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ONE WILD RIDE

By Bea Bunny


Chapter 1

Another car whizzed bye. I was beginning to wonder if my mother was right. I should not be hitchhiking. Here I was on the outskirts of Flagstaff. There was a cold wind whipping through the pines along the road. I had been waiting over two hours. A couple of cars had slowed down but none had stopped. 

My mother was of course concerned about my safety. I was never big. Even now, I was only 5 feet 8 inches tall and only weighed 140 pounds. I had always been picked on in school. All the way through high school, it seemed that any boy who wanted to take his aggression out on an easy target picked me. 

I had always dreamed that I would rise up and smite all the vicious bullies that had made my life miserable. Of course I had never done anything constructive to pursue my dreams. Weight lifting never appealed to me, and I always have abhorred fighting. 

It did not help that my father seemed to be ashamed of me. He had often called me a sissy in front of friends and relatives. When I got to college and let my hair grow long, it had almost been too much for him. He had gone through the roof when he had first seen it. He demanded that I cut it immediately. Fortunately, he was no longer providing financial support. My small scholarship, working 20 hours a week and a student loan allowed me to scrape bye. He no longer had any right to tell me what to do. 

I guess hitchhiking was my one sign of machismo. It was the way that I showed I wasn’t afraid of the world. Anyway, I had done it since I was a senior in high school with no problems. Of course, this was probably the longest trip that I had ever made. 

It was probably not the smartest thing that I had ever done. However, my girlfriend had dumped me the previous Friday, and I needed to get away. Still, heading to Cali-fornia without telling anyone was not very rational. I had made it to Los Angeles, however. I had gone to a Dodgers game and hung out on the beach for a day. I generally had a good time. I had calmed down and was headed back to Oklahoma St. to get back to business and finish my junior year. 

My reflective mood was broken when a red pick up truck pulled over to the side of the road. As I approached the vehicle I could see that the driver was a fairly big man. 

When I got the door I noticed his long, unkempt hair and beard. At first glance, he was not someone that I would want to spend a long time with, but beggars cannot be choosers. The man spoke first: “Where you headed?” 

“Stillwater, Oklahoma. I’m a student.” 
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“Well, I can’t take you all the way, but I am heading in that direction.” 

“I appreciate you stopping. I have been here quite a while. As long as you get me closer to home, I will be happy.” 

“Okay, hop in!” 

I tossed my over night bag into the back of the pickup and got into the front seat. 

He pulled back onto the highway. It did not take long to realize that he liked to drive fast. I was use to fast drivers, but he drove faster than I was comfortable with. I introduced myself. “I’m Kerry Stevens. Once again, thanks for stopping.” 

“No problem. I’m Bill!” 

“So, where are you from?” 

“I’m a rancher. My place is several hours from here. I should be able to get you to Gallup.” 

“That sounds good.” I had never been the outdoor type. What could I talk to a rancher about? “...Do you have any hobbies?” 

“I’m a bull rider. You ever done any riding?” 

“No. I’ve never been close to a bull!” 

“What about horses?” 

“No, I’m afraid not!” 

“Well, that’s too bad. Would you like a beer?” 

I had not notice that there was an open can of beer. That did not make me very comfortable, but he did not seem to be drunk. “No thanks!” 

“That’s not very friendly after I stopped to pick you up. I’m not good enough to drink with. You’re just an uppity college student.” 

“I didn’t mean to offend you!” He was much more upset that I would have ever expected. I certainly did not want to make him mad. I decided to just take a sip of beer and calm him down. 

“Go ahead, drink some more!” 

Despite being a college student, I was never much of a beer drinker. Still, he seemed insistent, and soon half of beer was gone. It was starting to effect me and make me drowsy. I did not want to get drunk. It started to irritate me that he had not taken a drink. After all, it was his beer. Well, I did not want him drunk either, since he was driving. Anyway, it was too late. I could not help myself as I slowly lost consciousness. 


Chapter 2

Slowly, my head started to clear, but I was still woozy. It almost felt like I was in bed. As I managed to open my eyes I noticed that I was indeed on a bed. Except for a small dressing table, it was the only furniture in the room. I was more shocked when I finally realized that I was completely naked. Slowly I made my way to the door and was Page - 4
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not surprised to find it locked. I turned on the light and saw that I was not mistaken. 

The bed and dressing table were the only furniture. I walked over to a small closet and found it completely empty. 

The door opened and Bill walked in with a tray that he placed on the dressing table. 

He had also had some kind of stick in his hand. “Take your pills!” 

As I walked toward him, I had no intention of taking anything. I figured that the beer must have been drugged, or I never would fallen asleep so quickly. “What the hell is going on here?” He touched me in the ribs with the stick. The electric shock knocked me to my knees. I had never felt that kind of pain. 

“I didn’t tell you to speak!” 

I was slow to respond, so he put the stick to me again. Then I was scrambling to the table and gulped down a small yellow pill. I was surprise when I felt no effect. I was sure that he would drug me. 

“It is time for your bath. Go out the door and to the left. The bathroom is at the end of the hall. I advise you not to run.” 

I was in no mood to feel the stick again, so I did as I was told. After I entered the bathroom, he closed the door and left me alone. As expected the door was locked. I went over to try the window. As soon as I touched the latched I received another electrical shock, which made me sit on stool. What was with this guy? 

Through some kind of intercom system I was reminded of my bath, so I moved over to the tub. On the edge was a jar of bath oil beads, a razor, a fancy woman’s body wash, shampoo and conditioner. They certainly did not seem like that kinds of things that Bill would use for his bath. I started to draw some hot water. Suddenly a loud piercing noise made me put my hands to my ears. How many other new kinds of pain must I endure? 

Over the intercom came the message “Bath Oil beads!” so I dropped several beads in the water. Slowly a strong floral scent reached my nose. A scent that I was surely not used to bathing in. However, as I entered the tub I found the bath oil made for a very relaxing experience. I almost fell asleep again. Maybe Bill did not need drugs. As I was rising to exit the tub, the loud piercing sound returned followed by an another message: “Shave your legs!” 

I settled back down into the tub. I had never shaved my legs before. I decided to lather them up with body wash and then try to emulate shaving my face. I think that I did okay, although I nicked my left knee. As I was shaving, Bill came in and left a pile of clothes on the back of the toilet. As I was finishing, another message came over the intercom: “Shampoo and condition!” I didn’t want to be zapped again, so I shampooed my hair. The shampoo produced much more suds than I was used to, and it definitely had a feminine smell. I had never used a conditioner, so I carefully read the instructions. After leaving the conditioner in for several minutes I rinsed my hair. When I felt that everything was out of my hair, I thought that I was done. However, after the earlier incident I was hesitant to get out. 

The loud piercing noise returned. I got out, and the sound stopped; I guessed that I was indeed done. I don’t know how long I had been naked, but I was ready to get Page - 5
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dressed. I sifted through the clothes that Bill had left me. There was a pair of panties, a pair of short women’s shorts, a bra and a tank top. Certainly not what I would wear under normal circumstances, but I was starting to get a chill. I pulled the panties up my leg, but was stymied. There didn’t seem to be enough room for my equipment, if you know what I mean. 

The intercom piped in again: “Between your legs!” I pushed my penis between my legs and pulled the panties the rest of the way up. I could feel my testicles being pushed up inside of me. The panties were tight but not uncomfortable. There was a definite bulge, and I was glad that I didn’t have a hard on. I pulled the shorts on next. 

They fit with no room to spare; the bulge between my legs was now barely noticeable. 

The legs of the shorts didn’t even reach mid-thigh. I had never worn ones so short. 

They produced a tingling sensation against my smooth legs. 

I quickly set the bra aside; no need for that. I was sliding the tank top over my head, when that blasted sound returned. I pulled the top off. From the intercom came, 

“Bra!” So I put bra on. When I had it in what I thought was the right position, the intercom responded, “Fill it with tissues.” I went to the sink where there was a box of Kleenex, and I proceeded to fill out the cups of the bra. I felt ridiculous. Now I knew what teenage girls went through. 

As I was pulling the tank top on, Bill returned with a woman who was carrying a bag. She was dressed much like I was, although her bra obviously was filled naturally. 

She had pretty brown hair that was cutely curled about her ears. Her only makeup was a little lipstick, but I could tell that she could be quite fetching. She was the first one to speak. “Sit over on the stool!” 

When I was sitting she proceeded to pull out a comb and start putting my hair in curls. I had never had anyone do my hair before, and I was actually kind of enjoying the process. Then she said, “You’d better pay attention; you’ll have to do it yourself next time.” I started to pay attention to how she was using the comb to part the hair and get enough to fit the roller. 

I decided to try to get her to talk. “What is your name?” It was amazing how quickly Bill got his little stick to my ribs. I was once again bent over in pain. 

“You weren’t given permission to speak!” 

I looked up into the woman’s face. I saw fear in her eyes, but more than that almost a sad resignation. I wondered how long that she had been here. As I slowly returned to a sitting position, she continued to roll my hair until it was all in curlers. 

Bill finally broke the silence. “Shave your face!” 

The woman left the bathroom, but he stayed and watched me shave my face. He didn’t seem to be satisfied when I had pulled the razor across my face once, so I did it a second time. 

“You must be hungry. Follow me and we will get you something to eat.” Now he was talking. I had no idea how long that it had been since I had eaten something. I followed him down the hall past the room that I had been in originally. At the other end of the hall was what looked like a living room with an old couch and several chairs. We crossed over to a doorway leading to a kitchen. “Sit down and eat.” 
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I sat down at a small table. Before me was a small salad and a glass of apple juice. 

Not exactly what I considered a real meal, but at the moment I would eat just about anything. I quickly downed everything on the plate. I was not full by any means, but I figured that I had better not say anything. As soon as I was done eating, Bill told me what to do next. “There is a vacuum cleaner and dust rags in the living room. Go clean the room thoroughly.” 

I walked back into the living room and was surprised when Bill did not follow. I was once again in a room by myself. I figured that I didn’t need to be in any hurry to start. 

I sat down in one of the chairs. As soon as my rear hit the cushion, the loud piercing noise returned. Obviously someone was watching. I quickly got up and started dusting the furniture. 

I must have been working for hours when Bill returned. I thought that I had done a pretty good job, until he started moving some of the knick knacks that I hadn’t bother with and found some dust. I was immediately reacquainted with his ever present stick. 

“I said to clean thoroughly! Go to the bathroom and remove the curlers. Be sure to brush out your hair! Then come finish cleaning.” 

I went into the bathroom and removed all the curlers. There was a brush on the sink so I used it to brush my hair. I couldn’t believe how curly it was. Staring into the mirror, it was hard to tell that I was male, especially if you noticed how I was dressed. 

I was left alone again for several hours. I managed to clean every square inch of that living room. I even moved the furniture when I vacuumed. When Bill returned, he did not even bother to look around. I figured that he must be watching me all the time. 

All that he said was that it was time for dinner. 

We went back out to the kitchen. Waiting for me on the table was a plate of food. It consisted of what I would call half a piece of baked fish and a couple of tablespoons of green beans. Before I could sit, Bill handed me another yellow pill and a glass of water. 

I quickly downed the pill so I could get on with dinner. As I hungry as I was, I de-voured everything within a couple of minutes. There was a glass of what tasted like skim milk to wash it down. It was not as much as I usually ate, but it at least quieted my stomach. 

As I was finishing eating the woman from this morning came in. Bill, who had been standing by the outside door, spoke up. “Go with her to the bathroom.” I followed her back across the living room and down the hall. When she got to the bathroom, she allowed me to use the toilet. I found it embarrassing that she watched the whole time, but I had not gone all day so I was not about to hold it. When I was finished, she finally spoke. 

“Take off everything but your panties.” 

Not wanting to hear that awful sound again, I complied. She started rubbing a white cream all over my body. It actually felt pretty good, almost like a massage. She had some special lotion that she spent several minutes rubbing into my breasts. She handed me a nylon gown. “Put this on.” 
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I put the gown over my head. It slithered down my body, stopping maybe three inches above my knee. I could contain myself no longer and whispered, “How long… ” 

Once again my ears felt that piercing sound. I was going to have to be more careful. 

The woman was not effected at all. She must have worn earplugs. She spoke with a monotone dispassion: “Roll your hair.” I went about rolling my hair as I had seen her do that morning. I thought that I was doing pretty well, but she made me do several over. As I was finishing she handed me a hairnet. Then she started rubbing another thick cream all over my face. By the time she finished it was already starting to dry to almost a mask. “You need to leave that on all night. You can return to your bedroom now.” 

I figured that she meant the room where I had started the day, so I slowly walk back down the hall. Bill was waiting for me when I got there. “There are some tapes and books on the dressing table. You need to learn Spanish! Also, you will be fixing breakfast, so get up when called.” With that he left room. 

Almost without thinking I went over to try the door. This time an electric shock went through my body, and I ended up sitting on the floor. I was getting tired of these jolts to my system as well as sharp pains to my ears. I was also just plain tired and certainly did not feel like studying. Another piercing sound reminded that I should not be making those decisions. I went over and popped a tape into the small tape recorder provided and opened the first book. 

After what seemed like a couple of hours a voice came over the intercom: “Lights out!” Almost immediately the lights went out. I easily found my way to the bed. As I reflected on my day, I decided that nothing that I had been requested to do this day had been terrible. It was unsettling that I was not more worried than I felt at that moment. 

Maybe the drugs were keeping me calm. 

As I lay feeling the soft nylon against my body I had to admit that woman’s clothing was very sensual. The constant pain delivered when I hesitated even momentarily had kept my normal inhibitions to doing anything feminine from kicking in. I just wished that I could figure out how to avoid those painful punishments. 

The weariness in my body kept me from dwelling on my day too long. I was quickly becoming drowsy. As I starting to drift off I could almost hear a voice. What was it saying? “I want a juicy pussy and big tits!” 


Chapter 3

A loud voice came from the intercom: “Time to get up.” I was not ready. It was still dark, and I never got up this early. The loud piercing noise returned to convince me that I did want to roll out of bed. The lights came on, and I was startled to see that Bill was already in the room. He handed me a yellow pill and a glass of water. I quickly downed the pill. He asked, “What do you want?” 

This completely surprised me, since yesterday I had not been allowed to speak. 

When I did not respond, his stick found my ribs. He repeated, “What do you want?” 

From my subconscious, I replied, “A juicy pussy and big tits!” 
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He used the stick again and said, “With more feeling!” 

I almost shouted, “A juicy pussy and big tits!” 

“Now, go take a bath and don’t get your hair wet.” 

I went down the hallway to the bathroom. There was a shower cap on the sink, so I put it on and ran a tub full of water. I made sure to add some bath oil beads. At least today my legs were still smooth and did need to be shaved. I think that I actually fell asleep and got back some of the moments that had been robbed from me. I awoke to the sound of a woman’s voice saying, “It’s time to get out!” 

As I stepped out of the tub, she proceeded to dry me off and put some powder all over my body. Some more of that special cream was applied to my chest. She handed me a pair of panties, and I obediently put them. A pair of pantyhose followed. She had to show me how to roll them up before I could get them on successfully. She showed me how to make sure that they were smooth. I could not help but wonder how she would be in bed. 

A bra was next, and I did not need to be told to add some tissues. A silky slip was next. It only came down to mid-thigh. “Shave your face,” I was told. I shaved as directed and even repeated the process without being told. 

“Sit on the stool and pay attention. You will have to do this for yourself from now on.” She proceeded to apply a cream on my face. When she was done it felt completely smooth. Some kind of beige liquid was next. She spent quite a bit of time on my eyebrows with some tweezers before applying some color with a pencil-like device. Some black mascara followed, and then some eyeshadow. I was beginning to realize that I would never be able to remember this complex process. Before she was done, some blush had been added, and my lips wore a bright red lipstick. 

Next, a pink maid’s uniform was handed to me. I pulled it up and she zipped it up my back. She handed me a brush and said, “Take your rollers out.” It took me about fifteen minutes to remove the rollers and brush out my hair. I was shocked at the pretty young woman staring at me in the mirror. 

“Sit down on the stool.” After I was seated she proceeded to take my hands one at a time and file my nails. I was becoming more and more uncomfortable about looking so feminine. After she was done with the file a bright red polish which matched the lipstick was applied. 

“Wait here until called. Make sure that you don’t mess up the polish.” 

She left the room leaving me with my hands in the air like some limp wristed homosexual. Although I had never been exactly a he-man, my new appearance was very unsettling. Also, I was suddenly concerned about what kind of journey these people were taking me on. My anxiety was interrupted by the intercom: “It’s time to fix breakfast!” 

As I got up I noticed that the woman had left a pair of black high heeled shoes by the door. The heels looked to be at least 4 inches high. I figured that I was expected to put them on, but how could I walk in them? I decided that in my current state of mind I did not need any additional pain. So I slip the shoes on and unsteadily made my way to the kitchen. 
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Bill was waiting for me with a long list of instructions. “The menu for breakfast is on the counter. We will be eating in the dining room. You will wait to eat after we do. If a request is made of you, answer yes sir or yes ma’am as appropriate. Say nothing more. Serve us as soon as breakfast is ready.” He left through the dining room door. 

I went over to the counter and read the breakfast menu. 

 Breakfast for 4:

 Scrambled eggs

 Bacon

 Hash Browns

 Toast

 Coffee

 Orange Juice

 Your Breakfast:

 Oatmeal with raisins

 Orange Juice

It hardly seemed fair. I was doing all the work, and I was not particularly fond of oatmeal. Still, I figured that I better get busy. At least the menu would not overtax my limited cooking skills. I noticed a coffee maker and decided that I better start with the coffee so that it would be ready with everything else. 

When I checked the refrigerator there was a pitcher of orange juice already fixed, so I got out 8 eggs and a package of bacon. The hash browns were in the freezer. After I got everything cooking on the stove, I went after dishes. In cupboards I found plates, cups and saucers, and I took them into the dining room to set the table. As I returned to the kitchen I checked the food, and then got silverware out of a drawer and finished setting the table. 

On my return the food was just about ready. I got out some serving bowls and proceeded to fill them. As I was blotting the excess grease from the bacon, I could not resist taking a bite. My ears were immediately greeted by a piercing noise. The pitch seemed to be even more painful than before. ‘Don’t they ever take a break?’ I wondered. 

As I carried the food into the dining room, people were sitting at the table. Since I was obviously being watched this did not surprise me. Along with Bill and his female helper there was a man and a woman. 

Women would probably call the man handsome. He had a dark olive complexion with black hair and mustache. He was wearing a very stylish suit with a blue shirt and striped tie. It looked to be well out of my price range. 
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The woman might well have stopped me in my tracks if I was not so protective of my ears. She wore a red dress that had ridden up her thighs, showing most of the sheer hosiery ending in matching red shoes. Her makeup was much more pronounced than mine. Under better circumstances I could just sit and stare a long time into her eyes that looked like deep pools of green. I reminded myself that I needed to keep moving. 

After I got all the food on the table, I went around and made sure that everyone had coffee. The two men were having a very nice conversation. I noted that the women did not speak. They were talking in Spanish. My one lesson from the night before did not allow me to understand what they were talking about. 

They did not seem to take much notice of me until they were almost done eating. 

“Senorita, more coffee please!” 

“Yes sir!” 

I went to kitchen and proceeded to fill the cups of both men. I could not help but notice that the woman ate very little. Their slender figures were a reminder that they always watched what they ate. As they finished up and were leaving the room, Bill had one more reminder. “Be sure to clean up the dishes and the table before you eat.” 

I proceeded to clear the table. I washed the table and then washed the dishes in the kitchen sink. After the dried dishes were put away, I found the oatmeal. There was a microwave oven that I used to cook my breakfast. I added a handful of raisins when it was hot. Before, I never thought of a raisin as being a treat, but it at least made the oatmeal tolerable. After I drained my glass of orange juice, I was about to pour a second glass. Then my ears were subjected to a familiar sound. I had a glass of water instead, which seemed to be okay. 

As I was finishing my dishes and letting the water out of the sink, Bill’s helper came into the kitchen. I sure wished that I knew her name. “It’s time for aerobics!” I followed back to the bedroom. “Lay your uniform and underwear out on the bed!” 

I slowly striped out the uniform. When I was completely naked, she handed me a pair of exercise briefs, the hi-cut kind with just enough between the legs to hold my penis flat and keep my balls from descending. A sports bra followed. Even as a male I would never go out with so little on, but the only other thing given to me were a pair of anklets and a pair of aerobics shoes. The pink trim left no doubt that they were woman’s shoes. 

I was led back into the living room where she put on some lively music. She proceeded to show me how to go through a grueling aerobics routine. Even though I was not in very good shape and was soon exhausted, it was actually kind of fun and definitely a pleasant change from all the work that I had been doing. 

After the workout, I was told to shower without getting my hair wet and then dress again in my uniform. As I was slipping on my shoes, Bill came into my room and informed that it was lunch time. I was certainly glad to hear that. When we were back in the kitchen, he turned to me and said, “Fix Carol and me a ham sandwich and some potato salad, and then you can fix yourself a salad.” So her name was Carol. I was actual somewhat relieved to finally know. 
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After he left the room, I found a recipe for potato salad. It took me a good 45 minutes to get the salad ready since I had to cook the potatoes. As I finished, Bill and Carol came in. He said, “We’ll eat in here.” 

I put their food on the kitchen table and got them a Coke to drink. I now started on my salad. There was plenty of lettuce in the refrigerator, but I wondered what else I was allowed to add. I cut up a carrot, celery, tomato and olives. When I reached for the mayonnaise, there was a sharp sound. I settled for some low fat Italian dressing. Since I had some apple juice the day before, I poured myself a glass of juice. 

By the time I was ready to eat, they were done and had left their dishes in the sink. 

I was going to eat slowly, but my hunger quickened my pace. After I was done, I figured that they were counting on my washing the dishes, so I did the dishes and washed off the table. As I was finishing, the intercom sounded: “Wash the bathroom.” 

When I entered the bathroom I saw that were cleaning supplies laid out. I did not want any painful reminders that I had not done a good job, so I spent the next several hours on the bathroom. By the time that I was done everything fairly sparkled. Bill came to tell me to polish the silverware. 

The sun was going down as I finished the silverware. At least I could sit down while I did it. As usual, as soon as I was done, Bill showed up. He handed me a piece of paper. It was a dinner menu. He and Carol were having hamburgers and french fries. I was having a chicken breast and cooked carrots. Of course, I was fixing everything, and their dinners came first. 

By the time that I finally got to sit at kitchen table for my supper, I was barely moving. I did not envy women working all day in high heels. I was too tired to eat fast. I slowly savored every bite of food and every sip of skim milk. Before I was finished, Bill returned to give me my yellow pill. I wondered what was in those pills. I had never felt any effect that I was aware of so I took it without question. I knew that refusal would only get me some kind of punishment, which I did not want. Of course, when I got done, the dishes had to be washed and the tables cleaned off. Carol and Bill had eaten in the dining room and I had eaten in the kitchen. So I had to clean both rooms. 

Thankfully, when I was done, Carol came to get me ready for bed. When we got to the bathroom, I was told to remove my uniform and get into my nightgown. I was happy to get out of the pantyhose and into something more comfortable. She showed me how to clean off my makeup and put on my own overnight mask. 

“From now on you will wash your hair and roll it in the evening.” 

With that final instruction I was left to wash my hair in the sink and roll it. When I finally returned to my room, the intercom reminded me to study my Spanish. Now I had even more incentive to learn. I sure wanted to know what Bill and that other man had been talking about at breakfast. 

Once again the intercom informed me of lights out. As I crawled into bed, I realized that they were keeping me so busy, that the thought of escaping had never crossed my mind. This was just a fleeting memory, as I soon was dozing off to the whisper of “I want a juicy pussy and big tits!” 
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Chapter 4

The following morning I awoke amazingly refreshed. I could not remember the last time that I had slept so well. When Bill entered the room, I decided to beat him to the punch. In a sultry low voice, almost pleading, I said, “I want a nice juicy pussy and big tits!” Much to my surprise he reached into his pocket and handed me a small item wrapped in foil. I unwrapped it to find a piece of chocolate. I had never been a big candy eater, but I did like chocolate. And after my diet the past several days, I eagerly popped it into my mouth and let it melt there, enjoying every last ounce. 

After the chocolate was gone, Bill handed me my yellow pill. I quickly put the pill in my mouth and took a long drink of water. 

“From now on, unless told otherwise, wait for your bath and makeup until after aerobics. Now get your uniform on and fix breakfast.” 

I went down to the bathroom and once again found a stack of clothes on the sink. I changed my panties and took my time pulling the pantyhose up my legs. I remembered to fill my bra. The box of Kleenex was rapidly emptying, as I used much more tissue than I had yesterday. The uniform was hanging on the rod of the tub. Although it looked exactly the same as the one that I had worn yesterday, it was obviously new. 

When I was dressed, I quickly traversed the hallway and living room. In the kitchen I made pancakes and sausage, and of course coffee for Bill and Carol. Then I made my oatmeal. As they were finishing, Carol asked, “Could I have some more coffee, Maria?” 

I went over and filled her cup. It was only when I was returning the pot to the coffee maker that I realized that she had called me “Maria.” I wondered if I was supposed to respond to that name. I knew that I had better not speak out of turn, so I did not say anything. 

After they left I ate breakfast. I wondered if I was always going to have oatmeal and juice. When I was done I cleaned up the kitchen. Assuming that I was on the same schedule, I headed back to the bathroom to change into my aerobics clothes. Sure enough there was a stack of exercise clothes. 

I carefully put my uniform on a hanger. It was only when I was hanging it on the back of the door that the thought occurred to me that I was never one to hang up clothes when I took them off. Somehow I just knew that I’d better take good care of these feminine garments that I had been wearing. I careful folded and stacked the rest of the clothes on the sink. When I had on my sports brief and sports bra, I sat on the stool to put on my shoes. It dawned on me that my outfit did not cover very much. I wondered if women were this self-conscious. 

When I entered the living room, Carol was waiting. She smiled and was evidently happy that I had gotten ready without being told. As we were going through our stretching exercises I studied her closely. She was wearing a leotard today. It clung to her body and showed every curve. There was almost no fat on her fit body, and she would definitely be called well endowed. I found myself wondering what it would be like to have tits that big. 
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As we moved on to the aerobic dance-like exercises, her jiggling breasts mesmerized me. I do not think that my eyes left them. I wondered if she noticed my stare. She smiled the whole time with an expression that seemed to say, “Don’t you wish!” 

As our routine continued I found myself smiling also. I was having a good time. I had never been much of an athlete. Occasionally I played basketball or tennis with some of my friends, but certainly not on a regular basis. The aerobics were very taxing. 

However, if I were to be honest, I would have to admit that I had always wanted to dance but had been afraid of making a fool of myself. Anyway, the exercises were much more enjoyable than the chores that I had been doing. 

Since I hadn’t seen a clock since my kidnapping, I wasn’t sure how long our workout lasted. It must have been well over a half an hour. I was definitely tired. As we did some more stretching exercises, Carol reminded me that I was now supposed to take my bath after aerobics. 

I was only too happy to head to the bathroom to soak in a hot tub. I even added an extra bath oil bead. For several minutes I just indulge myself in the wonderful feeling of the water. Finally, I started applying the body wash all over my body. I noted that some stubble had started to appear on my legs. I decided that it was time to shave my legs again. 

After I got out and dried myself off, I found the white cream that they had rubbed on me the first day in the medicine cabinet. I figured that it was some kind of after shave. As I was rubbing it on legs, Bill came in and left me another chocolate. I wondered what I had done to deserve that. Since I had a very enjoyable morning, I vowed to do it again. I popped the candy into my mouth and let it melt as I applied the breast cream to my disappointing breasts. I wondered why I was so dissatisfied with them all of a sudden. 

As I was finishing dressing, Carol came in with a gun-like device. Before I knew what was happening she put holes in both of my earlobes. She placed a gold hoop in each hole and told me to wash the holes with alcohol each morning, and rotate the hoops. Before she left, she informed me that I was to do laundry after lunch. As soon as I was done with my makeup, I went to the kitchen and fixed Bill and Carol a bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich. I got to fix myself a cup of chicken broth. At least it was not salad. 

After I was finished cleaning up the kitchen, Carol showed me to the basement. As one might expect, it was a dark, musty room with only two small windows. 

“Be sure to separate the clothes! The cleaning supplies are over on the shelf by the washing machine.” 

She left me to my own devices. I noticed the washing machine and dryer. A tall metal storage structure had shelves that contained laundry soap, bleach and fabric softener. At college I had done my own laundry, but at the Laundromat I picked the biggest machine and stuffed everything in together. I had never separated clothes, but I knew that I needed to try. I ended up with three loads. I recognized the clothes that I had worn the past several days, including my uniform from the day before. I wondered how many uniforms that they had. There was also some male clothing that obviously belonged to Bill and some other female garments that must have belonged to Carol. 
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After I had gotten the first load in the washing machine, I looked around the basement. Besides the laundry equipment, there was a freezer, a small table and two chairs. That was it. Since I figured that I was supposed to stay until everything was done, I went and sat in one of the chairs. 

There were several fashion magazines lying about. Since there was nothing else to do, I started flipping through the pages. I found myself looking at the pictures and wondering how I would look in that dress or with that lipstick. Finally, I started reading some articles on makeup tips. By the time the laundry was done I had read most of the magazines there. 

As each load got dry, I would fold the underwear and socks. There was a rod with hangers to hang up Bill’s shirts and pants, Carol’s dresses, blouses and skirts, and of course my uniforms. As soon as I was done, Bill informed me that it was time to fix supper. 

When I arrived in the kitchen I discovered that tonight’s menu was Chicken Su-preme, Hasselback Potatoes and steamed broccoli. I guessed that they decided to see if I could fix something more difficult. The recipes were there, so I did not really have any trouble, but it took probably 2 hours to fix everything. Of course, I did not get to eat any of it. The sign that I had done okay was the empty plates that I cleared off the table. 

After they were done eating, I got to fix myself some tuna fish and green peas. Actually, the thing that I found most irritating were the small portions that I was restricted to. As usual, I cleaned up the kitchen and was then able to get ready for bed. Once again, I was to study Spanish until lights out. 

At the end of an another long day, I had no trouble drifting off. Once again I slept to the constant murmuring of, “I want a juicy pussy and big tits!” 


Chapter 5

Things settled into a routine. There was always aerobics in the morning. Some kind of household task such as cleaning or laundry filled most of the rest of the day. Of course, I would also fix all of the meals. With Spanish lessons every night I was becoming more and more proficient with the language. Bill and Carol started giving me their instructions in Spanish, so I was getting plenty of practice. 

Since I was rarely given the opportunity to speak, I had plenty of time to think about what they were doing to me. They were obviously training me to be a domestic servant. Over time, I became capable of handling just about any household chore. I had also learned how to fix a whole range of different recipes. Nothing that I was asked to do was particularly difficult. It was certainly not worth the pain and suffering to resist doing the work. 

Why I needed to be a woman was not entirely clear, except that I was doing so called woman’s work. They obviously wanted me to act female. I found that anything I added to my feminine behavior on my own seemed to result in an immediate reward of a chocolate. I had started trying to think of things that I might try. 
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Once again it was not hard to try to act female. In fact, I found the clothing much more sensual than my drab male clothing. I had quickly gotten used to skirts. It was pants that I now found alien. Since I was rewarded and not ostracized, I found myself trying to look as feminine as possible. There was a limited amount of makeup available, but I often tried different looks. As I started trying things, I found that different shades of lipstick, eyeshadow, and blush would appear in the bathroom. 

