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Beginning… 
 

Kelly Greene was a pretty typical 18-year-old high school boy. He 

was decent-looking, but certainly not overly attractive. His grades were 

only slightly above average, and he didn't play any true sports, except with 
his friends. In fact, he probably would have skipped the school 

extracurricular activities altogether, if his school's college counselor 

hadn't insisted that he do something to show colleges on his transcripts. It 

wasn't that he didn't like anything at school. He just wasn't motivated to 
go beyond the minimal, and so for the last four years, he had just floated 

along. 

In the social circles of his school, Kelly was again pretty 

nondescript. He was liked well enough by both the boys and the girls, but 
never stood out. He would attend parties but often gravitated to the 

fringes. He had tried dating a few times but was the recipient of the “It's 

not you, it's me,” speech each time, so he didn't try after that. He would 

invite a girl he knew to the dances, but it ended there, and he was content 

with that. 

It was the spring of his senior year, and prom was coming up. He 

was working on the stage crew of the spring musical and thinking of who 
he could ask to the dance when the oddest thing happened. Marie Claire 

Dubois, the leading lady, and perhaps the most desirable girl in school 

approached him. Kelly had known her casually for his entire high school 

career, but it was well known that Marie Claire had a college-age 
boyfriend that she had been seeing since sophomore year, so no boy had 
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even attempted to seek a date with her since then. Besides, she was a very 

mature 18, and that intimidated most of them. 

“Kelly,” she asked, “are you busy right now?” 

He looked up at this vision, set his saw down, and replied, “No, 

Marie Claire, what do you need?” 

“Could we go somewhere private and talk?” She smiled politely, 

and he agreed. 

It was well after school hours, so the senior lounge was open, and 

they adjourned to there. He sat down at a table, but then sprung up and 

offered her a chair. After she had seated herself, he sat back down.  

“You know, Kelly, that was really nice of you. You're such a 

gentleman. So few boys at this school would have even have thought to 

offer me a chair, much less stand up and do it. Annalyse was right about 

you. You're special.” 

Annalyse Ryan was a girl from their school that had graduated the 

year before. She had graciously agreed to act as his date to the junior 

prom the year before, and they had a nice time, but he never felt he had 
made much of an impression on her. He was now realizing that he might 

have missed a chance by not pursuing her more aggressively. 

Marie Claire started back up again. “The senior prom is coming up, 

and I was wondering if you had a date yet?” 

Kelly was surprised by the question. Was the most desirable girl in 

the whole school actually asking him to prom? It seemed unlikely, so he 

answered in a fashion that made no assumptions. “No, not yet. I was 
actually just thinking about it when you showed up. Why, do you have 

someone in mind?” 

“Well,” she smiled coyly at him, “I was kind of hoping you might 

like to take me, as long as you don't have any plans.” 

This was unfathomable. She had a boyfriend who had to be at least 

a junior in college by now. Why would she want him? He started to fear 

that this was some kind of practical joke that was being played on him, but 
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still, a chance to go to prom with Marie Claire Dubois was too great a prize 

to walk away from.  

“I'd love to take you to the prom, Marie Claire, but I thought you 

had a boyfriend in college. Won't he want to take you?” 

“Oh, that,” she chuckled. “I have to tell you a secret. There is no boy 

in college. There never has been but he was a good defense against all the 
boys in this school who wanted to paw at me and pressure me into sex. I 

made him up, and then told a group of girls at a sleepover about him, and 

swore them to secrecy, as my parents would never understand our love. 
This of course ensured that it was all over the school by the weekend, and 

the boys finally started to leave me alone.” 

“Wow, that was clever.” Kelly had to admire the strategy, and there 

was no denying the results. Every boy at school had left her alone for the 
last 2 ½ years. That then raised a different question. “Why tell me, 

though? Aren't you afraid I'll ruin your ruse?” 

She took his hand. “You could, obviously, if you wanted, but I don't 

think you're that kind of guy, and even if I'm wrong, we're almost out of 
here, so it doesn't matter much now. Annalyse told me that you were a 

kind, funny, and gentlemanly young man that I could trust. What I was 

hoping for, was to have a chance to go to prom with a boy who wouldn't 

get the wrong idea. Annalyse assured me that you are that kind of boy. 

Was she right?” 

Kelly looked at her. This could still be a trick, but he decided to risk 

it. “Yeah, sure, I can be that guy. Did you want to make it for just that night, 
or would you like me to take you out beforehand, so it won't be so 

awkward at the dance?” 

“Mr. Greene, you are so gallant. You're right, a date beforehand 

might be advisable to shake some of the weirdness off. What do you say to 
a movie this Friday?” She was actually quite enthusiastic about the whole 

idea. 

“Great,” he replied. “I'll pick you up at about 8 and we can pick a 

movie to watch. I don't want to sound indelicate here, but what about your 
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'boyfriend?' What do you want to tell people if they happen to see us out 

together?” 

“That's a good point,” she responded. “It looks like I just got 

dumped. It seems he found a college girl that he likes, and the age 

difference was becoming an issue now that he can go to bars. How does 

that sound?” 

“Insanely plausible,” he said. “You should write fiction for a living. 

Wait a minute, you didn't really get dumped, did you?” He suddenly 

became concerned that her story was just a bit too plausible and that she 

might be covering up her pain with this story of a fake boyfriend. 

“No, but thank you for caring enough to ask.”  

She was taken by Kelly's concern. Most boys his age wouldn't have 

cared if the story was true or not. They would have been solely focused on 
their chance to date her. She and her feelings of pain and loss would have 

been irrelevant to them, but they mattered to Kelly, and that was 

something special. She was starting to appreciate what Annalyse had seen 

in this boy. He had a certain gentleness to him that was really quite 
endearing. She was even starting to think he might be worth more of an 

investment of her time, and that she might make something out of him. 

The following week simply dragged by for Kelly. He had no 

illusions of a great romantic encounter on Friday, but he was looking 
forward to his date with Marie Claire. He had heard of a party going on 

that Friday, but he told people that he already had plans, and when he was 

pressed, he remained a bit vague, which was enough to clear him without 

arousing suspicion.  

When Friday finally arrived, he decided to dress up just a bit, after 

all, it was Marie Claire Dubois he was about to go out with, and that 

required a little extra effort on his part. He headed over to her house as 
they had agreed upon, and he felt a certain trepidation as he approached 

the front door. He was still worried that this was some practical joke, but 

even if it was, it was a once-in-a-lifetime chance to date the most beautiful 

girl in school, so he was going to risk it. 
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Marie Claire answered the door, and she was stunning. She was 

dressed casually, far more casually than she was when she was at school, 
but still stunning. He felt he was staring, so he dropped his gaze to the 

ground.  

“Uh...am I early?” He knew he wasn't, but he couldn't think of a 

thing to say all of a sudden. 

Marie Claire was bright and happy. She took him by the arm and 

said, “Nope, you're right on time.” She then called to her parents in some 

other room. “Hey, it's Kelly Greene. We're going to go up to my room and 

pick a movie to go see.” And with that, she whisked him upstairs. 

He was surprised at the announcement. He had never been invited 

up to any girl's room since he was ten, and he wasn't sure what to expect. 

When they entered, he was a bit disappointed, as it seemed so utterly 
common. She had a canopy bed and a dresser with a makeup table 

attached. There was a taller chest of drawers and the door to the walk-in 

closet was open. She had posters of bands, cats, and poetry on her walls, 

and her bed and the corner of the room were adorned with stuffed 
animals. He wasn't sure just what he expected, but he had expected 

something... well, just more. 

She looked at him and asked, “Disappointed?” 

He was, but he knew he couldn't tell her that, so he said, “No, not 
disappointed, it's just I haven't seen a girl's room since I was ten, and I just 

didn't know what to expect. I guess as a guy, you just sort of let your 

imagination run away with you about what girl's bedrooms look like, but 

this is really kind of nice and homey.” 

