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ONLY ONE TIME

By Bea Bunny

Pat Briggs was tired. It seemed like he had been in college forever, but this was only the first semester of his junior year. The worst part of the semester was coming up. He just hoped that he could make it two more weeks to Thanksgiving break. 

On the other hand, he was fortunate to be in college at all. His mother had died when he was born and his father had passed away from cancer when he was twelve. 

Thus he received no financial support. 

He lived with his grandmother after his father died, but she passed away during his freshman year. Then all his normal family emotional support was gone. He did have an older sister, but she was married and had two kids. She lived on the East coast and Pat saw her only a couple times a year. 

It was fortunate that he got a scholarship to this small liberal arts school in Indiana, about two hours from Chicago. A summer job working fifty hours a week allowed Pat to have just enough money to attend the private school. He could not work during the school year, because his modest academic skills required him to study constantly to keep his Grade Point Average high enough for his scholarship. He usually took Saturday morning off, but pretty much studied the rest of the time. This left little time for friends and socializing, so he was often quite lonely. 

This routine for two and a half years had worn Pat down. One Friday night he was relaxing on his bed. There was homework for the next week that needed to be started, but he could not convinced himself to get up and start working. There was a knock on the door. 

“Come in!” 

Ron Bixby came through the door. He was a sophomore from down the hall. He was about Pat’s height, 5’8” and probably weighed about one hundred and fifty pounds. He wore wire rim glasses and had shoulder length hair. Everyone said Ron was an enter-prising guy with some project or scam going all the time. There were even rumors that he had connections with some shady characters from Chicago! Pat put little stock in rumors. He had only talked to Ron a few times, so Pat was surprised to see him. 

“What's up Ron?” 

“I was going to run into Chicago for some party time. Nobody else is around. Do you want go with me?” 

“I have to study, man.” 

“You're always studying. Everybody needs to take a break sometime.” 

“I need to study to keep my scholarship!” 
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“Look, sometimes a little break allows you to get more done when you do study!” 

Pat's body seemed agreed with Ron. It had refused to do anything all evening. Pat wondered if he was going to get anything done even if he stayed. 

“Maybe you're right. I can probably afford to take one night off, but I need to be back tomorrow.” 

“It will be late, maybe 4 o'clock in the morning, but I was coming back tonight.” 

“Okay, let's do it.” 

Ron’s car was a 1990 Chevy. He managed to keep it at 80 mph most of the way to Chicago. Pat had hoped to nap, but Ron talked constantly about everything from girls and sports to philosophy. Pat finally decided that he should join the conversation. 

“So where are we going?” 

“I know this guy, Hank Grimes. He has a party at his house every Friday night. 

Usually there is everything that you need to have fun.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Oh, there are girls, alcohol, girls, music, drugs. Did I mention girls?” 

“I don’t know if I’m up for a wild party...” 

“No! It’s not like that. There's no loud music. There are several quiet rooms where you can take a girl to get to know her better, if you know what I mean.” 

“I don’t get out with girls much.” 

“Relax, you’ll have a good time!” 

The neighborhood in Chicago that Ron drove through looked pretty seedy. Several of the houses had broken windows. The small house where the car stopped had all its windows, but definitely could use a paint job. It was already dark, so Pat could not see well, and he was feeling very uncomfortable. 

They went up and knocked on the door. It was opened almost immediately by a man who looked to be in his forties. His hairline was receding and his teeth had not been cared for. He obviously knew Ron and greeted them warmly. 

“Haven’t seen you in a while, Ron. Who's your friend?” 

“This is Pat Briggs. Pat, this is Hank Grimes.” 

“Hi, Hank!” 

“Hello, Pat. I hope that you have a good time tonight.” 

He led them into a room at the front of the house. Pat looked around as the other two men talked. It was sparsely furnished but did have three old couches along the walls and several old armchairs. There was an old TV in the corner with a VCR on top. 

There were two men on one of the couches who appeared to be asleep. They looked to be in their twenties. 

Pat's thoughts were interrupted by Hank's question, “Do you want some?” 

Pat was startled. “What?” 
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“Do you want some acid?” 

“I don't take drugs, man.” 

“You ought to try it! The first batch is free.” 

“I don't think so.” 

Ron joined the conversation, “I have used it and it makes you feel good. You'll really be ready to work tomorrow.” 

Pat had never even considered taking drugs, but on this night in his fatigued condi-tion it didn't seem like it could hurt to try it once. He reluctantly took the pill offered and Hank gave him some beer to wash it down. 

Hank continue to talk to Pat. “So Pat, how’s school going?” 

“Pretty well! I always get tired this time of year, but I’m getting by.” 

“What are you majoring in?” 

“Sociology. I hope to be a social worker.” 

After a short while Pat started to feel warm and dizzy. Hank led him to a chair and he sat by himself for a few minutes. The room seemed to be spinning. 

The door opened and three young ladies walked in. Pat could not believe his eyes. 

They were dressed in short nightgowns that barely covered their matching panties. The plunging necklines showed ample cleavage, and he could clearly see nipples peaking through the sheer nylon. One was a stunning blonde, who had on a pink outfit. The other two had brown hair and were dressed in powder blue and black. Their makeup was well done, highlighting their beautiful eyes. He could not keep himself from gap-ing. 

They went over and talked to Hank for a few minutes and then headed over to his chair. Pat's heart was racing as they stood right next to his chair. Hank introduced them, “This is Betty, Ann and Sara. Girls, this is Pat.” 

“Hi, Pat!” they said in unison. 

In his dazed state Pat could not help himself, he stroked the smooth nylon against Betty's soft thigh. Rather than protest, she just smiled. 

Hank suggested, “Why don't you girls take Pat upstairs and help him get comfortable?” 

The girls led Pat out of the room and up a short flight of stairs. He was wobbly, so they had to take his arms. In high school Pat had been sexually active with several girls. In college he never had the time. Nothing in his experience was anything like this. 

At the top of the stairs, the girls led him into a small room. There was a big bed. 

Along one of the walls there was a dresser with a mirror and a small bench sitting in front. On the other side of the room was a small closet and a door leading to what look like a bathroom. 

Pat did not have time to take notice of anything else; the girls were very distracting. 

Betty kissed him on lips and then began unbuttoning his shirt. Ann undid his belt and Page - 5
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slid his jeans down. Sara had taken care of his shoes and socks. Soon he was on his back on the bed wearing only his shorts. 

Betty was kissing his mouth. Ann was licking his nipples which were surprisingly sensitive. Sara had his shorts down and was fondling his organ. When Sara progressed to using her tongue on the head of his penis, it was a matter of moments before Pat was totally spent and sound asleep. ***

After several hours Pat awakened. Betty, still in her pretty pink nightgown, was lying beside him. He started stroking the nylon again. Her eyes opened. 

“You know, that nightgown really feels nice.” 

“You want to try it on?” 

“No! I meant that it feels good on you.” 

“You ought to try it! It feels good to wear nylon. You might not get a better chance.” 

The drugs were still clouding his thinking, but Pat had thought before about what it would be like to wear women's clothing. In his usual reserved manner he would never act, but he was still under the influence of the drug. 

“Okay, I'll try.” 

“Good! I don't want you messing up my clothes. Let's take a shower first.” 

She led him into the bathroom which had a small shower. She immediately removed her nightgown. Pat was completely mesmerized by her beautiful body, but after the earlier activities his organ was not ready to respond. She started to spread a foul smelling pink lotion over his body. 

“What's this?” 

“I want to make sure that you don't ruin my nightie!” 

She continued to talk, and Pat lost track of time. He could not believe how nice her breasts looked. He wondered how it would feel to have tits. She led him into the shower. After rinsing off the lotion with a wash cloth, she washed him down with a nylon ball which had a sweet smelling foam coming from it. Pat could not remember feeling so good, until he noticed that all his body hair was coming off. His muddled mind did not know how to respond. 

After toweling him off, Betty left the room. When she returned she wore a terrycloth robe, much to Pat's disappointment. She helped him pull a pair of pink nylon panties up his legs. His balls were pushed up and his still limp penis was held back between legs by the panties. The nylon nightgown was lowered over his head. 

Pat's heart was racing again. Indeed the nylon did feel great against his hairless skin. The feeling was unlike any previous experience. 

“Let's try some makeup.” 

Pat was beyond resisting at this point. Betty led him to the dresser and applied some makeup. She started with a cream foundation. A black mascara with blue eyeshadow highlighted his eyes. A peach blush highlighted his cheeks. A bright red lip-Page - 6
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stick provided the final touch. With a brush his moderately long hair, still wet from the shower, was transformed into a more feminine hair style. 

Pat looked in the mirror. He never imagined that he could look so much like a girl. 

Ann had returned with a camera. 

“Let’s take some pictures of this sexy momma!” 

Pat knew that he should protest, but he was flattered by the attention. Still under the drug influence, they had Pat posing in all sorts of seductive positions. After a half hour, he was exhausted. He feel into a deep sleep, this time for the duration. 

***

As he woke up, Pat's head was pounding. He had never felt so bad. A fuzzy dream of lingerie filled his brain. As his eyes slowly began to focus, he noticed that he still wore the frilly pink nightgown. Maybe it wasn't a dream. He swore that he would never take drugs again. 

From the light coming in the window he figured that it was pretty late. He needed to get back to school and his studies. He managed to get himself up and moving and began to look for his clothes. They were nowhere to be found. He looked in the closet and only found a few dresses, blouses and skirts. The dresser revealed panties, bras, slips and nylons. Not only were his clothes missing, but there was not a stitch of male clothing anywhere. He could feel a sense of panic rising in his stomach. 

He slowly opened the door and hearing nothing crept to check the other rooms upstairs. There were two other bedrooms which were furnished similarly to the first. No male clothing to be found. Finding that no one seemed to be around, Pat relaxed a little. 

He went downstairs and checked the rooms that he had not seen the night before. 

He found a small kitchen with a coffee pot and some bags of chips but not much else. 

The other rooms were empty. He finally returned to the room where everything had started last night. 

As he entered he almost bolted back out the door as he saw Betty sitting and reading in one of the armchairs. She stopped him in his tracks. 

“After last night you needn't be so shy.” 

Regaining some composure, he asked, “Where are my clothes?” 

“You're a big boy. I have better things to do than keep track of your clothes.” 

Pat did not know whether he was more upset by having her see him in the nightgown or by her cold manner after last night. 

“What time is it?” 

Betty looked at her watch. “About 4:30.” 

“Oh man, I'm supposed to be back at school!” 

Betty did not look up from her reading. Pat sat and fidgeted for a few minutes. 

“Look, I don't know what to do. I need your help.” 
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She gave him a disgusted look but finally relented. “Okay. I have to wait until six to see if Hank has any work for me this evening. I'll help you get dressed, and if he doesn't call, you can come home with me tonight. Hank is suppose to be here tomorrow morning around eleven. You can talk to him then.” 

“I could only find woman's clothing upstairs.” 

“Then that will have to do.” 

Betty led him back upstairs to the bedroom. She had him take off the nightgown and panties. She gave him a clean pair of panties and showed him how to put on a pair of sheer black pantyhose. The smooth nylon against his hairless legs felt very stimulating. A black bra followed. Pat started to protest, but a stern look from Betty told him that he had better be quiet. 

After filling the bra cups with Kleenex she sat him down at the dresser. “We had better put on some makeup so you don't get caught dressing like this.” 

She repeated the application of makeup that they had gone through the night before. This time the blush and eyeshadow were a little thicker than before, along with an extra coat of mascara. She went to the closet and brought out a frilly, low cut red blouse. A short black leather skirt completed the outfit. 

Pat looked at himself in the mirror. A very feminine person stared back at him. 

There was a slight telltale sign of his maleness at the adam's apple, and his hair was unruly. But the blouse and skirt definitely said female. 

“Don't you think this skirt is a little short?” 

“Sorry, that's what Hank is looking for. There's nothing longer, not even the dresses. Sit down again and I'll try to do something with your hair.” 

She worked for ten minutes before finally giving up. It was definitely more feminine and no longer made his sex obvious, but she could only do so much. 

“As long as they don't look too close, people should assume that you are female. 

There's a pair of boots in the closet.” 

With that last comment Betty swept out of the room. Pat went over to the closet and found a pair of fashion boots. They had two inch heels. They came up to his mid-calves and zipped up the side. They were a little tight, but he figured that his complaints were better left unspoken. 

Pat was almost excited by the clothes that he was wearing, but his overriding feeling was fear. How long would he have to remain dressed like a whore and who would see him? He was still worried about not getting back to school and falling behind in his studies. 

He slowly negotiated the stairs. Walking in high heels required some getting use to. 

The elevated heel made his ankles feel different. He managed to return to the front room. Betty was again reading in the armchair. 

With everything else he had not taken notice to how she was dressed. She wore a short red dress that rode high as she sat. She had expertly crossed her legs so he could not see anything that he shouldn't. Sheer black nylons made her legs look soft Page - 8
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and smooth. Her face had heavy makeup which made it glow, and her eyes were gorgeous. Her blonde hair was a mass of feminine curls. 

There was a magazine next to her chair, so Pat reached down to pick it up. He quickly realized that he had better bend his knees. Another armchair was across the room so he went over and sat down, crossing his legs like Betty. It was a fashion magazine which did not hold his interest very well. The time seemed to creep by. He even read a couple of articles on makeup ideas. 

***

“Well, it's past six. I guess that I'm not working tonight, I'd better go home.” 

Betty got up and headed for the door. This startled Pat, since she made no mention of him coming along. He quickly moved to try to catch up. In high heels it took all his concentration. 

She took a leather coat out of a closet in the hall and put it on. She handed him a nylon coat with furry lining and a very feminine collar. He put it on without comment, knowing that the weather would be cold outside. 

He followed Betty out the front door. In his hurry he did not have time to think that they were going outside. Within a half of block he became very self-conscious. 

“How far do we have to go?” 

“My apartment is about four blocks. You had better slow down and put some wiggle in your walk, or someone's going to notice that you’re male.” 

Pat stopped for a moment and then continued. He tried to imitate her walk. He almost envied her undulating hips. Everything went fine for two and a half blocks. The few people out were nowhere near them. 

Suddenly the door of an apartment building opened just in front of them. Three men came out and started down the stairs. They quickly noticed the women. 

“Hey, babes. Looking for some action tonight? You look hot to trot.” 

“We’re taking the night off, Charlie, so keep your pants zipped!” 

The men came up close to Betty and Pat. They were so close that Pat could feel the breath of one of them on his neck. 

“So whose your friend, Betty?” 

“This is Patty!” 

“Well hello, Patty.” 

Pat froze and it took a moment before he croaked out a “hello”. 

Betty saved the day. “You’ll have to excuse Patty. She has a really bad cold.” 

“I saw a really great movie the other night. You ought to let me take you girls to see it some time.” 

Betty answered, “I don’t think so, Hal!” 

As they talked, Pat felt the hand of the third man on his rear end slowly rubbing his cheek through the skirt. Not knowing what else to do, Pat tried to move away, but the Page - 9
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man moved with him. Not wanting to draw attention to himself, he let the man fondled his butt and hoped that they would leave soon. Thankfully Betty was ready to get going too. 

“We’ll see you guys later. We need to go get some sleep!” 

“We can keep your bed warm!” 

“In your dreams, Charlie.” 

Soon they approached an apartment building where they climbed the steps and entered. Pat's heart rate was finally returning to normal. 

“How do you handle men so easily? Those guys could have forced themselves on you.” 

“You're lucky. I know those guys and they're nice. Some guys, even if they don't know you, will have their hands all over you. You learn to deal with it.” 

“It was a very confusing encounter. I felt someone’s hand on my rear end.” 

“Believe me, they could have been a lot more aggressive. I noticed that you were pretty quiet.” 

“Well, I certainly don't want to be discovered.” 

“Your voice isn't very deep. Just speak softly and you should be okay. When I don't work I usually just have a salad. I think that I have enough for two.” 

“Anything would suit me right now.” 

Pat realized that he had not eaten anything all day. He went and helped prepare the salad and set the small kitchen table. Although not as friendly as last night, Betty had softened her attitude. Pat was almost starting to feel relaxed. Although he would die if anyone he knew saw him, he had to admit that women's clothing could be very sensual. The one thing that nagged him was that he had no idea how he was going to get out of this situation. 

Betty did not have a television, so after they cleaned up the dishes she suggested that they play gin rummy. That was fine with Pat. He could not remember the last time he had taken a Saturday night off to play cards. He had fun and the game went on until close to 12:30. 

As they got ready for bed, Betty helped Pat clean off his makeup. Of course she only had nightgowns, so once again he found himself in a slinky nylon nightgown. Tonight he was sleeping on the couch. His mind raced as the events of the past two days flashed through his memory. He could not believe that he had gotten himself into this situation. He also had no idea what tomorrow would bring. How would he be able to get to back to college and his normal life? Finally he fell into a troubled sleep. 

***

The next morning Pat was still tired when Betty woke him up at 9:00. He had not slept well. He got up quickly because he needed her help and wanted to do anything that would keep himself on her good side. 
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Betty fixed a breakfast of bacon and eggs and once again helped Pat into the clothes that he had worn the day before. He had pleaded for some pants, but Betty firmly insisted that he would not wear any of her clothes. She was smaller than Pat, so he could not argue. She also applied some light makeup to his face. 

About 10:30, they started the walk back to Hank's house. Being Sunday morning there was little traffic, and those people out were absorbed in their own activities. The walk was fortunately uneventful. 

When they got back to the house, Hank was in the front room reading a Sunday paper on one of the couches. Pat immediately started to berate him. 

“What happen to my clothes and wallet? How could you just leave me in woman's clothes?” 

Hank immediately got up and slapped Pat across the face. Being considerably bigger than Pat, he soon had the smaller man cowering in one of the armchairs. 

“Now you listen to me. I am not responsible for what happens after I give someone drugs. I did not make you put on frilly clothes and parade around. Get a hold of yourself.” 

Pat was speechless. Everything Hank said was correct, so he just sat there. After a few minutes Hank's mood changed and he was friendly again. 

“Look, I didn't mean to hit you but I have a temper. You have to agree that nothing that happened to you after you left this room was my fault.” 

“I suppose that you are right.” 

“Besides, you look mighty sexy in that miniskirt. You could turn on some johns pretty easy.” 

Pat blushed at this sudden turn of tone. He had to admit that the clothes did make him feel sexy, but someone else stating that fact was too much. 

Hank continued, “I tell you what. If you're interested, I could get you some work on the weekends.” 

Not even wanting to imagine what kind of work was implied, Pat blurted out his reply: “No way!” 

“I have some pictures that you might want to look at before you decide.” 

Hank went over to the television and picked up a packet of photos. He handed them to Pat, who slowly thumbed through them. They were from Friday night. Pat was clearly recognizable in the frilly pink nightgown. 

“As I said, you are really sexy. Some of my customers would love you. They don't mind a little extra equipment down below. In fact, they prefer it. If you're not interested, I'm sure that there are some people on your college campus who would love to see those pictures.” 

“You wouldn't...” 

Pat knew of course that Hank would use the photographs and anything else that worked. Yet what was being asked of him was beyond anything that he could bring Page - 11
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himself to do. He tried to reason with Hank. “I really can't. I have to study hard to keep up in school. I can't afford to take the time off.” 

“Suit yourself. I will give you a couple weeks to think about it. Then the pictures go to someone appropriate. I'll be in touch.” 

Hank picked up his newspaper and the pictures and was out the door. As the door closed, Pat realized that Betty had left too. He was suddenly all alone in a frilly red blouse and tight miniskirt. 

***

Pat sat for several minutes thinking about what Hank had said, but the more immediate problem of what to do now caused him to focus. He went on one more futile search of the house. As he moved through the rooms the trials and tribulations of the weekend were starting to wear on him. 

In a more stable frame of mind Pat might have been able to think of a better alternative, but the only thing that he could think of was to hitchhike back to college. He knew that he could not afford to miss classes on Monday. As it was, he would never be able to finish his homework. He was in the mood to do something. 

The entrance to the interstate which went most of the way to Chicago was only two blocks away from Hank’s house. Pat managed to negotiate the first block without much notice, but as he approached the entrance ramp he heard a wolf whistle. Startled, he noticed a young teenage boy across the street who was even smaller than Pat and did not appear to be a threat. Fortunately, as he continue toward the ramp, the boy seemed to lose interest. 

Pat had never hitchhiked before and was worried that no one would stop. If he had thought about how he was dressed, he would have known that almost certainly somebody would pick him up. He should have worried about who stopped. He held his thumb out on the entrance ramp to the interstate. 

Within fifteen minutes a late model Ford pulled over. As he walked toward the car, Pat noticed that the driver appeared to be a man in his sixties and appeared harmless enough. Thank god, Pat thought, maybe my luck is changing. 

As Pat opened the door the old man introduced himself. “My name is Mark Tresher. 

What's yours?” 

Saying the first name that popped into his head, Pat replied, “Patty Parker! I'm heading back to school.” 

“That is a little out of my way. What the heck, I am not doing anything today. I’ll give you a ride all the way!” 

Pat hopped into the front seat forgetting that he was wearing the skirt. A good por-tion of his panties were visible and he could see the old man's eyes bulge. Pat pulled the skirt down. 

As he pulled the car onto the interstate, the old man began to talk. “You know, a pretty young thing like you ought be careful about hitchhiking! I might be a monster.” 
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“I usually don't do this, but a friend who was suppose to pick me up let me down, and I have to be back for classes tomorrow.” 

“What brings you to Chicago, Patty?” 

“A girlfriend and I came for a party last night. Somehow we got separated and she left me here!” 

“Doesn’t sound like much of a friend. What are you studying in college?” 

For some reason Pat decided that he better not be truthful about any details about himself. “Biology! I hope to become a nurse. What do you do?” 

“I’m retired. I use to be a mailman. My daughter lives in Chicago, so I come to the big city for a weekend every so often. My usual routine is fairly boring. For some reason, I still walk a lot. My wife died a few years ago, so I’m alone a lot.” 

Eventually the talk lulled and Pat was able to think about what he would do back at school. He figured that he would go to the library where he could try to contact his roommate. His train of thought was broken when Mark slowly placed his right hand on Pat's knee. This was not a situation that Pat was prepared for. Not wanting to jeop-ardize his ride and not seeing any harm, Pat decided to do nothing. 

After a few minutes, the hand began moving up the thigh, slowly working its way up underneath the skirt. Pat felt a tingling sensation which was actually fairly pleasant, but knowing that he better not let things get out of hand, so to speak, he grabbed Mark's hand and placed it on the steering wheel. “I think that I would feel safer if you used two hands to drive!” 

“I'm sorry. I didn't mean to get too forward.” 

The rest of the ride went quietly until the car slowed to exit the interstate. He had not been to Chicago often, but Pat became concerned because he did not recognize the exit. 

“Are you sure that this is the right exit?” 

“Relax, I know a short cut.” 

About a quarter of a mile off the interstate, Mark pulled the car off onto a dirt road. 

Pat was starting to panic. After about a hundred yards, the car stopped. They were surrounded by trees. 

“What's going on?” 

“You can probably guess that you really turn me on in that short skirt! I’ll pay you fifty bucks for a blow job!” 

“I’m not that kind of girl!” 

“Come on! Dressed the way you are, I bet that you have lots of experience!” 

Mark grabbed Pat’s arm and pulled him close, kissing his lips. With his other hand he tried to unbutton Pat’s blouse. With his free arm Pat managed to open the car door. 

Pushing Mark away with the arm that was being held, he scrambled out of the car. 

Quickly regaining his feet, Pat ran back to the main road as best he could in the high heeled boots. He stopped as he heard the car coming up the dirt road. He managed a Page - 13
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sigh of relief as Mark turned the car onto the main road in the opposite direction away from him. 

Being a sexual object was certainly a new experience, which left Pat a jumble of conflicting feelings. It was exciting and scary at the same time. He sat for a moment to collect his thoughts and button his blouse. 

Now Pat was not only in woman’s clothes, but he had no idea exactly where he was. 

He still could not think of any alternative to hitchhiking. So once again he headed back to interstate. Now he knew that he better be very careful about who he accepted a ride with. 

Much to his relief a woman pulled her station wagon off the highway. She appeared to be in her fifties, with long hair that was in the process of turning gray. As he opened the passenger side door, Pat introduced himself, ”I’m Patty Parker, and I need a ride back to school.” 

“Hello! My name's Doloros Hart. I should be able to take you back to school.” 

After Doloros got the car back onto the interstate, a serious look came over her face. “Does your mother know that you are hitchhiking?” 

“My mother is dead.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry! Still, it’s dangerous to hitchhike. There are maniacs all over the place.” 

Suddenly he could not help himself and started to cry. He did not understand. He never cried. This weekend in women’s clothes was having a strange effect on him. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m sorry! I’m not usually like this!” 

Doloros pulled the car off the road again and stopped. She put an arm around Pat. 

This gave him a warm feeling inside that he was not used to. 

“I don’t mean to pry, but you might feel better if you talk to me.” 

“It’s just that my last ride tried to get a little fresh with me.” 

“Did he hurt you?” 

“No! No! I got out of the car before anything happened.” 

“This hitchhiking is a dangerous business. Promise me that you will never do it again.” 

“This was the first time, and I can assure you that it will be the last.” 

“I imagine that it is tough not having a mother to talk to. If you ever need to talk, give me a call!” 

Doloros gave him a card with her phone number on it. Pat could not remember the last time that someone had been this nice to him. He gave her a big hug. 

They finally got on their way again. Pat ask her to let him off at the school library. 

Doloros pulled to a stop in front of the building. Pat gave her a kiss on the cheek and Page - 14
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got out of the car. He watched her pull away feeling sorry that he would never see her again. 

The realization that he was standing out in public in a very short skirt interrupted his reflections. Pat quickly entered the building and went to the stairway just inside the door. The high heeled boots forced him to go slower than he would have liked. 

Soon he was at his destination, the stacks located in the basement of the library which were usually empty on Sunday nights. There were only a couple of students, who were deeply engrossed in their studies. 

There was a phone able to make local calls. Pat tried to call his roommate, but as he feared his roommate who usually went home on the weekends was not back yet. 

For want of something better to do he went and got a book that he needed for a research paper. 

He sat and crossed his legs. It was difficult to read. His mind kept coming back to the feel of nylon against his bare skin. He found woman's clothing more than comfortable, almost thrilling. 

He also became very tense every time someone walked through the stacks. Fortunately there were not many patrons, although one guy seemed to pass by three or four times. The most traumatic moments came when Hal Martin, who Pat knew fairly well, walked by. With his nose stuck into his book, Pat was not recognized. 

Finally on the third try he got his roommate. “Sam! Am I glad that I finally got you. 

I had a really wild weekend and somehow lost my key. Would you make sure that the door is unlocked?” 

“Well, sure! What happened to you anyway?” 

“It is a long story. I’ll tell you when I get back to the room.” 

Pat suddenly realized that he needed to come up with something to tell his roommate. Pat decided to wait until 8:30 to try to make it to his room. This was usually a dead time without much activity on the floor. Unfortunately, his room was almost directly in the middle of the floor. He would have to pass several rooms plus a communal bathroom. 

As he approached the dorm he could feel his fear level rising. The chance of seeing someone who knew him were greatly increasing. He managed to get inside the door of the stairwell unseen. He stopped and listened. Everything was quiet. His room was on the second floor. He slowly crept up the first flight of stairs. One down and one to go. 

Suddenly, a door opened from several floors above. Throwing caution to the wind he scurried up the flight of stairs and onto the second floor, closing the door behind him. 

He paused for a moment to catch his breath. Realizing he was on his own dorm floor, he almost ran down the hall, not caring how much noise that he made. He was practically home free when the bathroom door opened at end of the hall. 

Out of the corner of his eye Pat saw Joe Furman. He was a straight laced freshman who was always bringing rules violations, especially drinking, to the attention of the resident advisor. He was not the one that you would want to find you in a compromis-Page - 15
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ing situation. Pat lunged through his door and hoped somehow that he had not been seen. 

Sitting at his desk was Pat's roommate, Sam Stevens. Sam was a big guy. He had played football his freshman year and was definitely all man. His jaw and eyes were fixed in a shocked expression. “On the phone you didn’t say anything about being a pervert!” 

“Look, I had a really bad weekend. I don't need you dumping on me! I got an invita-tion to a fraternity party out of town. I had too much to drink. Somebody issued a challenge and I ended up dressed like this! It was not one of my brightest moments.” 

Pat thought that his story about a fraternity party in Chicago and getting drunk was pretty good. He tried to keep as much factual information as possible out of the story and still make it plausible. Sam didn't look convinced, but at least stopped pressing for details. He just shook his head and went back to his studies. 

Pat finally got to change out of the female clothes and into his own male pajamas. 

He stored the blouse and skirt in his closet and the underwear in his dresser. He would have to find some way to dispose of them later. 

Pat proceeded to study until three AM. He could not get everything done for Monday, but he felt that he had to get as much done as he could. Also, he didn't want to go wash his makeup off when someone was likely to be in the bathroom. 

He finally went down and got cleaned up. Once he had to duck into one of the stalls when someone came in. He washed his face as best he could. He could still see some traces of makeup, but was too tired to do more. It was 3:45 before he crawled into bed and was soon fast asleep. 

***

Pat managed to make it to all his classes Monday. He was sleepy and his concentration was shot, so he did not get much out of them. His mind kept wandering and all the sensations and feelings from the weekend came back. He had a strange conversation with Hal Martin before his English Literature class. 

“Hey, Pat. I didn’t see you in the Library stacks last night.” 

Pat had not considered that he often studied in the place that he had gone to in the library. Dumb move on his part! “No! I studied in my room last night!” 

“Too bad. There was a sharp chick in a short skirt studying where you usually do!” 

Fortunately the class started, so no one noticed Pat’s blushing cheeks. He kept glancing at Hal, wondering if he had actually recognized Pat and was kidding his classmate about wearing woman’s clothes. Pat was starting to get paranoid. He kept thinking that everyone was looking at him and wondering if he had been in a skirt. After class, he talked with Hal to try to feel him out as they walked toward the student union. 

“So Hal, did you do anything exciting this weekend?” 

“I watched the Michigan-Ohio State game on TV Saturday. I studied in the library most of Sunday.” 
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“Was there a big crowd at the library Sunday night?” 

“No, it was pretty dead. I’ll see you later!” 

Hal headed off to his next class as Pat went into the Student Union. He had a free period. He convinced himself that Hal had not recognized him in his feminine attire. In any case, there was nothing that he could do about it now. 

As the day progressed he got more and more angry with Ron Bixby for disappearing Friday night. By the time his classes were over and he had eaten lunch, Pat was ready to give Ron a piece of his mind. When he returned to his dorm, Pat went to Ron's room. Ron was there and started talking before Pat could utter a word. 

“Well hello, lady's man. You got lucky Friday night. Tell me all about it.” 

“Now wait a minute! I'm pissed off that you went and left me. I was in a very uncomfortable position!” 

“Sorry man! I couldn't find you when I was ready to leave. After seeing you with three gorgeous babes, I didn't figure that you needed help.” 

“Well, I didn't have a ride back! I didn't know what to do.” 

“I’m sorry. I didn't mean to leave you. If you had given me a call I would have come and gotten you. It was just late and you seemed to be taking care of yourself pretty well.” 