On rare occasions I would think about leaving. However, whenever I touched an outside door or window, I received an electrical shock. The intensity seemed to increase each time that I tried a door or window, so I soon stopped trying. It was becoming so much easier to play along. The longer between punishments, the more determined I was to avoid them. 

At times I was concerned about how feminine I acted. I was beginning to doubt that I would be able to stop. Still, it was becoming more and more natural. More worrisome was a yearning growing inside me to be a complete woman that I did not seem to be able to control. Another thing that I did not completely understand was the changes to my body. With my diet and exercises I was naturally losing weight. However, while my waist and legs were becoming slender, my hips and breasts were expanding. I no longer needed as much Kleenex to fill my bra cup. The fact that I seemed to find this thrilling bothered me. 

The one thing that broke up the monotony was what I will call dance nights. I was never told until the last minute, but every so often after dinner I would be told to get ready for dance lessons instead of bed. On those nights I redid my makeup in more dramatic fashion, and I was allowed to wear a pretty baby blue sequined dress that almost came to my knee. I loved the feel of that dress. I also got to wear some dangling earrings and a necklace. 

After I had gotten dressed, a young Mexican man gave me dance lessons. He reminded me of the gentleman who had visited for the first breakfast that I had fixed. I wondered if they were related. During the lessons I was of course taught to follow his lead. I found it very easy to follow him. He was a very smooth dancer. Often I wondered if I was born female I would have learned to dance long ago. Since this was the break to an otherwise dull routine, I began to dream of these evenings. Needless to say, I enjoyed them immensely. I do not know whether I enjoyed making myself pretty or the dancing more. 

I do not know how long this basic routine lasted. I had no access to a calendar, and I had lost track of the days long ago. The first evidence that things were about to change was a slight change to my daily mantra. One night I went to sleep to whispering sound of, “I want a juicy pussy and big tits, and I would love to suck your cock dry!” 


Chapter 6

When Bill entered the bedroom the next morning I dutifully repeated the mantra that I had heard all night. “I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I would love to suck your cock dry!” 
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“I don’t think that you are ready for that, but I do have a treat for you.” 

As he went to the dressing table, I realized that there was a plate on it. As he brought it over to me, I could see the very realistic-looking, artificial penis. A thick layer of honey covered it, which necessitated the plate. He held it out to me. 

As I was placing the organ in my mouth I received a familiar shock from Bill’s stick. 

A puzzled expression crossed my face as it had been some time since he had felt the need to use it. All he said was, “In and out!” 

I started moving the penis in and out of my mouth. A broad smile crossed Bill’s faced as the rod moved faster and faster and I eagerly sucked it, trying to get every last drop of honey. I did not care. My diet had been completely devoid of sweets except the occasional chocolate. The sweet nectar was providing me with immense pleasure. 

Bill finally had to take the penis from me. He handed me my yellow pill. Quickly a swallow of water followed it down my throat, and I headed for the bathroom. It did not take long to realize that other changes were afoot. Hanging on the shower curtain rod, waiting for me, was a black uniform with a white collar, rather than the usual pink outfit. 

Also, on the sink were a couple of plastic containers with a gel-like material in them. I played with them for several minutes before the breast shape made me realized that they were for my bra. After I changed my panties, I noted that the bra was different. It had a strong wiry material running along the bottom. When I put it on my now very noticeable breasts were pushed up to prominent peaks. After the gel bags were inserted, a very apparent valley appeared between the mounds. I remembered in college staring at the coeds who chose to wear low necklines, in the hopes of seeing what was now visible in the mirror. I could not resist shifting the inserts to try to maximize the effect. 

As I sat to put on the pantyhose I discovered a sheer black material that felt ever so much more tantalizing as they slid up my legs. As I slipped the uniform over my shoulders and positioned it correctly, I noted the plunging neckline that left my valley visible to everyone. The skirt extended only four or five inches past the bottom of my panties. 

It did not seem to be an outfit suitable for housework. 

It only took moments to notice the increased height of the heels on my new shoes. I now had to walk very slowly. Also, I could no longer move without putting a distinct wiggle in my hips. 

As the day progressed, it became clear that one could do housework in my skimpy uniform. I slowly got used to it. Several times when I had to bend over I felt the skirt ride up to expose my rear. I always felt the need to check to see if Bill was in the room. 

Finally, I realized that it was safer if I bent my legs rather than bending at the waist. 

All during the day I found myself wondering if I would get another chance at the artificial organ the next morning. It seemed to be most pronounced during aerobics when my breasts were bouncing around... 

Not only did I get my honeyed treat the next morning, but the new routine continued for many days. An added feature was the increased frequency of the visits of the mysterious man with the dark hair. He always came for breakfast. On those days I had Page - 17
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to take a bath and put on makeup the first thing in the morning. We also skipped aerobics, which I found very disappointing. 

My Spanish lessons paid off. During the meals I was now able to catch most of the conversation that I heard. Unfortunately, I was in and out of the room serving the food, so I only got bits and pieces. From what I had heard it was clear that I was not the first person that they had kidnapped. I seemed to be causing them some new problems that their previous victims had not. I think that it was because I was not female. 

As you might expect, most of the conversations had nothing to do with me. I constantly had to sift through the information that I was receiving to see if it was relevant to my situation. It was comforting to know more, but I had little time to think about how I could change my predicament. 

Then one morning I was disappointed when I saw that there was no plate on the dressing table. There was an almost mournful tone in my voice when I said, “I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I would love to suck your cock dry...” 

As Bill started unzipping

his pants, a sudden excite-

ment shot through my body. It

was almost distressing that I

seemed to have no control over

the yearning building within

me. Then his penis was there

before me. 

Immediately I dropped to

my knees and took it in my

mouth. The movement was so

much easier as he helped it

move in and out. The pace

rapidly increased until it felt

almost like an explosion. Then

I was eagerly sucking and

swallowing a thick musky liq-

uid. 

I was almost disappointed

when he put his organ back

into his pants. He handed me

my yellow pill, and we were

soon back to our regular rou-

tine. As I dressed I thought

about the passion that I had

shown. Before my abduction I

had never had any homosex-

ual experiences, but now it

seemed the most natural thing

for me to want to play with a

Page - 18

Copyright by Friendly Applications, Inc. 

All Rights Reserved

man’s penis. How could I have changed so completely? There was work to be done, so I had little time to think about it. 

Slowly I became used to the new uniform. It no longer embarrassed me when my skirt would ride up to reveal my panties. When it had happened so many times, what was the point? My main mood now was boredom. I had done the household chores so many times that I started to dread them. I do not know how some women could do this all their lives. It got to the point that even something like trying a new recipe would be the highlight of my day. 

The aerobics were the one constant enjoyable activity that kept me going. I now had absolutely no sexual interest in Carol. I guess it was the familiarity that deadens the senses. It was always thrilling to watch my breasts catching up to hers. With my inserts I could now surpass her. My hips were continuing to develop, while my waist provided a distinct divide between the two. 

Bill did not let me service him every day. Each morning I woke up with an air of expectation. I was always deeply disappointed when he only gave me my yellow pill. The longer he waited, the more pent-up sexual frustration that I had. The wilder I got as he plunged into me, the more Bill seemed to enjoy it. 

One night, after a particularly satisfying morning, I made a cherry pie for Bill and Carol’s dessert. I found it hard to watch them eat it while I fixed my baked fish and broccoli. Bill could see me watching. He took very slow bites and savored every morsel. 

I could feel the sexual tension building faster than normal. 

That night I felt sexual frustrated. As I lay in bed I was drowsy as usual but still had trouble getting to sleep. I wondered how I could release that frustration. Amazingly, I never thought of masturbation. I yearned for someone else’s cock. Another new mantra which seemed to fit my mood exactly reached my ears as I finally dropped off. 

“I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I wish that I could take your cock all the way up my vagina!” 


Chapter 7

The next morning, when Bill entered the room, I repeated what was expected: “I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I wish that I could take your cock all the way up my vagina!” He turned to the dressing table and once again there was a plate with an artificial penis somewhat smaller than the one that we had used previously. When I felt this one there was petroleum jelly all over it. No way that I was putting that in my mouth. 

I gave Bill a puzzled look. All he said was, “What do you think?” I thought that I would love to take into my vagina ,but that was not going to happen. I did the next best thing and started to shove it into my asshole. It hurt a little at first, but soon the sexual excitement took over. The in and out motion became faster and faster until it almost felt like I had an orgasm. The whole time I was wondering what a real cock would feel like. 

“Be sure to wash it up good when you are in the bathroom!” 
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I went down the hallway to bathroom. After washing the dildo I went to work on my rear end. I could not understand why I had found the experience so exciting. After getting dressed I went and fixed breakfast. 

At aerobics that morning I noticed that now a lot of the exercises seemed to empha-size pelvic motion. At least I had not noticed it before. I started fantasizing about having sex with a man. These thoughts seemed to keep coming and were beyond my control. 

That afternoon, another activity was adding to my regular routine. Carol started teaching me how to sew. Of course there was absolutely no experience to draw on, so the process was exceedingly slow. The strangest part was that we started on baby clothes. Even stranger, as we sifted through the patterns that she had, I found the babies and their clothing absolutely darling. 

Although the rest of my activities continued to follow an extended cycle, the morning sessions with dildo and the sewing became daily occurrences. The artificial organs used seemed to be getting bigger. Psychological brainwashing must have been working; I now regretted my lack of vagina for sexual and maternal reasons. Why would I want a baby? I did not understand. However, I could not get the thought of having a baby growing inside out of my mind. 

My vision of the perfect future would now match most young women. I even dreamed of having a husband and several children. I could not even remember what my goals had been as young, struggling college student. 

This new routine went on for maybe a couple of weeks. I do not know. I had completely lost track of time. I was changing so completely. Yet I never had time to think about what I had lost or rekindle a desire to retrieve it. The only time that I had to myself were the brief moments in bed before I feel asleep. Even then there seemed to be something guiding my thoughts and feelings. 

Little did I know that things were about to accelerate. The night before the storm broke seemed like any other. I once again feel sleep to the soft whispers: “I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I wish that I could take your cock all the way up my vagina!” 


Chapter 8

The next morning, I dutifully repeated my mantra. “I want a juicy pussy and big tits and I wish that I could take your cock all the way up my vagina.” As I looked at the dressing table I noted that only a jar was on it. My heartbeat immediately increased as I sensed that something new was about to happen. 

Bill slowly pulled my nightgown over my head and then lowered my panties. He took my arms in his hands and gently backed me toward the edge of the bed. As we reached the edge I sat down. He unbuttoned his shirt. I felt my excitement level jump as he unbuckled and then lower his pants. Soon he was completely naked. He went over and picked the jar up off the dressing table. 
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When he got back to the bed and he handed me the jar. I instinctively knew what was expected. I started covering his cock with petroleum jelly. I could feel it grow in my hand until it was bigger than any dildo that I had ever used. 

When he was well lubricated, he pushed me onto my back. He knelt on the bed and then raised my legs onto his shoulders for easy access. I tensed as his organ hit my small hole, but soon he was moving in and out with increasing frequency. I quickly lost all self control and tried to meet his thrusts to increase the penetration. Finally, his cock exploded and I could feel the liquid flowing. 

Bill pulled out of me. I was totally spent. He wiped himself off with my panties and tossed them on the bed. As he started to dress he softly spoke: “Be sure to wash up really well. This is going to be a very special day for you.” After he left I lay on the bed for a while longer. I wondered what he meant. I did not understand what was happening to me. That morning’s activities seemed to be completely natural to me. I knew that this should not be so, but I did not seem to have any control over my feelings and emotions anymore. It had certainly been pleasurable. 

I knew that I would be in trouble if I took too long so I got up and headed toward the bathroom. When I got there I found another indication the something was afoot. 

There was no uniform. Instead, a cream color nylon blouse with a pretty embroidered flower on the lapel and a navy blue skirt hung on the back of the door. 

I started the bath water and made sure that I added plenty of bath oil. As I lay in the warm water, I slowly and carefully shaved my legs to make sure that they were as smooth as possible. After I got out I pulled on the sheer navy pantyhose, followed a black pair of panties. I was puzzled to find that bra left for me seemed to have particularly large cups, but that there were no inserts. There was not even enough Kleenex to do them justice. A cream slip followed. Finally, I was ready for the blouse and skirt. 

There was also a pair of navy blue pumps. 

As I looked in the mirror I could not remember being dressed so nicely. I set to work to make sure that my makeup matched. When I had finished the image in the mirror sent chills down my spine. Why couldn’t I always dress like this? 

When I reached the kitchen I was surprised again. Bill told me that I did not have to fix breakfast. I was sent in to sit in the dining room. When I entered I noticed that the mysterious man with the dark hair was back. Once again he was accompanied by another beautiful young women. She was definitely more sexily dressed than I was. 

She had on a red dress. The plunging neckline revealed most of her ample breasts that I found myself envying. Also, I found myself wanting to ask her where she had found such gorgeous colors of lipstick and eyeshadow. However, I knew that I had better not say anything. I do not think that I had ever heard the women that had accompanied the man say anything either. 

Although I was sitting at the main table, my breakfast was nothing special. I was served a half of grapefruit and a glass of apple juice. I noticed that the attractive woman was having oatmeal. Everyone else was eating waffles. I tried to listen to the conservation, but they seemed to be talking about doctors. I did not understand all the medical terms in Spanish. 
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When everyone was done eating the man with the dark hair came over to me. He placed a large stack of papers in front of me. “Sign these.” He handed me a pen. 

I was raised to read everything before signing my name. So I started to look through papers. It went slowly since they were in Spanish. Without me noticing it Bill moved over behind. Then he placed his stick in my ribs. This made the shock all the more effective. 

The man spoke again. “I said to sign them! I did not say to read them!” 

I knew that I had no choice, so I quickly sign every page. After all, I could not be signing away a family fortune that I did not have. If I only knew what I had signed away, I would have been more concerned. 

He handed me a pill and a glass of water. I popped it into my mouth and took a drink without even thinking. He took my arm and led me through the kitchen and living room to the front door. I could not believe it. I was going outside for the first time since my abduction! 

There was a pretty row of roses in front of the windows. Two large pine trees stood in the front yard. That was about all that registered in my brain before my vision started to blur. My legs became wobbly. Bill and the man with the dark hair had to take my arms to get me to the large car parked just outside a white picket fence that surrounded the front yard. They helped me into the back seat. I was totally unconscious by the time the car had moved fifty feet. 

When I awoke my brain was still fuzzy. I figured that I must still be drugged. The smell of the room reminded me of the time that I had my tonsils removed. I could only be in a hospital. There was a tube running from my arm to a bag that was hooked to some kind of cart. An attendant came and helped me go to the restroom. My Spanish must have failed me because I thought that he complimented me on what a fine woman I would be. 

Soon after, I was back in bed I was asleep. The next time that I awoke two men were lifting me onto a hospital gurney. It was the kind that I imagined would be used for an operation. I was becoming worried, even through the haze of drugs. 

I was wheeled down a hallway into an elevator. I could feel it dropping, and then the doors opened again. I was wheeled into a room that had glass windows along one side. In the middle of the room was a metal table that the two attendants lifted me onto. A very bright light shone down at me. I could barely make out three men and two women with masks. Then a mask was placed over my face and I remember no more. 

When I awoke again I was back in what I assume was the original bed. I was very conscious of a dull pain in my chest and an even more intense pain in my penis. The last pain surprised me, because for a long time I had only felt an occasional mild tingling sensation in my genitals. I do not think that I had a so called hard on since my abduction. Anyway, I no longer cared about what they had done. I just wanted the pain to go away. 

Fortunately, I remembered the Spanish word for nurse and cried for help. Finally, someone came and used a needle and syringe to inject something in my IV. Soon I was lost to the world again. 
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Chapter 9

Finally, my mind began to clear and the pain had subsided to the point where it was manageable. I had no idea how many days that I had been in the hospital. I was not exactly sure what had been done to me. They had obviously done something to my chest, but bandages kept me from exploring too much. My breasts felt different, and the bandages seemed to stick out quite a ways. 

There were also bandages on the area of my groin. I sensed that my penis was now gone forever. I thought that I should feel a deeper sense of despair, but I had been conditioned so long to want big tits and a pussy that the feelings were not there. I actually felt a sense of contentment, as if I had finally arrived at some preordained destination. 

After a while a doctor came into the room. He removed my hospital gown and started unwrapping the bandages that were around my chest. As my breasts finally came into view I felt my jaw drop. They looked so big! The doctor felt around my chest, which hurt a little, but he seemed to be satisfied. Next he started removing the bandages from my groin. I could not see as well but my penis was definitely not there. 

Once again he felt around to make sure everything was healing properly. When he was satisfied, he finally spoke. 

“You are healing nicely and I think that you can go home today. You will have to wear a form to make sure that your new vagina takes the proper shape.” 

He held up a ball shaped device and then proceeded to show me how to insert it. I was still sore, so it was a little uncomfortable; but he assured me that the discomfort would be gone in the next few days. 

“Any questions?” 

“What exactly did you do to me?” 

A perturbed look came over his face. “I do not have time to go through the complete details of everything again. They were explained in the papers that you signed before the operation. You will be given a copy. Do you have any questions on your new breasts or vagina?” 

I do not know what to ask so I replied, “No!” 

“Good, then you can get dressed. The clothes that you wore to the hospital are in the closet.” 

I could not believe that I had actually approved this operation when I had signed those papers. I knew that I did not really have a choice. Still I should have struggled at least a little bit. 

I went over to the closet and found my underwear on a shelf. The jiggling of my breasts was starting to bother me, so I grabbed the bra first. When I put on the bra I now had to make sure that each breast was correctly positioned as they filled the cups completely. I had not noticed before that the bra held the breast up and pulled them together to form a distinctive valley. 
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I put on the navy pantyhose next. The added support around my waist actually helped reduce the discomfort of my new vagina. As I was making final adjustments with my skirt, a striking blond woman came into the room. 

“Maria, I was sent to help you to the car. Can I do anything?” 

“I think that I am okay. I just want to put on some makeup and then I will be ready!” 

It just hit me that I had never even thought about getting away while I was in the hospital. Now it was too late. They probably had a guard, but I will never know if I could have escaped. I wondered if I could elude this woman. 

“What’s your name?” 

“You don’t need to know that!” 

Well, I certainly was not going to get any information out of her. A nurse had brought a wheel chair to take me to the car. The woman helped me into the chair and starting wheeling me down the hall. I could see the entrance at the end of the hall. 

About halfway down a door was marked as leading to stairs. When we got to the door I made a dash through the door and started down the stairs. 

Unfortunately, she was quick and caught me before I was down a flight. She grabbed by the shoulders and threw me against the wall. She pounded a fist into my kidney. I was too weak to offer much resistance. I realized why they were not worried about me escaping. “You little bitch! If you get away, they would take it out on me. I’m just sorry that I can’t afford to mess up your face!” 

I meekly allowed her to force me back up the stairs by my arm. Soon I was back in the chair and we were out the front door and next to the big car. The dark-haired man and another man that I had not seen before were waiting for us. As the unknown man helped me into the back seat, I could see the woman whispering into the ear of the dark-haired man. He got into the back seat next to me. 

“Lucinda tells me that you tried to run away. I would think that by now you would know that is not wise. I guess that we all have to be reminded of things sometimes. 

Let’s see how sensitive your new tits really are.” 

He unbuttoned the first three buttons of my blouse. He undid the strap of my bra so that he could lower the cup exposing my right nipple. He took a small metal device that somehow he clipped onto the nipple. Suddenly an electrical shock went through me. It reminded of Bill’s stick, but my breast was so much more sensitive. 

“Now are we going to try to run away again?” 

“No sir!” 

“Good! Now fix your clothes!” 

After I adjusted my bra and rebuttoned my blouse, he handed me a pill and a glass of water. By the time that we had gone three blocks I was unconscious. I had seen a little bit of the city, but I doubted that I would ever be able to identify where I had been. 
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Chapter 10

The next morning I woke up back in the bed that I recognized from my days with Bill and Carol. It was somewhat reassuring to see Bill come through the door. I was at least use to them. I found the dark-haired man very unsettling. I instinctively felt my right breast just thinking of him. Immediately I was reminded that there was now more there. 

Bill just gave me my morning pills and told me that I would be returning to my regular routine. I almost regretted that I could not try out my new vagina. However, I figured that it was not healed enough and he knew it. 

I went to the bathroom to get dressed. When I had my uniform on, I looked in the mirror for several minutes. I could not decide whether they had given me a more revealing uniform or my new breast were just pushing out the material and taking advantage of the plunging neckline to reveal themselves. 

I went out to the kitchen to fix breakfast. After serving Bill and Carol eggs and bacon, I got to eat my oatmeal. I was not up to aerobics, but I did have an exercise session with Carol. We did a lot of stretching exercises. I could not believe how much more cognizant that I was of my breasts. 

After our workout I got to take a warm bath. It was the one time during the day that I removed my vagina insert. As I soaked in the tub I was very conscious of my new parts. After my bath I put my uniform back on and added makeup. 

Since I was still recovering from my operation I was not required to do any household chores except cooking. In the mornings I returned to sewing baby clothes. In the afternoons Carol taught me how to knit and I started working on a baby comforter. 

After continuing this routine for several days, I was finally strong enough to start doing other things. My regular household chores replaced the afternoon knitting and I alternated knitting and Spanish lessons in the evenings. Once again all my waking time was occupied. I was always happy to get to bed. A new mantra whispered in my ear as I dozed off.  “I am happy to be a complete woman! I am eager to try my new pussy! “


Chapter 11

As usual I repeated my mantra for Bill every morning. “I am happy to be a complete woman! I am eager to try my new pussy.” Finally one day Bill took me back to bed. He slowly removed my nightgown and panties. After removing his own clothes he lay down next to me. 

Much to my pleasure he started with my tits, using his tongue and hands to wet and stimulate them. As my ecstasy increased I could not keep my hands off his cock. 

His tongue next found my new vagina. I never imagined that feelings could be so intense. Finally he entered me. As our rhythm got going I rose to meet his every thrust. 

As a male I had never been able to maintain such sexual intensity for so long. Even as Bill was finally withdrawing, my vagina tried to hold him in with every muscle. 
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As he lifted off the bed, Bill said, “Wash up really well and dress up nice. This is going to be a special day!” 

All that I could think of was that it already had been special. When I got to the bathroom I noticed one of the slinky dresses that I had worn for dance lessons was hanging on the back of the door. I wondered what was going on. 

I dutifully took my bath and made sure to do my legs and hair. I rolled my hair to get some curl as I dressed. My underwear included a strapless bra and sheer suntan pantyhose. The dress was a light blue nylon. The skirt went to mid-thigh and the neckline barely covered my bra, leaving a good portion of my breasts exposed. The shoes which matched the dress seemed to have an extra high heel. 

The morning activities and the clothes made me feel extremely sexy. I just hoped that I could get Bill off my mind. When I entered the kitchen, Carol let out a low whis-tle, which was totally out of character for her. Bill certainly seemed to have a gleam in his eye. I was told to go sit at the dining room table. 

As I expected, the dark-haired man was there. Another new beautiful woman sat next to him. She had auburn hair and was wearing a sexy green dress. Today, I felt that I looked as good as she did. In fact, I swear that I noticed a glint of envy in her eye. Before I had been the one envying the other woman. 

As the others at the table ate pancakes and sausage, the other woman and I were treated to low fat yogurt. As we ate I noticed that the dark-haired man seemed to be in a particularly happy mood. He was talking about an old friend named Gonzales who he was going to get to see today. 

As Carol and Bill cleared the table the dark-haired man turned his attention to me. 

“Maria, I am happy to tell you that I have found an excellent position for you. If you behave yourself, the rest of your life will be blessed. Your are to be the personal maid of the wife of Rodricco Gonzales. I need you sign these employment papers.” 

I remembered the last time that I had upset him so I never hesitated. Soon all the pages bore my signature, and I had signed my life away. Once again I was given a pill and a glass of water. 

As I was led out to the car I realized that I would probably never see Bill and Carol again. In a way I would miss them. I had really enjoyed my aerobics sessions with Carol. I had not even minded the sewing and knitting lessons. I would definitely never kick Bill out of bed. Still, Bill had been the one who abducted me, and Carol had aided him. Surely my life would have been better without them, but now I could never be sure. 

As the car drove off I dozed off to memories of that morning with Bill. I wondered what my new life would be like. Who was this Rodricco Gonzales? 


Chapter 12

When I awoke the car was stopped. The driver was trying to get me to drink a cup of coffee out of a Styrofoam cup. The dark-haired man was giving me a last minute talk. 
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“If you behave your self and do a good job, Gonzales will take very good care of you. 

If you fuck up, then you return to me. I want to assure you that you don’t want to see me again.” 

I still remembered the incident in front of the hospital, and I would have to concur. 

I had no desire to see him again. Still, this Gonzales was an unknown quantity. As I got out of the car, my eyes widened in awe. I did not know what my new master did, but I had never seen such a large house. There were about twenty steps leading up to an entrance, which had four majestic columns. 

One unsettling thing was the presence of heavy set men with dark glasses everywhere. They looked like gangsters. The driver took my arm as we climbed the steps. It was quite a chore in my high heels. We were met at the door by a woman who was dressed in a pink maid’s uniform. She was an elderly woman with graying hair. She led us into an expansive sitting room with what looked like antique furniture. There were a couple of sofas and several chairs. None of them looked particularly comfortable. Along the side of the room were gorgeous wood tables and cabinets. Several cabinets held what looked to be very expensive china. 

After a few minutes a man entered the room. He was much shorter than the dark-haired man. His hair had a touch of gray at the temple and appeared to be thinning on top. He looked to be a little overweight but well dressed. He wore gray wool slacks with a silk white shirt covered with a smoking jacket. He greeted the dark-haired man warmly. 

“Enrique, long time no see!” 

“Well, I have been busy, but I have brought you something that I think you will like.” 

So I finally learned his name. It was so inconvenient to have to think of someone without some kind of title. I found it ironic that my fate had been tied to him for so long, and now that I may never see him again I had a name to match with the face. 

The two men went over and sat on a sofa in the corner. I was left standing at the doorway. I knew that it would presumptuous for a servant to do anything else. I was beginning to think that they would never finish talking. The worst part was that they were too far away to hear much. Finally, they came back over to me. 

I was shocked when he calmly reached inside my bra and spent his own sweet time fondling my breasts. He finished with a slow slide of his hands over my rear. 

“You’re right, she will make a perfect nurse maid!” 

I thought that my Spanish had left me. He could not have said nurse maid! I was contemplating what he meant when he turned to me. 

“Antonio will show you to your room. Be sure to change into your uniform before you see my wife. You are to follow her directions unless I need you for something else. 

I hope that you enjoy working here.” 

A man who I assumed was Antonio entered from the entryway. He led me toward the stairways in the front hallway as the two men headed in the opposite direction. My room was on the second floor, toward the back of the house, at the end of a long hall-Page - 27
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way. I noticed that there were two boxes on the floor. When I looked into the first box, I found some of the baby clothes that I had sewn. The other box contained the rest, along with my knitting. I wondered what that was all about. 

Since I had not brought anything with me, I checked the dresser. It was already full of underwear. I recognized some things that I worn before. They must have moved all my stuff all ready. I decided to change my bra and panties. 

After my long imprisonment it was strange be able to pick my own clothes. I wondered how much freedom that I would have here. Still in my underwear I went over to the window. There were bars on the outside. They were close enough together to prevent someone from slipping through. It was not me. I noticed that all the windows looked similar. Out of the window I could see that there were several guards patrolling the grounds. I don’t know why, but Gonzales wanted to be well protected. I doubted that I could get far without being seen if I tried to leave. 

A knock on the door broke my train of thought. I was not used to such formality after living with Bill and Carol. “Just a minute!” I went over to the closet. Just inside there was a white bath robe which I put on. “Come in.” 

A young girl came through the door. She could not have been more than eighteen years old and was dressed in a short black maid’s uniform. “Madame would like to meet you!” 

“Just give me a couple of minutes!” 

“I will be right outside the door.” 

She left the room. I quickly pulled on a pair of black pantyhose. Inside the closet I found about six black maid’s uniforms. I put one on. It was a little different than my previous ones but had the same effect. The skirt came to about mid-thigh. The neckline was U-shape instead of a V, but it still came low enough to show that I was well endowed. After slipping on a pair of black pumps, I met the girl in the hall. 

The wife’s bedroom was only two doors down, which made sense if I was to be her personal maid. The girl knocked before entering the room and I followed. On the bed was a woman who appeared to be in her late twenties. She was obviously several months pregnant. She was also obviously not happy. 

“What took you so long?” 

“Sorry, Madame!” 

“Well, I hope that it is not indicative of your usual performance!” 

“No, Madame!” 

“I wanted to explain your duties so that you could get started right away. First off, when I have the baby my husband expects me to return to my previous figure right away. Thus, I cannot breast feed. Hence you will be nursing my baby for me. You will need to take these pills. Here is your first one.” 

She had a bottle in her hand. She took out a pill and handed it to me. The girl had gone into a bathroom and returned with a glass of water. Since I all ready seemed to be on her bad side, I took the pill without question. 

Page - 28

Copyright by Friendly Applications, Inc. 

All Rights Reserved

“You will need to take two pills a day. I will see that you do. It’s not that I don’t trust you, but I can’t afford to take chances.” 

The look on her face told me that it would take me a long time to earn her trust. I wondered if she was always going to be in such a foul mood. 

“Until the baby is born, your job will be to help me get through this damn pregnancy. You will be on call from 6:30 in the morning until 10:00 at night for six days a week, with Sundays off!” I wondered what kind of labor laws Mexico had. “After I give birth, you will be the baby’s nanny! Now, go run me a hot bath. Rita will show you where everything is.” 

I followed the girl into the bathroom. Opening a closet, in a surly tone she said, 

“The towels are in here. She likes a half of cup full of bath oil, which is under the sink along with some body wash and shampoo.” Why was she in a foul mood? I did not get a chance to ask as she left in a hurry. 

I drew some bath water and added the bath oil. My mistress came in. I helped her pull off with her nightgown. I had never seen a pregnant woman naked before. Watching the bulge in the belly I could not help but wonder what it would be like to have a baby inside of me. 

“What are you staring at?” 

“I’m sorry. I just think that pregnant women look so beautiful!” 

“Liar! You better not try that crap on me! From now on you might want to keep your mouth shut.” 

I helped her over to the tub. When her foot touched the water, she yelled., “You’re trying to burn me!” 

“No, Madame! Sorry Madame!” 

After several minutes I managed to get her into the tub. I did not think that it was all that hot, but I knew better than to contradict her. I scrubbed her back and shampooed her hair. That slowly put her into a better mood. After she got out, I dried her off and helped her on with a clean pair of panties and nightgown. 

“Will you put my hair up in curlers?” 

I slowly rolled her hair. Since I had only done my own hair, I was plenty apprehensive. What if she did not like the results? When I was done, I helped her into a fancy chaise lounge-like piece of furniture in her bedroom. 

“Go to the kitchen and get me some iced tea.” 

