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“DESERVED CHANGE”

By Charlie

My name is, or was, “Victor Stone,” or as some of my friends called me, “Stoney...”
My Mother was a well-to-do-widow and I was well spoiled by the time I was a senior in
high school. It was the usual story, too much money and time on my hands and not
enough supervision and discipline.

I sat in the court room and listened to the prosecutor tell the jury about my crime
of rape in the first degree against Doctor Wilkins' sixteen year old daughter, Janet.
Truthfully, I wasn't too worried even though I was guilty as charged. You see, my law-
yer had spoken to several of my good friends who were prepared to testify that she had
been at fault and had been with several others of them at the same time.

These so-called “friends,” were doing me this favor since they didn't want to lose all
the good times and fun that I always paid for. The well paid lawyer; and, the fact that I
and my witnesses sat in court in nicely tailored suits, clean shaven and neat, looking
like choirboys, had the jury doubtful from the beginning.

Our long hair was tied back in ponytails. Mine reached well below my shoulders
and was bound neatly with a leather band.

Janet made a terrible witness, stumbling over her words and not really sure of what
was happening around her. Janet was a little slow and if she had been a normal girl,
I'm sure things would have turned out much differently. By the time the jury came
back to render its “not guilty” verdict, poor Janet was in tears while I was all smiles for
my friends, and my Mother, who was in the courtroom.

However, nothing was said until Doctor Wilkins passed me in the hall and, looking
holes through me, said, “I will see you later, young man.”

I felt a chill go down my spine and for a minute, I almost apologized, except that
just wasn't my style.

Arriving at home, I was whistling and singing and acting very pleased with myself
and the way things had gone because, of course, with a not guilty verdict, I was free as
a bird!

But, when I met my Mother in the hallway, she just looked at me with utter con-
tempt, slapped my face just as hard as she could, and stalked off.

I now knew that I wasn't really wanted around the house, so I called some of my
friends to meet me at the local roadhouse for an evening of celebration. I truthfully
didn't think I had done anything too wrong and I fully intended to go on just as before.

Heading for the roadhouse on one of the back roads I often frequented, I was forced
off the road by a huge, black limousine. Before I knew what was happening, I had been
lifted out of my little sports car, blindfolded and gagged. My hands and feet were
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tightly bound with rope by two very large, strong men. I was then thrown into the
limo's trunk with the deck closed and locked after me.

The car drove for what seemed like hours, but at last we stopped. The trunk was
opened and I was lifted out. Someone threw me over their shoulder like a sack of meal
and I was carried inside something to be thrown to the floor.

The blindfold was removed and I found that I was in a hospital room that had bare,
white walls, one small hospital bed with side rails and a very small, barred window. I
suspected that I had been kidnapped and was now in Doctor Wilkin's sanitarium.

When he came in with a woman dressed in white, I was sure that I was in big trou-
ble! Introduced to her, I was informed that without her intervention, I would now be
dead, but she had advanced an idea that the doctor liked much better and would
make me regret what I had done even more than I already did, which was not at all!

I was further told that what was about to happen to me was with the full approval
and consent of my Mother, and that nobody would be looking for me as my car would
be found a couple of hundred miles away from where I had been abducted, out of gas
and wrecked where I had driven it off the highway.

The lady doctor whose name was Taylor, came over to me and, producing a huge
hypodermic needle, gave me a shot and my lights went out. I knew no more for a long
time.

However, I did wake from time to time, always feeling sore all over my body, never
really coming completely awake. Once I thought that I heard my Mother, but dozed off
again before I could speak to her.

My face hurt; also my chest; also my groin; and my stomach; and my pelvis felt like
it was being pulled apart. Even my rear end was sore, as if I'd been soundly spanked,
something that hadn't happened to me in years!

After what I thought was several years, I at last came to my senses. I was still in the
same hospital room where I had been brought at the beginning of my imprisonment. I
felt as if I'd been beaten with a stick in every joint of my body!

The room was now dark and no one was around that I could see, so I felt that now
was a good time to get out of there and try to find a police car on the road to report my
abduction. What I didn't realize was that my legs would no longer hold me up. I'd been
in this bed a lot longer than I'd thought! The minute I stood up, I immediately fell flat
on my face, out like a light again!

The next time I awoke, there was a uniformed nurse sitting by my bed, a big,
heavyset male nurse, who I remembered as having been one of the two men who'd ab-
ducted me in the first place!

