE HELL!!!!!” 
 
    Barry, for the first time since he was there, had never had to use the washroom before now, so he didn’t know that while he was wearing the uniform and such that he body has changed to that of a woman, which is all well and good but now, well, he has found out about it and Elaine is now really WORRIED about it. 
 
    The scream also brought Jake into the room. “What’s wrong with Barbie?” and Elaine knew what had happened was for real. 
 
    Barry, now Barbie, finished using the toilet, since she REALLY did need to use it, as that burger had gone right through her, wiped and came out of the washroom, looking like his/her life had suddenly changed and not for the better. 
 
    “It’s okay Jake. Give me a minute and tell the girls everything is alright.” Elaine said, looking at her new employee, worried that it was certainly NOT alright, at least not yet. 
 
    Jake left the room, shaking his head. 
 
    “Barry, sit down and let me tell you what happened. I’ll start with the lingerie, since that is the best place to start. You see, that lingerie is special. It can and does transform the wearer into, well, in your case, a woman. A very pretty and sexy woman, as you can see. And when you take it off, it allows the body to change back. It is almost instantly changed back to the former male self, though I did notice that your hair was staying longer.” She walked back up to him/her and checked the hair. “I thought I might have left the extensions in but now, well, I don’t see them.” 
 
    Barry looked at her, feeling a little upset. “Why didn’t you tell me that little tidbit of information, Elaine?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Barry, but, well, the last five GUYS who took the job freaked out the first day, after they got dressed and actually realized that something had been altered. One guy went so far as to rip off the corset, and I mean RIP it off. He felt better when he returned to normal and all but he was pissed.” 
 
    “So I told the next four guys BEFORE they put on the clothes. Three thought I was kidding until they put on the panties and when they did, they took off. One went through the whole day, another Thursday, just like you and when he finished his shift, he told me that I could go and fuck off, took everything off in front of the girls and left. The girls were not happy at all. But he also didn’t really like the job, I could tell.” 
 
    Elaine looked at him and sighed. “When you actually didn’t say anything about it that first day, I figured you were cool with it. I never realized you DIDN’T figure it out before. So when you went through yesterday without a hitch, I figured it was all good. But when I saw you wearing that necklace, one I thought I had in the office, I had a feeling that something had REALLY changed. And when Jake walked in asking about BARBIE, well, I knew it for certain!” 
 
    Barry/Barbie looked at Elaine and actually snickered a little. “So, what you are telling me, and right now, I have no reason NOT to believe this, but I am now a GIRL? I really AM Barbie?” 
 
    Elaine smiled. “Yes Barbie, that is now your LEGAL name. All of your ID and everything about you says it. You can check your ID and such but it is now. The girls only know you as Barbie anyways, since only Jake and I were in on it. But Jake didn’t know about the necklace so he now only knows you as Barbie.” 
 
    SHE thought it over for a minute. Then she realized that, for better or for worse, she was now a she. Not that it was all that big a deal for her, since she had a job, made decent money for certain, and she was having fun. 
 
    “Okay Elaine, I guess it’s all good. Just don’t know what I can do about it now, but what the hell, I like the job and, well, now I can actually have more CUTE things to wear, huh?” 
 
    Elaine sighed relief. “Okay, but remember, you can’t go dating any of the customers. Oh, and Jake is ALSO off limits. Besides, he’s gay so now you’re safe. Might not have been so much before. And if you are into girls, well, try not to get caught by the girls you’re working with. Last time that happened, well, let’s just say that we had to hose them down sometimes, since they did get a little steamy in the lounge at times.” 
 
    Barbie smiled, laughed and got up. “Back to work. Oh, and can you maybe find it in your heart to MAYBE get me some higher heels?” 
 
    Elaine looked at her. “HIGHER?” 
 
    “Yeah, these are doing NOTHING for my ass!” 
 
    They looked at each other. Elaine looked at her ass and looked back. “Barbie, that ass looks marvelous! What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    Barbie looked at Elaine and smiled. “Maybe I just need to get laid.” 
 
    They looked at each other and then burst out laughing. 
 
    Barbie went back to work and did even better, as she REALLY started flirting with the guys in the bar. She even flirted with Heather, who had found the odd necklace. 
 