I headed back downstairs. As I said before, the house was huge. It must have taken me ten minutes to find the kitchen. The cook was busy cooking supper when I finally found it. 

“Hi, I’m Maria, Gonzales’ new maid.” 

“I’m Theresa. As you can tell I’m the cook. What can I do for you?” 

“Gonzales wants a glass of iced tea.” As she poured out the light brown liquid, I could not help smelling the sweet aromas from the stove. Suddenly I realized that I Page - 29
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had not eaten since breakfast at Bill’s house. Since I was unconscious for the trip, I had no idea how long ago that was. I did know that I was hungry. 

“That smells good.” 

“Would you like a taste?” 

Theresa took a spoon and gave me a taste of the sauce. It was very spicy, quite different than the bland diet that I had been on. Suddenly, I was very light headed and stumbled against a counter. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes. It’s just been a while since I ate.” 

“Here!” She handed me an apple. Instinctively, I glanced around the room. I was not used to just eating what I wanted. I almost gobbled the apple down. 

When I got to Gonzales’ bedroom, I started to regret that I had taken the time to eat the apple. I wondered if she would be mad that I had taken so long. I did not need to worry. She was fast asleep as I entered the room. I placed the drink on the table next to her seat. Not knowing what else to do, I sat down in a chair over by the window. 

I had fallen asleep also, but was awakened by a knock on the door. Rita had come to announce that dinner was almost ready. Gonzales had been awakened also. She took a drink of the tea that I had brought her. Then she said, “I don’t feel like going down to supper. Go fetch me a plate of food.” 

Soon I was back in the kitchen. Theresa fixed me a small plate of food first and said, “If you are working for Gonzales, you better eat when you can.” Eagerly I ate the food before me as she fixed the plate for my mistress. 

After she had eaten, Gonzales asked me to unroll and brush out her hair. As I was working she started to hum. It was so much nicer when she was in a good frame of mind. Much to my relief she seemed happy with her hair when I was done. 

“I feel like reading for a while. You can go to your room until I need you to help me get ready for bed.” 

When I returned to my room, I noticed that there was a clock radio on the table next to the bed. It was all ready 7:30. I set the alarm for 6:00 in the morning so that I could be ready by 6:30. I lay down on the bed and was soon sound asleep. 

A loud ringing sound brought me out of my slumber. After several moments I realized that a bell was ringing in my room. It took several more minutes to realize that Gonzales must have been summoning me. 

As I entered her bedroom the look on her face told me that she was expecting me some time ago. “Sorry, Madame!” 

“You are not off to a very good start!” 

Since she was already in her nightgown, I did not need to do much. I washed her face good and applied a cleansing mask. I wondered why she could not do it herself, but I knew better than to say it. I had never had servants. 
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Finally, I was released for the night. When I got to my room it was 10:42. I wanted to go complain to Gonzales, but knew that I never would. I found a nightgown in the dresser. I changed out of my uniform and into the gown and put the white bathrobe over it. I went down the hall to the small bathroom that I shared with Theresa and Rita. I washed off my makeup and brushed my teeth. 

By the time that I got back to my room I was really tired. As I drifted off to sleep, I wondered whether my new life would be better than life with Bill and Carol. Already I could see that I would have more say in what I could do. However, working for Gonzales could definitely be trying. 


Chapter 13

For five days Gonzales stayed in her room. The only things that I got to do were draw baths and fetch meals. She would constantly complain about how poorly she felt. 

To make matters worse her husband did not visit her once. She would also complain about being neglected. 

By the fifth day I was sick of it. After her morning bath when she asked me to hand her a nightgown, I said, “Gonzales, don’t you think that you should get dressed?” 

“You impertinent little twerp. How dare you tell me what to do?” 

“Excuse me, Madame, but I was under the impression that I was hired to look after the welfare of your baby. It can’t be good for him for you to just lay around all the time. You need to get up and be active. We could take a walk in the garden!” 

“It’s a her! What makes you think that you know what’s best for my baby?” 

She gave me a hard, steely stare, but I was not about to back down. I returned her stare in kind. “I know!” 

After several minutes had past, she said, “There is a yellow maternity shift in the closet. Would you mind getting it for me?” 

She put on the shift and a pair of white sandals. I brushed her hair. After she looked in the mirror, she said, “I look like an elephant!” 

“No you don’t. You look beautiful. You need to think about what a marvelous thing that baby inside you will be.” 

She actually smiled. We did get outside for that walk in the morning. In fact, it became a morning ritual. We would often even walk on Sunday. It was a leisurely tour. I would stop to smell every variety of flower. It was not long before she was following my lead. We would often stop and sit on a bench and watch the butterflies and bees flut-ter around the flowers. 

Her mood improved immensely. I would often play gin with her in the afternoons. 

On occasion I would actually get her to invite some friends over. It was particularly advantageous for me. Their visits would be free time for me. My job was actually becoming enjoyable. Still the long hours would leave me exhausted every evening. I was always happy to get to bed. 
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One evening about 11:20 there was a knock at the door. Gonzales entered without waiting for an answer. I got up to get my robe. He said, “Don’t bother!” 

I continued to the closet. “I would feel more comfortable!” 

In a sterner tone he replied, “Don’t bother. Come sit next to me on the bed.” I went and sat next to him. 

“I wanted to tell you how much I appreciate what you have done for my wife. She has been in so much better mood.” 

“You know that she misses you. You ought to spend more time with her.” 

“Well, I am a busy man. That is all the more reason that I appreciate your efforts. 

Let me show you how much." 

He was kissing me on the lips. Soon my nightgown was down, and his mouth was at my nipples. He was a gentle and experienced lover. Most women would probably consider him a prized bed partner. All that I could think of was Gonzales. The love making went on for a good forty five minutes. I did respond and participate, but I did not enjoy it. I felt guilty the whole time. Before he left, he reminded me: “As I said when you arrived, my needs override my wife’s needs.” After he was gone all I could think about was what I had done to my mistress. I cried my self to sleep. 


Chapter 14

Nightly sessions with Gonzales became a regular part of my schedule. He was not there every night, but he would come two or three times a week. As a man of the world he greatly expanded my sexual repertoire. Still, I could not let myself feel any pleasure. 

Every day as I watched the little one grow inside Gonzales the pain inside me would grow also. I was often in a sullen mood. She asked me what was wrong, but I certainly could not tell her. It was all that I could do to keep from crying. I made up some lame excuse about family problems. 

I do not know if she knew that I was a prisoner. In fact, I was not sure anymore. 

Gonzales had never said that I could not leave. Still, I remember the warning from Enrique, the dark-haired man. Yet it felt like a regular job. On Sundays I had free time. I freely went wherever I wanted on the grounds. There were two guards who followed me everywhere, while a third watched from the verandah at the back of the house. I could never be sure what they would do if I tried to leave. I was not ready for that. 

Actually I was comfortable in my job. I was beginning to grow quite fond of Gonzales. She was treating me less and less like a servant. We would often play cards or watch television together. Although I was expected to work long hours, nothing asked of me was difficult. I was even getting paid. Gonzales opened an account for me at a local bank, where my paycheck was deposited. I was able to watch my money grow. 

Since I was not familiar with Mexican currency, I had no idea if I was making good wages. 

Every so often Gonzales would have someone drive me to town on Sundays. She would even give me some pocket money beyond my regular salary. An additional guard would go with us so I was never alone. I discovered that the Gonzales estate was near Page - 32
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the small town of Luego. That did not help me much. I still had no idea where we were, which increased my reluctance to try to leave. 

Even as the little child grew inside Gonzales, I felt my breasts growing and feeling heavy. It was a strange feeling to first feel the moisture at the nipples. Rita was sent to town to buy me some nursing bras. Gonzales seemed particularly thrilled and took great pleasure in sucking me dry and making sure that I had a healthy milk produc-tion. 

As the due date approached Gonzales grew to a size such that it was difficult to convince her to get out of bed. Getting her to take the walk to bathroom was now a major triumph. Often even I could not break her grumpy mood. Of course, this meant that I was pretty much running all over the house all day long. By bedtime I was completely exhausted. As I drifted off to sleep I prayed that the baby would come soon. 


Chapter 15

Finally the day arrived when Gonzales went into labor. She insisted that I go with her to hospital. I stayed with her the whole time and was even at her side in the delivery room. For someone who had never really even been around a pregnant woman before it was an experience to be ringside for the delivery. 

I know that some people find the birthing process gory or at least unsettling for me it was a revelation. I felt a touch of envy that I would never be able to experience it myself. I kept Gonzales calm and focused. It took about five hours after we reached the hospital before the little one finally made her way out. It was a girl weighing 6 pounds and 8 ounces. Gonzales named her Rosalita. I could tell that his wife resented not having more say in the decision. 

The new mother was kept in the hospital for a couple of days. I nursed Rosalita in a chair next to her bed every three or four hours. It was a quite different experience from when Gonzales had drained me. She was a precious little child, who would suck dili-gently for several minutes and then have to be prodded to keep her from falling asleep. 

Quickly I understood how mothers developed such a strong bond with their infants. By the time that mother and child had been released from the hospital, a crib had been set up in Gonzales’ bedroom. There was also a rocking chair where I could nurse the baby. When we had gotten the baby down for a nap and she was comfortable in bed Gonzales asked to speak to me. 

“Maria, I cannot tell you how much I appreciate all your help. I’m not sure whether I could have made it through the birth without you.” 

“You did a wonderful job. I was only too happy to help. I had never been so close to the birthing process. It was one of the greatest experiences in my life.” 

“I’m glad that you feel that way. It’s almost like Rosalita will have two mothers. 

Since the crib is in here, I think that you ought to sleep in my bed with me. That will make it easier to do the middle of night feedings.” 
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That was certainly altering the usual boss and employee relation, and I was not sure that I was comfortable with that. “Are you sure? I am your servant. What will Gonzales think of it?” 

“Well, he does not have control over everything. Besides, I am starting to think of you as more of a friend than a servant. In fact, you can call me Carmen when no one else is around.” 

“Well, Carmen, I have to agree that it would be easier.” 

So we became a threesome. It was indeed almost like Rosalita had two mothers. I certainly treated her like she was my own child, and she also received lots of attention from her mother. Unless Gonzales was around, Carmen and I pretty much acted like sisters. A fairly common scenario was that, after feeding the baby, she would feel asleep cuddled at my breast. I would place her in the crib. As soon as I crawled into bed, Carmen would cuddle up next to me with her head at my shoulder. I do not think that any one could be happier. 


Chapter 16

As any one with children would know, the next year flew bye rapidly. It was, of course, very exciting. Almost every day, Rosalita would do something new. Her first step, her first word, her first birthday... Carmen and I were always at her side. Of course, she moved on to solid food and eventually I gave up nursing. Nobody was in any hurry for me to return to my own bed. 

Within a week of my discontinued breast feeding Gonzales came looking for me. 

When he found my bed empty, he started searching the house. He was enraged when he found me in bed with his wife. 

“What the hell is going on?” 

“Now calm down, Rodricco! She is only here in case the baby needs something in the middle of the night.” 

“She is done nursing! She should be in her own room!” 

He escorted me back to my room. As soon as we were there he had sex with me. 

Notice that I did not use the term make love. He was extremely rough, and the sex was painful. It is amazing that men can make sex so unpleasant when they want it to be. 

As he left the room he warned, “I better find you here next that I want you.” 

So it started again. Since I had become so close to Carmen, it tore me up inside to lie in bed with him. I often wondered if she suspected that we were having sex. Our relationship became strained. She realized that I had to follow his orders to sleep in my own room. We would still sleep together occasionally when he was away on business. 

Things were just not the same. 

When Carmen would take Rosalita to the other women’s homes I was totally lost. It was like putting salt in a fresh wound. It was a reminder that I was only the nanny and Rosalita was not really my child. Although we were still close, a certain separation had occurred. 
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Finally one night, Gonzales was away on business. I was already in my nightgown and we had just put Rosalita in her crib. She was fast asleep. Carmen popped the question: “Have you slept with my husband?” 

I immediately burst into tears. The sobbing was uncontrollable. 

“Now! Now! I don’t blame you! Just tell me the truth.” 

After several minutes I was able to slow the tears so that I could talk. “He would come to my room often and have sex with me. He told me that it was expected of me. I didn’t know what else to do!” 

“I suspected as much, but only now did I get up the courage to ask.” 

“I’m so sorry! Can you ever forgive me?” 

“I don’t blame you. Someday he will pay the price. As for forgiveness, let me show you.” 

To my surprise she slowly raised my nightgown over my head. “Oh, your lovely ones that were so good to my baby.” Her tongue was at my left breast, and we both kind of fell to the bed. After she had paid tribute to both of my tits and I did not believe that I could feel any better, she lowered my panties. Soon her tongue was at work between my legs. Repeatedly she brought me to the peak of ecstasy. As she was finally rising from my tingling pussy, she said, “That is as close as I have been to my husband’s cock in almost two years.” 

As she came up to her knees, I raised up and kissed her hard on the lips in appreciation. She showed me how to make love to a woman as only a woman would know. I was pulling her nightgown off to show that I was a good student and had learned the lessons well. Soon she had her taste of nirvana and we were both spent. However, Carmen felt the need to unburden herself. 

“You know, when I first got pregnant Rodricco was so happy. Then we had an ultra-sound at about three months and discovered that it was a girl. He wanted a boy so badly. After that he practically ignored me. We have had minimal contact.” 

“You know that it is the husband’s sperm that determines the sex.” 

“Don’t try telling him that. Anyway, I so wanted to breast feed my baby, but he was so belligerent. I had to regain my figure so he could show me off again. He is so upset that I haven’t lost all the weight that I gained. 

“I don’t know whether you have figured it out, but my husband deals in drugs. I am so embarrassed by it. It was an arranged marriage. He was so powerful that he forced my father to give me away. He is the type of person that there is always the implied threat that if I do something that he doesn’t like that my family will suffer. 

“He and his business associates like to throw these lavish parties. They show off their wives and girl friends as if they are trophies. Sometimes I think that is the only reason that he married me. Sometimes I just hate my life.” 

She was slowly sobbing now. I put my arm around her and patted her on the back. 

At the moment I felt so sorry for her, but to be honest I was in no better position then her. I realized that we were best friends again. 
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Chapter 18

It was several days later. The

morning after Gonzales had re-

turned from his trip. I was in the

bathroom changing Rosalita’s

diapers. Carmen was still in the

bed. Rodricco entered the room

and immediately started berating

his wife. 

“You lazy bitch! Why haven’t

you lost that weight yet? If you

got up and exercised, you should

be able to get rid of it in no

time.” 

Carmen was crying now. She

yelled, “Why don’t you just go to

hell?” 

As I entered the room, I re-

turned the toddler to her crib. I

could not believe my eyes when

Gonzales came over and groped

my rear end. I was so shocked

that I did not see his wife get up

and take something from her

purse. 

As he backed away from me, 

Rodricco had this big grin on his

face. Then there was a loud bang

and then a second one. He collapsed to the floor as she slipped the revolver back into her purse. 

My mouth was still gaping wide open when two guards burst into the room. Carmen screamed, “It must have come through the window.” She watched me closely to see what I would do. I was not about to betray my friend, so I remained silent. The guards rushed off and soon there were people running everywhere. 

Carmen whispered in my ear. “They will figure it out eventually, so I am leaving. 

Are you coming?” 

“Of course!” 

“Good! You’d better get out of that uniform.” 

As I removed the black uniform that I had worn for so long, she went over to her closet. She returned with a knee length blue shift. As I put it on, she went over to her husbands prone body and removed his wallet and gold watch. Then she checked the Page - 36
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toddler’s travel bag that was fortunately always kept packed. I grabbed Rosalita and we were off. 

We went down the front stairs trying to not act suspicious. Things were pretty much in a state of confusion, so no one paid any attention to us. Rita was on the phone to the police. The guards were checking all the doors and windows. We made it to the study where Carmen went over to a wall and removed a picture. There was a safe hidden behind it. She quickly opened it and took out what looked to be several bank books. Then she closed the safe and grabbed the keys to her husband’s favorite red sports car. 

The kitchen was empty so we made it to the garage without notice. Carmen threw the travel bag into the back seat and climbed into the driver’s seat. I was in the pas-senger seat hanging onto Rosalita. She backed the car out the garage and then peeled away. I saw one of the guards waving his arms and shouting something that we could not hear. The house quickly receded in the rearview mirror. 

“This is a good car to drive a long distance in a short amount of time. However, it is much too noticeable. We’re going to have to ditch it pretty quickly.” 

I did not care. We were away. All the good things in my life were with me and all the bad things were left behind. I had never thought much about getting away, but this was certainly an unexpected escape. For this moment I wanted to enjoy the feeling. I did not care to think about the troubles still lying ahead. 


Chapter 19

We had driven for a couple of hours when Carmen finally pulled the car off the road into a park. There were lots of trees and she drove until she found a gravel side road, where we could park and the car was pretty much hidden from view along the road. 

“Well, when I woke up this morning I never dreamed that my life was about to fall apart. The arrogant bastard just pushed me too far!” 

She started to cry and was soon convulsing with tears. I laid Rosalita on the seat and put my arms around her. The crying spell went on for several minutes, and then it was over as suddenly as it started. 

“I have to pull myself together. One nice thing about having a crook for a husband is that we have several foreign bank accounts. I’m glad that I hounded him to allow me to cosign. We should have plenty of money if we don’t end up in jail. 

I figure that our first goal should be to get out of Mexico. They will have a harder time tracking us if we are out of the country. I have been to the United States. I think that we should head there. Have you ever been there?” 

That was actually a tough question for me. Should I tell her that I was an American? At this point I might have had trouble convincing anyone of that. I decided that it was not the right time for a long discussion so I gave the simplest answer. “Yes!” 

“Good! We are about two miles from Puebla. We can catch a bus there. I think that we ought to head south to Oaxaca. We can catch a bus north to Juarez from there. We are going to have to sneak across the border, since the police will be looking for us.” 
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As we walked into town, I regretted not changing shoes. My uniforms were provided for me, and Gonzales preferred that I wear four inch heels. Needless to say, I was very thankful when we entered the bus station. I sat with Rosalita while Carmen bought the tickets. The bus would not leave for one hour and forty-five minutes, so we went and found a sidewalk café where we ate lunch. Several times policemen strolled bye and I cringed every time. However, they never stopped. We managed to finish eating and get onto the bus without being noticed. 

On the long ride to Oaxaca we slept as best we could. Rosalita got very fussy, which made the trip unpleasant. Upon arrival at the bus station we got tickets for a bus to Juarez, or I should say several busses. We would have to change several times. 

There was a small hotel about four blocks from the station, where we got a room. 

After eating a light supper everyone was able to get a good night’s sleep. As we were checking out, I noticed a morning newspaper on the counter. On the front page was a picture of Carmen. I opened up the front page. There had never been any photographs taken of me, but there at a bottom of the page was a very creditable sketch of me. I thought that I looked pretty good. 

We bought a paper and read the accompanying article. The police definitely suspected us of murdering Gonzales, although they were still collecting evidence. Carmen still had the gun in her purse. She thought that we needed it for protection, and I could not convince her to dispose of it. On the way to the bus station we both bought a pair of sunglasses and a hat. Everyone was now extremely tense whenever we were in a crowd. I think that even Rosalita sensed that something was wrong. We managed to get on to our bus without incident. As we were sitting waiting to leave, two policemen walked up to the entrance of the bus station. It was a relief when the bus finally pulled away. 

It was an incredibly long series of bus rides. Every time that we had to change busses was tense. We relaxed a little bit as we got further away from the crime scene. At long last the bus pulled into Juarez. We were now within miles of the United States. 

First order of business was finding a place to stay. We found a seedy looking motel that seemed to cater to Americans looking for some fun with pretty Mexican women. 

We figured that at least the patrons would not be interested in us with Rosalita along. 

We ate a quick supper and soon were fast asleep in the lumpy bed. 

The first order of business the next day was buying new clothes. We needed something comfortable for a trip across the border and the American desert. We found a small shop selling causal clothes at cheap prices. It was strange trying on jeans. I had not worn pants since I had been abducted. These were not like jeans that I had worn before. I found a pair that had no rear pockets and seemed to accentuate my plump rear. Carmen said that I looked nice, so I was happy. 

I also found a white cotton, peasant blouse that went well with my jeans. Carmen found a similar outfit. We also bought light jackets. A couple of blocks away we found a shoe store. I was extremely happy to get my heels off and my feet into a pair of tennis shoes. The nice pink trim that I preferred once again reminded me that I was no longer male. 
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We stopped at a small café. Our next step was probably the most dangerous. We needed to find someone to help us get across the border. 

“I know a Felipe Lopez in Juarez who had some deals with my husband. I only met him twice. Rodricco never liked him and I think that the feeling was mutual, so he might be willing to help us.” 

“Do you trust him?” 

“Of course not, but we can’t get across the border without help. Anyway, I think that you should go back to the motel while I go see him.” 

“I don’t like you going alone!” 

“I don’t either, but I certainly don’t want Rosalita along. You need to stay with her. I will be all right.” 

So I returned to the motel with Rosalita. I read her a story that put her to sleep. As the hours slowly crept bye I was becoming more and more apprehensive. Finally Carmen returned. 

“Felipe said that he would help us. We were very fortunate. He wants ten thousand dollars, but he agreed to accept payment later. He knows that my husband was very rich. I hope that you don’t mind, but I had to agree to leave you and Rosalita with an associate of his in San Antonio while I get the money.” 

“You did what you had to do. I will take good care of Rosalita!” 

“Good! We go tomorrow night.” 

I went to bed with an air of anticipation that night. It made it hard to sleep. I was looking forward to being in the United States. However, there were so many things that could go wrong. As I repeated to myself over and over again, “You must have positive thoughts!” I finally dozed off. 


Chapter 20

The next evening we entered probably the seediest looking bar that I had ever been in. Why did these deals have to be conducted in places like this? There was a long line of men at the bar. Several had women hanging all over them. There were also several tables scattered throughout the room. Most had couples sitting at them. Most of the women in the place looked like prostitutes. 

We found an empty table in the corner. We ordered a couple of beers. I was concerned that Rosalita was the only child in the place, but we had no choice. There was extremely loud music playing on a jukebox. 

“I promised Felipe that he could meet Rosalita. If he comes while we are gone, Juan is the name of the man taking us across the border.” 

I watched as she carried her child across the room and knocked on a door. After a few seconds she opened the door and went into the office. Maybe ten minutes had past when a man approached the table. 

“Are you Juan?” 
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“If that is who you are waiting for.” 

“No really, are you Juan?” 

“No, but while your waiting, why don’t you let me warm you up?” 

He had pulled a chair up right next to mine. He was breathing close to my neck. “I don’t think so!” 

“Oh, I think that you will!” 

I saw the glint of steel knife blade at my ribs. “Please don’t!” 

“Just follow my directions and it will be all pleasure. Now, let’s moved slowly toward the rest rooms.” 

We walked toward a hallway where the rest rooms were located. I could feel the knife blade through my blouse. We proceeded past the rest rooms to the end of the hall where there was a door. I could see that the door had already been forced open. It was some kind of storage room. 

Once inside, he turned me to face him. With the knife blade he lower the sleeves of my blouse. First one arm and then the other, so my breasts were completely exposed. 

Then he swiped the tip of the knife between to cut my bra, releasing the two mounds of flesh. I could feel a trickle of blood move down my chest. By this time I had backed against the wall. He roughly handled my tits and then lean down to bite one. I tried to push him away, but he quickly flicked the knife across my wrist to open another wound. I was petrified. 

Next he unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down to my knees. He lowered my panties enough to reach his hand in and manipulate me with his finger. I could tell that he was getting excited. 

He backed away a little to undo his own trousers. Just about this time the door opened. He was caught by surprise as another man hit him in the face with a stick. He crumpled to the ground. Tears were now flowing down my cheeks. The other man came and put his arm around me and led me out into the hallway. 

“Maria, I am Felipe. Carmen is waiting in the hall.” 

As soon as I was out of the storeroom, Carmen took me by the hand. We went into the ladies bathroom and she cleaned up the wounds. My bra was now useless, so my breasts now moved freely in my blouse. Unfortunately, we did not have time to change. 

I pulled up my panties and jeans and we were ready to go. 

Felipe was waiting outside with Rosalita. Without a touch of remorse, he said, “I will now have to charge you double!” 

Carmen responded, “Anything, just get us out of here.” 

He led us to a backdoor. A van was waiting. “This is Juan! He will get you across the border, where you will be met by Jorge, who will take you the rest of the way.” 

We climbed into the van, and Juan headed us out of town toward the west. I was still sobbing softly. The bar experience had really shook me up. I never felt so vulner-able and dependent on others. I also knew that our journey was far from over. 
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We followed as he led off to the north. We were lucky to have him because I could not make out a trail. We ran into a barbed wire fence about five feet high. After we had managed to climb over it, Juan said, “That was the border.” 

The walk was somewhat strenuous, as we had to climb over and around rocks and cactuses. Carmen and I were beginning to tire. I carried Rosalita the whole way. “Can’t we rest for a little?” 

“No! We have to keep moving. The sooner that you get away from the border the more likely that you won’t be stopped by the border patrol.” 

We pushed on. Finally, we saw a flash of light. “That is the signal from Jorge. Follow the light right to him.” 

Within five minutes we had found Jorge standing next to a Blazer. Juan hugged him and they talked for a few minutes. Then Juan turned to us. “Good luck to you!” 

He turned and was soon gone into the darkness. 

Now Jorge was urging us. “Get into the Blazer. We need to keep moving.” 

The ride out to the main road was rough. Several times I was sure that we would tip over, but Jorge was a very skillful driver. We managed to reach solid pavement. I thought that we were home free, but a short time later the Blazer started handling funny, like something was wrong. After pulling off onto the shoulder we discovered a flat tire. It was almost completely down. We could go no further without changing it. 

Jorge was not happy. “Damn. What a time for this to happen! The three of you better wait over there behind those rocks. You will be out of sight if the border patrol comes along.” 

He was doing a good job with the tire. In no time he had the flat tire off. Before he could start putting on the spare, another vehicle pulled up. It looked much like the Blazer except for the lights on top. It was a government car of some kind. Quite likely the border patrol. There were two men. The driver stayed in the car while the other man got out to talk to Jorge. 

“What seems to be the trouble?” 

“Flat tire!” 

“Can I see some kind of identification?” 

Jorge went to the Blazer and handed the man his driver’s license. The man went and handed it to his partner. Jorge went back to work on the tire. A short while later the man returned. 

“You wouldn’t be transporting illegals would you?” 

“No! Of course not!” 

“Well, you are on our pickup list. I am afraid that you will have to come with us.” 

He turned Jorge around and handcuffed him. He escorted our guide to patrol car and helped him into the back seat.” 
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He made a quick search of the area surrounding Jorge’s Blazer. Fortunately his heart did not seem to be in. We remained undetected. He returned to the petrol car and they drove off. 

Carmen was starting to panic. “What are we going to do now? We have no idea where we are. If we stay here, we will surely be found. If we walk along the road, we will probably be found.” 

“Calm down! Let’s think about it a little. Let’s check the car first.” 

We checked and verified that the keys were gone. There was a bag in the back that had several candy bars and maybe half a pint of orange juice. That would be our rations for who knew how long. We put on our jackets. 

I tried to reason out our options. “If we walked along the road, we could just hide whenever a car came...” 

“What if the traffic picks up? Besides we have no idea where it leads. We might walk right into a border station.” 

“But if we head off across country, we still don’t know where we are going. Who knows where we will end up!” 

“Well, staying here gets us nowhere. I feel safer staying away from the road. Maybe when it is light, we can find high ground where we can see something to head for.” 

“Okay.” 

So we headed off toward what we thought was north. Rosalita was now getting cranky. We had to stop often to keep her quiet. We changed her twice and were quickly running out of diapers. Finally the glint of dawn began to appear in the east. It reassured us that we were heading north. 

Soon it was light enough to make out a hill not too far ahead. We headed toward the top. When we reached the pinnacle, we stopped to eat one of the candy bars. Carmen and I each had a sip of juice, but we let Rosalita finish it. We would need to find water soon. 

Although we could see quite a distance, there was nothing visible that seemed worth heading toward. There was a higher hill off in the distance to the northeast. We decided to head for it. 

It did not take long for the sun to heat things up. We were soon in danger of over-heating. I convinced Carmen to stop in the shade and let the hottest part of the day pass. She decided to take her shoes off and rub her feet. Rosalita started to cry. Carmen picked her up and walked her around in her bare feet. 

Suddenly there was a rattling sound. I screamed, “Look out!” 

However, it was too late. The rattler had struck. Carmen almost dropped the child. 

She managed to plop herself down on a rock. Looking at her foot I could see that the wound was deep. I tried to remember remedies for snake bites, but I had never been much of a boy scout. She needed medical treatment. 

“We need to get you to a doctor!” 

“We haven’t been able to find anything else. How are we going to find a doctor?” 
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“I don’t know!” 

We waited until it had cool off some more before trying to continue our journey. It did not take long to realize that Carmen was not going to be able to walk much further. We found a good place sheltered by a rock outcropping. I tried to make her comfortable. 

“Maria, you are going to have to go for help!” 

“I can’t leave you!” 

“We have no chance if we just wait here!” 

“Okay, let’s wait the night. And if you are not better in the morning, I will try to go for help.” 

We huddled down together with Rosalita between us. Try as we might, our sleep was very fitful. As I slept in spurts, my dreams could only see tragic endings. I did not see a way out of our predicament. 


Chapter 22

By morning Carmen had developed a fever. She was in no condition to be trekking across the desert. “Maria, you have to go for help and you have to take Rosalita with you.” 

“We can’t leave you alone!” 

“If you don’t we will all die! This is our best hope. Besides, if you leave Rosalita here and I die, she will be helpless!” 

“Don’t talk like that!” 

“We have to be realistic. Please don’t argue anymore.” 

“Okay.” I went over and hugged her. I did not want to let go. Finally, I got up and took Rosalita’s hand. She did not want to go either. She screamed, “Mommy, Mommy!” 

I picked her up. “Mommy is sick! We need to go find help.” We headed off toward the next hill. 

We reached the top of the next hill. Once again nothing was in sight. So we headed toward the next hill. That was how the day went. Up and down we went without seem-ing to get anywhere. I knew that we should stop and avoid the worst heat in the middle of the day, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop with Carmen depending on us. 

As we became dehydrated, I remembered reading that cactuses stored water. It was painful, but I manage to break off some ends. Rosalita and I sucked on them for moisture. As the day went on I became weaker and weaker. Finally, I could go no further. 

We managed to find a huge rock to sit behind to shade us from the sun. 

I started to doze off. I held Rosalita tight. I figured that I had tried my best. If we could not get help for Carmen, at least all three of us would meet our end in this cursed desert. Finally, both of us were asleep. There was nothing more that I could do. 
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Chapter 23

Water trickled down my chin as I regained consciousness. There was a man trying to get me to drink. I slowly swallowed several gulps. Then I thought of the child in my care. “Rosalita!” 

“Your daughter is going to be okay. My son is giving her water. See?” 

He pointed to a rock maybe ten feet away. A young teenage boy was giving Rosalita a drink. Then my thoughts turned to Carmen, but I was not sure what I should say. 

The man had a dark, ruddy complexion and looked to be at least of Mexican ancestry. 