“Thanks. I guess what you say is true. When I think of boys' 

bedrooms, they're always cluttered with unwashed clothes and strewn 

with sports gear. It's funny just how little we know about each other, don't 

you think?” She put her hand on his arm. 

“Okay, let's get to the movie, what do you say?”  

This should have been an easy task. They were just looking for a 

nice easy first date, the movie didn't have to be some billion-dollar 
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academy award winner for them, it just had to be something they both 

wanted to watch. That turned out to be tougher than they thought, though. 
A romantic comedy seemed too on the nose, neither liked the heavy-

handed type of melodrama that Hollywood directors like to make to prove 

how artistic they were, he didn't like any of the horror films that were out, 

and she refused to see anything with a superhero in it.  

As they sat and talked, the night started to get away from them. It 

finally became apparent that a movie just wasn't in the offing for them 

that night. It was around then that Marie Claire made an unexpected 
observation. She looked at him and said, “You know, you have very pretty 

eyes.” 

Kelly was taken aback by the comment. He had never noticed it 

before, nor had anyone else to the best of his knowledge. He knew he had 
one on each side of his nose, and that they were Hazel green, but that was 

about all he had ever taken time to notice. Again, he thought that she 

might be making fun of him.  

“Are you serious?” 

“Absolutely,” she insisted. “I'm beautiful, Kelly. I make no apologies 

for that. I was just gifted with certain features, but I work hard at it too. 

Some people would say that that makes me vain or shallow, but that's 

unfair. If I was a boy who focused on basketball, I'd be lauded for my 
dedication, but if I'm a girl who likes to focus on her looks, I'm made to 

feel bad about it.” 

She wasn't wrong, and he knew it. He felt a bit guilty now about 
how he viewed her and some of the other girls at school. He had a 

prejudice that society had encouraged, mostly perpetuated by other 

women, that beauty was simplistic, and those who had it were 

undeserving of admiration, for they had done nothing to earn it. 

“Anyways,” she continued, “it's because I do spend so much time 

on looking beautiful, that I can see what pretty eyes you have. If you spent 

any time highlighting them, I think you'd be surprised just how pretty 

they are.” She indicated the chair at her makeup table and told him, “Here, 

let me show you.” 
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He was more than a little apprehensive. He didn't know what she 

had in mind, but in 18 years he had never felt the need to highlight his 
eyes, so he could see the need to do so now, but he still felt trapped, as 

refusing might come across as rude, so he went over and sat down in the 

chair. 

She spun him around so his back was to the mirror.  

“The first thing we need to do is apply just a bit of mascara to your 

lashes. They're so lovely, long and full, that just a touch should do.” She 

took out her wand and stroked the material lightly into his lashes. “Next, a 
nice bit of eyeliner to bring out those lashes, and a touch of eye shadow 

for highlighting.” She continued with her efforts, even going so far as to 

place a headband on his head to keep his hair back and out of the way. It 

was pink and it had a butterfly on it. It made him feel self-conscious to 
have it on, but as long as it was just the two of them in her room, he felt it 

wasn't worth fussing over. 

She took a step back to admire her work but then got a dissatisfied 

look on her face. It seemed that his eyebrows were ruining everything for 
her, so she set about thinning and shaping them carefully so that they 

would match her vision. Satisfied that she had transformed his eyes into 

something any woman would be envious of, she decided to apply a bit of 

blush to his cheeks, and having gone that far, she selected a light pink 
lipstick to give his lips a little color. She was so proud of her efforts and 

spun him back around so he could appreciate all the hard work she had 

done. 

Shocked would not have been too strong a word for the emotion 

Kelly felt when he was finally able to view himself in the mirror. It was 

him, without a doubt, but it looked nothing like him, not really. He was 

looking at the image of a young girl cropped onto his body. He looked like 
some strange cross between a four-year-old girl and himself. He was 

dumbfounded by his appearance, and when he was finally able to tear his 

eyes away from the mirror, he looked at Marie Claire, as if hoping for some 

kind of explanation for why she would do this to him. 

For her part, Marie Claire looked quite pleased with herself, as if 
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she had somehow surpassed her even her own expectations. “So, what do 

you think? Pretty amazing, wouldn't you say? I mean, I know I'm good, 
and those eyes of yours are exquisite, but I had no idea just how well this 

would turn out.” 

Amazing was not the adjective that Kelly was groping for. 

Horrifying, emasculating even, but he wouldn't have come up with 
amazing if you had spotted him the “amaz.” He saw how pleased Marie 

Claire was with her efforts, and again he felt trapped, not wishing to 

offend her, but this was just way too much. 

“It's sure something,” he replied. “Can I ask you a question? What 

made you think that I would look best as a four-year-old girl?” 

“Oh my goodness, you boys,” Marie Claire replied in an 

exasperated tone. “If there's even the slightest hint of femininity to your 
look, you lose your mind. I'm telling you that this look would be all the 

rage in New York or LA, but if you're too insecure in your own masculinity 

to wear it, I'll just...” 

“Hang on,” he interrupted. “I'm plenty secure in my masculinity, 
it's just that this is a pretty radical change from what I looked like before 

you began, I hope you can appreciate that. I mean, I don't know what I was 

expecting, and I'm not saying what you did isn't amazing, I'm just trying to 

get adjusted to it all, that's all I'm saying.” He took another look in the 

mirror. “Why pink?” 

“Because in Spring, you want to use warm soft colors that won't 

clash with what you're wearing.” She stood behind him and began to fluff 
up his hair a bit. “You know, I could probably do something with your hair 

as well if you want. Something special for prom.” 

Staring at the transformation she had already effected, he was 

terrified to allow her to go any further. “I appreciate that, but I was just 
going to go to the barbershop and have them cut my hair like they usually 

do.” 

Marie Claire's disappointment was visible. “Oh, we can do better 

than that. What do you say we split the difference and we can meet with 
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my hairdresser and get her input?” 

He didn't want to do that, but it seemed a reasonable compromise, 
and he would at least be able to negotiate with the stylist to get a look he 

was comfortable with. He begrudgingly agreed and Marie Claire said she 

would set up the appointment and text him with the details.  

It was getting late, so he got up to leave, and she put her hand on 
his shoulder. “Kelly, I promise you that you look adorable right now, but 

are you sure you want to leave here looking like this? I'm not sure 

everyone will share my enthusiasm for your new look.” With that, she 

handed him a pack of wipes to remove his makeup. 

He was appreciative of her concern for him, as he had almost 

made the kind of gaff that's hard to come back from. He removed the 

makeup the best that he could, and she even took him to the bathroom to 
clean off whatever remained. He looked at himself in the mirror, and he 

was looking more like himself except for the changes to his eyebrows. Still, 

it wasn't anything that was likely to raise a comment he felt, and so he was 

prepared to leave when she hugged him tightly. 

“Kelly, I want to thank you for a lovely evening. I know we never 

made it to the movies, but I really had fun, and I hope you did too. I also 

want you to know how much I appreciated you not spreading it around 

school that we were going out. That can't have been easy, and yet you took 
my feelings into consideration and kept it quiet. I really appreciate that as 

well. You know, you're the kind of boy I always wanted to date, I just didn't 

know you actually existed.” She then kissed him lightly. 

He was confused. This whole evening was weird in his mind, but 

he had to admit, he did have some fun, and she was definitely worth the 

effort. Her kiss could have had a touch more passion to it, he felt, but it 

was a first date, so he held out hope that things would improve as they got 
to know each other better. Who knew, this could even grow into a budding 

romance, he felt as he left. 