Laughing at me, he said, “Well, well, at last you've returned to the land of the liv-
ing,” and pushing the bell, he said, “we'll have someone here to see to you in a minute
or so.”

The lady doctor came back into the room and listened to my heart with her stetho-
scope, took my pulse, looked into my throat and ears, thumped me on the back, say-
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ing, “Well, you're in fine shape, physically!” Then she laughed and added, “Just about
time for Doctor Wilkins to see you.”

When Doctor Wilkins came in, he had a sneer on his face when he asked me how I
felt, “Do you feel any different?” were his actual words.

Actually, I hurt all over. I also realized that my body was not only sore, but very
different than it had been before. I now had what felt like breasts, and an empty curve
where my manhood had been...

Doctor Wilkins was pleased at the look on my face as I explored my body with my
hands and, laughing at me again, remarked that never again would I be able to terror-
ize and rape young, semiretarded girls!

“You no longer have the necessary equipment,” he informed me snidely.

He went on to tell me that I had been under Doctor Taylor's care for about six
weeks, and that now I was as much a female as medical science could make me!

I now had a vagina between my legs that had been constructed from the remains of
my penis, though turned inside out, so that the nerve endings were still in place and
had been “sensitized” greatly. My breasts were really saline implants under my chest
muscles, though they weren't full sized as yet.

I was receiving massive doses of female hormones through the I-V's in both my
arms. I was being fed at the same time... There hadn't been any solid food in my stom-
ach for over six weeks and my weight had fallen from its usual one fifty-six to an even
one hundred and fifteen pounds.

They had also changed the shape of my bottom and hips by using liposuction to re-
move the fat from my stomach and waist and returning it to my hips and butt. When
they were all done with me, I would have the shape and body of a girl, and as time
passed, I would learn to act, talk, walk and even to dress as a girl... always!

At the same time, Doctor Taylor let me in on the news that Janet was pregnant and
that at the time she began to produce milk for her baby, I would be given a special fe-
male hormone which would cause me to give milk too! And that was when my breasts
would grow to their full size and weight!

More news came to me in the form of a letter from my Mother, who wrote that she
was pleased at the form my punishment had taken, and that when I was completely
transformed, she would come by to see me.

It took me quite a little while before I had digested all this information, and when I
did, I started ranting and raving that I would sue all of them, and for every penny the
doctors and the sanitarium had...

Which got a big laugh. Here I was in a place full of patients who had all sorts of de-
lusions, and I was going to sue for being turned into a girl?

Who'd believe me? Even with another doctor's examination, which would show only
an honest to goodness female, the very idea was ludicrous!

They put up with me for a very short time before I was introduced to something
they called “Sparky”. This was a silvery object the size of a large cigar that all of them
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carried, and it was a sure way of getting the attention of even the most unruly patient!
It had several batteries in it that produced a high voltage shock; and, once felt, just
seeing it caused an instant response and obedience!

Doctor Taylor had barely touched it to one of my new breasts and I thought I'd been
set on fire!

I received one more bit of news about this time, and that was that when I was com-
pletely and utterly female and feminized, I would have the pleasure of being treated as
I'd done to Janet, the doctor's daughter.

My rapist would be a long time patient, who had what the male nurse described as
the biggest prick he had ever seen on a human being! He truly loved Janet, and she
was the only one at the sanitarium he would obey, with or without Sparky.

Everyone on the staff loved Janet, and as for me, my life wasn't worth much since I
had hurt her so badly.

My new life started the next morning when I was turned out of my bed, to learn to
walk all over again; but, this time in high heeled shoes and female clothing from the
skin out.

I was walked down the hall to a much nicer room, which I found out later was paid
for by my Mother. Here I found a closet full of girls' clothing, dresser drawers packed
with female lingerie of all styles, colors and fabrics, and boxes that hadn't been un-
packed yet!

Most of what I found was strange to me, but my nurse, who was a tiny little thing,
told me that she would help me learn all about being a girl. Believing that I was still
the same old macho man of old, I immediately attempted to overpower my little nurse,
Patricia, and got a belt from Sparky that rolled my eyes back in my head!

“Next time, you get the full shot!” Pat told me. “I went easy on you the first time,
but no more! Now, listen to the rules you are going to live by for at least the next year,
and maybe longer.

“You are never, ever, to leave this room unless you are completely dressed, includ-
ing having your hair done and with a flawless make up job.