I wondered how he would react to illegal aliens. On second thought, how could he not know what we were? Still, I decided to proceed cautiously. 

“We left my sister quite a ways back. She had a snake bite and could not walk anymore.” 

“Do you think that you could find where you left her?” 

“I don’t know. I doubt it. I am not really used to the desert.” 

“I’m afraid that the chances of her being found are not good. It was a miracle that we found you.” 

“Couldn’t we tell someone so they would look for her?” 

“Well, we could call the sheriff, but I don’t how much effort that they would put into looking for an illegal alien.” 

“Are you going to turn us in?” 

“That is your decision! I have nothing against illegals, but if we call the sheriff, I would also certainly have to tell him about you. And you would have to talk to him.” 

“I feel badly giving up on my sister.” 

“How far did you walk after you left her?” 

“Well, we walked almost all day. I am not sure how much help that I can give anyone in finding her! If you were me, what would you do?” 

“To be honest, I don’t think that the sheriff would be of much help. I tell you what, my truck is about a quarter of a mile away. I will drive you around the rest of the day and see if you recognize anything, but that is all the time that I can afford to give up.” 

“I would appreciate that!” 

He helped me to my feet. “By the way, my name is Pedro. My son is named Chico.” 

“I’m Maria, and that is Rosalita.” 

The water refreshed me. I was able to walk without assistance. Chico carried Rosalita the entire way. When we reached the truck, Pedro pulled a couple of sandwiches out of a cooler in the back. He handed them to me. 

“Fortunately, we brought lunch.” 

“Do you have enough for all of us?” 

“You need it a lot more than we do. How long has it been since you ate?” 
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“At this point I’m not sure. It’s been several days at least.” 

“Then you eat, or we’ll have more than your sister to worry about!” 

“I can’t thank you enough.” 

His son hopped into the rear of the truck as he helped Rosalita and me into the cab. As we started to move, I got her to eat part of a sandwich. When she would not eat anymore, I finished the sandwiches. 

As we drove along I searched for something familiar. However, it all looked the same. Miles and miles of rocks, sand and cactus stretched in all directions. As I began to realize that I was not going to able to find where we left Carmen and that only pure luck would save her, I started to cry. 

Pedro stopped the truck and put his arm around me. I laid my head on his shoulders and sobbed louder. I felt so completely helpless. 

“Try not to blame yourself. Nighttime border crossings are always dangerous. I’m sure that you did everything that you could. What happened anyway?” 

“Well, everything was going fine. We met our contact on this side and he was driving us to San Antonio. Then we had a flat tire. While he was changing it, we hid in the bushes. That was good because the border patrol stopped and picked him up. 

“We were left alone and did not know what to do. We decided to take off across country which turned out to be a bad choice. We were not sure where we were going. 

We were smart enough to rest during the hottest part of the day, but then Carmen got bit by a rattler. She tried to continue, but finally got so sick that she could not go on. 

After that I would not stop so we finally just wore out in the sun.” 

“We all have to make the best choices that we can under the circumstances. It seems to me that you did not have a great choice. I am not sure that I could have done better!” 

“I appreciate you saying that, but I know that I will never forgive myself.” 

“You need to try. Think of your daughter. She needs for you to be strong. She needs for you to care for her!” 

“Of course you are right, but it will tough!” 

“I have found that life often is. Now I will continue to drive around if you want, but I don‘t think that we are getting anywhere. You said yourself that you were well off the road. I think that the best thing would be to take you home and get a hot meal into you and your daughter.” 

“Okay.” 

Once I conceded that I could do no more, I quickly fell asleep. I remember nothing of the ride to Pedro’s ranch. When I awoke we in front of a small ranch house. There was a big barn not far away. Pedro helped us out of the car and got me settled on a couch in the front room. He then went off to fix some food. 

As I lay there with Rosalita sleeping on top, I thought about the changes in my life. 

I had trouble remembering the details of my life before my abduction. I was not even sure how long that I had been with Bill and Carol, but it was now natural to think of Page - 45
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myself as woman. Then working for Rodricco I was probably like a lot of domestics working for drug kingpins. 

Nursing and caring for Rosalita had been the most enjoyable and significant experiences of my life. Now I was pretending to be her real mother. I felt to do otherwise would risk losing her. I certainly felt like her mother and felt obligated to Carmen to raise her as best that I could. Whatever happened, I was entering yet another radically different phase of my life. 


Chapter 24

For several weeks we stayed at Pedro’s ranch. I discovered that his wife had died five years ago, so that he was raising Chico on his own. I offered to cook and clean house, and he was only too willing to accept the offer. 

My clothes were in pretty bad shape. I still remember that Chico could not take his eyes off my unrestrained breasts barely concealed in my peasant blouse. Pedro lent me a shirt and some jeans which I could wear with a belt. It was the first time in a long time that I had worn male clothing. It felt strange, and I actually missed the nice things that I had worn working for Gonzales. They had no suitable clothes for Rosalita. 

Pedro allowed me to make a dress out of a sheet. I was thankful for Carol’s sewing lessons. 

Pedro owned his ranch, but it was not very good land. He had to spread his cattle out over a large area. His workdays were long and hard. I felt fortunate to see him for a couple of hours a day. 

I did not mind helping with the chores around the house. I even feed the chickens and horses. I felt that I owed him a great deal. Also, he was a kind and gentle man. Although he was worried about what Chico would think, I even discretely slept with him a couple of nights. 

However, I was getting restless. There was not much for Rosalita to do on the ranch, and I knew that she would not get very good schooling. Chico told me that he rode four hours on a bus every day. Even when I had decided that we needed to move on, I could not bring myself to talk to Pedro about it. Fortunately, he brought up the subject himself. 

“Maria, I can tell that you have recovered from your ordeal. Rosalita also seems to be doing well. I think that it is time to talk about your future. I want to start by saying that it would be very easy for me to fall in love with you if I haven’t already. Both your husband and my wife are dead, so we need someone. I would be only too happy to let you stay here as long as you want.” 

“That is a very sweet offer, Pedro, but I don’t think that I am cut out for life on a ranch.” 

“I know that I lead a hard life, and I guess that I never expected you to stay. It will not hurt my feelings if you leave.” 

I went over and kissed him hard on lips. “I will never forget you, but I have hopes and dreams for Rosalita and myself that are beyond this ranch.” 
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“Well, my brother lives in Austin. I can take you to his house next Sunday. I think that he should able to find you somewhere to live and help you get some documenta-tion which will allow you to find a job.” 

“Thank you for everything!” 

That night I cooked him the fanciest meal that I knew how to fix with the food available. There were still five days to go, but now I had a way to move on to the next phase of my life. I was in the best mood that I had been in since we had left Carmen. 


Chapter 25

On the long drive to Austin, Pedro was very quiet. It was just as well. I had never been good at good-byes. Since I did not know what to say, maybe it was best to be silent. 

In Austin we drove through a neighborhood of old dilapidated houses. We finally stopped in front of a yellow house that was freshly painted. Two boys and a girl ran out of the house to greet Chico. Before Pedro could say anything the kids ran off down the street to play. 

As we approached the house a man and woman came out. You could see the re-semblance to Pedro in the man’s face, but he looked younger. His features were not as weathered. The woman had a pretty face with dark black hair. She looked to be much younger than the men. Pedro did the introductions. 

“This is my brother Hector and his wife Anna. This is Maria and Rosalita!” 

Anna came over and hugged me, which I found to be very gracious. Hector shook my hand. We went into the house. There was a small cozy living room with a couch and several large stuffed chairs. 

“Who would like some lemonade?” 

“That sounds great!” 

“Me too!” 

“Make that three!” 

“What about the baby?” 

“I’m sure that she would like that. Can I help?” 

“That would be nice.” 

“Pedro, can you watch Rosalita?” I asked. 

“Sure!” he said. 

Anna and I went into the kitchen. The lemonade was already made, so I poured it into glasses. Anna got a bowl of tortilla chips and some salsa. We talked as we worked. 

“How long have you been in the country?” 

“I guess that it has been five weeks now.” 

“I should warn you that here in Austin you need to be careful about what you say to people. The INS is a threat.” 
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“I really appreciate you and your husband helping us.” 

“I sympathize with you being a single mother. I cannot imagine being without Hector.” 

We carried the food and drinks out into the living room. I sat down on the couch next to Pedro. Rosalita was in the corner playing with a doll. After everyone had taken some chips, Hector got down to business. 

“Do you have any money at all, Maria?” 

“I have maybe fifty dollars left.” 

“That is not much. I know a man that can get you a green card, but it will cost at least 700 dollars.” 

“I will pay for her green card,” Pedro said. 

“Are you sure, Pedro?” I asked. 

“You has been cooking and cleaning for me for five weeks. It is the least that I can do!” 

I felt myself tearing up. Pedro had been so nice to me. I felt guilty about leaving him. Still, I knew that I would be happier in Austin. 

“Okay, it should take a couple of days to get the card. What kind of skills do you have?” Hector asked me. 

“I have always worked as domestic, cooking, cleaning and taking care of kids.” 

“Good! That is the kind of work that should be easy to find. We will get started tomorrow morning. If we are lucky, we should have you set up by the end of the week. 

You can stay with us until your first paycheck. Then we should be able to find you an apartment.” 

The rest of the day was very pleasant. The kids came back and I got to meet Juan, Luis and Diana. Rosalita was a big hit with Diane, who proceeded to carry her throughout the house. Anna made the most divine chicken dish for dinner. 

After dinner it was time for Pedro and Chico to leave. I walked them to the truck. “I know that I have said this before, but I can never repay what you did for me. I will never forget you.” I kissed him on the cheek. 

I could see his eyes begin to tear. Latin men are not suppose to cry, so he softly said, “I love you.” Then he quickly got into the truck. I watched them drive off until the truck was no longer visible. 


Chapter 26

The next day Hector went off to work with the promise that he would check about a green card before he came home. Anna called her sister Lisa to borrow a crib and play-pen for Rosalita. When they got the baby settled down for a nap, I helped Anna cleaned house. Later that afternoon, I volunteered to fix supper. I made a spicy Mexican stew while Anna watched Rosalita. 
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When Hector got home, he assured me that I would have a green card by the end of the week. I hugged him for a very long time. Now I could began looking for work. First, I needed to come up with some plausible biography. In my previous life as Kerry, my family had lived in Santa Fe, so I made up a Chicano family history for that city. 

Now I was ready to look through the papers for job opportunities. The next several days showed that Hector was right. There were several listings for domestic help. I was reluctant to interview until the green card was in my hand. I was drawn particularly to the ads for nannies. I wanted the end of the week to get here. 

Friday at lunch, Hector came home so that he could give me my green card. I immediately made some phone calls and set up two interviews for Monday and one for Tuesday. I was in the mood to celebrate. Anna was making a special dinner for Friday night. Hector’s nephew Tomas was invited. Several times Anna reminded me that he was single. 

As luck would have it, I was near the door when the doorbell rang. I opened the door to reveal a very handsome man. He was almost six feet tall but very lean. His dark eyes sparkle when he saw me. His very sharp features mesmerized me. It was several minutes before I found my voice. “You must be Tomas!” 

“And you must be Maria. Hector has been after me all week to come meet you, and I must say I’m glad.” 

He took my hand and kissed it as I felt my face go crimson. “I’m please to meet you too!” 

I was even more taken with him when he played with Rosalita as they waited for supper. Throughout the meal we could not keep our eyes off each other. After dinner I helped Anna clear the dishes, but was then sent out of the kitchen. Diana was taking care of Rosalita and Hector was playing a game with Juan and Luis. I invited Tomas to sit on the front porch swing. 

“You are very beautiful, Maria.” 

“Thank you. I think that you are very handsome.” 

“Hector tells me that you only recently moved to Austin.” 

“Yes, but I hope to be able to settle down here. With a baby it is hard to move around much.” 

“Rosalita is very active child.” 

“You seem to be very good with children.” 

“Well, I have two younger brothers and a younger sister.” 

“What do you do?” 

“I am studying Agriculture at the University of Texas. I work part time for a land-scaping company. I hope to have my own company someday. I am taking some business course also.” 

“That sounds very ambitious.” 

“Could I kiss you?” 
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I was a little taken aback. I had never been asked before. Previously, the men in my life had taken whatever they wanted. I could fall for this guy hard. “Certainly!” 

His kiss was different also. It was very gentle and not so insistent. We sat and kissed for a good half an hour, and he never tried to go any further. That was fine with me. Although I felt myself drawn to him, I was quite willing to take things slow. 


Chapter 27

Monday morning brought my first interview. A young couple who both worked was looking for someone to stay with their two young kids. Things did not go well. Everything was pleasant enough until they asked for references. The interview ended shortly thereafter, because I was in no position to provide references. 

After the second interview was pretty much a repeat of the first, I was completely discouraged. How was I to overcome this flaw of my past? There did not seem to be any way. 

The Tuesday interview was with a family that lived on a small ranch about fifteen miles outside of town. Anna borrowed her sister’s car to drive me out to the interview. 

The house was at the end of a long driveway. There was a small fenced in yard in front of the house. There were three kids playing in a sandbox in the yard. A woman who looked to be in her upper twenties was sitting in a lawn chair reading a paper. 

As I got out of the car, the woman got up and approached her. “You must be Maria. 

I’m Linda Davis.” 

“Hi! Are these your children?” 

“Yes, this is Sara, who is 5, Billy, who is 3, and Brittany, who is 18 months.” 

“What is that you are making, Billy?” 

“It is castle!” 

“Do you like castles?” 

“Yes! I want to be a knight when I grow up!” 

“You will make a handsome knight” 

Mrs. Davis led me over to where she had been sitting. Anna waved as she drove off to do some errands while the interview took place. After sitting in the chair where she had been before, she motioned me to an empty lawn chair next to it. 

“I hope that you don’t mind talking out here. I like to let the kids play outside as much as possible!” 

“That’s fine. I enjoy the outdoors also.” 

“Do you have any children Maria?” 

“I have one daughter, Rosalita. She is almost two years old.” 

“What kind of experience do you have taking care of other people’s kids?” 

“Every since I was a teenager, I have baby-sat for the neighbor’s kids. I’m afraid that I don’t have what you will call formal references!” 
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“That’s okay. I know all the books say that references are very important, but I have always relied on my instincts. From the first time that you stepped out of the car, I had a good feeling about you. I was impressed that your first response was to talk with the children. My husband is a very successful architect so I don’t need to work. However, for seven years I have had my own interior design business. I work about four days a week, but very irregular hours. What we would really like is a live-in nanny who would help with the cooking and housework. It would be a 40 hour week, but you need to be willing to work irregular hours." 

“I think that I would be interested, Mrs. Davis, but what about Rosalita?” 

“Please call me Linda! I’m sorry that I forgot to mention it before. This used to be a working ranch. You can live in the bunkhouse, which should have plenty of room for Rosalita. As long as you can handle four kids, it is fine with us if she spends time with our kids so you shouldn’t need daycare.” 

“That sounds very good!” 

“Forgive me but I feel the need to ask a couple of personal questions. Do you have a green card?” 

“Of course!” I rummaged through my purse to produce the card. 

“Thank you so much for showing me that. What about Rosalita’s father? Is he living with you?” 

“My husband was killed in a hunting accident when Rosalita was only six months old. That is one of the reasons this job is so important to me. How much would this job pay?” 

“I so sorry about your husband! Since we would of course be providing room and board, we can only offer $1000 a month.” 

“I think that I would really be interested.” 

“Good! I can’t do anything without consulting my husband, but if you would be willing to come out this evening about 7:00 to meet him, I think that he will like you as much as I do.” 

“I would be happy to come out tonight. Thank you so very much, Mrs. Davis.” 

“Linda!” 

All the way back into town I could not stop talking. Anna did everything that she could to try to calm me down. “You know that $1000 a month really doesn’t go very far!” 

“I know, but Mrs. Davis is willing to give me a chance. It is a beautiful ranch, which will be an excellent place to raise Rosalita. I will not have to worry about daycare. It just feels right!” l

That night I put on a dressy blue cotton dress and spent some extra time on my makeup. I wanted to make just the right impression. Tomas volunteered to drive me out to my interview. When they knocked on the door, Mrs. Davis answered. 

“Welcome Maria! Is this your boyfriend?” 
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I could feel my face going red. “No, he is just a friend who offered me a ride. Tomas, this is Mrs. Linda Davis.” 

As they entered into the living room, a tall, ruggedly handsome man entered from the kitchen. “This is my husband Mark. This is Maria and her friend Tomas.” 

He look me over very carefully as he motioned us to sit on the couch. He had a very serious look on his face. 

“You seem awfully young!” 

“I’m 22 years old.” 

“Linda tells me that you haven’t had much experience...” 

“Well, I have never been a professional nanny. I did baby-sit quite a bit as a teenager. For two years I took care of our next door neighbors’ kids after school. 

“How old were they?” 

“They were 6 years old and 8 years old.” 

“Do you have any experience with babies?” 

“Only my own. I have a baby daughter who is almost two!” 

Linda could feel some tension building in the room so she interceded. “What if we get to know each other over dessert. Would you care for some cake and lemonade?” 

“That sounds good,” I said. 

Linda ushered us into a small dining room on the other side of the kitchen. After the food and drink was served, the conversation turned lighter. I told several stories about my childhood, making some necessary adjustments. Tomas helped out by telling some funny anecdotes. Finally, it was time to leave. As we were ushered to door, Mark made the final commitment. 

“Well, I was apprehensive at first, but after spending some time with you, I am willing to give you a chance. I feel that we should set some probationary period, say six months. If everyone is happy at that point, maybe we can talk about adding some benefits or something! Do you need some time to think it over?” 

“No. I have always loved children. I think that this will be a good job for me.” 

Reflecting on it, I realized that was probably the only truly honest statement that I had made all night. Since Rosalita was born, a very strong maternal instinct had grown inside me. I felt badly about lying to the Mark and Linda, but I needed to get a job. I would make it up to them by being a great nanny. 


Chapter 28

So my life took another turn. I moved into the Davis bunkhouse with Rosalita. Soon I was fixing the family breakfast every weekday morning and watching Sara, Billy and Brittany most of the week. Mrs. Davis tried very hard to keep to the agreed upon 40

hours a week. On the occasions when I was needed in the evenings or on the weekends, I was given other times off. 
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However, I did not make it easy. I loved spending time with the kids and would often stay after hours. I was teaching Sara to watercolor. I would play cowboys and Indi-ans with Billy. Also, Rosalita and Brittany were fast becoming best friends. Often it was difficult to separate them. 

Needless to say, after six months everyone was ecstatic about the arrangement. 

Mark offered me a $25 per month raise and took out a health insurance policy for both Rosalita and me. 

My social life was going just as well. Hector and Anna would often invite Rosalita and me for Sunday dinner. Most Fridays Tomas would take me out while Diana took care of Rosalita. He was the first man to truly treat me like a lady. The relationship was getting so serious that I felt obligated to talk about our future. 

“Tomas, I sometimes feel guilty about taking up so much of your time.” 

“Why is that? I love being with you! Don’t you enjoy my company?” 

“Of course I do! It just that someday you are going to want to settle down and have a family. I don’t want to prevent you from looking for a future wife.” 

“It will be several years before I want to get married. Certainly not before I finish college. Besides, to be honest I have thought about what it would be like to be married to you. Are you saying that you would never consider marrying me?” 

“Of course not! It’s just that…” I felt myself choke up. It was so hard to tell him. 

“Nothing can be that bad! Please tell me.” 

“I cannot have any more children. You are so good with Hector’s kids. I assume that someday you will want kids of your own.” Tears were now running down her cheeks freely. 

“Sure I would like to have kids. However, I have seen what a good mother you are to Rosalita. I would not be opposed to adopting some. If that might be agreeable to you, I do not see any reason to stop exploring our relationship!” 

I wrapped my arms around him and kissed his lips as never before. It was like one final cloud in my life had been lifted. 


Chapter 29

Perfection is a difficult state to achieved, but at the moment I did not see how my life could get any better. I could barely remember my life as a college student. At one time I had dreamed of being a lawyer, but now that held no interest for me. 

The time with Carol and Bill had toughen me up. My job now seemed to be picnic compared to everything that I had to do for them. Even working for Gonzales had left me little freedom. I had fallen in love with working with children. If I ever did go back to school, it would be to become a teacher. 

Occasionally, I would wonder what it would be like to go back to my pre-abduction life, but how would I convince anyone that I was Kerry Stevens? I did wish that I could tell my parents that I was all right, but what if they disapproved of my new sex? Anyway, I was completely content with my new life. The same man who had done my Page - 53
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green card had gotten birth certificates for Rosalita and me, so we now truly had a new identity. 

I was also very comfortable with my relationship with Tomas. I do enough to keep him interested, if you know what I mean. He does not demand sex every day. 

Finally, there is Rosalita. As any mother might, I think that she is perfect. Spending time with her is the best activity in the world. Even if I didn’t adore her, I feel so obligated to Carmen. If not for her, I would still be a prisoner in the Gonzales Mansion. I still feel guilty that I was not better prepared to get through the desert. Still, making sure that Rosalita has a wonderful life is the best repayment that I could give her. So if not perfect, my life is pretty darn good! 
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WINNING IS NOT EVERYTHING

By Bea Bunny


Chapter 1

Dreams are funny things. It is a myth that anything you want is possible. Things often do not go as you expect. Ever since he had seen Jim Valvano jumping around the court after his North Carolina State team won the NCAA championship, all Tom Sanders ever wanted to do was coach college basketball. He was 10 years old at the time. 

Fortunately, his parents were practical people. His father was a mechanical engi-neer who designed products for a manufacturing firm, and his mother was a high school home economics teacher. They raised him to be practical too. To set realistic goals to achieve along the way to fulfilling your dreams. So by his sophomore year of high school, Tom had planned his whole future. He would play basketball in high school. Go to college, play basketball and major in Physical Education and Science. 

Coach 3 or 4 years of high school basketball. Move up to assistant coach at some divi-sion I school. After 5 or 6 years, get a head coaching job at some small college and go from there. 

Dreams rarely go as envisioned. The first let down was his body. He never grew past 5 feet, 6 inches tall and had trouble keeping his weight up near 160 pounds. Although he had played basketball in high school and even started most of his senior year, he stopped growing. Besides being fairly skinny, he did not have much jumping ability. 

He was a point guard on a very mediocre high school basketball team. 

Of course, he received no scholarship offers, but he still figured that he could walk on. After one week of practice, the first cut of his freshman year at Flagler College in Florida ended his basketball career. However, the coach did like his hustle and attentiveness so he offered Tom the job of student team manager for the men’s basketball team. He held this position for four years. He had to make sure that everyone had jer-seys for practice and uniforms for games. He kept all the water bottles and jugs full. 

More importantly, this at least allowed him to study the way that the coaches ran practices and to watch them plot strategy during games. 

Since he was not playing basketball, he was able to put a major effort into his schoolwork. Things went much better in the classroom. He managed a 3.85 GPA majoring in Physical Education and Science. He also easily obtained his teaching certification in Florida. He also found time to coach a youth basketball team at the local YMCA. His teams had two first place finishes and two second place finishes. 

His second major disappointment came when he was looking for a job. He received eight job offers, but most including no coaching responsibilities so were quickly elimi-nated. Two schools did offer assistant basketball coaching positions, but they also Page - 55
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wanted him to assist in coaching football, a game that Tom hate. He never realized that most people started as assistant coaches, even at the high school level. His teachers and even the head basketball coach told him these were good starting positions. To add to the confusion he was offered one head coaching job. Unfortunately, the offer was to coach the girls basketball for the team at Azalea College in Pawteck, Florida. 

The team had a record of 4 and 18 during the previous season. He would also have to teach 3 boy's gym classes, 2 health science classes and a coed sex education class, which were similar to the teaching assignments of the other two positions that he was considering. 

He was faced with a dilemma. Did he want to take a chance by coaching girls or stay with coaching boys and hope to eventually move up to head coach somewhere? 

He had never coached girls before. He sought advice from everyone. His parents were no help. His mother just wanted him to be happy. His father had never approved of his decision to go into teaching. He wondered if Tom would not be better off getting a real job in business. All his friends at school warned that there was no future in girls basketball. His teachers also seem to discount the girls’ game. Still, being in charge appealed to him. Also, no other coaching responsibilities were required at Azalea. 

With no other head coaching prospects in sight, Tom convinced himself that if he turned this girl’s team around, then a boys high school position would easily follow. 

With the hours that he had spent studying offenses and defenses and the success that he had at the YMCA, he was sure that a winning season was possible, and maybe a district championship the second year. The position at Azalea College was accepted. 


Chapter 2

Teaching full-time is a lot different than student teaching. Tom thought that he was totally prepared, but the students showed him otherwise. He learned that they tested first year teachers even more than student teachers, who had a real teacher lurking in the back of the room. In his gym classes he had to stay on top of the kids all the time. 

If he was distracted for even a moment, a scuffle here or a ball thrown at someone there was bound to happen. The older teachers assured him that things would get better, and slowly he seemed to gain more and more control. His health classes and the sex education class were held in a regular classroom that seemed easier to handle. Although in the sex education class, some of the boys liked to ask provocative questions. 

Tom sometimes had trouble keeping his composure. 

The thing that made everything worthwhile was the anticipation of the start of basketball practice. Checking all the equipment and making last minute orders kept him busy for several weeks. Then he began meticulously planning every minute of presea-son practice. A lot of people would call him obsessive, but he knew that all the best coaches paid attention to detail. The last week of October, he held a meeting for all girls interested in basketball. It looked like he would have about 15 players. There were three seniors, Alicia Stuart, Sharon Hope and Marge Smith. Over the next several weeks he talked to them several times individually, since he figured that they would have to be the team leaders. Finally, it was time for the first day of practice. 
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It was not long after practice had started that he realized that he had no idea how to handle girls. Before practice they would stand around and talk about boys. All the boys that he had been around had spent all their extra time shooting baskets. One day a couple of girls were really doing poorly in a dribbling drill. When he shouted at them as he seen college coaches do all the time, they broke into tears. It took Tom 10 minutes to regain control of practice. Progress was slow and spotty at best. 

There were some signs of talent. Alicia Stuart was a pretty good ball handler. The two other seniors, Sharon Hope and Marge Smith, had pretty good size and could play inside. None of the juniors were very good, but several of the sophomores showed promise and one of the freshmen, Mandy Briggs, had the potential to be one of the best players. Mandy had been held back in high school, so she was older than most freshman. Still, the players did not seem to listen very well and were having trouble understanding his offense and defense. 

Two weeks before the first game, Tom was beside himself. He saw no hope for even winning the first game, which was against a weak opponent. He needed to talk to someone. Unfortunately, with all his preparations for basketball he had not really gotten to know any of the other teachers on more than a casual basis. When he entered the teachers lounge, the only one present was Ms. Betty DeWitt, one of the English teachers. She was a tall woman, at least four inches taller than Tom, who usually wore a stern expression with her black hair tied back in a bun and reading glasses draped around her neck. Her makeup also seemed to be design to leave a no nonsense impression. 

If Tom had known her better, she was probably the last person that he would have chosen to confide in. She was an avid feminist who firmly believed that girls’ teams should always be coached by a woman. She had fought his hiring fiercely. She had never been married, and the students joked that she had probably never even had a date. But he did not know who else to turn to, and he was desperate. After all, she was a female and she was here, so he gave it a shot. 

“I am having trouble understanding these girls on my team. They just do not seem to want to work.” 

Betty of course doubted that he would ever understand, but she always took a long ranged view of things. She knew that girl’s athletics could be very valuable to young women, if they just got started in the right direction. 

“You need to remember, Mr. Sanders, that girls tend to be very people-oriented, their self esteem needs to be boosted, not torn down. You need to do something to show them that you are on their side and want to get to know their feelings and aspi-rations.” 

“That is easy to say, but how does one do that?” 

“You need to provide them with some incentive. Show that you want to understand their viewpoint.” 

“I need something more concrete than that.” 
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A glint came to Betty's eye as she thought of an idea that might move things in the right direction. She knew that it would probably never work, but there was nothing to lose by trying. 

“You need to do something to get closer to them. Why don't you offer to shave your legs if they win their first game?” 

Tom burst out laughing. “Good joke! I would never shave my legs!” 

“I am entirely serious. Shaving one’s legs is usually a female activity. It would break the ice and show that you are willing to enter their world. After all, some men do it, and the hair does grow back!” 

“Sure thing! I appreciate that you are trying to help, but I don’t think that is what I need.” 

“Suit yourself! Maybe you can think of a better idea.” 


Chapter 3

As much as Tom tried to dismiss the idea, it kept wandering around in his mind all day. Ordinarily he stayed away from anything he considered even remotely feminine, but he was desperate. Things needed to change; after all, the chances of his team actually winning their first game were not good at the moment. He would probably not have to actually shave his legs. That afternoon practice was once again mediocre at best. He knew that he needed to try something different. He called the girls over at the end practice. 

“Now girls, I am a great believer in goal setting, so I would like to set some goals for the season. I know that your record was not so hot last year, but I like high goals. I would like to set the goal of a winning record and being in the top three of our conference. Along with goals, we need rewards when we achieve the goals. Something to look forward to.” After a pause he concluded with, “Thus, I promise to shave my legs if you win your first game.” 

The entire team started laughing. In particular, the group of the three oldest senior girls whispered among themselves and couldn’t stop giggling. Tom could not make out their words, but they seemed delighted. Finally, the oldest girl, Alicia, spoke. “You really mean that?” 

“Sure.” 

“Would it be all right if we shaved your legs. Since you wouldn't know what you're doing.” 

“Sure. I don't see why not!” 

The next day in practice Tom could not believe his eyes. Everyone was hustling after the ball. They listened to his every word. Alicia and her two friends Sharon and Marge chided the other players and made sure everyone gave their best effort. He never imagined that something so simple would have such a marked effect. 

At the end of practice on the day before the first game Tom called the team over for a last minute pep talk. “You have worked really hard this past week. I am sure that Page - 58
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will be evident tomorrow in the game. I am confident that we will win. Finally, I am proud to announce that our three seniors Alicia, Sharon and Marge, will be team cap-tains for this season.” 


Chapter 3

On game day, Tom was extremely nervous. This was to be his first real game as a head coach at this level. During his college days he had coached a sixth grade boys team at the local YMCA fairly successfully, but this was different. This would definitely have a direct impact on his chances to attain his career goal of moving up to coaching college basketball. 

There was a big pep rally scheduled for the first game, since the game was at home and the girls’ game was to be followed by a boys’ game. Tom's last gym class seemed to go on forever, but finally the students were released to go to the auditorium. Tom was seated on the stage with the boys basketball coach, Greg Hobbs, and the principal, Mr. 

Barnett. The school cheerleaders were also up on stage. 

After several cheers from the cheerleaders, Tom had a chance to say a few words about the team. His remarks kind of rambled on for about 5 minutes. It probably didn’t matter because he could tell that very few of the students were paying attention. 

With no expectations for the team to be any better than last year there was nothing to get excited about. There was a low hum of chatter as he tried to make himself heard. 

He closed by introducing his players. That at least drew some scattered applause from their friends and the faculty. He was glad when it was over. 

The boy’s coach was next and the crowd suddenly came alive and was noisy throughout his remarks and introductions. The cheerleaders now got a much better response as they closed with some more cheers. It surprised Tom that he found this so upsetting. Before he had been one of the first ones to discount the quality of girls’ basketball. Still, he felt his temperature rising and vowed that he would make sure that girls had gained some respect by the end of the season. 

