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Garage Sale

By Bibi Dorb

“How much does this cost?” I asked. 

“$20!” 

I stood there thinking. She looked at me, trying to decide if I would really buy. 

“I don't know. What if it is not the right size?” 

“If you take it now and it's not the right size, bring it back today and I'll return your money.” 

“I'm not sure she's coming home before about seven this evening. Let me just look around. Maybe I'll get the courage to decide.” 

She left me alone to take care of other potential customers. 

I walked up and down the row of clothing. I told her that it was for my girlfriend. She didn't normally wear suits but needed one for a special occasion. I was taking a chance by trying to save money. 

The owner of the house and manager of the garage sale seemed to accept the story or else just not care. It was slow most of the time and I was left to walk alone. Occasionally people came by, looked, and then disappeared. I stood there for a long time. Finally, Jill, the owner, came back and asked if I made up my mind. 

“No, I just can't decide.” 

“Look, nothing personal, but would you like to try it on?” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“I am guessing but you look as though you could wear a size 14 dress, the same size you are looking at. The suit looks about the right size for you. If your girl is that same size, or, if you just want to try it on for yourself, that's OK." 

I started to object. My heart was pumping as I felt she understood my secret. I never accumulated much clothing. Most of what I have is from rare visits to dis-count stores. I never bought anything of a size that would hint that it was for me. 

She didn't seem all that concerned that it might be, though. 

“Look, if you like the suit, you might as well try it on. If you keep hesitating, it'll be gone before you get a chance to come back. Then you'll regret that you couldn't make up your mind.” 

She was right of course. It was just very hard for me to admit it, in front of strangers, or anybody else for that matter. 

Taking me by one hand and holding the hanger with the suit on it with the other, she led me to the entrance of the house. “Look, take this into the house. On the right as you enter is a bathroom with a mirror. Try it on, look at it or just come right out. Whatever you want. Nobody will see you, nobody will know.” 

I didn't say much. I just took the hanger from her and walked into the house, then turned right into the bathroom. Looking back, I saw she was already busy taking care of someone else. 

The bathroom had a full-length mirror and was large enough for me to walk away from and see myself from head to toe. I hung the suit on the back of the bathroom door and stood about five feet away, trying to decide if I really wanted to do this. On the other end of the bathroom was a window. Looking out the window, I could see Jill helping other would-be buyers make up their minds. It was true what she said; if I didn’t buy it now, it would be gone very soon. 

In the bathroom I was really alone. Everyone was busy outside. I stood in front of the mirror trying to get up enough courage to try the suit on. I was nervous. It bothered me to think that she “made” me so quickly. The more I thought of putting on the suit, the more nervous I became. Holding the suit between the mirror and myself, I imagined how it would look on me. 

It became a matter of doing it now or forever knowing that I failed to do what I wanted to do. Putting all uncertainty aside, I stripped to my underwear. I looked foolish standing in front of the mirror with only underpants on. I looked out the window and everyone was still busy. How long would it take me to make up my mind? 

I still did not quite have the courage to put the suit on. I was in a stranger’s house and that made me all the more uncomfortable. I knew she would be asking about me shortly. It was now or never. 

At 5’7”, I was the perfect height for the clothes. My feet were only slightly larger then my mother’s so I knew that I would easily be able to find women’s shoes that fit me. My slight frame allowed me to fit in almost any dress. Padding was always my problem, though. I can only imagine the guys who are too large. Finding Page - 4
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clothes for them has got to be a real chore. My soft facial features coupled with lack of beard made it that much easier for me to feel that I could “pass.” 

Holding the suit on the hanger in front of me, it looked like it was the right size. Everything was very quiet except for the noise coming from the driveway. I slid the blouse and jacket off the hanger and put them on the side. 

Taking the skirt off the hanger, I held it in front of me. With the hanger on the floor, I slid the zipper down while holding the skirt in the other hand. Standing on my left foot I placed my right foot into the open skirt. Standing on my right foot, I brought my left foot into the skirt opening. With both feet together, I slid the skirt up my legs and secured it around my waist. The waist fit although the hip area of the skirt was loose as it flared out around my waist. 