Ron's apologetic manner took the wind out of the argument. Pat had to admit to himself that he was in no shape to return to campus until Saturday afternoon. Also, he did know how much that he wanted to tell Ron about the weekend. He knew that he didn’t want Ron to see him in a nightgown. He did want to know more about Hank. 

“How well do you know Hank?” 

“Not very well. I'd met him a couple of times. A mutual friend told me about the party. I didn't know that he would offer you free drugs!” 

“Do you think that he might be a pimp as well as a drug dealer?” 

“I don't know much about those things. He always has girls around him. Did the girls try to charge you for services?” 

“No! Nothing like that. I'm just not used to beautiful girls coming on to me!” 

Pat decided that he did not want to reveal anymore. He ended the conversation. 

“I'm sorry that I yelled at you. I actually did have a good time Friday. I need to go hit the books.” 

As he left the room, Pat had to admit to himself that his last statement was true. He had enjoyed Friday night. The rest of the weekend had been stressful, but wearing woman’s clothes had not been totally unpleasant. In fact, he could still vividly recall the soft feel against his skin. 

Returning to his room, he found Sam looking very agitated. “Dean Hobbs called and told me that he wanted to see both of us tomorrow morning at 9:30!” 

Dean Hobbs was the dean of student life. He was a stern man in his forties, dedi-cated to preserving the Christian heritage of the College. Luckily Pat had never had Page - 17
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any dealings with him. He had known some students who had very much regretted crossing paths with Dean Hobbs. 

“Did he say what this is about?” 

“No! He just said that it was important that we be there. I bet that it has something to do with last night. Did anyone see you?” 

Pat lied. “I don't think so. Please don't get rattled. Let's just see what he has to say before we volunteer anything!” 

“Okay. But I can't afford any trouble so don't expect me to lie for you!” 

“I'm not asking you to lie. Just don't say anything until we know what he's after. 

This was just a one time lapse of judgment. Please don't let me get in trouble unless it is absolutely necessary.” 

“All right.” 

They went their separate ways for dinner and studying. Pat wondered if Joe Furman had turned him in, or if maybe someone else had seen him without his being aware of it. Either way he knew that he had to keep his cool to avoid this blowing up in his face. 

He tried to study. His homework was piling up and he needed to catch up, but Pat’s mind kept wandering to the last weekend and imagining what the meeting with Dean Hobbs would be like. Also, he had lost his wallet. Fortunately, he didn’t have any credit cards and only had a twenty dollar bill in there. In fact, his driver’s license was the only thing that needed to be replaced. Still, he had to find some time to go get a replacement. He didn’t have a car and never drove at school, so at least that could wait. 

He did need to get a replacement for his room key. Maybe he could do that while at the administrative building for his meeting with the dean. 

Finally he gave up. He went back to his room and went to bed early. He was still tired, but sleep would not come easily. Finally he fell asleep with thoughts of soft nylon on his mind. 

***

Sam and Pat were at the dean's office ten minutes early. The secretary had them sit in the outer office. At 9:30 they were ushered into the inner office. Dean Hobbs stood and shook their hands and offered them a seat. He was a tall, intimidating man. 

He started with some small talk. “How are classes going?” 

Pat answered first. “Very well, thank you.” 

Quickly he got down to business. “Disciplining students is the least pleasant part of my job. As you well know we have a reputation of fine moral and religious standing. So I must be very vigilant in guarding against incidents which might sully that image. I have a report of a woman entering your dorm room about 8:30 on Sunday night. While we have no strict rules about entertaining members of the opposite sex within reason, that is, before 10:00, we frown on intimate sexual contact. This woman was described as looking like a hooker.” 
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Pat jumped in with a response. He hoped to keep Sam from saying too much. “I can assure you that the report was mistaken. There was no woman in our room.” 

The dean paused for a moment. “How do you explain the report? Sam, do you agree with your roommate's statement?” 

Pat gave Sam a pleading look. He responded, “I can honestly say that there was no woman in our room Sunday night.” Although it worked, Dean Hobbs also noted Pat’s look. He made a mental note in the back of his mind. He would have to keep his eye on Pat Briggs. 

Pat continued, “I assure you that I have no idea where this report came from. 

Someone must be playing a joke. I cannot imagine why!” 

“Well, to be honest with you I have been unable to find any supporting evidence. So I will close this meeting with a warning, I will not tolerate any sexual activity or perver-sion in our college dorms. Suspension will be the penalty for such an offense. You can be assured that I will be watching you both closely.” 

As the two roommates walked back across campus to their room, Sam finally reacted. “I don't know why I didn't say something. Man, I didn't do anything. I can't afford to get suspended.” 

“I cannot afford to get suspended either. Just relax, this was a one time deal. Nothing else is going to happen to cause a suspension.” 

Pat sounded very calm, but inside he was in turmoil. He could not afford to get in trouble. Hank's pictures were now much more ominous. He wondered what he would have to do to keep them out of Dean Hobbs' hands. He also remembered that he had forgot to replace his room key. 

***

The next two weeks went very quickly. Pat was very busy trying to catch up. However, every time he saw his smooth legs his mind flashed back to Hank, Betty and female clothes. He was also very self conscious about someone else seeing his legs. He did not take a shower until most of the students in the dorm had gone home for Thanksgiving. 

The Sunday after Thanksgiving Pat was feeling pretty good. A four day weekend without classes had allowed him to get caught up in all of his classes and even have some time to rest. He was surprised to get a call. 

“Hey, baby! How are things going?” He immediately recognized Hank's voice. 

“Things are going pretty well.” 

“That's good. I just called to see if you had reconsidered my proposition.” 

“I'm not really interested.” 

“Then I guess that I'll just send these pictures on to Dean Hobbs.” 

Pat felt a lump in his throat. How did Hank know about Dean Hobbs? “You don’t understand. We have exams coming up. I have a ton of studying to do.” 

“It doesn’t matter to me. I’m sure that the dean will enjoy the pictures!” 
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“Wait, maybe I could do it one weekend!” 

“That's more like it. Show up at the house next Saturday night about six o'clock! 

Come dressed like I last saw you!” 

Hank hung up before Pat could ask any other questions. Pat knew that he could not afford to have Dean Hobbs see the pictures. Hopefully, if he worked for Hank one weekend, he could get the pictures and be done with it. 

That next Saturday Pat knew that he didn't want to dress in female clothes on campus. He put the clothes in a bag and took the early bus into Chicago. He looked for Betty's apartment and couldn't believe that he found it so easily. Fortunately she answer the door. 

She was apprehensive. “What are you doing here?” 

“I need your help. Hank has some pictures of me that I don't want seen. I agreed to work for him to get them back.” 

“Are you sure that you want to do that? He is not an easy man to work for!” 

“I can't afford to get kicked out of school!” 

“What do you want from me?” 

“I just need somewhere to change. Hank wants me in female clothes. I didn't want to wear them on campus.” 

Betty actually liked Pat and felt sorry for him. That evening when they had played cards had been pleasant. She didn't know about him getting mixed up with Hank, but she knew that she'd better stay out of that. She would keep her guard up, but surely helping him could not hurt. She let him in. 

“I will help you, but you need to follow my instructions without objections! Also, Hank hears nothing about this!” 

The first thing that she had him do was put on some depilatory cream and then take a warm bath. She put some oil in the water and it felt much more relaxing than he was used to. After he got out of the bath, she powdered his body and had him put on his panties and bra and gave him a cloth robe. She put some setting gel on his hair and rolled it in curlers. 

She convinced him that a nice manicure would make his hands more convincing. 

After filing and shaping his nails, she started to apply a clear polish. He started to protest, “Wait a minute!” 

“I said no complaints! You can remove the polish after tonight!” 

After the clear coat, two thin coats of bright red were applied, followed with a final clear top coat. As the polish dried, Betty pluck his eyebrows into a nice feminine curve. 

The makeup that she applied was much heavier than before. The eyeshadow was deep blue and the blush was bright pink. Additional coats of mascara were used. Finally, the curlers were removed and she brushed out his hair. 

She led him to a mirror. Pat could not believe the difference. He looked totally female. The mass of curls on his head could not be mistaken for a man. Betty left him to Page - 20
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change into the clothes that he

had worn that first fateful week-

end. He was lucky that he had

not thrown them out. 

Betty returned after she was

dressed. She had on a short blue

dress with the softest material, 

Pat could not resist feeling it. Her

legs were encased in sheer navy

hose and matching high heeled

pumps. Her face was glowing

with heavy makeup. Pat was im-

mediately aroused, but knew

that he had better control him-

self. 

“You look beautiful!” 

“You don’t look bad yourself. I

hope that you were paying atten-

tion since I am not going to do

your makeup forever!” 

“I hope that this is the last

time.” A small smile passed Bet-

ty’s lips. She doubted that Hank

would be done with him anytime

soon. 

Pat continued, “Since you

have helped me so much, I’ll take

you out for lunch.” 

“Sounds good!” 

“Where am I suppose to put

my money?” 

“You need a purse, silly!” 

Betty left the room and returned with a small black purse which had some scuff marks on it. “Here, you can have this purse. I was about to throw it out anyway. It will not last long so I suggest that you buy your own. I put in some things so that you can touch up your makeup when needed.” 

Pat added some money and they went to a deli about two blocks away. She suggested that they eat light so they both had a tuna salad sandwich. After they got their food, they found a table and talked as they ate. 

“Look, I don't mind helping you, but I'd just as soon that Hank didn't know. I meant it when I said don’t tell him.” 

“Why?” 
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“Let's just say that I know him better than you. You can never tell what might upset him.” 

“Okay, I won't tell him. What about tonight after I’m done?” 

“There is an all night diner around the corner from the apartment. If you get done first, wait for me there!” 

It was still early, so they went back to the apartment and played cards for an hour. 

Betty had to work that night also. At four o'clock she left for Hank’s house. Since she didn’t want them to arrive together, she made Pat promise to wait an hour. 

At exactly five o'clock, Pat knocked on the door of Hank's house. A woman who appeared to be in her late thirties answered the door and led him into the front room where Hank was waiting. 

“Glad to see that you could make it. You look gorgeous. Did you get somebody to help with your makeup?” 

“The sister of one of my college friends helped me!” 

“She knows what johns like. If she is interested in work, give her my name. By the way, this is Tina. She is going to help you get started." 

Tina asked, “Have you every given a blow job before?" 

Pat shook his head. 

“Well, we better practice. Hank!” Hank unzipped his pants and brought out his sex organ, which was considerably bigger than Pat's. Tina led Pat up to Hank and forced him to his knees. She instructed him on what to do. “Start with your tongue and get the organ nice and wet. Then slowly slide it in and out of your mouth. Increase the pace as you go.” 

Soon Pat had Hank ejaculating. Pat was about to spit when Hank forcefully said, 

“Swallow it.” Just instinctively reacting to Hank’s command Pat swallowed. 

“Remember that it is the customer who decides whether you swallow or spit it out.” 

Tina proceeded to criticize his performance. “Mechanically you did all right. You need more movement and also the customers expect you to enjoy yourself. So act like you are having fun! Remember you get to keep the tips.” Pat doubted that he would get any tips. 

Hank continue, “A blow job costs fifty bucks. You get to keep twenty plus tips. You can go fix up your makeup. We'll have a john for you pretty soon.” 

Pat went up the stairs to the bedroom where he had first put on the clothes that he was wearing. He put some more face powder and lipstick on his face as Betty had shown him. 

After about twenty minutes, his first customer arrived. Pat had never been attracted to men, but he doubted if many women would find this man attractive either. 

He was short and overweight. His hair was slicked back and greasy. He appeared to be in his late twenties or early thirties. 

“Hi, I’m Frank. What’s your name?” 
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“Patty!” 

“Hello, Patty. You look very nice.” After several awkward moments, he continued. “I paid some money. I think that you are suppose to do something!” 

“I’m sorry! I’m new to this!” 

“Are you a virgin?” His voice sounded very excited. 

Considering what they were about to do, Pat decided that would be a truthful statement. He nodded his head yes. 

“Okay, I’ll show you what to do!” 

He took Pat’s hands and led the way to the edge of the bed and they sat down. He started kissing Pat’s lips. It was much different from what Pat was used to. Much more forceful than the girls that he had kissed. Frank’s tongue was trying to force its way into his mouth. Pat figured that he'd better let it in, so he open his mouth slightly. 

While continuing the kissing, Frank unbuttoned his blouse. When he saw the tissues, he commented. “Still developing, I see!” Not deterred he started manipulated Pat’s nipples. 

After not getting much response, Frank stood and said, “Unbuckle my pants and pull them down.” Pat did as he was told. 

“Now the shorts!” After the shorts were out of the way, Frank forced Pat’s head toward his genitals. Although going through the motions, it almost seemed to Pat like he was in a dream. 

After it was over, Frank did not look very happy. He pulled his shorts and pants back up and left the room without speaking another word. 

The rest of the evening went very slowly for Pat. He had a total of four customers and each one was a struggle. At about four in the morning Hank gave him eighty dollars and told him that he could leave. 

“I did have some complaints and you didn't get any tips. You need to get more into it and act like you are enjoying yourself. You might practice some more! Surely you could find some college students willingly to help you out. Maybe make some more pocket money.” 

“I worked one night. Couldn't you just give me the pictures and let me go? I don't want to do this again.” 

Hank slapped Pat across the face. “I decide when you get the pictures. It will be quite awhile before you earn your freedom. You need to do a lot better than you did tonight. Be back next weekend.” 

“The week after next is exams. I really need to study next weekend.” 

“Okay! I’ll give one weekend off. But you’d better be here the following Saturday.” 

“I’ll be here!” 

***

After leaving Hank's, Pat walked back to Betty's apartment. Even though it was already six a.m., she was not back yet. Pat went to the all night diner and got a couple of Page - 23
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cups of coffee. As he sat drinking his coffee, a young man in his early thirties came up to the table. 

“You look gorgeous! Do you mind if I join you?” 

“I prefer to be alone...” 

The man fidgeted a little, but was not ready to leave. “I’m sure that I could show you a good time.” 

“I’m not interested.” 

“I’m willing to pay!” 

“I said that I’m not interested!” 

Finally the man left. The cook had watched the entire conversation. After several other man had past obviously looking Pat over, he came over to Pat’s table. 

“Look, you’ve been here close to an hour. Aren’t you ready to move on?” 

“I’m waiting for someone.” 

“I’d just as soon that you didn’t work here.” 

“I’m not working!” 

“Sure, I believe that. Still I think that you should leave.” 

Pat headed back to the apartment and fortunately met Betty coming down the street. After entering the apartment, she helped him remove his makeup. The conversation turned to his evening at Hank’s. 

“It was terrible. I am just not into sex with guys! Then when I asked for the pictures, he hit me. He is making me come again in two weeks.” 

Pat broke into tears as he recalled the trying evening. Betty comforted him and let him cry on her shoulder. She truly felt sorry for him. 

“You can use my apartment as long as you need it. Just don’t tell Hank!” 

She allowed him to take a nap on the couch before he left for school. Once again he wore a nightgown, not wanting to sleep in his clothes. After spending the night in skirts, it didn't seem to matter. 

He got up early so he could catch the five o'clock bus back to school. After he dressed, he combed his hair, but couldn't really removed the curls. He thanked Betty for all her help. She agreed that he could come back in two weeks. 

He got back to his room about eight. He had enough time to finish most of his homework. That night Sam got back from his weekend. When he saw Pat he did a dou-ble take. 

“What's with the hair? Did you have makeup on again?” 

Pat was taken aback. He didn't expect this reaction. “I was just trying a different hairstyle. Of course, I didn't have makeup on!” 