There was still 2 hours before game time, so he went back to his office to try to relax a little. The girls started arriving about an hour and half early. Tom paced back and forth outside the locker room as they dressed in their white home uniforms trimmed in purple, the school colors. Already practice had improved greatly, and the opponent, Bella College, was considered a weak team, who even Azalea had beaten last year. But you never could tell about a first game. 

After the girls were dressed, Tom went in and gave his pep talk. He reminded them about the offense and defense. Everybody seemed really tense until Alicia said, “Enjoy the hair on your legs while you can, coach.” Everybody exploded into laughter. 

As you might expect from a first game, the play was very sloppy in the first quarter. 

The Bella high team jumped out to a 12 to 4 lead at the end of the first quarter. Alicia was playing point guard and calmed everyone down in the second quarter. She scored 2 baskets and had 3 assists. By half time, they were only down by a point, 22 to 21. 
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Tom made a couple of minor changes at break and inserted a freshman, Mandy Briggs, into the lineup. He knew the rule of thumb about not playing freshmen much early in the season, but she had looked really good in practice. 

At the beginning of the third quarter, Alicia made a steal and a lay up. Mandy made 2 shots, and before long Azalea was ahead by 10 points. Bella made a run in the fourth quarter and Alicia made a couple of errors, but Azalea hung on to win 42 to 39. 

Alicia had 12 points, Sharon and Mandy had 8 points and Marge had 6 points. Everybody was happy and laughing in locker as Tom congratulated them on their victory. 

The girls wanted to shower quickly so that they could watch the boy’s game, so he kept his remarks short. Nothing was said about his legs, so Tom's first game was a complete success. 


Chapter 4

Tom was on cloud nine the entire next day. Classes seemed to fly by and he had almost convinced himself that the players would forget his promise. However, Alicia came into practice carrying a large paper bag. Tom was suddenly apprehensive. 

“Ready to have your legs done?” 

“Come on. That was just clean fun. I didn't think that you thought that I actually was serious.” 

“You promised!” 

After a long pause, he said, “Yes I did. I will keep my promise.” 

“Good! We don't want to miss anything, so go put these on.” Alicia held out some shorts. 

Tom decided to be a good sport, so he went into his office to change shorts. He discovered that Alicia had given him some very short women's shorts. Now he knew what she meant by not missing anything. They were a little tight, and he had to struggle a little to get them up his legs; but finally he managed to get them on. 

When he returned, everyone went into the girl’s locker room. The girls leathered up his legs with a woman’s shaving foam. Alicia shaved his left leg while Sharon shaved his right leg. After they were done, they rubbed some white cream all over his legs. He quickly returned to his office to change into his own shorts. 

Practice went very well. He was introducing them to a full court press and they seemed to pick it up well. However, he found his smooth legs somewhat distracting. It was actually a fairly pleasant feeling but in a way that embarrassed him even more. He kept checking the door to make sure no one had come in. 

Being a gym teacher, Tom usually wore shorts, but the next day he wore jeans. 

Alicia really gave him a hard time at practice. 

“Come on coach. You got really nice legs. You ought to show them off.” 

Tom pretty much ignored her. After two more days, he finally returned to wearing shorts. Although he heard some snickers, he carried on his regular routine and tried to act as if nothing was different. Soon things pretty much returned to normal except Page - 60
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the boys in one of his gym classes seemed to be getting rowdier. He knew that he would have to keep his eye on them. 

At the end of practice two days before the next game, Alicia asked him, “What are you going to do if we win Friday?” 

“Surely you guys don't need an additional incentive every game!” 

“Until we get a winning tradition, we need every advantage that we can get.” 

“Do you have any suggestions?” 

“My mom's a beautician. She said that she would give you a permanent if we won our next game.” 

Of course, Tom had never had a permanent, so he did not know exactly what he was getting into. He knew that it was something that women did to their hair, and that was about it. He usually did not pay much attention to his hair, so he figured why not. 

Things had been going very well and Friday's game was against Mountain Vale, who had beaten Azalia by 2 points the year before. It was also the first conference game. So he decided to keep the ball rolling. 

“Okay! If we beat Mountain Vale then your mom can give me a permanent.” 

The Mountain Vale game was another home game. The time seemed to drag on forever between the end of school and game time. Azalea started out in their full court press. A couple of steals by Alicia and Marge led to lay ups by Sharon. Mandy made three baskets and Azalea led 18 to 6 after the first quarter. 

Tom called off the press in the second quarter and the game really slowed down. 

The half time score was 26 to 18. Tom wanted to make sure that the girls were fresh for the final push, so he waited to press again until the fourth quarter. Mountain Vale closed to within 2 several times, but Azalea still led 40 to 36 after three quarters. 

At the beginning of the fourth quarter the press was ineffective and Azalea fell behind by 3 points. Then Alicia managed to get 2 more steals and Mandy, Sharon and a couple of the other girls made baskets in the final minutes. Azalea won 54 to 49. 

Tom was ecstatic. He must of hugged every one of the girls. The locker room was noisy and full of laughter. Tom gave an emotional speech praising their play. 

“I think that we have definitely turned the corner. Your play tonight was so much better than those days at the start of practice. We still have some things to work on, but I definitely think that we are going to be a good team!” 

Alicia reminded him of his beauty appointment the next day. “Don’t forget your hair appointment!” 

“I’m sure that you will see that I get there!” 


Chapter 5

On Saturday, there was no game, so Tom had the team practice in the morning. Afterwards, Alicia escorted Tom to her mother's beauty shop. Her mother was waiting for them. 

Page - 61

ONE WILD RIDE

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“Coach, this is my mother, Janice Stuart.” 

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Stuart!” 

“I have really enjoyed watching the games this year, Coach Sanders. You are doing a good job with the girls!” 

“Thank you!” 

“Are you sure that you want to do this?” 

“Yes, I am. I promised the girls that I would do something to reward them for their hard work, and I keep my promises.” 

“All right, let’s get started!” 

After washing his hair, Janice applied some lotion and put his hair up in curlers. 

He had always worn his hair at a moderate length, so she had something to work with. 

He was finally put under a hairdryer. 

Alicia stayed to watch the whole process. She offered him a beauty magazine. He shook his head. She found a health and fitness magazine. He figured as a Physical Education teacher that he should be able to find something of interest, so he took it. 

With nothing else to do he found himself reading an article on breast development. 

Janice finally returned to remove the curlers. They talked about Alicia and her two sisters. She finished the treatment by vigorously brushing out his hair. She turned him toward the mirror so that he could see. A shocked look came across his face. The curls were everywhere. No one could mistake this for a man's haircut. He finally recovered himself and heard Janice speaking. “You will need to get yourself a brush. A comb will not work with these curls.” 

Tom composed himself before he spoke. He figured that he would shampoo his hair when he got home and be rid of the curls. “I want to thank you, Mrs. Harris, for supporting the team. We are having fun, and I think this will be a successful season.” 

Alicia invited him home for lunch, but Tom thought that was inappropriate so he declined. When he got home, he received a long phone call from his mother. Then he heard a knock on the door. When he answered, he found an old friend from college. 

“Sam Justice! How are you doing?” 

“I’m doing great, Tom! I must say, that’s a mighty pretty hairdo... I never realized what nice legs you have. You getting dressed up for tonight?” 

Tom felt himself blush deeply. He regretted that he was still in shorts. “Cut it out! I promised my team that I would shave my legs and get a permanent if they won some games.” 

“Sure, I believe that! I always wondered about you coaching girls, but I guess that you really fit right in! How is your team doing?” 

“We’re 2 and 0!” 

Tom was happy to get the conversation off his appearance. He told Sam about the first two games in great detail. They ordered a pizza and they watched videos late into the evening. Tom never did get to wash his hair before going to bed. 
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Chapter 6

The next morning Tom jogged


six miles and then took a shower. 

His hair seemed to be even more

curly than the previous day. His

comb had no effect toward

straighten it. In fact it was hard

to get the comb through it. He fi-

nally understood Mrs. Harris's

brush comment. 

Not knowing what else to do, 

he headed out to a local discount

store to get a brush. Much to his

embarrassment, he met Betty De-

Witt coming out the door. She

was dressed very elegantly in a

yellow dress and matching shoes. 

Her hair was down and arranged

in a very attractive style, and her

makeup was done in more formal

fashion that made her look

lovely. However, Tom did not

want her seeing him with his hair

all frizzy. Her face lit up as soon

as she saw him. 

She complimented his hair

profusely. “I think your hair looks

just darling. It certainly makes you more attractive.” 

Tom turned beet red. “I don't really want my hair to look darling. I want it to be normal. How long does a permanent last anyway?” 

“Usually the curl is mostly gone after 4 months.” 

“Four months! I think that your idea of getting into the girl's point of view has gotten out of hand.” 

“Don't be silly! You feel closer to the girls, don't you? They have been responding and playing well, haven't they?” 

“Yes, but...” 

“No buts about it. You wanted to know how to relate to girls and you are! No one is going to make a big deal about your hair and legs. Besides, I think you look cute.” 

He really could not argue with her statements, even though the cute comment made him very uncomfortable. “Will you help me pick out a brush? I’m not sure what to look for.” 
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“I’d be happy to!” 

They went inside the store and she helped him pick out a brush and waited while he paid. As they were leaving, she asked, “Would you like to come to my house for lunch?” 

“Thanks, I would like that!” 

He followed her to her house. It was a small place in a nice residential neighborhood. As they walked up to the front door, he complimented it. “This is really nice house!” 

“Thanks, it is just about the right size, since I live by myself” 

She fixed them both a bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich and some iced tea. After they ate, they spent the rest of the afternoon playing Gin Rummy. Tom finally had to excuse himself. “I really need to get going. I still have some lesson plans to prepare for Monday.” 

Betty walked with him to the front door. 

“I want to say that it has been a very pleasant afternoon. Thanks for lunch!” 

“You’re very welcome! I had a nice time also. I’m sure that I will be seeing you at school!” 


Chapter 7

The next game was the first away game. Fortunately, it was against Hayward Community College, one of the weaker teams on the schedule. He convinced the team that re-shaving his legs was a sufficient reward for beating such a lowly team. He knew that he could live with smooth legs; besides, they had started to itch anyway. 

The girls were released from school early so that they could make the 2 hour bus trip. The game was never in doubt, and they ran off with a 15 point victory. The only downside to the game was the rather strange behavior of the opposing coach. She seemed uncomfortable around Tom, and he could not understand why. Fortunately, they only had a very brief conversation before the game. The next day before practice, he showed off his freshly shaven legs. No need for the girls to do it. 

Throughout the week, Betty was becoming warmer and warmer toward him. She stopped by to see him every morning before school started. He invited her to his house for dinner in return for the lunch. She continued to praise his looks. 

After dinner, while they sat on the couch, she had removed her shoes and rubbed his leg with her foot. She was wearing nylons, and a strange tingling sensation went up Tom’s entire body. She commented how sexy she found smooth legs. The evening even ended with their first kiss. 

Tom was extremely grateful for the affection that she showed him. She reduced the pressure that he felt about the things that he was doing for his team. Along with the continued success it made him feel that so far everything had been worth it. 
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The next game though was to be a tougher test. Albion had come in second place in the conference last year. It also was another away game. He debated whether to offer another reward. As was becoming a routine, Alicia broached the subject first. 

“I think that we're ready for Albion, coach. But as an extra incentive, agree to let us make up your face for the Turly game if we win.” 

“You mean real makeup?” 

“Sure! We do it every day. You'll look cute!” 

This was a major decision. Tom didn't really want to wear makeup. His male ego re-belled against going that far. On the other hand, Albion was a tough opponent; the girls were quite likely lose. Also, Turly was another away game that would limit the number of local people who would see him. He carefully weighed his options and then gave in. 

“Okay! If you beat Albion, I will wear makeup at Turly.” 


Chapter 8

The ride to Albion seemed long, although it only took 45 minutes. This was to be the first real test for the team. Once again, the opposing coach seemed very brusque, but Tom was so intense on the game that he barely noticed. The girls seemed loose enough, but Albion ran off to a 15 point lead in the first half. Mandy got hot and they managed to cut the lead to 5 points by half-time. 

At the beginning of the third quarter, Albion put on another surge to increase the lead to 10, but with some slick assists by Alicia the lead dwindled to 3 points as the forth quarter began. For about half of the final quarter Albion kept the lead between 3

and 7 points. With about 4 minutes to go, Sharon hit a couple of baskets. A couple free throws from Marge and a basket by Mandy put Azalia ahead by a point. The game seesawed back and forth the rest of the way, until Alicia went to the free throw line with 5 seconds left and Azalea down by 1 point. She calmly hit both free throws, and then Mandy intercepted the in bounds pass. Azalea had beaten Albion. 

Tom was so excited that in his post game talk to the team he almost bubbled. “I am so proud of you girls. This was the kind of effort that I have been looking for. It will be honor to wear makeup Friday at Turley.” 

The next morning Tom was not so certain. When Betty visited him before school, he had to unload. “I don't know what I am going to do. I promised to wear makeup to the Turley game. I can't wear makeup.” 

“Calm down. It will not be as bad as you think. Come over tonight for supper and I will help you with some makeup. You can get use to it with no one around.” 

Tom readily agreed. At 7:00 o'clock he was at Betty’s house. First, she took him into the bathroom and had him shave very close. Next she took him into her bedroom and sat him down at a dressing table, facing away from the mirror. She put a beige foundation all over his face. Next, black mascara was applied to his eyelashes, which was followed by a light brown eye shadow and blush. Finally, a plum lipstick was applied to his lips. Betty tried for a subtle look. As he was turned to face the mirror, Tom thought Page - 65
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that he looked all too feminine. His reflection in the mirror reminded him that he was plunging into a world that continued to make him feel very uncomfortable. He actually did think that he looked nice, which seemed to be attacking his male ego even more. 

He headed to the bathroom and was about to wash it off. 

Betty had followed him the whole way and took his hands before they got to his face. “Oh, come on now. No one is around, at least give it a chance. I think that you look sweet.” 

“I don’t want to look sweet!” 

“The girls are going to be disappointed if you go back down on your word! You better try it now.” 

Reluctantly, he agreed; they prepared a light supper together of salad and fish. Tom had never been one to spend much time in the kitchen, but he found it enjoyable working with Betty. By the time they sat down to eat, he had almost forgotten about the makeup. 

The meal and conversation were very pleasant. Tom complained about how tired he was. “I thought going to school was tough, but teaching school and then having a practice or a game, I am bushed every night!” 

“I have some excellent vitamins which should give you some extra energy. Let me get you a bottle.” She returned after several minutes with a bottle of pink pills. 

“Hey, these don't have any label.” 

“My mother has a friend get them in bulk for her in Mexico. She then passes them out to the rest of the family. They are nonprescription. She is a doctor, and you can ask her about them if you want.” 

“No, I believe you.” Tom took a pill and popped it into his mouth and drank some ice tea to wash it down. Betty almost could not suppress a grin. She had been wondering how she was going to get him to take the estrogen tablets that she had obtained. 

They were clearing the table when the doorbell rang. Tom quickly took some dishes to the kitchen as Betty answered the door. About 5 minutes later, Betty called him into the dining room. As he entered, he was shocked to see the art teacher from school, Susan Marcks, sitting at the table. He immediately blushed. She was the type of woman that had always gotten Tom’s eye. A little shorter than him, she had beautiful, shiny brown hair and green eyes. Her makeup was always very tastefully done. Definitely a woman that Tom would like to date. After seeing him in makeup, he doubted that she would ever go out with him. Now, he would be too embarrassed to even ask! 

“I have asked Susan to stay for dessert.” 

“Hi Tom! You look really nice tonight.” 

He could feel his face going red again, but knew that he best try to act natural. He went to the kitchen to get three bowls of Jell-O and some coffee for dessert. As they ate, the teachers discussed mundane things about school life. 

“How is your first year of teaching going?” 

Page - 66

Copyright by Friendly Applications, Inc. 

All Rights Reserved

“It’s going pretty well! In a couple of my gym classes the boys like to horse around, so I have to stay on top of them.” 

“The nice thing about teaching art is that the students are usually working on projects. It is easy to keep them busy.” 

“Actually, I like art. I took a couple of art classes in college.” 

“Which ones?” 

“Oh, just a basic drawing class and one in Art History.” 

“I would like to see some of drawings some time.” 

“I would rather not show them to anyone! They are not very good!” 

“I’m sure that you’re just being modest...” 

Shortly after they finished eating, Susan left. Tom helped Betty clear the desert dishes. As they reached the kitchen, he could contain himself no longer. “How could you do that?” 

“What?” 

“You know what! Letting Susan see me in makeup!” 

“Oh. I completely forgot. Hadn't you?” 

“I don't believe that!” 

“What's your problem? Did Susan act nasty? Did Susan laugh? No! Or did she treat you just like she always does. This makeup is no big deal.” 

Tom had to admit that their conversation had seemed completely natural. In fact, he couldn't remember talking to Susan that much before tonight. He liked her even more now than when he had first seen her at school. Maybe he was making too big a deal of it. 

Betty showed him how to remove the makeup. She managed to convince him to allow her to put some moisturizer on his face. After a long goodnight kiss, he took his vitamin bottle and headed for home. 


Chapter 9

Tom allowed an extra 20 minutes for the trip to Turly, so that Alicia could apply his makeup. After the bus arrived, he went into the locker room with the girls. He usually waited until after they had dressed. Alicia started by applying false eyelashes to his eyes. He did not expect this, but had already convinced himself to leave the makeup to her. Next a foundation was applied to his face. Several coats of black mascara followed. She spent more time than he thought necessary thinning his eyebrows with tweezers. The eyeshadow that Alicia had chosen was a dark blue, much more noticeable than the shade that Betty had used. A red blush was applied to cheeks and a dark red lipstick adorned his lips. A layer of powder makeup was added as a final touch. When Tom looked into the mirror, he saw a female, even though he was wearing a man's sweater, pants, and shoes. He was almost reluctant to leave the locker Page - 67
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room. Then he noticed that most of the girls had already started to change and that made him even more uncomfortable. 

As he waited outside the locker room for the girls to dress, the opposing coach came up to introduce her self. She seemed uncertain. “Coach Sanders?” 

“Yes!” 

“Hi! I’m Debbie Radford, the Turly coach.” 

Tom was very apprehensive, but after the initial confusion nothing seem to strike the coach as unusual. It seemed like a normal pre-game conversation. In fact, he talked to her for at least 5 minutes. It was much more pleasant than his encounters with the last two coaches. 

“How is your first year going?” 

“Great so far! We are 4 and 0.” 

“That’s really good. I know that they had their troubles last year. We’re 2 and 2. 

We’ve had our ups and downs. Good luck tonight.” 

“Thanks! Same to you!” 

After about 40 minutes, Alicia came to say everyone was ready. Tom went into the locker room and reminded them of their game plan. When Tom had completed his pre-game pep talk, Alicia once again brought up their reward for another win. Tom had been hoping that they would be tiring of this little game. 

“What do you have in mind this time?” 

“What if you wear a bra and panties to the next game?” 

“Now wait a minute. The next game is a home game.” 

“That's okay. With your bulky sweaters, it will be our little secret!” 

Tom had to admit that little would be noticeable under his sweater. “Where am I going to get a bra and panties?” 

“You are tight with Ms. DeWitt. I bet that she would help you find some that fit!” 

Tom blushed. He did not appreciate the fact that his personal life seemed like an open book to them. “Okay! But you’d better win easily!” 

Tom rarely paid much attention to the pre-game introductions. He knew who was going to start. But in the noise of the Turly gym, he thought that he heard himself introduced as “Tammy Sanders.” The game left him little time to give it a second thought, but it would return to haunt him later. 

The game was indeed an easy win. That was good because Tom kept thinking about the makeup and glancing at the crowd to see if anyone was staring. His mind was certainly not concentrating on the game. Azalea did not play spectacularly, but a work-manlike effort kept the lead between 10 and 15 points most of the night. The final margin was 8 points. 

The opposing coach came and shook his hand after the game. “You have a very good team, Ms. Sanders. They are so much better than last year.” 
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The Ms. Sanders part bothered him a little bit, but the rest of the comment made him feel really good. He remembered the Tammy Sanders introduction. After congratulating the team, he went back into the gym as the girls showered. On one of the seats he found a program. Under the roster for Azalea was “Coach: Tammy Sanders.” The confusion of the opposing coach earlier hadn’t been the makeup at all, but had been the male clothes. He wondered if this could explain the reactions from the other coaches. 

The happy celebration of the girls on the bus ride home so completely absorbed him that he forgot and wore the makeup. As they pulled into the school parking lot he realized his mistake and became very self-conscious. Fortunately, the only people waiting were parents. Although several came over to congratulate him, no one said anything out of the ordinary. 

After making it home, a glance in the mirror precipitated a call to Betty who agreed to come over and remove his makeup. After she removed the makeup, she put an overnight mask on his face. 

“What are you doing?” 

“This is a beauty mask. It will cleanse the makeup from all your pores.” 

“I don’t want to wear this.” 

“Talk about ungrateful! Here I came all the way over here at 11:00 at night. Believe me, this mask will help the appearance of your skin. You’d better wear it all night if you expect any more help from me.” 

These were the last words that Betty spoke before leaving for home. Tom felt very sheepish about being so ungrateful, and he did leave the mask on all night. 


Chapter 10

After she had snapped at him the previous night, Tom was apprehensive about asking Betty to help him shop. Still, he knew that he would never get the panties and bra without her. So when she stopped by his classroom before school he apologized. 

“I’m sorry about last night. I guess that I was a little grumpy after the long bus ride.” 

“I accept your apology. You have to realize that I am on your side. You have to learn to accept my judgment when it comes to feminine things.” 

“You’re right! I couldn’t have gotten as far as I have with the girls without you.” 

“I am willing to do whatever I can to help.” 

“Good, because the girls talked me into wearing a bra and panties for our next game. I have no idea how to shop for those things.” 

“I love to shop! Shopping is in my blood. The Centerville mall is only about 30 miles away. Pick me up at 6:00. I will even buy you dinner at the food court.” 

Tom was at her house precisely at 6:00. Betty invited him inside. She went over to the couch and held up a woman’s sweater and a pair of woman’s jeans. 
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“Here, put these on.” 

“What's this about?” 

“We're going shopping for women's clothes. You don't think that you are going to wear what you have on?” 

“Why not? We can pretend that they are for you!” 

“Don’t be silly! We need you to try them on.” 

“In the store?” 

“Of course! If you think that I have time to be traipsing off every evening to help you shop, well you’re wrong. If the clothes don’t fit, I don’t have time to return them.” 

He could feel Betty starting to get mad and remembered the incident from last night. He didn’t want to do anything to anger her. He needed her help, so he went into the bathroom and put on the clothes. The jeans were a little tight in the waist and he had trouble with the zipper, but finally managed to close it. They were obviously women's jeans with pleats in the front and no back pockets. The sweater was very loose at the chest, allowing room for things that were not there. As he looked in the mirror, he decided that with his still curly hair he made a passable woman. As he came out she tossed him a pair of sandals without a back strap. 

“That is the best that I can do. You need to take off your socks too.” 

He sat down on the couch and removed his socks. The sandals were a little short for his feet, but without a strap he could wear them. Then she convinced him that wearing a little makeup would decrease his chances of being noticed. He allowed her to put on some foundation, light eye shadow, mascara and lipstick. She gave him a small purse and they headed to the car. Betty volunteered to drive since she knew where she wanted to go. 

Tom was a little disoriented being in public in woman's clothes, but he was sure that she was headed in the wrong direction. When she pulled up and stop in front of a house two blocks away, he knew something was up. 

“What's going on?” 

“Susan said that she wanted to go with us.” 

“You told her?” 

“She often goes shopping with me. Calm down, will you? She was nice to you the other night when she saw you in makeup. Don't make this such a big deal.” 

Tom was still a little angry, but decided that he didn't want to make Betty mad. Susan came out and Tom let her sit in the front seat. 

As they rode to the mall, Susan asked Tom about basketball and he soon felt very comfortable being with both the women. The conversation gravitated toward makeup and clothes. Tom tried to stay out of it, but Susan kept asking his opinion about colors and designs. They were soon gabbing like any group of women headed to shop. 

“What kind of bra and panties are you looking for?” 

“Well, I don’t know!” 
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“I really like the front closure kind in a beige color,” Susan said. 

“We will have to help him decide!” said Betty. 

“I am wearing a new shade of blush. Do you like it, Tom?” 

“I always think that you look nice, Susan!” 

“Thank you!” 

At the Mall, Betty lead them to a large department store. Tom felt a lump in his throat as they entered the lingerie department. She picked out a peach colored bra and panty set. He agreed that they looked nice and thought that they would get out of there quickly, but as promised she headed to the dressing room, dragging him with her. 

The lady attendant smiled at them and ushered them into a cubicle. Tom did not see how she could not notice that he was a man, but she acted very casual about everything. Betty turned away as Tom put on the bra and panties. After he had them on she inspected them. 

“They fit well. I got you a B cup. We will have to get something to fill them up!” 

About this time Susan showed up. Tom blushed, as now two women could see him in only panties and bra. She had been looking at other clothes. She handed him a pink turtleneck sweater and black pants. 

“Try these on. I think that they will fit. You might want your own clothes when we do this again.” 

Before he could object that he had no intention of doing this again, she was gone. 

The look on Betty's face told him that she agreed with Susan. He decided to try them on. They fit fairly well. Once again the waist was tight, but the hips were a little baggy. 

Betty said that was because of the cut of woman's clothes. Without asking she de-clared that he should buy all the clothes. On the way to the counter, she picked up three more bra and panty sets. Tom did not want to get into an argument, so he obediently paid for everything. 

After collecting Susan, who had bought some clothes for her self, Betty steered them to a shoe store, where Tom purchased a pair of tan sandals that fit. The next stop was a specialty lingerie shop where they purchased gel inserts to fill his bras. 

As they left the store Betty said. “I need to use the restroom!” 

Tom replied, “I could stand to go myself.” 

They headed for the public restroom. Betty had to stop Tom as he was headed for the men’s room. 

“You better come with us.” 

“I can’t go into ladies room!” 

“Look at how you’re dressed. You’ll cause a bigger commotion in the men’s room. 

Now don’t argue.” 

She took his arm and led him into a place that he had never been before. Fortunately there was no one else there. As he was entering a stall, Betty handed him a bag. 
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“Put on some panties, a bra and the inserts. You can get use to wearing them.” 

Tom did as he was told. He was kind of curious himself about wearing the new garments. It was a strange sensation as nylon panties slid up his smooth legs. He had some trouble until he realized that if he pushed his genitals between his legs the panties would fit better. He spent some time arranging the bra as he had seen Betty do. 

The gel inserts felt cool against his own chest. He had to admit that he was very conscious of the nylon feel at his chest and hips. When he was done and standing in front of the mirror, he noticed that the sweater was now fitting tighter with mounds at the front of his chest. The jeans seem to fit better as well. 

Betty handed him a tube and told him to freshen up his lipstick. As he applied a new coat two women came in. Tom felt himself almost starting to panic, but the women paid no attention to him. Still, he was happy to leave. 

They went to the food court. Tom got himself a burger and fries. He was extremely nervous as he gave his order, figuring that his voice would give him away; but no one seemed to notice anything. Betty and Susan got Chinese food. They found a table and sat down. 

During dinner, the three of them talked. Tom was still very apprehensive. “I can’t believe that no one noticed when I ordered dressed like this.” 

“Most people have other things to think about. Just speak softly and don’t use your deepest voice. With your new bra, you look very natural, so people should accept you as a woman.” 

Susan added, “I think that you look very nice.” 

The discussion turned to movies. They spent a long time talking about romantic comedies and he was soon just enjoying himself. He was amazed at how well he was getting along with Betty and Susan. He had never really spent much time around women before. He had always been the shy type and rarely dated, but they were very quickly becoming good friends. 


Chapter 11

After his pep talk before the next game, Tom had the girls come and form a circle around him for a pre-game cheer as they usually did. Alicia demanded, “Show us your drawers!” 

He quietly pulled up his sweater to reveal his peach bra and inserts and then lowered his pants, just enough to let them see the lace of his panties. The girls went wild. 

Yelling loudly, complimenting him on his taste, and in general pumping themselves up. 

Tom could not believe their energy. The game was over in the first half. They built a 25 point lead. The closest that the other team got in the second half was 14 points. 

The final score was Azalea 62 and Brennen College 44. 

Tom was so proud of their effort that he was the one that brought up the fact that they had not set a reward for this game. He felt that they deserved one. As usual, Alicia had an idea. “What about nail polished?” 
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Without giving it much thought, Tom agreed. The next game was a home game, but he decided the success was worth it. 


Chapter 12

Tom was very fidgety the next morning as he waited for Betty. She arrived at her usual time about 15 minutes before the start of classes. 

“Where’s the nail polish remover?” he asked. 

“Oh my! I completely forgot about the polish remover.” 

“How could you forget something like that?” 

“Don't get so huffy with me, mister! You are the one that called me so late. I got up late this morning and was in a rush. You can take care of your own nails you know!” 

She stormed out of his office. Tom was completely lost. There was no time. He would have to wear the polish all day. 

He started the day very self-conscious. His hand motions to hide the nails actually drew more attention to his hands. There was some obvious snickering in the back of the room. He calmed himself down and settled into his usual routine. He had almost forgotten about his nails by his second boys Physical Education class. Toward the end of the class, a couple of boys who were usually well behaved got into a scuffle. He managed to separate them and in true macho form was about to threaten them. 

“What you going to do about it, Ms. Sanders?” 

This completely flustered Tom. He let the other boy go and took this boy into his office for a serious talk. Having calmed down, he quietly reminded the boy of the rules. 

When he was finished, he asked, “Do you understand what I am saying?” 

“Yes... Ma’am.” He got up and headed out the door. “Nice nails, Ms. Sanders.” 

Tom just sat there in shock. This had been his first experience with a serious discipline problem. The lack of respect was galling, but he also knew that he didn't want to get involved with the principal. He would let it go and hope there was not a repeat of the incident. 

He managed to get through the rest of day without too much trouble. When he met Susan for lunch she made the first positive comment. “Your nails looked very nice. Did you do them your self?” 

“No, Alicia Stuart did them. It was another reward for the basketball team.” 

“Well, she did a really nice job. I hope that you thanked her!” 

Several of the other female teachers also complimented him on his nails. Besides a few snickers, he had not had any other flair ups with the boys until the last class of the day: Sex Education. One of the boys asked, “Can we talk about homosexuals today?” 

Fortunately, Tom kept his cool and answered, “I already have a lecture prepared on sexually transmitted diseases. If we have extra time at the end of semester, we can talk about any extra topics that the class would like to discuss.” 
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At the end of day, he stopped by Betty’s classroom before basketball practice to apologize. “I’m sorry that I snapped at you this morning. This feminine appearance is starting to get to me.” 

“Well, I’m getting tired of you expecting me to fix everything at the last minute. You need to relax and realize that in your position there is nothing wrong with wearing feminine things. You need to learn what a woman has to go through. You still are going to have to get your own nail polish remover.” 

At practice, when Alicia saw that he still had on the nail polish, she smiled and said, “I’m glad that you liked my nail job.” 