He might have been surprised to learn that Marie Claire had a 

similar view of their evening together. She too had enjoyed herself and 
allowed herself to envision him as a boy with the potential to become that 
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special someone she had been wanting to be with since she was a little 

girl. She went over to her computer and turned it on. She looked at the 
downloaded videos from the discretely placed cameras she had in her 

room. She got a warm and fuzzy feeling inside as she watched how she 

had transformed Kelly into the epitome of a little toddler girl. She wasn't 

lying about his features. His eyes were truly stunning, but she amused 
herself with how easy it was to take that one simple thing and use it to 

make him submit to being feminized and regressed. She wasn't through 

with his conversion by any stretch of the imagination, but this was a very 
encouraging start. She was convinced that once she had him set up to 

accept her putting makeup on him regularly, it wouldn't be difficult to get 

him accustomed to being placed in girl's clothes, if only just for her. Once 

he was wearing dresses, it would be simplicity itself to have him dressed 
in ever younger type clothes, until she had him in the baby dresses she 

had envisioned for him. Once he was in baby dresses, well, he would have 

to accept that diapers were required. Those big thick, soft, white cloth 

diapers and plastic pants, which would give his bottom that well-rounded 
baby look she wanted him to have, would be essential for him to wear 

whenever he was in her presence. At that point, she would begin 

introducing baby bottles, pacifiers, and rattles - all the things Mommy's 

little sissy baby required to fully embrace her new life as Mommy's 
submissive, diapered girl. Once he was there, it would be baby talk and 

calling her Mommy all the time, and accepting that baby girls must wet 

their diapers. Yes, she was quite certain that this boy would meet her 

special needs and desires, as long as she had the time to work on him. 

She started the videos again and ran them on a loop that she 

watched as she propped herself up in bed. She began to pleasure herself 

as she watched the almost endless of images parade across her computer 
screen, and with each successive series of feminizing forms that appeared 

before her, the more sexually stimulated she became. Watching the 

systematic destruction of Kelly's male appearance, and perhaps even his 

male identity, provided her with such a rush that she was soon climaxing 
to this similitude of young femininity. She started to regret not pressing 

her advantage while she had him in his makeup. A quick viewing of the 

transformation he had so willingly allowed to happen, and a not-so-subtle 
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implied threat that if he ever failed to abide by her instructions that that 

video would find itself being viewed by every last student at their school, 
ought to be sufficient to assure his obedience. Still, there was a sweet and 

kindly nature to him that she didn't want to crush, either, so she had to 

satisfy herself with playing the long game.  

She wouldn't force sissy babyhood upon Kelly. No, she would help 
him discover it on his own, instead. She felt that if he were to come to her 

with his newly discovered desires, she would be the understanding 

girlfriend who accepted that this was a primal need for him and would 
agree to help out of love. It would take longer to do it this way, she 

considered, but it would also be a far more permanent transformation if 

he thought it was his idea, and that she was just trying to be 

understanding.  

As she watched the shocked look on the boy's face as he beheld his 

new feminized countenance, she thought to herself, “It's	okay	baby	Kelly.	

Mommy's	here	for	you.	Mommy	will	always	be	here	for	you	as	you	become	

more	and	more	of	a	sissy	baby	girl	for	her.	You	may	not	know	it	yet,	but	soon	
Mommy	will	have	you	gurgling	and	playing	with	your	fingers	as	she	diapers	

you	up	in	thick	cloth	diapers.	You	won't	want	to	even	remember	you	were	

ever	a	boy.	No,	you	will	be	blissfully	content	being	the	diaper-wearing,	

pacifier-sucking	baby	girl	you	always	wanted	to	be	instead.	The	fact	that	
that	idea	will	be	oh	so	subtly	planted	by	your	Mommy	just	makes	it	all	the	

more	fun,	doesn't	it?”	
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Like Mother, 
Like Daughter 

Marie Claire took a few moments to settle herself back down, and 

then returned her computer to her desk. She left her room and headed for 

the main room of the house. When she got there, she found her mother 

curled up on the couch reading a book. She looked up over her glasses and 

smiled softly at her daughter. “Did your young man leave already, dear?” 

“Um-hmm,” was Marie Claire's reply. 

Angela took a moment to fully survey her daughter and then 

commented, “I'm glad to see he left you well satisfied, dear. I've always felt 
it was so unfortunate that boys that age are so quick in the sack for the 

most part. From the looks of things, though, your young man was able to 

get the job done for you as well.” 

“Mother,” Marie Claire let out an indignant cry. “Will you please 

stop acting so... so weird.” 

“Oh, I see, not the young boy at all, eh? That's okay, there's nothing 

to be ashamed of, dear. I applaud you for taking charge of your own sexual 
satisfaction. It's really ridiculous that our society insists that women be 



Chrysalis 
An Unexpected Invitation 

18 
 

made to feel self-conscious about wanting to have an orgasm. If God didn't 

want us to do it, he wouldn't have made them feel so damn good. That's 
my opinion anyway.” Angela closed her book and indicated that Marie 

Claire should join her on the couch. 

An exasperated Marie Claire joined her mother, saying, “Honestly 

mother, do you think we could go just one night without you extolling the 
virtues of sexual gratification. Could we just for once try to find something 

else to talk about?” 

Angela was hurt. She thought of herself as the cool Mom that her 
daughter could always speak openly with, about any subject. It seemed 

now that perhaps in her quest to be her daughter's friend, she was 

ironically pushing her further away.  

“I'm sorry, dear. I guess I'm just overcompensating with you 
because my own mother was so closed off, especially when it came to sex. 

I dread to think of what I might have ended up like, if not for your father 

and his unintended revelation.” 

Marie Claire smiled. “It's okay. How was daddy tonight?” 

“An angel, just an angel, I tell you.”  

Angela got up and walked over to her husband sitting in his adult-

sized playpen. He was playing with some baby blocks the best that he 

could. His hands were encased in extra padded thumbless mittens that 
were locked at the wrists. His feet were similarly bound up in booties that 

had metal spike inserts in them that assured that he would be incapable of 

walking or even waddling for that matter. He had a large pink stuffed 
bunny under his one arm and was dressed in a pink and white baby dress 

with a matching bonnet and rumba panties. The most prominent feature 

of course were the massive cloth diapers that had been pinned tightly to 

his waist. There was a pink pacifier that was strapped to his head to 

assure that it would remain in place at all times.  

Angela put a finger under her husband's chin and asked, “Is 

Mommy's baby Emma wet? Did Mommy's little sissy baby wet her 

diapies? Here, let Mommy check. Let Mommy see if you wet your diapies, 
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baby Emma. Oh, I hope you did. It's so much better when baby Emma 

accepts that she is just a baby girl who must wet her diapies like any other 
baby girl, and not try and use the potty. The potty is for big girls, and 

Emma will never be a big girl. Emma will always remain a sweet baby girl 

in diapers for her Mommy because that is what happens when you try to 

hide that you're an adult baby from your Mommy/wife isn't it? Isn't that 

what happens when you're a bad baby girl, Emma?” 

Even if he didn't have the pacifier in place effectively acting as a 

gag, Walter had no answer for his Mommy/wife. He hadn't intended for 
her to ever find out about his deep-seated need to be babied. He had 

hoped that once he was married, he could keep it under control, or better 

yet, eliminate it altogether. It didn't work out that way, and one day when 

his wife was going through some credit card statements, she saw a charge 
that she didn't recognize. As she began to investigate, Walter's entire adult 

baby life began to tumble out into the open. She found websites for adult 

baby clothes and other items. She found files on his computer that 

contained videos and audio recordings of women who turned their men 
into babies, and in some cases, into sissy baby girls. Angela was furious, 

not just that he was doing something like that, but that he had hidden it 

from her. She decided that if her husband wanted to be a big baby, she 

would see to it that he was given the full treatment and would become his 
new Mommy. What she hadn't anticipated as she plotted her revenge, was 

just how satisfying she would find the entire experience to be. Dominating 

her husband so completely, to the point of deciding everything from when 
he was getting his diapers changed down to what gender he would be for 

her, sparked something in her, and now she could never envision going 

back to that traditional role of wife with him. Her Dommy	Mommy had 

awoken, and she was never leaving. 

