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A Short Story
By Maryanne Peters


Tim was a small guy but a smart ass.  When he lined up Nicole Jones to take to the prom he just could not let go of the fact that I still had no date.  I did at first, but Olive Gumm, the girl I had lined up, ditched me only a week out.  It turns out that she was a lesbian and was going to go to the prom with another lesbian.

Why would I care about that?  It would have been a bummer anyway.  No chance of action after the prom with a lezzie, and no summer beach-dates with her either.  It was just as well I found out when I did.  I did want to go, but with somebody I could have fun with.

What’s more, Olive ditched her dress at my Mom’s beauty salon where she was going to prepare for the prom.  It turned out that she was going to the prom in a tux, with her partner yet to be announced. 

Tim called me a sissy.  He said that everybody now knew that Olive was into girls, so if she said yes to me when I first asked her, that must make me a girly-boy.  I always figured that Olive must be fighting her feelings, so she picked me because I was the opposite of a sissy.  That was my story anyway.

So, I was stewing about the whole thing and my Mom was talking about whether she could call Olive and use the power of suggestion to bring her back.  My Mom is into hypnosis and says she uses it at her salon to help people remember their beauty routines.  I told her that hypnosis can’t make a gay girl go straight.  She had to agree, but she said that hypnosis had a place.

Then the boom came down on Tim.  I suppose that I should have been happy, given all the shit I had put up with, but it was a bigger bummer for him.  The girls Olive Gumm would be taking to prom was Nicole Jones!  Tim had been dumped, also by a lesbian, and the day before prom - just like me but worse.

Everything Tim had said about lesbians being attracted to sissies would fly back into his face.  How good is that?  And yet, I was ready to give him a way out.  I had an idea that would give me a date, give him a date, make a point to Olive and Nicole, and maybe even allow Tim to lie low so that nobody could give him a hard time.  

That idea would need my Mom’s help and would put Olive’s dress to good use.

Basically, Tim was hiding out when I called him. 

“Just a minute,” he said.  “You want me to deflect being called a sissy by becoming one?” 

“You don’t understand what my Mom can do, Tim,” I said.  “We have just over twenty-four hours to get you ready.  My guess is that nobody will know that my date Tina is really you.  Nobody except Olive whose dress you’ll be wearing, and maybe Nicole.  But hey, they forced us together by getting together without telling us, right?” 

He could not deny the logic or the justice of it.  I suppose I was expecting him to be a little more resistant to the idea, but he wanted to go to the prom and to stick it to the lesbians.

“Let’s show those bitches up,” he said

So, Tim came around to my place the night before prom and slept over, and that night my mom began the transformation that changed our lives.

The hypnosis was just to pick up and retain certain girly moves and traits.  Mom knew all about those.  But most of the work that began that night was physical.  By that I mean stripping all the hair from Tim’s body (not that there was much of that) and sorting out the fitted underwear which would give him a feminine shape.  Part of that involved tucking his nuts away, and part of that involved an injection in his butt to keep his pecker sleepy.  Mom had the stuff – it was something to do with menopause, whatever that is.

Once he was hairless and moisturized Mom had him sleeping in the extra bed in my room but wearing a girl’s nightie.  Tim seemed more puzzled than objecting.  I guess that was the hypnosis.  As I went to sleep, I could hear Tim practicing a whole bunch of little phrases given by Mom.  I think that continued even while he (or she) was asleep.  Maybe that was the hypnosis too.

Then on prom day, Mom came up to wake us – me and Tina.  That is what she called her.  She laid out a dress for her to wear and she put it on without a word of resistance.  We sat down to breakfast and all those little phrases came out in a girly voice – things like: “Thank you sooo much”, and “Oh, this is truly wonderful”, or my particular favorite: “I’m just so happy at the moment”.

I thought that it was just Tim practicing.  Was it the hypnosis thing?

Mom took Tina to the salon and she stayed there all day.  She had to have her dress fitted and have her hair and makeup done – no more than 2 hours I would guess.  But Tina was there the whole day, helping out, and just being a girl, I guess.  Apparently, lots of girls from school came and went and nobody spotted Tim.  Probably because he was not really there – Tina was.

So, I really met Tina properly when she came home.  I was upstairs getting ready and Mom and Tina got back just before we were to go.  Mom called out for me to come down and see my date.

And there she was.  In the purple dress with the sparkles on it.  Her hair had been extended and colored and was swept up in a special style with a jewel in it to match her dangly earrings.  Her make up was perfect and she looked simply beautiful.

“Here is a corsage,” said my Mom handing me a package.  “Give it to Tina.”

Maybe I was a little slow to react.  I fumbled a bit.  As I said, she was beautiful.  She made Olive look like … an olive - a dried one.