She seemed so proud of her effort that Tom had to respond positively. “Yes, you did a really nice job! I will probably remove it this evening.” 

Practice went smoothly. In particular, Alicia and Sharon played very well. They also took time to help the younger players improve their skills. Tom was so happy with the team’s progress that the rest of the day seemed to be only a minor inconvenience. 

On the way home, he stopped and got the remover. He was almost upset that the clerk showed no signs that he thought it strange Tom had polish on his nails. Then, as he was leaving, the clerk said, “Have a good evening, ma’am!” 

Betty stayed mad at him several days, so Thursday morning Tom stopped by Susan’s art room before school. “Would you like to go to the Centerville Mall with me this evening? I’ll buy dinner.” 

“Sure, what’s up?” 

“I promised the team that I would wear a silk blouse and pants to the game tomorrow. I would like your help to pick out something appropriate.” 

“I would love to go with you. Be sure to wear a bra and panties under your pink turtleneck and black pants.” 

The school day went very slowly. Tom was worried about the next game for more reasons than how the team would play. After practice he went home and changed into a beige bra and panty set, his pink turtleneck, black pants and sandals. By this time he had a purse with some makeup that Betty had given him, so he applied a light foundation and powder along with some mascara and lipstick. 

He went and picked up Susan. She immediately complimented his appearance. 

They had a nice talk on the way to the mall. 

Inside a department store, Susan found a cute white blouse with red trim. Tom found a white blouse with lace trim. They went to a fitting room and he tried on both blouses. He felt some electricity pass between them as she adjusted the blouse to fit right. 

“I really think that the red trim adds a classy touch,” she told him. 

“I think the other blouse is more sedate, and that is what I’m looking for.” 

Tom bought the blouse that he had picked out. They decided that the pants that he had originally bought would work, so the next stop was the shoe store. They found a black pair of flats with a rounded toe that were available in Tom’s size. Susan con-Page - 74
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vinced him that he should also get a pair of sheer black pantyhose to wear with the shoes. 

With the shopping done Tom suggested, “Instead of the food court, let’s try that Italian Restaurant that we passed on the way here.” 

“Sounds great!” 

They drove back to the restaurant. The meal was very pleasant. Tom bought a bottle of wine to go with the meal. They talked throughout the meal and even stayed for fifteen minutes after they were done eating. Susan knew a remarkable amount about basketball. Tom did a passable job discussing art. 

“The basketball team seems to be playing well on offense,” she said. 

“Yes! We just put in some double screens, which worked well in practice. What are your classes doing now?” 

“We are starting a water color unit.” 

“Would you like some more wine?” 

“Yes, please!” 

As Susan held up her glass, Tom poured some wine. He gazed into her eyes and felt that he could easily get emotionally involved with her. He needed to be careful, because he could not see how she could reciprocate, what with him wearing women’s clothes. 

After dropping Susan off and finally getting home, he reflected that the evening was immensely enjoyable. He had not thought about the women’s clothes that he was wearing much during dinner. Also, he really liked Susan. At her house he had wanted to kiss her goodnight, but he did not think that he was dressed appropriately for such an intimate gesture. His biggest regret about his feminine appearances was that he figured that his relationship with Susan would never progress past friendship. 


Chapter 13

The next game was on a Friday. The trip was so long that the team had to leave right after lunch. Tom knew that he would have to change before the bus left, so after his last class, he change into his blouse, pants and shoes in his office. Susan had convinced him that he needed to wear a bra, panties and the sheer black pantyhose under his other clothes. Just as he finished dressing, there was a knock on the door. He thought that it might be Betty, Susan or one of his players, so he answered. “Come in!” 

The principal walked in. He became uncomfortable when he saw Tom. “I was wondering Ms.... Mr. Sanders, if you could stop by my office, Monday before school.” 

“Sure, Mr. Barnett.” Tom decided to try to act low-key, but he knew that his voice was not very steady. Fortunately, the principal was not prepared to get into any kind of a discussion at the moment. He left as quickly as he had come. 

Tom wondered what the Monday morning meeting would be like, but the bus was leaving, so he had to go. The girls were very excited when they saw him. 
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Alicia spoke first. “That is a gorgeous outfit.” 

Mandy said, “I can see your bra. Are you wearing panties?” 

Rather than being offended, Tom lowered his pants enough for everyone to see the top of his pantyhose. Everyone seemed really friendly, and he was enjoying the attention. All of his apprehensions seemed to have gone away. 

Alicia had one more comment. “With that outfit you really need some makeup.” 

“That was not part of the deal.” 

Alicia looked disappointed. “I know.” 

“Okay... You can add some makeup!” 

As the bus headed to the northern part of the state, Alicia applied some mascara, eyeshadow and lipstick. Everyone settled in for the long ride. Four hours later the bus pulled into Ocala College. 

Once again, as he waited for the players to dress, the opposing coach was very friendly. For the first time, the opposing coach was another male. He complimented Tom on the play of his team. Although his tone was friendly, he made Tom very self-conscious, because during their whole conversation he seemed to be staring at Tom’s chest instead of his eyes. 

During introductions, he paid more attention and this time the announcer clearly announced him as Tammy Sanders. Alicia and Sharon were really into the game. This was good because Tom was distracted and was not much help to the team. He was not used to the soft feel of feminine clothing. Mandy made four free throws in the final minute and Azalia won by 3 points. 

After the game, his remarks were very brief. The team could tell that he was not in a mood to talk, so no one said too much. As the girls showered and changed, he went back into the gym and found a program. As he expected, he was again listed as Tammy Sanders. Tom wondered what was going on and what the future was going to be like. 

On the long ride back to Pawteck most of the girls slept. Tom could not sleep. His mind was filled with a cauldron of conflicting emotions. Before, everything had been black and white. He knew what was male and what was female. Since he had started wearing feminine clothes and makeup, he was no longer sure. At times he knew it was wrong and he shouldn’t be doing it, like when the principal had seen him. At other times it was a wonderful experience and seemed as natural as his male clothes, like when he had dinner with Susan. Also, his body seemed to be changing and he was more sensitive in the breast and groin area. Now sitting on the bus, even his smooth legs were tingling. He hoped that things would become clearer. The confusion was starting to get to him. 
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Chapter 14

Tom really needed to talk to someone. After Saturday morning practice, he went over to Betty's house. When she answered the door he asked, “Are you still mad at me?” 

“No. In fact, I’m really happy that you stopped by. I missed talking to you. Would you like some lunch?” 

“Sure!” 

They went into the kitchen. She started making grilled cheese sandwiches. “I heard that the team won again last night. Congratulations!” 

“Thanks! Alicia, Sharon and Mandy played really well. That saved us, because I wasn’t much help.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I don’t know why, but I couldn’t concentrate. I think that wearing woman’s clothes was too distracting.” 

“You wore woman’s clothes?” 

“That’s right. Since we weren’t talking you didn’t hear. Susan helped me pick out an outfit Thursday night. I wore a white silk blouse and black pants.” 

“I would like to have seen that.” 

“Well, Mr. Barnett came to see me before we left for the game. He saw me all dressed up. He didn't say anything, but he asked me to see him Monday morning. I am scared. This is my first year, I can't afford to get in trouble.” 

Betty seemed almost incensed. “Well, you haven't done anything wrong! Everything that you have worn is within the dress code. There are no rules about makeup.” 

“But I am a man...” 

“That shouldn't make any difference! They will have a sex discrimination suit on their hands if they don't watch out.” 

It felt so good to have her support him. She held his hand as she spoke and kissed him on the cheek after she was done. Tom knew that he really was beginning to love her, which added to his confusion because he also had feelings for Susan. He also was afraid that his feminine appearance would keep him from ever expressing his feelings to them. 

They had a nice lunch. Afterward, Tom decided that he needed to discuss something else that was bothering him. “I’ve noticed some changes in my body...” 

“What kind of changes?” 

“Well, my breasts are more sensitive and my hips seem to be wider.” 

“Let’s have a look. Come on into the bedroom and strip to your shorts.” 

Tom was a little self conscious about stripping in front of her. However, he needed to discuss the changes in his body and his psyche with someone. Betty smiled at what Page - 77
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she saw. The first signs of breast development and padding of the hips were quite evident. She just wished that the hormones worked faster. 

“There does seem to be some puffiness in the breasts and broadening of the hips. 

Women’s clothes are designed to rearrange the body to the perfect figure. This is probably just a residual effect. I wouldn’t worry about it. It should go away.” 

Tom was relieved to hear those words. “I’m glad to hear that. It has been very confusing wearing makeup and women’s clothes.” 

“Doesn’t it feel comfortable?” 

“I think that is part of problem. It actually feels good, almost sensual. I shouldn’t be feeling like this!” 

“Why not?” 

“Well, I am a man.” 

“You men! You need to loosen up. Just because you enjoy women’s clothes and don’t mind wearing a little makeup, doesn’t make you less of a man. I still find you very attractive.” 

“I appreciate that. You have really helped me get through all this. It’s more than the clothes though. I seem much more emotional. I am very sensitive to what people say!” 

“I just think that you are really starting to get a feminine perspective. Wasn’t that the point? To be able to relate to your players?” 

“You’re right. Working with the players has definitely been the best part of the school year. I am getting closer and closer to them.” 

“Good! Then your tactics have been a success. I was going to do some housework. 

Would you mind helping? I’ll fix you supper.” 

“Okay. That sounds like a good deal. I could use something to get my mind off school!” 

The rest of the afternoon, he helped her with some housework. Betty put an apron around him. He used the vacuum while she dusted. 

When they were done, they fixed a spaghetti dinner with salad. They drank a whole bottle of wine. Since neither one of them was a big drinker, this really loosened them up. As they sat on the couch, she leaned over and kissed him on the lips. Soon her fingers were manipulating his nipples. This made him uncomfortable. He was used to ini-tiating sexual contact. However, it felt good, so soon he was responding. It wasn’t long before they both had their tops off. They eventually found their way to Betty’s bedroom. 

Betty asked him to stay overnight. As they got ready for bed, she handed him a light blue, knee length nightgown with matching panties. If he weren't so drunk he might have complained. He readily put them on. If he weren't so drunk he might have asked why they fit perfectly. It just felt good to wear them. After all, they didn’t stay on long. If he weren't so drunk, he might have asked why Betty was on top during sex. He was just happy to be in her arms all night. 
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Chapter 15

The next morning, Tom ate breakfast and had coffee in his nightgown. For once he felt perfectly natural. He noticed that his breasts were tender. That's all he needed to get sick. Betty's response was to give him a pink vitamin, so he didn't miss a day of class. 

When he went to change clothes, he couldn't find his. Betty said that she had mixed them in with her laundry and convinced him to stay until everything was washed. She gave him a pink pair of shorts and a white tee shirt with lace trim to wear, over a white bra and panties. Once again everything fit. She also found a pair of sandals that fit. 

Tom was just enjoying being with her and put everything on without comment. He even agreed when she suggested that they walk down to the drugstore to get a newspaper. As they approached the door, Melissa Morgan, one of his basketball players, was leaving. 

She greeted him with a big smile. “Hi, Coach Sanders. Have a nice Sunday!” 

“Thank you, Melissa.” 

After she left, Tom was upset that he was being so careless. “How could I be so stu-pid? I should have realized that I could meet someone from school.” 

“Settle down. Wasn’t Melissa as friendly as always, not nasty at all?” 

“You’re right. But still, with my meeting with Mr. Barnett coming up on Monday, I should be more careful.” 

“Look, I don’t care. In fact, I kind of like you in sexy clothing! Wasn’t last night enjoyable?” 

“Of course, but surely it wasn’t the clothes that turn you on?” 

“What I’m saying is that it doesn’t matter to me. If you’re honest with yourself, you’ll admit that it doesn’t matter to most people. Mr. Barnett has no control of your free time. You need to learn to just relax and enjoy the moment.” 

“You’re right. I guess that I am getting too uptight! Still, I am worried about Monday...” 

They had a nice walk back. She took his hand and they walked arm and arm the whole way. By the time that they reached Betty's house, he was in a good mood again. 

He quickly commandeered the sports page, and they both spent the next couple of hours reading the paper. 

When his clothes were dry, he got dressed and kissed Betty goodbye. He went home so that he could get ready for the new school week. 


Chapter 16

On Monday morning, Tom decided to wear dress pants with a white shirt. He couldn't get himself to wear a tie. He was at Mr. Barnett's office at 7:30. It was 7:40 before the principal arrived. Tom was ushered into the inner office immediately. 
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“Thank you for coming to see me, Mr. Sanders. I know that this is your first year. I have heard some complaints that normally I wouldn't pay much attention to, but with young teachers, I like to stay on top of things.” 

“What kind of complaints?” 

“Well, there were some comments about smooth legs and nail polish. Also, you obviously were dressed in woman’s clothes when you left for the game Friday!” 

“I have just done some things to try to relate to and motivate my girls.” 

“Well, technically none of that is against the rules. What does concern me is that some boys feel that you can't control your classes.” 

“There have been some scuffles, but nothing that I cannot handle,” Tom admitted. 

“I am not saying that things were out of control, but you know how some students perceive things. I just want you to know that I am here to help. I want you to be successful here. On a positive note, I talked to some of the girl basketball players. They seem to like you very much.” 

“Well, I am really enjoying coaching them. They are a good bunch of kids.” 

“It has also been brought to my attention that you have been listing yourself as Tammy Sanders at away games.” 

Tom exploded. “I had nothing to do with that! I didn't even know it until Friday!” 

“Calm down. I just don't know who else could have done it. My secretary assured me that the main office had nothing to do with it. The unfortunate thing is that it appears to already have been sent to all the schools on our schedule. Under the circumstances, I am not sure that it is a good idea to try to get it changed. As I said before, I can handle the cross dressing stuff, but be aware that the school board may not share my opinion if they find out. Be careful!” 

The words Mr. Barnett spoke were not so critical, but the way they were spoken made Tom feel that the principal could not be counted on to defend him. He decided that he’d better be more conservative. He did not like the idea of being Tammy for half of the games. No reward had been promised after the last win, so Tom did not say anything about the next game either. He did continue to shave his legs, as he was getting used to the smooth feel; but that was all. The team did manage to win the next game. 

But against a weak team from Jackson Community College, they had trailed for two and a half quarters before rallying for the win by 3 points. Fortunately, the home crowd had helped inspire the girls down the stretch. 

The next game was an away game at Perryville. The girls played poorly and trailed the entire game; they lost their first game by 12 points. Tom felt the team losing the motivation that had sustained them so well. He tried to console them in his post-game speech. 

“This first lost was bound to happen sometime. You gave it a good effort. We need to refocus ourselves for the next game. I think that we need a reward for the game. 

Anybody got an idea?” 
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The girls perked at this suggestion. It was Melissa who spoke first. “What about piercing your ears and wearing my basketball earrings to the next game?” 

There was a roar of approval from the rest of girls. Even though that would be a home game, Tom agreed. He wanted to get the girls back on track. The intensity picked up at the practices for the next several days. Even though it was an away game, Azalea had no trouble beating Simpson by 18 points. 

The next day after practice, the entire team went to Alicia's mom's beauty shop to watch Tom get his ears pierced. Mrs. Stuart had a little almost gun-like device for quickly piercing ears. As she held it up to his ear lobe, he fully realized what a permanent reminder of his feminine appearance would result. Still, he had given his word, so he allowed her to proceed without uttering a sound. 

He was given a small set of earrings to wear while they healed, so the holes would not close. Betty tried to convince him that they were not noticeable, but his comment was that no one would notice if they were blind. 

Melissa's basketball earrings were long and dangling. The basketballs were bright orange. Tom was constantly reminded of them during the game as they brushed against his neck. He felt like Mr. Barnett was staring at them the whole night. It did not help that the principal came up to congratulate him after the team won again against Baker College. 

The next game was another away game, so he agreed to wear his silk blouse outfit again. He wanted to let his ears heal, but Betty wouldn't hear of it. She gave him a set of small pearl earrings that she insisted that he wear most of the time. His conservative attitude did not last very long. 


Chapter 17

Everything was settling into a routine. Tom got use to teaching, practice, all the traveling, and not having much free time. His breasts were becoming more sensitive and seemed to be growing. Betty convinced him to buy some sports bras to wear at school. They found some on sale with matching sport briefs. She even bought him a padded A-cup bra to wear around her house on Sundays. 

He started wearing a sports bra and briefs under a short sleeve sweatshirt and shorts to school every day. Betty said that it wasn’t noticeable, but he could see bumps at his chest. However, with his breast development, the bumps were becoming evident even without the bra. 

He wore a frilly red blouse with black pants along with some makeup and his pearl earrings at the next away game. This didn’t prevent the team from losing their first conference game to Watson University by 8 points. Everyone was very upset. Tom had trouble shaking the loss even though that meant that he avoided the next team reward. The girls had talked him into to promising to wear high heels if they won. He had already purchased a pair of black pumps with a 3 inch heel. 
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He found that he was becoming very close to the players. They would often come into his office before school or after practice to just talk. One uncomfortable moment happened when one of the juniors, Sue Nelson, came into talk. 

“I’m having real bad cramps with my period. Can you suggest anything?” 

This question shocked Tom and illustrated that the girls were treating him less and less like a male. He obviously did not know the appropriate answer, so he put her off. 

“I don’t know of anything, but I’ll see if I can find out some information for you.” 

Betty and Susan found the incident very amusing when he asked for their advice later. They got into a lengthy discussion of a women’s reproductive cycle and feminine products. Tom listened very intently and asked a lot of questions. He was becoming deeply interested in the lives of his players and wanted to know what they were going through. He felt good when he was able to give Sue some helpful advice the next day. 

He also found that he had to be more careful before and after games, because most of the girls thought nothing of changing in front of him. In fact, one of the girls asked him to unzip her dress before one game. He doubted that Mr. Barnett would appreciate that, but he did it anyway. Often after games when he would talk to them about the game in the locker room; most of the girls would have their shirts and bras off before he finished. Their pert little breasts were all too reminiscent of his own breast development, and he did not need to be reminded of the changes in his body. He was becoming very adept at making his remarks short. 

The next game was an easy win at home against Clearview College. Tom got by with promising to shave his legs, which was becoming a standard reward for a weak opponent. It was almost no reward, since at this point he was not going to go without shaving. At home games he continued to wear a sweater and pants, although Betty had bought him a women’s sweater that he often wore. Most of the time he wore his pearl earrings also. He now owned a pair of woman’s loafers that he would wear instead of his old men’s shoes. It was becoming more difficult to find a good reward. Fortunately the team was becoming more confident and playing well most games without any special reward. 

His personal life was going well also. He spent most weekends with Betty. He wore nylon nightgowns Saturday night and usually wore women's clothes on Sunday, even some sundresses that Betty had picked out. 

His classes were going well, except that third boys class. The boys in there were getting more and more rowdy. They were rude and made snide remarks about his sex. 

He had to discipline them just about everyday, but he couldn't bring himself to take them to Mr. Barnett. 

Finally things broke: two of the boys got into a full scale fight. Tom managed to get between them and separate them. 

“Get out my way, Ms. Sanders.” 

“I can't do that, Doug. Fighting is not allowed.” 

“Get out of my way, sissy.” 
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Doug swung, but Tom managed to duck and grab him around the waist. They both fell to the floor. In his struggle to get away, Doug ripped Tom's sweatshirt, exposing his bra. Most of the students started to laugh. 

With all the noise coming from the gym, Mr. Barnett and the math teacher, Mr. 

Thomas, showed up. They helped Tom restrain the boys and get them down to the main school office. Mr. Barnett immediately suspended the boys and had them call their parents to pick them up. Finally Tom and Mr. Barnett were alone in the principal's office. 

“I really think that you should take the rest of the day off, Mr. Sanders.” 

“No! Just give me a little while to get cleaned up. I can finish the day! I don't want to miss basketball practice.” 

“Well all right, but I want to see you first thing tomorrow morning.” 

At practice, everyone had obviously heard about the fight. The players were really supportive of Tom. Alicia was even a little crude. “Those boys need to be castrated, so they can keep their hormones in check!” 

Everyone broke up after hearing that comment. Practice went very well. Tom had almost forgotten about the rest of the day by the end. 


Chapter 18

Tom was sitting in Mr. Barnett's office bright and early the next morning. 

“Mr. Sanders, I have been thinking about a change for some time now. I just wished that I had acted sooner. Mrs. Dunavan has been diagnosed with cancer. She needs to take the rest of the year off. I would like for you to take over her girls’ Physical Education classes, girls’ health class and Home Economics class. I have found someone to take over your classes.” 

“When is this suppose to take place?” 

“It is effective today. You can move your things over to the girls’ gym.” 

“This isn’t fair. How is it going to look on my record?” 

“I’m sorry, but some of the board members have found out about your cross dressing. Two of them want you fired. Because of the fight they are gaining more support. I really think that this is best for everyone, including you. Anyway, the decision has been made. Your only other option is suspension!” 

Tom knew that he should have complained harder. This move was not going to help him get into boys’ basketball. In a way, though, he was relieved. He had become so much more comfortable working with girls. Handling the boys had become a great strain on him. 

He went and moved his stuff. His was very nervous before the first class. He did not know how the girls would react to the change. Obviously, most people would view this as a demotion. Marge was one of the girls in the first class. 

“You’re taking over our class, Mr. Sanders?” 
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“Yes Marge. Mrs. Dunavan is taking the rest of year off, so I will be your teacher from now on.” 

“That's cool!” 

Everyone else seemed to be equally pleased. His new classes went much better than his old classes. After another good practice, Tom felt more contented than he had been in a long time. He called up Betty and offered to buy her dinner. Although they usually did not date during the week, she was delighted to accept. 

After they had settled into a booth at a local restaurant, he broke the news. “Mr. 

Barnett reassigned me to Mrs. Dunavan’s classes.” 

“I know!” 

Tom was surprised. He expected more of reaction after her tirade about cross dressing earlier. “I expected you to be more upset!” 

“Actually, I think that it is a good move. If you intend to be a girls’ basketball coach, then I think that the more time that you spend around teenage girls the better. Aren’t you happy about the change? 

“Well I don’t know! I am apprehensive about teaching girl’s health and Home Ec.” 

“You handled Sue Nelson’s questions about menstruation fine. I’m sure that you can learn whatever you need.” 

“What about Home Ec? Today we did a lesson out of the book on nutrition, but they are suppose to have a section on cooking and then one on sewing.” 

“I’m sure that Susan and I can help you learn to cook. Susan is also a great seam-stress. I am sure that she would help you if you asked her!” 

Betty’s support made Tom feel even more confidant about the change. They had a very pleasant meal. At Betty’s door she gave him a long lingering kiss, and they both knew that he would be staying the night. 


Chapter 19

The next morning, Tom had to hustle to get back to his apartment, change for school, and then make it to work on time. He arrived ten minutes before his first class, which was well after the teachers were suppose to be in their rooms. He hoped that Mr. Barnett had not noticed. He didn’t need any more trouble. 

His classes again went very well. At lunch, Susan and Betty agreed to come to his apartment several evenings a week so that he could fix supper with their help. This would allow him to have something to teach his Home Ec class. He also stopped at the library to get several reference books to supplement the girl’s health text. He was beginning to believe that he could pull this change off. 

The next basketball game was against South College in Tampa. This was a much bigger school than Azalea, and the girls did not stand much of a chance. At the end of practice the day before the game, Tom made his boldest offer for a reward yet. 
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“Now, we all know that South is really big school with lots of athletes to choose from. As a result, they have a very good basketball team. To beat them we are going to have to play a near perfect game. I know that you can do it. If you win, I will wear a dress and high heels to the next game.” 

The girls went wild. Alicia even started talking about what color dress would look best on him. Since the next game was a home game, this was a risky promise. Tom knew in his head that the team could not beat South, but in his heart he hoped that it would happen. 

Since it was an away game Tom wore his pink turtleneck sweater and black pants with tan pantyhose and loafers, light makeup and pearl earrings. Azalea played well and was only down 2 points after one quarter, and 5 points at half. However, South pressed in the second half and pulled away to a 15 point victory. 

Since they had played well, the girls were in a pretty good mood in the locker room despite the loss. Fortunately, the next game was at home against Fairbo, one of the weaker conference teams. The team completely regained their confidence with a 12

point win. Another win by 5 points at Dillon Community College followed. 

The team record was now 14 wins and 3 losses. More importantly, they were 4 and 1 in conference play, tied for second. However, the next game was against Marshfield, who were tied with them at home. And then they played at Hopewell, who was not only in first but were also defending champions. Hopewell had beaten Azalea by 34 points last year. Then there was a final nonconference home game against Maryville to complete the regular season. 

At the end of practice the evening before the Marshfield game, Tom decided to revive a reward that he had not had to follow through on. “Tomorrow’s game is crucial to the conference standings. If you win, I will wear high heels to the Hopewell game.” 

The girls were really excited as they filed into the locker room. Tom spent several minutes meditating. The girls had come so far. He wondered if they really could win the conference. 

The next night Tom wore a padded bra without inserts under a red and blue sweater with black pants, knee high nylons and loafers. The locker room was fairly quiet after his pre-game remarks. He no longer thought about his clothes during games, but he was very nervous about the outcome of the game. 

The girls were obviously nervous as well. They turned the ball over twice in the early going. It didn’t help that Marshfield was obviously fired up. Soon Azalea was down by 10 points. Alicia managed to calm the team down with a couple of assists to Sharon inside. After a couple of baskets from the outside by Mandy, they were only down 3 at the end of the first quarter. 

Marshfield put on another surge at the beginning of the second quarter to go up by 12. A couple more baskets by Mandy and some unexpected scoring from junior Patty Link, who replaced Sharon after she picked up 2 fouls, left Azalea down by 4 at half time. 

At half time Tom decided to try a half court trap in the third quarter. With a couple of steals and lay ups by Alicia, they were able to take the lead away from Marshfield. 
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However, the visiting team responded, and the game ebbed back and forth. The third quarter ended with Azalea 1 point ahead. 

Tom reminded them that they were playing on their court and they needed really hustle the last quarter. Mandy and Alicia put on tremendous pressure and created several more steals. Marge and Sharon both made lay ups, and some outside baskets increased the lead to 9 points. One last surge by Marshfild cut the lead to 5, before some clutch free throw shooting resulted in a 7 point victory. 

Everyone was very excited in the locker room, but Tom managed to quiet everyone down. “This was a great win. As we have all season, you played as a team. You now earned the right to play Hopewell for the conference championship. Over the weekend think about what it will take to beat them.” 

Betty was waiting for him outside the gym. They decided to drive to Centerville to celebrate. They stopped at a dimly lit lounge on the highway. The waitress came to take their order. 

“What will you ladies have?” For the first time Tom remembered that he still had on woman’s clothes. However, he no longer felt uncomfortable with the feminine reference. They sat and drank their drinks as any two women might. Two men even came over to ask them to dance but they refused. He just wanted to talk and enjoy Betty’s company. 

That night he ended up at Betty’s house. Usually he only stayed over on Saturdays. 

After the long evening they put on their nightgowns and got ready for bed right away. 

As they lay in bed next to each other Tom hoped that Tuesday’s game against Hopewell went as well as this evening. 


Chapter 20

Although he was proud of the way that they had played, Tom figured that they still needed a little something extra for their toughest game of the year. So he gathered them together at the end of the last practice before the game. “I am really proud of the progress that we have made this season. If we stay focused, I am sure that we can beat Hopewell. When we win, I will wear a dress, high heels and makeup to the pep rally and last home game on Friday.” 

They players exploded into cheers. They giggled and laughed all the way to locker room. Alicia stayed behind for a moment. “Coach, I just want to say that I appreciate everything that you have done for us this season. All the players really feel good about themselves now, and not just about basketball.” 

Tom stood and watched her walk toward the locker room. A warm feeling welled up inside of him. He felt a tear on his cheek. He wondered what was going on. He never cried. He just knew that he felt really good at that moment. 

Once again he dressed before they got on the bus to Hopewell. He wore his frilly red blouse and black pants over black bikini panties, a black bra with inserts and sheer black pantyhose to go with his black 3 inch pumps. He was a little unsteady at the first,and most of the girls laughed at his entrance up the stairs at the front of the bus. 
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The bus ride lasted one hour and twenty five minutes. Tom was very focused and didn’t say much when the opposing coach came by to welcome him. He just hoped that his tenseness did not rub off on the team. 

The Hopewell game did not start out well. The defending champions were determined to show to they deserved to remain on top. By the end of first quarter, their lead was 10 points. However, Alicia and Mandy lead a charge in the second quarter to cut the lead to 4 points at half time. 

Tom made some changes to the defense, but the third quarter was even all the way. 

Hopewell led by 6 going into the final quarter. Then Sharon got hot and Azalea managed to tie the score with three minutes to go. Hopewell went back ahead by 4, but two baskets by Mandy tied it again. With four seconds remaining Alicia was called for her fifth foul, and Hopewell's star player went to the foul line. The ball touched nothing but net on both free throws, and Azalea lost by 2. 

In the locker room, Tom's emotions were entirely spent. He started to cry. “I'm so proud,” was all that he could mutter. Everyone gathered together for a team hug. 

On the bus ride home he thought that he should be devastated by the loss, but he wasn’t. They had played well, and he was extremely proud of the girls. Although he knew that he would feel better if they had won, he knew that it didn’t matter so much that they had not. 


Chapter 21

Tom did not tell anyone, but he had decided that they had played so well that despite the loss he was going to wear the dress anyway. As the classes were released early for the final basketball pep rally, he went to his office and dressed slowly. He wanted everything to be perfect. He had chosen suntan pantyhose. As he slid them up his legs, he wondered if he would be able to give up the sensual feel of woman’s clothes after the season. The dress was a deep purple color, matching the team colors. 

He had bought matching pumps to complete the outfit. He decided to go with a pink blush and bright red lipstick to accent his outfit. When he was done, he felt that he had never looked so good. 

At the pep rally, the players were a little concerned because the coach was usually there from the start. Because the girls were doing better, the boys’ game was discussed first. The cheerleaders did a couple of cheers for the boys. The boys’ coach then made some brief remarks. 

When the girls’ team was invited to the stage, Tom slowly walked on from the side. 

His high heels clicked as he approached center stage. He tried to put an extra wiggle in his walk as any woman might. His makeup was very visible in the bright lights. He looked stunning. 

The players all gushed over his outfit and circled around him. The crowd was very noisy. Some hoots mixed with the cheers. The cheerleaders did an another cheer which seem to get everyone on a positive note. Tom approached the microphone to speak. 
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“I want you to know that you have one of the best girls’ basketball teams in the state. We are going to win tonight and be ready for districts next week.” 

The game that night was no contest. Azalea won by 25 points. The players begged Tom to come to the school dance after the game, but he declined. He went home and undressed. He removed his makeup. At the moment he was completely contented with his life. For no apparent reason, he slipped on a nylon nightgown and panties and fell into a blissful sleep. 


Chapter 22

Monday morning Tom was in Mr. Barnett's office again. 

“This time you have gone too far. The entire school board was at the game Friday night. Saturday morning in a special meeting, the school board voted to terminate your contract. You will be paid for the remainder of the year.” 

“They can't do that!” 

“I'm afraid they can and did.” 

“I'll sue.” 

“That is your decision. The board is quite prepared to defend their decision in court.” 

“What about the basketball team?” 