“This afternoon, you will be taken to the sanitarium beauty salon where your long
stringy hair will be cut and styled. You will receive a permanent wave in your choice of
colors and styles. The sanitarium maintains the salon for the female patients, who
seem to enjoy being pampered. It aids in their recovery and ultimate return to society.

“Of course, in your case, there's not much chance of your getting out of here for
some time!”

After lunch, I was taken to the salon where the first thing I noted was that all the
staff members were each equipped with the silver pen-like Sparky sticking out of the
pockets of their uniform jackets!

I spent the next three hours or more in that salon being transformed from a half-
boy, half-girl, into what even I thought was a most beautiful, dark haired brunette
with highly arched eyebrows, impeccable eye and lip make-up, and instructions on
how to do it myself the next time!
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Returning me to my room, Patricia gave me instructions on how to use the toilet
like a girl. You know, sitting down for everything. Up until then, and for the past
months since my surgery, I'd had a catheter in place so that I wouldn't wet the bed.
But now that I was ambulatory, I could go as any normal girl would, by sitting down
and doing what was needed.

“Once more little item,” Pat reminded me, “internally, you are wearing a form to
keep your new vagina from closing up, and it has to be removed when you urinate.”

She followed me into the bathroom and showed me the tab protruding from be-
tween the lips of my new vagina.

“Pull it out, but be very gentle,” she ordered. “You're going to be surprised at its size
and length!”

I almost passed out when it was all out of me, a fairly soft but firm plastic form in
the shape of an erect male organ, complete with fat crown and veins, and a good eight
inches long by two and a half in diameter!

Patricia went on to inform me that I was to reinsert the form after doing my toilet.
But, first I must douche and then I must wash the dildoe in hot water before I coated
it with a vaginal lubricant. Truthfully, it did feel nice when I pushed it back up into my
body and Pat laughed at my stunned expression, saying, “Maybe there's hope for you
yet!”

I learned more and more about being a girl as time passed, and I also began to real-
ize just what I'd done to Janet, Doctor Wilkins' daughter.

I had seen her on several occasions in the halls of the sanitarium, but she hadn't
recognized me, thinking that I was just a patient, which I was, and she would smile at
me.

I could now see why she was loved by all on the staff and I felt that I was a no good
bum for my previous treatment of her. All this was noted by the staff and reported to
the doctors, although in my case, there wasn't much hope of any change in my treat-
ment.

Each morning I would get my hormone shot, and as the weeks passed, my breasts
emerged, my waist grew slimmer and slimmer, and my bottom became more and more
feminine, plump, and rounded. I learned to do my own make-up and got pretty good at
the various looks I could produce for day, or evening wear.

At long last, my Mother came to see me and I cried on her shoulder just like a real
girl would. Mother was pleased at how I had taken to being a girl and female, and
stated that she wished she had done something to stop me before I'd gotten into trou-
ble.

Her news from the “outside” included the fact that the police had given up the
search for me, and my old, ex-friends, no longer even inquired about me. They had a
new leader, someone new to buy their friendship and their beer.

Seven months had gone by since my rape of Janet and her poor body was swollen
with the size of our baby. Her breasts were huge and heavy.
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Mine also were starting to swell and I was told that I was now being given the milk
producing hormone. Soon, my own breasts would be making milk for our new baby.

I was to be forced to nurse Janet's child, and if there were twins, a good possibility,
given her belly's great size, I would have one of my own, who would live off the milk my
nipples would supply.

The last two months of Janet's pregnancy went slowly for both of us, except that I
had the best of it since only my breasts grew. The nurses had started to milk my
breasts morning and night to stimulate my milk output, and at first, it was only a few
drops. But, by the end of that month, I was producing enough for a healthy child to
suckle and thrive!

I loved the feeling as the milk glands gave up their milk, and I had the weird
thought that everyone should enjoy the same sensation some day...

Janet had her baby, a boy, at the end of the month, and I was disappointed that
she had had just the one. Now I would have to share the nursing with Janet and
wouldn't have one to empty my breasts all by itself!

It was really weird, here I was, a girl for just a short time, and I had the same feel-
ings a real Mother would have! Janet had more than enough milk for her child, so it
was very seldom that I got to feed him. My breasts ached with need, and the relief I felt
when Pat would use the breast pump on my nipples was indescribable.

Doctor Taylor told me that I would be taken off the milk producing hormone and
that Janet would nurse her baby alone.

It took over two weeks until my milk dried up, and though my breasts did get
slightly smaller, I was now a full thirty six C cup!