    By the time that the shifts were over, Barbie took home over $2000 in tips alone. In the three days, she had worked 30 hours and only needed to work one more day, Monday, to finish her week. But she wasn’t in it for the hours or the wage. She was in it for the tips and the fun she was having. 
 
    When she left, in sweats, she had her money in one pocket and Heather holding her hand as they walked back to Barbie’s apartment. When she got there, she saw that it was indeed nicer looking, very feminine and she felt at peace. Heather saw the framed Master’s Degree on the wall and asked about it. 
 
    “Heather, that’s a whole other lifetime for me. I love what I’m doing now. So, what should we do before going to work in the afternoon? They looked at each other. Hand in hand they walked to the shower, then into bed. 
 
    Sometimes, you don’t even know what your fantasy may be until you experience it first hand… 
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    Charles was, essentially, a fashion photographer. Now, he wasn’t famous or anything, and it took him a long time to even be recognized as a good one. He had gotten into photography back in high school. The school he went to had an actual paper that they published every week. When he got there in his freshman year, they were looking for someone to take pictures of events and he decided that it might be interesting. 
 
    In his first year, he went to pretty much every sporting event and started to get decent at taking action photos, as well as pretty good pictures of homecoming and other special events. He even went to the two proms to take pictures during them and to take the photos of the couples. By the sophomore year, he was actually getting better and had something of a reputation for taking extremely good pictures.  
 
    By the end of his school “career” he was actually able to start taking pictures and make some money. Not a whole lot of it but it did pay for a cheap car to get around, as well as the ability to rent out a small space to take pictures. He ended up taking portraits for the senior class for far less than most of the other photographers in the area. And he had the ability to print those pictures which helped him out a great deal. 
 
    He was also able to go to college. It was the local community college but he could attend classes as well as take pictures. It was about that time that he started to get noticed by some small advertisers and designers. And when this happened, his business grew. 
 
    He had the ability to get his subject, either a man or a woman, to look just the right way that would bring that person to look their best. And as he did this, the designers were excited to see the prints and would send him more and more assignments. As that happened, Charles finally got a new studio and ended up with a huge closet of clothes and such for both men and women who came for modeling. 
 
    Charles was enjoying his life, but it was more than that. Charles had a slight secret that he did his best to keep quiet. And as his assignments grew, he had more and more opportunities to indulge in his secret. But it got better, to him at any rate, when he ended up picking up a couple of lingerie designers as well as clothing designers. 
 
    For you see, Charles’s secret was that he also enjoyed lingerie and cute clothes. He actually was surprised, as he grew up, that he remained skinny. He had gotten into his cross dressing, out of curiosity mostly. But once he tried it the first time, he could not stop. His mom didn’t like it but at least realized that, well, he wasn’t using drugs or drinking like many other teens so while not happy, realized that it could be a whole lot worse. 
 
    And as he went through high school, he managed to keep it completely secret from people at the school. Going to the community college, he managed to hide it some, though he did get some looks, usually from the girls but a couple of the guys gave him an odd look. But no one ever said anything to him or avoided him as the time passed. 
 
    Charles actually thought that his secret was safe but some of the women that worked with him, while at first kind of bothered by their discovery, realized that while Charles might be kind of a freak, as it were, he really did have THEIR interests in mind when he was taking their photos. 
 
    By the time he was doing his own thing, he had quite the closet of things, many that Charles could NOT wear, for they just were not his sizes, but there were some things that he could. Smartly, if he wore it, it never returned to the closet racks, especially the lingerie. The dresses, if worn, he made sure that they were cleaned, usually by taking them to the dry cleaners to make sure that they were professionally cleaned. 
 
    Charles also had started to get REALLY good at make-up. Partly because he did take some courses in college, since they offered it, and he was able to address issues that the girls, and some guys, had when taking their pictures for the various projects. Charles also limited his lingerie wearing to when the girls were there, mostly because he was afraid that some of the guys would be far more off put by his “secret” though a couple of them also knew. So to say that his secret was well kept would be a fabrication. 
 
    But as the first year passed, he started to get more and more contracts for advertising and got one really strange company sending him a request. He did not know who they were or how they knew about him. However, two of his regular models knew exactly how he got selected for the job. Tina and Brenda, his oldest friends as well as the long time models who had been given the majority of well-paying gigs, found out about the place and actually PAID for the lingerie to be delivered to Charles, in sizes that they KNEW Charles would wear, to help him actually experience what it felt like. 
 
    They knew that there were two different kinds of packages. One version, the wearer would transform permanently into the female version of themselves.  The other version would allow the wearer to temporarily transform into a woman, with no one really being the wiser. Of course, that was the one that Tina and Brenda picked out, with the sure fire knowledge that Charles would freak out OR enjoy himself as a her. And they had the necklace needed to make it permanent, but they help onto it because, well, they were afraid that Charles might not appreciate the transformation. But they had the necklace, with the name of “Cassidy” just in case, though they didn’t know why they picked that name out. 
 
    The package also included some lingerie that both Tina and Brenda thought would look good on THEM, which would help make it all seem kind of legitimate. They knew that it was but didn’t want Charles to feel that it was some kind of weird thing. The girls did not know what the letter would say to Charles but were happy that the woman that owned the shop was willing to give Charles a shot at creating an ad campaign. 
 
    When the package arrived, Tina and Brenda were just arriving for another assignment for the designer that lived in the area that wanted to get some additional advertising, since he was not quite nationally known but did have some serious backing. As the girls arrived, they saw the package there on the table and that Charles had opened it and was reading the letter that came with the package. They could see the smile on his face. 
 
    “What’s up, Charles?” Tina asked. 
 
    “Yeah” Brenda added, “You look like that fabled cat who swallowed a canary!” 
 
    Charles looked at the both of them and smiled even more. “Well, how about that, Just as you walk in, I might be able to hit two different birds with the same photo shoot. I just got asked to do a shoot for another company, a new one here in town, which would like some pictures of women wearing their lingerie. And Ramone sent two dresses, which are hanging up over there, for you two to wear for a shoot.” 
 
    Charles reached into the box and pulled out two sets of lingerie. Tina noticed that there were only the two there and became concerned that the third set was not in the box. They were going to make a point to stop off there later to ask what happened. But they picked up their outfits, noticing that they were far nicer than the ones that they had actually picked out for themselves and realized that maybe the package was swapped. But they went off and got changed, taking the dresses with them as they did. 
 
    “What happened? While I LOVE this set, as it is far nicer than the ones we picked out and REALLY go with those dresses Ramone sent over, what about Charles’s set?” Brenda asked. 
 
    “I don’t know but I sure know that I am going to…” 
 
    “WHAT THE FUCKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!” The girls heard from the other room, which is where Charles was. They were not totally sure as the voice that came out was not quite his. 
 
    Tina ran out into the studio only wearing her bra and panties, as she had not gotten fully dressed. Brenda was standing there in just her garter belt and stockings, naked everywhere else to see Charles, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, bra and panties, in a body that was NOT Charles’s, especially since there were rather significant breasts on his torso. It was not until he had put on the bra that Charles actually NOTICED something was wrong and ran out into the studio to look in the mirror to make sure he was seeing what he was, in fact, seeing! 
 
    Both girls ran up to him as he was starting to panic. Tina grabbed his arm and actually slapped his face. When she did, Charles actually stopped and looked at her. As he did, he saw in the mirror that Brenda was, essentially naked, Tina was in her new bra and panties and that, well, he started to laugh. 
 
    Both girls looked at him, trying to figure HIM out. As he started to calm down, he managed to laugh but speak. “Well, I knew you looked great, Brenda, but I didn’t realize that you looked THAT great, naked.” It was then that Brenda realized what she had on, or more importantly NOT on and ran into the changing room and pulled on a robe. Tina realized that she, though not nearly as naked was still in sexy underwear, then scooted off to the room and pulled on her robe. When they returned, Charles was still standing there, looking at himself. It was when he pulled out the waist band of his panties and looked down to see NOTHING that he began to laugh a little more. 
 
    “Well, I guess I might be imagining this, but it certainly LOOKS like I am a girl. It sounds, well, kind of weird saying it. But what occurs to me is that you both came out here, saw me and instead of freaking out like I did, you tried to calm me down. That makes me think that maybe, just maybe, you two girls had your very pretty hands in this little, well, I just don’t know. The letter the woman sent did tell me that it would be an interesting experience for whoever put these things on. So, ladies, what do you want to tell me?” 
 
    The two girls looked at their photographer and smiled. But Brenda was a little too shocked at the reality standing there in front of her, Charles as a woman, to really say anything. 
 