Quickly walking over to the window, I saw that everyone was still busy. 

Picking up the blouse, I slid it gently over my head and down my sides. It was a stretch but I was able to close the buttons in the rear. It fit. Then I tucked the blouse into the skirt and smoothed it out. Next came the jacket. The jacket fit tightly as it hugged my waist, then flared out below. Although I still looked like a guy, the suit fit well. I wondered why her aunt was giving up the clothing. 

I walked back and forth, looking at myself as best I could. The tight skirt restrained each step. I felt a little restrained in a feminine way as I rushed over to the window to check on the garage sale outside. Seeing that everyone was busy, I began imagining myself in the living room fully dressed. A pair of heels would have helped complete the picture. 

Somehow I forgot the time while daydreaming. I must have been in the bathroom a long time. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. 

“You OK?” 

“Yes.” 

“I hope you are not getting the clothing dirty?” 

“No, just trying to make up my mind.” 

There was silence for a short time then Jill said, “I don't mean to push you, but maybe if I came, in I could help.” 

“Huh?” 

“Look, I'm not passing judgment. But I do this all the time. Maybe all you need is a slight adjustment.” 

“Huh?” 

“There is nobody else here now. I have the time to help. What do you say?” 

I would never see her again after today. So what if I admitted liking to wear women's clothes? 

“After today we’ll probably never see each other again, so what have you to lose?” 
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What is the worst she could do? I unlocked the door and opened it a crack. 

“You won't laugh?” 

“Absolutely not.” 

She came in. She looked at me as I stood in front of her with my bare legs jut-ting out from under the skirt. 

“What do you think?” 

“It is definitely the correct size. It looks a little awkward because of the way you are standing and your lack of figure. Suppose I give you a pair of shoes and something to fill in the other areas?” 

“I guess so.” 

She left the room and shortly returned with a pair of 3" heels and padded panties. I sat on the closed toilet seat as I slid the panties up my legs. Standing up, I pulled them up to my waist, under the skirt, in a typically feminine way. Sitting on the toilet, I tried putting on the right shoe as a man does, lifting my leg to do it. 

The skirt was too restrictive. With the shoe in my left hand, I slipped my left foot into it. I did the same with the right shoe. 

“You do that very well,” Jill commented. “Just like I would.” 

Standing in front of me, she placed tissues into my breast pockets, to give me more shape. She then stood back and looked at me. We were about the same height. It must run in the family. 

“That looks a lot better. Actually you could make a fairly convincing woman with a little work.” 

“Look I don't want you to think I do this all the time. It's, just that sometimes I get this urge...” 

“I am not passing judgment. I'm just giving you my opinion. If you are still unsure, we could do a little more work to get a more realistic picture.” 

“Maybe I should just forget this.” 

“Why? You’re embarrassed in front of me? This is your chance. Most probably you'll never see me again. This is the perfect situation to go for it. I'm not judging your life style. Live any way you want. I have my own fetishes. When you leave, the most I will remember is that I sold my clothing.” 

With a heavy sigh I said, “OK let's go for it.” 

Let's go upstairs. Don't worry, there is no one else at home now." 

My clothes remained in the bathroom. There was no one else in the house. 

Dressed in the suit with 3" heels, I followed her out of the bathroom and down the hall to the foot of the stairs. I had never walked up stairs in heels before. It was an unusual feeling. I needed to lift a leg for each step, but the skirt was too tight. 

As she started climbing the stairs, I hesitated. She looked back and saw me taking off the shoes. “Don't do that, you can do it, come on.” I put the shoes back Page - 6
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on and, while holding onto the railing, took a step up, slowly. “Try standing to the side and lifting your leg,” Jill suggested. It worked. 

Taking one step at a time, I followed her up the stairs. Then with small steps, I followed her down the hallway. 