I was now dressing full time as a girl, wearing all the satin and lace lingerie that
any real girl wore, and I couldn't wait until the next monthly dance that the sanitar-
ium held for its patients.

Mother had bought me a very pretty satin, floor length gown such as I had never
worn in my short, feminine life.

Little did I know that at the last full staff meeting, it had been decided that I was
now as feminine as I could get, and my final punishment could now take place. Some
of the staff argued that I had changed my attitude and manners so much that they felt
I had suffered enough. The only real objection came from Doctor Wilkins, whose
daughter I had raped.

The day of my punishment was to be the evening after the next dance, but I was
not to know about it in advance.

Patricia, my regular nurse, felt sorry for me, however, and decided to help as much
as she possibly could. First of all, she told me about it and when it would happen.
Next, she convinced me that I couldn't fight the punishment, saying, “Remember our
little friend, Sparky!”

Pat came up with a very large internal form such as I no longer wore, and helped
me to insert it into my vagina with the help of a lot of vaginal lube.
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“We'll keep moving this monster in and out of you as much as we can, and maybe
you'll be stretched enough to accommodate Big John (as the large patient was known).

“I hope he doesn't do too much damage to you, but I can't do any more to help
you,” Patricia told me, “or else I'd get fired myself. We'll fill your vagina with lubrication
on the night of the dance to ease the pain.”

I was scared stiff; never had I had any male member stuffed inside my body, much
less a monster like John!

Pat also told me that after my sentence was complete, I would be released from the
sanitarium and my Mother was waiting to help me go on with my life.

Mother knew nothing of my final punishment and I refused to tell her as I almost
felt that I deserved it. The afternoon of the dance, I had gone to the beauty salon and
gotten a wonderful new hair set complete with a lovely make-up session; my eyes, my
lips, my finger nails, all were perfect, and with my new lingerie and the beautiful new
gown, I was the most feminine looking girl in the hall!

My vagina was packed with water soluble lubricant and Pat had given me a couple
of pain killers with the aid of Doctor Taylor who was on my side also. They couldn't
stop it, but did give Big John a drug that would slow him down a little.

“I'm as ready as I'll ever be,” I said gaily, “let the dance begin, and may the good
Lord help me!”

The dance was a lot of fun and I got to dance with almost all of the staff and some
of the male patients as well. I almost forgot what was in store for me when the dance
was over, and really, I didn't remember until Doctor Wilkins asked me for a dance.

We all knew that he intended to watch as I was raped by Big John, though he said
nothing about how pretty I was and how much of a change had taken place with me
since I had come to his sanitarium almost nine months before. He was very pleasant,
but I could see in his eyes that he hadn't forgotten what I had done to his daughter.

The last dance was played and I wanted to run, but, where? My legs shook and I
knew now how Janet must have felt when she was in the back of my car with no place
to hide. Big John was brought into my room after I got back from the dance and we
were left alone, the door being locked by Doctor Wilkins.

I never even got a chance to remove my clothes before Big John had torn my pant-
ies off my body, and with no foreplay whatsoever, started to force his gigantic member
into my body. It hurt like nothing I had ever felt before, and then, surprisingly enough,
he spent his fluids all down my legs and collapsed in a heap on the floor.

He had not even penetrated me with even half his great length, and now it was all
over. I knew that the staff would not allow Doctor Wilkins to stage a repeat perform-
ance, and soon I would be discharged to go home to a real life.

Doctor Taylor's drugging of Big John had been my salvation and I swore that I
would spend a good part of my life trying to help the victims of rape.

As for being a girl, I felt wonderful about the Well Deserved Change.
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“MOMMIE'S GIRL”

by Charlie

As early as I can remember, my Mother kept me in frilly dresses with lots of ribbons
and lace, usually wearing cute little rumba panties with three or more layers of lace
covering my full, round bottom. When I was about eight, I can remember a pink lace
and organdy party dress worn with black patent leather Mary Jane shoes and knee
high white stockings that I wore to a birthday party.

My Mother owned and operated a beauty salon that she had started shortly after I
was born. My father, I never knew, and he was never mentioned in the rather spacious
apartment over the salon where we lived together with one of the shop's operators,
who helped with the cooking and also baby sat me when it was necessary.

Mommies business was very good and over the last twelve years, the salon had
been renovated several times, so that it now had eight operators and was a real show-
place all done up in pink and white with the hair stylists, manicurists and even the
shampoo girls dressed in fancy uniforms.