    “Well Charles, it was this way. We knew that you have been trying to hide your love of lingerie. We’ve seen you looking at some of it on the racks but knew you would not be able to, well, wear any of it because it wasn’t ‘made’ for you. But we were walking through the garment district the other day, after Ramone took our measurements and we saw that little shop. We went in and the woman behind the counter talked to us and seemed to know our problem without our saying anything about it.” 
 
    Brenda took over, “So, we told her about you and how you do ad photos and stuff and she asked if we thought you would be willing to do some for her. We told her yes and told her what was necessary. She kind of thought about it but we picked out some things and paid her for them. That was when, I believe, she decided that she would let you do the shoot. We picked out some stuff for us to wear and a complete set for… Umm…” 
 
    Charles smiled. “Me to wear?” 
 
    Both girls blushed and nodded. Charles just smiled. 
 
    “Well, you have to admit, Charles, that you look pretty damned hot, right?” Brenda asked. Charles nodded. “So, put something on and let’s get to work.” 
 
    Charles looked at them. “You sure? I mean, this is kind of weird ladies.” 
 
    “Brain, you’ve worked with us for years. This is, by far, NOT the weirdest thing that we’ve done. So while we finish dressing, put something on, okay? Then we can get to work.” 
 
    The girls went to their dressing room and finished dressing, putting on the remaining lingerie as well as the dresses that Ramone had sent over. When they came out, they looked and saw Charles, setting up the lights and were amazed! 
 
    “HOLY SHIT! Charles, you look absolutely amazing!” The girls knew he could do make-up on them, as he had done so many a time but this was the first time they could see how good he was at doing it ON himself. Charles blushed. 
 
    “I mean it, Charles. You LOOK fantastic! Maybe YOU should have some pictures taken of yourself! Though I think that you need some other name. So, what do you want to call yourself, for now, anyway?” 
 
    Charles looked at them. “Well, I have always been partial to Cassandra myself.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. 
 
    “Are you sure about that, Cassandra? I mean that seems like an odd name for a Charles, though what do we know.” Tina exclaimed. 
 
    “Well, when I dressed up, I liked to think of myself as someone different and Cassandra kind of stuck with me. And I kind of think I look like a Cassandra, don’t you?” 
 
    All they could do was nod. “This was too weird” they thought as they shook their heads. But there was work to do and they spent the next two hours, first working on Ramone’s outfits, which there were actually three for each of the girls to model for him. And as he shot those he could occasionally focus on the stockings or exposed thigh of the girls for some of the lingerie shots. 
 
    The girls also worked their outfits so that Charles could get shots, sort of like a little peek, of garter belt, panty and even bra cup, for the lingerie shoot. He also got shots of the girls just in their lingerie as they changed outfits, with the girls KNOWING about those shots, for both the lingerie store and Ramone’s Fashions. 
 
    By the end of the shoot, three hours later, all three of them were tired, though the last thirty minutes, the camera had just been taking pictures on its own as all three of them posed in front of the camera for the final lingerie shots. All three of them, laughing at the time, did a strip tease for the camera and had a ball doing it. 
 
    All three of them were having fun, not really posing for the camera by this time but something changed when Charles, wearing just the lingerie, took Tina in his arms, with her in just her lingerie and kissed her square on the lips. The instant that happened, the two of them looked at each other but said nothing. Brenda, who was behind Charles, leaned in and kissed Charles on the neck. 
 
    “Well, Cassandra, you want to make out with two hot chicks?” Brenda whispered in his ear. Then Brenda took the necklace with “Cassandra” on it and put it around his neck, causing him to shiver momentarily. 
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    When the necklace went around Charles’s neck, he felt the shiver go through his body. From reading the note that he had received from the woman at the shop, he realized what that meant. And he was excited as hell! No more being the dorky guy everywhere! No more not being able to wear the sexy lingerie. 
 
    What he had not expected was this! Brenda and Tina, not only turned on but also wanting him… Her, to join in on some fun! As he turned towards Brenda, he felt Tina drop down and pull his panties out of the way, licking his rather wet and very new vagina, causing her to shiver and moan, just as Brenda pressed her lips against Cassandra’s full lips. When Brenda unclasped her bra, Cassandra then felt a pair of hands grip and squeeze her breasts and when those same soft hands rubbed against her nipples, she moaned even louder. 
 