Unconvinced Sam responded. “I swear that I see traces of makeup. Look I don't want to be judgmental. You can do what you want, but you're looking far too feminine for me. I can’t afford to get into trouble. If Dean Hobbs comes down on you, I don’t Page - 24
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want to be around. I'm asking the housing office for a new roommate for next semester.” 

With that comment Sam went out the door to the bathroom. Oh great, Pat thought. 

I can't afford a single. Now I am going to have to find a new roommate! 

***

The next two weeks went very fast. With everything else on his mind, Pat's studying did not go very well. Finally, exams were done marking the official completion of the semester. However Pat did not think that he had done very well on his tests. 

On Friday, Ron Bixby made a surprise visit. “Sam was telling me that he is moving out next semester. What happened?” 

“Let’s just say that we decided that our life styles are not compatible.” 

“You make it a sound like a marriage.” 

“In a way I guess it is. It involves living together.” 

“Look, I also need a roommate. What if we room together?” 

Pat had never thought about Ron as a roommate. He still held him somewhat responsible for getting him mixed up with Hank, but knew that he could never discuss his current situation with him. He had never gotten around to looking for roommate. 

Thus, he had no alternative. “Okay! I’m willing to give it a try.” 

On Saturday Pat once again made his way to Betty's apartment. He dressed in the outfit which he had worn twice before. Betty helped him with his hair and makeup. 

At six o'clock he showed up at Hank's house. The night was very slow for Pat. He only got three customers. Hank complained about him wearing the same outfit. 

“That outfit is getting pretty old. Buy yourself some new clothes for next time.” 

“Look, I don't seemed to be doing very well. Surely you can find someone else.” 

Hank's reply was very forceful. “Look, baby! I'll tell you when you have done enough. At this rate it'll be quite awhile. You better start trying harder to please the customers.” 

“Look, my sister is expecting me for Christmas. She lives in New Jersey. I’ve already got the plane ticket.” 

“The holidays are usually one of my busiest times. I could use you a lot. Think of the money!” 

“I don’t care. I haven’t seen my sister for over a year. I’ll lose money if I cancel my plane reservations.” 

“Okay. Never let it be said that I don’t have family values. Go see your sister, but I expect to see you the Saturday after New Year's Day.” 

Once again Pat got done before Betty, so he had a cup of coffee at the diner. This time Betty stopped to pick him up as she came home. They were starting to get along very well together. 

“I didn’t do well tonight, but Hank still insists that I continue!” 
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“Well I’m sure that you will get better.” 

“I don’t want to get better.” 

“I think that you need to try. It will make things go better with Hank.” 

“I don’t care.” 

“You need to care! Hank can get really mad and then he is liable to do anything.” 

“Hank also told me to get new clothes. How am I going to get new clothes?” 

“Now, that I can help you with. Maybe we could go shopping after you get back from your sister’s and before you have to work for Hank again.” 

“Thanks, I really appreciate all your help. I think that I would enjoy shopping with you.” 

“I would like it too! I love to shop!” 

They finally got to bed about nine a.m. At least Betty got to bed. Pat slept on the couch again. They did not get up until almost five. They made a pot of spaghetti for dinner and spent another pleasant evening playing cards. 

Monday morning Betty went with him to the airport to see him off. The flight was very turbulent, which matched Pat's thoughts. His sister met him at the terminal. 

They hugged. Jill was two inches shorter than Pat, but she had the same brown hair. 

In fact, with the left over curl in his hair their hairstyles almost matched. Except that he didn’t keep his combed as well. 

“You’re looking kind of ragged, Pat. I don’t think that I’ve ever seen your hair this curly! David has a really good barber. I could take you to get a haircut.” 

Figuring Hank probably wouldn't like that, Pat said, “I’m getting used to long hair. 

At school, I rarely take the time to get it cut. I’ll probably keep it long until I graduate.” 

Christmas with his sister was very pleasant. She had a five year old boy named Joey, who always had an infectious smile on his face, and a three year old girl named Beth with reddish hair and dimples. With two kids there wasn't a lot of extra money for presents, but the food was excellent after four months of eating at the college dining hall. There was however one tense moment. 

One day Pat was using the bathroom when his sister unexpectedly caught him with his pants down and saw his legs. They still had only a little hair. She apologized for barging in. “I’m sorry. I was in a hurry and I’m not use to you being around.” She had a troubled look on her face as she left. 

Later in the day she sat him down for a talk. “I know that we have never been really close. I have lived far away from you since Dad died. Sometimes I worry about you. 

You are looking different. I would say almost feminine.” 

“If this is about my shaved legs, I can explain. Two weeks ago I participated in an intramural swimming meet.” 

Since he had never been very athletic, the explanation was not very convincing. 

“You’ve never swam before. Besides, it’s not just the legs! The way that you hold your hands. Also, the nails have a feminine shape. Your face looks softer and eyebrows look Page - 26
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plucked. Your hair definitely looks feminine! Look, I do not mean to pry or judge. I just want to let you know that I am here if you need to talk.” 

“I appreciate your concern, but I am doing fine. School is wearing me out, but I only have a year and half left. I'll make it through to graduation! After that things should look up.” 

“Are you sure that you don’t want to talk?” 

“I’m sure.” 

Pat went to his sister and hugged her. At that moment he felt closer to her then he could ever remember. He offered to help her fix supper. It felt good working with her. 

Reflecting on their talk as he washed some vegetables he realized that he had missed an opportunity to share his disconcerting situation with someone friendly. However, he knew that he was not ready to discuss Hank and wearing woman’s clothes with anyone he knew well and expected to see on a regular basis. 

On Christmas morning there were more presents for the kids than anyone else. Pat did receive a sweater from his sister and her husband. He gave them a durable set of dishes. He helped the kids put together some of the toys. He found that he enjoyed playing with them more than he ever had before. After the turbulent semester that he had just finished, Pat found his vacation very relaxing. 

After their talk, he found himself spending more time with his sister. When she did housework, rather than going off to do something else as he always had before, he helped her. He even went grocery shopping with her. One night they talked over coffee after his brother-in-law had gone to bed. 

“I regret not being able to help you more with college. I only made it through two years before I got married. I doubt that I will ever finish. You are the family’s best hope for a college graduate!” 

“That’s okay. I'm doing fine on my own. In a way it is more satisfying. I should be able to make it to graduation.” 

“I’m really proud of you. You have really been strong since Dad died. What are you going to do after graduation?” 

“Well, I’m majoring in Sociology. I hope to become a social worker and work with the homeless!” 

“I wish you all the luck in the world.” 

He also spent more time with Joey and Beth. Often he would read to them in the evening. One night Pat took care of the kids so that Jill and David could go out by themselves. He was beginning to appreciate his sister’s life. 

After a week he was not really ready to go back, but knew that he could not over-stay his welcome even though their relationship had become more special. She dropped him off at the airport after leaving the kids at daycare and before she went to work. They didn't have much time for goodbyes, but Pat gave her a long hug and kissed her on the cheek. 
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“I do worry about you. You are getting thin and need to eat more. Also you could use some new clothes. I do wish that you would think about getting a haircut!” 

“School is tough and I just don't find time to do everything. One and a half more years and things should ease up.” 

“I do love you.” 

“I love you too, Sis!” 

He was a little teary eyed as he watched her drive away, since she was the only family that he had left. Pat thought about what she had said. Obviously he was changing more than he realized. At school he found little time to reflect on what was happening to him. He needed to get away from Hank before he changed more than what was easily reversed. Soon it was time for the flight which was to carry him back to Chicago. 

***

After arriving in Chicago he went to check on his grades. He was very disappointed. 

He got one D and the rest were C's. In his grade envelope was also a letter stating that his grades did not meet scholarship requirements. Thus his scholarship was being reduced for the next semester and could be canceled at the end of the year if his grades did not improve. 

He was depressed when he arrived at Betty's apartment the Wednesday night after the New Year. She got him to tell her about his troubles. 

“I got my grades and they were not very good. The school is threatening to cut off my scholarship money. If that happened, I would probably have to drop out!” 

“Don’t do that! I used to dream about going to college. I admire that you are a college student.” 

“If I don’t have the money, then I will not have a choice.” 

“You're making money at Hank’s. Maybe you can make enough to make up for the scholarship.” 

“I don’t want to work for Hank. That is what caused the problem in the first place. 

Besides I am not very good.” 

“Well, you can get better and earn more money. Sometimes people have to do what they have to do to get by.” 

A sad look came over her face. Pat realized that he was always concerned about himself, but Betty was also working for Hank. 

“Why is that you never went college and are working for Hank?” 

Her eyes started to water and a soft sob left her mouth. “I really don’t want to talk about it!” 

“I really care about you! Please tell me!” 

After a moment of silence she started, “When I was about five years old, my father died of cancer. Three years later my mother remarried. Soon after the wedding my stepfather starting molesting me at night after my mother went to bed. By the time I Page - 28
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was thirteen, I'd had enough. I ran away from home. I lived on the streets for a while before Hank found me. He lent me enough to rent this apartment. I owe him a lot. 

However, I never finished high school, so college is not a possibility!” 

Betty was crying hard by now. Pat went over and put his arms around her and lay her head on his shoulder. “You can still get a GED. Then anything is possible.” 

“I'm never going to have time to do that! That's why I think that you really need to do whatever it takes to graduate.” 

For dinner they made a meat loaf and fixed a salad. Afterwards they listened to some music on the radio. Betty actually got Pat to dance. He did not usually dance so she ended up leading most of the time. 

When it got to be bedtime, Betty gave him a nightgown. He put it on even though he had brought some pajamas. It just seemed right to wear the nightgown. 

The following morning Betty was very chipper and eager to go shopping. Her mood got Pat out of his doldrums. 

“Let’s get a move on, sleepyhead. You need to do your legs and take a bath. I borrowed a blouse and skirt from one of my friends that should fit you.” 

“Why do I have to get dressed up?” 

“We're going shopping for women’s clothes, silly. You have to look the part so that you can try things on!” 

“Do I have to try the clothes on?” 

“Of course, the clothes that you need to get have to fit perfectly.” 

After his bath, he put on the same panties, bra and pantyhose that he had worn before. Betty gave him a white cotton blouse and denim skirt. The skirt came down to his knee, so he looked like a normal woman. Then he slipped his feet into a pair of flats. Betty helped him with some light makeup and brushed his hair into a feminine style. She wore a silky blouse and jeans, which he didn’t feel was fair at all. 

She took him to a large mall in one of the suburbs. They had muffins and coffee for breakfast. She knew what stores sold the appropriate clothing. The first stop was at a dress shop. Betty picked out five low cut, short dresses. 

“Why so many dresses?” 

“We are not going to buy them all, silly, but you need to try on enough to make sure that you get the right ones.” 

Pat was apprehensive as she led him into the changing room. Once inside, it didn’t seem so bad. He first tried on a silky blue dress which hung awkwardly on his shoulders. Betty liked the second dress, a silky red dress with a flowing skirt that stopped a few inches above the knee and of course had a plunging neckline. A couple of poor fits followed and then a black nylon dress with straight skirt. Betty liked the dress but decided that the skirt was too long. Pat almost died when she had a saleslady come in to discuss altering the hem. 

“You can see that the skirt comes well below the knee. My friend Patty would like it a little above the knee.” 
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“Yes! I can see that she has the legs to pull that off. It shouldn’t be any problem to shorten the hem.” 

Pat blushed at her comment. Although he could almost feel his knees shaking, she didn’t seem to notice anything unusual as she pinned the hem. He bought both the red and black dresses. 

At another store Pat tried on several skirts and blouses. They left the store with two more new outfits. A lingerie store was next. He thought that Betty had chosen too many bras and panties, but she was insistent that he buy them all. She also convinced him to buy some gel inserts so that he would not have to rely on tissues for fullness. 

The next stop was a shoe store. Betty decided that he needed two pairs of high heels. After finding two suitable pairs, they asked a young male salesman to find the right size. The salesman had Pat sit so he could removed the right shoe and placed the foot in the measuring device. For some reason Pat felt himself blush. It felt nice to have the man handle his foot through the nylon. Betty suggested that he might want a pair of flats also. He tried them on and ended up with three new pairs of shoes. 

The shopping was exhausting. Pat had a limited amount of money, so he had to admit looking at so many options allowed him to get everything on sale. However, he was considerably in the hole. How long that he would have to work for Hank to earn enough to recoup the money spent? 

Pat had never been much of a shopper, but with Betty along he was having fun. 

They stopped for lunch at a small cafe. They both ordered a salad. Pat really needed to use the restroom but was apprehensive about using the ladies room. However, he knew that he wasn’t dressed to use the men’s room. 

“I need to use the restroom.” 

“I think that it is in the back.” 

“Will you come with me?” 

“What, you want me to hold your hand?” 

“Of course not! I’m just nervous.” 

“Okay, let’s go.” 

After Pat had relieve himself, he was in a hurry to leave. Betty stopped him. “Let’s touch up our makeup!” They spent several minutes working on their faces. Two women came in and Pat could feel himself blush, but they went about their business without paying attention to him. 

As they left, Betty commented, “See, that wasn’t so bad.” 

“It was very nerve wracking for me.” 

“Well you need to get use to using the ladies room.” 

They went back to their table. Their salads were ready, and they started to eat. Pat started the conversation. 
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“After spending so much money, I hate to mention it but I could use some school clothes.” 

“What did you have in mind?” 

“Just some jeans, tee shirts and underwear.” 

“Well, we have already gotten you enough underwear!” 

“I can’t wear panties at college!” 

“Why not?” 

“What if someone should see me?” 

“Who goes around looking at your underwear?” 

Pat did not have a good answer to that. Rather than argue, he decided that he would just get underwear later. “Well, I need jeans and tee shirts...” 

After lunch, Betty led him into one of the big discount stores. To his surprise, she headed to the woman’s section. “Aren’t we going to the men’s department?” 

“I don’t buy men’s clothes. Besides, there's not much difference when it comes to jeans and tee shirts. And dressed like you are, you couldn’t try on things in the men’s department!” 

Pat gave in. Soon he was in front of the mirror in the fitting room in a pair of pleated jeans and a tee shirt with a frilly neckline. 

“Don’t you think that these are too feminine? The jeans do not even have back pockets.” 

“That just improves the fit, see!” Betty moved her hands down his butt. With pantyhose underneath, Pat did enjoy the feel of the new jeans. He also enjoyed the flattery that Betty enthusiastically used to compliment his appearance. “You look great in those clothes! I’m sure that any girl would agree.” 

He ended up buying two pairs of woman's jeans and four tee shirts. He still worried that they were too feminine, but she convinced him that he looked good in them and that he shouldn’t be so worried. 

After a very long day, they made it back to Betty's apartment. She allowed him to store his work clothes at her apartment. The jeans and tee shirts he packed in his suitcase. They had a salad for dinner and went to bed early. 

***

Betty had to work Friday night. Hank only used Pat on Saturdays. With an evening to himself, Pat took a long bubble bath and shaved his body. Afterwards he put on a long nylon evening gown. He had gotten used to wandering around the apartment in such attire. 

With nothing else to do, Pat started reading one of his textbooks. That didn't hold his interest long. He decided to roll up his hair for the following day. He shampooed it and used a setting gel that Betty had shown him; he managed to do a pretty effective job. 
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Betty found him asleep on the couch with his hair in curlers. She thought he looked very cute. The rest of the weekend went fairly quickly. When he arrived at the old house, Hank complimented him on his new outfit. “That dress looks sweet on you. 

You look beautiful tonight. I think that you're going to have a banner night.” 

For the first time Pat made over $100 and received his first tip. With his reduced scholarship, the money was becoming very important. At the end of the night, Hank made it clear that he expected Pat to work every weekend. 

“You had a really good night tonight. I can use you every weekend. You’d better be here!” 