“I have asked Mr. Thomas, the boys’ assistant coach, to handle the girls in the district playoffs.” 

Tom almost ran from the office. He felt tears welling up in his eyes and did not want to cry in front of Mr. Barnett. He went home and laid on the couch all day. The phone rang several times, but he did not feel like answering it. 

About 6:00, there was a knock on the door. He did not answer that either, but Betty let herself in. She sat beside him and held him in her arms. He immediately began crying again. After about ten minutes, he was cried out. 

“Tom, I want you to know that I went and complained to Mr. Barnett. Also, many of my friends on the faculty support you. The basketball players complained also and refused to practice.” 

“They can't do that. They need to get ready for St. Mary’s. They can't let my troubles destroy their chances to win district.” 

“Tom, you're more important than a basketball game!” 

He couldn't help himself. He began crying again. Betty finally managed to convince him to eat. He fell asleep in her arms. 

Tom spent the next day moping around the house. Around 2:00, the phone rang. 

This time he answered it. “Mr. Sanders! This is Mr. Barnett. The school board is reconsidering their decision. Evidently, several of the player's mothers and even some of your other student's mothers called to complain about your dismissal. Also, the team Page - 88
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refuses to play without you. There will be a meeting this evening to discuss the matter. 

Can you be at school at 7:00?” 

“Sure!” 

For the first time in a long time Tom dressed in a suit, a tie and dress shoes. He was surprised to find the auditorium where the meeting was to be held completely full. 

The school board was seated on the stage behind a table. Mr. Loomis, the chairman, sat in the middle. He was a large man in his forties. He had been a star football player at Azalea in his youth. Promptly at 7:00 he started the meeting. 

“We are gathered here to discuss the decision of the board to dismiss Mr. Tom Sanders. Let me just say in defense of the board that anyone who saw his inappropriate dress at the basketball game Friday night should support our decision. We will start with Mrs. Stuart, who is representing the parents who support Mr. Sanders.” 

“I want to start by thanking the board for giving me this opportunity to speak. My daughter Alicia is on the girl’s basketball team. At the beginning of the year she was what I would call a typical young woman. Basically, she was a good kid, but not always completely cooperative. She has matured so much this year. She has become so much more self-confident. She has started to help around the house without being asked. I know that she helps several other students with their studies. I credit Mr. 

Sanders with teaching her how to be self reliant and successful. I know that his methods are unconventional, but he has managed to develop a deep bond with all the girls. 

Finally, let me remind everyone that he was very nicely dressed Friday night. If he were a woman, everyone would be complimenting him on his taste. It is unfair to dis-criminate against him because of his sex.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Stuart. Next Mrs. Betty DeWitt will speak for the faculty who support Mr. Sanders.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Chairman. As the board knows I was against hiring Mr. Sanders, because I felt that a woman should be coaching the girls’ basketball team. Let me say that he has proven me wrong! He has done a wonderful job with the girls. He relates to them better than I ever thought possible. Their record shows that he obviously has done a good job teaching them basketball, but talking with the girls reveals that he has also taught them a lot about life. Most of the faculty have signed a petition asking that he remain in his current position, and I handed this petition to Mr. Loomis before the start of the meeting.” 

“Next, we will hear from Mr. Platt who will talk for the parents who support the board!” 

“Thank you, Bob. My son is on the boys’ basketball team. I arrived at half time of the girls’ game Friday night. I do not usually pay much attention to the girls’ game or their coach. I thought that she looked pretty hot, until one of the other parents said that she was a guy. I don’t think that we should allow perverts to teach our children!” 

The crowd got loud during Mr. Platt’s remarks. Tom was surprised that most people at the meeting were shouted their disagreement. Mr. Loomis had to bang a gavel for several minutes to quiet the audience. 

“Now, Mr. Barnett will speak!” 
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“Thank you, Mr. Loomis. I

want to say that Mr. Sanders

came to Azalea with excellent cre-

dentials. He has had some trou-

ble maintaining control in the

classroom, which is fairly com-

mon for new teachers. Although I

must admit that he has not had

any trouble since he switched to

girls’ gym, girls’ health and Home

Ec. I have talked to him about

his dress and made it clear that

the board would not tolerate

cross dressing. I feel that any de-

cision made by the board would

be appropriate.” 

“Finally, we will allow Mr. 

Sanders to speak!” 

Tom stood up and went to the

microphone that had been set up

in the aisle for audience members

who were speaking. He was feel-

ing very emotional. The remarks

of Mrs. Stuart and Betty had

touched him. He just hoped that

he would not break down before

he finished speaking. 

“Before this school year, I had not worked with girls very much. I was not certain that I could. Several people earlier mentioned how much I had taught the girls, but really I think that they have taught me a lot more about feelings and what things are really important. My dress at games was only designed to bring me closer to my players, and I do feel close to them. I have found out that they are a great bunch of kids. I think that together we have accomplished a lot this basketball season. I just hope that the board will allow me to finish what we started through the district playoffs.” 

Tom could feel tears starting down his cheeks. He quickly sat down and hoped that no one would notice. Mr. Loomis was finishing up the meeting. 

“I want to thank everyone for coming. The board has been given a lot to think about. We will retire to executive session to determine our final decision.” 

The crowd slowly started to file out of the auditorium. Tom and Betty went to his office in the girl’s gym to await the decision. 

“I appreciate what you said for me,” Tom told her. 

“I meant every word. They have no right to even consider dismissing you.” 

“You never told me that you were against my hiring!” 
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“Well, I didn’t figure that would help the situation. Once that you were here I tried to help you as much as possible.” 

“That’s true! Why were you against my hiring?” 

“I felt that girls should be coached by a woman. As I said tonight, I don’t feel that way anymore.” 

“Why is that?” 

“Because I have seen how much you care. You have gone to extraordinary lengths to relate to the girls. I would say that now you are as sensitive to their needs as any woman could be.” 

They were interrupted by Mr. Barnett. Betty left so that he could talk to Tom alone. 

“Several of the board members were moved by the testimony on your behalf. As a result, they will allow you to finish the year, teaching and coaching. It was a close vote. 

You shouldn’t expect to be renewed for next year. The board would appreciate it if you would wear male clothing! You can return to work tomorrow." 

“I'll be here.” 

The next day, Tom wore his usual short sleeve sweatshirt and shorts. He tried to forego the sports bra, but his sensitive breasts convinced him otherwise. For his non-gym classes, he wore sweat pants to cover his smooth legs. He was not prepared to stop shaving. 

His classes went well, and the girls seemed happy to see him back. He was glad to start practice, as there were only two days until the first district playoff game. When he entered the gym for practice, a loud cheer rang out. Tom almost broke into tears again. 

“I want to thank you for all your support. Now, let's get ready for St. Mary’s.” 

Alicia replied, “We'll kill them.” 

Practice went well. The girls pick up at the same intensity as before his dismissal. 

The practice the next day went just as well. Tom gathered the team together at the end of practice. 

“I know that this team has a good chance to win districts, even though we will probably have to play Hopewell again. What kind of reward would be appropriate for this first game?” 

As usual Alicia was the first one to speak. “Just having you back is reward enough. 

We will not need anything else the rest of the year.” 

The rest of the team responded with clapping and cheering. Tom broke down and cried like a baby. He gathered the team together for a group hug! 

The district playoffs were being held at Hopewell modest basketball arena. For the first game, Tom wore a man’s sweater, but he wore a black pair of women's pants, which now seemed to fit him better than his men’s pants. For some reason he wore knee high socks and women's loafers. Fortunately, Mr. Barnett would not be checking his underwear. He wore a padded A-cup bra and purple panties. He wore no makeup, but did wear his pearl earrings. 
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The team started strong and was up by 12 points at the end of the first quarter. St. 

Mary’s put on a surge in the second quarter, but Alicia and Mandy responded with baskets; the lead was 7 at half. As usual Tom changed defenses in the third quarter and the team played it to perfection, extending the lead to 18 points entering the fourth quarter. Azalea stayed comfortably ahead the rest of the game, and Tom played a lot of substitutes, since they would have to play again tomorrow. The final margin was 13 points. 

Being superstitious, Tom wore the same outfit the next day. He had lunch with Betty and then met the team for the bus ride to Hopewell. They stopped for a light snack and arrived at the gym an hour and half before game time. He nervously walked the hallway outside the locker room, waiting for the girls to dress. 

Finally it was time for his pre-game talk. 

“We are playing Sylvan University. My scouting report says that they like to full court press the whole game. Therefore, I’m going to start in our press. We have to be ready to protect the ball. This may be a game of attrition.” 

The team gathered together for a cheer and ran out on the court. 

Sylvan got a couple of steals early and jumped to a 6-0 lead. Alicia got a steal of her own, and slowly Azalea climbed back into the game. Sylvan led by 3 at half time. Tom switched to a half court trap in the third quarter. It caught Sylvan by surprise, and Azalea led by 5 entering the final quarter. Now it was Sylvan’s turn to respond, and they managed to regain a 2 point lead. 

With twenty seconds left Sharon was fouled. She made two free throws to tie the game, and Sylvan called time out. Tom decided to return to a full court press. Alicia made a super steal in the back court and passed to Mandy, who made a basket at the buzzer. 

Tom went wild, running onto the court to hug Mandy. The rest of the team gathered around for the now traditional team hug. 

The bus ride home was noisy and cheerful. 

The two wins put Azalea in the district finals, where they would meet Hopewell on Monday. Tom had a strong feeling that they would win this time. He wore what was becoming his lucky outfit. 

For some reason he felt that he needed some makeup, so he wore a light foundation, brown mascara and plum lipstick. Before the game, Alicia presented him with a pretty pair of dangling silver earrings from the team. He put them on without a second thought. 

This time it was Azalea starting strong. By the second quarter, the lead was 15. 

Hopewell pulled back within 8 at half time. In the third quarter Hopewell came out in a press and cut the lead to 3 points, but Azalea regained their composure and kept their lead throughout the fourth quarter. The final score was Azalea 55 Hopewell 50. Azalea was district champion. 
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While the girls were cutting down the net, Mr. Barnett came over to congratulate Tom. He had a frown on his face the whole time. He obviously did not approve of Tom’s makeup and dangling earrings. 

Since a contract renewal for next year was out of the question, Tom no longer cared what Mr. Barnett thought. He would dress fairly conservatively, but if he felt like wearing woman’s clothes he would. 


Chapter 23

The district championship qualified Azalea for the sectional playoffs. In the first round they drew the number three ranked team in the state, Trinity Community College. Against Betty's advice, he decided to wear a beige knee length suit with full makeup to try to inspire the team. 

Indeed, the team played well. They jumped on top and were ahead by 3 at the end of the first quarter. Trinity started to assert itself in the second quarter and built an 8

point lead by half time. Tom changed to a zone defense, which confused Trinity for a while as Azalea regained a 1 point lead, before trailing by 2 entering the fourth quarter. 

Alicia and Mandy made enough baskets to keep it close, but Azalea could not catch up and lost by 5 points. 

The team was very upset in the locker room. Alicia in particular seemed depressed. 

Tom tried his best to comfort them. 

“I know that this loss hurts now. But as you think about this season, you’ll realize how successful you have been. Going from a record of 4 and 18 to a record of 19 and 5, as well as being district champions, is phenomenal. I couldn’t be more proud of you.” 

He gathered them for one last team hug. On the bus ride home Tom could finally relax and be contented with the season. He had no trouble sleeping the whole way home. 

Mr. Barnett did not talk to Tom at the last game. Fortunately, he did not feel the need to chastise Tom for his dress. Maybe he felt that there was no point since the season was over. 

A week after the season was over, Mr. Barnett asked Tom to stop by his office after school. All day Tom wondered what could be happening now. As soon as he was seated in the principal’s office, Mr. Barnett began talking. 

“I actually have some good news for you today, Mr. Sanders. All conference honors were announced yesterday afternoon. Alicia Stuart made first team, Sharon Hope and Mandy Briggs made second team, and Marge Smith was honorable mention. Also, you were named conference coach of the year. Congratulations!” 

“Thank you, Mr. Barnett. The girls deserve all the credit. They worked really hard.” 

“There is one slight problem. The conference was one of the places that received the roster naming you as Tammy Sanders. I am afraid that the certificate and plaque will Page - 93
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come under that name. I’m not sure that the school board will want us to hang your plaque in the hallway as we usually do.” 

“That decision is out of my hands. I can’t say that it really matters to me.” 

Tom was really proud of the awards. However, he wasn’t sure how an honor in the name of Tammy would effect his job prospects. Anyway, it was a pleasant ending to a successful season. 

Later that week, a totally unpleasant event reminded Tom that he was living in a very ambiguous world. His door bell rang at about 8:30. He was not expecting anyone, and when he opened the door, he was surprised to find a fairly tall, hefty man who he did recognize. He was not in the habit of chaining his door, which he very much regretted, as the man forced his way inside the apartment. 

Tom was never very strong, and for some reason his strength seemed to be declin-ing these last few months. He was no match for the larger man. 

The man spoke with a very slurred voice. “I want to talk to you!” 

Even from three feet away Tom could smelled the alcohol on his breath. He was obviously very drunk! 

“Do I know you?” Tom asked. 

“My name is Joe Platt! I spoke against you at the school board meeting!” 

“What do you want?” 

“I just want to let you know that there are no hard feelings!” 

“Thank you very much. I think that you should leave now...” 

Before Tom could react, Joe grabbed his chin and kissed him on lips. Tom moved away and slapped the rough unshaven face before him. 

“Well, missy, that isn’t nice at all.” 

“I want you to leave now!” 

“Not until I show you that I understand.” 

“Understand what?” 

“What you sissy boys really like! You’d love to suck my cock, wouldn’t you?” 

“Of course not!” 

Slowly the man moved toward Tom, who was backing away. Joe was unzipping his pants as he advanced on Tom, who was backed into a wall. As Tom tried to push passed the bigger man, two hands grabbed his shoulders and pushed him back against a wall. Another kiss greatly increased the tension. 

Slowly Tom was forced down into a kneeling position by the strength of Joe’s hands and arms on his shoulders. He did not seem to have the strength to resist. 
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Chapter 24

There was one more major hurdle before the end of the semester. The sewing unit in Home Economics was rapidly approaching. He had contemplated the possibility of skipping the unit altogether, until Alicia, who was a student in the class, stayed one day after class to talk. 

“We are still going to have our sewing unit aren’t we?” 

“Well, I don’t know. I have no experience sewing.” 

“I really want to do it. Mrs. Dunavan promised that we could sew a prom dress as our senior project. I don’t think that I can afford to go to the prom otherwise. Several of the girls know something about sewing. I’m sure that they will help you out.” 

“I will think about it!” 

Tom had grown very fond of Alicia, and he hated to disappoint her. He wanted to try to have the sewing unit, but he knew that he needed more than the student’s help. 

After school he went to talk to Susan Marcks. 

“Hi, Susan!” 

“Well hello, Tom. I haven’t seen you for a while.” 

“I’m sorry. I really do enjoy your company. I was really busy with basketball and have been kind of mellowing out since the season is over. I’m embarrassed that now I’ve come to ask a favor.” 

“Well, I’m happy that you came to see me. What can I do for you?” 

“I’ve got a sewing unit coming up in Home Ec. Obviously I have no experience in that area.” 

“What do you mean obviously? More men than you might imagine sew.” 

“Not me! Anyway, the worst of it is that Alicia told me that the seniors are suppose to sew a prom dress.” 

“I’ve got an idea! We could get some material. I have a sewing machine. You could sew some things with my help and then hopefully you would know enough to help the girls with most things. I could answer any questions that you can’t handle.” 

“That sounds like a good idea! What would I sew?” 

“I should think a basic dress, blouse and skirt would teach you the basics. Then you might want to try a prom dress so that you can help the seniors.” 

“That sounds really good. Are you sure that you don’t mind taking the time to do this?” 

“I love to sew. This will be great fun.” 

“When do we start?” 

“If you can pick me up at 6:00, we can go to the Centerville Mall to pick up some patterns and material.” 

“I’ll see you then.” 
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Tom went home to change clothes. He put on his pink turtleneck and black pants with knee highs and loafers. He added some light mascara and lipstick. He figured that he would be less conspicuous in a fabric store if he dressed like a woman. 

Susan invited him in when he arrived at her house. She wore a floral print dress with white background, pantyhose and high heeled sandals. She looked quite fetching. 

She had a tape measure in her hand. 

“We need to measure you before we go so that we can plan for the correct size. Take off your turtleneck.” 

Tom removed his sweater. 

“Remove the bra too.” 

He unhooked the bra and placed it next to the sweater. 

“Oh my! I thought that you were wearing inserts, but your breasts are really developing. Are you taking hormones?” 

“Of course not! I’m sure that just wearing woman’s clothes has done it.” 

“Woman would be thrilled if that was true, but clothes only create an illusion. They don’t actually change our bodies.” 

She measured him around his chest below his breasts and then around his breasts. “You are definitely between an A-cup and B-cup. I suspect that you might need a bigger cup size if you keep developing.” 

She measured his waist next and then his hips. “I assume that you are not wearing padding for your hips either?” 

“No padding!” 

“Well your dimensions are 34-24-36. Which is much closer to a woman’s propor-tions than a normal male. It should help us get a good fit for the clothes that we sew. 

You must be taking something!” 

”I assure you that I am not taking anything.” 

There was a little less conviction in his voice. He remembered the little pink pills that Betty had been giving him. He wondered what was in them. However, he wanted to talk to Betty before saying anything to Susan. 

He put his top back on and they were off to the mall. Although they did not talk much, Tom’s mind was mulling over what she had said about his measurements. They were at the mall before he knew it. 

Tom had never been in a fabric store before. He did not know that there were so many choices. He loved the feel of most of the fabrics. Fortunately, Susan was there to guide toward material that would be easy to work. 

She led him to a table containing several books with chairs so that they could sit down. 

“We need to pick out some patterns first!” she said. 
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After looking through two books they found a fairly basic dress pattern that Tom liked. Next, they looked for a blouse and skirt and were fortunate to find a pattern that had both and Susan said looked pretty easy. 

Finally they looked at party dresses. They found one that was knee length, showed some cleavage but was fairly modest with thin straps and a back zipper. Susan thought that it was simply adorable and Tom had to agree. 

Now they could seriously look at material. They found a pretty peacock blue knit for a basic dress. A fairly lightweight cotton blend material with a floral pattern looked good for the blouse. They found some navy blue skirt material that would match the blouse. Then Tom found a purple nylon rayon material. He just loved the feel of the fabric, and it was in the school color. 

Susan warned, “That material might be a little hard to work with...” 

“I just love the feel of the fabric, and the color is just so great!” 

“Okay, but don’t say that I didn’t warn you.” 

As they waited for the clerk to cut the material, Susan tried to explain about widths of fabric and the charts on the patterns for determining how much material was needed. Tom just looked confused so she finally told him to tell the girls to ask the clerk for help if they needed it. 

After the material was cut, Susan went and got everything else that was needed, like buttons, lining material and zippers. Tom tried to pay attention, since the girls might ask, but there was too much information to absorb everything. 

They stopped at the Italian restaurant on the way home. After they had ordered and were waiting for their meal they talked. 

“I really appreciate you going to all this trouble to help me. I know that it is going to be a lot of work.” 

“Well, I enjoy spending time with you, and I love to sew. You could probably tell how much fun that I was having in the fabric store.” 

“Yes. Your eyes had a lovely sparkle in them. I must admit that I found it much more enjoyable than I expected. I just hope that the clothes turn out okay.” 

“Don’t worry. Anyone can sew.” 

The food came, and they spent an enjoyable evening talking about movies and art. 

As Tom dropped her off, he regretted that the outing was over. He walked her to the door. Since tomorrow was a school day, he couldn’t stay, so he kissed her on the cheek. 

He said, “It was a wonderful evening. Thanks for everything.” 

“Tomorrow is Friday. Come over after school and we can start cutting material. If we order pizza, we can work most of the evening.” 

“Sounds great. See you then.” 
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Chapter 25

Tom was excited the whole next day. It was almost like a game day during basketball season. He was eagerly anticipating the evening of sewing, but also nervous about how he would do. 

During Home Ec he reminded the girls that they would start sewing on Monday. 

“Monday starts our sewing unit. I have never sewed before but Ms. Marcks has agreed to help me learn. I will be depending on the girls who have sewed before to help me out. You will need to get a basic blouse pattern and some material for Monday. I would suggest a cotton blend that is easy to work with. Someone at the fabric store should be able to help you pick something appropriate. There will be a major project due at the end of the semester. You might go ahead and look around for some ideas!” 

Alicia raised her hand. 

Tom said, “Yes, Alicia?” 

“Will the seniors be able to make ball dresses for their project?” 

“I don’t see why not!” 

“Also, in the past we have always had a fashion show in class on the day that projects are due.” 

“That sounds like fun.” 

After school, Tom went home to change into a man’s sweater. With his hip development, he was most comfortable in a pair of woman’s jeans. He also wore white socks and tennis shoes. 

He arrived at Susan’s house at 4:30. She was dressed in a tank top that displayed her prominent breasts, along with jeans and sandals. They immediately started laying out fabric, and she showed him how to pin the pieces of the pattern to the material. 

She made him do everything, but was right at his shoulder to offer instructions, which he found very pleasant. 

He cut out the pieces for the blouse first and was very nervous. He was sure that he would cut the material to ribbons and it would be worthless. However, the cutting went well and soon the skirt was also cut out. He was doing so well that Susan left the room to order pizza while he cut out the basic dress. 

When he was finished, the pizza had arrived, and Susan had a glass of wine waiting so they took a break. 

“You are doing really well, Tom!” 

“Thanks. I think that I am getting the hang of it. It really helps to have you there. I don’t know if I could have done it myself.” 

“Is that a man’s sweater that you have on?” 

“Yes. I figured that you would appreciate seeing me dressed as a man.” 

“Actually, I like your women’s sweaters better. I want you to know that it doesn’t bother me to see you in woman’s clothes. You can wear whatever you want. Do you have a bra on?” 
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“No!” 

“I would think that would be uncomfortable.” 

“Well, they are sensitive.” 

“I would prefer that you were comfortable.” 

They ate rather slowly. Tom did not expect to get so tired from standing and cutting material, but he was definitely enjoying the break. 

He wanted another glass of wine, but Susan said that he had better finish his cutting first. She promised him a glass afterwards. 

The remaining item was the ball dress. He soon found that it was a little tricky. The cutting had to be a little more precise to make sure that it would hang right. As Susan had warned, the nylon material was definitely harder to work with. 

It was about 10:30 when he finished. Susan poured the promised glass of wine, and they sat on the couch. 

“I did not realize that cutting would be so tiring. My neck and shoulders ache.” 

“Well, you did cut out quite a few pieces. Some people only do one item at a time. 

Here, let me rub your shoulders.” 

Susan got up and walked over behind Tom and started rubbing his shoulders and neck. It felt really good, and he let out a contented sigh. He was becoming a little drowsy, when she leaned over and kissed his lips. 

When she withdrew he pulled her down next to him. He kissed her again. 

She said, “You don’t have to leave tonight...” 

They moved into the bedroom. She got out two nightgowns with matching panties. 

Tom started to take off his sweater, but she said, “Let me!” 

She removed the sweater and started licking his nipples. The pleasurable feeling surprised Tom. He reached to pull off her tank top and unhooked her bra. Soon they were on the bed and he was sucking her nipples. 

It wasn’t long before they were both naked and enjoying each other’s bodies immensely. 

Finally, they were exhausted. One final kiss and they fell asleep in each other arms. 

After a while they got up and washed up and put on their sleepwear. 

They returned to bed and slept the rest of the night wrapped in each other arms. 


Chapter 26

It was 9:00 before they got out of the bed. Susan wanted to fix him breakfast, but Tom had promised to have breakfast at Betty’s house. 

“I’m sorry, but I promised Betty last weekend that I would have breakfast with her.” 

“Betty is a good friend of mine. Although I really enjoyed last night, I don’t want to get into a vicious triangle. Are you in love with Betty?” 
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“Well, Betty has been a really good friend and helped me a lot this year. I really like her, but I would not say that I love her. I really like you also. I don’t want to have to choose today.” 

“I wasn’t trying to pressure you. Did you want to sew any more this weekend?” 

“Well, I have errands to do today. How about tomorrow afternoon?” 

“That would be fine.” 

Tom arrived at Betty’s house and apologized for being so late. They had a leisurely breakfast of coffee cake, coffee and juice. 

As they were finishing, he finally got the nerve to broach the subject which had been on his mind for several days now. 

“Susan thinks that my breast development could only be caused by some kind of hormones.” 

“Well, that would certainly help, but woman’s clothes are made to mold the body toward a so-called perfect shape.” 

“But not permanently. What is in those pink pills?” 

“As I told you, vitamins.” 

“I don’t believe you!” 

There was a long pause. The determined look on Tom’s face finally convinced Betty that he was not going to be easily placated. 

“Okay, they are female hormones, estrogen and progesterone. I thought that they will help your efforts to relate to the girls.” 

“To make me a woman! This really messed up my teaching career.” 

“Not really. You have to admit that you were very successful with the basketball team, and your classes are going really well now.” 

“But I am basically teaching girls. They took away all my classes with boys. This isn’t helping me achieve my goal of coaching men’s basketball.” 

“If you are honest, you’ll admit that your classes with the guys weren’t going well anyway. You were having trouble with your boy’s gym classes before taking the pills. 

You just naturally work better with girls. Your wearing of woman’s clothes was just an aid. Besides, girls’ college basketball just as exciting as boys’!” 

“But you are the one who started me down that path. You told me before that you thought that a woman should have my job. Did you plan all this all along?” 

“Of course not! I can’t say that I regret that it happened. You have to admit to yourself that you have enjoyed the feminine aspects of your year at Azalea. The shaving of the legs, the wearing of soft underwear and clothing, and even the dangling of earrings. Nobody had to force you to do any of that.” 

“On the roster that was sent out to the schools that we played I was listed as Tammy Sanders. Did you have anything to do with that?” 

Betty hesitated, but then confessed. 
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“It was pretty easy. They always use the same format. I sneaked into the office and substituted the roster with your name changed. I figured that it would make your away games easier. Can you imagine what the fans would have been like if they knew that you were male? As it was, they never knew a thing!” 

“That was because I found out, and Mr. Barnett decided to keep it quiet. It could have blown up in my face. It still seems like you were doing everything in your power to make me a woman.” 

“Honestly, I was only doing what I thought would lead to a successful season. What ever else happened, you must admit that it was a good season!” 

Finally, Tom was at a loss for words. He was extremely upset, but couldn’t think of anything else to say, so he just left. He mechanically went through his chores that day. He got his laundry done and did grocery shopping. 

He couldn’t get Betty’s words out of his head. 

Was she right? Did he have a predisposition for feminine things? He couldn’t say that anything that he did was unpleasant. In fact, except for the fight in gym class and having to deal with Mr. Barnett and the board, he had had an enjoyable year. 

After he left Betty, he didn’t rush home and tear off all his woman’s clothes. He was still wearing a bra and panties under a woman’s polo shirt and shorts with sandals. 

He did vow to stop taking those pink pills, however. 

The next day he arrived at Susan’s house a little after 1:00. He was wearing a tank top with shorts. He had to talk before he could even think of sewing. 

“I talked to Betty yesterday.” 

“What did she have to say?” 

“She admitted that she has been giving me female hormones. Are you sure that you didn’t know anything about this?” 

“I swear! She told me once that you had always enjoyed wearing woman’s clothes. I assumed that it was all your doing.” 

“Well, it’s not. I have never even thought about wearing woman’s clothes before this year. Betty suggested that I offer to shave my legs to motivate the girls. From there things just seem to slowly snowball. I think that she wanted me to be the woman coach that she thought should have the position.” 

“Did she suggest all the things that you did?” 

“Well, no! The players seemed to be really into it. They made most of the suggestions, although I don’t know for sure that Betty wasn’t prompting them.” 

“Do you really believe that?” 

“I don’t want to believe that! I have really grown fond of the girls and I don’t believe that they would intentionally do anything to harm me,” Tom admitted. 

“I don’t approve of Betty’s methods, but it sounds to me like they worked. I’m not sure that you would have gotten as close to your players and had the successful season otherwise.” 
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“I have to agree with you. I must admit that is one thing that I don’t regret.” 

“Are you going to give up woman’s clothes?” 

“Well, in my current body state they are more comfortable. I will probably continue to dress the same, but I am through with those pink pills. We will see what happens.” 

“I want to be sure that you know that my feelings for you have nothing to do with any of this. I will like you no matter what you wear.” 

“I appreciate that! Let’s get my mind on something else and do some sewing.” 

The sewing went really well. It was after 6:00, but he managed to finish the blouse before they quit. He went home to eat a quick supper and prepared for the next week of school. 

At bedtime he put on a nightgown without even thinking about it. He slept as peacefully as a baby. 


Chapter 27

The next morning, Tom poured the rest of his pink pills down the drain. 

At this point in the semester, his teaching was fairly routine except the sewing class. Fortunately Alicia and Marie were very good helpers. Monday the class pinned their blouse patterns. Since he insisted that everyone get done with each step before anyone got to move on, that was as far as they got. As students finished they would help the others still working. 

He was pleased with the progress and stopped to talk with Susan after school. 

“Things went pretty well. Everyone got their patterns pinned. Are we sewing tonight?” 

“I am glad everything’s working out. I think that we better plan on sewing every night at least for a little while. We want you to stay ahead of the students.” 

She noticed him wince. “Are you feeling okay?” 

“I’ve got a headache, and my stomach has been a little queasy all day.” 

“Did you take your pink pill this morning?” 

He shook his head. 

“This might be related to withdrawal. I think that I have something that might help,” she said. 

She handed him two Midol tablets. He went out in the hall so that he could take them at the water fountain. Susan gave him a kiss on the cheek before they headed for home. 

After supper he sewed for two hours at her house. 

On Tuesday in class, the students cut out their patterns. Everything went fine except for one student, a freshman named Sue Helder. She made an incorrect cut. After several minutes consulting with Alicia and Marie, they determine that it was not re-pairable. Sue burst into tears. 
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Tom put his arms around her and patted her on the back. 

“Don’t worry Sue, I’ll pay for some new material, and we can stay after school a couple of days so you can catch up.” 

“Thank you so much, Ms. Sanders!” 

Sue was finally able to stop crying. She actually smiled at Tom. He smiled back. 

The strong emotional ties that he had developed with his students were a new experience for him. This had never happened before when he had worked with boys. Working with girls was just becoming much more enjoyable. 

A pattern was soon established. Tom would come over to Susan’s house every night after supper and sew for a couple of hours. Tuesday night he was still having headaches so she gave him some more Midol. 

On Wednesday, she handed him a bottle. The label read “Natural Estrogen - a herbal blend for relief of Menopause.” 

“What’s this?” 

“It’s a nonprescription remedy for menopause, for women when they stop producing female hormones. I think that it might help your headaches, but not have the effect of taking actual hormones.” 

“Okay. I’ll give it a try.” 

Because he knew that he would have to teach it, Tom was a good sewing student. 

By the end of that first week he had also finished the skirt and was well along with the basic dress. 

They decided to take the weekend off, and Tom offered to take Susan out for a movie Saturday night. 

