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Amanda HawkinsA Taste of Womanhood: It all turned out for the best…
~

Most people think it’s tough to turn a man into a woman, but 

most people are wrong. Take Aaron here… Yesterday he was 

just a regular guy, although he was pretty shy. Now look at 

him. Sure, he wasn’t the biggest dude in town; that helped for 

sure. He took after his mother in a lot of ways; those raised 

cheekbones, a small nose, full lips, that sort of thing. And he 

wore his hair long too, which definitely came in handy.

But even so, to see him now you’d have to figure he was 

halfway to womanhood before we started, right? Uh-uh. 

Wrong and wronger. Like I said, he was a fairly normal guy. 

None of us actually thought he’d turn out looking like this.

I think the full-body wax job was the key element. Arms, 

legs, facial hair, eyebrows, bikini zone… the whole nine 

yards. He wouldn’t stop whining, but the sedative helped.

We exfoliated him head to toe, then dipped him into this 

special softening solution that made him baby-soft all over. 

You wouldn’t believe the difference it made. Still, some of 

the gals felt that getting his chest done just right was more 

important. The breast forms had to exactly match his skin 

tone, and their size and shape had to look natural for the

body we wanted to give him. Same deal for the awesome 

vagina prosthesis we bought, but no one will see that when 

he’s fully dressed. ‘Course, the boyfriend he’ll meet later 

might notice something amiss, so his lady parts had to look 

authentic as well. It’s a first date, but you never know.

One of us, the cosmetologist of course, figures that nothing

|is more important for a girl than a pretty face. She did one 

hell of a job on him, don’t ya think? We really wanted him

to look natural, so she chose a palette of earth tones and 

made it look as if he’s hardly wearing any makeup at all.

After that we got him dressed. A push-up bra, panties and 

sheer pantyhose, that girly pink top, and a nice tight skirt to 

show off those fabulous legs. Oh, and that cute pair of heels 

with the little bow-ties over the toes. Aren’t they to die for? 

We did his nails too: acrylic French tips with pink polish to 

match his blouse. Notice the way he’s checkin’ ‘em out?

There’s still work to be done on his hair, of course. Speaking 

for myself, I’d like to see him with a Mary Tyler Moore flip. 

That kind of retro 70’s look would be perfect for this kid.
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We’ve got a hypnotist coming in to work on his attitude 

and maybe install a few feminine mannerisms before the 

big date, but that only goes so far. Hypnosis is a bit of a 

crock. But we also plan to up the stakes—ya know, not 

just threaten to expose him on Facebook, which is pretty 

lame, but hit him with actual castration, or worse, if he 

doesn’t go down on the guy. We expect him to act full-

on feminine throughout the date, to kiss the dude when

it starts to heat up, and when the time comes—swallow 

everything he’s got. He has to show us video of all that 

when he gets back, or it won’t count for squat.

I’m tough but fair, as you know.

~

Hey, you’re back. Oh, her? Yep, that’s Aaron. We gave 

him bigger boobs because what he had wasn’t getting it 

done. We talked it over and decided that he was a bit

too girl-next-door. That might be why his dates weren’t 

calling back—in spite of him putting out. So we dyed 

his hair a shade darker, added extensions for a thicker 

style, and our cosmetologist used a warmer color palette 

for a sexier look. The red skirt and heels definitely add 

to the effect, but his ginormous tits are the real stars.

Why’s he tied up again? Well, Aaron’s being a wee bit 

uncooperative—again. Naughty girl: we had to sedate 

him at the salon, and it took all five of us to hold him 

down and get him dressed. We were worried he might 

bolt before his date gets here, hence the bondage.

No, no, we didn’t castrate him. He came through with 

the video—every time—and I gotta say, they were a real 

hoot. He must’ve sucked down a lot of rock candy as a 

kid, ‘cause he’s a natural. He’s been hypnotized a few 

dozen times in the last few weeks—and he’s acting way 

more feminine—so maybe that’s got something to do 

with his performance. But from everything I’ve read, all 

hypnosis really does is lower your inhibitions. In other 

words, it lets you do whatever it was you secretly 

wanted to do in the first place. Someday he’ll thank us.

You’re probably wondering why we’re doing this to the 

poor kid. Like, is he somebody’s cheating boyfriend? Is 

he a misogynist jerk at work who’s always drooling over 

female cleavage? Did he commit a sexual assault and get 

off on a technicality? Nope, none of the above. Aaron’s 

just a decent guy from the old neighborhood. He used to 

collect stamps… he was a Cub Scout… he reads a lot.



~ 3 ~

We all knew him growing up. He once asked me out, in 

junior high, but after that he just gave up. We saw him 

now and then in college, mostly in the library. He didn’t 

have a lot of friends. I think he spent more time playing 

online Dungeons & Dragons than he did studying. So 

when I noticed him working in the IT department at my 

company, quietly pissing his life away with no social life 

to speak of, I told my friends, “Girls, we have got to do 

something. This kid needs our help in the worst way.”

It’s called having a social conscience, right? We talked it 

over and decided that he really would be better off as a 

woman. He’s about the right size, he’s quiet and demure; 

in other words, the perfect girlfriend for some lucky guy. 

That’s why we decided to feminize him.

See, once Aaron finds out what it’s like to be treated like 

a princess, he won’t be able to get enough of it. When a 

man starts playing your body like a mandolin, it’s pretty 

easy to get hooked on phonics. Mark my words: once

he gets a taste of womanhood, he’ll never go back.

~

Hey—long time no see! It’s been, what, nearly a whole 

year? Aaron? Oh, yeah, big doings. It took a while, but 

he came around to our way of thinking—in a big way. 

We didn’t even have to castrate him, he did it himself!

Ha-ha, just kidding. But she is a woman now—she got 

the big snip three months ago. My Dad’s a psychiatrist 

and he fast-tracked the process. We helped her a lot, as 

girlfriends should, but in the end it was her decision.

She’s getting married today—not to the first guy we set 

her up with, that’s for sure. She had to chew through a 

couple of dozen before she found her knight in shining 

armor. And wouldn’t you know it—it was another guy 

we knew from the old neighborhood. They were Cub 

Scouts together. Derrick’s a super sweet guy, but he’s a 

lot bigger and stronger than Aaron was, so I guess every 

little thing worked out the way it should.

That’s her over there: the one in the super-cute wedding 

gown. She picked out the dress herself, and she chose 

her new name too: Ariel, like the Disney princess. She’s 

totally into that kind of stuff now. Hey, can you stay for 

the big ceremony? We all brought extra kleenex!  �


