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    Wendel 
 
      
 
    I have always been fascinated by women, but then again, many men are. And that actually started for me when I was rather young. Some would think that I had a great thing going when I was young, being around women all the time, but for me, well, it was kind of boring. 
 
    You see, I was the only child of a model. Not your Victoria’s Secret kind, though mom did, in fact, model lingerie on occasion. No, she was a runway model along with a rather sizable group of other ladies, all running around in their underwear changing outfits and I grew up around that. Oh, as I got older I grew more interested in their looks and such, but not for the “normal” young male libido. No, it was something far more sinister. Okay, maybe that is going a little too far. 
 
    Okay, so I was there, a young male who really was confused. I could see all these ladies, running around in their lingerie and even almost naked, in their panties or such, as they were getting dressed. I had been around it for so long that their naked bodies did not so much affect my libido but rather my fantasies. Because, well, I wondered sometimes what it would be like to BE them. Not just models but female models. And when you are in your teens wondering these things, well, that’s when people think that there is something wrong with you. 
 
    I did not have a father figure there to speak of. All of the guys that hung around mom were either the gay make up guys, the gay hair guys, the straight photographers and the designers, who’s orientation is anyone’s guess. And it was not like mom and the models were size zero’s either. But mom was always busy, had shows and such, and there I was, always there. 
 
    I had school too. First in New York. Then some years in Chicago, then Los Angeles. When France and London called, off we went. Berlin was odd to me, but we spent almost two years there before going back to London then New York. By then, I spoke three languages, could do a woman’s make up and hair and generally had no real identity other than her son. But what got to me was the one time, when I was 16, that sort of caused me to wonder. 
 
    We were back in London, getting ready for a show. I was actually working on some homework when the designer came in, crying. One of the ladies that was supposed to model for him had fallen and broke her leg. While she was not a big woman, she was just a little TOO big for one of the other ladies to swap with her. I happened to look up to find not only the designer standing in front of me but also my mom and one of the other ladies. 
 
    I had long hair. I had a small frame. And had actually played around a couple of times with putting make up on me. This, unfortunately for me, was one of those times when I had, which was why the designer had stopped when he saw me. 
 
    “What about Wendy here?” 
 
    I looked up at him and he was pointing right at me. 
 
    “You mean Wendel, Jamie. That is my son!” 
 
    Jamie, the designer, looked at me and my made up face, then at my mother. “I thought this was Wendy, your daughter! She certainly LOOKS like a girl. And she is just the right size.” 
 
    My mom looked at me. “He does the girl’s make up. Why he does it on HIS own face, heaven knows. But HE is a boy!” She was shaking her head, trying to laugh it off. 
 
    “Then HE should NOT be in here! I have plenty of make up boys and hair boys so I don’t need another one in here taking up space. So either he goes or SHE goes on. Which is it?” 
 
    Before mom could say anything, I knew I was going to freak them out. So, in my best pass for a feminine voice, I said I would do it. When my mom heard me, she shook her head. The other girls there clapped for me. The designer went to the rack and pulled out the clothes that Claire was supposed to model and brought the first set to me. 
 
    That was when I noticed that there was lingerie included in the set. 
 
    “Oh shit!” I thought. But I stood up and started to take off my clothes before one of the other ladies pulled the screen over to block me from view. Maybe it was a good thing because when I took off my pants, I had forgotten that I had a pair of my mom’s panties on. But Jessica noticed it and snickered at me. 
 
    A couple minutes later, she came back holding a couple of silicone forms and poof, I had small breasts. A little tuck here and a little tape there and soon, with a little help from the hair stylist, I looked the part. Mom walked over to me and nodded. I shrugged. Jessica walked over and smiled at me, then my mom. 
 
    The rest of the night was kind of a blur. I did the catwalk shuffle five times, changed outfits just as many times and not once did I think I was just some guy. I felt like and thought I was one of the girls. But I also knew that was probably going to be the LAST time I got to hang out with the ladies behind the curtains. The ladies didn’t have a problem with it so much as the fact that I was a boy, a teen aged boy, and the management of the locations didn’t want to have issues. But I would always remember that one night when I got to play the part of a fashion model. 
 
    And Jessica let me keep the forms and the designer, well, he figured I should keep the outfits, like some other person was going to want them after a “boy” wore them. Oh, and I managed to walk in high heels WITHOUT breaking either my ankle or a heel. I felt that was indeed an accomplishment. 
 
    Of course, it also led to a discussion with mom and my wearing make up. Well, let’s just say that I would only do so when she was not there, which was somewhat often though certainly not as often as I wanted, but I did get to dress up in one of my 6 outfits and spend the occasional day dressed up. 
 
    These were the things that dreams were made of. But also, as anyone can guess, the things that crumble when reality sets in. That kind of happened when mom came home one day, earlier than expected and I was dressed in just the lingerie and mom REALLY freaked out. Everything got thrown away and I was told, in no uncertain terms, that her SON was not going to act like a girl! 
 
    So, I did what I was told, finished high school and went to school. Unfortunately, the college I went to kind of frowned on such things, as one of the other freshmen was caught running around in women’s clothes, as part of an initiation, but got caught and was sent packing. Oddly to me, the people that had him do it did NOT get sent away. Eventually the story got out that he used the initiation as an excuse and poof, out he went. 
 
    So for the four years I was in school, I made sure I stayed straight. I did my school work, got bored, found something to do, made some friends but always, in the back of my mind was that lingering little issue… Modeling women’s fashions when I was 16 years old. 
 
    When I finally graduated college, oddly enough with a major in fashion design as well as English, finding work would not be too difficult, or so I thought. Mom had finally retired from modeling and had no desire to help her son go in that route. In fact, she pretty much kept me at arms length ever since the incident back then. Oh, I could tell that she loved me and all but there was something missing that used to be there. But I also didn’t want to push the subject since, well, it might cause further distance. 
 
    But the surprising thing was that Jessica came to my graduation. She actually AVOIDED my mother for some reason but when she had the chance, as mom was headed to her car, handed me a card. She told me that I should visit the place on the card, if for no other reason than they might offer me a job. 
 
    I looked at the card and looked at her. “It’s a store. Why would I want to go work for a store?” 
 
    When she looked at me, she smiled. “Sweetie, I think that once you go there, talk to the owner, who is a nice and sweet older woman, you might find what you are looking for. Goodness knows, one of my best friends went there and she is happier than ever.” 
 
    I listened and smiled. The store was not too far away but I tended to recall that it was not in the greatest part of town. But they had been trying to renovate or gentrify the neighborhood so who knew. 
 
    But I headed to mom’s car and with all my stuff packed to go, off we went to her home. It was just as I remembered it, though I had been home only twice in the last 4 years. I had been doing internships for the last two years and actually had an interview for a job the next day at one of the places. 
 
    My gift from mom, oddly enough, was her old car. When I say old, it was maybe four years old. She had driven me to college in it and it was nice. She now had another car, a new BMW, which is not bad for a retired model. The old car was an older BMW so I couldn’t complain. It was transportation. Oh, and it WAS still a BMW! 
 
    The next day, I drove out for the interview with the place and though I thought I had a good shot at it, there were actually a large number of people all there for the same job. All of them had been interns and thus, though in several locations, we were all competing for the same job. And there was only ONE! 
 
    So, when I left, as one of the ones in the middle, I felt like there was no way I was going to get that job. So I drove hom but there was construction that I didn’t know about and poof, I had to take a detour. And where did the detour take me but to the neighborhood where the store was. 
 
    When I pulled up, I felt like there was a little bit of gentrification there, but that maybe a little more needed to happen. Because I could almost NOT make out the store’s entrance. But I found it and as I pulled on the door, the aroma of flowers and perfume assaulted me and, for some reason, instead of being sickened by it, I was drawn into the place. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wendy 
 
      
 
    I walked into a rather brightly lilt shop. You would not have expected it when you saw it from the outside because the windows had been covered up, all except for one that I had not really noticed. When I saw it, I realized that there was a curtain over the window and it had been closed by the woman standing there. 
 
    “Sorry sir but we’re… Oh, you’re Wendel, aren’t you?” Come on in. Let me lock the door as I am trying to close up shop for tonight. Middle of the week I don’t get too many people here so…” 
 
    I watched as she went to lock the door and then with a smile, she ushered me through the store, actually telling me about the place, sort of. 
 
    She pointed out the various sets of lingerie hanging on different racks, from “plain Jane” to erotic and risqué. What got me was that I had seen many of these same things in those years that I was hanging with the ladies modeling, from the lingerie to some of the outfits that were hanging there. 
 
    When she took me through one of the curtains, I saw something that was even a little more shocking. In this room were the “costume’s” that people would purchase, from the “Naughty Nurse” to a “French Maid” and even a couple of others that, well, kind of got me a little curious. One was called “slave girl” and another one was “Dominatrix Bitch” 
 
    Each of these were on maniquines so it left very little for the imagination. And part of me was wondering what any one of those would be like to wear. I don’t know why, but at that moment I turned to see her looking at me with a smile. 
 
    I shook my head. She laughed. We walked past a couple of dressing rooms and then went through another door, this one locked and it turned out it was her office. 
 
    “Okay, so, in case you are wondering, Jessica told me that she had given you my card. She said that MAYBE you would stop by, for any number of reasons. Either you would be looking for work, or for something, shall we say, appealing. I could use some help, in many areas, from marketing to sales to, well, design work. I know, from what she told me, you took fashion design. I would like to see some of the things, if you can, that you designed. But, of course, I am not offering you a job right yet. 
 
    “But I should tell you that Jessica told me something else about you and I took the time to actually find out. I went and actually found pictures of the designs you wore in London a few years back and talked to Jamie, the designer. He did admit that he kind of coerced you into modeling that evening. 
 
    “I also know that since then, well, if you are like some of my other friends, and from the look on your face, maybe it’s true, that you are longing for something you can’t have. And thus, maybe fate has brought you here. Look at the card again, Wendy.” 
 
    I was momentarily taken aback when she called me Wendy. But I pulled the card out of my pocket and looked at it. I had not noticed before what it said on the card other than the name of the place. 
 
    “Fantasy Fashions, where fantasy becomes a reality” 
 
    I looked at the card then looked at her again. 
 
    “Yes, I am serious about that, Wendy. But I wonder which one made your heart jump a little. Was it the naughty nurse? No, I don’t think so. The Dominatrix? Nope, I think that maybe you are a little less the in charge kind, though going to slave girl might be too much. 
 
    “But I bet that cute little French Maid Uniform might have tickled your fancy?” She was looking right at me and all I could do was nod. “I thought so. But you would also need the proper underpinnings to make sure it sits right on your body. But are you willing to let yourself BE Wendy?” 
 
    I looked at her and was feeling a little off. “You mean dress up like the French Maid?” 
 
    “No dear. BE the French Maid!” she looked right into my eyes. “Come with me!” 
 
    She stood up and walked back into the shop. We first walked past the uniform and then into the lingerie shop. She looked me up and down and then, with the speed of one who has done it numerous times, picked up a bra, panties, garter belt and stockings. Then she ushered me into the other room, grabbed a black satin uniform and a white petticoat, picked up a pair of stiletto pumps in black and then ushered me into a dressing room. 
 
    “Put those one, young lady. I am sure you remember HOW to do that. I want you out here in five minutes or else I may have to punish you!” 
 
    When those words hit my brain, I was stripping off the boy clothes and looking at the lingerie and felt myself actually giggle! But I also calmed down, put the garter belt on and sat down, rolled up the nude stockings with the black seam. 
 
    As I rolled the first one up my leg, I felt some sort of shock to my legs but it wasn’t all that bad. When I rolled the second one up, I continued to feel it but I didn’t care, really. I looked down and loved what I saw. I picked up the panties and noticed that they were rather cute, black with white ruffles. And as I pulled them up my legs, I felt that same tingling and once I got them into place, the tingle was a little more intense. As I looked down, I noticed that there was not a bulge but didn’t think much of it at the time. 
 
    When I pulled the bra into place, that was when I realized something was really weird. Because the bra was no training bra but a rather nice “D” cup and somehow, breasts appeared on my chest. And as I looked down, I noticed that the rest of my body seemed a little different. When I pulled the petticoat into place, I was lost in the moment and picked up the beautiful satin uniform. I unzipped it, pulled it into place and reached behind me to zip it up. 
 
    Though the sleeves were short, I noticed that my arms seemed to be lacking hair. I also realized that my chest no longer had hair either. But I didn’t really seem to care either. I picked up the apron and pulled it around my waist and tied it in back. 
 
    When I stepped out of the changing room, the woman was standing there, smiling. In her hand was a small make up kit. As she handed it to me, she smiled. “You know what to do, dear.” 
 
    Five minutes later, I was made up. I looked more feminine than I ever thought I would. And when I looked in the mirror, I realized that I did, in fact, actually FEEL like woman. Then I did something rather rude. I reached down to touch myself and felt… NOTHING! When I reached my hand to see if it was tucked away, what I felt was… Wet and feminine! 
 
    “Yes, dear. Fantasy has become reality for you right now. Fear not though, dear. It is not permanent. Not yet it isn’t. But we can talk about that later. For now, dear, you have some work to do!” 
 
    With that, she handed me a duster and pointed to the vacuum cleaner and cleaning materials. I looked at her, curtsied for some damned reason and in a feminine voice, surprising me a little, said, “Yes, Mistress!” and off I went, cleaning her shop from front to back. 
 
    I spent the next HOUR cleaning it and I was actually enjoying every single moment. When I was done, she smiled at me. “You have done well, Wendy. However, I did not bring you here to be a maid, though you have certainly proven to be a good one. What I would like for you to do is bring your designs here tomorrow. If you think you might be interested. I will even let you be Wendy again tomorrow, while you are here anyway. Would that be acceptable?” 
 
    I jumped at the chance without hesitation. Changing out of the uniform and lingerie kind of hurt but then again, I would be back tomorrow and be able to be Wendy again. We agreed to meet back here at 8am. The shop opened at 9 so it would give her an hour to look over my designs and we could talk. 
 
    I drove home feeling strange and happy at the same time. When I got home, mom asked me how the interview went, since I had been gone all day. I told her that I had a middle interview and that I had also decided to look at other places and had another interview tomorrow. I felt bad lying to her but then again, I could not bare to think what would happen if I told her what had happened. Hell, I was still trying to figure out what had happened and I had experienced it. 
 
    I did not really sleep very well that night. But I did get all my things together for her, including some of my rather risqué designs that I felt might not do so well in some places. It didn’t hurt that I had seen lingerie designs as well as some rather odd looking things while I was growing up. But I also did some rather “boring” designs as well as some fashion forward ones that I THOUGHT might make it out there. I had thought about NOT bringing everything but in the end, I brought everything, from initial concepts to full blown designs. 
 
    The next morning, I got up, cleaned up and hopped in the car. I arrived there at 7am before realizing that I was an hour early. But the woman was pulling up and smiled at me. 
 
    “Well, you might as well come in, Wendy” 
 
    We walked into the shop and she smiled. Pick out something to wear. I would suggest something NOT quite so risqué as the uniform. Maybe later…” she laughed and I did too. “But meet me in my office in five minutes. 
 
    I looked around and picked out something not too brash. I got a set of blue lingerie, from panties to a beautiful slip. Some stockings without a garter belt and then a skirt and blouse combo. Five minutes later, I had my make up on, had my hair brushed and pulled back and looked somewhat professional. I even had shorter heels on, though I had been tempted to grab the six inch stiletto heels. But the 4 inch ones were just fine. 
 