It was going to be tough to raise his grades with that kind of schedule, but for the moment Pat did not feel that he had any choice. He did not even protest a little. 

On Monday it was time to return to school. Pat had become very comfortable spending time with Betty and he was surprised to find how much he regretted leaving her. 

Ron Bixby had already moved into the room when Pat arrived back on campus. He seemed really upbeat about the new living arrangement. Pat had never done much with Sam, so he did not mind the change so much. But the way Sam left still bothered him. Also, Ron was an unknown. If he had known that Hank had asked Ron to keep an eye on him, Pat would have been even more apprehensive. 

As he was unpacking, Pat noticed that Betty had stuck some panties and bras into his suitcase. He made sure that Ron was not around before he put them in his dresser. 

The first three weeks of school went well. However, going to Chicago on the weekends and trying to keep up with his studies was tiring. One morning Ron noticed that he was looking run down. 

“You’re really dragging this morning, Pat.” 

“You’re right. I'm usually not this tired so early in the semester.” 

“Why do you go into Chicago every weekend anyway?” 

Pat had not said anything to Ron about his ongoing relationship with Hank. He was not about to start now. “I found a job helping a professor up there do some research on the homeless. It's a good opportunity.” 

Ron had a bottle in his hand. “These vitamins really help keep my energy level up.” 

Taking the offered bottle Pat removed the cap and looked at the small pink pills. 

They did not look like much. 

“What kind of vitamins are these?” 

“They are a standard mix of daily required vitamins. My dad gets them for me, so I’m not exactly sure.” 

“Why are they in an unmarked bottle?” 

“My Dad gets them wholesale from Mexico and then distributes them to the family. 

I’m sure that I can get enough for you too” 
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“They aren’t drugs from Hank?” 

Ron laughed, “You’re never going let me live that down, are you? Look, you don’t have to take them. I just thought that they would help.” 

Pat did feel tired. If he tried them and didn’t like them, he could always stop. He took one of the pink pills and followed it with a sip of water. 

Ron smiled and thought that Hank would be pleased that he had found a way to start Pat on female hormones. “To be effective you need to take one every day.” 

Pat started taking a Pink pill every morning. The first few mornings he felt a little nausea and stomach discomfort and almost stopped, but those symptoms soon went away. He figured that they must have been unrelated. 

Pat was reluctant to start wearing his new jeans and tee shirts. However, working for Hank left him little time to do laundry on Saturday mornings, when he used to clean his clothes. Betty was kind enough to wash his woman’s clothes, but refused to mix in his male clothes. He did not understand why, but she was doing him a favor and he never complained. 

Finally the day arrived when none of his male clothes were clean. Luckily Ron always left for class first. After he left, Pat started to dress. Since he had never gotten around to buying his own new underwear, he put on a pair of pink panties. He picked out a white tee shirt with a floral pattern around the neck. He pulled on his jeans. 

Since his socks were all dirty, he wore tennis shoes without socks. 

When he looked in the mirror, he became very self conscious. With the panties and jeans holding his sex organ out of the way. No bulge was evident in the front of the jeans. The smooth curve of his butt showed through the pocketless rear. His curly hair did not help. He try to comb it out, but that just seem to make it worse. Except for the lack of bumps in the front and the presence of an Adam’s apple at the throat it was difficult to tell that he was male. 

Pat noticed his watch and knew that he did not have time to change and make it to class. So he gathered up his courage and went out the door. 

That first day he felt that everyone was staring as he went to class. There was some snickering in the back of the room at the beginning, but he was unsure if it was directed at him. He was busy concentrating on class and forgot all about it. The routine of wearing woman’s clothes was soon established. He always had something to do, so his mind was busy. Everyone seemed to get used to his dress. It was so easy to forget about washing his male clothes altogether. 

Ron did not even seem to notice that he wore woman's clothes. At least he never said anything. The new clothes seemed much more comfortable, maybe because they were new. Eventually, Pat did not even think about wearing anything else. 

***

Classes and schoolwork during the week and Hank's on Saturdays. Time was flying by. It was the last weekend in March when Hank asked Pat to come early one Saturday. This was strange, because things had become so routine that he often did not see Hank. When he, arrived Hank was waiting in the front room with Tina. 
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“Baby, you have shown

marked improvement over the

past several weeks. I think that

it's time to broaden your serv-

ices.” 

Pat became a little queasy

and needed to sit down in one of

the chairs. “What did you have

in mind?” 

“Some of my clients like to go

all the way even if their honeys

have extra accessories down be-

low. In fact, some even prefer it

that way.” 

“No way! I could never do

that. You can send Dean Hobbs

all the pictures that you want!” 

“You might want to watch

some TV before you decide.” 

Pat turned toward the televi-

sion. He hadn't notice that the

VCR had been playing a tape. 

On the screen a young woman

was giving a very erotic blow job

to a middle aged man. Pat's jaw

almost dropped off his face

when he realized that the

woman was him. Hank had been

videotaping his sessions. Pat

looked at Hank with a blank ex-

pression on his face. 

“I thought that you might re-

consider, unless of course you

want Dean Hobbs seeing that. Once again I think that Tina needs to get you ready.” 

Hank led the way as the three of them went upstairs to one of the bedrooms. Pat wasn't sure what was meant by getting him ready, until Tina pulled a dildo from a drawers. It was attached to a belt which she strapped around her. She came over and pushed Pat onto the bed. She lifted his skirt and pulled his pantyhose and panties down to his knees. 

“Be sure to lubricate the cock good.” 

She put the realistic looking cock up to his mouth and had him lick and suck on it. 

Pat was paralyzed in a dreamlike state as she thrust a jar of petroleum jelly into his hands. She had him rub the jelly all over the dildo. She then took the jelly on her own Page - 34
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finger and gently inserted it into Pat's asshole. She slowly stimulated him until the dildo was finally inserted. She started picking up steam. Pat passed out before she had finished. 

He was allowed to lay on the bed for several hours. When Tina returned to wake him up, Pat was still in shock. She touched up his makeup and clothes and made him presentable for his first john. Fortunately he only had two customers that night. He made more for his services but couldn't believe what had happen to him that night. 

By this time Betty had given him a key, so as soon as Hank let him go he was able to go her apartment. He immediately took off all his clothes and jumped into the bath-tub. 

He was still there when she got home. When he saw her, he broke down and cried. 

“What happened?” 

“Hank made me!” He was having trouble even talking about it. 

Betty coaxed him. “What did he make you do? You can tell me.” 

“He made me actually fuck my johns.” 

“You mean take it in the ass!” 

He nodded his head in agreement. 

“I know how that feels. Some of my johns prefer that over the vagina. It is not pleasant, but you’ll live. Let’s get you out of the tub.” 

She toweled him dry. After getting him into a nightgown she held him and let him cry on her shoulder. 

“I think that it’s time that you slept in the bed!” 

She led him into the bedroom. As they lay on the bed under the covers they cuddled. That night he slept in her bed cradled in her arms. He never again slept on the couch. Although they usually cuddled, after working at Hank’s having sex was the far-thest thing from their minds. 

***

As time went on, Pat noticed that his breasts were developing. He swore that they were bigger and they were definitely more sensitive. He figured that the stimulation of his customers must have had a cumulative effect. It was starting to be uncomfortable to go without a bra. He decided to talk to Betty about it. 

“My breasts seemed to be growing...” 

“Really? Let me see!” 

Pat removed the knit top and bra that he was wearing. Betty started cupping his tits and manipulating the nipples which became hard. 

“You’re right. They remind me of when I started to develop. Are you taking anything?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Hormones.” 
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“Of course not!” 

“Then I can’t imagine why your breasts would grow...” 

“Maybe being stimulated by my johns is doing it.” 

“I suppose. Unfortunately, it has never made my tits bigger!” 

“I’m worried that this will make it harder to go back to my old self.” 

“Don’t worry! You’ll of course be different. Everybody grows up, but you’ll be a man. 

It doesn’t bother me. Actually it’s another experience that we will be able to share. I feel closer to you.” 

“I really appreciate your support. Without you I don’t know what I would do.” 

“We had better get you some bras of the right size to wear when you are not working.” 

“You mean on the weekend...” 

“No, I mean all the time." 

“I can’t wear a bra at school!” 

“You might want to reconsider. If your breasts start bouncing around, they will be much more noticeable than a bra.” 

Another shopping trip allowed him to get some A-cup bras to wear around campus. 

He still wore C-cups with gel inserts at work. The feminine tee shirts and bras no longer left any doubt about what he was wearing. Although he was extremely self conscious at first, he was soon too tired to care. With the new sensitivity of his breasts he did not want to go without a bra. 

Although he never wore makeup on campus, with his shoulder length curly hair and feminine apparel he looked like a woman most of time now. The students, most of whom did not know him well, no longer paid him any attention. He spent most of his time on campus with Ron, who was always friendly or studying. Most of the guys on his dorm floor were cold toward him but then they had never been friendly. 

One of his dorm mates finally did make a call to Dean Hobbs. Several weeks before the end of the semester he sneaked into the back of one of Pat’s classes. What he saw definitely disturbed him. A very feminine looking boy would soil the school's image. 

However, he knew that he would have to handle the situation carefully. He made a mental note to contact the school’s lawyer about possible legal ramifications. He would have to keep watch over Pat Briggs. 

Unfortunately, Pat’s schoolwork was not going well either. He was now making pretty good money on Saturday, but he decided that he just had to get time off. 

“Hank, I really need time to study. If I don’t start doing better, I might not even graduate.” 

“You are doing well here. You could start working full time.” 

The shocked look on Pat’s face must of convinced Hank that he had gone too far. 

He softened his attitude. “Look, I could really use you on the weekends, but we should Page - 36
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be able to work something out. I have a summer camp that I run every year. If you agree to work this summer, I could probably give you some time off.” 

“I don’t know about committing for the summer. I have a place where I have worked the past two summers. I kind of told them that I would work there.” 

“I doubt that it would match what I pay!” 

Hank was correct, but it was what he had to do that concerned Pat. However, he knew that argument would not influence Hank. “I just don’t know.” 

“Look, you have a choice, keep working every weekend, work for me this summer and get some weekends off, or I could just send Dean Hobbs some adult entertain-ment!” 

“Okay, I’ll work for you this summer!” 

Pat was given a few weekends off, including the two right before exams. Somehow he made it to the end of the semester. He stored his little bit of furniture in a storage locker and went to spend a few peaceful days with Betty to recover. He had two weeks before the start of Hank’s camp. 

Pat needed some new summer clothes. One day Betty and Pat made another shopping excursion to the mall. Without other students to worry about, she convinced him to buy some frilly blouses and pleated, flared shorts. He also bought several pairs of woman's sandals. After all, he would be wearing woman’s clothes all summer. 

With some time off Pat realized that he had never bothered to replace his driver’s license. Without giving it a thought, he dressed in one of his padded A-cup bras, a tank top and a pair of flared shorts and white sandals for his trip to the license bureau. 

After waiting in line for about ten minutes, it was Pat’s turn. “I lost my driver’s license and I need to get a replacement.” 

“You can sit over there and fill out this form.” 

After completing the form Pat had to wait in line again. When he handed the form to the clerk, she said, “For five dollars we can replace the license, or for seven, if you take the vision test, we can renew the license for another three years.” 

“I guess that I might as well renew it.” 

“Then take this form to the man at the end of the counter.” 

Pat did as he was told. 

“Put you head against the pad at top of the machine and read the fourth line,” the gentlemen said. 

Pat read the line without any trouble. After also passing a peripheral vision test, the man wrote something on his form and handed it back. 

“Take the form into the next room and get your picture taken.” 

Pat hesitated. He had not thought about getting his picture taken and suddenly his appearance bothered him. What would his licensed look like? 

“Is there something wrong, miss?” 
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The man obvious hadn’t looked at the form and thought that Pat was a woman. 

“No. Thank you!” He went into the next room where a woman was waiting behind a counter with a camera on it. 

“Could I have your form please?” 

Pat handed her the form. “Your hair looks a little unruly this morning.” 

“I lost my license and only came for a replacement. I didn’t expect to get my picture taken.” 

“Here, maybe I can help.” 

The woman brought a brush out from behind the counter. She came around the counter and started brushing Pat’s hair. As Betty often did, the woman brushed it to accentuate the curls. 

“I have some lipstick and mascara if you would like to borrow it. I hate getting my picture taken without makeup.” 

Pat decided to play along and get out of there as quick as possible. “Thank you very much!” 

He quickly put some lipstick on his lips and some mascara on his eyelashes. He then posed for the camera. The woman took two pictures to be sure. 

“That’s it. You should receive your license in a few weeks.” 

As Pat was going through the door, the woman noticed something on his form. 

“Miss!” He was already gone. Oh well, the woman thought, the young lady must have been in a hurry. It was an obviously an error. On the line next to sex she scratched out the circle around M and circled the F. Pat was going to be in for a surprise. 

***

Every summer Hank ran a summer camp for his clients at a lake in Wisconsin. It lasted from the middle of June to the middle of August. Pat considered backing out of his agreement, but was afraid of what Hank might do. Betty was supporting his going. 

She always worked the camp, and they would be able to room together. He would have to wear woman’s clothes all the time and not take any male clothing at all. He rarely wore men's clothes anymore anyway. Still, he was somewhat resistant. 

The final straw came when he received his semester grades. He had manage to pull out C's in all his classes. This kept him in good standing academically, but he was informed that he would receive no scholarship money for his final year. Now he needed the money and did not feel that he could refuse Hank for any reason. 

As a reward for agreeing to work the summer, Hank paid for Pat to receive electrolysis treatments which would reduce the effort needed to keep up appearances. He went for treatments every day, which greatly reduced his need to shave. 

Also, Hank had his girls come up two weeks early to prepare for camp. So at the beginning of June, Pat and Betty took a bus up to Mirror Lake, Wisconsin. Hank had rented the entire lake area for the summer to avoid outside notice. The camp consisted of twenty five, two-room bungalows scattered around the lake. Betty and Pat got their own bungalow about a quarter of mile from the main dining hall. 
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One of the first preparations was a complete physical examination. Pat was very nervous about seeing a doctor. His breasts had continued to grow, and he now filled an A-cup almost to overflowing. Also his penis and testicles seemed to be getting smaller. 

A female doctor named Sylvia Monte gave all the exams in the dining hall. The fact that a woman was to examine him did not ease Pat’s mind at all. She began by push-ing and probing all over his body. She seemed to be pleased and not at all shocked by his body development. 

“You seem to be a very healthy girl. To make sure you stay that way, I am going to give you a special vitamin shot. I am also going to give a shot to put you under so I can do some work on your male organs. It will help you keep your sex concealed.” 

She acted like there was no question about the procedures being done. Pat was too embarrassed to object. She filled up a hypodermic syringe and gave him a shot. Very quickly he became very groggy. 

The shot kept him from feeling pain, but he was not completely unconscious. She pulled off the rest of his clothes. He was lying on a sheet on top of a table. First he felt a shot into his hip which must have been the vitamins. Then he felt something being inserted in his upper arm which he could not explain. Finally he felt her push his testicles inside of him. Then she was manipulating his penis and scrotum. 

After she was done she left him to fall asleep. He peacefully slept the rest of the afternoon. In her report which was given to Hank, Sylvia describe the results of her exam. The hormones which Pat had already taken had produced a nice start. She had given him another shot of hormones and also some implants to release more through-out the next several years. Finally she tied his sex organs out of the way. By the end of the summer he would be ready for additional treatment. 

When Pat awoke he needed to go to the bathroom. He quickly discovered that the doctor had somehow sewed his scrotum so that his testicles could not come out of his body, and his penis was held flat between his legs. He could still pee sitting down but he wouldn't be getting anyone pregnant. 