“See, I told you you could do it.” 

I smiled weakly as she led me into a bedroom on the right. It obviously had not been used in a long time. 

“This was my aunt's bedroom. She died about a year ago. It’s her clothes we’re selling.” 

I felt a little awkward wearing a dead women's clothes. Then again, she wouldn’t need them. 

“What happened to her?” 

“Died of breast cancer. It spread throughout her body. It was a good thing she died. She was suffering terribly. At least she has peace now. It took me a long time to agree to sell her things. But life continues.” 

She was so right. 

Jill gave me a variety of underwear to put on. She turned her back to me as I undressed. Standing in my underwear, I couldn't decide how to proceed with her there. 

“Is there a problem?” 

“Don't know. I don't feel right undressing in front of you.” 

“I promise I won’t look. Besides, you'll need me to help you. Don't worry so much, everything will be fine.” 

I took the jacket off and Jill helped unbutton the blouse in the back. I took the blouse off. Jill turned around as I took off the skirt, padded panties and underpants. When the new set of panties were on, Jill turned around to help me with the rest. 

She gave me another pair of padded panties. They were padded on the rear as well as the sides. As I slid them up my legs, Jill said, “You’ll have to do something about that bulge.” 

Snaking my hand under the panties, I pushed my manhood back between my legs. With the “flat” look in place I pulled up the padded panties. They were tight in the waist and padded in the rear and hips. Under these conditions, there was no chance of an erection. 

“I got the panties on.” 

Jill looked at me. She took a bra from the bed, without allowing me a chance to react; she slipped my arms through the straps and closed the clasp in back. From the closet she brought out a package and took out two realistic-looking breasts forms. 
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“These belonged to Auntie. We gave her everything we could so that could look in the mirror and see herself as she had once been. By the time she finished dressing in the morning, you could not tell there was anything different from how she had always been. They should fit you,” she said as she slid the prosthetics into the bra cups. 

I could feel the weight of the forms hang on my chest. I moved from the left to the right, shaking my new chest. It was an odd feeling. You have very little control over their movement. They appear to move independently. 

In the mirror I could see my body taking on the female shape. Standing to the side, my chest protruded as my ass did in the opposite direction. I stood straight, looking into the mirror to see wide hips that obstructed my arms from hanging straight down. 

Before I realized it, Jill motioned me to put my arms through the slip straps. 

Jill then placed the slip over my head and pulled it down. It was a tight fit as the slip had to be helped over my bosom. Soon the slip flowed down my body. In the mirror I could now see a slim female figure. 

It was awkward sitting on the edge of the bed, rolling pantyhose up my legs as my “breasts” jiggled in front of me. 

I stood up and asked, “Now what?” 

Jill smiled and handed me the blouse. I put it on. She helped with the button on the back. Then I put on the skirt. Lastly, I put the jacket on. 

Soon I was standing in front of the mirror, wearing the suit. Before I knew it, she was bending down to slip my feet into the 3" heels as I continued looking at myself in the mirror. Unlike before, the skirt fit loosely around my waist. My broad hips now held the skirt securely up. 

“Auntie Jan was very vain. She lost a lot of weight because of the sickness. But when she went out, she insisted on looking her best. Toward the end, we bought her padded underwear to fill in the places where she lost weight. Since her breasts were removed, she used prosthetics.” 

There was a noise from downstairs. “ Wait for me,” she said to me as she left the room to go downstairs." 

I heard some talking. It sounded as though there were a few people. Finally, I heard her come back up the stairs. 

“Just my husband and friends from next door. Nothing to get upset about. I told them about you. They only asked if you were going to buy. I hope so. Well, lets take a look at you.” 

She walked me up to the mirror as we stood side by side. I was a little taller then she. What we saw were two women standing side by side. Up to the neck, that is. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“I think it looks very good.” 

