
TV FICTION CLASSICS 

CALL HIM "SIS" 

HEATHER TEACHES SHANNON 

EVERYTHING A GIRL SHOULD KNOW. 

BUT SHANNON IS A BOYi? 

VOLUME 78 

Published By 

SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING 

P.O. BOX 2309 

CAPISTRANO BEACH, CA 92624-0309 USA 



SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING .. J 

TV FICTION CLASSICS 

VOLUME 78 

CALL HIM ''SIS'' 

By SARA WARREN 

Illustrations by 

GABI 

REWARD!! 
The TV-TS PUBLISHER'S ASSOCIATION 

will pay for Information leading to the 
arrest. conviction, and/or 11UCCessful pro99Cu!lon or anyone for gain 

reproducing. copying, counterfeiting or unauthorized uae of copyrighted 
SANDY THOMAS PUBLICATIONS. CONTACT: SANDY THOMAS 

Published by 
Sandy Thomas Advertising 

P.O. Box 2309 
Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309 



2 -- SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING CALL HIM "SIS" 

© 2003 SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING 

CALL HIM "SIS" 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 
No part of this book may be 

Reproduced in any form 
Without the express prior written 

Permission of the pub I isher 

Contact Sandy Thomas for Information. 
P.O. Box 2309 

Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309 

My E-MAIL ADDRESS IS: 
sandythomas@cox.net 

DESIGN AND EDITORIAL BY: 
'LOVE EDITING' 

THIS STORY IS A WORK OF FICTION. Names, 
characters, places, and incidents are either the product 
of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead is 
entirely coincidental. 

QUOTE BOARD 

"God gave us our sex. Thank Gawd we can 
choose our gender." 



CALL HIM "SIS" SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING -- 3 

CALL HIM "SIS" 

By Sara Warren 

For of Part one of two ... 

SEE TVC #77, CALL HIM "MISS" 

After a day of shopping and mistaken for being 

a girl, Shannon found himself ... 

The three of them found a table in the crowded food 
court, where Heather and Emily discussed the pros and 
cons of him becoming a "candy striper." 

"You don't have to do it if you don't want to," Emily 
pointed out. "But what else is there for you to do all 
summer? Heather volunteers three days a week. Are 
you going to stay out at the house by yourself?" 

Heather said, "We really need extra volunteers. "And 
just think of all the fun we could have working together. 
Mrs. Kingston would team us up together if I asked her. 
That way I could teach you what we do and also help you 
out if you ever found yourself in an uncomfortable posi­
tion. What do you say?" 

"Are you two crazy? I'm a boy. Besides what would 
mom say? How would she react if I told her I was going 
to spend my summer posing as a girl?" he blushed a deep 
red. 

"I'll talk to her," Emily offered. "But I don't think 
she'd have any objection. After all, you haven't exactly 
been Mr. Macho Man since you been here? And she 
hasn't said anything so far, has she?" 
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"There's a big difference between being mistaken for 

a girl and TRYING to be one," the emasculated boy said, 
pushing a long stray lock of his hair aside. 

"Are you afraid to try?" Heather asked. 

Shannon looked down at the table and shook his 
head slowly. 

Both Emily and Heather noted that he wasn't pro­
testing the idea of posing as a girl. Instead he was wor­
ried about what other people would think, and about 
whether he could pull it off successfully. 

Heather reached across the table and took his hand 
in hers. She looked him in the eye and said, "You don't 
know how much I've enjoyed having you around these 
past few days. The other morning I slipped up and said 
that it was almost like having a girl-friend or sister liv­
ing with me. But it's true. You're a very sweet, loving 
person who's letting his feminine side peek out. There 
just happens to be three other females living in the 
house too. We love being females and we can't see why 
you shouldn't too. Tell me you hate the way your hair 
looks and I'll drop the whole thing ... " 

" I  like my hair this way," Shannon said softly. 

"So let's have some fun and try being a girl for the 
summer and see how it fits. You can always go back to 
being a stupid boy if you find you don't like it." 

Shannon turned from Heather to Emily, who smiled 
and nodded encouragingly. Tears started forming in the 
corners of eyes. As they started rolling down his cheeks 
he reached up to wipe them away. 

"There's mom," he stammered, "and I don't know 
where to begin. I've been afraid that you all would think 
that I was weird. You're right, I haven't been much of a 
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boy lately. I've loved all the girlish things you two have 
introduced me too." 

"We are just beginning," Heather giggled then 
squealed as she hugged the effeminate boy tightly. "I'm 
going to make you the happiest girl in the world." 

He blushed again, then turned to Emily. "What 
about my mom?" 

"I'll talk to her. But believe me, I'm sure she'll be as 
thrilled as we all are." 

"We'd better get a move on," Heather jumped up. 
"We've got so much to do to get our newest 'candy 
striper' ready for work tomorrow." 

"The first thing we need to do is get you a uniform," 
Emily told him. 

"Uniform?" 

"It's a jumper, with pink and white stripes. That's 
why were called 'candy-strippers,"' Heather pointed out. 

"Oh," was all the boy could say. 

They went directly to Andrea's, the only dress shop 
in town that carried them. The clerk knew exactly what 
they wanted when they introduced her to Shannon. 

"Another volunteer, how nice. I'm glad to see that 
there are still some teenagers with a sense of responsi­
bility. I see so many of them hanging around here at the 
mall and on the street corners downtown," she said as 
she led them toward the back of the store. She grabbed 
her tape measure and was about to take Shannon's 
measurements when Emily intervened. 

"We already know her size," she told her. 

"Well, we ought to check anyway. You know we pride 
ourselves on always giving our customers a perfect fit 
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here at Andrea's," the clerk pointed out. As she advanced 
on Shannon the poor boy started to back away. 

"We're in a big hurry," Emily said as she attempted 
to get in between the determined clerk and the boy. 
"Please." 

"Well this is highly unusual," the clerk huffed. "We 
can't guarantee it'll fit if we're not allowed to take her 
measurements, you know." 

Emily took a deep breath. "Look madam, it's only a 
jumper. As far as I know, it only comes in three sizes, 
small, medium, and large. Shannon and Heather are the 
same size. I happen to know that Heather wears a me­
dium. I know that because I'm her mother. Now I would 
like to buy another medium for Shannon here. May I do 
that?" 

"Certainly," the clerk sniffed. "Will there be any­
thing else?" 

"Don't forget the cap," Heather reminded them. 

"Of course," the clerk turned on her heel and strode 
into the back room. 

Back out on the street, Emily sighed and shook her 
head. "That's one of the snootiest clerks I've ever run 
into." 

"I was afraid she wasn't going to sell it to us without 
measuring me," a relieved Shannon pointed out. 

"So. I don't understand what the two of you got so 
worked up about," Heather said. 

"Shannon's wearing that bulky tunic that sort of 
hides his figure, but he'd come up a little short if the 
clerk had measured him," Emily pointed out. 

"Oh, yeah," Heather nodded. "I hadn't thought about 
that." 



CALL HIM "SIS" SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING -- 7 

"Well there's all sorts of things we're going to have to 
take into consideration if we're going to mold Shannon 
here into a successful girl." She turned to the boy. "Isn't 
that right, sweetheart?" 

He just stood there blushing a deep red. 

Heather grabbed his arm and whispered in his ear, 
"Don't you worry. Before you even know it, you'll be the 
prettiest girl in town." 

They went back to Macy's, where they headed di­
rectly to the lingerie department. This area had always 
held a particular fascination for Shannon, but he had 
always been too afraid to linger there. Now he found 
himself inspecting panties and bras with Heather. 

"Look at this," Heather's eyes looked mischievous as 
she held up a pair of hot pink see-through lace panties 
trimmed in black. This only caused Shannon to blush 
again while her mother merely rolled her eyes and 
groaned. 

"We need to start with the basics," Emily pointed out 
as she inspected some matching, floral-print bra and 
panty sets. "What about something like this?" she 
showed the boy. 

"I suppose," he stammered. "I don't know much 
about girl's underwear," he said in a low voice as he 
stared at the floor. 

"Why don't you let me pick out some appropriate 
things while you and Heather take a look at night­
gowns," she suggested. 

The two teens wandered across the aisle and began 
inspecting the racks of nightwear. Shannon paused at a 
display of frothy lace trimmed baby doll pajamas. 
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Heather sidled up to him and whispered, "You'd look de­
licious in those. Do you like them?" 

The boy nodded silently. 

"Maybe mom will buy us matching pairs. Wouldn't 
that be neat?" 

Shannon's eyes lit up and they both began giggling. 
After much discussion they both decided to get pink. 
Emily expressed some surprise when they told her about 
their decision. 

"I didn't realize your tastes ran to such ult1·a­
feminine styles," she said to her daughter. 

"I guess Shannon just helps bring out the girl in me," 
she replied as she gave the effeminate boy a hug. 

Emily just smiled and shook her head. 

From the lingerie department they next went look­
ing for dresses and skirts. "Mrs. Kingston forbids us to 
wear slacks at work," Heather explained to the boy. 

"I think we should start with some basic things," 
Emily suggested. "Some skirts and tops that he can mix 
and match. We can expand his wardrobe slowly. Besides, 
didn't you offer to let him borrow some things of yours?" 

"Sure, he can borrow anything of mine that he 
wants," she said. Actually she got a little thrill at the 
thought of the boy wearing one of her dresses. 

The three o f  them finally picked out a couple of 
skirts and tluee tops. Then they stopped at the cosmetics 
counter, where they purchased an entire set of makeup 
for the boy, everything from foundation and cover-up 
stick, to blusher and mascara. A little chill ran down 
Shannon's spine when Heather whispered in his ear, "I 
can't wait to show you how to do your face," while they 
were looking at the lipsticks. 
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" I've got one more thing I need to get," Emily an­
nounced when they finally wandered out of the store. 
"Why don't you two take a look in the Gap while I run 
over and pick up what I need? I meet you back here in 
ten minutes." 

They were waiting for her when she returned. "Did 
you find anything you liked?" she wanted to know. 

"Not a thing," Shannon told her. 

"The stuff in the Gap isn't frilly enough for Shan­
non," Heather teased him. 

As soon as they got home Heather insisted on taking 
Shannon upstairs to dress him up. "I want you to be 
ready when your mother gets home," she said excitedly. 

Shannon had gotten so caught up in the excitement 
that he had forgotten that his mother still had no idea of 
their decision to have him live as a girl for the summer. 
He started to get nervous all over again. 

"Maybe we'd better wait until we talk it over with 
her," he suggested. "What if she says no?" 

"Once she sees you, I don't think that will happen," 
Emily volunteered. "When she see how pretty and girlish 
you are when we ask her--she won't have any doubts or 
worries about how you'll look." 

That's all it took to convince the now eager boy. They 
laid out his new things in his bedroom and quickly went 
to work on him. Heather held up a bra and panty set and 
told him to get undressed. When he hesitated Emily in­
tervened. 

"Maybe you'd feel more comfortable changing in the 
bathroom," she suggested to the relieved boy. However 
just as he was about to close the door she handed him 
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another garment. When he looked at her quizzically, she 
explained. 

"It's a little something to hide that unladylike 
bulge," she nodded at him as he again blushed a deep 
red. "It's called a gaff. I picked it up while you two were 
at the Gap. It's especially designed to take care of your 
particular problem. Slip it on and tuck yourself up be­
tween your legs. It fits tight so that you present a 
smooth front." 

Heather started giggling again, but her mother 
quickly shushed her. "The poor dear is embarrassed 
enough as it is without you laughing at him." 

She quickly realized her mistake and apologized. 
She didn't want to do anything that might make the boy 
change his mind. 

Emily went on, "It may feel a little uncomfortable at 
first, but you'll soon get used to it. They recommend that 
you wear it all the time, day and night." 

Alone in the bathroom, he stripped off his clothes 
and struggled to pull up the gaff. It was very tight and 
he had some difficulty getting it up around his hips. 
Then he reached in and carefully pushed his maleness 
down and between his legs. 

"Gawd, he thought, if my father could only see me 
now . . .  " It awkward to do, and it took him awhile to get 
everything adjusted. The unyielding sensation was al­
most too much for him to bear. When he finally stepped 
back and looked in the mirror, he was enchanted by the 
image that he saw. 

His front was perfectly flat and smooth without the 
slightest hint of maleness. He shivered with excitement 
as he ran his hand down below his belly. A slight "Wow" 
escaped his lips. He moved his hips back and forth but 
the garment held everything up and back. 
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Next he stepped into the panties and pulled them 
up. Then he slipped his arms through the straps of the 
bra and tried to fasten it in the back. He struggled for 
several minutes before finally giving up. 

When he opened the door and stepped back into the 
bedroom the bra was loosely draped over his chest. Sud­
denly he felt very embarrassed to be standing in front of 
Emily and Heather partially dressed in girl's under­
clothes. 

He saw their eyes go to the crotch of his panties but 
the two of them were very businesslike as they crossed 
the room to help him. Heather stepped behind him and 
quickly hooked the bra together, while at the same time 
Emily slipped a couple of breast forms into the cups of 
his bra. She spoke up before the startled boy could say 
anything. 

"They used to be Heather's," she explained. "All girls 
want to appear grown up, even if their bodies haven't 
developed yet. She no longer needs them and they've just 
been sitting in a box in her closet for a long time. Now 
they're yours." 

"I loved those," Heather said. "They got me used to 
having breasts and now they will do the same for you." 

The boy first looked down at his new chest, then at 
his image in the full-length mirror. His jaw dropped 
when he saw himself in the mirror. Dressed in bra and 
panties, with his feminine hairdo, he looked for all the 
world like a teenaged girl. He continued to stare at him­
self as Heather moved to stand next to him. 