Marie Claire joined her mother at the playpen. She picked up a 

rattle and shook it before her father.  

“Who's a good girl... Who's a good girl? Baby Emma is, isn't she? 

Baby Emma is a good girl for Marie Claire, isn't she? Yes, she is... Yes, she 
is. Marie Claire loves her baby Emma.” She then took the rattle and poked 

her father in the tummy with it, causing him to giggle and even pee 
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himself a bit. She spoke with such love and kindness that he allowed 

himself to be humiliated in this fashion, not that he really had any choice 

in the matter. 

Marie Claire's mother stuck her finger inside the waistband of 

Emma's rumba panties while this was all happening and found her 

husband's diapers to indeed be wet. She then squeezed the front of his 
diapers and said, “Somebody needs a diapie change. Somebody needs a 

diapie change. Who is it? Who needs a diapie change? Hmm? Who needs a 

diapie change? Baby Emma does, doesn't she? Doesn't baby Emma need a 
diapie change? Of course, she does, because she is just a diaper wetting 

baby girl who can't control herself, and that is why Mommy needs to keep 

her in diapers because she is just a big baby for Mommy, now and for 

always in diapers, isn't that right, sissy baby girl?” 

The caring words infused with a humiliating tone caused an 

emotional conflict for Walter. He certainly needed a diapie change, and 

accepting that meant accepting that he was consigned to the position of a 

baby in his own family, even to the point of his own daughter treating him 
like a baby. He hated it, but at the same time, felt a strange comfort from it. 

There was an amazing sense of relief that came from not having to hide 

this side of himself anymore, and even if it came with certain drawbacks 

his wife had chosen for him, he had to admit that it was a better existence 

than what he had been living with before. 

Angela looked to her daughter and said, “Here, dear, help me get 

baby Emma out of the playpen and up to the nursery so we can change 
her diapers and get her ready for night-night in her crib. Because that's 

where baby girls sleep, isn't it Emma? Don't baby girls sleep in cribs, and 

not in big beds with their Mommies. No, Mommy's bed is for Mommy and 

her manly men, not for sissy baby girls. Baby Emma is so much happier 
sleeping in her crib with her mobile, and her toys, knowing that when she 

pees herself over and over again during the night, her nice soft cloth 

diapies will catch it all, and even if she should leak, the nice mattress 

cover Mommy placed in there will keep her from ruining her mattress. 
Isn't that right, baby Emma? Didn't Mommy put a waterproof cover on 

your mattress to keep it safe, and to remind you every time you moved in 
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your crib and heard the sound of that plastic covering, just how much of a 

helpless baby girl you truly are.” 

Once they opened the crib up for him, Walter was able to crawl 

out. He was still acutely aware of the booties with their metal spikes, 

which made it impossible to put any weight on his feet without the pain 

that they brought. He padded after the women in his life, confronted by 
the knowledge that he was, as his wife had insisted, nothing more than 

their helpless sissy baby, and that his needs and desires would always 

remain subservient to theirs. He was dependent on them for everything, 
and as much as that was always a fantasy of his, to have it forced upon him 

at their whim was less satisfying than he had hoped. 

As he crawled to the nursery, Walter took a longing glance at the 

master bedroom he had once occupied and thought nostalgically about his 
life as a man in that room. He thought about being romantic with his wife 

and the way it used to be, but it was just that now, a memory. His wife had 

made it quite clear to him the day she confronted him about his baby 

behavior that she had no desire to share her bed with a baby, and since it 
was clear that he was such a baby, he would be satisfied like a baby from 

then on. He would be allowed to make cummies in his diapies, but only 

when Mommy said he could. He could rub the front of his diapies, or 

hump one of his plushies like a baby, but he would never be allowed to 
touch his sissy baby clitty ever again, as that belonged to Mommy now, 

and only Mommy was allowed to touch it.  

Her declaration required no response from him, as she wasn't 
asking, she was purely stating what his existence was going to be. When 

she had finished delivering her proclamation, he quickly found himself 

diapered and sucking on a pacifier before the hour was up, and every 

minute he spent in that house thereafter was spent in the same fashion. As 
soon as he would return home from work, he was required to stand by the 

door and wait for either his wife or daughter to come and strip him of the 

silly male costume he had been dressed in, in the morning. Once he was 

stripped, he was immediately down on his hands and knees for the long 
crawl to the nursery where he could be dressed in a more appropriate 

fashion. Once dressed, it was usually a quick bottle of formula and a nap 
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before he would be taken downstairs and placed in his highchair for din-

din. That was invariably baby food and more formula, followed by a 
burping. He would then be permitted a few hours to play in his playpen 

before being taken back up to the nursery for another bottle and his final 

diapie change before he was to go night-night, usually dressed in a very 

feminine nightie. His wife would on occasion, when the mood struck her, 
record his humiliation to be played back for him to watch, and be 

reminded that it was only through her benevolence that these sessions 

weren't put up on YouTube for all his family, friends, and coworkers to see, 
or how she hadn't yet taken him out in public with nothing but his diapers 

and baby girl clothes on. 

Once Walter had reached the nursery, he was instructed to crawl 

up on the changing table. His wife fussed and cooed over him as she 
removed the pink and white baby dress with the angel wing sleeves and 

sleeping baby lamb on the bodice. She next pulled down his matching 

rumba panties, but she left his baby bonnet on as a reminder of his station 

in their relationship. She then laid him down and began the task of 
changing his wet diapers. When she had them unpinned, she deposited 

them in the diaper pail and exposed his hairless groin to their daughter. 

Marie Claire had seen this many times before, as she was often in charge 

of changing the baby's diapers, but somehow it always embarrassed 

Walter just as if it was the first time. 

As her mother lovingly cleaned her father's diaper area and 

applied lotion to prevent a rash, Marie Claire asked her mother a rather 

pointed question.  

“Mom, if you hadn't discovered daddy's secret, if he wasn't an 

adult baby already, do you think you would have still ended up here? Do 

you think you still would have wanted to make daddy into your sissy 

baby?” 

Angela thought for a minute and then said, “No.” 

Marie Claire was surprised by the brevity of the answer. Her 

mother was usually so verbose, so the thought of receiving a one-word 
answer to this very complicated question was almost laughable. “'No,' 



Chrysalis 
An Unexpected Invitation 

23 
 

that's it?” 

“What do you want me to say, dear? Before your father and his 
baby fetish, I had no idea that anything like this even existed. I wasn't 

'Fifty Shades of Grey,' sweetie, I wasn't even 'Fifty Shades of White,' I was a 

single shade of pale beige, and I thought I was alright with that. If it wasn't 

for this certain little diaper baby here, I probably would have just 
continued to live my life out with blinders on, blissfully ignorant of all 

there was out there for a woman to experience. I guess in that sense I owe 

our little sissy a great big 'thank you' for opening me up to a much wider 
world, but without that initial confrontation, I don't think I would be 

living this life. Humiliating and cuckolding your father just wasn't in the 

realm of possibility for me back then.” Angela took a clean cloth diaper 

and tickled Walter's belly with it. “Isn't that right baby Emma? Everything 
that Mommy does to you now is your fault. Your fault for being such a 

baby, and your fault for hiding it from me.” 

Marie Claire was seeking a greater understanding of her parents' 

relationship because if she was going to embark on something similar 
with Kelly, she had to be sure. “Mom, do you hate daddy that much? Is that 

why you humiliate him and sleep with other men?” 