Page - 8

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

“You know, you really do look good. You're really in luck. You’re the same size as my auntie. Her shoes even fit you. With a little work, you could really pass as a woman. Tell you what I'll do. Suppose you help with the sale. Afterwards, you can take all my auntie’s clothes that are left over for $100! That includes her shoes, underwear, everything. It's a bargain you'll never see again.” 

“What will I do with all of it?” 

“Do what you want, give it to charity. It’s your business, just so long as you take it out of here.” 

At that moment there were footsteps coming down the hall and a head popped into the room. 

“Jill, Oh, hello there. Hey, you're looking real good. That outfit really fits you. 

We'll be glad to get rid of it. Jill, look, we don't want to hang around while you’re having this sale. Suppose we come back later? OK with you?” 

“Sure, I think I just got somebody to help me with the rest of the day. Yes?” 

“Yes,” I said, as I looked back at her. 

“OK, see you guys later.” 

With that, the footsteps went down and out of the house. 

I started to undress to get into my guy clothes when Jill stopped me. 

“I want you to help me, but dressed as you are.” 

“You’re kidding, aren't you? I thought you wouldn't make fun of me?” 

“I have no intention of making fun of you. I want you to let me fix you up, all the way. If you think someone will make you out as a guy, then dress as one and help me. Otherwise, stay dressed ‘til the end of the sale, take all the things and leave.” 

“Look, from the neck down I may look OK, but from the neck up I look like a guy.” 

“Just agree, and I will take care of everything. OK?” 

“OK.” 

Jill was calm and never pushed me. We crossed the hall into her bedroom. I sat at her vanity as she applied foundation make-up and everything else. Soon I looked like a “butch.” Next, she opened the closet and pulled out a wig. 

“This also belonged to auntie. With all that therapy, she also lost her hair.” 

Jill fitted the wig on me. With pins, she secured it to my own hair. 

I stood up and walked in front of the mirror. This woman whom I just met made me into a woman. There were very few traces of my man self. Shaved legs, nail polish and a few more touches here and there would have made me perfect. 

Then again, I was being super-critical. No one had ever seen me dressed up before. 

“You really think I can pass?” 
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“Most assuredly. Come, we've spent enough time playing around. God know how many customers came by and walked away because no one was there.” 

I followed Jill out the door from her room. It was apparent that things were different. The wide hips interfered with my normal gait. It was easier holding my hand in front of me to avoid the conflict. Jill was dressed casually while I was dressed up. This made my situation all the more obvious. She walked casually while I had to walk delicately. She started down the stair without a thought, while I froze at the top concerned about what to do. 

As we were headed downstairs, I felt the restrictions of the clothing as I moved towards the edge of the stairs. Looking down the stairs, I felt as though I was standing on stilts. Everything was so much different then walking around in my own apartment dressed in the few women's clothes I had. 

Jill saw me hesitate as I stood, wondering how to negotiate the stairs. “One foot at a time, honey. Step sideways so the dress doesn't restrict your movements. 

With one hand on the rail, I took a step. The heels wobbled as I looked for a secure footing. My “breasts” bulged in front of me as I looked down. Sudden movements caused them to jiggle on each step. Jill gave me her hand to help steady me. I felt vulnerable negotiating the stairs. It added to my “feminine” feelings of the moment. 

At the bottom opposite the stairs was a mirror. I could see as my legs came into view. It was obvious that a nice piece of ass was coming into view. Shortly the tip of the skirt appeared. I could tell she was walking downstairs sideways. The skirt was too tight to walk straight down. When the hips came into view, I know this was a girl I wanted to meet. 

My eyes fixed on the bouncing breasts in the white blouse that peeped from in between the folds of the jacket. I was getting hot looking at this creature coming into view. 

The ruby red lips made me think that she “wanted it” more then anything. The cascading hair that touched her shoulders said purity. At the bottom of the stairs, she stopped and looked at herself. Her hands pulled down on the jacket as they slid down her curvy sides to straighten out the skirt. Vulnerability and femininity were what she displayed. I was feeling both. 