"Se? You do make a very convincing girl," she told 
him. 

Unable to speak, he just nodded in agreement. Fi­
nally Emily spoke up. "I think we ought to finish what 
we were doing," she said. "You're going to catch a cold 
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standing around here dressed like that," she pointed out 
as she offered the boy a camisole and half-slip. 

He felt a little more comfortable after slipping them 
on. He even managed to give Heather a slight smile 
while she stood there grinning at him. He stepped into 
the skirt that Emily offered him and pulled it up to his 
waist. Then she helped him with the blouse she had 
picked out. 

"These buttons are on the wrong side," he com­
plained as he fumbled to fasten the tiny pearl buttons on 
the front of the blouse. 

Both Emily and Heather laughed at his confusion. 
"It's a woman's blouse silly," Heather told him. "Some­
times that's the only way you can tell the difference be­
tween men's and women's shirts." 

"That and darts," Emily reminded her. 

"Darts?" the boy said. "What do darts have to do 
with clothes?" 

He blushed again as Heather explained in detail. 
Meanwhile Emily gave him a pair of Heather's shoes. 
She had considered giving him a pair of high heels to try 
out, but instead she opted for a pair of flats. The poor 
boy was experiencing enough for one day and she didn't 
want to discourage him by giving him shoes that might 
hurt his feet. There'll be plenty of time for heels in the 
future she mused as she stood back to admire the ef­
feminate lad. He really looks good in that outfit, she said 
to herself. 

"Let's do your face!" Heather said as she led him to 
the vanity. 

He watched with great interest as she carefully 
made up his face with the cosmetics they had just pur­
chased. Fortunately he was still too young to worry 
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about any facial hair. First she showed him how to apply 
a light coating of foundation with a damp sponge .  Then 
she started to p luck some stray hairs from his eyebrows. 
First one, then another, then another. 

"Ouch," he finally complained. 

"Oh don't be such a baby," she scolded  him. "Girls 
have to pluck their eyebrows to keep them neat and 
feminine looking." 

"But it hurts," he told her not mentioning the obvi­
ous part. 

"It's part of the price we pay for beauty ," she said. 
"Being a girl IS a bed of roses but there are a bunch of 
thorns !" 

"OUCH!" he yelled  as she pulled out a stubborn hair. 

"It takes lots of hard work and some sacri fices to 
look beautiful. You'll learn," she told him as she plucked 
a few more hairs. 

He sat there silently in  pain u ntil she finished. "This 
coul d  be a lot more complicated than I thought ," he said 
to himself. He soon forgot about his self -doubts however, 
as she began to fill in his brows with a pe ncil. Next she 
got out the eye shadow and showed him how to carefully 
brush the color onto his lids. 

"Not too much for daywear," she cautio ned him. 
"Subtlety is what you're looking for. What you really 
want is for your face to look like you're not even wearing 
makeup." 

"Huh?" 

"Trust me." 

He had more fun twirling the mascara onto his 
lashes with the round brush. He loved the way they 
seemed to grow longer a nd fuller. Next she showed him 
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how to apply just a hint of blush to his cheeks and blend 
it in with a tissue, and then lightly dust his face with 
powder. A little lip g loss completed  the picture. He sat 
there staring at the feminine face that looked back at 
him in the mirror. He was fascinated with his new im­
age. "That's really me," he said softly. 

Emily had been s itting on the bed across the room 
watching the boy's transformation. Now she came and 
stood behind him with her hands on his shoulders. "You 
make a very pretty young lady," she told him. "You real­
ize of course that you could go anywhere and no one 
would ever suspect that you are anyth ing but one h un­
dred percent girl." 

"Do yo u really think so?" 

"Absolutely," Heather concurred. "Just wait til l  your 
mom sees you!" 

"Oh," the boy shuddered, suddenly nervous again . 

"She'll be thri lled," Emily assured him. "Rather than 
worry about that, I think that you should practice some 
feminine manner isms." 

They spent the rest of the afternoon showing the boy 
how to talk and act like a girl. He had to relearn how to 
walk, w ith a slight sway of the hips, and his back 
straight with his chest out. "To show off your feminine 
assets," Heather told him with a nod toward the unfa­
miliar, new mo unds he wore. He blushed in response. 

He also learned how to straighten out the back of his 
skirt when he  sat down, so it didn't wrinkle ,  and how to 
bend at the knees rather than at the waist when picking 
something up off the floor. 

"Keep those knees together," Emily warned him 
when he sat down. 
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"Yeah. You do n't want anyone to see what color 
panties you're wearing," teased Heather. The poor boy 
b lushed even more. 

They even had him practice walking around with a 
book balanced o n  his head. 

"Jeez, I never k new being a girl was such hard 
work," he lamented at one point. 

"It's not," Heather assured him, "If you've been a girl 
a ll your life ! But you've got to u nlearn all the crude boy­
ish habits you picked over the years." 

They also pointed out to the lad how a girl's speech 
patterns differ from a boy's. "Boys are more assertive 
when they talk. The also interrupt more. Girls tend to 
speak more hesitantly. Even when making a statement 
they often hang a question mark o n  the e nd of it," Emily 
told him. 

"But that doesn't seem fair?" he complained. 

"That's the way !" she told him. 

"Huh?" 

"You're doing just fine, dear," she said without fur­
ther elaboration. 

The three of them were busy i n  the kitchen fixing 
dinner when Shannon's mother arrived from work. 
Emily and Heather turned expecta ntly when she walked 
in  the door, but Shannon nervously stood at the counter 
with his back to her. 

"Hi, everyone," she said as she breezed in the door. 
She immediately caught significant looks from the other 
two before her gaze settled on her son. Her eyes widened 
a nd her jaw dropped at the sight of the femininely clad 
boy. "Shannon?" she said. "Is that you?" 
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He turned slowly. "Hi, mom," he said softly, keeping 
his voice high. "How are you doing?" 

"Oh my! I..., I'm doing fine." She hesitated, looking 
him over from head to toe. "How was YOUR day?" 

"Okay, I guess," he replied. His fingers went timidly 
to his hair. 

"'WELU" she laughed, "I can tell you all have been 
very busy. That's a lovely skirt you have on," his mother 
told him as she began to recover from the shock. "Is that 
one of Heather's?" 

"No," Heather piped up. "It's his. We went shopping 
again today." 

"Oh really? And he really needed a new skirt!" 

"Doesn ' t  he look like a girl?" Heather asked . 
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Heather came over and put her head next to Shan­
non's. "Doesn't he look like a girl?" 

Emily quickly intervened and began to explain what 
had happened. She told Rachel all about running into 
Mrs. Kingston at the mall, how she had mistaken Shan­
non for a girl, and how Heather had ended up volunteer­
ing him to be a "candy striper." All the while Shannon 
stood quietly, fumbling with the hem of his apron. 

"And that's pretty much the whole story," Emily con­
cluded. "Shannon was a little worried about your reac­
tion, but I assured him that I would take full responsi­
bility if you were upset." 

"Well, I'm at a loss for words. This is quite a sur­
prise," she said as she sat down at the kitchen table. "I 
think this is going to take some getting used to. Give me 
a minute or two." She turned to her son. "Is this is some­
thing you want to do?" 

"Oh, yeah. He loves being a girl. Don't you Shan­
non?" Heather interjected. 

"Please let him speak for himself," Rachel told her. 
"Well?" she looked at him. 

The red-faced boy continued to stare at the floor for a 
few moments before replying. "I've really had fun these 
past few days, mom. Dad always gave me such trouble 
about my hair. I know that boys shouldn't admit that 
they enjoy setting their hair . . .  " 

"I think we are way beyond setting one's hair now," 
his mother stated. "Turn around and let me get a good 
look?" 

Shannon slowly did a pirouette. His mother said, 
'Tm not seeing my son here. Do you like wearing all 
that stuff on your face like a girl?" 

"I like it a lot," he said, seeing her eye his figure. 



18 -- SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING CALL HIM "SIS" 

"And under the pretty blouse and skirt- -I assume 
you have a bra and panties? You like wearing them 
too?" 

"Oh yes, mother." 

"You're sure you want to become one of us women for 
a while? You can't go switching back and forth ... " 

" I  am sure." 

"You sound pretty pos1t1ve. Turn around again. 
Your figure looked quite nice. I'd never realized how girl­
ish your is. How'd you get the curves on top? 

"They are Heathers." 

"They are his now," Heather giggled and pulled her 
shoulders back. " I  don't need them." 

She turned to her son, "I hope you like them because 
I don't ever want to see you without them ... " 

"I 'll wear them always !" Shannon said, sensing a de­
c1s 10n. 

"You are goin g  to have to learn how to do your 
makeup and hair yourself? You can't be relying on 
Heather all the time, you know." 

'Tm going to t each him everything I know," Heather 
offere d. 

Shannon's mother sat quietly. The room was quiet. 
"This is crazy, Shannon's a boy!" 

Heather said, "Shannon, show her your panties !" 

"Hca ther !" her mother said . "Stay out of this !" 

"Okay," his mother said, "Show me your panties." 

The red -faced boy removed his apron and lifted his 
skirt so his mother could see his smooth fitting panties. 
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Seeing the fit, she gasped, "Oh honey, you really 
want to do this ,  don't you?" 

"More than anything ... " 

"More importantly however, what about school. If 
you spend all summer livin g  as a girl, and everyone 
around here gets to know you as a girl, what do you p lan 
to do in the fall when school starts? Have you thought 
about that? 

"Not really," he admitted. "I guess I'd j ust go to 
school l ike this?" 

"Please, let's be realistic about this," Rachel re­
minded everyone. "First of all, he  is a boy, not a girl. A ll 
his school recor ds show that he's a boy! He couldn't just 
show up on the first day of schoo l dressed like this and 
expect that no one would notice. But that's besides the 
point. What if after a full summer of l iv ing like a gir l  he 
decides that he wants to go back to being a boy? How is 
he going to explain that to everyone he  meets this sum­
mer? I have a feeling that by the time the summer's over 
the novelty of wearin g  bras and setting h is hair in roll ­
ers every night will have worn off. I'll be  will ing to bet 
that he'll welcome the thought of going back to living in 
jeans and tee shirts rather that pantyhose and skirts. 
What do you say, Shannon?" 

" I  don't know. I guess I hadn't thought it out that 
far. Besides, I thought we were only stayin g  here for a 
l itt le while until we found  a house of our own to move 
into. If we end up getting a house in another school dis­
trict then I'll probably never see any of these kids again. 
Please mom. Just for the summer." 

"And what about the fall? Are you going to be able 
to change back to living full time as a boy?" 

" I  guess so," he  looked down at the floor. 
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"What's your opinion, Emily? Or need I ask?" 

"It's obvious that Shannon makes a very sweet and 
pretty girl. I 've watched him closely and he has a natu­
rally girl ish personal ity. Yesterday when we went shop­
p ing--even without makeup , and consc iously trying, eve­
ryone we met treated him l ike a girl. I'd vote to let him 
try it out for the summer." 

"That'a way, mom," Heather cheered, while Shannon 
beamed at her. 

"Looks l ike I'm out -voted," his mother said with a 
sigh. She crossed the room to where her femininely clad 
son stood a nd gave him a b ig hug a nd a k iss on the 
cheek. "I can't believe I'm doing this but let me be the 
first to welcome my new daughter into this world." 

"Really!" Shannon cheered. "I get to be a girl?" 

"As much as you want !"  As an aside she said, "I just 
hope we're making the right decision." 

He hugged her back. "Don't worry. I'll make you very 
proud o f  your new daughter." 

"Oh Shannon, congratulations," Heather s quealed as 
she too hugged the s miling boy. "This is just so cool !" 

"Don't worry," E mily told Rachel. "From the way 
things have been going so far, I honestly don't foresee 
any problems with him fitting in as a girl." 

"I'm not worried about h is ability to carry off this 
new role," Rachel replied. "I can see how well he's 
adapted. It's the long-term effects that I'm concerned 
about. Will he be able to revert back to being a boy after 
this is over?" 

E mily shrugged. "Maybe he won't want to switch 
back." 
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"What? You mean live the rest of his life as a 
woman?" 

"He wouldn't be the first one, you know." 

"Oh, gawd! I don't even want to think about this 
right now." 

"Why don't we all sit down and eat dinner, okay?" 
She turned to the two teenagers, "Girls, why don't you 
set the table. We can work out the rules after we eat." 

Shannon tingled with excitement when he heard 
Emily refer to him and Heather as "girls." He had been 
listening closely to the conversation. Although he had 
embraced his girlish role completely, it was true that he 
had never given a thought towards the future. 

He had to concede that his mother did have a point. 
Was this good for him? They would have to talk further. 
But for now, he had approval and all he wanted to do 
was be a girl. 

The two "girls" didn't have to be reminded to clean 
up the kitchen after dinner. As soon as everyone was fin­
ished eating they jumped up and started clearing the ta­
ble. They made quick work of the dishes and then they 
each shampooed their hair at the sink. Then they re­
treated to Heather's room, where Shannon set her hair 
on large rollers. He had paid careful attention over the 
past few days while watching her do her own hair and 
had obviously learned a lot. It  didn't take long before her 
head was covered with colorful plastic rollers. 

"Gee, Shannon," she commented as she admired his 
work in the mirror, "You did a great job." 

"Thank you," he beamed with pride. "I guess I have a 
knack for it." 
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"Sit here and let me do to your hair now," she ges­
tured toward the chair. 

The boy sat quietly and watched while she combed 
his hair and sectioned it. Then she spirited each section 
with setting lotion before winding it onto a large roller. 

"I want to do a real good job so your hair will look 
perfect tomorrow for your first full day as a 'candy 
striper,"' she told him, then added, "and as a girl!" 

"I get nervous just thinking about it," he confessed. 
"I hope no one suspects me." 

"Not to worry, my dear. You fooled them without 
even trying. Just imagine how convincing you'll be when 
you go all-out to fool them. Besides," she said as she 
looked at his reflection in the mirror, "I'm beginning to 
think this is the real you, and that your role as a boy 
was really the deception." 

"You really think so?" he desperately wanted to be­
lieve her. 

"Look how quickly you've gotten used to having 
breasts not to mention that gaff! Not many boys could 
give up their masculinity so quickly. You take to femi­
ninity like you'd been born a girl." 

"It's weird," he confessed, "I feel so peaceful and at 
ease when in girl's things. I guess all my father's pres­
sure to 'be a man' is mute!" 

"We'll show your mom that that she really has a 
daughter," she laughed as she hugged him. A couple of 
big tears of joy rolled down his cheeks. 

When she was finished with his hair she removed 
the clear polish from his nails and recoated them with a 
soft, pink polish. "It'll match your lipstick tomorrow," 
she told him as he held his limp wrists out while the 
enamel dried. 
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Later that evening his mother came to his room to 
say good night. He was propped up in bed reading "Sev­
enteen." He smiled when he noticed that she was ready 
for bed, in her nightgown with her hair in curlers, just 
like him. He slid over to make room and she sat down 
next to him. 

"That's a cute nightie you're wearing. Did Emily buy 
it for you?" 

"Uh, huh. And she bought Heather one just like it." 

"It shows off your new cm·ves nicely," she noted as 
her gaze traveled down to his chest. 

"Heather suggested I wear a bra and padding at 
night, so I get used to them." 

"And that gaff thing? Isn't that uncomfortable?" she 
asked as she glanced at his curler-covered head. 

"No," he said with a hint of pride in his voice. "I have 
to get used to it." He patted his head. Then he added, 
"Just like you said I would." 

"When I said that I had no idea you'd embrace femi­
ninity so quickly and completely. I must say I'm a little 
surprised." 

"Me too," he admitted as his pink fingertips played 
with the hem of his baby doll pajamas. "It's fun. Heather 
has become a real good friend. I've never had a real close 
friend like her before." 

"Well, I'm glad you've found a good friend. She's a 
sweet girl. I just hope you're going to be able to cope 
with all the repercussions of your new-found identity." 

"I love everything about being a girl. I just wish I'd 
gotten into this sooner." 

"But you're not a real girl," his mother sighed. 
"That's the whole point. You're fascinated with all the 
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externals of girlishness. But deep down inside you still 
are a boy. Do you see what I mean?" 

"Are you sure?" 

She stared at him. "What do you mean?" 

"Are you sure that deep down inside I'm really a 
boy? I mean, what if this is the real me, and I've finally 
just discovered who I truly am?" 

"But I'm your mother. Don't you think I know who 
you are?" 

"I don't know," he looked away. 

"You've been raised as a boy. You have all the social 
skills of a boy, not a girl." 

"I'll learn," he protested. 

"There's so much more to being a girl than just 
make-up, and hair styles, and pretty clothes." 

"Like what?" 

"Like society's attitudes and expectations concerning 
women." 

"That's changing." 

"But not fast enough!" 

"I'll work it out. I figure I've got three female role 
models to learn from," he pointed out. 

"What about boys?" 

"What about them?" 

"Boys and girls act in particular ways toward each 
other. Up till now you've dealt with girls from a boy's 
perspective." 

"So?" 
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"So from now on you're going to have to deal with 
boys from a girl's perspective ." 

"Girls generally avoid boys," he spoke from his own 
experience. 

"Not as they get older, they don 't." 

"Oh." 

"What are you going to do if a boy asks you out on a 
date?" 

"Turn him down!"  he said emphatically. 

"And what if Heather wants to double-date with 
you? Are you going to disappoint your best friend?" 

"She wouldn't do anything to embarrass me." 

"She may think that's she doing you a favor." 

"I'l l talk to her about it. You have nothing to worry 
about ." 

" I'm your mother. I'll never stop worrying about 
you," she said tenderly as she leaned over and kissed his 
cheek . "Enough of this for tonight. Sleep tight, darling . I 
look forward to hearing all about your further adven­
tures tomorrow." She crossed the room and turned to 
pause at  the doorway. 

"Good n ight, mom. And don't worry about me. I'll 
make you proud of your new daughter. Honest." 

"I just want you to be happy, darling," she told him. 

"Thanks mom. M e  too." 
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Heather woke him early the next morning. "Get up 
girl friend," she announced loudly. "We've got to get 
ready to go to the hospital." 

"Hmm ... ," he mumbled as he pulled the covers over 
his head. "Maybe I'll just stay home today." 

"Not on your first day," she told him as she tugged 
on the covers. "Come on, get up. It takes a girl a lot 
longer to get ready, you know." 

"Then I'll be a boy today," he groaned as he strug­
gled with her for the covers. 

"Okay," she said as she let go of the blanket. "I'm 
sure no one will notice your hairdo or your polished 
nails." 

"All right, all right," he grumbled as he slowly sat 
up. "I guess I'm just not a morning person. And I had 
trouble falling asleep last night." 

"Still not used to sleeping in curlers?" 

"That and the gaff and bra. I just laid awake think­
ing about all the changes I've been going through." 

"Well, I think I can understand that. Are you having 
second thoughts?" 

"Oh, no. Just the opposite. I'm too excited, I guess." 

"Good. I don't want to lose my new girlfriend after 
only one day. But come on, we really do have to get mov­
ing." 

He found his new slippers and padded into the bath­
room. Without thinking he automatically sat down to 
pee. He was startled when Heather came into the room 
while he was still sitting on the stool. He started to say 
something but she noticed his reaction and spoke first. 

"Don't be embarrassed. It's just us girls now, re­
member?" 
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He nodded dumbly as he contin ued to sit there. Only 
when she returned to her own room did he finish his 
business. Stepping over to the sink to wash his face, he 
gazed at h is re flection in the mirror . "Look at me. I'm a 
girl," he mused as he admired himself. His polished nails 
sparkled as he reached up to toy with the ruffles o f  his 
baby doll pajamas. He p ursed his l ips and blew h imself a 
kiss. "Dad, if you could only see your darling little boy 
now !" he said half aloud. 

"What did you say?" Heather called from her room, 
interrupting his reverie. 

"Nothing," he replied, his cheeks flush ing a dark red 
as he realized what he had done. He quickly leaned over 
the sink to wash his face. 

Emily turned to look at the two teenagers as then 
walked into the kitchen . "How cute," she said to herself 
as she eyed them. Their hair was still in curlers and 
they were wearing their matching baby doll pajamas. 
"You look like twin s isters," she to ld them, and they both 
giggled. 

After a quick breakfast they went back upstairs to 
get ready. Heather helped Shannon pick out what to 
wear. He felt a l ittle strange as she handed him a 
matching bra and panty set. "Start with these," she told 
him. "Oh, and you are gaffed, right?" she reminded him. 

"Of course," he blushed. 

He retreated to his room to begin dressing. After 
donning the clean garments and positioning the breast 
forms, he stopped in front of h is mirror to admire him­
self. He was still standing there when Heather walked 
in. She was dressed identically, He was startled to no­
tice. 
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"I thought I'd show you how to put these on," she 
said as she handed him a new pair of white pantyhose. 
"They want us to wear these as part of the uniform," she 
explained. 

She sat down on the edge of the bed and showed him 
how to roll the legs up before slipping his feet into them. 
Following her example he carefully pulled them up to 
his waist. The tightness of the material on his legs felt 
sublime as he sensuously rubbed the calves of his legs 
together. Heather smiled as she watched this little ex­
ploration of femininity. 

"Feels neat, eh?" she wanted to know. 

"Yeah," he responded. "I had no idea." 

"It's only the beginning, kiddo. You're going to love 
being a girl." 

"I already do," he assured her as she led him over to 
the vanity table. 

"Sit here while I do your hair," she instructed him. 
The boy watched with rapt attention while she first care­
fully unrolled the curlers, starting from the bottom, then 
she back-combed and styled it into a mass of curls. She 
finished with a spritz of hair spray. 

"It looks even better than it did yesterday," he told 
her as he turned his head from side to side to admire 
himself. 

"Why, thank you ma'am," she replied modestly. 
"Now get out of the way so I can sit down. We haven't 
got a whole lot of time. Do you remember how to do 
mine?" 

"I think so," the effeminate boy told her as he began 
to remove the curlers. With a few instructions and a lit­
tle encouragement, he soon had her hair styled in a 
manner similar to his. 
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"That's great," Heather praised him lavishly. 'Tm 
just amazed at how quickly you pick up these feminine 
tasks. It's almost like you were born to be a girl," she 
winked at him. The boy blushed in response. 

They sat together and did their faces. Shannon 
watched and imitated Heather's every move, from spong­
ing on foundation, to twirling on mascara with a brush, 
to finally blotting the second coat of lipstick with a tis­
sue. He continued to follow Heather's lead as they fin­
ished dressing. 

Several girls in the neighborhood also volunteered at 
the hospital. Their mothers took turns driving them in 
and then picking them up in the afternoon. 

This week is was Karen Logan's mom's turn to be 
the chauffeur. Karen had been the first girl to befriend 
Heather when she moved here several years ago, and 
they had become close friends. Heather and Shannon 
were supposed to be ready by 8 :30, when Mrs. Logan 
was due. 

Both of them were excited as they bounced down the 
stairs and into the kitchen, where Emily was waiting. 
She wanted to give Shannon a final inspection before 
sending him off for the day. She needn't have worried 
however. Heather had done a great job of supervising 
the boy's preparation. He wore a simple white cotton 
blouse under the pink and white, candy-striped jumper 
that just came to his knees. His makeup was flawless, as 
was the cute hairdo, on top of which Heather had pinned 
his little cap. He slowly turned around while Emily eyed 
him critically. 

"Very pretty," she smiled and nodded. 

"Doesn't he make a perfect girl?" Heather said. 

"Do you feel pretty?" Emily asked. 



30 -- SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING 
' 

CALL HIM "SIS" 

I 
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boy ' s preparation . He wore a simple white cotton 

blouse under the pink and whi te, candy-striped 

j umper that just came to his knees . 
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"Oh yes!" he said proudly as he stood up straight 
with his chest out. "Of course, I couldn't have done it 
without Heather's help," he pointed out. 

"I'm sure," Emily replied. 

"But it was easy, mom. He's a natural," she said as 
the boy glowed in response to these compliments. 

A horn blew outside at that moment. "Karen's mom's 
here. We got to go. See you later mom," Heather called 
over her shoulder as she and the effeminate boy skipped 
out the door. Up until now Shannon had been too caught 
up in the excitement of getting ready to be nervous. Now 
as the door closed behind him and he glimpsed the car 
full of teenaged girls in the driveway, his stomach 
lurched and his legs started to shake. Heather was half­
way to the car before she realized he wasn't with her. As 
she turned to look at him she noticed that his knees 
were visibly knocking. 

She hurried to his side. "Come on, Shannon. Every­
one is waiting. Don't make a scene." 

"I'm nervous," he sputtered. 

"Everyone's nervous when they first meet new peo­
ple. But believe me, all of these girls are friends. They'll 
like you and you'll like them. Honest," she kept reassur­
ing the edgy boy as she coaxed him across the yard and 
into the car. 

Heather quickly introduced Shannon to everyone. 
She had no trouble telling them the whole story, from 
Shannon's move to California, to running into Mrs. 
Kingston at the mall. 

The only thing she left out was Shannon's true gen­
der. It all sounded so reasonable that everyone just ac­
cepted him at face value. He was just "one of the girls." 
He was amazed at how quickly he fit in. No one looked 
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at him suspiciously. One of the other girls, Dawn, even 
complimented him on his hairdo. 

"Thank you," he responded with a smile. "Heather 
helped me with it." 

"Yeah," she said. "We do each other's hair every 
night." 

"How neat," said another of the girls, Irene. "I wish I 
had someone to do my hair." 

"It's great having her as a roommate," Heather went 
on. "Did I mention that we're the same size? We get to 
share clothes and everything." 

"That's cool. Say, you got any extra room?" Karen 
wanted to know. "I'd love to move in with you girls. Liv­
ing with my brother is starting to get on my nerves." 

"Yeah," the others joined in. "Boys can be such 
jerks!" 

Shannon nodded in sympathy as he glanced over at 
Heather. She gave him a big grin and winked. 

"Now, don't be to hard on your poor brother," Mrs. 
Logan told her daughter. "He can't help it that he's a 
boy. Just be thankful you weren't born a boy too." 

"Oh god, mother!" she replied. "Don't even think 
that. Please!" 

"Yuck!" the others joined in. "How gross!" 

Shannon prayed that Heather would keep her mouth 
shut. He could see that she was enjoying this conversa­
tion more than the others could even imagine. He 
needn't have worried, however. As tempted as she was to 
tell the boy's secret, she decided to be discrete instead. 
He had worked so hard to transform himself that it 
would be cruel to expose him like this. Besides, she 
really liked having him as a girl friend, and she didn't 
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want to do anything t hat would cause him to change 
back. 

T he teens immediately went to M rs. Kingston's office 
when they got to the hospital. S he suggested that at 
least for the first day S hannon s hould work along side 
Heather in order to learn the routine. He spent t he 
morning tagging along beside her while she made her 
rounds. 