Mostly they all wore pink smocks with either white skirts or slacks, and at all
times, white, high heeled pumps and nylon hose. Mommie was very fussy about ap-
pearances, and since it was a fairly high priced salon, the clients expected, and got,
the best!

I started to work in the salon when I was about twelve years old, and somewhere
Mommie found little pink pumps to fit my small feet and she ordered uniform smocks
and skirts for me. I was never allowed to wear slacks, or pants of any kind, except for
very tight, very short, short shorts in the summer. I had to be feminine at all times.

Another change in clothing for me that the other girls weren't required was a tight
lace up corset in white satin and lace and latex that had garters to secure my nude
colored nylon hose, and as Mommie said, “started to form a more feminine figure for
me.”

Every day after school, when I got home, either Mommie or the operator who was
living with us at the time, would get me into the corset and lace me up. Mommie al-
ways tightened it as far as it would go, so I preferred to have one of the girls do it in-
stead.

Of course I always wore my tight rubber, bikini panty under my silk ones to protect
me from the eyes of any boys. Mommie really hated to see me even talk to a boy. As a
matter of fact, she hated all males, and even workmen who did things for the salon
were viewed with suspicion and distrust.
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In two weeks, I was allowed to start in the salon where I swept the piles of hair, did
the restocking of supplies for the beauticians and generally made myself useful. As my
body got accustomed to the corset, it was replaced and laced tighter and tighter. The
baby fat on my chest started to be pushed up and out of the corset top. One day,
Mommie noticed the change, and told me she would buy me some training bras the
very next day.

I was thrilled as several of the girls in my class at school already wore them, and I
had been feeling left out. Two days later, after being laced into my tight corset, Mom-
mie slipped the bra straps over my arms and showed me how to lean forward before
hooking it closed behind my back. After the bra was all adjusted, Mommie slipped her
hands into the cups and lifted each of my breasts, letting them settle into the bra cups
as they wished.

I was pleased and quite surprised at the bust line they produced. I thought I would
have been bigger than any of my schoolmates, and planned to wear my new figure to
school the very next day.

When I asked for permission to wear my new bra and corset to school the next day,
I was told, of course, “You are to wear them at all times from now on.” Mommie also
told me that at about this age, there would be other changes in my body, and as soon
as I noticed any change at all, I was to tell her.

I replied that I had already noticed that there was now a bit of hair growth under
my arms and on my lower body.

“We'll take care of that tonight,” she said, and after supper, she took me downstairs
to the salon and sat me on the table, prepared the electrolysis machine and removed
every hair under both of my arms and what had grown in my pubic area, down to the
point where my flat belly ended. “This is your bikini line,” she told me.

This was repeated weekly, until finally there was no new hair growing in these
places.

“Next week, we'll start on your arms and legs so you'll never have to shave them,”
she told me, “and if you ever get another hair on your face, let me know immediately.”

About this time, the girls in the salon started to show me how to apply make-up,
thought I wasn't allowed to wear it to school yet. My golden blonde hair, Mommie al-
ways kept cut to shoulder length and I always wore a ribbon on it to tie it off in a po-
nytail.

Mommie had been plucking and shaping my eyebrows for several years as she
hated any unkempt look, even on her employees, and the fact that I was related to her
made it especially true for me! The girls were constantly doing makeovers on each
other in their slow times, and now that I worked in the salon, I was included. The girls
loved changing my look, and though I couldn't wear the styles to school, I loved all the
attention.

One day, just after my thirteenth birthday, I had been over to a girlfriends house
where we had spent the afternoon trying on clothes in her room and trying different
make-up looks. Janie, my friend, had taken off all her clothes to show me how she
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looked in a new teddy that her big sister had given her, and I got the funniest feeling
as I could see that she was not the same between her legs as I was!

On arriving home in the evening, I asked Mommie if all people were built the same,
and when she answered, “No,” I put it out of my mind, not knowing that she meant the
difference between boys and girls.

That night, sleeping in a lovely white satin and lace gown, I had a dream that woke
me up, all wet down the front of my nightgown! I screamed to Mommie that something
had broken in my body and was all over my sheets!

She came running into my room, cuddled me in her arms and whispered that it
was about time she told me the truth about myself.

“Baby,” she said, “you're really a boy, not a girl. I've raised you as a girl for the last
thirteen years because I hate men so much. Your father raped me when I was just out
of school and I haven't seen him since.

She went on to tell me of the various women she had lived with since and called
herself a “lesbian,” which, she explained, “was a word for women who loved other
women.”