    When I walked into the office, she had the portfolio opened and was looking at everything I had there. There were four years of designs there, some which I had turned in and others I had not. Each of them held her attention and she looked at ALL of them. 
 
    “You’re rather good, dear. And I do think that some of these would sell rather well, either here or out in the normal world. In fact, I believe that we could do some work together. But the question is this. What would it take for Wendy to come to work for me. And by work, I mean be my girl everything. I need a maid, as you saw last night, as well as someone who can design. I need someone who will help me GROW this business. And I want a partner. I know you are young and everything but, well, you have friends that are rooting for you. Jessica, in fact, said that she thinks that you would be, well, an excellent hire. 
 
    “But I have to warn you. If you decide to take me up on the offer, the change to Wendy will be permanent. Not too many of my clients want their change to be permanent. In fact, it is a rarity. Most like the feeling of being able to indulge in their little fantasy world. Some like the idea of being in charge. Some the other route. Some do it for Halloween, though it is rather pricy for once a year. But to each their own. 
 
    “What I want to know, Wendy, is if you WANT to be Wendy? Better yet, if you NEED to be Wendy?” 
 
    I sat there, trying to come to terms with the concept that she was telling me. I could BECOME Wendy, as in ALWAYS be Wendy??? 
 
    “You mean I would just change into Wendy when I was here?” 
 
    “No dear. What I mean is that the minute you decide to remain Wendy, you will, indeed, remain Wendy. And you would NOT be able to change back to your old, male self. At least, not as Wendel. Your choice.” 
 
    “What about my mom? She would freak out.” 
 
    “Dear, as far as your mother would be concerned, she would believe that you have ALWAYS been Wendy. In fact, only two people in the whole world would know you were once Wendel. I am one of them. Jessica would be the other one. SO, what do you think?” 
 
    I sat there in utter shock. There was no way that this could be real, could it? Maybe it was all a dream and the second I wake up I will be back… To where? And to what purpose. 
 
    All I could do was sit there. I could tell this woman, who’s name I did not even know. I remembered that even the card held no information as to who she was. But did I know even who I was? And it would mean a job, though one which really wasn’t defined. But it also meant something else to me. It meant that I could BE the girl, the woman I had fantasized about for the past several years. My “fantasy” could become my REALITY! 
 
    “I’m sorry but I have to ask this, and it seems so stupid to ask NOW, after all of this. But WHO are you, anyway?” 
 
    The woman just laughed. “Dear, I was wondering when you would ask that. I could say lots of things, from ‘Fairy Godmother’ to ‘Satan’ and all of them COULD be considered correct. But who I am is a old woman who has been doing her level best to make things ‘right’ with the world. But you can call me Heather, as that is who I feel like being right now. Of course, if you take me up on the job offer, and that is indeed what it is, then we will go over that. So what do you say, dear?” 
 
    “What do I say? Isn’t it obvious? I’m sitting here in silky lingerie, a beautiful skirt and blouse, wanting this all to be real. No, NEEDING it all to be real. So… YES! I accept the offer. BOTH offers.” 
 
    Heather smiled. “Okay dear. Two things. First, put this around your neck.” She handed me a necklace with the name “Wendy” engraved on it. I put it around my neck and engaged the clasp. When I did that, I felt a rather strange sensation all through my body and I could feel something go through my brain. It must have showed on my face as Heather started to smile. 
 
    “Right now, your mind is conforming to your NEW history. You will still have the experiences of your old life but with a different viewpoint. But while you get used to that, I want you to do something, well, rather odd. I want you to strip to your lingerie and then go to the ‘slave girl’ outfit and put on the restraints. Because, my little girl, I have not had a little girl to discipline in a LONG time. And I think that you want it as much as me!” 
 
    I don’t know why but I stood up, removed my skirt and blouse and walked over to the maniquines. I noticed that the ‘Dominatrix’ outfit was not there but the slave girl, who was, strangely, wearing almost the same thing I was wearing, was there. I took off the wrist and ankle restraints and noticed a collar and grabbed that too. I put the wrist and ankle restraints on and then picked up the collar and looked at it. 
 
    Engraved into the collar was “slave wendy” and when I put it around my neck, I felt a strange calm come over me. I walked back into the office and saw Heather, now Mistress Heather, attired in the Dominatrix costume. And on her, it did NOT look like a costume. On her, I could tell that she was in charge and I was her little slave girl. And in her hand was a riding crop and a leash. 
 
    I crawled up to her and kissed her leather clad feet. I looked up with a smile on my face. 
 
    “Yes, dear, I am sure you grasp it. While your gender is now changed, the outfits are still powerful. All you have to do is wear the costume and you become that person. And if you are just in your street clothes, you will be just plain old Wendy. But depending upon my mood or yours, you can spend the day as whatever you want. But ALWAYS, in the evenings, I want you to put those on. Do you understand, my precious girl?” 
 
    I looked up at her and smiled. “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “That’s a good girl.” She reached down and attached the leash to the collar. Then she led me to a bench where she sat down and patted her lap. I immediately draped myself across her lap and felt the first slap of her hand on my panty clad backside. 
 
    “You made me wait, dear girl.” SLAP. “I expected you to show up much sooner than you did.” SLAP. “But I forgive you because your designs are going to make a big splash on the market.” SLAP. “And here as well. And through it all,” SLAP. “You will be by my side as my girl.” SLAP. “Won’t you, slave Wendy?” 
 
    “Oh yes Mistress! But Mistress, I am SOOOO wet right now!” 
 
    “That’s okay dear. I will let you take care of that after your punishment. By the time I am finished, you will be so wanting release that, well, you’ll see.” 
 
    With that, she finished my punishment, which was quite lengthy. And all through it, I was getting hornier and hornier. I could not understand that. I had never felt this way before and it was intoxicating. 
 
    Heather then told me to stand up and she could see that my panties were absolutely soaked. And her leather pants were stained with my wetness, as well as with her own, it seemed. She then stood up, looked at the clock and then dropped her pants. As she stepped out of them, she also shrugged off her leather blouse and now was standing in front of me in pretty lingerie of her own. And I could tell that she was as wet as me. 
 
    “You know what to do, Wendy!” 
 
    I needed little encouragement as I leaned in and started to kiss and lick her through her panties. In minutes, I had her moaning as I gently worked my tongue through and then around her panties. In no time at all she was reaching her climax and soaked my face in her juices. I was a little disappointed when she pushed me away though. 
 
    “You’ll get more time later dear. But right now, well, you need to have YOUR needs taken care of. But not by me, dear. I have a special friend to take care of you.” 
 
    I heard the click of heels and the door open and in walked Jessica. And all she had on was the same lingerie that I had on. And she had the same collar and cuffs that I did. And she moved on me like a lion attacks their prey. I was moaning and gyrating as she took care of my most primal need. And when I had my first female orgasm, I was screaming from the pleasure. 
 
    Once I finally got down from that high, I saw the two of them sitting on the bench. They were both smiling at me, and I felt that all was right with the world. 
 
    “As you can see, Jessica knows all about this place because she is a customer. Not in the same manner in which you are, Wendy. She likes the costumes as she has always been a woman. But she saw something back in the days when you did that one, brief, modeling stint. But I do not do this for anyone under age. Of course, now that you are of age, and have some knowledge and learning, well, it was time to put it to use. I am sure that you will do me, and Jessica, proud. Your mother, as well. 
 
    “Now, I think that we all need to get cleaned up. Jessica has work to get to, as do we. There are showers in the room next to mine.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, all of us came out cleaner than we had been and dressed in appropriate attire for the day. And the place was, indeed, busy. Women and men came in. Sometimes together even. And working with them all seemed to be fun. And, as it turned out, some of them were looking for something, well, as they would put it, custom. Something no one else had or had seen. And that is when I got my biggest thrill. 
 