    It did not take long for her to have her first orgasm as a woman as Tina made sure she had one rather quickly. But when she didn’t stop, nor did Brenda stop kissing her while playing with her nipples, Cassandra became totally lost in her new found femininity. When the second orgasm, far stronger than the first came over her, the scream heard through the studio would have brought out the police if it were not for the sound proofing in the walls. 
 
    When she was finally allowed to come up for air, she reached out and brought Tina back up to her lips and kissed her passionately. As she did, she brought her left hand down and touched Tina’s bare mound, finding instantly the lips and clitoris and started to gently stroke her to an orgasm. Her other hand found Brenda as she wrapped her arms around Tina and found Brenda’s nipple and caressed it. 
 
    It didn’t take long for them to swap places and eventually find themselves in Brain’s, now Cassandra’s apartment in the studio and onto the king sized bed there. Cassandra didn’t think anything of it but that bed had; pre Cassandra, only been a double or full sized bed. And the apartment seemed a little larger than before. 
 
    Of course, all of this did not matter at the time as the girls essentially taught Cassandra how to pleasure a girl, though it certainly seemed like Cassandra had a pretty good idea of how to do so by the time Tina and Brenda had each had their second and then third orgasms at the lips and fingers of Cassandra.  
 
    When they finally awoke from their romp in the bed, they all realized that they needed food. So off to the showers they all went, though Cassandra did go to her own shower as the girls went to the other showers in the changing room. This was when Cassandra started to discover the changes that had occurred to her entire situation. 
 
    The first thing she noted was that her diploma had Cassandra and not Charles on it. When she found her purse (which she did not realize she had) she found all of her things had Cassandra on them. And when she looked in her dresser THAT was the kicker. 
 
    All of her underwear was feminine. It was all the sexy things that she had admired for the last several years, all of which, she realized, she could WEAR! She reached in and pulled out something that she had seen not that long ago on one of her models, not Tina and Brenda, and decided that she would put it on. 
 
    She picked up the peach colored thong and pulled it into place. Then the matching bra she hooked on and put into place. When she picked up the stockings, she rolled them up and put them into place, making her feel complete. Then she pulled out a beautiful white sundress and pulled that on over her head. As it settled, she realized that it fit just right and that she looked rather good in it. When she looked in the closet, she found a pair of heels and slipped her feet into them, walked over to the vanity and did her make up in no time flat. 
 
    By the time she was done getting ready, she found that the girls were also dressed and ready to go. 
 
    “Damn Cassandra, you still look damned good! If we weren’t so hungry, we might want to eat YOU!” 
 
    Cassandra laughed. “Later girls. First sustenance. Then party. Then, well, dessert!” She winked at them both and all three started to laugh. 
 
    As they left the studio, they crossed the street and headed to the little diner on the corner. As they approached, the woman from the lingerie store saw them coming and smiled. “I bet that the shoot was a success, ladies! I look forward to the results, but I can certainly see that the results for Cassandra were very good.” 
 
    “You’ll have them tomorrow.” Cassandra replied. “And yes, I believe that I DO think so myself, ma’am.” 
 
    Cassandra did not have the results to the shop until the day after that, as she got kind of distracted by the girls. But Cassandra also noticed that she had far more business than she had as Charles. And more models that were willing to work with her. 
 
    While she certainly had a great time with Brenda and Tina, who were among the very few who knew about her former self as Charles, they did not monopolize her off time. Some of her other models, both male and female, tended to spend a little more time with her, sometimes going over the pictures, which were always important, but also, well, having a little romp in the sack with Cassandra was not a bad thing either, many of these same models knew. She was a very active participant and, as a result, the shots that she gave her models and her clients were always the best ones, though SOME of the shots NEVER left the studio, 
 
    But as for the lingerie store, those pictures were the best ever for them. Because when people looked and saw Charles, they could not imagine how it was possible for Cassandra to come into being. But it did help her regular lingerie sales as well, seeing the striptease of the three beautiful women getting down to their lingerie and kissing. The other shots, well, those are locked away, but they too are available, for a price… 
 
    To say that this is a happy customer, even one who didn’t expect the gift, as it were, would be an understatement! 
 
    Fantasy Fashions, where Fantasy becomes Reality! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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