My body tingled as I watched this display of womanhood. But when she opened her mouth to speak, it was me speaking. When she placed her hand on her chest in mock surprise, it was me moving. When she came closer to the mirror for a better look, it was me. Yes, I looked like the girl of my dreams. 

“Any questions?” 

“Not so far.” 

“Jill…” It was her husband again. “Forgot my keys. Hey, you look real good. My wife really has the touch, don't you think?” 

“I guess so.” I was not sure how to react. I began to stammer. 
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“Don't worry. I’m not criticizing you. I really mean it. You really look great. I don't know what you looked like before but you should stay the way you are. Us guys need something good to look at. And you ARE good looking.” 

I think I stammered something like “thank you.” 

“No compliments, just the truth. Maybe you'll stay and we'll talk later?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Gotta run now. See you later.” 

“That is your husband, isn't he?” 

“Yes.” 

“And this doesn't bother him?” 

“Nope. It’s one of the things that make it easy to live with him. He just accepts things as they are.” 

“I should only find somebody like that.” 

“You will. You just need patience.” 

“So now what?” 

Jill led me outside. It was slightly cool as we walked out of the house. I felt the cool breeze on my exposed legs. Jill was dressed for a garage sale; I was dressed for work at a law firm. I was out of place. 

We were alone as Jill walked over to two chairs. 

“First time outdoors?” she said as she sat on one of the chairs. 

“First time for anybody to see me.” 

We were alone as I sat down beside her. Further conversation avoided my particular situation. Soon we were discussing subjects in depth, as I got excited and forgot about how I looked. An occasional passerby walked in the driveway look at us then walked out. I looked up to acknowledge them, and then continued my discussion with Jill. 

Occasionally Jill mentioned my posture or sitting position. With a skirt and heels, it was easier to place my legs to the side of the chair. Jill was being helpful. 

Aside from the occasional comment about me, Jill was interested only in the garage sale. She showed no particular interest in my life style or me. The fact that I was a man dressed as a woman helping with her sale made no difference. She was on a mission to sell. 

I was to see that no one took anything without paying. On the back of each piece was a code that indicated the bottom price she would accept. I could negotiate down to that price. 

By all appearances, we were two girls talking. Even Jill seemed to forget that I was a man. The conversation drifted to what the right things were to wear. She asked my opinion on different color combinations and the line of clothing hanging on the rack. 
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I asked several questions about her aunt. She was only 37 when she died. She never married. At one time, she was an executive with a large firm. She made good money and spent it on herself lavishly. That explained the large and expensive assortment of clothing. 

Jill never asked my name. At one point she asked if I minded being called Sue. 

I didn't object. 

People came and went. Sometimes they got out of the car to take a closer look. 

Other times they drove by. 

At one point there were so many people, there wasn't time to think about my special situation. Jill was busy helping others. New arrivees approached me. I did my best to sell what I could. I could tell Jill watched as I helped to sell clothes from the line I would inherit if no one else bought them. 

While Jill was casually dressed in skirt and low heels, I looked overdressed for the event. My excuse was that I was a friend visiting, roped into helping her. Everyone accepted the explanation. 

As the afternoon wore on, I became more at ease with my new self. I found new ways of moving to fit the restrictions of clothing and heels. My “breasts” kept nag-ging me. They were always in front of me. Every time I looked down, their evidence protruded. Every time I moved too fast, they jiggled. Every time a man came near me, he looked at them first. 

Being busy was the best therapy. There was no time to feel insecure, things had to be done. There was no corner to crawl into. There was nowhere to hide. 

There was nothing I could do but be the woman I was supposed to be. 

Everything I was going through was restrictive. I moved to accommodate the restrictions. Men that came by appreciated the way I moved. My chest made first contact with their eyes. Soon, I accepted their attention as natural. The repercus-sions of what I was doing never entered my mind. I was too busy with other things. 

At 5 o'clock, the sale was over and we started wrapping up. Jill let me pack the clothes I was taking. 