    When I went home the first night, I saw mom and it seemed her whole attitude towards me had changed. The distance that we had for the last several years seemed to have melted. We sat and talked for hours, as we talked about the new job and such. Heather had told me that I would need to move in with her and as I talked to mom, it seemed that I had already moved out. When I ran up, on the pretense of making sure I had not forgotten anything, I looked around my room and realized that it was, well, the same but different. 
 
    But I was not going to look back but rather forward. While I will certainly not be a famous fashion designer, I would have the thing I didn’t realize I needed. 
 
    Oh, and I got to play dress-up as an adult, which many of us never get to say. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Charles 
 
      
 
    I had always been kind of on the heavy side. As long as I could remember, I would always need to lose maybe 10 or 20 pounds and, well, for some reason, I could never get them off. Hell, it would seem I would lose a few pounds and sure enough, after a couple of weeks, I found them again. It was a never ending battle. It wasn’t so bad in elementary or middle school but by the time I got to high school, I was, basically, S.O.L. 
 
    Gym class wasn’t easy for me, though just about anything physical wasn’t easy for me. But I at least tried to lose weight and while I didn’t lose much, I did manage to keep off a few pounds, even through one summer. But that certainly did NOT help my social standing at school. 
 
    When I hit my sophomore year, things didn’t really change. But there was ONE person that caught my attention. Something about her was familiar but, then again, I had SEEN lots of people but talked to very few. But what surprised me was that she actually walked up to talk to me! And then I learned why she wanted to talk to me. 
 
    “Charles, I need help in Chemistry! I just can’t seem to get this stuff and you seem to understand all of it! Can you PLEASE help me?” 
 
    Now I knew where I had seen her. She sat in front of me in class and worked at the table next to me in lab. She was certainly cute AND her figure was filling out. BUT, I could not seem to find my voice for a moment. I coughed and gulped for a second and then told her, “sure. What do you need help with?” 
 
    “EVERYTHING!” I had always thought she was rather smart so how could this be confusing. I mean, I might not be the brightest bulb in the bunch but… 
 
    I offered to give her some help right there at the picnic tables we had but she shook her head. “No, come over to my place!” she then handed me a slip of paper with an address on it and left. I looked at it and smiled. 
 
    I didn’t think nothing of it but went home and got cleaned up. Sure, this wasn’t a date but it was certainly something. Besides, I didn’t want to stink in any way. Then I got on my bike and started riding to the address. As I got closer, something just seemed off a little. But I couldn’t put my finger on it too well. It just seemed that there was something not quite right about everything. 
 
    When I got to the street, it seemed a little dark. There were street lights but most of them seemed to be out. And as I got to the house, it seemed like the house was the only one with lights on in it, and some of those seemed to be flickering. But I didn’t think about it too much and walked up to the door and knocked on it, as there didn’t seem to be a door bell. 
 
    A couple minutes later, the door opened and there she was. But, as it turned out, she was NOT the only one there in the room. Many of our classmates were there too. I turned to run, figuring that I should get my ass out of there when I felt someone grab me by the arm and roughly drag me into the room. 
 
    “How fucking stupid are you, Charles, to think that I would need YOUR help?” she sneered. And that was when I heard all the other kids laughing at me. I didn’t know what it was all about but I was certain that I was not going to like it. 
 
    “Okay. CHARLENE, take off your clothes or else, well, we may have to do it ourselves. And if we have to, it will not be pleasant!” 
 
    I turned to them and I could feel a tear start to trace down my cheek. 
 
    “Look at the little sissy boy, crying! Gee, a real man would be willing to take his clothes off in front of all these girls! Are you a REAL man, Charlene??? Or are you a girlie boy???” 
 
    I started to get undressed, turning red in the process. And as I did, I also knew that my secret was going to come out in front of everyone. But I didn’t think that it would come out like this. 
 
    When I undid my pants, I let them fall, feeling embarrassed and sick. Everyone would not see I was wearing a pair of black nylon panties. And the laughter that followed caused me to get redder and when I reached down, trying to pull my pants down, I got a smack hard in the back of my head. 
 
    “Who said you could pull your pants up, sissy boy?” 
 
    It was Kevin, one of the boys who had tormented me for years. I left them there as I turned around and faced him. 
 
    “Had your fun yet, Kevin? Just leave me alone.” I spun around again and screamed, “why can’t you all just leave me alone?” 
 
    I started to try and get out of that room but I was grabbed by one of the other guys and thrown to the floor. 
 
    “We said strip, sissy boy! You can leave those panties on but off with the rest of it! Then we will make you LOOK like the sissy we know you are! 
 
    I finished undressing, watching as all of them smiled and laughed at me. Then I saw one of the girls pull out a bra and walk up to me. 
 
    “Put this on Charlene!” she said with a sneer. “You know you want to!” 
 
    I took it from her hands and put it on, wrapping it around my waist as my mom did and the flipped it around and pulled it on. Being a little on the heavy side, it made my pecs actually look like breasts. When they then handed me a pair of water filled balloons, I knew where those were supposed to go. 
 
    Next they handed me stockings. Now I knew that they had borrowed, or stole these from one of their mothers, though I was thinking that none of them had mothers, at least one’s who taught their kids to not be such bullies. Even the girls were bullying me. 
 
    “Come on, sissy boy, roll them up your legs to cover up those… Gee, he barely has any hair on his legs either! Do you shave them, sissy boy? Like a girl?” 
 
    I shook my head. But I had always had fairly light hair and even my chest didn’t seem to have hair, though it did kind of show while wearing the black underwear. But I rolled up the stockings and as I did, something felt a little weird. I kind of liked the feeling of them rolling up my legs. As I rolled the other one up my other leg, I noticed something else. My legs seemed to be HAIRLESS and more shapely. But that couldn’t be right, could it? 
 
    It was when they handed me a slip that I was starting to feel a little upset. They were not kidding about this, were they. And then I saw the skirt and blouse that they had. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. 
 
    Kevin and one of the other boys were laughing. “Because we just KNEW that you were a sissy boy. And to watch you look at the girls and we thought you liked how they looked. Well, now you can look like one!!!” 
 
    That just got me crying more. But now that I didn’t have pants around my ankles, I realized that I could run and hide! I took the slip out of Kevin’s hands, went to pull it over my head and took off running down the hallway. I got to a room, I wasn’t sure what room it was until I got into it and locked the door. 
 
    Since it was dark outside, there was no light coming in from outside. But I could make out, just barely, that it was a bathroom. It didn’t take too long before I heard the pounding at the door. 
 
    “Come out, sissy boy! You aren’t finished dressing yet! And we have such wonderful plans for you afterwards!” 
 
    Then I heard a girl’s voice, one I didn’t really know. 
 
    “What do you mean, PLANS? I thought we were just going to dress him up and take pictures of him to share in school! But it sounds like you have OTHER plans, and I want NO PART OF THAT!” 
 
    “Rachel, come off your high horse! You thought he was a sissy boy just like the rest of us. So don’t pretend that you didn’t have anything to do with all of this. Hell, you even found this place. 
 
    “And Candice, don’t you act all innocent either. You brought the clothes and underwear for him to wear. You even brought those cute little panties for him, though since he had his own panties. So don’t act so innocent either!” 
 
    The argument went on for a few minutes and screaming and yelling continued for a while. But when I looked down, I saw the panties that I had not seen being pushed under the door. And with them, a little note saying “trust me” written on them. 
 
    I picked them up, looking at them and as I did, I felt that weird feeling again. And they looked like they matched the bra I was wearing. 
 