When he had pulled his panties back on, there was no longer any hint of bulge. He knew that he should be upset, but a certain part of him was thrilled. Besides, he knew that it would do no good to complain to Hank. 

When he returned to his room, Betty could tell that he was very agitated. After eating dinner in the dining hall they went for a walk around the lake. 

“Are you going to tell me what is bothering you?” 

“I don’t want to talk about it!” 

“Does it have something to do with the physical exam?” He nodded his head. Betty continued, “Please tell me. I’m your friend.” 

“The doctor mutilated me!” 

“In what way?” 

“Somehow she attached my penis so that it no longer hangs down.” 
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Betty seemed a little excited. “Now we can really be girlfriends!” Pat became very emotional and started to cry. 

“Try to look on the bright side. Hank is going to have us wearing revealing clothes, including bikinis. This will make it much easier for you. It certainly doesn’t change how I feel about you. In fact I feel even closer to you. Living with my stepfather, I developed a strong distrust of men which often causes me to automatically dislike them. 

That is one of the reasons that I will not deal with your male clothes, and I feel more comfortable when you wear something feminine.” 

She gave him a big kiss on his cheek and held him close to her. This made Pat feel very warm inside, and he did not regret that he had come to camp at all. 

***

The two weeks of training was designed to prepare them for what the camp was to be like. One of the first requirements was to report at seven a.m. every morning in bikinis. This was so the customers could see what was available, and to plan their day accordingly. 

Pat had bought a special gaff garment to keep his organs out of way when he put on his bikini. This was no longer needed much, but it helped his confidence. This was his first time in public with almost nothing on. 

At the morning meeting the girls went through a forty five minute aerobics routine to get all the body parts moving. Pat was amazed at how much he noticed his breasts during the workout, and how little he noticed his penis. There were ten other girls besides Betty and Pat. This was the first time that they had all been together. After the exercises everyone was introduced. Betty knew most of the girls already. There were three other blondes like Betty, one redhead, two with black hair and the rest had brown hair like Pat. They all had very nice bodies, and Pat was surprised when he realized that he was mentally comparing their breasts to his own rather than thinking about any sexual urges. 

After the aerobics and a light breakfast they were given a half hour to lie in the sun. 

They were expected to be tan. Most of the girls doffed their tops to avoid bra lines, but Pat was too shy the first day. The first day their bodies were waxed, so shaving would not be necessary. Every day they received special facials. The nails on their feet and hands were done to perfection. Pat received a nice coat of bright red polish. 

After lunch was usually free time, but Pat continued his electrolysis treatments. In the late afternoon another aerobics and sunbathing session was scheduled. Some of the girls swam in the lake. After dinner Hank had arranged dance lessons, so his charges would be ready if his clients wanted to take a spin on the dance floor. 

After the dance lesson Pat and Betty took a walk around the lake. It was a good chance to talk. They were becoming more and more open with each other. 

Betty told him more about her childhood. “It was less than a year after he married my mother that my stepfather started to molest me. My mother went to bed early. A couple of times a week he would come to my room and fondle me. Most of the time he also made me fondle him. After he was spent, he often slept for a couple of hours in my bed.” 
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“Did you ever tell your mother?” 

“I tried a couple of times, but could never bring myself to discuss it. My stepfather threatened to hurt my mother if I ever told, so maybe that stopped me. I always hoped that she would notice something, but if she ever saw something, she never did or said anything.” 

Her harrowing tales about her stepfather brought not only Betty but also Pat to tears. They sat on a bench at the edge of the lake and held each other tight. 

Pat encouraged her to think about working on her GED. “I think that you are really smart and could do college work.” 

“When would I ever find time to finish my degree?” 

“There must be some way! I’ll help you as much as I can...” 

Pat confessed that he was actually starting to enjoy wearing woman’s clothes. 

“Woman’s clothes are so sensual. I just seem to be more alive when I wear them.” 

“I feel so much closer to you when you wear them!” 

He told her about his classes and his dream to be a social worker and help the unfortunate. “Just one more year and I will have my Sociology degree. Hopefully, I can get a job as a social worker. I would really like to help the homeless.” 

The days went by pretty fast. It was pleasant but tiring. Betty warned that working would be even worse. The best part for Pat was spending time with her. After dance lessons they often would walk around the lake and talk about anything and everything. 

Sometimes they would spend time with a couple of the other girls. Sally was a strik-ing redhead whose breasts appeared to be at least D-cup sized. She would often kid Pat about his lack of development. Lilly was short blonde who also was well endowed, although not quite as big as Sally. The four of them often spent evenings playing cards. 

They usually played hearts, but often the game was incidental. They spent more time talking than playing. Pat learned a lot about makeup and how to wear clothing to provide certain looks. He almost always blushed when the talk turned to sex. 

One evening Betty and Lilly went into the local town to shop at a discount store. 

Pat did not want to go so he went next door to see if Sally was busy. He knocked on the door. 

“Come in!” 

As he entered the room he noticed that Sally was ready for bed, dressed in a short lavender night gown and matching panties. Pat went over and sat next to her on the bed. Her magnificent breasts were clearly visible through the nylon. He obviously was staring. “You really like my tits, don’t you?” 

“They do look nice.” 

“Don’t worry. You still have time to develop.” 

Pat blushed. Sally continued, “Have you ever made love to a woman?” 

Page - 41

ONLY ONE TIME

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

This confused him. He wasn’t sure whether she knew that he was male or not. He had always assumed that all the girls must know. He decided to shake his head no. 

Sally pulled the straps of her gown down so that her breasts were exposed. 

“Lick my nipples!” Pat move his head down and did as he was told. The nipples immediately became hard and Sally moaned slightly. 

“Now use your hands.” He used both hands so that he could manipulate the nipples simultaneously. 

“Pull the panties down!” Pat pulled her panties down off her legs. Sally took his head with both hands and moved it between her legs. Instinctively Pat began to use his tongue to arouse her. Soon she had climaxed and they lay together in each other’s arms. 

“You did a pretty good job, Patty! I think that Betty really likes you. You ought to treat her to a special trick sometime.” 

Pat was back in his room by the time Betty and Lilly got back. He was really confused by the encounter with Sally. He never did decide whether she knew that he was male. She certainly did not use that fact to satisfy herself. She had pretty much ig-nored his body. He decided that he didn’t want to discuss the incident with Betty. He hoped that it would never come up. 

The rest of the two weeks went past relatively quietly. However, this was the lull before the storm. After two weeks all the girls were in tip top shape. The opening of Hank's summer camp awaited. 

***

By the first day that camp opened Pat was no longer wearing the gaff. He was surprised that he was picked very early by a middle aged accountant, who wore glasses and was not very attractive. The man's name was Harold, and he seemed to want to spend all his time with Pat. This was fortunate because he did not seem very interested in sex, but spent most of the time talking about boring financial affairs. They did have sex several times in the next several days, but it went very quickly and the rest of the time Harold just wanted companionship. Pat was surprised when he received a fairly hefty tip. 

Betty was not as fortunate. She was chosen by a man named Jerry who liked rough sex. The first few days Betty fell asleep crying in Pat's arms. Happily for Betty and un-happily for Pat, their clients usually changed every couple of days. 

The rest of the week they both had fairly normal johns. During the summer the girls were to work six straight days and then have one day off. They were ready when their day off arrived. Most of the time, Pat and Betty would spend time relaxing in the sun or walking around the lake. Occasionally, they would play volleyball or cards with the other girls. 

One of the most pleasant things about the camp to Pat was that the others treated him as one of the girls. They took no notice that he was male. This gave him a warm feeling inside. He found that he could talk clothes, makeup and hair with them without giving it a second thought. 
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One night in late June was fairly typical. Sally, Lilly, Betty and Pat were all sitting on the two beds in Betty and Pat’s room. Lilly decided that their nails needed sprucing up. “Let’s do each other’s nails. I’ll do Patty’s first. What color do you like?” 

“I really like that frosted pink.” 

While Lilly worked on Pat’s nails and Sally did Betty’s, Sally started talking about men. She seemed to enjoy her job more than the others. “Did you see Ralph? I was with him yesterday. He has the broadest shoulders and greatest muscles. In fact, all of him is well endowed, if you know what I mean!” 

Betty responded. “Sometimes I think that you are turned on by anything that breathes.” 

“Don’t knock it, Honey.” 

Pat decided to try to change the subject. “Do any of you have trouble keeping your lipstick on?” 

“I’ve found one that really stays on well, I usually wear a wine color.” 

“I think that you just need to keep applying it.” 

“Betty, that’s really a nice peach colored nightgown.” 

“Thanks! I paid almost nothing for it.” 

The rest of the evening was similar. Pat did Betty’s nails and Sally did Lilly’s and the conversation hopped between men, makeup and clothes. Some evenings they would do each other’s hair. They also played a lot of cards. One week they spent their free time working on a jigsaw puzzle. 

Especially rewarding to Pat was that Betty would share her deepest thoughts with him. He also felt that he could tell her anything. She told him about her abusive stepfather and how she had dropped out of school and run away from home. She had dreamed about being able to finish high school and go to college. Pat encouraged her not to give up hope. 

He told her about the loss of his parents and about his sister out east. He also talked to her about how his body seemed to be changing. His breasts were getting bigger and certainly were more sensitive. Pat now had to wear a B-cup. Also, the feelings in his penis were different. During arousal, he would still get a warm sensual feeling, but he certainly did not get hard and there was almost no ejaculation. His hips seemed much broader and usually hid all trace of his male sexual organ. 

Betty assured him that she was not worried. She was growing more fond of him everyday. With her background, she did not care for hard masculine features that some women desired. One July evening, for first time Pat kissed her on the lips and they held hands on their walk around the lake. 

On their first day off in July, Pat received his forwarded driver’s license. Betty had gotten their mail from the dining hall, so she was there when he opened the envelope. 

One look at the picture and he sank into a chair. 

“Oh my god! I look like a women. What am I going to do?” 

Page - 43

ONLY ONE TIME

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“Let me see!” Pat handed Betty the license. “I think that you look cute.” She also noticed something else. “Look, your sex is marked as female. That should help.” 

Pat took the license back and saw that she was correct. Over the past several months he had noticed that he seemed to be more emotional. He started to cry. 

“Is it really that bad?” 

“I just seem to be losing my identity. I used to be a rock solid man. Now I seem to cry at the drop of a hat. I don’t know who I am anymore.” 

“You’re Patty Briggs. You said yourself that you’ve come to enjoy the feel of woman’s clothes.” 

“That’s true...” 

“Being emotional is part of being a woman. I thought that you had enjoyed the time that you have been spending with the girls.” 

“I must admit that I treasure the friendship with you, Sally and Lily. However, I’m still male. As I have become more and more attached to you, I dream sometimes of our relationship becoming more permanent and normal. That won’t happen if I lose my manhood.” 

“Look, you haven’t lost your sex. A license error is easily changed. As I said before, at this time in my life I’m more comfortable with women. Your feminine appearance makes me feel closer to you. I don’t know that I could get as close to you otherwise. 

Nobody knows what the future may bring.” 

“You always seem to say the right thing to make me feel better!” 

They hugged for several minutes. Then Betty said, “I think that you should probably leave the license as is for the time being.” 

“You’re right. It will be a while before I could look into it anyway!” 

***

Soon it was the end of July. Pat had almost made enough to pay for his last year of school. He was also used to the routine of politely servicing men. However, he would be glad when it was over. 

Then Jerry returned. He really liked Betty and dominated her time for several days. 

He seemed to get rougher and rougher and it took Pat several hours each night to make her stop crying. 

“Betty, you really should quit! Hank shouldn’t be forcing you to spend time with Jerry.” 

“Hank would never let me quit. He scares me sometimes.” 

“Well, I’m not afraid of Hank,” Pat lied. “I’ll protect you!” 

Betty started to laugh in a friendly way and kissed him hard on the lips. Then she got very serious. “You have to promise me that you’ll never cross Hank. I know him better than you do, and he is dangerous.” 

“You have become the most important thing in my life. I would do anything for you!” 
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“Then promise me to leave Hank alone! I couldn’t take it if you got hurt.” 

“Okay, I promise.” 

They spent the night in each other’s arms. The next morning the sky was beautiful. 

They had a pleasant time through aerobics and breakfast. However, Jerry was still around and once again paid to spend the day with Betty. Pat had his own john which at least took his mind off her for a little while. 

That night after he was finished for the night, Pat went by the bungalow where Betty and Jerry were spending the evening. When he was close, he heard a women's cry and could not restrain himself. He quickly went through the front door. He immediately saw Betty on a bed with her hands tied behind her. Jerry was on top of her with his hands at her throat. Pat ran as fast as he could and jumped on Jerry, knocking him off the bed. Betty managed to get on her feet and run out the open door. 

Jerry regain his balanced and threw a punch at Pat's face, knocking him against the wall. With a definite size advantage, Jerry soon had Pat pinned to the floor. 

“You must be jealous of your girlfriend. You want Jerry to give you some, don't you?” 

Jerry preceded to rip Pat's blouse and bra off. He roughly fondled the exposed breasts with one hand. His other hand was firmly around Pat's throat, so movement was not possible. He was slowly going down to Pat’s panties when Hank arrived. 

“What's going on here?” 

“One of your girls couldn't stay away from me. So I'm showing her a good time!” 

“You're too riled up tonight, Jerry! I can't afford to get someone killed. Let her go!” 

Jerry glared at Hank for longest time, sizing him up. Finally, he decided that he did not want to mess with Hank and got off Pat. 

“I apologize for my girls acting up. Of course there will be no charge for today.” 

Hank escorted Jerry outside and they talked for a few minutes. Pat managed to get up and sit on the bed. He felt awful, but was glad that Betty was free. 

Hank came back into the room and walked over to Pat. He slapped him hard on the opposite side of the face from where Jerry had hit him. He fell back on the floor. Hank proceeded to kick him in the stomach. 

“I can't believe that you would treat a client like that.” 

“But he was-” 

A swift kick to the stomach knock the wind out of Pat. 

“With your face a mess, you will be useless the rest of summer. I can tell you that you will be working a long time to make up for this. I'll get Tina to take you to the hospital.” 

After Hank left, Pat pull himself up onto the bed again. How could he ever get out of this situation? He was softly crying when Tina came and led him to a car. 

Hank was calling Dr. Monte to meet them at the hospital. “Now would be a great time to take care of that Adam's apple,” he told her. 
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***

When Pat awoke the next morning at the hospital, his throat hurt more then anything else. Also, there was a bandage around it. He did not remember getting hit there. 

Tina was arrived early to drive him back to camp. 

“Hank has been kind enough to let you work in the dining hall the rest of the summer. Of course, it will be at minimum wage, but you ought to thank him for not throw-ing you out.” 

Pat did not know about that, but was happy not to have to deal with johns. The rest of summer he waited on tables. Of course a short skirt was a requirement, but it was much more relaxing. He worried about not having enough money for college, but he figured that he would make it up during the school year. 

The worse thing about the Jerry incident was that Hank moved Betty into a room with Tina. This made it much harder for Pat to talk to her. Although with his throat in pain he did not feel like talking much. He noticed that his voice seemed much softer and had a higher pitch. He had to talk enough as a waitress. 

About a week before the end of camp, Pat and Betty managed to sneak away for a last walk around the lake. 

“I really worry about you staying with Hank,” Pat admitted. 

“What about you?” 

“I at least get to go to school. I can keep my contact to a minimum and then after I graduate, he has no hold on me.” 

“I hope that is true, but I can't just leave.” 

“Why not? If you come down to school with me, we can get an apartment off campus. We can find you a part time job. You can work on your GED and I can finish college.” 

“It sounds good, but I don't know. I’m afraid that Hank will do something!” 

“At some time you are going to have to just break the tie, or you will be under Hank's thumb forever.” 