The "candy stripers" main job was to help make the 
patients' stay a little more comfortable. They would stop 
to chat with each one ,  and offer whatever  help they 
could, such as refi lling flower vases with water, or pick­
ing up something from t he gift s hop, or  mailing a card. 
T he idea was to p resent a smiling, helpful face to those 
most in need of cheering up. Shannon was a little sur­
prised to find how much pleasure he got out of helping 
others. He especially got a kick out it when he heard the 
patients call him "dear," or "a darling girl," as he fluffed 
up their pillows and fussed over t hem. 

At noon they went down to the cafeteria for lunch. 
All the "candy stripers" were sitting together. They had 
pushed a couple  of large tables together and now they 
were talking and laughing noisily. S hannon might have 
been nervous under other circumstances, but he had 
gained a lot of feminine self-confidence in dealing with 
people all morning. 

The other girls greeted them warmly and Heather 
introduced him to everyone. T hey all responded to him 
very naturally, accepting him for just what he appeared 
to be. He felt quite comfortable and at ease as he settled 
into his chair. Heather noticed how he automatically 
reached behind himself to straighten his skirt as he sat 
down, then arranged it over his knees once he was 
seated. It was all done so unconsciously, as if he had 
been wearing skirts and dresses all his life. ''He's just so 
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precious," she said to herself. "I've got to do everything I 
can to help this poor boy become a real girl!" 

One of the girls, Dawn Hamilton, announced that 
she was having a party next Saturday night. She made a 
point of inviting Shannon along with Heather and eve­
ryone else at the table. "You've got to come," she told 
him. "All the kids from school will be there. You can 
meet everyone. It'll be fun, I promise." 

The others all agreed that Dawn gave great parties. 
She lived in big house on a bluff, with a spectacular view 
of the town. There was a huge party room on the lower 
level, with glass doors that opened onto the patio and 
pool area. Whenever she had parties her parents would 
retreat to their wing of the house and leave the kids 
alone. 

"She's invited all the boys too," someone piped up. 

"Yeah, both the football team and the basketball 
team!" 

"You'll get to check out the selection. See what's 
available. I think Kevin Dobson is just so dreamy," said 
another girl. 

"You'd better keep your hands off of him, or Susan 
Garrity will scratch your eyes out!" responded another. 

The discussion dissolved in burst of laughter. Shan­
non joined in with the others, grateful that he didn't 
have to commit himself. He wasn't sure if he was ready 
for a party, especially with a bunch of boys. However, 
Heather was determined to get him there, one way or 
another. 

When the teens got home that afternoon, Emily in­
sisted that they tell her all about Shannon's first day as 
a "candy striper." 
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"It was great mom!" Heather exclaimed. "He fit in 
perfectly . . .  just like one of the girls." 

The boy blushed in response, but she could tell that 
he felt proud of his accomplishment. "It was fun," he fi­
nally said. "I'm glad you talked me into it." 

"So, are you going to continue volunteering at the 
hospital?" 

"Yeah. I liked helping people. It felt good to see them 
smile. I feel sorry for them being sick and confined to 
bed and all." 

"That's wonderful," Emily told him. "I think you're 
doing a great service. And who knows? Maybe it'll in­
spire you to go to school and become a doctor when you 
grow up." 

"Yeah, or a nurse," Heather giggled. "Maybe by then 
you'll have enough experience being a girl, you can be a 
gynecologist!" 

"Oh, stop it," her mother chided her as the poor boy 
blushed an even deeper red. She changed the subject. 
"You two better take off your uniforms," she told them. 
"Then you can help me start getting dinner ready." 

Before they went upstairs, Heather took a bunch of 
instant pictures of Shannon so that his mother could see 
her son in his pink-stripped jumper on his first day as a 
girl. 

Upstairs in his room, he carefully took off the jumper 
and hung it in his closet. Then he unpinned the cap from 
his hair and placed it on top of his bureau. He was 
seated at his vanity table, retouching his makeup, when 
Heather walked in. 
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"I can't wait till Saturday night," she told him as she 
plopped down on the bed. "Dawn's parties are always a 
blast." 

"I don't know if I want to go," he replied. "It's one 
thing to be in a more controlled environment, like today. 
But a party with other kids, I just don't know. I'd be aw­
ful nervous." 

"I don't think you realize just how naturally girlish 
you look and act. I watched you all day today, to make 
sure you didn't do anything that might give you away. I 
needn't have worried though," she laughed. "You're a 
perfect girl. Are you sure you really have a willie down 
there?" she gestured toward his lap. 

"Yes, I'm sure! I'd even show it to you, but it's much 
too buried to dig it out at the moment." He tried to 
change the subject. "We'd better get downstairs and help 
your mom." 

When Rachel came home, her son was busy cooking 
dinner. He was wearing a "housedress" made of soft and 
cool in a classic blue and white chambray checks. It had 
flower-shaped pearl buttons down the front and simple 
white lace at the bodice. He wore a white apron to pro­
tect the dress. 

When he saw his mother, he swished up to her and 
gave her a big hug. "Oh mother!" he gushed. "I had 
such a wonderful day!" 

"Is that a new dress?" Rachel asked. 

Emily answered, "My daughter loved the dress. I 
just had to buy him a new dress to celebrate his first day 
as a girl. I hope you don't mind?" 

"I guess not." 

"So tell your mother about your day," Heather said. 
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"Oh mother!" he struck a modeling pose in front of 
her. "Everyone thought I was a girl!" He was busting 
with pride and exuberance. "How do you like my new 
dress, mother, isn't it just stunning? Tonight Heather is 
going to teach me how to put my hair up . . .  " He reached 
up to check his hair girlishly with his fingertips. 

Shannon continued to gush forth girlishb·. ''Every­
one said I was so cute. One of the doctors said he wished 
his daughter was like me!" 

They all laughed. Shannon rattled on and on, not 
sensing that his passion was not being contagious to his 
mother. 

"And," he said, barely able to catch his breath, 
"Emily also bought me some new undies . . .  really cute 
ones but still comfy . . .  " With that he pulled up his skirt 
and showed her his frilly new nylon panties. He gushed 
on, "I just love the way they fit. Aren't they pretty?" 

His mother looked at him and tear::, camL· t u  hL 1 
eyes. "Your father called me today. That man just won't 
leave me alone. He hates me but suddenly he wants to 
see you." 

"I hate him." 

"But he has legal rights . . .  and if he found out about 
THIS! I'd lose you forever." 

"What are we going to do?" 

"For now, let's just try to focus on fun things," she 
said trying to smile. "Now, as to your questions, 'yes,· 
you look positively adorable in that dress. And those 
panties are exquisite!" With that she dug into her purse 
and pulled out a little black box saying, "I couldn't let 
your first day as a girl go by without a gift from me." 
Inside the box was a sweet little pair of gold hoop ear-
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rings. "They are very hollow and lightweight so you can 
wear them now." 

Shannon threw his arms around her and gushed, 
"Oh mom ! Thank you !" 

THE PARTY 

Heather needn't have worried about Shannon. By 
Friday evening the effeminate boy was looking forward 
to the party. It w as all the "candy stripers" h ad t alked 
about all week at work. Their enthusiasm had been in­
fective, and eventually Shannon had been won over. 
Heather was ecstatic. Even his mother was excited. 

"I remember going to parties when I was your age ," 
she told him. They were both sitting on his bed. He was 
already in  his baby doll p ajamas, his hair in  curlers ,  ap­
plying a second coat of polish to his toenails. "You're go­
ing to have a lot of fun. Wh at are you going to wear?" 

.. I don·t k now," he complained. He and Heather h ad 
tried on every outfit they owned. They'd spent hours in  
front of the mirror trying to decide wh at would look best. 

"How about that bulky white c able-knit sweater and 
your denim skirt?" she asked. 

"It makes me look fat !" 

"You've got a twenty-four inch waist . You're not fat." 

"Sometimes I fee l like it." He paused. "You know," he 
co nfided to her , "Some things were e asier when I was a 

b " oy. 

"Oh?" she caught the past tense of his statement. 

"Back then it was just tee shirts and jeans. Real 
simple. Now there's al l kinds of rules and stuff. This 
color doesn't go with that color. And this style clashes 
with that style. And one thing is too formal, and another 
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1s too informal. Everything's so complicated now. you 
know?" 

"Uh huh, I'm a woman," she nodded sympathetically. 
"Maybe it would be easier if you just went back to being 
a boy." 

"Oh mother! Please! I could never do that now!" he 
yelled and almost spilled the bottle of nail polish. 

Heather heard him from her room and came to the 
door. "What's going on?" 

"Shannon was telling me how complicated his life is 
now, and I just asked him if he wanted to go back to liv­
ing as a boy." 

"No wonder he yelled. What a horrible thing to say!" 

"It was just a question," Rachel defended herself. 

"He's my best girlfriend," she said as she crossed the 
room and sat down next to the femininely clad boy. She 
gave him a hug. They were dressed identically. "He's 
never going to change back. Are you Shannon?" 

"Not if I can help it," he said hopefully. 

"What about once school starts?" his mother wanted 
to know. 

"Uh, well ... ," he mumbled. 

"We'll figure something out, I'm sure," Heather told 
her. 

"I'm sure he'll make quite an impression in the girl's 
locker room during gym class," she noted. 

"I don't want to talk about this anymore." he an­
nounced. "I want to go to bed now. Good night, mother." 
He rolled his eyes and pursed his lips. 

"See. He even pouts like a girl," Heather pointed out. 
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· ·Out. Both of you!" 
CALL HIM "SIS" 

"We'll talk some more tomorrow, darling," Rachel 
said as she rose from the bed. She leaned over and gave 
him a peck on the cheek. "In the meantime, you get your 
beauty sleep." At the door she turned, "And don't slip 
your feet under the covers till your toenails are dry, 
sweetheart." 

All o f  Sh annon's nervousness evaporated as soon as 
he got to Dawn's house. The down stairs playroom and 
patio were crowded with teenagers. Some were dancing 
to the loud music and the rest stood around ch attering 
constantly . As at the hospital, all of the kids j ust ac­
cepted him for wh at he appeared to be, Heather's new 
girl friend. 

He did notice some of  the boys eyeing him, but he 
quickly realized that they were looks of admiration, and 
he felt flattered by the attention. What he f ailed to no­
tice were some envious looks from several of  the girls. 
Realizing th at he was nervous and didn't know hardly 
anyone, Heather stayed by his side and introduced him 
to everyone she could.  

"How are you doing?" she asked him at one point 
when they were alone out by the pool . 

"Great," he acknowledged, fluffing his h air. "I'm glad 
you talked me into coming." 

" I  knew you'd enjoy yourself," she replied. Then she 
leaned in toward  him and whispered, ''You're so convinc­
ing, even the boys haven't a clue. If  they only knew that 
yo u're not a pretty girl ... " 

''And you aren't going to tell them, right ?" 

She giggled, "And lose my pretty girlfriend? Never. 
We are two of  the best looking girls at the party." 
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"I'm beginning to realize that ," he whispered back. 
"And I'm amazed!" 

"I'm not. You're a natural !" She looked him in the 
eyes, "Welcome to girlhood," she said as she hugged him. 

"Thanks," he grinned back at her. 

The two teens turned and leaned against the patio 
railing. They watched the partying teenagers for a few 
minutes. A tall, lanky boy approached them as they 
stood in silence. 

"Hi Heather," he greeted the teenager . " It's good to 
see you again. I'm glad you made it to the party ." 

"Hi Brad," she grinned widely as she gave him a 
hug. They'd been friends, but never sweethearts, for 
years. She knew that he had recently broken up with 
Lin da Thompson. 

"Are you going to introduce me?" he asked as he ges­
tured toward Shannon. 

"Brad, this is Shannon. Shannon, Brad," she said as 
she made the introductions. Turning to the boy, "Shan ­
non just moved here from Massachusetts. She and her 
mom are staying with us until they find a place of their 
own." 

"Welcome to Cali fornia," Bra d said as he held out his 
hand. Shannon responded in kind and timidly shook his 
hand. When he tried to withdraw his hand, however, 
Brad wouldn't let go . "How do you like it out here, so 
far?" he asked. 

"It's okay, I guess," the shy boy replied. "Just very 
dif ferent." 

"You'll get used to it," Brad said. "Everybody does. 
Did you know that half the people living in California 
were born somewhere else?" 
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"No .  Really?" 
CALL HIM "SIS" 

"Yeah. Like me. I was born in Chicago. But I 've been 
living here now for nearly ten years. A lmost long enough 
to qualify as a native ." 

Shannon laughed. 

"You two excuse me. I'm going to get another soda," 
Heather announced as she deliberate ly moved away. 
Brad was obviously smitten with Shannon and she 
wanted the two of them to have a chance to get ac­
quainted. Shannon started to go after her, but Brad 
deftly side-stepped in front of him and kept talking. 

The e ffeminate lad had no choice but to remain alone 
with the handsome young man . After getting another 
soda Heather strategically positioned herself inside the 
house where she could watch Shannon and Brad through 
the sliding glass doors . She knew Brad was a nice boy 
and she hoped that maybe he and Shannon would hit if 
off together. The thought of Shannon with a boy friend 
ma de her giggle. 

For his part, Brad had turned on the charm and 
Shannon soon got over his earlier nervousness as he 
gazed up at the taller boy. At some point he realized that 
he felt quite comfortable and at ease to be in his com­
pany. Shannon said very little, but he listened intently 
as Brad talked on. Of course, this behavior only encour­
aged Brad. 

He noticed with interest how neatly dressed Brad 
was, almost preppy but in a tasteful way, not at all like 
some of the more slovenly dressed boys at the party. So 
when, after a few minutes, Brad asked him if he'd like to 
go inside and dance, Shannon didn't think twice about 
accepting the invitation. 