    I took off my panties and then stepped into them. As I pulled them up my legs, I felt that shock and surge of strange energy run up my legs… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Charlene 
 
    When I finished pulling them up my legs, I felt totally different.  I even noticed that my chest was feeling a little odd. When I looked down, I saw that the balloons that I had placed inside the bra were broken but I still had cleavage. And when I reached between my legs… I felt a slit rather than a… 
 
    I picked up the slip and pulled it over my head, partly because it was a little chilly and partly because, well, I wanted to feel what that felt like. I knew this had to be some sort of screwed up dream but I didn’t for the life of me WHY I would be having this nightmare, especially with THIS kind of ending. 
 
    The other thing I noticed is that there was quiet in the house. And it seemed like it was brighter out. I could see that it was still dark out but the street lights were on now. They had been out before, right? 
 
    I listened at the door and then opened it, realizing that there was no one screaming or yelling outside the door, nor in the living room. But as I walked into the living room area, there was this one girl. For some reason, I knew who it was. 
 
    “Candice?” The girl nodded. 
 
    “What is happening to me? Why do I look like…” 
 
    “A girl? And you even sound like one too, or didn’t you hear yourself?” 
 
    “Wha… What’s going on here??? How did I become a girl, Candice?” 
 
    She walked up to me and smiled. “You might want to sit down for this. It took me a little by surprise too a few weeks ago too.” 
 
    She led me to a couch, covered in a sheet. “before you freak out, this house used to be my grandparents house. I still have the key, well, my folks have the key. The reason it was so dark out was that they boys decided to hit all the lights so you wouldn’t be able to see too much. That hasn’t happened now.” 
 
    I looked at her in confusion. 
 
    “What do you remember, Charlene?” I explained to her that some girl asked me for help with Chemistry and gave me this address. Then they all started taunting me and made me pull off my clothes to reveal my panties. I made a break for it to the bathroom and then they started fighting and arguing about what their plans were for me.” 
 
    “Yes, Rachel realized that they were going to do more to you than just tease you. When she realized it, about the time she saw the ropes and such, they were going to make you a damsel in distress and take advantage of you. Seeing as they were all older, they had quite the imagination. 
 
    “But, it all kind of changed when, I am guessing, you saw my note saying trust me and put on those panties. Everything changed when you did that. Your parents now believe that they have a daughter, Charlene, as does the rest of the school. There never was a Charles to be bullied nor taunted as you were. And while you are not the most popular girl in school, well, you are certainly not the chubby boy you used to be.” 
 
    She then handed me a dress and a pair of shoes. I pulled the dress on and put on the heels and for some strange reason felt totally comfortable about it. I looked at her and she could tell what I was wondering. 
 
    “Okay Charlene, I know what you are thinking. First of all, I know all of this because I am the one who saw you in school all last year, being bullied and such, just like I had been. One of the other girls, at the end of the year, gave me a box with all the same things inside it. I opened it, looked inside and at first threw them all away. How did anyone know MY secret, I asked myself! 
 
    “But here’s the thing. We give it away when we least expect it. And as I looked at it multiple times, I decided that they were too cute to throw away and decided that if someone had given it to me, I might as well put them on. When I did, I became Candice. What I didn’t know for sure, until you pulled the stockings on that they would still work as they had for me. 
 
    “But the second I saw how your legs changed, I knew that it would work for you too. But I didn’t expect you to be wearing panties of your own at the time. But when you changed them out, you became Charlene. And now, you ARE Charlene to everyone. 
 
    “Only one other person knows who I used to be. Because I know who YOU used to be, I am the only one that does. Because I was the one who gave those things to you. 
 
    “So, now how about we get you home so that you can start your new life as a girl, the girl you want to be. Oh, and please, stop eating so much junk food or else you will go back to being that chubby kid you hated so much.” Candice laughed and I couldn’t help but laugh myself. 
 
    A few minutes later, walking as apparently I didn’t have my bike there, we got to my house. I got to the porch and gave her a huge hug. I whispered in her ear, “thanks!” and then walked into the house. 
 
    When I got there, there were my parents and even my sister, all watching TV. “So, how did the studying session go, Charlene?” my mom asked. 
 
    “Well, it certainly got interesting, that’s for sure. I’m going up to clean up. Is there anything for me to eat?” 
 
    My dad laughed. “Well, there are some pork chops and mashed potatoes left.” 
 
    When I looked at my dad, Candice’s words came back to me. 
 
    “Mom, could I maybe get a salad?” 
 
    All three of them looked at me. My sister’s jaw was dropped almost to the floor. My dad looked at me kind of weird. My mom, in all her glory, smiled. “One salad, coming up” 
 
    As she went to the kitchen, I went upstairs to my room, opening the door, only to find that it certainly didn’t LOOK like my old room. It definitely had a feminine vibe to it. I stripped to nothing, went and took a quick shower, which surprised my parents even more, then pulled open my dresser to find something cute to change into. I found something silky soft and put it on and went downstairs, wearing the pj’s as well as my robe. 
 
    “I thought you said you wouldn’t be caught dead in those, Charlene?” my sister exclaimed. 
 
    “Well, I figured why not. They are kind of cute so…” 
 
    I went into the kitchen and had my salad. It wasn’t as filling as the pork chops fried in butter and the potatoes. But I also know that if I went back to my old habits, well, I would become a feminine version of my old self. And even that was something I didn’t want. 
 
    The next day, Candice stopped by as I was leaving for school. We walked together to school and for some reason, I found that Charlene had a few more friends than Charlie ever did. And I still had my smarts too. 
 
    And the girl that actually got me into this mess I found myself in? Well, it seems that she is NOT as smart as she thought she was, as she was actually told that she should talk to me to help her get her grade up, as she was starting to fail the class. 
 
    Of course, she DIDN’T know what she had done for me, but it was indeed the least I could do to help her. Candice laughed when I told her about it that afternoon, though she agreed that it was the least I could do for helping me become who I was now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    James 
 
      
 
    James led a rather difficult life growing up. He lived in a poor neighborhood, with his mother and three siblings. There had been a father but he took off shortly after James had been born. The siblings, one sister and two brothers, were far older than James, as he had been, his mother admitted, an accident. The other kids were at least eight years older than him and they didn’t treat him the best. His mother wasn’t too much better but it was something. 
 
    As he grew up, his sister being the closest to him in age, and with his two brothers also rather big, any hand-me-down clothes were pretty much either too big or too worn out to be worn by him anyway. Plus being something like 10 years out of date, anything that WAS there wouldn’t fit him anyway. So he got some clothes from his sister’s wardrobe, that which could fit him somewhat properly, plus lots of Goodwill. When he actually got those clothes, James actually felt better than his usual bad self, because at least he had something that was his. Well, it was another young boy’s before it was his. He didn’t care if it was older or used. It fit and he felt good about it. 
 
    As the years passed, though, he noticed something else. His brothers, both now somewhat grown and leaving the house at all hours, seemed to have something that he didn’t. They were starting to have MONEY! He didn’t understand how that was, and the boys didn’t say anything to him about HOW they got it. But they at least shared it with their mother, though it did look like she didn’t want to take it many times. 
 
    When one of the brothers got shot, the other brother ended up going to jail. His older brother had been shot by a rival gang and the younger brother had gone out to pay them back. He got shot as well but ended up only with a graze from the bullet, got cleaned up and served 20 years to life, by the time the trial was over, for killing the guy who shot his brother. 
 
    James’ sister, on the other hand, had started to do other things, which made their mother upset, though she too was doing these things. Because they needed the money as well as the protection from the gangs in their neighborhood. And as the years went by, as James got to the age where the gangs would want him, his mother realized that something had to be done before she lost this youngest of her children to whatever violence was going to occur in their neighborhood. She had one in Jail, another one who couldn’t walk so she wanted one to live. 
 