“You’re right! Okay, let's do it.” 

“Good. I’ll cancel my dorm room as soon as I get back and look for an apartment. A week after camp is over you should be able to move down.” 

To a certain extant this was a relief to Pat. With his breast and hip development he did not see how he could survive in a men's dorm. They parted with a long and pas-sionate kiss. 

***

After the summer camp was over, the girls had one last visit with the doctor. For Pat this meant finally getting the bandage off his throat. Dr. Monte was very gentle as she removed the last layer. She tenderly moved her hand along his throat. Strangely, Pat did not feel his adam's apple. 
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Dr. Monte also gave Pat another shot in his hip. She told him that he was free to go. 

“What about my penis?” 

“Well, we can take it off anytime that you are ready. Did you want to set up an appointment?” 

Pat started to get angry. “That is not what I meant! I want it released so it can go back to normal.” 

Dr. Monte smiled. “I couldn't possibly do that without Hank's permission.” 

Pat was taken aback by this answer. For some reason he had not really realized what kind of hold Hank had on him. 

“Well, I’ll just go to another doctor.” 

“I know Hank better than you do. I wouldn't advise that. Anyway, you'd better have a good story ready to get another doctor to take you on as patient. Besides, do you how much an operation like that would cost?” 

Pat was chagrined. He hadn't thought about money. He had enough for one semester, but would probably need more to finish the year. Also, an apartment would be more expensive than the dorm. He figured that he’d better bite the bullet until he graduated next spring. 

***

Pat was lucky to find an apartment close to campus only two weeks before the start of school. He could only find a one bedroom apartment, and it was about six blocks from campus. He avoided telling Ron Bixby where he was going to live when he informed him that he would not be his roommate. Ron seemed hurt that they would not be rooming together. 

“I was really getting use to living with you, Pat.” 

“Well, I got a chance at an off-campus apartment at a good price. I just couldn’t pass it up. Besides, I’m sick of eating in the dining hall.” 

“I can relate to that. Now I have to find another roommate. Are you sure there is not enough room for two in your new apartment?” 

“I apologize for leaving you in a bind, but it’s a really small one bedroom apartment. 

No offense, but I really don’t want to live that close to you.” 

“Well, where is this apartment?” 

“It’s a little ways off campus, but I haven’t memorized the address yet...” 

“Well, I don’t like it, but I guess I should be happy for you!” 

Hank had agreed to give him some time off to get ready for school. He expected Pat to work the weekend after classes started. Betty came down the Wednesday before classes started the following Monday. For several days she acted very nervous. She did not seem to mind that she had to share a bed with Pat. They had often done that at the summer camp. Pat helped her sign up for some evening classes so that she could Page - 47
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start working on finishing her high school degree. A local truck stop hired her to work the morning shift from 5 a.m. to 3 p.m. 

Things were starting to look good. One thing that did concern Pat was his clothes. 

He had gotten his old male clothes out of storage, but nothing fit. His hips were too wide to get into any of his pants. His breasts made all his shirts hang awkwardly. Also, he felt very uncomfortable not wearing a bra. 

Betty said that he look fine in his female clothes and she had learned to love him that way. He was used to wearing women's clothes, but they would definitely be even more noticeable than in the spring. Some of his classmates would know him as a male. He finally decided that he had no choice. 

On the first day of class, Pat wore a short sleeve sweatshirt with jeans and tennis shoes. His breasts were definitely noticeable, but at least the sweat shirt was loose. 

During his first class, he definitely noticed several students looking at him and whispering, but as the day wore on, he soon forgot about it. After several days went by without something terrible happening, he rarely thought about it. 

However, one of the students did stop by Dean Hobbs’ office. Unknown to Pat, the Dean again made a visit to one of his classes. He slipped into the back of the room for a few minutes and then just as quietly slipped out. 

When he got back to his office, Dean Hobbs called the school’s legal department. He wanted to know what options were available for dealing with a transsexual student. He was informed that it would take several weeks to look into all the legal implications. 

***

During the first days of school, Pat felt good to be doing something totally unrelated to Hank. He was in good spirits and the school work almost seemed easy. 

Betty had no trouble at her waitress job, but schoolwork was unnatural to her. 

They got into a routine where Pat would help her from five to seven every evening. 

Four nights a week she had class at seven thirty. On weekends, Pat would work for Hank. 

Since he no longer had anywhere in Chicago to change. Pat would dress in the apartment and catch the noon bus. The first time that he rode the bus he was a little apprehensive. He wasn’t use to being in such a public place dressed like a woman alone. He picked a window seat three rows behind the driver. 

A scruffy looking man in a dirty sweatshirt and jeans sat in the seat next to Pat. He made Pat very uncomfortable, but seemed oblivious to that fact. He even introduced himself. “Hi, I’m Frank.” 

“My name is Patty.” 

Pat tried to sound very cold because he had no interest in talking to the man. They both had brought magazines to read and soon were engrossed in their own reading material. Everything was fine for about twenty minutes. Then Pat felt the man’s hand moving up his thigh. A sharp slap connected with the back of his hand. Although he removed his hand, after only a few minutes he lean over and whispered in Pat’s ear. 
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“I could really show you a good time. I could get us a hotel room and we could spend the night together!” 

“I’m not interested.” 

“I’ll pay!” 

“Leave me alone!” 

Pat looked around the bus, but there no empty seats visible so that he could move. 

He did notice a good looking man in a military uniform on the opposite side of the bus just one row behind. He smiled at Pat when they made eye contact. 

The man next to him would not give up. He tried to put his arm around Pat’s shoulder and Pat had to press himself against the window to avoid it. The man in the military uniform got up and reach over. He tapped Frank on the shoulder. 

“What do you want?” 

“Are you bothering this lady?” 

“Mind you own business. I was here first.” 

“I think that the lady would like you to move. Is that right, miss?” 

“Yes, definitely.” 

“Well, I don’t want to move!” 

Suddenly a hand on Frank’s shoulder was digging very deeply into the flesh. “I think that you better move!” 

Finally, Frank decided that he was no match for the military man and went and sat in his seat. Pat now had a new neighbor. 

“I really appreciate that.” 

“No problem. My name is Rick Sutter.” 

“Patty Briggs.” Pat couldn’t believe that he used his real name, but it came out so natural. He had better watch himself. “I’m afraid that I know nothing about the military. What kind of uniform is that?” 

“Marines! I just finished basic training. What do you do?” 

“I’m a college student, studying Biology. I hope to become a nurse!” 

“I was on an ROTC scholarship, which is why I’m in the service now.” 

“I admire people who serve their country.” 

The conversation continued for the entire bus trip. Pat could not remember the last time that he’d had such a “normal” afternoon with a man. Hank’s customers were only interested in one thing, and the guys at school for the most part treated him rather strangely. 

As they got off the bus Rick asked, “Would like to go out for dinner?” 

“I’m sorry, but I came to Chicago because I have a weekend job to make some extra money. I have to work!” 

“Where do you work?” 
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“I am helping a professor collect some data, so I never know exactly where we will be headed.” 

“Would you give me your phone number so I could give you a call if I’m in the area again?” 

“Sure,” Pat said as he scribbled on a piece of paper from his purse. 

Pat couldn’t believe that he gave out his correct number. He had a really good time talking with Rick. Some part of his psyche hope to see him again. As he watched Rick walk away, Pat thought that he would much prefer to spend the night with Rick than with whomever Hank had lined up. If only he didn’t need the money. 

That first weekend that Pat worked Hank asked about Betty. “Do you know where Betty is?” 

“No, I haven’t seen her since camp.” 

“Are you sure? You two seemed real chummy at camp!” 

“I’m sure. I consider Betty a friend, but it’s hard to see her when I’m in school.” 

Hank became quite rough in his questioning. He backed Pat up against a wall with a hand at his throat. “I hope that you are not lying to me! That would be very un-healthy!” 

Although Pat felt for sure that he would pass out, he refused to say anything. He asked several times after that, but Hank must of decided that Pat was too wimpy to be hiding anything and eventually left the subject alone. 

One thing that Pat did notice is that after the incident during the summer, his johns were the type that enjoyed rough sex. Ralph was fairly typical. He was over six feet tall and weighed well over two hundred pounds. He would usually tie Pat’s hands to the bed posts. He often slapped Pat’s face until Pat begged to be fucked. 

Pat was often severely bruised up after the weekend was over. One night when he had a pretty big bruise on his left breast Betty tried to get him to quit. 

“You really should quit. You got me to do it!” 

“We need the money to pay rent. Also, I don’t have enough to pay for second semester yet.” 

“It’s getting to be too dangerous. I don’t want you to be scarred for life.” 

“I can handled it! If I keep working, Hank is less likely to find you. Maybe after second semester starts, I won’t have to worry about Dean Hobbs finding out about my secret life and I can quit then.” 

“Okay, but I do worry about you!” 

Pat kissed her on the cheek. “There is no reason to worry.” 

***

It was the first Tuesday in October. Pat was helping Betty with homework at the kitchen table. There was a knock at the front door. When Pat opened it, he was knocked to the floor by the force of the door being slam all the way open by two large Page - 50
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burly men. One grabbed Pat and the other ran after and caught Betty, who had tried to reach the back door. 

Hank entered as Betty was dragged over next to Pat. “Why don't you hang them up over on this wall here?” 

The men forced a ball into their mouths so that they could not scream and brought them over to the dining room wall. Hank found the studs and screwed large bolts into the wall so that the men could tie their hands and legs. They both were off the floor hanging by their fully extended limbs. 

Hank went over and slowly tore the clothes off Betty, watching Pat's face as he did. 

He hit her full in stomach with a metal rod. Although she could not scream with the ball in her mouth, she certainly tried. 

“You bitch! You think that you can run out on me. Surprise, surprise! You’re going to wish that you never fucked with me!” 

He continued to hit her until she passed out. One of the men then took several pictures of Betty with a camera. Hank turned to talk to Pat. 

“The pictures are so that I have something to show others that it’s not a good idea to run away from me. It’s not worth my effort to kill you. When I’m done you will probably wish that you were dead. I do suggest that you run as far away as you can. If I ever find you in Chicago again, you will be in trouble. You know, Pat, you disappoint me. Here I was prepared to turn you into one of my prettiest whores. You’re going to have to pay for your own sex change operation. Be assured that I have pumped you so full of female hormones that you’re never going to be a man again. Now its time for you to feel how Betty feels." 

Having said that he started to beat Pat. Soon unconsciousness overwhelmed his hanging body. 

***

It was two days before one of Betty's coworkers came to check on her and they were found. The police were summoned. They were allowed to dress, but told not to wash. 

Two officers escorted them to the local hospital. A doctor examined them and the police took some pictures. Finally they were cleaned up and taken to separate hospital rooms. 

The police questioned them about what had happened. Although Betty would not say anything, Pat was soon ranting and raving about Hank. He was sure that the police would soon have Hank's ass in jail. 

“The man who did this is Hank Grimes. He has a house at 2345 Park Avenue in Chicago.” 

If he had been paying attention he would have noticed the strange looks that the officers exchanged with each other. “Did he do this all by himself?” 

“No! He had two goons working with him!” 

“Did you know the other two guys?” 

“No.” 
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“Why did he do this?” 

Pat realized that he had better not tell them everything about their activities with Hank. He needed a plausible story. “He felt that Betty had dumped him for me!” 

“So you are sexually involved with Miss Sims?” 

Although he was deeply in love with Betty, Pat had never actually made love with her. He debated whether to answer truthfully. He decided that it was more creditable to answer yes! “Yes! We are very much in love with one another!” 

Once again, the two officers exchanged looks. “We will continue our investigation with the help of the Chicago police. We will be in touch.” 

Pat and Betty both spent two days in the hospital. When they returned to their apartment, Betty would not talk to Pat. A letter from Dean Hobbs was waiting for Pat. 

It requested a meeting at his earliest possible convenience. He called and set up an appointment for the following Monday. 

He no longer had any nice looking male clothes, so for his appointment Pat dressed in what he thought were a masculine looking blouse and pants. The blouse was a cotton long sleeved garment with a ruffled collar. The slacks were straight leg but had only two small side pockets. With his burgeoning breasts a bra was necessary but he tried to pick one that did not accentuate them too much. He wore knee-high nylons with loafers. Although he wore no makeup, he eyebrows had a feminine arch and his long hair had a definite curl. Few people would recognize him as male at first glance. 

On arriving at the deans office the secretary had him wait in the reception area. He sat in a comfortable lounge chair and crossed his legs. His nylons were clearly visible. 

After about five minutes he was ushered into the dean’s office. Dean Hobbs offered him a chair. 

“The police informed me about your unfortunate incident. How are you feeling?” 

“I am feeling much better, thank you.” 

“It is not my manner to pry. However, I must be concerned about things that might reflect on the school. Would you like to talk about what happened?” 

“I would prefer to not talk about it. Let’s just said that I got mixed up with the wrong person and he beat me up.” 

“If we could keep the public story that simple, I would be very happy! However, I am worried about what might come out in the papers.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I have been watching you since we talked last fall. I have noticed that you have taken to wearing woman’s clothes...” 

Pat didn’t know what to say. It was hard to deny, but he felt that he had to try. 

“Well, I may wear what could be called unisex clothes.” 

“Come now! Although you look nice, what you have on could hardly be called unisex. If I were a younger man, I might try to date you!” 
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Pat could feel himself blush deeply. He

was almost more flattered than embar-

rassed. “Well, I could dress in more mas-

culine clothes...” 

“Well, I have a more pressing concern. 

The police have indicated that there may

be, shall we say a sexual side to your

case.” 

“That is not true! I did not know where

the police got that idea.” 

“Foremost, I do not want the college as-

sociated with a scandal. Even a story

about a transvestite would be damaging to our image.” 

“Well, what do you expect me to do to

protect the college?” 

“What I would like for you to do is with-

draw from school.” 

“But I have less than one year left to

graduation! I would really like to finish.” 

“I really cannot afford for your story to come out! If it did, I would be forced to have you expelled. In return for withdraw-ing I would make sure that your transcript has no record of your trouble! Also, I will help you transfer. I have a good friend at a state school in the southern part of the state. I could probably get you a scholarship to pay for tuition.” 

“You aren’t going to give me a choice are you?” 

“Let’s just say that if you fight this, I will make your life very uncomfortable. I really think that my plan is best for everyone. You could even go to your new school as a female!” 

Pat had not even thought of that possibility. With the current state of his body that would probably be the easiest course to take. “I need time to think about this!” 

“Fine! Take some time to think about it. I would like to have your answer in two weeks!” 

After leaving the dean’s office Pat became more and more despondent. He had always looked forward to being a graduate. By the time he reached the apartment he was almost in tears. 

Betty noticed his mood. She came over to the couch where he was sitting and tried to comfort him. “What’s wrong?” 

“The Dean wants me to withdraw! I’m so close to graduation. He said that he would help me transfer, but I just feel that this school is special to me...” 
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By this time tears were streaming down his cheeks. Betty took a tissue and wiped his face. She kissed him hard on the lips. They had exchanged kisses on the cheek before, but this was definitely different. Betty spoke gently. 

“I am sorry that I have been so distant. Since Hank beat us up, I just haven’t felt safe. I worry about ever being safe again. I was angry with you for saying so much to the police. I thought that it placed us in more danger!” 

“I would say that I would protect you, but I’m no match for Hank! I wish that I could keep you safe. I love you, Betty!” 

“I realize now that I love you too! Maybe leaving here and going somewhere else would be the best thing for us. We can try to protect each other.” 

“The dean suggested that I go to school as a female...” 

“I have always preferred you as a woman.” 

“What will happen to our relationship?” 

“Who knows? I feel closer to you now than ever before. All we can do is keep living! I want to go away with you.” 