Heather was grinning from ear to ear as she 
watched Brad take Shannon's hand and lead the femi-
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nine lad into the house. As  soon as  they joined the other 
teens dancing in the party room, she moved over to the 
stereo and whispered a requeRt to the boy who was han­
dling the m usic selections. Then she sidled over to where 
she could watch the dance floor. After another f ast num­
ber, the slow song she ha d requested was played. 

As the music started Shannon hesitated a moment 
but Brad quickly stepped up and held out his arms. 
Shannon had never danced with anyone before, let alone 
dance slowly with a boy. Somehow the two arranged 
themselves correctly and for the first time Shannon ex­
perienced the sensation of being led across the dance 
floor in the arms of a strong male. It felt heavenly. As 
Brad drew him closer, Shannon rested his head on the 
masculine boy's shoulder. He felt Brad face softly caress 
his hair. 

"Your hair smells wonderful," he whispered in his 
ear. 

At one point Shannon caught sight of Heather grin­
ning at him and he winked back, which caused the girl 
to crack up. The other teenagers standing around her 
gave her p uzzled looks , unaware of what she was laugh ­
ing at. 

When the song was over Shannon looked up at Brad 
to thank him for the dance. In response, Brad leaned 
down and softly kissed his lips . Shannon was startled 
and fluttered his eyelashes. Bra d interpreted this action 
differently and felt encouraged to kiss the effeminate bo:v 
again , more deeply. He drew Shannon even closer as 
their lips firmly met. A shiver of excitement ran up 
Shannon's spine as he was helplessly pinned against the 
boy's firm m uscular body. His arms involuntarily 
reached out and circled Brad's neck as they embraced. 
He had never felt so warm and protected, so content and 
utterly girlish, in his entire life. 
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Then in a flash he was snapped back to reality as he 

realized that the hard, firm shape pressing against his 
belly was Brad's heightened manhood. What's going on 
here? he asked himself. A confusion of thoughts rushed 
through his head as he tried to make sense of his situa­
tion. I'm a boy, he said to himself. What am I doing kiss­
ing this other boy? And turning him on too! Look at me. 

Shannon broke off the kiss and turned his head to 
bury his face against Brad's shoulder. Even as he strug­
gled to make sense of his situation, he sought the com­
fort of Brad's masculine presence. Of course Brad was 
completely unaware of Shannon's complex emotions. His 
desire only deepened with Shannon's feminine reaction 
to the kiss. He hugged the effeminate boy even closer as 
he inhaled his perfumed hair. When Shannon finally 
looked up over Brad·s shoulder he saw Heather across 
the room grinning from ear to ear. 

"Brad, I think I drank too much soda," Shannon 
whispered in the boy's ear before he could kiss him 
again. "I need to go to the girl's room." 

"Sure, baby," he whispered back. "I'll be here waiting 
for you when you're done," he grinned. 

Shannon broke free of the embrace and quickly made 
his way across the room to Heather. "Come with me, 
please," he pleaded. He took the girl's hand and they 
stepped in the hall. "Where's the bathroom?" 

"What's wrong? Brad got you so hot and bothered 
you're going to wet your panties?" she giggled. 

"That is definitely not the problem," Shannon hissed 
back. "You got me into this mess and now you need to 
help me get out of it. Where's the bathroom? We need to 
talk about this in private. I told him I was going to the 
hRthroom And he'R hRck there waiting for me." 

"Okay, okay. Don't get so excited. Follow me." 
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Fortunately the bathroom was free, and Shannon 
locked the door as soon as they were inside. "What am I 
going to do?" he moaned as he leaned against the door. 

"Just calm down, for starters," she advised him. 
"What's the big deal, anyhow? He only kissed you, 
right?" 

"Only kissed me? I'm not supposed to be kissing 
boys. I am a boy, remember?'. 

Heather stepped back and slowly eyed him up and 
down. "I may know better, but you'd have a hard time 
convincing anyone else of that fact." 

"What am I going to do?" 

"So he kissed you a couple of times. I t  didn't hurt, 
right?" 

"I thought I'd he,WP . . .  " 

"You'll get used to it," she said softly. "Just like 
shaving your legs or plucking your eyebrows. It's un­
comfortable at first but you get used to it." 

"I don't like the way he caught me off guard . . .  " 

"Just cause he kissed you doesn't mean he has the 
right to do it again. You've got to learn how to control 
the situation with a boy. That's something all girls 
learn, one way or another." 

"What do you mean, one way or another?" 

"Well, I can give you some hints on what to do. Each 
guy is different, you know? And each situation is differ­
ent. Sometimes it's just trial and error. Don't worry, 
you'll figure it out with enough experience." 

"But I don't think I want any more kissing experi­
ence!" 

"What? You want to go back to being a boy?" 
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"I don't know. This is all happening so fast. Right 

now I don't know what I want." 

"Boys are a fact of  life," Heather pointed out to the 
rl i strrssed tE>en . "A lot of th e ti me they're a real pain and 
should be avoided at all costs. But for girls, at least for 
most girls, they're nice to have around once in awhile." 

"Wel l ,  I'm not like most girls ," he pointed out the ob­
v10us. 

"No you're not," she laughed. "But maybe you can 
learn how to get along with boys anyway." 

"I doubt it," he said grimly. 

"Chill out, girl. Loosen up. You've been having lots of  
fun lately exploring your girlish side. Now you're at a 
party where you're supposed to have fun. You're not go ­
i ng to let some icky boy spoil your good time, are you? I f  
that'. the case, you migh t as well go back to being a boy 
yourself." 

"Hey, other peopl e  have to go too," a voice from the 
other side of the door announced, to the accompaniment 
of knocking. "Open up i n  there!" 

"In a minute," H eather yelled back. Then she turned 
to Shannon. "Fix your face and let's go back out a nd 
have a good time, okay? I'll protect you from Brad. Be­
sidC's .  he may h ::ive gotten tired o f  waiting for you and 
gone off to find new conquests." 

Shannon inspected his face in the mirror. His lip­
stick was s meared all around his mouth as a result of  
Brad's kisses. He took a tissue and cleaned it up as 
much as possible, then reapplied a fresh coat. Then he 
took out his compact and powdered his nose  and cheeks , 
just as he'd seen his mother so many times. Just per­
forming this most feminine of  rituals had a calming ef­
fect on the boy. Heather had been watching approvingly 
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and when he was done he turned to her. She gave him a 
warm smile and a big hug. 

"You truly are a girl at heart, aren't you?" she said. 

He just smiled at her. 

Later that night, as the two teens got ready for bed, 
the subject of boys came up again. Already in his new 
baby doll pajamas, Shannon watched in the mirror as 
Heather finished putting his hair up on rollers. She was 
similarly dressed, with her hair already set. 

"I think Brad is really good-looking. Don't you?'' she 
said as she clipped another roller into place. "And wasn't 
it fun to be held in his arms, pressed up against his 
strong masculine chest?" 

"That wasn't the only thing I was pressed up 
against," the boy said. He told her about feeling Brad's 
arousal. 

"That's no big deal," she told him. "It happens all the 
time." 

"Not to me it doesn't." 

"You mean you've never gotten hard? DoP�n't ynnr 
thing work?" 

"No. I mean, yes . . .  it works. What I meant was that 
I've never gotten a boy excited before. Maybe you're used 
to it because it happens to you all the time, but not me." 

"But it's a sign of how convincing you are as a girl," 
she told him. "You do like being a girl, don't you?" 

He glanced at the mirror and a shiver ran down his 
spine at the sight of his feminine reflection. "Yeah," he 
said softly. 

"Then what's the problem? I think Brad's dreamy. 
All the girls are dying to go out with him. You should 
consider yourself lucky." 



48 -- SAND Y THOMAS ADVERTISING 

SUMMER DAYS 

CALL HIM "SIS" 

As the summer days turned to weeks, Shannon's 
feminine transformation progressed. The constant 
twenty-four-hour-a-day immersion in femininity had 
progressively changed his outlook and personality. 
Dressing , talking, and acting l ike a girl had gradually 
come to feel normal and natural. 

He rarely, if ever, thought about his previous male 
existence. He loved his volunteer job at the hospital and 
had become friends with all the other girls he worked 
,, 1d1 .  • \uJ ,, 1Ll1  -,umt: cuud1ing from Heather he had even 
become comfortable interacting with boys. 

While he hadn't yet been out on a real "date ," he and 
Heather had occasionally met boys downtown . They 
would go to a movie or to a p izza parlor. On those occa­
sions he had become accustomed to holding hands, or al ­
lowing a boy to put his arm around him. He'd even ex­
perienced a few tentative kisses in the darkened theater. 
It was a revelat ion to h im when he realized that it no 
longer repulsed him. It made him feel feminine. 

When Rachel overheard Heather teasing Shannon 
about kissing boys, a discussion between Rachel and 
Emily ensued. Rachel moaned, "I don't think it's 
r ight . .. " 

"Kissing is  normal at their age." 

"I know but what is that going to do to his male 
spirit?" 

"Instead of  worrying about a few kisses," Emily said, 
' 'focus instead on establishing an honest, trusting rela­
tionship ,  and on giving him the tools he needs to make 
heal thy choices." 

''You sound l ike I should encourage him?" 
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"He's exploring his femininity. It's time to discuss 
intimacy and sex with him." 

"As a boy or girl?" 

"Right now, he needs to know about being a girl. 
Chances are he will react with discomfort. Don't over­
whelm him with a long monologue or reprimand him. If 
you're going to have further confidential discussions, he 
needs to feel comfortable talking to you about what he's 
feeling." 

"Are you saying I should encourage him to kiss 
boys?" Rachel asked_ 

"Look at him? He doesn't need any encourRgement . 
Talk to him about how boys pressure girls to engage in 
sex_ He needs to maintain his own identity to resist the 
influence of boyfriends. As his mother, reinforce that he 
can be feminine without some boy's approval. He's 
evolving from an insecure boy into a confident young 
lady. Show your interest in that development, but re­
spect his boundaries." 

One Saturday afternoon he and his mother went 
shopping downtown .  She had been working such long 
hours all summer that they rarely got to spend much 
time together. Rachel figured this would be a good way 
to spend time with her "daughter." Besides, there were 
some important things they needed to talk about. 

"Have you given any thought to school?" she asked 
him as they slowly strolled down a tree-shaded avenue. 

He had deliberately avoided thinking about it, he 
told her. But deep down he knew that the subject was 
bound to arise sooner or later. 

"You've certainly become quite a convincing young 
lady," she observed. 
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"Thank you, I've really tried," he beamed . Then he 
stopped and turned to her. "All this feels so good a nd 
natural. I wish I'd discovered dresses a long time ago ... " 

"Your father would have really liked that !" she 
joked . 

He looked her directly in the eye, "I wish I could be  a 
girl forever." 

"Nobody stays a girl forever," she reminded him. 
"Girls eventually grow up to be  women." 

"I know, I know . I'd love to grow up to be a woman," 
he disclosed. "Just like you." 

"Well, you could never be j ust like me, you know." 

"I could try." 

"You could never be a mother," she pointed out .  

H e  paut)ed. "I know, but other than that I could b e  a 
woman." 

"What? You'd get married, o f  course." 

"Uh ... " 

"And be a good wife to some lucky man, right?" 

"Uh . .. " 

"You haven't thought about a ny of this, have you?" 

"I guess not," he finally admitted. 

"I have to admit, you've tur ned yourself i nto a 
charming girl .  I've never seen you so lively and cheer­
ful." 

"I do love it ,"  he said emphatically . 

"It seems a shame to force you back i nto being a boy 
when school starts," she observed. "You are going to 
need a haircut ... " 
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This conversation was suddenly taking a turn he 
wasn't expecting. "I'm going to hate that!" 

"Emily suggested we enroll you in school as a girl. 
That would require that you continue living as a girl. . .  is 
that what you want." 

"Oh, mother! Are you serious?" 

She shook her head, "I can't believe I'm saying this, 
but it seems easier than turning you back into a boy." 

"Oh mom! I'd do anything to stay like this." 

"It will take some planning, but you'd better make 
sure it's what you want." 

"Look at me, mother," the effeminately clad boy 
gushed. "This IS what I want." 

They hugged each other tightly. Tears welled up in 
the eyes of both mother and son. Then both of them dug 
tissues out of their respective purses and began to wipe 
away mascara streaks. Rachel noticed that some 
passersby were giving them curious looks. She suggested 
they find some place to sit down. 

Around the corner they found a little cafe with out­
door tables. A waiter appeared soon after they sat down, 
an earnest looking young man, probably a college stu­
dent working his way through school. Although he spoke 
to Rachel, she noticed that his eyes were glued on Shan­
non. 

Shannon noticed too, and he played to his audience, 
:fluttering his eyelashes and fingering his hair coyly as 
he tried to decide what to order. The waiter was en­
tranced with his act. 

Rachel finally spoke up and ordered for both of them. 
After the waiter reluctantly left, she leaned across the 
table and whispered, "Where did you learn how to do 
that?" 
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"How to do what?" her son asked innocently. 

"Flirt with waiters," she replied. 

The teenager blushed a deep red. "I don't know what 
you're talking about," he stammered in protest. 

"Oh yes you do. I'm not that old, you know. I can still 
remember flirting with boys when I was your age. If I 'm 
going to help you, I want you to be  honest with me about 
your f eelings .. . a ll feelings." 

The skirted boy blushed. "Boys like me," he stam­
mered. 

"Do you like kissing boys?" she asked. 

"Sometimes they are fun," he finally admitted. "Boys 
are so transparent and easy to manipulate. It's amazing . 
I can't believe it." 

She reached across the table and gently s queezed 
her son's hand. "You really are a girl at heart, aren't 
you?" she said softly. 

"Maybe so," he  said, blushing. "Is that okay?" 