    She called her sister and with James sitting there next to her, begged her to please save her son from the gangs. It took some doing, but eventually, her sister relented, not knowing what else to do for her nephew or her sister. Once it was settled, they bundled him up and packed him off to his aunt’s home. 
 
    James got on that bus, not really knowing where he was going, but was certain that the violence and such had to be much less where he was going. Living in the “big city” was certainly violent. But as he got closer and closer to his final destination, he realized that he was in for quite the shock. 
 
    He arrived, two days later, at a bus station, out in the middle of nowhere. There was a young woman standing there and as he was the only one to get off, she walked up to him as the bus was leaving. 
 
    “James?” the woman asked. 
 
    James had never met this woman but he could see that she LOOKED like a picture that was hanging in the house of his mother’s family. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” This caused the woman to laugh. 
 
    “James, I’m your cousin, Samantha. My mom… Your aunt, asked me to come get you, as she wasn’t able to get here from work to meet you personally. Is that all you have?” 
 
    James looked down at his small bag. “Yeah, I guess. We ain’t got much up there.” 
 
    “You mean to don’t have much, right?” 
 
    James looked at her. “Whatever.” 
 
    “James, I should warn you that mom doesn’t like lazy people AND she doesn’t like people talking like they haven’t received any education. I’m sure you are smarter than that and know how to speak properly. So please, be respectful and all, okay.” 
 
    James didn’t know what to say. He had never been told how to speak. He just spoke like everyone else in the neighborhood. But he nodded. He picked up his bag and the two of them walked to the car. He had never really ridden in a car, he usually walked or rode a bus. But he noticed it was hot out and as he rolled down the window in the car, he found her putting the window back up. When he felt the air conditioning in the car blow on him, he suddenly felt cold but it felt good to get out of the heat. 
 
    As they drove, James noticed all the fields and farms. Eventually, they arrived at the house, not too far but certainly not walking distance back to the town, and they both got out. “Oh, mom’s home now! That didn’t take long. Lets get inside out of the heat.” 
 
    Samantha led the way into the house and as they walked in, he caught sight of the woman who was going to be taking him in. She looked like a younger version of his mother, at least in initial appearance, but he also knew that his aunt was actually OLDER than his mother. 
 
    “Well James, I’m your aunt Suzanne. I am sorry I couldn’t meet up with you when you arrived but my meeting went a little long. Why don’t I let you get settled and then we can sit down and get aquainted. Why don’t you take him to Frank’s old room, dear.” 
 
    “Sure mom! Come on James, let me show you the way and then maybe show you around.” James mumbled thanks to Samantha. But then he turned to his aunt. 
 
    “Aunt Suzanne, thank you for taking me in. I don’t want to be a burden. But mom’s afraid of… Well. Right now, just about everything.” 
 
    Suzanne walked up to her nephew and hugged him. He had NEVER been hugged by anyone, not even his mother. 
 
    “Young man, we will certainly take care of you and no, child, you are NOT a burden. I will see you in a little while.” 
 
    So off the two went, and when he got to the bedroom, he realized that this was far cleaner than what he had been living in. Hell, the entire house was bigger than his mom’s place. And all he had seen was the front room and the bedroom. But as he put his bag on the bed, he realized that he really didn’t have much, and when he opened his bag, with Samantha looking on, he poured out his bag and saw something that made his heart break. 
 
    Inside the bag was all the clothes he owned, and most of it, he realized, was his own sister’s old clothes, right down to the panties that he had worn as underwear. Mom didn’t come right out and call them panties but he knew what they were, since he had also seen his brothers boxers or jockey’s. As he pulled them together, Samantha looked at him, not with laughter but more with pity. But that pity was not of feeling bad for him having panties but something else that he didn’t really understand. 
 
    Luckily, he hadn’t been given any skirts or anything but the pants and shirts all seemed a little unisex, though buttoned on the wrong side. Those he usually wore around the house. In the entire bag, there were only two pairs of boys pants. Everything else was girls shorts and pants and this mortified him some. 
 
    The look of pity on Samantha’s face, as James looked at her, was not pity as he thought it was. She looked down and saw something that James wouldn’t understand. But when Samantha walked out of the room, telling him she would be right back, he didn’t quite understand what was happening. So he walked over to the dresser, found out that it was empty so he started to put his things away. 
 
    A minute later, Samantha returned with a smile on her face. 
 
    “James, while I certainly didn’t realize that you were so scarce on clothes, and I am sure mom didn’t either, I think that maybe, before we go to the store, since you need some serious clothing, we can make due with these for now.” 
 
    She opened her arms and dumped clothes on the bed. Pretty clothes and underwear. Pretty GIRLS clothes and underwear on the bed. 
 
    “Of course, well, I guess you have the build for it, skinny as you are. But now, I guess, when I look at you, it kind of seems about right. But I’m sure you want a couple of minutes to get situated. I’m in the room at the end of the hall. Come knock when you’re ready and I can show you around. 
 
    James just looked at the clothes she gave him and shook his head. He didn’t WANT girl’s clothes. He was just GIVEN girls clothes until mom had money to get him boys stuff from the store. But here he was, being given MORE girl’s clothes. And when he picked them up, he realized that they were NOT used or extremely worn as he had before. 
 
    No, these seemed not only fairly new but also fairly clean and even smelled cleaner than his old clothes. And when he picked up the first pair of panties, he was surprised to feel how NICE they felt. Then he picked up another pair and saw that they were nice too. In fact, everything that he picked up, from the panties, a couple of small vest like bra’s and the clothes all felt NICE! 
 
    He stripped off his only other set of boy clothes and put them off to the side. He then took a smell of himself and realized he needed a shower or something. When he opened a door off to the side, he found a bathroom with a connecting door across from him. He then walked over to the shower and started it, letting the water get hot before climbing into it. He noticed the soap and shampoo, realizing that it was “women’s” but decided he didn’t care and washed, because he felt like he NEEDED to clean up. 
 
    And as he did, he looked at his legs and saw the razor. “Why not?” he mused as he then lathered up his legs, and though he didn’t really have much hair on his 15 year old legs, he still shaved them. Then he shaved elsewhere and after about 15 minutes, was shaved smooth. He didn’t really know what came over him but he felt actually BETTER about himself. 
 
    A couple minutes later, all rinsed off, he opened the shower door and walked towards his door just as the other one opened up. 
 
    “Oh, Sorry James!” cried out Samantha as James scurried to the other door and shut the door. He felt so shocked and weird at the same time. Then he heard a knock on his bathroom door. 
 
    “I’m sorry James. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I just thought you were done already. Are you okay?” 
 
    James was still trying to slow down his beating hear. “I’m fine, I think. Give me a minute to get dressed, okay?” 
 
    “Sure. You need any help, just let me know.” 
 
    “Okay?” James then thought, “if I need any help???” but then he walked over to his bed and looked at his old clothes. Then he looked at the clothes that Samantha had brought over and picked up the panties again. He felt that same strange excitement that he felt the first time he had picked them up. It certainly was NOT like when he picked up the old ratty panties he wore at his house with his mom. And when he started to pull them up his legs, he felt something even more exciting. It might have been because his legs were shaved, but he was enjoying the feeling of those panties caressing his legs. 
 
    He didn’t know what came over him but he was quickly pulling on that vest thing, watching it cover his pecs and giving him a little something there. When he saw the stockings on the bed, he shook his head and decided that why not, he might as well. While he had never even thought about dressing up like a girl, he figured why not. So he rolled them up and put them on his legs. It was just like he was putting on a pair of his brother’s tube socks, though quite a bit longer. Then he picked up what he thought was a shirt but turned out to be a dress. It looked kind of like an oversized shirt so he pulled it on over his head and as he did, he noticed that it fit quite nicely. 
 
    He heard a knock on the door and without thinking, “come in!” and before he could say another word, Samantha came in. 
 