On their date he wore a tank top with jeans and sandals. They went to see the movie “Titanic”. During one of the love scenes Tom felt a hand reach into his bra and stimulate his nipple. The sensation left him wondering if he really wanted his breasts to return to normal. He put his arm around Susan so that he could caress her breast. 

After the movie it was back to Susan’s house, where he spent the night. 

On Monday, Tom wore his usual sweatshirt and shorts most of the day. He brought the blouse and skirt that he had sewed to school on a hanger. 

Just before Home Ec. he changed into the blouse and skirt along with navy blue pantyhose and high heeled pumps. He wanted to show the class what he had done. He hoped that it would boost their confidence in him. 

When they saw him, the students started chattering about how nice he looked. Tom could feel himself blush. He finally got them to work on their projects. 

Things were going well. Fortunately, most sewing errors are correctable except for cutting. For their skirts the students had not made any cutting errors. 

He only had one girls health class after Home Ec., so he wore the blouse and skirt for the rest of the day. Fortunately, he didn’t run into Mr. Barnett. 
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Tom and Betty remained civil with each other. She would still stop by his office in the morning to talk, but now it was only once or twice a week. They did not see each other outside of school. 

Now Tom was spending a lot of time with Susan. 

He managed to finish the basic dress, but the ball dress was going slower. He almost seemed afraid to do anything to the nicer material. As weekend approached, Susan decided that he needed a strapless bra to go under the dress, so they went to Centerville Mall on Saturday. 

As they were trying on bras in the fitting room, Susan noticed that although his breasts had slowed in their development, they were definitely not shrinking. 

“I’m afraid that an A-cup is too tight. Let’s try a B-cup.” 

The larger cup size was definitely more comfortable. There was a little more fabric than needed but not an excessive amount. 

“I think that maybe you should get some B-cups to replace your regular bras,” she told him. 

So he purchased several new bras. Fortunately, his sports bras that he wore to school were made to expand to any breast size. 

They had a pleasant meal at the food court before heading home. Sewing every evening was wearing him out, so Tom decline her invitation to spend the night. 

He spent a relaxing evening at home, which is to say that he fell asleep in front of the TV. 


Chapter 28

The end of the sewing unit was fast approaching. Tom managed to finish his ball gown a week ahead of time. 

Fortunately, there were only three seniors who were doing ball dresses. A couple of times, Susan had to come in to help with the more intricate steps. 

The rest of the girls chose simpler final projects. Several girls did jumpers. Many just chose fancier blouses and skirts. He did not have any trouble answering their questions. 

The fashion show, when everyone would show off their projects, was scheduled for Friday. The man who had taken over his original classes had agreed to cover his girls’

health class, and he had gotten permission for the girls to skip their last period classes also. That way they would not have to rush and could have a little reception with punch and cookies afterwards. 

Susan had convinced him to wear his ball dress for the show. He had bought matching high heeled pumps. He had also bought sheer beige pantyhose. 

As a surprise, Susan had scheduled a beauty shop appointment with Alicia’s mom for Thursday after school. He had left school thinking that they were going out to eat. 
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When they arrived at the beauty shop, he was actually touched that Susan had gone to so much trouble. 

When Susan and Mrs. Stuart started to brainstorm about what to do with his hair, he threw up his hands and left it to their discretion. However, when they were finally finished after two hours, he was rethinking that decision. 

When he looked in the mirror, he was amazed. His hair had been dyed blonde. He had let it grow long enough for Mrs. Stuart to produce a mass of curls. His listen in a daze as she explained how to protect and recreate the look in the morning. Fortunately, Susan offered to help. All that Tom could think of was how well his hair would look with his ball dress. 

The next morning before classes started, Mr. Barnett stopped by to see Tom. He was noticeable perturbed by the hairdo. 

“I just thought I should tell you that three members of school board have decided to come to your fashion show this afternoon. I didn’t want it to be a complete surprise.” 

It was a surprise to Tom. He hadn’t expected school board members to visit his class. 

He and Mr. Barnett had pretty much stayed out of each other’s way since the board had decided to let him finish the school year. He started to wonder whether he should wear his ball dress. 

He was preoccupied throughout his morning classes. Fortunately, his classes were well behaved. Several of the girls complimented him on his hairstyle. 

At lunch he had a chance to talk to Susan. 

“Three members of the school board are going to be at the fashion show. I don’t think that I should wear the ball dress.” 

“Why not?” she asked. 

“The board has never been happy with my dresses.” 

“What could they do? You all ready said that there is no chance of returning next year.” 

“Well, they could fire me immediately!” 

“I don’t think that is likely, with only three weeks left. You have to make your own decision. I know that the girls will be disappointed if you don’t wear your dress. Also, I think that you are going to look pretty silly announcing all their nice projects in your sweatshirt and shorts.” 

Tom decided to wear the dress. Susan came down at the end of the previous class period to help with last minute makeup and his hair. 

The Home Ec. class commandeered the girls’ bathroom down the hall so the girls could change into their projects. He paced nervously outside while they dressed. 

When everything was ready, he went to the classroom after lining the students up outside in order of appearance. 

Page - 105

ONE WILD RIDE

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

The three school board members, Mr. Hurly, Mr. Jones and Mrs. Barnes, were seated in the back of the room along with Mr. Barnett. There were also eight mothers who had come to see their daughters show off their projects and provide an audience. 

Tom was very self-conscious, because he was not used to moving in such a tight dress. He was also out of his realm of experience hosting a fashion show. 

“I want to thank our illustrious principal, members of the school board and parents for attending our little fashion show. We start off with Mary Simmons, who is modeling an A-line jumper over a precious white silk blouse.” 

Once the show started his butterflies went away. He really got into his descriptions, as he was very proud of the students’ efforts and finished products. Everything went smoothly, although a few of the girls wearing high heels stumbled as they crossed the room. 

The seniors came last with their ball dresses. Alicia was the last one to show her project. 

“Last but not least, Alicia Stuart models a red chiffon dress which is sure to make the senior ball special. Now we will bring all the girls out for one last round of applause. I think that we can all agree that they have all done an excellent job. I want to once again thank everyone for coming. We have punch and cookies on my desk.” 

As everyone milled around eating, several parents came up to compliment Tom on the show. 

“I want to congratulate you, Ms. Sanders, on a wonderful show. I’m Barbara Helder. 

Sue has enjoyed your class so much. She has gained so much self confidence.” 

“I also enjoyed the show.” 

“Me, too.” 

After the parents, Mr. Jones and Mrs. Barnes also came up to talk to him. Mrs. 

Barnes spoke first. 

“I’m really impressed with what you have done with these girls. Since I haven’t gotten a chance to talk with you before, I also would like to compliment you on your coaching job with girls basketball.” 

“I would like to echo Mrs. Barnes’ comments. You work really well with the girls.” 

Tom was extremely flattered with the compliments. 

However, he also noticed that Mr. Hurly obviously was not so impressed. He stood in the corner talking with Mr. Barnett. After everyone else left the principal stayed to talk. 

“Well, I don’t think that your flouncing around in a party dress is helping your chances to return next year.” 

“I thought that you already told me that I wouldn’t be back.” 

“It is probably true that you never had a chance, but some of the students and parents seem to like you. Still, I would like to see you make it to the end of the semester.” 

“There’s only three weeks left!” 
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“Thank god! At least try not to do anything too outlandish.” 

As he watched Mr. Barnett walk down the hall, Tom decided that he didn’t care what the principal thought. He was very pleased with the way the show had gone and he was going to enjoy the moment. 

When Susan came to ask about the show, he asked her to dinner. 

After allowing her time to change, he wore his ball gown to one of the fancier restaurants in town. 


Chapter 29

When Tom got to school Monday morning, he was surprised to see Alicia waiting for him. 

“Is something wrong, Alicia?” 

“No. I hope that something is right. After talking it over with the planning commit-tee for the senior ball, I want to ask you to be a chaperone for the dance and wear your beautiful dress.” 

“I am truly flattered, but I don’t think that is a good idea. I doubt that Mr. Barnett would approved!” 

“We already asked him.” 

“And he agreed?” 

“Well, I can’t say that he was thrilled, but Sharon, Marge and I were there, and he couldn’t give us a good reason for refusing and finally gave in. It would mean a great deal to the seniors if you would do it.” 

“Well, okay! I would be honored.” 

The fact that the girls had asked gave Tom a warm feeling that lasted all day. He was practically beaming, when he told Susan at the end of day. 

“Guess what?” 

He couldn’t wait for her to guess, however. He quickly added, “The seniors asked me to chaperone the prom.” 

“I am very happy for you. Are you going to wear your dress?” 

“Yes!” 

“I hope that you have fun. Most of the teachers don’t like to have to chaperone. In fact, many people think these students are too old to need chaperones. I’m certainly glad I don’t have to do it.” 

“Well, I’ll probably be really nervous by Friday night, but I was just pleased that they asked me!” 

“We should see if we can get a hair appointment for you Friday afternoon.” 

“That sounds good.” 
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Mrs. Stuart was kind enough to allow Tom to come after hours Friday. She touched up the color and made sure that all the curls were in the right place. She also helped with his makeup, so that he looked more attractive than ever before. 

One of Azalea’s history teachers, Sid Gage, who also was chaperoning, offered to pick Tom up and drive him to the dance. He arrived around 7:00, after supper. He surprised Tom with a corsage. 

“I hope that you like this flower. I am not much of a horticulteralist, but I thought that you should have one.” 

He carefully pinned the corsage to Tom’s dress. 

As they walked to the car, Sid took his arm and then opened the car door for him. 

Tom was not used to all this attention, but it felt good. They arrived at the gym one half hour before the dance was to begin. 

Mrs. Fernandez, a Spanish teacher, was in charge of the chaperones. She had some last minute instructions. 

“Remember that students like to sneak into the hallway to make out! So periodi-cally we need to herd them back into the gym. Sid, can I put you in charge of checking the punch and making sure that nothing has been added? Few of the students are old enough to drink yet. We want the kids to have fun, so don’t be too strict; but we can’t allow reckless behavior.” 

Finally, the students started to arrive. Promptly at 8:00 the band started to play music. 

Tom figured that he would spend most of the evening standing on the sidelines. 

However, on about the third number, a student asked him to dance. He agreed and was lead out on to the dance floor. It was a slow dance that allowed them to talk. 

“So, what’s your name?” 

“Mark Davis.” 

“You look very familiar... I haven’t had you in class, have I?” 

“No! I’m Alicia Stuart’s boyfriend.” 

“Did she put you up to asking me to dance?” 

He blushed and nodded his head. 

“Well, you’ll have to thank her for me. I am enjoying it very much.” 

No sooner did he make it back to the side of the gym than Sid asked him to dance. 

He was much more confident than Mark. He held Tom much more firmly and closely. 

It almost sent shivers down Tom’s spine. 

Dancing with men was much different than his previous experiences. Having someone lead him around the dance floor seemed to take some of the anxiety out of dancing. Although he didn’t dance every dance, he was on the dance floor for quite a few. 

Several with Sid, Mr. Thomas, the math teacher also danced with him, and several more students asked him as well. 

During one of his breaks, Betty, who was also chaperoning, came over to talk. 
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“I don’t get see you very much any more,” she said. 

“Well, I have been very busy.” 

“I’ve noticed that you spend a lot of time with Susan Marcks.” 

“I enjoy her company.” 

“Look, I can’t apologize enough for what I did, but I always had the best interests of school in mind. I really thought that I was helping you succeed. Can you ever forgive me?” 

“To be honest, I don’t think that I could have had the success that I had this year without your advice. For the most part I have enjoyed my year. I am still not sure about the hormones. I do forgive you, but I’m not sure that I will ever be able to trust you again.” 

They hugged briefly and then turned to watch the students dancing. 

A little while later, Mr. Jones of the school board came over and asked Tom to dance. This was probably the biggest surprise of the night. As they danced, he held Tom close enough to talk. 

“Is your daughter looking forward to graduating college, Mr. Jones?” 

“Yes, I think so. I wanted to tell you that she has enjoyed the health class that she is taking with you.” 

“Well, she is a good student. Parents like you, who take an active role in their children’s school life, such as chaperoning this dance, make such a big difference in their academic attitude.” 

“That is nice of you to say. I also want you to know that I am not the only board member who appreciates what you have done this year. You also have quite a bit of support among the students and parents.” 

“Well, I appreciate that. I am going to miss Azalea.” 

“I hope that you stay, Ms. Sanders. I don’t think that it’s entirely outside of the realm of possibility.” 

After the dance, Tom sat out several dances, which gave him a chance to think about what Mr. Jones had said. He wondered if there really was a chance of coming back next year. 

He finally decided that the older man was only being nice. Mr. Barnett had often made it clear that Tom would never be back. 

For the final dance at midnight, all the lights were turned off except a strobe light. 

For the first time, Tom asked Betty to dance. Dressed as they were, he knew that it would look strange, but with the lights off he figured that they could hid in the back corner and avoid notice. He was happy to be able to be friendly with her again. 

Betty offered to drive Tom home, and Sid Gage was happy to let her. At his apartment building, she accompanied him to the door. 

“Can I come in?” she asked. 
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“I don’t think that I am ready for that! I am pretty tired anyway. I am not used to being all dressed up for this long. I don’t know how you woman stand in high heels for any length of time.” 

“Well, you try not to have to, but you get used to it!” 

“I should let you know that I think that I may be getting serious about Susan, but I still have feelings for you. Well... good night.” 

He kissed her on the cheek and went inside. 

His feelings were confusing. This year he seemed to have become so much more emotional. He had told Betty the truth. 

He still had feelings for her, but he really wanted his relationship with Susan to become something special. 


Chapter 30

Since he figured that his days at Azalea were numbered, Tom felt less and less need to mollify the school board the last two weeks of school. Also, the weather was turning quite warm. 

He continued to wear sports bras and panties, but he now wore woman's shorts and tee shirts. They were much lighter weight, but also showed his emerging figure. 

His students did not seem to care, and they drew closer to him as days went by. He knew that he would miss them. 

Susan did not seem to care either. She encouraged him to wear more dresses outside school as well. 

His breasts slowly continued to develop, as did his hips even with just the natural estrogen pills. He could now fill his B-cups quite nicely. His old pants could no longer accommodate his derriere. He now found the dresses more comfortable and was happy to oblige. 

Without telling Tom, Betty had formed a coalition of parents and teachers to lobby for his job. Also, Alicia was trying to organize the students. They were at every board meeting and never missed an opportunity to talk to a board member individually. 

Hence he was surprised when he was summoned to the principal's office during the last week of classes. 

As he sat on a chair in front of the principal’s desk Mr. Barnett began, “Ms. Sanders, I would like to talk to you about a contract for next year.” 

“You told me that I would not be returning!” 

“Well, Ms. DeWitt has organized a large group of parents and teachers. They seem to want you to continue at Azalea. Also, a student petition was given to the school board asking that you continue. Over 90% of the girls in school signed it.” 

“You mean 90% of the basketball players...” 

“No! All the basketball players signed it, of course. I mean 90% of the female student body. They even got quite a few boys to sign it.” 
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Tom couldn’t help himself, and tears welled up in his eyes. He felt quite embarrassed; he could not remember ever crying in front of another man before. 

Mr. Barnett handed him a tissue. 

“Please try to control yourself. I am having enough trouble with this as it is. Be aware that there are still several board members who are strongly opposed to this. After long deliberations, on a narrow vote the school board has come up with the following proposal: Since Mrs. Dunavan has informed us that she will be out indefinitely, you can teach girls’ Physical Education, girls’ Health and one section of Home Economics. You can also coach girls’ basketball next year. What the board is really concerned about is your changing back and forth between men’s and women’s clothing, which really draws attention to the situation. It is the confusion that they cannot abide. So they would further like you to agree to dress as a woman full time. All this is stipulated in this contract. They would appreciate if you would sign it Tammy Sanders!" 

He handed Tom the contract. 

“This is certainly not a standard contract...” 

“There was a long discussion about that at the board meeting,” Mr. Barnett replied. 

”To be honest, I don’t think that it is legal. As long as it is left up to me, I will make no attempt to enforce the extra clauses. As always, I just hope that you will be discreet and not draw too much attention to the school! If you don’t return the signed contract by next Monday, I will start looking for someone else.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Barnett.” 

He stood and shook hands with him. 

When Susan and Betty found out about the contract, they were thrilled. They wanted Tom to sign the contract and turn it in right away. 

Although he always knew deep down inside that he would return for another year if given the chance, he waited until Friday, which was the last day of the semester, to return the contract to Mr. Barnett. 

On the Monday after that, Susan had a suggestion for the summer. 

“I know this neat women’s clothing store in Centerville Mall. I think that we ought to get jobs there for the summer!” 

“But I don’t know anything about women’s clothes,” Tom said. 

“Oh, come on now. You’ve been wearing them most of the school year. Also, while we were sewing together, I noticed that you have a real feel for fabrics and designs.” 

“The owner isn’t going to want a man!” 

“You don’t have to dress like a man!” 

“She will probably be even more uncomfortable about that,” Tom said. 

“Don’t be so negative! All we can do is apply. Please, let’s try! Employees get a 20%

discount...” 
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“All right, I’ll apply. If I’m going to completely replace my male wardrobe a discount would be nice!” 

They both dressed in their nicest dresses. Tom chose a yellow dress with thin straps that barely concealed the straps of his bra. His legs looked marvelous in suntan pantyhose and high heeled white sandals. 

He was extremely nervous about explaining himself to a prospective employer. 

When they got to the shop, they were given application forms to fill out. Tom was uncertain how to fill in several of the blanks. He decided to list his name as Tom, with Tammy in parentheses. 

He circled the M under sex. 

After they were finished with the forms, the owner interviewed them one at a time. 

Susan went first, and Tom fidgeted the entire time that she was gone. 

When she returned she was very upbeat, but now it was his turn. 

“Hi, I’m Sally Factor. I assume from your application that you prefer to be called Tammy.” 

“Yes, I am going by that name now.” 

“So what kind of experience do you have selling woman’s clothes?” 

“Well, none really. I have never really done any selling! My experience with woman’s clothes is pretty much limited to this year.” 

The tension finally got to him and Tom began to cry. 

“I don’t know why I am here. I am a man and this job is not for me! I’m sorry to have taken up so much of your time...” 

He started to get up to leave. 

“Please wait, Ms. Sanders. Sit down again, won’t you?” 

Slowly Tom returned to his seat. 

“I didn’t realize that this would be so hard for you. Ms. Marcks talked with me already about your situation. Actually, I have a niece who goes to Azalea and had you in class. She speaks very highly of you. So I am at least a little familiar with your situation. From what I have heard about your Home Economics class, you shouldn’t have any trouble selling woman’s clothes. I like hiring teachers for the summer, because I want to take some time off. And I trust leaving them in charge of the shop. If you and Ms. Marcks would like to work here, I would love to have you!” 

So Tom had himself a summer job. It was an added benefit that three days a week he worked at the same time as Susan. Of course, he wore a nice summer blouse and skirt to work. In his hours off work he gravitated to short shorts and tank tops. 

He found little need for his male clothing anymore. 
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Chapter 31

Although he continued to spend most of his time with Susan, Tom did start spending more time with Betty too. In fact, at least once or twice a week the three of them would go out and do something. 

A couple of times they even got Tom to the beach. Although they couldn’t talk him into a bikini, he looked pretty nice in a one piece bathing suit. 

Although he always got too emotional to tell Betty, her campaign to save his job was one of the most important events of his life. He would always feel a great friendship for her. 

His relationship with Susan was going well beyond friendship. One day in July they made a momentous decision. 

“Tom, we’ve really becoming best friends. It seems that we really spend a lot of time going between your place and mine. My house is big enough for two people. Why don’t you move in with me?” 

“I could not think of anything that I would like better! Are you sure that you are ready for that?” 

“I wouldn’t have asked if I wasn’t sure!” 

“What about the school board? They are not going to like this,” Tom said. 

“How can they complain about Tammy and Susan living together? If they are making you live like a woman, they can’t object with your living with one.” 

“You talk about us living together as two women! That upsets me a little, because I have started occasionally dreaming about marriage. With me wearing woman’s clothes, I have been afraid to discuss it with you.” 

“How sweet! I am not ready for marriage yet, but lots of people live together first. I am growing more fond of you every day. Maybe by next summer, I will be ready to commit. Let’s live together this year and see what happens!” 

So Tom moved into Susan’s house. 

Betty helped them move his things, and somehow his male clothes got lost in the move. He hardly missed them. 

In Betty’s view, Azalea now had the women's basketball coach that the girls deserved. She to a certain extent envied Susan, but she couldn’t blame Tom for being reluctant to becoming emotionally involved with her. She liked them both and was happy for them. 

As an added benefit to living with Susan, he was able to spend a lot of his free time sewing on her machine. Tom found that the sewing was a very relaxing activity for him. His efforts improved to the point that he would sometimes improvise and change a pattern. 

The clothes that resulted certainly helped to increase his wardrobe. 

He also found that he now could easily help his customers at the clothing shop. 

They would often thank him for his help. 
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With their staggered work schedules, Tom and Susan would alternate cooking responsibilities. When she had to work and he did not, Tom would fix dinner alone. 

There were several dishes which he now referred to as his specialties. 

He figured by the end of the summer that Home Economics would no longer be the challenge that it had been his first year. 

Betty decided to take an extended three week vacation to Colorado in July. This left Tom and Susan plenty of time alone, and they continued to become closer and closer. 

They were beginning to sense each other’s moods. 

One day at work, Tom sensed that Susan was preoccupied with something. 

“What’s on your mind? You seem far off in some distant land.” 

“I do have something on my mind that I am not sure that I want to talk to you about.” 

“Please do! You can tell anything!” 

“Well, my brother wrote to say that he is visiting next week!” 

“That should be good news!” 

“It is,” Susan said. “I always love to see him. It’s just that I told my family that I had a new housemate, but I didn’t exactly explain your circumstances.” 

“I can understand that. What did you tell them?” 

“I told them that your name was Tammy Sanders and pretty much left them to draw their own conclusions.” 

“So they think that I am woman,” Tom realized. 

“I would assume so!” 

“Dressing the way I am, I would assume that your brother will have the same impression when he leaves. I won’t tell him otherwise if you don’t want me to!” 

“It’s a little more complicated than that!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“My brother is bringing a friend, and they want to take us out to dinner!” 

“Well, I suppose that I could survive that.” 

“I would appreciate that greatly. However, you should know that my brother always tries to set me up and it will be very much like a real date. He hopes that I will fall for this guy.” 

“Should I be jealous?” 

“Of course not, but it might be a little awkward.” 

“Well I will try to keep my cool.” 

That night after the shop officially closed, the two of them forage through the dress racks to find a suitable dress for their dates. Tom found a two tone turquoise blue and silver dress. Susan went with a basis black dress. 
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Susan’s brother was to arrive around six on Sunday evening. They dressed fairly early and helped each other with their makeup, so that both looked extra nice, but that left them with a good half hour to wait. 

It had been a couple of years since Susan had seen her brother, so she was very excited and couldn’t sit still. She was pacing the living room floor. 

Finally, the doorbell rang. Tom went to answer it. 

From pictures that he had seen, Tom would have recognized George Marcks anywhere; but he seemed to be even more handsome in person, with a rugged jaw line and deep blue eyes. He was also well over six feet tall. The other man was several inches shorter. 

“You must be George! Won’t you come in!” Tom greeted the two men. 

“Thank you! You must be Tammy. Susan said that you coached basketball. I used to play myself.” 

“You look like you must have been pretty good!” 

Susan came out of the living room. 

“Let me introduce my friend,” George said. “Susan and Tammy, this is Brad Thompson.” 

“Hi, Brad!” 

“I hate to rush you, but we’re a little bit late and I made reservations for 6:30 at Henri’s!” 

George had a Mustang convertible. When they reached the car, he helped Susan into the back seat so that she could sit with Brad. Tammy got the front seat next to him. 

It was a twenty minute ride to the restaurant, so they had plenty of time to talk. 

“So how did your team do?” 

“We were 19 and 5 and won the district championship!” 

“How long have you been coaching?” 

“This was my first year,” Tammy admitted. 

“That is pretty good for a first year!” 

“I just hope that next season goes as well. Where did you play ball?” 

“Well, I went to Tampa East High School, and we made it to the state semifinals my senior year. Then I went to the University of Miami, but I didn’t get to play much. I quit after two years to concentrate on my studies.” 

“Maybe sometime when you visit Susan I can get you out on the court.” 

“I would like that!” he said. 

“What kind of work do you do?” Tammy asked. 

“I’m a stock broker. It pays well, but the hours are terrible. I really appreciate my time off!” 
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They finally arrived at the restaurant. George took Tammy’s arm, and Brad took Susan’s arm to escort them to the door. They were immediately seated at a table near the band stage. 

Tom could not remember eating anywhere with a live band before. They had a fan-tastic meal and everyone seem to get along well with each other. 

It bothered Tom at least a little bit that Susan seemed to pay very close attention to Brad. However, George kept him fairly busy talking so that he didn’t have a lot of time to think about it. 

As they were waiting for dessert, the band started playing. Brad asked Susan to dance, and George asked Tammy. 

Tom was happy that he had some experience being lead around the dance floor, because George was a much smoother dancer than anyone that he had danced with before. He just tried not to embarrass himself. 

They danced several dances before returning to the table to eat dessert. 

“You’re a very good dancer, George. I had trouble keeping up.” 

“You couldn’t tell by me, Tammy. I thought that you looked very elegant out on the dance floor.” 

After desert, they danced for a while longer. Soon everyone was getting tired, and George suggested that they head for home. 

When they got back to Susan’s house, she invited everyone in for coffee. They talked for a half hour, and George suggested that Tammy take him for a walk around the neighborhood. 

Tom did not see how he could refuse, but he felt uncomfortable leaving Susan alone with Brad. 

As they walked along George put his arm around Tammy’s shoulder. It felt good, so he did not object. There was a park two blocks from the house, so they headed in that direction. 

George found a park bench so that they could sit down together. In the moonlight he looked so tall and strong. He leaned down and kissed Tammy full on the lips. 

It surprised him, but it was actually pleasurable, so he did not object. In fact, he responded positively to the next kiss. 

Soon, George’s hand was exploring Tammy’s bra and found its way to the nipple. 

Tom found that he did not want to resist, and even stroked the broad shoulders before him. 

However, when George’s other hand starting under Tammy’s skirt, the tingling sensation set off an alarm in his brain. Tom knew that he had better bring things under control. 

“No, I’m not ready for that!” 

“Okay,” George said. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to press you. Susan would kill me if I took advantage of her best friend!” 
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“Did she tell you that I was her best friend?” 

“Yes, she did.” 

Tom was touched that she had told him that. George got in one more kiss, and then they were heading back to the house. 

When they got there, Susan and Brad were in the kitchen having another cup of coffee. 

“Are you ready to go, Brad?” 

“Sure.” 

“Do you really have to go, George?” Susan asked. 

“I’m afraid so. I have tomorrow off, but Brad has to work.” 

“Don’t worry, we had a wonderful time, so we will be back,” Brad said to Susan. 

Susan watched at the window as the Mustang pulled away. “So what do you think of my brother?” 

“He was very charming. You seemed to get along well with Brad...” 

“He was nice, but not nearly as nice as you. So don’t be jealous!” 

“What did you do while we were gone?” 

“I’ll admit that we necked and petted some. I didn’t let him get as far as you do! 

Didn’t George try something with you?” 

“He kissed me several times and played with my nipples, but he was the perfect gentleman and stopped when I asked.” 

“Look, we love each other and we know it. There maybe times like tonight when we see other men. I don’t see why we can’t enjoy the moment as long as we don’t let things get out of hand,” Susan said. 

“I was very apprehensive beforehand, but I must admit that I enjoyed the evening. 

Still, it bothers me to see you so attentive to Brad.” 

“That is what is expected of women on a date. Don’t take it so personally. I could say the same thing about you and George.” 

“I’ll take your word for it. I have never really dated much!” 

“I find that hard to believe!” Susan came over and kissed Tom on the neck. “Tell me that you will double date again if we get the chance.” 

“Okay, I wouldn’t mind trying it again...” 

“Good!” Susan was now kissing him on the lips and leading him toward the bedroom. They quickly changed out of their clothes and makeup and into nightgowns. 

They spent the night cuddled together in bed. 


Chapter 32

It was the end of July when Susan yelled for Tom to get the phone. 
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“Hello! Is this Tammy Sanders?” the voice on the other end said. 

“Yes, it is,” Tom replied. 

“My name is Jennifer Hughes. I’m Mrs. Ellen Dunavan’s daughter. You took over her classes at Azalea last year.” 

“Yes, of course! How is she doing?” 

“Not well I’m afraid! The doctors say that she probably has only days left. She asked if she might speak with you. So if it is not too much trouble, I was wondering if you could come to the hospital and see her?” 

“I would be happy to come see her!” 

Tom had never liked hospitals. When he was six years old he had spent a week in a hospital for an operation. Now he didn’t even remember what the operation was for, but the strange medicinal smell of the place would be forever burned into his memory. 

He wondered why Mrs. Dunavan wanted to see him. 

As he approached her room, he noticed a tall, well-dressed woman standing outside the door. 

“Are you Jennifer Hughes?” Tom asked. 

“Yes, are you Ms. Sanders?” 

“Yes, but call me Tammy.” 

“I really appreciate you coming down,” the woman said. 

“I never really got to know her before her tragic illness, but I’m only happy to do whatever I can.” 

“She’s in there waiting to see you,” the woman said. 

Tom entered the hospital room. The woman lying on the bed looked terribly weak. 

Her gray hair was matted and streaked. Her eyes were closed and she seemed asleep. 

“Mrs. Dunavan, it’s Tammy Sanders.” 

She opened her eyes. “You look very lovely, my dear.” 

“Thank you. I am terribly sorry about your illness.” 

“There’s nothing that you or anybody else can do about it now. I wanted to talk to you because several of my students came to see me. They all said that you have done a wonderful job replacing me. That’s extremely rare for a substitute.” 

“That’s very kind of you to say.” 

“Anyway, I haven’t got many days left.” 

“Surely there’s hope that you will get better,” Tom said, trying to make her feel better. 

“Not any longer, my dear. I want to ask you to take care of my kids. They are a great bunch of kids!” 
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lay here, he could see that she was what teaching was all about. On her death bed, she was still worrying about her students. 

“I know! I have really enjoyed teaching them. I will try my best to live up to your legacy!” 

Tom went over and kissed Mrs. Dunavan on the forehead. Then he sat on the edge of the bed and took her hand. He waited until she was fast asleep. 

On the long ride home, Tom realized that this job that he had secure for one more year had the possibility of becoming a much more long term arrangement. He knew that the school board was still an obstacle, but he was ready to fight for his right to teach these kids until he was ready to move on. 

Already his priorities had changed. Previously he spent all his time reading books and studying film about basketball. Now, although he still watched film at least twice a week, he was spending more time cooking and sewing. He was looking forward to teaching again as much as the start of basketball season. 

As Tom reflected on his past year, he would sometimes lament the loss of his goal to coach men’s basketball. Those thoughts seldom lingered long, though. Eventually he came to realize that his relationship with the girls and teaching and coaching them was very rewarding. He had formed deeper and more emotionally rewarding relationships than he ever had with men. He had never thought that ladies play college basketball too. Maybe his goal all along should have been to coach them. Anyway, he now knew that he might just be contented to spend a long, long time at Azalea College. 
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