With that decision made Pat felt a weight lift from his shoulders. He thought that it was time to show Betty his true feelings. He took her hand and lead her to the bedroom. He slowly unbuttoned her blouse and removed her bra. He laid her on the bed and began to lick her nipples. Soon she was moaning with pleasure. She removed his blouse and bra and sucked on his nipples. This experience was so different than working with Hank. They concentrated on making each other enjoy the love making. Pat used everything that Sally had taught him on that distant summer evening. They contentedly fell asleep in each other’s arms. ***

Two weeks after the beating, they had still not heard from the police. Pat called them and was politely told that he could come down to the station and talk to the officer in charge. Since Betty just wanted to forget the whole incident, Pat went downtown alone. After the meeting with the dean, he made no attempt to dress masculine. He wore a red silk blouse, tight black pants and pantyhose with one inch heels on his shoes. 

At the station he was ushered into Detective Maloney's office. Pat was still very angry about Hank and started off on the wrong foot with a demand. “My girlfriend and I got severely beaten up. Is Hank Grimes in jail yet?” 

“Are you a prostitute?” 

That question stopped Pat in his tracks. “What do you mean?” 

“The Chicago Police told us that you were a suspected prostitute. Are you?” 

Pat could only think to deny it. “Of course not! What does that have to do with what Hank did?” 

“Are you a transsexual?” 

“No!” 
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“The hospital said that you had an abnormally high amount of female hormones in your blood. Also, your penis was somehow tied up out of way! Why is that?” 

Pat was speechless. He never considered this change of events. The Detective continued. 

“Look, miss. The Chicago Police have no interest in getting involved in this case. We do not have the time to go up to Chicago and pursue this business. The district attorney does not think that he can prosecute. There are no witnesses. Your girlfriend does not even want to talk to us. It is your word against Hank Grimes'. A jury is going to get one look at you and there's no way that they will convict. My advice to you is get out of town. We do not like your kind around here!” 

Pat was completely deflated. Slowly he rose to his feet and quietly walked out the door. For the second time he returned home completely despondent. This time Betty met him at the door. “What happened?” 

“They’re going to let him get away with beating us up. The detective accused me of being a whore! He said that they didn’t like my kind in this town.” 

“Now you know why I never said anything. I have lived in Hank’s world a lot longer than you have. The Hanks of the world never get the raw deal. It’s always the people that they take advantage of.” 

“For some reason I never realized how far from the normal world Hank had taken me. I’ll be glad to be far away from Chicago!” 

They kissed and held each other tight. They now knew that they only had themselves to depend on. 

***

Dean Hobbs was true to his word. Pat was able to transfer to a state college a little farther south. He received a scholarship covering the tuition, but room and board still needed to be paid. Pat and Betty both got jobs at a truck stop, Betty working mornings and Pat working evenings. They both worked as waitresses, and they competed with each other for who received the most tips. Pat often won. They found a small apartment near campus. After several months they started sharing a bed again. Betty once again started working on her high school degree. They found the lifestyle that they had been looking for, but at a price. 

With their busy work schedules, they rarely had time to spend together. Pat often spent his time tutoring Betty on some subject. With the lost semester it would be next December before Pat could graduate. Pat was undecided about whether to change to a female or try to regain his old male self. For the moment, he remained in between, going to school as a female. At least no one knew him in southern Indiana as a male. He made several friends, mostly women. He would sometimes study with them in the school library. 

One day he was studying with Sara Jenkins, a tall brunette who always wore very nice makeup. When they took a study break, she made him feel totally accepted at his new school. 
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“Patty, I'm a member of the Kappa Theta sorority. I really like you and I think that you would make a great sorority sister. Would you be interested in joining?” 

“I’m really flattered that you asked, but I’m living with someone off campus already. 

Also, I’m a senior and I don’t think that I should be joining a sorority.” 

“I understand, but would you at least consider coming to our rush party? It’s next Saturday night. At the very least it should be a fun.” 

Pat promised to think about it. When they got back to studying, his mind wandered. He thought about how comfortable he had become with his new life. Also, although he considered Sara a good friend, there had never been a sexual attraction. His old male self would have reacted differently. He was glad to see Betty back at the apartment. 

“You’ll never believe what happened! I’ve been invited to a sorority rush party!” 

“Oh, you should go.” 

“It would be interesting, but I have to work Saturday night.” 

“I could switch shifts with you Saturday. I’ll even help you pick out a new dress on my day off Wednesday.” 

That Wednesday they went to a local dress shop that specialized in party dresses. 

Once again Betty insisted that Pat try on lots of different outfits. At least he was now used to trying on woman’s clothes. Finally they found a violet nylon dress that came to just above the knee. The neckline revealed some cleavage, but was not nearly as dar-ing as what he wore working for Hank. They both really liked it, but Pat hesitated at the price tag. At eighty five dollars, it was more than he had ever spent on a single piece of clothing. Betty was insistent. 

“Let me buy it for you. I’ve never properly thanked you for getting me away from Hank. I think that this is an important event in your life. You should have a nice dress.” 

“Okay, but soon I’ll buy you something nice.” Since Betty paid for the dress, Pat bought himself a pair of matching shoes with a two inch heel. He was starting to get excited about the party. 

On Saturday, after he finished Betty’s shift, she helped him get ready. She did his nails, hair and makeup. He was almost too nervous to do it himself. Then Betty went off to work, leaving him to finish dressing. He was ready by six, but the party did not start for two hours. He tried to study to take his mind off the anticipation, but without much luck. A half hour before the party, Pat started the four block walk to the sorority house. As he got near campus, several wolf whistle reached his ears. That made him more confident about the evening ahead. 

One of the fraternities was helping the Kappa Theta sorority with their rush party. 

When Pat arrived at the house, a frat member who introduced himself as Tom escorted him to the main reception area and got him a glass of punch. A little after eight the sorority’s president gave a twenty minute presentation on the finer qualities of being a sorority sister. After she finished Sara came over to talk to Pat. “I’m so glad that you came,” she said. 
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“Thanks for inviting me. I’m still not sure that I should join a sorority, but I’m having a good time.” 

“Well, have fun! I have to talk to some of the other prospectives.” 

A stereo system started playing some popular music. Tom crossed the room to Pat. 

“Would you like to dance?” 

Pat accepted. After summer camp dancing with a man was no problem for Pat, but dancing with Tom was different. The summer clients almost always became very famil-iar. Hands would be all over Pat’s body. On this night there was a warm feeling inside. 

Tom was the perfect gentleman. Pat danced with several more of the fraternity men. 

There were also light refreshments and more punch. As the night wore on, he could swear that the punch had a kick to it. Tom danced with him several more times, including the final dance at midnight. 

“I’m not sure that this is appropriate at a rush party, but I would really like to see you again, Patty.” 

“I’ll think about it. I’m sure that Sara can tell me how to get a hold of you.” 

As Tom left, Sara came over to give one more pitch. “Well, did you get to talk to most of the sisters?” 

“I talked to quite a few. I really enjoyed the evening. If I were to join a sorority this would be a good one. I’m just not sure that a sorority is right for me. I should graduate pretty soon.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. Pledges aren’t announced until Monday. Let me know if you change your mind.” 

Pat took his time walking home, since Betty was still working. He still had a warm feeling from the evening’s festivities. He needed to get some sleep before he took Betty’s morning shift. If he was just starting college, he could see himself as a sorority sister. 

Under the current circumstances, he knew that he wanted to continue living with Betty. 

***

About halfway through the semester, he finally got up the nerve to go see a doctor. 

The doctor did a complete physical exam and then they sat down to talk. “Well, what did you find out, Dr. Roberts?” 

“Based on the shape of your body, I am assuming that you are a pre-op transsexual. Is that correct?” 

“Well, I'm not sure...” 

“I can understand your uncertainty. I have taken some blood and we will run a series of tests. Come back next week and we can discuss the results and talk some more.” 

For the rest of the week time seem to creep by slowly. Pat had trouble concentrating on his schoolwork. The decision about his sex was weighing very heavily on him. A phone call interrupted his wait. 

“Hello, is this Patty Briggs? I don’t know if you remember me, but I’m Rick Sutter!” 
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“I remember, but how on earth did you ever find me?” 

“I thought about you a lot since our bus ride. Finally about two months ago I called the number you gave me and found that it was disconnected. I had to sweet talk her, but the secretary at the registrar office finally told me that you had transferred here. I looked in the student directory and found your number.” 

“I suppose that the next question is why?” 

“I still want to take you out to supper.” 

“I was planning to have dinner with my roommate. I need to check with her!” 

“That’s fine! I am staying at the Sands Motel.” He told Pat the number to his room. 

Pat promised to call him back. As he studied he was distracted, but now by something else. Pat never expected to see Rick Sutter again. There was a definite excitement building. When Betty got home, he could barely contain himself. 

“I got a call from Rick Sutter! I met him on the bus trip going to Chicago when I worked for Hank. Somehow he managed to track me down. He wants to have dinner with me.” 

“You have to go!” 

“Are you sure? Since I’m off this evening, we were suppose to fix a special dinner.” 

“Are you kidding? It’s not often that we get men chasing after us. You want to go, don’t you?” 

Pat nodded. He called Rick back, and about seven o’clock a dark blue sedan pulled up in front of the apartment. Betty decided that she should answer the door. 

“Hi, I’m Betty!” 

“I’m Rick Sutter. I apologize for messing up your dinner plans.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve been trying to get Patty to go out more.” 

Pat finally came to the door. He was wearing a short blue dress and matching heels. Rick helped him put his coat on. When they got to the car, Rick open the door for Pat to slide into the front seat. When Rick got into the driver’s seat, he asked, 

“Where should we go?” 

“There’s a pretty good burger place fairly close.” 

“I was thinking of somewhere nicer. As beautiful as you look, I want to show you off in the fanciest place in town!” 

“Well, there is a steak place out on the highway.” 

“That’s more like it!” 

This restaurant was more elegant, with real waiters and a wine list. Pat had never been to such a fancy place, with people holding doors for him and helping with his seat. Rick was very attentive. He asked about school and listened to every word, while gazing deeply into Pat’s eyes. Pat asked about his military career. He was the driver of a tank. 
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It was a very pleasant evening. Rick bought a bottle of wine, and by the time that they returned to the apartment they were both feeling pretty good. Rick walked Pat to the door. 

“I had a wonderful time,” Rick said. 

“Yes, it was a very nice evening.” 

“May I kiss you?” 

“I would like that!” 

This kiss was unlike any that Pat had experienced. With his clients for Hank there was an urgency that made the kisses feel dirty. With Betty, kisses were warm and en-dearing. Rick’s kiss was warm and emotional, and stirred within Pat a yearning that was new to him. After several minutes they parted. 

“Well, I guess that I should let you get to bed.” 

“I’m afraid that I do have school in the morning.” 

“I have to go back to base tomorrow, but I hope that we can do this again when I have some more leave time.” 

“I would love that!” 

Rick kissed Pat again and then walked back to his car. Pat stayed and watched until the car was no longer in sight and then went inside. After washing off his makeup and changing into his nightgown, he could not get the evening out of his mind. Pat got little sleep before morning came around. It was afternoon before Pat and Betty got a chance to talk. 

“Well, tell me all about it!” 

“He took me out to the Texas steakhouse.” 

“How romantic!” 

“I must admit that being with Rick gave me goosebumps. We talked all evening. He bought a bottle of wine.” 

“Did he kiss you?” 

“Yes! Right outside our apartment door, he kissed me twice. Amazingly enough he was satisfied with that!” 

“A real gentleman!” 

“Betty, I’m confused. Rick gives me butterflies inside, but I know that I love you. I’m worried about our relationship.” 

“Look, we have a deep sisterly love for one another. I am in no shape to have a man in my life. That should not keep you from getting a man.” 

“But I’m male!” 

“For how much longer? You are acting more and more like a woman everyday.” 

Pat could not argue with that. He knew that his burgeoning relationship with Rick was another factor that he would have to consider in deciding his future. He had to go to work, so he could discuss it with Betty no further on this day. 
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***

Pat was happy when the time for his next doctor’s appointment arrived, but at the same time he was extremely nervous. His mind was still trying to process a cauldron of strong emotions. When he arrived at the doctor’s office, he was shown into the doctor’s private study. There was a desk as well as a big book case with what looked like a collection of medical books. Pat had worn a frilly white blouse and a short skirt. He sat on a chair and crossed his legs to wait for the doctor. When Dr. Roberts arrived, he got right down to business. 

“Well, to be honest you may be past the point of no return! With your hormone level and body development you are well on your way to becoming female. I did find a hormone implant in your arm. I assume you didn’t know that it was there?” 

“No I didn’t. When my former doctor did some work on me, she didn’t tell me much!” 

“That was very unprofessional behavior. I should probably report her to the medical association. I noticed that you didn’t list her name on your medical history.” 

“I would just as soon forget about her. I don’t want to cause trouble.” 

“Okay. As I was saying, we need to make a decision. If you want to try to return to a normal male, we should do something soon. You do have the hormonal implant in your arm which should be removed. As I said, I’m not sure how successful we would be. Otherwise, we should probably plan for a sex change.” 

Pat never before thought that he would consider it. “How much would a sex change operation cost?” 

“It would be several thousand dollars at least. I would need some time to get the exact cost and find someone who could do it.” 

“Would you check on it please?” 

“I would be happy to! As I said before we should probably make a decision soon.” 

“Well, I need to talk with family and friends first!” 

“Of course. Give me a week to do some research and then give me a call and we will talk.” 

The doctor walked Pat back to the lobby where Betty was waiting. As they walked home, they were silent most the way. Betty broke the silence. “Well, what did the doctor say?” 

“He said that I need to make a decision soon! It may be hard for me to return to being male. He is going to check on a sex change operation.” 

“Well what do you think? I can tell that you are apprehensive...” 

“We have become really close. Sometimes I imagine that we will get married and have children. That will never happen if I become a woman!” 

“Look, I have always said that I have been more comfortable with you as a female. 

After my experience with Hank I don’t know that I will every be ready to marry a man. 
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we can still be best friends. I think that you need to give Rick a chance. If we stay together and want kids, we can try to adopt.” 

Pat kissed her hard on the lips and held her close. He knew that he would probably never go back to his old self. He decided that he should call his sister. After the for-malities were dispensed with, he sighed and broke the big news. 

“Sis... I’m considering a sex change operation!” 

“That last Christmas when you visited I knew something was wrong! I wished that we could have talked about it then.” 

“So do I! A lot of things were happening right then, and I wasn’t ready to talk.” 

“You never seemed unhappy about being a man before that visit. Is there any possibility that you won’t have the operation?” 

“I suppose there is always a chance until they operate! I’m going to my new school as a female. I have become quite contented with being a woman.” 

“Well, I would have to say rationally that I would prefer you didn’t change. However, I will always love you. Do what makes you happy...” 

“Thanks for saying that. Since that talk that we had on my Christmas visit, I've felt really close to you. I love you dearly!” 

***

When he called the doctor the next week, he knew what he would do. “What did you find out, Dr. Roberts?” 

“Because of how far along your are, I think that you may be able to get the surgery for around five thousand dollars. There will be some before and after costs that might add up to an additional thousand.” 

“Well, I think that I want the surgery. I need to wait until after I graduate and then save the money after I’m working.” 

“To be honest, in your current state that is probably the best choice. Come by my office and I will give you a prescription for some hormones to keep you on track until your surgery.” 

“Thank you, Doctor. I really appreciate your help and support!” 

So he made his decision. He felt like a huge burden had been lifted from his shoulders. Just making the decision made him feel so much better. Betty and Pat's life would continue, at least until graduation. Maybe someday they would separate, but for now Pat was happy with the way things were. Who knows what the future will bring? 

Who knows what one dose of drugs can lead to? 
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