    “WOW! James, you look… Good. But, well, you might want to take off the dress. You need a slip under that or else everything will show in the right light!” 
 
    He just happened to notice the mirror and could see almost EVERYTHING there. Samantha pointed to the slip, a cute white nylon one that actually matched everything else he was wearing and pulled that over his head, then put the dress back on, still enjoying the lightness of the dress and how nice it felt on him as a whole. 
 
    “Damn, just need to do one more thing, though it might be a bit much for you. But while you look good, you could use a little color and style.” 
 
    James looked her, wondering what it was he was missing. But as he looked at himself in the mirror, he felt his wrist being grabbed and being taken to Samantha’s room. In seconds, she was attacking his face with tweezers and brushes. And in less than ten minutes his face looked totally different. 
 
    Then he felt his hair getting messed with. “You have somewhat short hair for a girl, but I think I can do something for you. If I had known you were coming and were like this, maybe I could have had mom get you a wig. But I think this works!” 
 
    James looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “HOLY! I look like…” 
 
    “A cute teenaged girl, Jamie!” It was his aunt Suzanne at the door and James felt mortified. “this may change a few things, sweetie. But I have to ask, because your mother didn’t tell me about this, not that it matters. But is this the first time for ALL of this?” 
 
    James looked at the floor and Samantha looked at her mother and then at James. “Oh James, I am SOOOO sorry! I thought that when… But…” 
 
    “Samantha, you thought he was wearing girl’s clothes because he liked to? Or wanted to?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, or else he would have tried to hide it all when he dumped out his bag. And when I grabbed all the things I brought to him, he didn’t protest. And it wasn’t like I dragged him… Well, I did, but he didn’t fight or argue.” She then looked James, as did his aunt. 
 
    “Well James, what do you have to say? But I should tell you that you looked far happier just a moment ago, before I walked in here and when I called you Jamie. You actually looked like you were happy.” 
 
    James looked at his aunt, then at his cousin. Then he looked at himself in the mirror. “Well, I don’t know. I do know that I did some weird things, for me, since I got here. I showered and then SHAVED my legs. Okay, everywhere. And when I picked up the panties, I felt a strange electricity in my body. Even more so as I put everything else on. I don’t understand it.” 
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    “Well James, I guess that what is going to happen is this. You spend the day like this, as Jamie. Tomorrow as well. Be this girl you look like now, if you want. If this is something that you feel like continuing, we can discuss it. But, as I recall, you had some really crappy sneakers to wear. Let me find something a little more to your new attire. I think we can find some flats or something, at least for now.” Suzanne said with a wink. 
 
    When Suzanne left, James looked at Samantha. “What is she winking at me for?” Samantha smiled and then picked up a pair of pumps. They were not super high but they did kind of match the outfit. She handed them to James. 
 
    “Go ahead and try them on. Everything else of mine seemed to fit you,” she laughed and James, with a little hesitation pulled the first one onto his foot. To his surprise, it fit, snugly but fit. When he pulled the other one on, it fit as well. 
 
    “Go ahead, stand up.” 
 
    James stood up and, for some strange reason was not only able to stand up and not fall on his face but was actually, without any coaxing, walk in them. He did take far smaller steps than he normally did but he was able to maintain balance. 
 
    When his aunt returned, she saw him standing in the three inch heels and shook her head. “If you’re going to take a walk outside, you MIGHT want to wear these flats. Those heels, while making your legs look toned and sexy, even for a guy, are going to be killers walking on the grass and dirt outside.” 
 
    James sat down and changed the heels for flats and then he and Samantha walked around the house, then around the property. It took a while to walk around the place, as it was rather large. The grounds were well manicured and everything just seemed so DIFFERENT than his home in the big city. 
 
    But on top of that, he was feeling something else. He felt like a GIRL! Walking in that dress, wearing that lingerie, it just felt… RIGHT. And when Samantha grabbed his had as they were walking, something else felt weird, but right! But she just let that hand holding continue as they walked. James learned that there were some stables, with horses, and that there were farm hands that worked the place. They were not young men but much older and they were gentlemen as well, nodding and tipping their hats to the two girls as they walked. 
 
    As they worked their way back up the lawn, walking towards the patio door, he thought that Samantha would let go of his hand but she didn’t. In they walked to the house, and when his aunt saw them, they were still holding hands. 
 
    “So, did she see the grounds?” 
 
    “Oh yes. And we walked and I showed her the stables. The guys smiled at us, as usual. She didn’t seem to want to talk, but she seemed to be feeling good about herself. Far more so than when I picked her.. Sorry James. He seems better about himself, much more so than when I picked HIM up.” 
 
    “Oh, so that’s why my daughter is holding his hand?” 
 
    Samantha, when her mom said that squeezed James hand one more time then, just as she was about to let go, decided not to. “Well mom, just because, well, I like girls, doesn’t mean I can’t like James, too, does it?” 
 
    “No daughter of mine. But I have to admit, James doesn’t LOOK like a boy. But I am also sure that HE should know you don’t like boys either.” 
 
    “Oh, I think SHE knows, mom!” 
 
    The two of them laughed. James, looking at both of them, smiled. “Yes, aunt Suzanne, I think I got the gist of it when she brought the clothes into the house, actually PLEASED with herself, that she wasn’t really into BOYS. What shocked me, though, was when she started to walk with me, holding my hand, telling me about the place and referring to me as Jamie. And that I felt like a Jamie rather than, well, James.” 
 
    “Well then, Jamie, lets go into town and get some dinner, to welcome you into town. And before you start to worry, dear, you certainly DO look like a girl, trust me on that!” Jamie couldn’t figure out WHY he felt comfortable, but as they left the house, James realized that he was still feeling some kind of energy, though wasn’t sure from where it was coming. But he felt energized and happy with himself. 
 
    A little while later, they pulled up to a little diner. As they got out, Suzanne smiled. “This is what we like to call shabby sheik! It may look a little worn on the outside, but just wait until you get inside!” 
 
    As they walked in, James could do nothing but marvel at the inside of the worn out building. Everything was bright, shiny and warm. The customers were all sitting, not at broken down tables or booths but in circular tables and nice chairs. They were escorted to their table by a nice young waitress, who then took their drink orders. A few minutes later, a woman wearing chef whites, stained with the sauce of the day or whatever, came out to their table. 
 
    “Well, I see you came back for more of my bad food, Suzanne. And your daughter too. But who is this poor girl you want to poison with my food now?” Then the two of them broke out laughing, as did many of the patrons since they knew these two so well. 
 
    “Collette, this is my niece, Jamie, from out in the BIG CITY! She came out here to experience small town life, plus get a decent education as my sister, well, is afraid for her. 
 
    “Well, I guess being poisoned is better than being shot. Welcome Jamie. Is there anything that you would like?” 
 
    James looked at his aunt. “Anything that you want, I am sure that Collette can make it.” 
 
    James smiled. “How about she surprises me?” and as James spoke, he realized that he spoke in a more feminine voice. 
 
    “Well, I think I can come up with something. How about the rest of you? 
 
    Samantha and Suzanne smiled. That sounds good to us as well. Surprise us, dear!” Then the two women gave each other a smack of their lips close to their cheeks, in a European fashion. 
 
    “Well, that woman is certainly spunky!” James admired. 
 
    “Well, we have been friends for some 30 years, to be sure. But first, we have to discuss a couple of things. Like going to school.” 
 
    James cringed. “I didn’t have the best grades in school. But I think… I WANT to do better. But my records all are for James, not Jamie. So what do I do?” 
 
    “Dear, anything can be overcome. Trust me, we can work on you’re being Jamie, even with your school records. All you have to do is decide what you want to do. Either James can go to school, or Jamie. Up to you.” 
 