I started to cry and told her that I didn't want to be a boy, that I wanted to stay a
girl forever!

“We'll see,” she replied, “you may change your mind someday, but in the meantime,
we'll go on as we have been. What happened tonight was just your body going through
a change, and what happened is called a nocturnal emission. It won't hurt you at all.”

As time passed, I became more and more feminine and still nobody except Mommie
and me knew that I was really a boy. My natural, golden blonde hair now reached
down below my shoulder blades and I had convinced Mommie that I did wish to be-
come a real girl in all ways.

For my coming sixteenth birthday, she had promised that I could have saline breast
implants as my own breasts hadn't gotten much bigger in size than the first time I had
worn a bra. I wanted at least a B cup, and as we thought I had already reached my full
height (I was now five six), that a 34B-24-34 would be just about the perfect shape for
me.

I was very popular in school with my classmates, though the boys were not upper-
most in my mind, the girls were always asking my advice about make-up and hair
styles. Working weekends in the beauty salon now consisted of much more contact
with clients since Mommie had taught me a lot about manicuring and hair styling. A
number of my classmates came into the salon and I worked on them, and I was due to
take my beauticians' license test the day I turned seventeen, the minimum age.

When going to school every morning, my make-up was done with great care; eyes,
lips and hair done in a different style every day. My eyebrows were now thin, highly
arched with not a hair out of place; eye liner and shadow were subdued, as fitting a
sixteen year old, and I mostly wore my hair in either a high, bouncy ponytail, a tight
French braid, or loose down over my shoulders.
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The boys in my classes tried to draw my interest, but I tried to avoid them by stay-
ing cool and distant.

The day after my birthday, I had an appointment with one of Mommie's clients who
was a top notch plastic surgeon to do my breast implants. It wasn't really legal to do
them before I was eighteen, but it was no big deal as it was a procedure done every
day, regularly on an outpatient basis.

We arrived at the doctor's office, and by the time lunch rolled around, I had my
lovely new breasts and was ready to go home. The skin on my chest was just a little
tight, but the doctor told me to massage with a good lotion, and in a week or so, they
would feel normal. I was to wear a good bra at all times for a couple of weeks, and
then could do as I wished.

The doctor had made two small incisions in my armpits, and in a matter of just a
few days, they had healed well. Then, when the stitches were removed a week later,
there were only thin red lines which faded in a short time. I was back to work at the
beauty salon the very next day.

About a week later, one of our oldest clients came in with a strange request. Her
son, who was the star quarterback on our high school football team had gotten a part
in the class play (Shakespeare's “As You Like It) and was to be one of the female char-
acters because there weren't enough girls in the class to play all the female parts. She
wanted us to do him up as a girl for the play. He had fairly long hair to start with and
money was no object.

Mommie asked me if I wished to do the job, and I said, “Definitely! Yes!”

This boy had been a huge thorn in my side for years and I felt it might be poetic
justice seeing the B.M.O.C. wearing skirts and looking like a girl!

Mommie laughed and said, “Go for it, Baby!” She disliked him too.

Mrs. Thomas had made an appointment for the following Saturday and came in at
nine with Tommy, her son. The play was to be the next Friday night and she thought
that her Tommy should have at least the week to get used to the change.

We had all the necessary things ready and I took Tommy into the back room where
I had at one time had my own electrolysis done, and had him remove all his clothes
except for his briefs. Calling Mrs. Thomas in, I showed her the gaffe I had for him to
wear to hide his manhood and told her how it was to be worn.

Little did he know that it was one of my own and that I had worn it before, many
times! When he had it on, I came back in and proceeded to wax his legs, chest, arms,
belly and back. He really hollered when I stripped the wax off, taking all of his body
hair with it!

The next order of business was his shape, and putting a heavy cotton corset
around him, I succeeded in getting his waist down to twenty-four inches, the same as
mine (he was only about twenty-eight or nine normally!), only he couldn't have it done
gradually but all at once!

The falsies I had got for him were very expensive; the weight and shape almost ex-
actly like real ones and were to be attached with a waterproof adhesive. They could be
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worn for weeks at a time without harm. They had real looking nipples and had a small
hole that went directly from the center of the falsies nipple to the wearer's. This was to
provide more sensation, and when properly applied, acted as though whatever touched
the falsie was felt directly by the wearer.

There were two suction cups that came with the false breasts and after coating the
inside with the adhesive and placing them in position on his chest, I attached the suc-
tion cups and pumped his nipples up into the breast forms!