Tina took the gift from my nervous hand.  She squeaked: “Thank you sooo much.  “Oh, this is truly wonderful”.  “I’m just so happy at the moment”.  And then in my ear she whispered: “I am so looking forward to being your date”.  But those words did not seem to be in Tina’s voice – a little to deep and husky.  Was Tim talking to me?  Or was there another part to Tina, the apparent airhead.

Mom took the photo as I kissed my date.  It should have been our only kiss, but I think that we both knew that it wouldn’t be.

I was so proud when I walked in.  Everybody stared at the girl on my arm.  We were right, only Olive knew something was amiss when she saw the dress, and then she realized.  I am sure Nicole did not know, but I think Olive probably told her to stop her ogling Tina.  Lesbians can ogle, I discovered.

They didn’t tell anyone.  I am not sure anybody would have believed it.  Tina was so clearly all woman.  She clung to my arm but introduced herself to all the other girls and nobody recognized her, or seemed to.  She was not concerned to meet that guys, who might have recognized her – at a stretch.  Why would a girl like her want to talk to guys – other than me, of course.

“Are you okay with all of this?” I asked her.

“Of course, silly you,” she said.  “Every girl dreams of going to prom with a hunky guy like you, and now I am living that dream.”  There was no inkling that Tim might be inside her.  My mother always said that hypnosis is a powerful thing, but that the power comes from wanting it.  He customers wanted the habits to form so the hypnotic suggestion just stuck with them.  So what was going on in Tina’s head was uncertain, but I decided that it was working for both of us.

We danced close.  We kissed again.  It seemed so natural.  She was Tina.

At the end of the night she came back to my place.  It had been arranged.  She came back to my bedroom above the garage.  I guess that was arranged to.  Tim had been up there before, plenty of times, but never as Tina.

“I suppose that you want what all the boys want from their date, now that I am alone with you in your bedroom,” said Tina.  I could hardly believe what I was hearing, but she was right, or she would have been if what I wanted was possible.  “I just want to let you know that I am ready.  I mean, we haven’t really been dating for that long, but we have been friends for ages, I think maybe even soulmates – don’t you think?”

In that moment she looked at me with eyes that longed for me to take her, and I wondered if I should shout out – “Hey Tim!  Snap out of it, Buddy”.  But I just couldn’t.  I didn’t want Tim back, or at least that night I didn’t want him.  I wanted Tina.

“Are you sure … I mean, how are we going to do this?”

“For now I want to keep my girly bits unbroken, so I have prepared my back pussy for this moment,” she said, with her hand reaching down to feel the bump rising in my pants.

Hey Tim!  Snap out of it!  Again the thought came and went and I said nothing.  My mouth was filled by her tongue as she slipped off her dress and lay down on my bed in her underwear.

It was a matching set.  A bra cupping no breasts at all, but just a couple of “chicken fillets” taped to create a cleavage, and a pair of lace panties cupping something that seemed smaller than I could remember, quite the opposite of mine.  She pulled the gusset of the panties to one side and I saw the string of a tampon in her butthole.  She pulled it out and dropped it beside the bed, with clear gel dripping off it.  He hole seemed to wink at me.  I was crazy with sexual desire.  I needed no further invitation.  She was ready for me, and I was more than ready to dive into her.

She was smooth and soft, and she smelt of flowers.  Sure, my girlfriend had a little sissy dicklet, and no real tits to speak of, but that was then.  Everything has changed since.  That night I made Tina into a woman by filling her up with my seed.  Nothing would ever be the same again.

Hormones are the most incredible thing.  Tina managed to get some the day after the prom, and within a week she had a prescription.  It seemed like there was nothing her parents could do.  Her father spoke to me about leaving her alone, but I pointed out that this whole thing was her call.  Sure, I wanted it, but I didn’t make her do it.

“But Tim was hypnotized,” he said.  “By your mother!”

I was going to protest that he didn’t know what hypnosis is – it is just implanted suggestions – not mind control.  But I said nothing.  Was that what really turned Tim into Tina?  It was true that from the moment that Mom did the makeover, Tim seemed to disappear and be replaced by the girl I was falling in love with.  I had to ask her.

“I want to be Tina,” she said.  “I want to be with you.”

“Is that what you really want, or are you just under some kind of hypnotic trance?” I asked her

“What do you want?” she said.

“No Tina, it’s not about me.  Your father thinks that I have made you this way, with my mom’s help.”

“How stupid is he,” she said.  “I have been in love with you basically as long as I’ve know you.  I just couldn’t express it as a boy.  All your mother did was to help me to become the girl I want to … your girl!”

We plan to stay together, and she does want to wear a bikini over summer, so some further changes may be needed.

The End
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