    The rest of the evening, they talked about things going on around town, the school and the world in general. That world, though, was limited to nothing but all the things that James had been learning about the world and didn’t realize he had actually retained in school. And he told them about the fear of living in his old neighborhood and his brothers and even his sister. 
 
    That was when he learned that his aunt had actually told his mother that they should ALL move out there but she had refused for years. Even after her other boys were in jail or in the hospital. And she KNEW what the sister and his mother were doing to make ends meet, but she didn’t judge. 
 
    “If I had not gotten the opportunity all those years ago, I probably would have been in that same neighborhood, or one just like it. But I got good grades and got a scholarship, to a school far from there. I never did go back, not did I look back. 
 
    “I graduated, got married, had my kids. My husband, God rest his soul, got killed, of all ways, when the damned combine he was driving exploded. It seems that the damned fuel line developed a leak and the fuel hit something hot and sent the fire to the tank. 
 
    “My son, Frank, is away, teaching school. And Samantha, well, while not too much older than you, doesn’t want to go to college but rather wants to work for a couple of years before going to where ever she wants, either college or some trade school. 
 
    During their conversation, the food arrived and James was amazed that it was meatloaf, with mashed potatoes and a couple of vegetables. And it was devine. But James had to say what he was thinking. 
 
    “I was certainly expecting something different, but this is absolutely amazing!” Collette smiled. 
 
    “I may look like I can cook up a storm, and I promise you, I can. But comfort food for a young lady who leaves the big city and comes out to the country, my prescription for whatever ails you! Enjoy!” 
 
    “Oh, I will, ma’am. And thanks!” james replied, enjoying the food as it filled his stomach as much as his heart. 
 
    After they left, the three of them walked down the street and came to a small ice cream parlor. Five minutes later, all three had ice cream cones and walked around the small town, not really walking anywhere in particular, just walking around. They would see people and say hello. About another hour passed, the ice cream was gone and they finally got back into the car. They drove home and after a while, James said good night to them and fell into bed. 
 
    As he took off his clothes, folding them neatly, he noticed that everything else was put away. He walked to the dresser and noticed it was filled with girls clothes. All of the drawers were filled. He walked to the closet and saw more girl’s clothes. Then he saw his bag and he knew what was in there. He left that there and walked back to the dresser and opened the drawer and found the night shirt he had seen. 
 
    Three minutes later, wearing that and the panties he crawled into bed and fell asleep. And he dreamt that he was a girl, going to school. He dreamt that he was drawing the attention of all the boys in the school but he only had eyes for one person, his cousin! He was still attracted to girls, though now he had some kind of confidence that he didn’t have before. 
 
    By the time he woke up, he was feeling REALLY odd. When he crawled out of bed, took off the night shirt and then the panties, he didn’t think anything about it all and crawled into the shower. When he went to soap up his chest, something was a little weird. He noticed that he had… Perky breasts. As he shook his head a little, he realized that there was something else wrong. When he reached down between his legs, he screamed! 
 
    The first one to enter the bathroom was Samantha, as she was right there next to her. And when she saw what was there, or what was missing, she let out a shriek as well! This drew Suzanne into the room and one look told her what had happened. 
 
    “Calm down, both of you. Jamie, get dressed and then come down stairs. Do not argue with me, please, young lady. And Samantha, get dressed as well and come down stairs too. I will meet you in the dining room and we will discuss this.” 
 
    Suzanne turned on her heel and left the room. James looked at Samantha then shrugged, left the bathroom after drying himself off and got dressed. He put on another dress, though this time he didn’t put on the stockings. But he needed the bra without a doubt because they had some heft to them, more than he had realized. And when he had put on the panties, and he grazed his new vagina, he whimpered a little, shocked at the sensitivity of the thing.  
 
    He didn’t know what came over him but he looked at the table in his room and saw… MAKE-UP! And for a second, thought about not putting it on. But then he sat down and put it on, not even thinking about what he was doing. Then he went back to the dresser and pulled out another pair of nylons and put them on his legs. It just felt… Natural to him now. 
 
    When he came out of his room, there was Samantha looking at him and shaking her head, not in surprise but rather amazement. James looked even more girlie than she remembered from the night before. And she even did a great job with her make up. 
 
    “Damn Jamie, you look HOT! Are you trying to attract guys on me?” 
 
    James looked at her. “I had a strange dream last night, Samantha. I dreamt I was a girl and was attracting all the guys. But I only had eyes for ONE person. You know who that was?” 
 
    Samantha looked at James and smiled. “The kid in the ice cream shop that kept trying to flirt with you?” Samantha teased. But she was wondering who had caught this guys eyes. Well, from the looks of him, HER eye! 
 
    James reached out and took Samantha’s hand. No words had to be spoken then. They walked down and into the kitchen and saw Suzanne. 
 
    “Well, I think that someone had taken something that they shouldn’t have out of the closet. I say that because, well, something has changed. I was, eventually, if you decided to become Jamie rather than James, would have given it to you. But I think that, well, someone got one of the night shirts. And because you mentioned something about feeling a little surge of energy, I believe that maybe the nylons yesterday helped with it. SO I guess it would make perfect sense to kind of tell you what happened, how it happened and, maybe what it is that I do that makes me money.” 
 
    The two girls looked at Suzanne. Suzanne nodded. 
 
    “Okay, let me start with the clothes that you have. The night shirt and possibly a pair of panties and nylons, all together, caused your body to transform into that of a female. The change in your body is the proof of that. 
 
    “What I went to college for was for fashion. But I wanted something more. And with the help of an old woman, who found me and taught me many weird and exotic things, I discovered that, well, my designs had the ability to change a person’s life, either temporarily or permanently.” 
 
    James and Samantha looked at her, confused a little bit but also nodding their heads, as James was proof that SOMETHING happened. 
 
    “Okay, so, I usually have these shipped, some with the special fabric and others with just plain fabric, from the facility on the other side of town. I work on them some here BEFORE it gets done in the plant. One part does the specials and the remainder of the plant does the regular outfits and lingerie. 
 
    “Right now, it seems, that you, James, are now Jamie in real life. I mean, EVERYONE but the three of us ONLY know you as Jamie, even your mother. Which does explain the phone call I got earlier but I didn’t understand that this morning. But I will get to that later. 
 
    “The problem is that the night shirt that you wore as well as probably the panties and nylons were made with the special fabric. I didn’t realize, until now, that you had any of them or else I would have stopped your time wearing them a whole lot sooner than this. Because right now, there really is no going back to James. Not that I think you wanted to, from watching you last night. 
 
    “So, if necessary, I want to apologize for what has happened to you and I am sure we will do everything to help you get used to your new life as Jamie.” 
 
    James, now Jamie, looked at his aunt. Then he got up, walked over to her and gave her a huge hug. Then whispering in her ear, she said, “I could not be happier if I tried, aunt Suzanne. I feel good like this. It was meant to be I think!” Then she hugged her again. 
 
    “Thank you, dear. Now, as for your mother, she is kind of wondering when you are coming back home from your vacation. I should tell you, though, that it sounds as if she is NOT living in the same place as when you left. Same city and phone number, but not the same address, it would seem. But what you do is up to you.” 
 
    Jamie thought about it. “I love my mom and such but, well, can I still stay here for school while I figure all this girl stuff out?” 
 
    Samantha smiled. Suzanne nodded her head. That was what I kind of said to your mom and she did say that maybe the change of scenery would help you not only get your grades back up where they used to be, but also something about breaking up with your GIRLFRIEND?” Suzanne smiled. 
 
    Jamie just looked at them both. “What girlfriend? I didn’t even have one when I was a guy… There was this one girl though, but she was kind of far out there. She smiled at me sometimes but nothing more. I was too afraid to talk to her and, well, maybe she was the same way. But who cares. I’m here now and I guess this is where I’ll stay. For now, anyways.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 
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