Tommy let out a surprised yelp and I gave each side two extra pumps. I would have
bet that by now, his nipples were stretching at least a good half inch up into the fal-
sies!

Mrs. Thomas laughed, whispering in my ear, “Good for you, Michelle! Let him feel
something of what real girls go through to look pretty!”

We had gotten him a beautiful pink satin and lace bra with bikini panties to match.
I started to pluck and shape his eyebrows, and since they were so heavy, I was able to
get a very high arch, doing his almost as thin as my own.

Seating him at one of the stations, Mommie trimmed his brunette hair to a pretty
girlish style while I had the job of rolling it in about fifty medium sized curlers. While
under the dryer, one of the manicurists got to work on his hands and did his nails
with acrylic tips; just about as permanent as his new breasts with the waterproof ad-
hesive!

She used a base coat, two coats of a dark red polish and then two coats of gloss for
luster and shine. His nails were gorgeous and I felt that by now he was resigned to
whatever we did to him.

Mrs. Thomas left for a moment, returning with a very pretty dress that she had
bought, using the measurements I had given her after waxing him. It came complete
with a full slip, nude pantyhose and pumps with 3 inch heels.

When his hair was dry, Mommie removed the curlers, combed Tommy's hair into a
lovely curly look, and cut his bangs just above his highly arched brows. After we got
him into the dress, slip, pantyhose and shoes, the quarterback was all gone and a very
pretty girl stood in his place.

I thought to myself, “Just wait until he tries to remove those breast forms and
can't, not without me! I had the special solvent required to loosen them, and little
Tommy boy had better be nice to me this time!”

If he was still as mean to me, as he had been in school before, he would be playing
next Saturday's game with a pretty set of feminine breasts under his football jersey!

The next step was to do a complete make-up job; eyes with liner, shadow, mascara,
foundation, blush, and a dark red lipstick to match his lovely nails. The last addition
to Tommy's look was a pair of heavy hoop earrings (he already had one ear pierced and
I did the other when he wasn't paying any attention to what I was doing, being too in-
terested in something lower down at the time!).
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Now, we called him “Tammy”, and he just sat there, stunned that he could look so
girlish so easily! Actually, for all the boy underneath, Tommy, er, Tammy, was beauti-
ful!

Mrs. Thomas finally got him on his feet, and as he went out the door, she was tell-
ing him that he must wear the shoes constantly to get used to the heels. This whole
episode had cost Mrs. Thomas close to three thousand dollars as the breast forms
alone cost almost twenty-five hundred!

Later, I found out that he wasn't the first male to have a make over in our salon. As
a matter of fact, Mommie had quite a reputation in the World of Transvestites, and
had clients from several states visiting her periodically.

On Sunday night, Mrs. Thomas called and asked me to make a house call to help
“Tammy” with her dressing and make-up for school on Monday. She had taken her
“daughter” on a shopping spree on Saturday after leaving the salon and had bought all
manner of clothing, shoes, and a full line of make-up for me to work with.

Further, she said that never in the last few years had she enjoyed her son's com-
pany so much. He seemed so subdued, but was getting more and more cheerful about
his role as time passed. She also had a suspicion that we wouldn't see the last of
Tammy after the play was over either! I agreed to come over at least an hour before
school and do what I could to help.

So, Monday morning, about an hour and a half before school, I arrived at the Tho-
mas home to get Tammy ready and found “her” at the table eating breakfast wearing a
sexy looking nylon peignoir over a lovely satin and lace nightgown that had very thin
spaghetti straps. Her hair was still in curlers which Tammy had done “herself” with
some coaching by “her” Mother.

Looking at Tammy, I thought that possibly I had created another just like me!

Which wasn't all bad, as I was very happy with my life just the way it was now!

After breakfast, I said, “Let's get started,” and led the way to Tammy's room where
we started with clothing first, hair next, and last, make-up. Tammy wanted to do most
of it, but I said, “No, let me do it this morning and I'll come back after school and stay
and help you practice your make-up all afternoon. Right now, we're running out of
time and if I wait for you, we'll be late for school.”

When school was over, I was almost dragged back to Tammy's home where we set
about doing several hair styles, using various types of make-up with each one; that is,
daytime, evening and exotic evening with extra eye and lip make-up. We had a long,
long talk, and I discovered that he liked what we had done to him so much that he
planned on dressing as often as his Mother would let him.