That required that I walk back and forth from the driveway into the garage, taking clothes off the racks and putting them into boxes. 

Very few people were interested in the clothes. Maybe it was just my luck. 

Walking back and forth from the driveway in and out of the garage was wearing on me. My feet were killing me and my back began to feel sore from the weights on my chest. A few times, I almost lost my balance because I was not paying enough attention to my situation. 

Carrying loads against my chest was another new experience. The restrictive clothing coupled with balancing the weight I carried added a new element to my vulnerability. My breasts had to be adjusted each time I took a new load. My hair was constantly blowing into my eyes. The skirt forced me to keep my legs to-Page - 12
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gether, creating balance problems when bending over, sitting or walking up or down stairs. 

Each new trip in and out was less troublesome. With each trip, I began to adjust my movements to make things easier. 

When I began wearing heels, I instinctively used a hunched position to help my balance. Over time I began straightening up as I became more secure. Each step was easier to negotiate if I allowed my ass to protrude out. This resulted in swing-ing my hips more. At least that is the way it felt. 

I found that it was easy to walk if I stopped resisting the natural position my body assumed when wearing the heels. By the time I finished carrying all the clothes inside, I was feeling at ease in my new encasement. Strangely enough, the heels were not bothering me any more. Jill's aunt must have stretched the shoes out already. 

It took almost an hour to clear out the garage sale. “My” clothes were packed in boxes and I was ready to go. I was about to walk upstairs to change into in my male clothing when Jill asked if I would like something to drink. “That would be nice,” I said. 

As we sat in the kitchen drinking coffee, she pulled out my wallet and keys and gave them to me. “Don't worry, I didn't take anything out of it. Just didn't want you to forget it here. I put your clothes in one of the boxes so you wouldn't miss them.” 

Now it occurred to me that I saw them but was so busy packing that I just shoved them inside with the other clothing. 

“Don't you remember which box they were in?” 

Shaking my head I said, “No.” 

“Well, there are too many boxes and it’s too late for you to start opening each one to find them. You'll find them when you get home.” She looked intently at me to get my reaction. “You’re not afraid somebody will make you, are you?” 

“I guess not.” 

She handed me a pocketbook for my wallet and keys, then said, “You owe me $100.” 

I took $100 out of my wallet and paid her. 

We talked some more, and then went into the garage to move my boxes to the car. 

“Why not back the car up to the garage so we can just lift the boxes in?” 

I stood there pondering what this would entail. Up ‘til now I was in a different world totally separated from reality. Getting into my car was like making a con-nection with reality. 

“Some problem?” 

“No. I don't think so. It’s just that...” 
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“Look, don't worry. You've been fully accepted. Driving the car backwards is nothing after what you have been through today. Go ahead, I'm waiting.” 

I looked at her, took my pocketbook and walked down the driveway to my car. 

Standing in front of the door, trying to position the key in the lock, I felt vulnerable. I began teetering on my heels as I got nervous. Finally, the key went in and the door opened. 

Realizing I couldn't extend my right leg into the car as I did with pants on, I turned my back to the car and sat ass first into the seat. Then I swiveled my legs in. 

It was hard finding the gas pedal. The heels required that I extend the tips of my toes all the way before engaging the gas pedal. It was easier with the brake. 

There was no floor next to the brake for the heel of my shoe to touch. 

As I swung my head from side to side looking at the road, I could feel the long hair flapping back and forth. It required that I brush the hair aside so I could see clearly. 

I began backing into the driveway. That required that I shift my body so I could look backwards. My body was halted as my “breasts” made contact with the seat. 

The restrictions of my new appearance were becoming more and more obvious. 

I needed to think before I made every move. I was more aware of my movements because of this. 

With the car near the garage, I turned off the motor and got out to open the trunk and help move the boxes from the garage. There were about 10 boxes. Some Jill had filled with items from upstairs that never were for sale. Since I was going to give them a good home, she gave them all to me. 