“Oh Marie Claire, how could you ever say that?” Marie Claire was 

surprised by the genuine hurt in her mother's eyes. “I love your father. If I 
didn't, I would have just divorced him when this all happened. I admit that 

I was pretty angry at first, but that passed a long time ago. I stay with your 

father and keep him diapered and humiliated because I now understand 
that that is what he needs more than anything else. He is an adult baby 

and had been one for a long time before I ever met him. I let him be the 

baby he longs to be because I love him. It would have been so much worse 

for him if I had just walked away, don't you think? He would have been left 
isolated and rejected, but now instead of that, he is constantly forced to 

accept who he is and acknowledge that he is seen for what he truly is. 

That, my dear, is a true act of love.” Angela was feeling rather kindly 

toward her sissy baby and decided to give him a little reward. She got 
some more baby lotion in her hand and began to slowly, lovingly, stroke 

his shaft. “Emma would be so lost without her Mommy to diaper her and 
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dress her and feed her and to tell her what to do. Despite her size, she 

really is just a baby girl, and as such, she needs someone to tell her what 
to do, and when to do it, and how, and why, and don't you feel adorable 

Emma? Don't you look cute to your Mommy?” 

“What about the other men, then? What about them, Mom?” Marie 

Claire was trying to reconcile what she knew of her mother's infidelities 

with her proclamation of love for her father. 

“What about them?” her mother asked? “I won't apologize for 

wanting a physical relationship with any man who can satisfy my needs. 
Your father, having regressed to the state of a twelve-month-old in this 

house, certainly can't fulfill that need. I'm too young to become celibate. 

Your father accepts that… not that I gave him a choice of course. He has his 

diapers and baby fantasy, and I have strange men that I have sex with. I'm 

not claiming it's a model for everyone, but it works for us.” 

“So, you're saying that it is possible to have a loving relationship 

with an adult baby, that it doesn't have to be done out of anger.” Marie 

Claire was encouraged by what she was hearing. 

“Oh sweetie,” Angela replied, “it's not only possible, it's the only 

way you can do it. It takes a lot of love to accept that your man needs 

diapers more than a vagina.” 

Marie Claire looked at her father as he baby babbled and sucked 
his thumb as her mother brought him to orgasm. It made no sense, but 

was this an act of love by a caring wife for her troubled spouse? She had to 

admit that finding someone who would look after you as an adult baby 
would be a difficult task, and her mother had assumed that role for her 

father instead of walking away, so perhaps their marriage required a more 

open mind to understand. Perhaps this Gordian Knot of a relationship 

would not yield to the mundane comparisons other marriages had to 

offer. 

“Oh, look at the baby,” Angela cooed in her best baby talk. “Did 

Mommy's little sissy baby Emma just make cummies for her Mommy? Did 

the little sissy baby girl just do that? Yes, she did... yes she did. Oh, Mommy 
is so pleased that her sissy baby girl understands that she can only make 
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cummies like a baby, and only when Mommy says so.” She then grabbed 

the baby wipes and cleaned off her hands. “Keep an eye on the baby for 
me, Marie Claire, I want to go get her a bottle to drink before bedtime. I 

don't want to run the risk of her not wetting her diapers while she sleeps. 

She might get the funny notion in her head that she isn't a baby girl then, 

or even worse, she might try to think she was a man again, and Mommy 
just won't let that happen. Will she, baby girl? No, mommy would never 

want you to have to be a man again, not when it's so clear what a good 

baby girl you were meant to be.” 

With that, Angela left the room and Marie Claire was left to 

contemplate her parents. She finished the diapering of her father and then 

helped him down off the changing table. He was still wearing the special 

booties, so he immediately got down on his hands and knees and crawled 
over to where his baby toys were located. She wanted to ask him if he was 

happy. She wanted to know why he accepted her mother treating him in 

this fashion. She had come to understand that his baby treatment was 

truly something he craved, but her mother's insistence that it be so 
aggressively applied, was that really what he needed and wanted, or had it 

been warped into something awful for him. She watched him pick up a 

large stuffed bear as best as he could with his thumbless mittens on, and 

he hugged it with abandon, as only a baby could. She saw the joy in his 
face as he gave and received love from his enormous plushie. His life 

might not be ideal, she thought, but it was full of love and caring, so it 

certainly wasn't awful either. 

Her mother returned, and seeing her husband playing like a baby 

with her toys asked Marie Claire, “Do you see that, dear? Does that man 

look like he's suffering, or is that not just the cutest sissy baby girl ever? 

She has her diapies, and her toys, and a family that loves her for what she 
is, and doesn't insist that she be something that doesn't make her happy. 

What more could any adult baby ask for?” Her mother handed her the 

baby bottle full of formula and told her, “Here, why don't you feed Emma 

her baba, and tell me what this is all really about.” 

Marie Claire took the bottle and called to her father. “Emma... 

Emma... come here, baby girl. Look what Marie Claire has for you, a nice 
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warm baba of formula. Come on baby, come and get your baba.” 

Walter used to bristle at being babied and fed by his daughter. It 
didn't seem right for a father, but then Angela imparted several severe 

spankings and informed him that he was no longer anything but a sissy 

baby girl in her house, and as a sissy baby girl, she was submissive to all 

women she put in charge of him, and that included his daughter. He would 
willingly accept diaper checks and changes, feedings, and baby talk 

because that was what was expected of a baby girl, and if he couldn't 

remember that, she was more than willing to maintain the spankings until 
he did. It didn't take too long for Walter to get with the program, and now 

he passively accepted that he was a baby, and as a baby, he must allow his 

daughter to tend to his infantile needs in the same fashion as she would 

with any other baby girl. It was also a blessing that she did it with such 

benevolence that he could actually enjoy it. 

As her father crawled into her lap, and she placed the nipple of the 

bottle to his lips, he latched on and she cradled him lovingly as he nursed. 

She rocked him tenderly back and forth and even hummed a little lullaby 
as his eyes closed and he was lost to his babyhood. She stroked his hair 

and thought that this wasn't so bad and that she was even more convinced 

now that this is what she wanted for Kelly and herself. 

Her mother watched on, emboldened by the complete collapse of 
her husband's male persona. She was relishing the powerful sense of 

dominance she felt from his regression and feminization and was so 

grateful that this gift had been bestowed upon her. She was in total control 
of him, forcing him to fully surrender all his power to her, and that was an 

extremely intoxicating event for her. She savored every action and 

interaction that furthered her dominance over him as if it were a rare, 

sweet delicacy for her to let linger on her lips and tingle in her loins. 

Angela turned her attention to her daughter.  

“So, Marie Claire, why all the sudden interest in your father's and 

my relationship? You've known about your father's being an adult baby 

since you were 16, and babysitting him while I went in search of real men 
was one of the main reasons you invented your college boyfriend, wasn't 
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it? So why all the curiosity two and a half years later?” 

Marie Claire looked up from the baby in her lap and weighed her 
options. She hadn't wanted to involve her mother in her plans, as this was 

her life and her choice, but she also realized that if she felt such a need to 

keep it secret, it must mean that she was ashamed of what she was 

planning to do, and she just didn't think that that was the case.  

So, she straightened her back, looked her mother in the eyes and 

declared, “Because I'm thinking of turning Kelly into my sissy baby girl, 

but before I committed to such a significant lifestyle choice, I wanted to 

hear what it was like from you first.” 

Her mother was aghast. She had never wanted this for her 

daughter. Even if she had involved her in the care and babying of her 

father, Angela had always hoped that it would serve more as a cautionary 
tale about what to avoid when meeting men. The idea that the babying 

and sissifying of a boy would actually start to appeal to her had never 

occurred to Angela. She felt it was important to put an end to it right away.  

“Oh baby, I would rather that that boy knock you up than become 

your sissy baby.” 

“Why?” demanded Marie Claire. “You just spent all this time telling 

me about how treating daddy like a sissy baby girl was an act of love on 

your part. Why can't I have the same thing? Why can't I love and be loved 

in that same fashion?” 

“I'm not saying you can't, but I just worry about what it will mean 

to you and your future.” Angela was struggling for just the right words to 
explain to her daughter what her fears were. “Sweetie, you are a very 

caring and responsible individual. If you were to come across a boy who 

was already an Adult Baby, I have little doubt that you would attach 

yourself to him, and he would be with you from that point on like a case of 
Herpes. If you were to actually go out of your way to create such a 

personality, there is no way you would ever let yourself abandon them. 

That's such a huge commitment to make at your age. If he knocked you up, 

20 years from now you would have a beautiful daughter who was ready to 
experience the world on her own. With your plan, in 20 years you will still 
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have a baby girl who will depend on you to feed and change her. Dress and 

play with her. She will be as completely helpless and dependent at that 
point as she is the moment you have finished creating her. Look at your 

father. He has been like this at his core since before you were born, it 

turns out, and yet here he is all these years later, and he hasn't matured a 

single bit. His baby personality will always be just what you see right now. 

I just want better than that for you.” 

Marie Claire looked at her mother.  

“I appreciate that. Still, let me ask you, you said you love him, was 
that true?” Her mother nodded. “You said you could have walked away 

from him when you found out he was an Adult baby, but you stayed. Do 

you regret your decision?” Her mother took a moment and shook her 

head. “You say daddy will never mature, never progress from being the 
sweet helpless little baby girl he is now, so are you planning on leaving at 

some point in the near or distant future?” Again her mother shook her 

head. “Do you think that daddy is suffering intolerably from your efforts to 

keep him resigned to a life of sissy babyhood?” Her mother just smiled 
and shook her head once more. “Then I don't see why you're objecting. 

Your own experience has proven that this can be a very loving and 

fulfilling way to live, so why should I be denied a chance to have the same 

thing you have? I'm telling you honestly, I have had this desire to love and 
baby someone since I was a little girl, long before I found out about you 

and daddy. I think I could be happy having Kelly be my sissy baby girl for a 

lifetime, and I think I could make it so that he enjoys it every bit as much 

as I do.” 

Angela felt defeated. Marie Claire's argument was logical and well 

crafted, and she could hardly find fault with it when she herself was 

keeping Walter in the exact same state she was arguing against. “Oh baby, 
I hope you're right, for both you and that poor unsuspecting boy. I want 

you to go into this with your eyes wide open. The choice you're making 

comes with a lot of consequences. You're only 18, it will be difficult, if not 

impossible, to experience college the way all your other friends do, if your 
life revolves around a boy who will need you the same way a baby needs 

her Mommy.” 
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“I haven't lived the same life as other kids since I started 

babysitting daddy so you could cruise for men so why should that be a 
factor now?” Marie Claire looked down at her father who had fallen 

asleep, the nipple of the baby bottle now lax in his mouth. “This is what I 

want. I want a big sissy baby who needs me to be her Mommy. I want a big 

sissy baby who is lost without me. I want a big sissy baby who will love 
me unconditionally, not because of what I look like, but because I'm her 

Mommy. With a little help, I think Kelly will be able to become that sissy 

baby girl, and I intend to find out if that's the case.” 

Angela walked over and kissed the top of her daughter's head. 

“Well, I still think it's a mistake, but I want you to know that you can count 

on me in this effort. If there's anything you want or need me to do to help 

you, just ask.” 

With that, they helped Walter into his crib and pulled up the side 

rail. Angela turned on the mobile and gazed at her daughter looking down 

at her baby husband. “Well Walter,” she whispered. “This is all your fault 

too, you big adorable sissy baby.” 
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Revelations 
 

As he drove home from Marie Claire's, Kelly contemplated what 

had just happened to him. He was feeling a bit giddy about spending the 
whole night with the best-looking girl in school in her bedroom. It was 

more than just the close proximity with Marie Claire though, he felt like 

there was a connection, a real connection between them. She was so open, 

so accessible while they were together. He could have done without the 
makeup, but the rest of the evening was truly special. He allowed himself 

to dare to hope that she might have felt something too. When she had 

approached him at school, this was just about finding a date for prom, but 
that meant spending more time together now, and he hoped that that 

might be enough time for him to make his case to extend this relationship 

beyond the original terms she had set forth. 

As he pulled into his driveway, he noticed that the lights were still 
on downstairs, and that meant that his parents were still up. That of 

course would mean being subjected to the 3rd degree from his mother. He 

loved her, but it was practically a ritual in his house that she would wait 

up for him after every date to see how things had gone. He was sure that 
she did it just to be supportive, but it wasn't really needed at this point, 

but he also hated to disappoint her, so he prepared to be cross-examined. 

He entered through the back door and into the kitchen. “Hi, I'm 

home,” he called out. 

“Oh good,” his mother called back. “How was the... Oh my!” Kelly's 

mother took a moment to gather herself, as she was obviously quite 
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surprised by his new look. He had forgotten about the eyebrows and now 

quickly place his hand over them. “Dear, um, what happened to your 
eyebrows?” She wasn't accusatory, just concerned at the, in her mind, 

shocking change in his appearance. 

Kelly didn't know what to say. He wasn't sure how he was going to 

explain what had happened to his mother, but he was doubly grateful now 
that Marie Claire had taken the time and helped him remove the rest of 

the evidence, as the eyebrows would have been the least of the topics his 

mother would have wanted an explanation to if she hadn't. 

“Oh,” he started, “the girl I was with, Marie Claire, she's really into 

beauty and fashion and all that stuff,” He took a deep breath and 

continued. “Well, she thought that my eyes were my best feature, but she 

felt that they needed highlighting and that my eyebrows the way they 
were, were distracting from them.” He looked to try and gauge his 

mother's response. “It's no big deal, really. They'll grow back.” 

His mother tried to listen to what Kelly was saying, but she 

couldn't take her mind off of what she was seeing. She felt it was 
important to show him support at this point, and if he and his girlfriend 

were happier with this look, well, he was right. They would grow back 

eventually if he changed his mind.  

“I see,” she said. “Well, she's right of course. I've always thought 
your eyes were your best feature too.” She took his hand and lowered it 

from his forehead. “I can see how thinning and shaping your eyebrows in 

this fashion does help set them off. Forgive me for my initial reaction dear, 
I was just a bit surprised, that's all, but now that the initial shock has worn 

off, I like it. I like it a lot.” 

Just then, Kelly's dad called from the main room. “Is that Kelly? 

Come on in here boy, and tell the old man how it went.” Kelly's dad was a 
great guy, a real man's man, and was well-liked by almost everyone in 

town. Progressive, however, was never a term that was going to be applied 

to his views on any topic and both Kelly and his mother were well aware 

of that fact. How they approached him with Kelly's new look was going to 

be problematic. 
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Kelly's mother looked at him and said, “perhaps it'd be best if I 

talked to your father first, before you go in. I want you to understand, dear, 
that it's not that there's anything wrong with what you did, but you know 

your father. He doesn't respond well to change, so maybe I should just 

prepare him a little before you come in, okay?” 

Kelly nodded, what else could he do? He knew his mother was 
right, and that even though he had no doubt of his father's love for him, 

his father was going to need to be brought on board slowly. So, he waited 

in the kitchen as his mother left to join his father. 

“Leo,” Kelly's mother started in, “Leo sweetheart,” and then she 

hesitated, “How are you dear? You must be tired after a long week at the 

shop. Maybe we should head up to bed. What do you say?”  

This was hardly the impassioned support for her son that she had 
intended to put forth, but she hoped that with a good night's sleep, she 

might be better able to broach the subject in the morning, and with a little 

luck, Leo might even be up and out of the house before Kelly got out of 

bed. 

“Yeah,” Leo replied, “I am kind of bushed, but I want to hear about 

Kelly's big date first, and then we can head upstairs.” 

Kelly's mother looked at her husband, hoping for inspiration, but 

finding none forthcoming, tried to do what she could to soften the blow. 
“You know Leo, kids are always trying out new fads and fashions, have you 

ever noticed that? It seems that they are always looking for some kind of 

way to express their individuality, and there's nothing wrong with that, 

really, don't you agree?” 

“Oh, no!” Leo declared. He then looked at his wife. “Debbie, what 

has he done? Kelly, get in here.” 

Kelly couldn't say what it was like to walk to the gallows, but if he 
had to guess, it probably felt quite a bit like this. He knew the cat was out 

of the bag and that there was nothing left to do but go and face his father. 

He did not relish the thought. 

As he entered the room his father looked at him and then 
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exclaimed, “Thank goodness!” Kelly stared at him with great surprise. Leo 

looked at his wife and said, “For Pete's sake Debbie, why did you have to 
go and get me all worked up like that for?” He then gazed at his son. “I 

mean the way you were talking I thought he'd gone and gotten his face 

pierced or tattooed or something.” Leo then smiled and asked, “So, boy, 

how was the date?” 

Much like when he was with Marie Claire, Kelly thought he was 

being teased. There was no way his dad was this cool. Still, he felt his 

father had an answer coming.  

“It was great, dad. She's really a far more interesting person than I 

thought. I mean she's really pretty, but there's so much more to her than 

just that. I'm looking forward to spending a lot more time with her if I 

can.” 

“Well,” his father responded, “I don't know what dating customs 

are like these days, but if this girl took the time to do that to your 

eyebrows, I have to say that there's a pretty good chance she has longer-

term interests in you than just once dance. Just keep this in mind, Kelly, 
guys will do just all sorts of stupid things when there's a pretty girl 

involved. Try to maintain your self-respect if you can, and if you can't, 

remember that you're not the first guy to wake up one morning and ask 

himself, 'What the hell have I done?' It's the privilege of youth to do these 
things, but please, try to limit the damage to the non-permanent, if you 

can.” 

Kelly's mom looked at her husband and asked, “Leo, have you been 

holding out on me? Just what is it that some pretty girl made you do?” 

He smiled back at her and said, “She made me want to marry her, 

dear, and I'm ever so grateful that she did.” 

Kelly left his parents to their syrupy banter and headed off to bed. 
He thought about his father's words, as well as his attitude, and he felt 

even better about how the night had passed. Yes, he let Marie Claire put 

makeup on him, but it wasn't like anyone would ever know about it, and 

being with her made him feel different than he had ever felt with any girl 
before. His dad was right, guys had done a lot worse things than letting a 



Chrysalis 
An Unexpected Invitation 

34 
 

woman put makeup on them one time, so why shouldn't he enjoy his good 

fortune? 

The next morning, as was usually the case for him on a Saturday, 

Kelly's friend Karl showed up for their weekly trek down to the basketball 

courts. They had been doing this when the weather permitted since they 

were in eighth grade. It wasn't that either one was very good, but it gave 
them a chance to hang out and talk for a while. When Kelly came out of the 

house, Karl took one look at him and nearly fainted.  

“Dude! What the Hell happened to your face?” Subtlety was never 

Karl's forte. 

“Nothing,” replied Kelly, hoping against all hope that that would 

put an end to Karl's inquiries. He had had to go through all this with his 

parents already, and he wasn't interested in a repeat performance with his 

best friend. 

Kelly was of course badly mistaken, as Karl continued on. 

“Nothing? Dude, seriously, have you seen your face today? It's like 

somebody ripped your eyebrows off and painted new ones on in their 

place.” 

“Really?” was Kelly's sarcastic reply. “It must have happened while 

I was sleeping. Can we just go and play some basketball now, please?” 

“Wait,” was Karl's answer, clearly indicating that he wasn't about 

to let this go so easily. “Is this the reason you skipped the party last night?” 

Kelly was becoming frustrated. “Look, I skipped the party to be 

with a girl. While I was with her, she thought that this would improve the 

look of my eyes, okay?” 

“Sorry to be the bearer of bad news, pal, but she was wrong. Man, 

was she wrong. Look, I know what it's like when a girl asks you to do some 

crazy stuff, but damn, it would have had to have been Marie Claire Dubois 

for me to let a girl do that to me.” 

“Can we go now, please?” Kelly was quite emphatic, as he was 

beginning to tire of Karl's observations and simply wanted to head over to 

the basketball courts. 
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“No way,” insisted Karl. “What kind of best friend would I be if I let 

you go over there and get ripped by every guy there? Nope, we're headed 

to the pharmacy instead.” 

Kelly wasn't sure what Karl had hoped to find at the pharmacy, but 

he was quite certain that he had had enough of makeup to last him a 

lifetime at this point, and no matter how well-intentioned his motives may 
have been, he wasn't going to let Karl take him down that road again. 

“What do you expect to find at the pharmacy, eyebrow toupees?” 

“Just trust me, will you?” Karl pleaded, and then he handed his 
friend his sunglasses. “Here, put these on,” he insisted and led his friend 

away.  

When they got to the pharmacy, Karl led Kelly back to where the 

reading glasses were. He started to go through the different selections and 
came up with a pair of black horn-rimmed glasses. He handed them to 

Kelly who took them, looked at them for a minute, and then said, “I don't 

need reading glasses, Karl.” 

“Oh yes you do,” insisted Karl. “Maybe not to read with, but believe 
you me, you need those glasses desperately. Just put them on and look in 

the mirror.” 

Kelly took Karl's sunglasses off and put on the reading glasses. 

They were the lowest power, so they really didn't affect his vision, but 
they did make a statement. They were so demonstrative in fact, that they 

drew all the attention away from his eyebrows. This was why Clark Kent 

could fool Lois Lane for so long. Who would be looking at the man when 

he was sporting glasses like these?  

Kelly turned to his friend and said, “Damn, Karl, these are perfect! 

How in the hell did you ever think of this?” 

“An unfortunate run-in with a pair of scissors when I was four, I'm 
afraid.” Karl laughed a bit. “My mom was horrified and got me a pair of 

glasses with plain glass for lenses. I had to wear those bad boys for 

months, but as you can see, they do eventually grow back.” 

Kelly looked at his friend through new eyes, and it wasn't just the 



Chrysalis 
An Unexpected Invitation 

36 
 

reading glasses either. Despite the dumb comments at the start of the day, 

Karl had really stepped up and potentially saved his ass. He could wear 
these to school and everyone would be looking at the glasses and ignoring 

his eyebrows. It was genius. 

With his new glasses in place, Kelly was able to navigate the rest of 

the weekend without any further comments about his eyebrows. His 
glasses got a lot of attention, but that was certainly preferable to the 

comments he would have had to endure regarding his eyebrows, and he 

knew it. He was still a bit self-conscious when Monday rolled around and 

he had to go back to school.  

He confided his fears to Karl who simply told him, “Be cool man. 

Nobody's going to notice anything but those glasses, I promise you. If you 

start acting all weird though, people will start to wonder why and take a 

closer look, so just be cool.” 

Kelly had to admit, Karl certainly did have the experience to speak 

about this topic, and deep down inside, he knew he was right. All Kelly 

had to do was be cool, and when asked about his glasses just say that they 
were temporary for right now. Kids weren't really that inquisitive when it 

came to glasses after all. 

The morning went brilliantly, and Kelly's confidence grew with 

each passing hour. He started to relax, and by lunch, he was feeling quite 
comfortable. He grabbed his food and was sitting down at his usual table 

with Karl, complimenting his friend on his brilliant scheme, when Marie 

Claire walked up.  

“Oh there you are,” she stated. “I just wanted to say how much I 

enjoyed our date on Friday. Is this your friend?” 

Karl was frozen in place, spoon halfway to his mouth. It was Marie 

Claire Dubois, the Marie Claire Dubois, and she was talking to Kelly. A 
million questions raced through his mind, but he couldn't think to ask any 

of them.” 

Kelly looked at her and introduced his friend. “Marie Claire, this is 

my best friend, Karl. We've been tight since kindergarten. Karl, this is 
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Marie Claire Dubois.” 

Marie Claire looked at Karl and giggled. “It's so very nice to meet 
you, Karl. I hope you don't mind sharing Kelly with me.” Karl just stared 

blankly in amazement. “Karl, honey, are you having trouble with that 

spoon? Would you like me to feed you?” 

Karl blushed, and then found his voice again. “Yes, please.” 

Marie Claire stroked his cheek. “I'd like that. I'd like that a lot, but 

if you don't mind, I was hoping to borrow Kelly for a few minutes.” 

“No, go right ahead,” Karl replied. “I'll still be here trying to feed 

myself if you change your mind.” 

Kelly stood up and he and Marie Claire started to walk away. “I like 

him, he's funny,” she said. Then she reached up and took his glasses off 

and looked at them. “I didn't know you wore glasses.” 

“I don't,” he confessed. “Karl thought of these to keep people from 

noticing my, well let's call it my eyebrow transformation.” 

“Why ever would you want to do that? I worked so hard to make 

them beautiful and now you're hiding them?” Marie Claire was genuinely 
hurt that he felt the need to disguise her efforts. “Maybe I was wrong 

about you, Kelly. I thought you were stronger than this.” 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Kelly interrupted.  

The truth was, he wasn't that strong, but this was high school, and 
unless you were somebody like Marie Claire, the standard was usually to 

fit in and not be noticed. Still, he saw that he was going to need an 

explanation that she would accept, or risk losing her before anything even 

began.  

He looked her in the eyes and stated clearly, “New York and LA.” 

She looked at him quizzically and repeated, “New York and LA?” 

“Yeah,” he said, “It's like you said, this look would be admired in 
New York or LA, but that's not where we live. We just need to give people 

a little time to let that fashion sensibility reach us here. I don't know this 
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stuff the way you do, but isn't there some kind of delay between when 

things break in New York and LA, and when they reach here. I'm just 

waiting for everyone else to catch up, that's all.” 

Marie Claire cocked her head to the side, bit the stem of his 

glasses, and stated, “Well, that's true. We might be a bit fashion-forward 

right now, so I guess I understand your position. Still, when we're by 
ourselves, I insist that you take these off.” She handed his glasses back to 

him and continued. “I just wanted to tell you to leave your schedule open 

for Wednesday afternoon. We're going shopping for prom dresses.” 

Kelly's blood ran cold. She couldn't actually mean that she 

expected him to wear a dress to prom too, could she?  

“Oh	please	God,	don't	let	her	mean	she	wants	me	to	wear	a	prom	

dress.	Please,	Lord,	I'm	begging	you,” he prayed.  

He then smiled at her and inquired, “Prom dresses?”  

Kelly thought about what his father had told him, and he felt that 

this would be going too far. He wanted to go to the dance with Marie 

Claire. He wanted it desperately, but there was simply no way he was 

going to consent to do it in a prom dress. He had his limits. 

“Yes, silly. You don't expect me to show up for prom in something 

drab, do you?” Kelly's heart started to beat again. She just wanted him to 

go with her while she shopped for a prom dress. He wasn't keen on the 
idea, but it was such a better option than what he first thought she meant. 

“I need you to come along because I want it to be something you want to 

see me in too.” 

“Sure, Marie Claire. Wednesday after school. I'll meet you here and 

we can go shopping for a prom dress for you.” He was relieved to have 

dodged that bullet. 

“And you, too,” she replied. He looked at her with panic in his eyes. 
He didn't just hear her say that, did he? “We'll need to find you a tuxedo to 

wear as well.” 

Kelly wasn't sure how much more of this he could take. He didn't 

think she was doing it on purpose, but she was making him crazy with all 
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the talk of prom dresses. He was developing a recurring uneasy feeling 

that she was envisioning him as her life-sized doll, and a girl doll at that. 
He worried that if he wasn't careful, he'd be the one at prom in the dress 

and she'd be wearing the tuxedo. 

Kelly put his glasses back on and headed back to the cafeteria and 

Karl. When he got there, Karl was so full of questions he was ready to 

burst. 

 “Dude, that was Marie freaking Claire Dubois. What did she want 

with you?” 

Kelly didn't want to divulge too much, as it was clear that Marie 

Claire enjoyed her privacy, but he knew he had to tell Karl something. “She 

wanted to talk about prom.” 

Karl looked at his friend quizzically and asked, “What about it?” 

“We're going together and...” Kelly never got a chance to finish his 

sentence. This bombshell news was too much for Karl to ignore, and so he 

interrupted immediately. 

“No way!” he blurted out. “You had the stones to approach the 
hottest girl in school and ask her to prom? You have got to be kidding me. 

And you're actually going to sit there and tell me that she took pity on you 

and agreed to go as your date?” Karl took a drink of water and then 

continued. “What about that college dude she's seeing? Aren't you afraid 
he's going to show up and kick your ass? Man, Kelly, I have an all-new 

respect for you.” 

“First off,” Kelly started in, “I didn't ask her, she asked me. You're 
right, I'm not crazy enough to ask the hottest girl in school to prom, but 

I'm also not stupid enough to say no when she asks me. As for the college 

dude,” Kelly took a moment to consider his next words carefully, “I don't 

know. Maybe they broke up, or maybe he didn't want to go to a high 
school dance. Like I said, I don't know, and what's more, I don't care. All I 

know is that I'm going to prom with her, not him.” 

Karl looked at him and asked, “Wait, is she the one that did that to 

your eyebrows?” Kelly nodded. “Then I apologize for criticizing you. Hell, 
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she could have shaved my head and had her name tattooed on it, and all I 

would have said was thank you. Man, you guys are going to have so much 

fun.” 

Kelly looked at his friend and corrected him. “You mean we're 

going to have so much fun, right? Karl, we're still going to double date, 

right?” Kelly watched as his friend just smiled and shook his head. “Karl, 
this doesn't change anything, you know that right? I would never dump 

you for a girl. Dude, we've been best friends forever. I would never do that 

to you.” 

Karl looked at Kelly and told him, “Dude, Kelly, you're my best 

friend, but you are without a doubt the stupidest person to ever have 

walked on this planet if you'd be willing to pass up on a date with Marie 

Claire Dubois on my behalf. I tell you this in all sincerity, if the positions 
were reversed and she told me she didn't want to have you along on our 

date, I'd kick you to the curb like last week's garbage, and be smiling the 

whole time I was doing it.” 

Kelly laughed. “You're all class, Karl, but I mean it, K&K has stood 

the test of time. I'll insist on it.” 

Karl looked at his and said, “Boy, I ought to reach across this table 

and smack you silly. You will ask her... once, and you will accept her 

answer, no matter what it is, graciously and move on from there. If you 
blow this, I will sneak into your room and murder you, I swear. I'd do it 

because I wouldn't want you to have to live a minute longer knowing you 

screwed up this badly. It would be a mercy killing, and there's not a jury 
who'd convict me. In fact, I'd probably get a medal and a parade for being 

such a good friend. You ask her... once, are we clear?” 

“Okay, ok, don't make such a big deal out of it.” Kelly was honestly 

surprised by Karl's tone. 

“I'm not kidding Kelly,” Karl stated. “When we are old and gray, and 

sitting around the nursing home, I'm going to want you to tell me for the 

millionth time all about the time you got to take Marie Claire Dubois to 

prom. I promise you, that story will never get old.” 