"Yes, darling. Certainly it 's okay. I've loved you as a 
son, and now I can love you as a daughter. In some ways 
I could even consider it an improvement, since there's 
111un: I cun ::,hare wi th you 110\V . Mother-daughter things. 
You know what I mean?" 

He smiled and nodded. 

"Not that I didn't enjoy having a son, mind you," she 
said defensively. "On the other hand, I have had rather 
mixed relations with some of the men in my life," she 
went on. "And in that sense maybe it's nicer to have a 
daughter," she ruminated. 

Shannon knew that she was referring to his f ather, 
wh om seemed to just want to bully both of them. And 
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because both of them were angry with him for their own 
reasons, neither of them missetl the contact. 

He looked directly at her. ''I'll make you very proud 
of me. I 'll be the best daughter in the world,·' he prom­
ised. 

'Tm sure you will, darling." 

Shannon kept his eyes down when the waiter re­
turned with their cappuccinos . He figured he'd probably 
done enough flirting in front of his mother for one day. 
The young man lingered for a few moments, hoping to 
get to know the pretty girl sitting with her mother, but 
he finally moved away when she didn't even look up at 
him. 

The two of them sat in relaxed quiet for several 
minutes , slowly stirring their drinks and idly gazing at 
the passersby. Then Rachel casually spoke, "You know, 
there's a doctor over in Santa Rosa who specializes in 
treating boys like you." 

"What do you mean, boys like me?" 

"I mean boys who would rather be  girls. A medical 
doctor, but one who specializes in gender problems." 

"Like me, h uh?" 

"Yes, like you. You do have a gender problem, don't 
you agree?" 

"I guess I do," he laughed. "Is it a man or a woman?" 

"A woman doctor." 

"Oh, good. I don't think I'd feel comfortable talking 
to a man about all o f  this. It's kind of like being a traitor 
to the male sex or something. You know what I mean?" 

"I don't think you'll have to worry about that. I un­
derstand that she is very good, an authority in the field." 
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"What will she tell me?" 

"Why don't you ask her?" 

OFF TO SEE THE DOCTOR . . .  

CALL HIM "SIS" 

''You're lucky to get an appointment this soon," the 
receptionist told Shannon as she handed the pretty, 
feminine boy a clipboard with a questionnaire to fill out. 
"If we hadn't had a cancellation, it might have taken you 
a month or more to get in to see the doctor," she ex­
plained. 

It had been only two weeks since he and his mother 
had decided to call for an appointment. Shannon was re­
lieved to get in so soon. Initially hesitant about seeing 
t h<: doctor, he had gradually gotten excited at the 
thought of seeking some assistance, and now he was ea­
ger. 

He reached back to straighten his skirt as he sat 
down next to his mother in the waiting room. He had 
debated with himself about what to wear, and finally 
sought advice from his mother. 

"Since the reason you're seeing the doctor is that you 
want to be a girl, I suggest you dress as femininely and 
tr1stefully as possible," she advised him. 

"That's no help," he complained. "That's how I dress 
every day!" 

In the end she helped him pick out his outfit and do 
his hair. "I want it to be perfect," he told her. 

There was the typical greeting and the taking of 
blood pressure, weight and height. All just like seeing a 
doctor for a cold. There was one big question on Shan-
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non's mother's mind. "Am I doing the right thing for my 
son?" 

The doctor smiled. "The question is: Is he doing the 
right thing for himself." He turned to Shannon and 
asked, "Did you do your hair and makeup today?" 

"Oh yes, do you like it?" 

"It's very nice," the doctor said. "There are a lot of 
general attitudes of those males who are successful in 
establishing and maintaining an enjoyable female life­
style. Most important is the full support and encou r­

agement of people around him. A boy must have suffi­
cient self-confidence and determination to overcome pos­
sible negative response from friends, relatives, or other 
persons." She looked at Rachel. 

"I support him," Rachel said. "But sometimes won­
der if I should be encouraging him. At this point it 
seems easier to turn him into a girl than back into a 
boy." 

The doctor said, "We'll take his feminization slow at 
first. A few pills and get him on a monthly cycle of fe­
male hormones. Totally reversible for a while but by the 
end of a year, there won't be much boy left. I'll give you 
a note for the school. He won't be taking P.E. with this 
year." 
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It  was amazing how simple it was for Shannon to 

s tart school as a girl . He laughed, "If other boys 

only knew how easy it  is l A l ittle dress,  panties 

and bra and a full shot of estrogen ! They wouldn ' t  

be so obsessed with peeping up a gal ' s  skir� .. " 

With Heather ' s  help, Shannon quickly became one of 

the "in" crowd . His mother j ust  shook her head ... 
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The Miracle Year 

At first , taking pills and going to the doctor for shot c::. 
confused Shannon. They sent h im into dizzying combi­
nation of emotions that included everything from elation 
to outright terror. As the estrogen and girl juice hor­
mones began to bubble, a year seemed like a long time, 
but it's incredibly short when you consider all that was 
changing inside him. 

Almost immediately, he underwent a sea of change 
in feelings, appearance, mood, and energy level that  
ranged from frightful to delightful. 

The doctor warned, "When you finally meet the 
woman now growing inside you, it will all make sense. 
But for now, f asten your seat belt : You are in for quite a 
ride." 

What's Happened: Taking the first pill out of the 
cardboard dispenser, Shannon swallowed it with water. 
He took a breath and nothing happened. 

Heather laughed, "What did you expect?" 

Shannon had been told to expect nothing unusual for 
four weeks. The program his doctor had him on dated 
h is emasculation - which took an average of 52 weeks 
- beginning from that first pill. His life was now set in 
typical female 28-day cycles ... Something that Heather 
couldn't wait to teach him all about. 

While Shannon felt nothing, within hours of that 
first pill, hormone levels were changed ever so slightly. 
Estrogen and progesterone are stepped up, and testos­
terone levels move up to hold on to its precious domi ­
nance. By the end of week four, Shannon experienced 
some s light nausea in the morning. 

H e  kept checking the mirror . There weren't an:v visi­
ble signs of feminization right off, but the changes his 
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body was undergoing were pro found, leaving him ex­
hausted. Besides all the work it takes to emasculate a 
male body, the estrogen had a sedative effect. 

By the end of the second month, Shannon was offi­
cially estrogenized. The estrogen levels were moving 
upward by week five. The "get acquainted period" which 
is what the doctor called it would last until about 10 
weeks . The only thing Shannon noticed was his skin 
softening and his hipline expanding a bit from being a 
bit bloated due to hormones. 

In the mornings, Shannon felt queasy. Thanks to 
high levels of  hormones certain odors and tastes both­
ered him, some mornings sending him careening toward 
the bathroom .  He ate smaller meals of foods and kept 
his calorie count down. Heather said, "No one likes a fat 
chick . . .  " 

By the third month, Shannon's breasts were begin­
ning to bud . Between weeks 12 and 14, his nipples 
sprouted tiny bud like lumps. They were sensitive and 
itched sometimes keeping him up at night. The nausea 
was letting up, he no longer felt queasy in the morning. 
Hi::; hair, nails, 8kin, and nipples were taking on a lush 
new life o f  their own. Shannon was truly feeling femi ­
nine and feeling a bit giddy about the whole deal. 

The doctor said that at this point , the risk of Shan­
non changing his mind about emasculation had dropped. 
The doctor raised estrogen levels and took some tests , 
teasing him by saying, "It's okay to sneak a peek at some 
unpadded bras , although you may not need them just 
yet ." 

By the end of the fourth month, Shannon's nipples 
were large, puffy and pink swellings. They were out-of­
proportion to Shannon's mostly flat chest but a base of 
fat was beginning to grow. They were sensitive and 
quick to respond to temperature. He sometimes felt a 
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fluttering feeling when he moved q uickly which made 
him feel girlish, in every sense . 

He was dying to proclaim his femininity to the world 
by wearing low cut tops with pecp-a-hoo hra strnps .  H0 
was full of energy and bounce, feel ing downnght sexy at 
times. His mother just shrugged and said ," Let's get you 
some new bras and blouses ... even if you don't fill them 
out yet." 

After nearly six months of treatment, Shannon was 
surprised. Suddenly he felt a movement, a good move­
ment at his chest. He was told that between 20 and 23 
weeks is when most boys notice their breasts have taken 
on a movement of their own - an exciting if somewhat 
bizarre sensation at first. His sensitive breasts were 
really beginning to make their presence known. It's 
time to switch from heavily padded bras to something 
more comfortable. 

After so many hormone cycles, Shannon knew to ex­
pect his breasts to get harder and sorer near the end o f  
the month. In  fact, he had all the usual PMS symptoms 
- cramping, backache, bloating, mood swings - with­
out the eventual bleeding. 

With another step up in estrogen , Shannon's breasts 
were beginning to feel like party cen tral. His breast's 
movements quickly progressed from gentle jiggles to 
movements that sent odd sensations through out his 
body and kept him up at night. 

Certainly uncomfortable and probably nervous, the 
sensations at his chest and bottom were forcing Shannon 
to think about being a woman-and even wondering if 
he'd made the right decision. These erotic sensations 
weren't exactly painful , but they were annoyingly in­
tense. 
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Being around boys made them more persistent. 
Once, when k issing a boy goodnight, Shannon experi­
enced a sensation l ike contraction-a tightening of his 
nipples that went down to his belly and lasted a while. 

Worried. Sh annon asked his doctor about it and she 
lc 1ughed, · ·Dear, that fluttering in your tummy are the 
girl version of  an erection-something that you won't be 
hav ing any more." 

Over the next few month s, Shannon's breasts dou­
bled in size in seven or e ight weeks causing them to be 
more than 1,000 times their original flat size ! 

At times he felt like he had h ard b aseballs on his 
chest and he h ad to lean to sleep on h is back and side. 
B uying good support bras were no longer just for fun. 

He was thrilled when the many guys admired his 
hard earned prominences, which he displayed proudly in 
form fitting sweaters and tops. 

During the year, Heather and Shannon were l ike 
sisters. They h ad many slumber parties and g iggled 
late into the n ight, most of the time ending up in the 
same bed. Shannon was having no male response but 
Heather's closeness excited Shannon in a weird and 
wonderful way. He liked it when they hugged, did e ach 
other's makeup, and h air. 

With the awareness that Sh annon's body was becom­
ing just l ike hers, Heather insiste d  that they dress alike . 
Once when a m an at the mall, c alled them "twins," 
Shannon nearly swooned. He had become to all appear­
ances and functions as feminine as her. 
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Shannon' s goal was to be as feminine as Heather.  

At the mall, their short skirts swayed and high heels 
clicked in unison, and were the objects of many flatter­
ing male observation. Both obviously enjoyed the atten­
tion and Shannon learned to flutter his eyelashes and 
smile back to call attention to himself. 

"You little tease!" Heather would whisper. "One day 
you are going to have to put up or shut up." 
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Each night before bed, Heather gave Shannon such 
an arousing good night kiss, that he had trouble going to 
sleep. He felt an intense desire to be with Heather, but 
not like his boy crushes on girls. It was a new sensa­
t ion . . .  rnorc• passionate than anything he had ever felt be­
fore. He did not want to take her like a man but simply 
exist with her, letting their lush soft bodies touch and be 
girlish together. 

It wasn't long after that Heather admitted that she 
was having intense feelings for Shannon, "I know you'll 
think I'm nuts but the more feminine you become, the 
more I love you!" 

With all the hormones, his desire to grow into a 
woman amplified as did his desire for Heather. 

He ran to her and gave her a big hug and said, "I 
love you Loo!'' Then tears came to his eyes. "But look at 

? I' 
. 

1 " me. m a  gir now . . .  

"That's what I love!" she said. "I never want you to 
have any male feelings for me." 

"I thought you liked boys?" 

Heather had been exploring and shared all her boy 
explorations with her "best girlfriend." 

"Boy. are fun and we need them in our life but you 
and I are soul mates." 

"What about sex? I can't . . .  " 

"SHHH!" Heather giggled. ''I'll teach you. We'll 
both get what we need . . . " 
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It had started out as a nice dinner . I t  wasn't uni i l  
the two were home alone that Brad began to wonder 
what was up . He was giving Shannon a passionate 
goodnight kiss. 

Shannon's lips parted as Brad's tongue sought to 
probe the inside of his mouth. The v ir ile male's explora­
tion caused Shannon to softly sigh with pleasure. Brad 
hands roamed the effeminate boy's torso, cupping first 
one, then the other full , pliant breast. Only when his 
hand crept within reach o f  the smooth vee of Shannon's 
panties did the pretty teenage boy attempt to stop him. 

"No, Brad. Not here," he reminded. Then his eyes 
lit up . "No one is home but Heather . Do you want to 
come in?" 

"Sure! But you've got me so excited," the boy told 
him. He guided Shannon's hand to the distended front 
o f  his trousers. 

A feeling of feminine satisf action and power filled 
Shannon as h is hand closed around the heightened 
manhood. "Oh my! I don't know if I can handle one that 
big all by myself. I might need Heather 's help?" 

Brad laughed. "Sure call in the troops !" 

Once inside, to Brad's surprise, Shannon called 
Heather down. 

"Brad has a problem .. . a big problem?" Shannon 
mused dreamily, s till firmly stroking Brad's arousal. 

"Hey, don't tease me girls," the boy growled. Brad's 
exclamation didn't stop the motion of his hand. Sud­
denly he was laid back on the couch and with both 
Shannon and Heather playing with the lump. 

"Easy! I'm going to make a mess in my trousers. 
You know what I mean?" Brad gasped. 
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Shannon did indeed. "We're sorry," he told him. "We 
were only trying to help with your problem." 

"Here, let's try this," Brad suggested as he reached 
down and unzipped his fly. H is jockey shorts tented out. 
Heather a nd Shannon's del icate, p ink-tipped fingers 
reached through the opening in the shorts and encircled 
the hard, male flesh. A renewed surge of feminine v ital­
ity filled Shannon as he made contact with this most in­
t imate of Brad's a natomy. The two began to softly a nd 
sensuously stoke the excitement. Brad groaned. 

The v irile maleness was so unfamiliar now. Shan­
non slid down a l ittle so that he could get a better look at 
the object o f  his attention but the opening in Brad's 
shorts hindered h im. 

"Let me help you," Brad graciously offered as he un­
buckled h is belt and slipped his trousers a nd shorts 
down to h is knees. "How's that?" 

Shannon was at a loss for words. While he had pre­
viously glimpsed other boys' accessories in the school 
locker room, he'd never had the slightest interest. 

But he was different now and had never gotten any­
where near as close as he now found himself. And of 
co urse, he had never touched another boy so intimately. 

"It's so b ig," was all Shannon could finally manage to 
gasp. He looked at Heather who was enjoying seeing 
h im so flustered. 

"I know," Brad said proudly. "And it really likes 
what you're doing to it. Take a c loser look," he  encour­
aged the effeminate lad as his hand gently p ushed 
Shanno n's head down. 

Shannon adjusted his skirt and got comfortable on 
h is knees. Brad l iked the looks of th at. With his normal 
style a nd grace, Shannon girl ishly pulled back his long 



CALL HIM "SIS" SAND Y THOMAS AD VERTISJNG -- 65 

hair, preparing to do what had always been the farthest 
thing from his mind. Time and estrogen had had the de­
sired affect and he was about to do the inconceivable. 

Shannon edged closer and closer until his nose was 
barely a couple of inches from the stiff pillar of flesh. 
While his fingers gently massaging the fleshy contents of 
Brad's sac, he inspected firnt the flared head, then the 
thTobbing blue veins that encircled the hard tube. 

With no fUTther encouragement from Brad, both 
Heather and Shannon leaned in the last couple of inches 
and planted hesitant kisses on the tip. The shaft shud­
dered in response. 

Heather ' s  eyes said i t  all . Brad was Shannon ' s  

problem. "Okay girl , "  she whispered. 



66 - ·  SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING CALL HIM "SIS" 

Heather nodded for Shannon to take the lead. He 
slipped his tongue out and gently traced the tip. He de­
tected the slightly salty tang of the fluid that was now 
oozing from the pulsating opening. 

"Oh, jeez," was all Brad could manage to utter as he 
arched his hips up toward Shannon's mouth. Acting 
more on instinct than anything else, Shannon opened his 
mouth wide and his lips slowly engulfed the head of 
Brad's manhood. Shannon felt his nipples erect into lit­
tle hard balls and contraction sensations in his tummy. 

Brad shuddered and groaned with pleasure as 
Shannon eased his lips down until fully half of the erect 
shaft was buried in his warm, wet mouth. 

Clumsily at first, Shannon couldn't contain his sheer 
amazement at what he was doing. His cheeks became 
concave as he gently sucked. His tongue softly twirled 
the sensitive underside of Brad's virile manhood. 

Shannon marveled to himself that it all seemed so 
natural and right. It's what girls did with boys. 
Shouldn't he feel repulsed by engaging in this intimate 
r1ct with a boy? Instead, he felt a deep sense of satisfac­
tion as he sexually pleasured his handsome, masculine 
date in front of Heather. 

While continuing to maintain the pressure on Brad's 
manhood with his lips, he slowly raised his head until 
all but the flared head was exposed, then he just as 
slowly lowered his lips down the spit-slick tube, taking 
in even more of the boy's erection this time. 

Fighting the urge to gag, he increased the depths of 
his strokes, letting the broad glans push into his throat. 

Up and down, slowly and deliberately, he milked 
Brad's manhood, each time taking more of it between his 
willing, sensuous lips until his nose was tickled by the 
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stiff, bristly hair sprouting from the base, a nd his chin 
rested on  the soft sac that hung suspended from below. 

"Wow," exclaimed Brad. "You swallowed the whole 
thing!" 

Heather watched, silently entranced, watching as 
Shannon's head slowly bobbed up a nd down a nd Brad 
writhed and moaned with pleasure. 

Suddenly, Brad's whole body stiffened. Shannon felt 
the sudde n  twitching, the n  a surge in  size. Shannon's 
lips felt the pulsations rising i n  Brad's manhood but be­
fore he could react , Brad held Shannon's head firmly 
down. 

The first burst shot cleanly down his throat and sur­
prised Shannon, as did the resulting flood of thick seed . 
Shannon gulped in  surprise as much as anything else, 
swallowing but Brad's hot seed surged, overwh elming 
Sha nnon's frothy mouth. The f eminine lad swallowed as  
fast as he could, but his throat was full and he was try­
ing not to choke as some of it still escaped from his lips. 

Shannon pulled back, aghast at what he'd done . 
Heather took over and continued to clean and pleasure 
the young man. 

She was quite accomplished and enthusiastic in  her 
approach. As Shannon tried to clear his throat , seeing 
Heather work made him real ize that most things "girl" 
took some getting used to. A bothersome breaking in pe­
riod . .. kinda like a new pair of high heels. 

Finally, Brad could take no more, and he tried to 
push Heather's head away. "Stop, please," he pleaded. 
"No more .. . for right now ." 

H eather reluctantly raised her head and gazed se­
ductively at him. "But we were just getting started, dar­
ling," she protested gently as Shannon licked the corner 
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of his mouth to clean up the drops of semen that had es­
caped. 

"It 's too sensitive right now. Give it a break for a few 
minutes. Please." 

"Ju::;t le t me clean this up for you," Shannon purred 
as he bent over and sensuously licked first the tip, then 
worked his tongue down the still rigid shaft. Shannon 
held the shaft between his lips  as  it softened, the trickles 
of seed fading to nothing at a ll. 

Heather leaned over and kissed the effeminate boy 
on the lips. "You were great !" she sai d. 

"I'd like to satisfy you both too," Brad gasped. 

"Giving you p leasure is  satisfaction enough for us," 
Shannon replied. 

"But I can do more than that for you." 

"Not tonight, okay? Let's leave it at that . .." 

Shannon and Heather could hardly contain them­
selves unti l Brad was gone and they were upstairs get­
ting ready for bed. "So? Tell me. Did you like it?" she 
insisted. 

"I guess." Shannon said nonchalantly, as he  sat 
down on the edge of the bed and kicked off his high 
heels. 

Heather put her arm around the ef feminate boy 
pulled him into the bed. "You're more of a girl every day, 
aren't you? What are you going to do next? Have a 
baby ?" 

"Could we?" 

THE END 
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Thi s is the picture Rachel sent to Shannon' s  father 

on his 2 1st birthday . The note said, "So sorry you 

missed his birthday . Your child support bought 

Shannon that pretty new Easter dress ! "  



70 -- SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING CALL HIM "SIS" 

( TV FICTION CLASSICS ) 
MAGAZINE 

"BORN TO BE 

A BRIDE" 
Sonic IUl'> will 00 "1y\hlnf lot , bllcL. 

liU rwn '""" 10 �l • , 'Mrtl 

( TV FICTION CLASSICS) 
MAGAZINE 

"BORN TO BE 

A DAUGHTER" 

't'O&.Ul'C tP 

A !ANDY THOMA! l'\JILJCA TION 
,.o. 1o. UO\l 

CMl!TMNO IEACH, CA 9Z6ZH)l09 

CAN'T FIND THE OTHER HALF?? 
Ask your dealer or write: 

SANDY THOMAS 
P.O. Box 2309 

Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309 USA 
MOST ORDERS ARE SHIPPED WITHIN 

--

--
24 HOURS! 

We appreciate your business! 

Sandy Thomas 
P.O. Box 2309 

Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309 USA 

WEAC«PT fl!I r:&:) 

CRED[T CARD UM BER 

Expira tion Da te Signa tu re 



CALL HIM "SIS" SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING -- 71 

SANDY THOMAS: ORDER FORM 
� 1'\' f.�K.llON �..:IUt:.""SI 
--- tJIUINC Ht::HIJ\.O A �KIRT •P �t;W _ HI 00 
___ WHA1 C.lllUt WA.'IT --·· ·  -·-·- HIOO 
-··-·" .. 1iVHA I SJ).'11!" WAl'l(I 1 OJ)O 
-··-· ··- Mhl(}i. 011.11-;vt::CJRI. ---· ··--·-· lll oa 
---- _ l''RLTTlt.:M.IP.. 1•11'K 11 _ _ . .. _ !l1 Ufl 
__ l'Jtl.-nlt.kl� PIJ\K I ---·-- JU OC 
--··---111� 5,"TOAE 8R1LH� -·-··- -·---.. 10 00 
�-----· ,.11u.s· ni 1"'r.s n .. --·-·- -·-- 1 o oc 
___ cm.LS' THl�C.S l- - -··- -·-- 10.U.O 
--·- A WH.UI\C WOMAN --·- ----· 10.0� 
---- VllAC,-JCAt.U' A c..lM.t ____ -·-· 10..00 
-·-- UNUf,;R ms MURT� ·-·--· - ____ 10.00 
-·-·- AUNTIE'� SWEt!T H•:1.'f.NGI? 1tl"1 -- 10..00 
___ Aurr-.,,w:. A.t!V�NGR • , ________ 10.oo 
----- HUSMM) TO >f.1Ju�·r1uss fl -·-·· 10 00 
--- H11"(KAhO TO�l..,n'.R 112 -· ·-- -- 10 0!:) 

HOSBAfliiU TOSISSY,,1 --- - ·- 1000 
citiu.n.nun,1 n• ,·,g}?" 
-··----Sf\1,f.M� !N)il .Mt."T •w NUV._ .. 10.00 
.:::::= lllltstrn"JU'�v�·.:::��:� ��= 18·8& 
--- A PAk'TYGIRL •tl. - ---·-·-·-- 10.00 
-·---- LU-OC llf A LADY #'J ·-··- -·-·�-- 10.00 
--- t-'lltr>flt\11\t: PIU)P0\#\1 lCit'dfl l..w1. ") 
--- �1 u,r •2 l)t" •l or •� or •!t ·-··-·-· 10.00 

-r,r;.r;c,ft:?�'f,��1
':!.'!'' Ut'.Atl'rYI • 1 ··--· JO 00 

===�i,��.t;,\ltl�t�'.��
J 
tt.'t.."t::= ?8:!3 

--··· .. --A l"k()ftt-'.ft 1...AOY 11 •'JJ - ·--···-- . 10.0!') 
.:::.�:= t,&\'.ll��.'t!W 1.,r_;zy =::_ ::-::�-: .. :- 18 S8 
,_ .. ____ :ww1sttt-1JL- nmoor-r.· ,, ,,Hu 1'�W 1.0 or. 
_ __ tuUXOATIUh },\_)� P'tMl"f ,., n • UL .. llLO� 
----t'OU:\IO�l'IO'h f'OJI f'lo'MI'- hnY ,, lA-� 10.0'> 
::-:.-..==�IJJ1tru!,U7 .. m1r,a1o,-=:=l&88 
___ (,IRIS' <,rrA"'.AV •tH- - -··-- ·  UUIQ 
-- i1tl'f1TI" IS A� l'Mt:.'TI'Y t>(H·-� •tU -- JO UC 
- -· · - MJ� UNU)d(�Tnou •@2 .. -·-- · - - 10 00 
-· .. ··--�IS�U-'.S 1'1..) Sl'(TJ-"A...\ I A II •HO$ Hl 70 (10 
-.. --GOINCAS LIRlS •7? ·-· - · ·--- 10rJO 
-·- -CALL HIM � .. 11ss· •71 1.r • ?1:1 _____ 20.oa 
-- -- ff..j,,s:t;; INTO lt!S�ICA l .. II tf)U.76...... .. 20 ..0C 
---- A GIIU .. S UfSf PMlt.Nb ft,t -·-·-. 10 (),0 
-· ... -.AU NT1 £ Ct:T�TOUc..tl(,t-r·) •'2 &7J _10 00 
---· TO� lh THt-1 UOS.t: •71 ---·--·-- IO.UO ---,.,y �Oh. i'ttt: Ac.-nu� .. ,� •10 ____ 10.0-0 
-·-- WAUCS tJKt: A CU\L I Ii. l1 •t,8 & ,6') . 2:0.CJO 
_._tt1U.TU0t' A I..AOY•�7 ____ io.uo 
- ·-- JU�T&.TJlAIJ.hl> LIKf.. MOM 11'6�11b6-10..0G 
--- HirSA t000 G11tt. "M ·----·-,. JUOO 
--- l�t'!Y.lNll.ATlON ftONLYMOON «'63 -lO 00 
--- f-tlJSK.AhO TO WAIT'JU!� #62"--- 10.UO 
-·-·A ORt.SS l·'OK OA.f,i.NY !lbl ---.. 1000 