I was about to get into the car when another car pulled into the driveway. The driver got out and yelled, “What, over so soon? Hope you weren't going to leave without saying good-bye?” 

“Well, now that you are here, I can say good-bye.” 

“Jill, you never introduced us.” 

“Tom, meet Sue.” 

“How do you do, Sue?” 

“OK.” 

“Jill, guess who I met?” 

“I don't like guessing!” 

“Ok, OK, I met Herby.” 

“Which Herby?” 

“Is there more then one?” 

“I guess not. So what happened?” 

“He's passing through and wanted to drop by, so I said OK.” 
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“You’re kidding.” 

“Nope, absolutely serious.” 

“You know I hate that guy.” 

“Yeah, but what could I say, you hate him?” 

“You should've.” 

“You know I can't do that.” 

“OK, so what do I have to do now?” 

“He should be over in about half an hour. We can have dinner, talk some, then send him on his way.” 

“I don't want to cook for him. Did you forget all the bad things he did?” 

“Well, he's coming over. What do you want to do?” 

“How about going out? At least I won’t have to cook. Maybe if there’s enough noise in the place, I wont have to listen to him.” 

“Well, OK. But three of us going out is sort of awkward.” 

Jill thought about that, then looked at me. 

***

“Oh no! No way! This thing is getting way out of hand.” 

“Why not? What have you got to lose? You don't know anybody here. You'll never see the guy again. You'll never see  any  of us again! Besides, we'll go to a fancy place and you'll get a great meal out of this.” 

“This is too much for me. I don't think I can handle it.” 

“Look, Herby is a real shmuck. He's naive and not very discriminating. He probably wants to show off how well he is doing. If he bugs you too much, tell him you’re a guy!” 

“I could never do that!” 

“Well, then don't. Just enjoy yourself. This is a one-time opportunity. Isn't this just about the biggest fantasy you could have? Come on, you'll probably never have the chance again.” 

I stood there as they both looked at me. It was my decision. Their arguments were persuasive. In the end, I would be gone and it would all be like a dream. 

“OK.” 

Jill took me inside to freshen up. She also changed her clothes and applied a new face. Afterwards, we went into the living room as we waited for Herby. 

As the three of us waited, I asked what would be expected of me. All the while, Tom kept looking at my legs and asking if I was sure I was not a real girl. The conversation remained pleasant as the discussion turned to many other things. 
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“Would you like to freshen up?” Jill asked. I looked at her questioningly since we just redid my face. ”What I mean is, would you like to go to the bathroom before Herby gets here?" 

“That sounds good,” I said as I stood up to go to the bathroom. 

I was very nervous and needed to go badly. Once in the bathroom, I began struggling to lift the skirt. The padded thighs made it difficult. Then while holding the skirt and slip up, I pulled the pantyhose down to my knees, then pulled the padded panties down. 

With my hands still holding the skirt and slip, it was nearly impossible to piss the normal male way. Chugging my feet around ‘til my back faced the toilet seat, I sat down. Even then there were problems; my legs were held together by the pantyhose. I had to pull them further down so I could open my legs. I was beginning to understand why it always took women so long to go. My attempt to re-dress myself was no less complicated. 

Back in the living room, the bell rang. I heard conversation as I came out from the bathroom. 

“And this,” said Jill, “is Sue.” 

Herby was taller than me. I could see why they did not like him. He was sort of geeky-looking. He dressed as though from the Fifties. I think he even had pencils sticking out from his shirt pocket. 

We shook hands, then made small talk as Jill and Tom got the overcoats. Jill and Tom explained that I was also a friend passing through the area. 

Soon we were walking out towards Tom's car. 

I sat in the rear with Herby. It was a half-hour drive to the restaurant. There was a lot of conversation, mostly among Jill, Tom and Herby. Everything was going along fine when we hit a big traffic jam. I could tell Tom was upset at Jill for being upset at being stuck in a car with Herby. 