Too, he told me that he was sorry for being so mean to me before because he now
knew what girls had to put up with from boys, as that very afternoon he had had a few
bad moments with some of the boys he knew. When I asked him how he'd solved the
problem, he said, “I may look like a female now, but I still have all the muscles I had
yesterday underneath, and there are a few loose teeth floating around school right
now!”

Page - 15

Copyright by Friendly Applications, Inc.
All Rights Reserved



I laughed and said, “Then I'd
better give you the solvent to re-
move your breasts or you might
sock me too!”

“No,” he giggled, “You, I kiss!”
And, he did!

Kiss me!

Right on the lips!

Like he meant it!

He did!

WOW!

I was totally surprised! Never
before had I been kissed by a boy
even though I had lived as a girl all
of my sixteen years! Many had
tried to kiss me, but none had suc-
ceeded... before Tammy!

It felt funny, but it also felt very
pleasant — no, wrong word! Excit-
ing, or thrilling or fab! Tammy's
soft lips stayed on mine for what
seemed like hours! Our lipsticks
blended together until, finally, with
a big sigh from both of us, we
parted slowly.

“I've wanted to kiss you for years,” Tammy whispered, “ever since I first saw you in
high school and you were wearing your frilly dresses! You looked a lot different from
most of the other girls, who just looked messy!”

“That's all my Mom would let me wear,” I replied, “but I always hated to look sloppy
anyway, and with your permission and cooperation, I'll help you get the same look.”

“That's fine with me,” Tammy said, “so let's do some more! And I'd like you to show
me how to tighten up this corset to shape my body some more.”

“First, you'll have to lose some weight,” I told him, “and I have already spoken to
your Mom about that, just in case you did want to try this again after the play is over.”

“Definitely!” was Tammy's immediate answer, “as long as you promise to help me
because I want to look like a real girl, not just a boy dressed as one! I want to look ex-
actly like you, a beautiful, 'feminine,' girl!”

I thought to myself, “If you only knew, you'd probably kill me on the spot for mak-
ing a fool out of you!”

I spent several more mornings with Tammy, but on weekends, I had to work in the
salon, though both Mrs. Thomas and Tammy came in for a real hair set and make-up
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session every second Saturday. Mrs. Thomas had had the same time reserved for years
and now we just added Tammy to her time slot. Tammy still dressed as a girl even
though the play had been over for months!

He liked it, I guess, dressing as a girl and being a girl, I mean.

The day after my seventeenth birthday, I took the test for my beautician's license
and passed with flying colors. Up until that time, I had been working under the salon's
license; but, now I could rent a chair like some of the other girls were doing already
and make a lot more money.

Mommie didn't care which I did: rent my own and pay her commission; or, work for
her and get commissions. My decision was to leave things the way they were for the
time being.

The next Saturday Tammy and Mrs. Thomas came in, I hardly recognized him. He
was back to boys' clothes; wore no make-up whatsoever; and if not for the long hair
and plucked eyebrows, I wouldn't have known him!

“I have to start dressing as a boy again, Michelle,” he said. “I'm going to college on a
football scholarship and will have to revert to being a boy. Can you please cut my hair,
even though I wish I could stay a girl? You see, they don't want a female quarterback
on their team.”

“Let's see what we can do,” I replied, and after much cutting and combing between
Mommie and me, we produced a cut he could style either way. Combed back, it was
boyishly long; and when set with a few curlers and the bangs combed forward, he was
a stylish, short haired girl.

We did him up complete with all the necessary make-up for his last week at home
and I provided him with a set of false eyebrows to wear until his own grew back in.

“Michelle, I love you,” he said just before he left the salon and kissed me hard, right
in front of everyone! I was so embarrassed. “When I come back home,” he continued,
“I'll want to see you and take you out.”

“We'll see Tammy,” I murmured quietly.

Mommie had heard his last few words and she was greatly upset that I would even
think about dating a boy!

“Don't worry, Mommie,” I said to her, “I know what I am and I know what I want to
be in life, and it's not some man's playtoy! Besides that, I don't even like him as a boy,
only as a girl!”

What a lie! I could still taste his lips from our kiss and I could still remember the
thrills when he held me tight! Still, I only felt that way when he was dressed as a girl!

I had another year in high school and Mommie and I had already discussed what I
wanted to do after graduation. Would I go on to college? Or, work full time at the
beauty salon with my own chair? College didn't sound all that great to me. I was al-
ready doing what I enjoyed and perhaps someday I'd find a life partner who would love
me for what I am.
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