=--== ���i;g 1�g�E!(�� (:?:.:'.rt�_: ��"g� 
___ MUTtlt.:R'� Jl,L"\\I UAUGH1"Elt •�6- 10.04 
--LAOll:!S UAY #S,4 . M<.IIT #.SS-- 20.00 
---- Al,\\'AYS ,\ BRll>fS"-tAIO 'ISl--·-· 10 (i.(J 
____ 111r MRl.MAKr··Rs .s, -·-.. · -·-·-" 10 00 
-·- · -·-·)UIJ0t.1"l'! 0AUC..U1'Utj!tl� -��Ml lOOC 
-·-- DAk�•")r,. S \VOMAMtoOD Oll:IA •4'-- 20.0Q 
--·----· H(JRN ro !'t' A FCi(lOl'/0,\ltt; UM,0 __ JU.Otl 
-·-- 0Rf'$SIP\G UP 1t•H & J145 l booO'-.. .lO.UO 
---.MOl<h nt.AJ\ A \VOMA.:h .i,-43 ____ J0.00 
-·-· CU!!'l> CKtlAHi.0 ••U 2 HOOK�--10 00 
____ ,t..,t;T0N(. Hl�t1M'R UOWN1t�1 --· lOOIJ 
�· ·-·-·GHU BYCHOlt:t #4C ._. .. _ ·- •• 1 0 (1t· 
. - -· - WITH �m·rttLM � ttt:LI • i� � 10 11-: 
- -- HLO�UI " H:.O'-l>t.K w 1H , 11 • 
-··-CAMl'IN<. l�t.:lJRLS 1tJ7 -··-·- 100.0-
�---·Sl.lh'K0lt \\'\1M l':Jt. - - - - - - ·· - ··-J0.00 
-·-- OAUGtlTt-:R!t UP..LY •U!J ··-· -··--- 10.00 
-·-· HAIR 1'00A r. WWh •J.4 --··--- 10.UG 
-·--1-·t.:M(Ntt<i't-: A .. Pl-.:.AL Jtl3-·-··-·-- 10 00 
-·-··- PJtl:TTY AS YOU f'l..f.A!B ,12'-·-- 10 tlO 
---· MY SON, dw Ot:UµtMlflt: "'10 & •31-lO 00 
---· LIKti A DAUt.,trrt.:K •1'J -···- --- 10 ll(l 
___ , HOLll.lt\Y IH uu.-t.S ,..zg _ ___ 10 0� 
·-··-·"'-'.VUMA!wffOOU tH•� A #..17 t.bon� - 20ll0 
---- O�t. C>P Tt!t. C.:IRL.\ �:.tS ... _. ____ J0.00 
••-- HUSMMlTO tU,JUSt-\1\'IPI- •Z-4- 1000 

.. -··-·-�· l•.AUL· C,tHl�MOOtl. �.l'.L. - --�- lU.00-
--·· �1Y !iOh. nu. URIOF.:SMAIO •22 --10 (JO 
·- -- WOMAN SWOkK #21-.. ,- - 10.00 
--·- T'IIA·r .A (.UlL#20 ·-·--· -.. -- JcL(JG 
--·--1'1T .. Oil 1'AT •11>.-·-·-·--- 10 (JO 
-·--· NltAft MbS • IK - - --·- -- 10 OQ 
-·--· G-OIP...Ci A Hf<OAO #17-·---- 10.UO 

---· OIU!�hU Tt> DAHCl! • tn_ -· - - 2 O,OC 
· - ·- - .. LIGtf'I ot· PAN(.'t' •nS-·-·· ·--·- to uo 
-·-·- ,.11\IU UP •14 -·· --·· .... -· .. -· .. -10.00 
---At.'"TINC Lll(.6AGIRL *ll-·---1000 
---· ALL UOLL!::t> ur • 1 l------·--l 0.00 
-.. -.--.NUTt::hOl�CUUk.l.� # 1 1  - --·- )(1 (10 

---· M(IRJ"ll\<,;l11L tS�liC •10 ... -... ..... __ . 10.o-, 
-·-·- JUST LI Kt A WOMA,._, .,. ll -·· _ ... -·-- 10 OC 
· - ·--LIK� �!OTHt'Jt. WK!:: so� •H-··-·-· 10 00 
---· f'ASSl)tJkT TOl0 i!MINlhfn' 1'1 ,u_ .. _ J0.00 
-··-·-·cttf.E�U?AUEH. MASCo·r •6 .. -M·-- 10.uc 

�.�!:�a:r�,���:�� •1:. Nb"W ---- 10.00 
·-··-··· ... Ukr'"'S •• <.:O'-.. �llf"'IC r" 11!�1 r,.l"W _ ... 10.on 

-·--. ..  1.AVHNDM a l,.,\Cl:: 11 ,'71 Nii\\'._..._ J00(1 
--·- -··t.AVt::r.JUA.lt& I...AC� 1 "70 --..... - 10.UO 
-- -· Otlt..S� UI' UJ\"'I 116'9 --·-·- -·-·-- 10.U•.: 

)l',!\-Y-, HISSY 11 r tlfr,K 
f>\Jk"'l- �IIU""t::. • b '1 - - . 
HO(..l",l HOOP..&: 11',6 

. "'" ovt·k1M? uR.t�l--P.·:o- • r\ .. 
MY 141-"'T"r> R li.-,1 f, ..,,)_. 
t.1 AIH.,,l'\;l, < llW.'.'!: � •b � 

t,��1��-� .:+�i·��r� ��!;' •rs) .. �( 
MA�J-!11' ,., A ! t-. 1 !A. • ,•1 

IU (IC 
� IIJ U�! 

)U (II! 
1000 
}llll'' 
H1U\: 
•1: , 1 
111 0(1 

-·--·-111!> �•�'"rut� L>MU.) •>H _ ·-·-·-· 10 uo 
-·-· - __ IH:'l°:OM lt,.(, U•SMA •'' • • •. JU 00 
_____ 1•A,t�TfV ll11'Lll fPAJ\'nt;:i; ,.�,, •• ___ 10 uo 
-··---·Ft,;!,111'-ISI:'. BUUUY ttS!s --··--·-,u_oc 
_____ cue.LU- CHU .. •H· --.--.. ·---- _H.1.00 
•··----1111MIM, Pllf.'rt'V (T00)1152& ltSJ -.::IO (ltl 
----ClilC:K'S RULf' N�I --·----10.00 
-·--·-OU:t'lR.Eto. T ,c1�n ffl'1D:VJa.J1,au�. 5� .. ZO.(tO 
----bO.N TO SI�-, tik • 46 •-·-· - --- ·- lcl.00 
-.. --MJS,,'AKh."' tor 1:1,c ""� • "'-... -·--·-2U.c>o 
-·--···-'f.Atct:,_t; Ht:1l 1'1..A.CL •4S ------. lU 00 
___ _  JJl:'.Mlt\lNl:: O.l�IR(S •« -----· H) l)Q 
-··--.... -SISTP.M.S t'OHtNl!M M4l ... - .. --·-.. .10 00 
---- IU.$'t' J\N01't1Ck �IKL• •42 ....... --.- 10 00 
••·----Ml.!�l-JA.ND J�'t() L)Rl.FHl£NIJ 11141-... JU 00 
•··---Mf .. TAJ,,tOfU'tKJSIS •'If & •4'.'J l<liw,�l .. -20.CIO 
-··--- ... YRII..I 01" tt ALL IIJll -···-·--·-·· · ··-··· JO (m 
_______ w1f\t,u-w ukt:.\�lht fll-37 ·-·-·-·-·· llJ ua 
---l�ORMO,...,t::S ,.'OR Llf,l:: ,t.«,_ ·--·- 10.UO 
--- -A SUM .. ltR CIIU. •.Ht--------· _ 1U 00 
- ._. r <\.'\� tL�,..,,l-4 10MM\ •.to\ -· . lt.100 

:::::...::t�!���t',.i,�:\.i'ti����'�' . .  �:�::_ :�-�g 
- ·--·-··-C'Lt:A\ A�l'. •'.t l .  - - . 10 (l'l 
_,,_. . .• _ . t.A�I· ••I UH. Ml�)IM, rA,·rtt"" "J(: \,IJ lJ.:J 
- • l"F�INtM' ,._ff l,\M<.lt�''H0'-1 1• fll � \ 1 1 11• 
-·-· --··-A L.l'.'l:..t. lJt.)� l.•1H . ·- _ hi\!.; 
-··-.. -lilV&.,t., IHM rllt- �LIi' RJ..'/ -·-. IU OC 
-·-· . .. _l)f.AI\ Sl� Ort�•.,U.1A?.I UJ.tt . ·-· . _ JIJOtl 
-·- -· rtff f',\J.lr'I R.J,'.U Sl!',.SV ,. l.� -· - _ ll.J flC 
--- Jt-��T�HU?-�lUAl lUJ\ 1i1.:._\ __ .. lUt\11 
-·-- t•Llk'll�L WITB t· ASt.lU\ • 2 .i.. lUUO 
--·-· -·-T(KJ Jr>!ANY :-.K11t1� ,.,zz ·- ,,_. ·- .-. lO 00 
-··---·-W.1:'.UTUE� 1111:J .. -... ---··-·-·----··· It) UO 
---' URf-'.�S. Tllt:Rt:t ORl. M�O ---··-·- IU 00 
•··-· _Ut,.All OVfR Ht'l I_\ # l".J • • - IO ()I) 
.. - MY �o.:;o,• M1·t>nY # Hl .. 111 .� 
-·----HU!o,.UAJ,D ru HO�.,.&� " , ,  ____ Ju (1(1 
- -· -- -.C.:IM.LIES #IO .... ... -···-· - - IUCIO 
•··--- tHS t'1M,1'1lfU<i� • I S. _ .•. .. JO (ll] 
- _ MY:,t"\r .. · K·!,i !liHAL>4'XW # l-4 - -· ·-··-:l000 
_____ "nil! ff:(JV WUO UI.USSO).ll!ll "·' j ___ 10.00 
--·-.. 'TIIECII-I.L'S PART •tJ · ·-- --100C 
___ TttE Nt::W GII\L • 1 1-·- •··----- 10 00 
___ .. _t,:N,.1'._M .. H lJlU::!oMN<.. •HI ... - .-.. - --·· lt) {10 
_____ vow OI· •':liMlh 1Nm' "" _ --·- tu.oo 
-·--YIRC,IN VOWS •S- --·- ---··• J0.00 
---.. t"11Ah(i1h(; VO\•.-sTOO ,n _ ..... -.... 1\) 00 
-·- -- - •�!Az.;U�G vow,-. •4'---�· JU.00 

Titfl_N'il?�'i
l
��\���=Ts:�,ffl ---10 00 

-·--�-MY �uv.,u.n ,,. SKlaTS #Z::i -·--·-"· JO 00 
--·---Hf"JJ. WI-tiff "No 1-·1NH tt24 _ __ __ .. 10.oc 

_ _ _ __ _  . l:'QOLf.O lhTU l"Rll.1� #2].  JO{IO 
•··--·-TUR�AUOUT l'AH.TVll21- --· IUOO 
., ____ l1(J\� i0 LfAlH::� #1'i). _ _ __ ... -.-· .--. 11HlC 
-·--- rttt: MAl<l.0\:hJl J'lll-. -- ---- 10.00 
----l'F.TTit:OJ\TS tOK ,ATMJCK • 1 7  --·- 10 UO 
-··-·-· _,,-,-;�1t.1:n; 1'0RTh•lb ....• _ --· 1UOC 

:::=--: ��-:::t/�f�tcWJ��J..:lL, • ,�. .· - �� �� 
ll)t ·"· "'APHlj\( l N 1 -� �11 ti 

t· \ l •1 ' t l  11 ,1 1 · 
- . - ,\t ,.t.l-'IAl .. '-t .. , 1  •. ·-·  ·- ;VII., 
______ JA}tllOt. MUU l· t..\.- 1\J .... -.- ·-··-·--- Jll (hl 

·-·-·····fAU: ot'1,vn.,1ur,�t.H.�•·t ·- · .. 1000 
LHtUS IU t:flRl:S'ilt •7 ____ woo 

-·- --··-t...AP..'"I L.IC.K 't�t JOII'\ �,, •!>-.. - --lU.UO 
f::MPATMY TV t·1.<.,·rop,. 
-.. -·-·· •. Ql,t.;l·h 01· , .•. t' LlANCti • 1 -· --· lU ue 
-··-·--·· ... rv1 1,u,.1:-.1z,.(. CAMl'*'l- · · ·- . . .  lU (I•.! 
-··-·-- �- fV VA(,A"ft<l?\ Mi - - .. · - ·· - ·  .. - ·- · -- J\3 11,i 
-·- -· UOY! HL S ,, f'Rf1'"rt' (.UU • �  •. 1U.tM 
-·--�HRIIJ�(tkOUM11'1KAfNIM .. •!o -� J O O<:J  
" "  ___ ,Uttt-;�� UJ\lf'OUM •6-- - -·--· . ..  IUO(.J 
S!W')' f:I...W..f\.S 
-·------Tiff� '\LIi' _ .. -···· ·-- -·-·•-•-. IU (IO 

·----THt::. �t.CRt-.i'.AJUAl.�UP Nfw _ __ J0.(1-J 
____ .t:AI\U'" · HO\ WAl'nU.S� �t_v.• _ _ __ 10.00 
__ , .... 11trs so .SKIK1' ··- ----N t!W-.- 10.00 
TUT AL OMOt-;R - ---·-•- ---·--· - - - - - --
!.TATP' "fA.�l!I 7.2S"- (CA� nt-sid•ubo1dy) ·--­
IJ:M, Sllll'Pl!SC. sz.oo p,11' ll•tn (.SS.00 ina....:) __ 
(OVER.Sf.AS $ J 2 .Ou nat riltC!•�\lp to I u bookl') ·--·-· 

TUT AL ENCLOSt:J} .. -·-·- __ ............ M·· -·-... --
SEND ANO MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO: 
S.ANOY THOMAS ADV 
P O. SOX 2:100, CAPISTRANO BEACH. CA 92824 USA 

VISA or MC _________ exp_/ _ 

NAME 

AOORESS ·---- ·--·· ·---­
CITY ST_ZIP __ 
.... _ I A.M OYF.W 'l1 ll.Alt� UUt ?•UO 



Gee Huck, 
I thought the dress 
was just to get food? 