I was sitting quietly, dreaming about something. I don't remember how or why but suddenly Jill causally mentioned to Herby that I was really a guy. 

Herby laughed at it. I was shocked. I think she was trying to get him disgusted enough to walk out of the car. He didn't believe it. 

He kept on laughing and occasionally looking at me. I was still shocked and not responding. As he continued looking at me, it began to dawn on him that maybe it was not a joke. 

“You guys are kidding. Aren't you?” 

Silence! 

“You can't be real. She looks too good,” he said to the others. 

Silence! 

I now realize that if I had spoken, he would have accepted the whole thing as a joke. Because I kept quiet, he was able to identify my shame. 
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Suddenly he sat back. One

could see the wheels of his mind

thinking. 

“You know? When I think

about it, what difference does it

really make? 

We're here to have a good

time! We're not going to bed to-

gether. This is a social evening. 

No reason why we can't enjoy

ourselves. Hope the food is

good." 

Jill sighed. Her plan failed. 

We were going to be together the

rest of the evening. 

The traffic jam finally broke

and we shifted into high gear. A

mile didn't pass before the ban-

ter was as lively as before. This

time I was included in more of

the conversation. 

It took a while before I felt

comfortable talking openly. We

even managed to get into an ar-

gument about politics. 

Herby wasted no time playing

up to my appearance. He treated

me as a girl in everything. Get-

ting out of the car, he offered me his hand. He opened the doors for me. He took my coat and checked it in. He even pulled the chair out for me. Each time I was forced to say, “Thank you.” 

Jill and Tom looked at him sort of oddly. He just looked back at them and said, 

“This was your idea. I’m just playing along.” 

It was awkward when Tom and Jill got up to dance. Herby and I were talking about something when, all of a sudden, we noticed they were gone. Our conversation dried up. After a long pause, Herby invited me to dance. 

“I don't think so. I've never been in heels this long. Then again, I've never danced as a girl before either.” 

“Look, you’re a nice looking girl. Nobody here thinks anything otherwise. You really want to continue sitting here while they are dancing? Come on, it's gone so well so far, lets enjoy the rest of the evening.” 

“Well…” 
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He stood up and took my hand. Before I could raise any real objections, he pulled me to the dance floor. As he stopped, I stopped. We looked at each other; I was trying to find a way out of it. With my right hand in his left, his right hand wrapped around my waist, I was forced to dance. 

At first I stayed far from him. It was awkward following him with my right hand in his left. He was stronger then me and soon he was giving me enough direction so that I was able to relax. We must have danced to every kind of music from fast to slow. 

The sensations of dancing with a jiggling chest and swaying hips were erotic. 

The tiny steps in high heels exaggerated my movements. After a while, the movements began to feel comfortable. 

By the end of about thirty minutes, we were both sweating and ready to sit down. The heels caused pain in my calves. On our last dance, I leaned my head on his shoulder. My chest was against his. I could feel the two globes of warmth on my chest as they pressed against his. His movements changed a little as I felt his protrusion against my stomach. It bothered me at first, but then it just seemed natural. 

“You know, you two looked real good,” Tom said as we walked back to the table. We sat down and Herby did everything a girl could want. He paid me the greatest compliments and attended to my every want. This was a date I would not forget. 

We were about to leave when Jill suggested I join her in the ladies room. 

We were drying ourselves off and reapplying makeup when Jill asked, “Tell me the truth, has it been so bad?” 

“No, not really. Actually I think I am having a really good time.” 

“And you want to tell me you've never done this before?” 

“Never did!” 

“You going to do it again?” 

“I don't think so. I won’t have the nerve to do it on my own.” 

“You should consider it. I don't know you very well, but you look like you flowered this evening. It seems like a more natural you.” 

“I don't know. We'll see.” 

I felt tired but exhilarated as we sat in the car on the way back to the house. 

I was sitting next to Herby. His arm was around me. I was relaxed. Tom and Jill looked back and saw this. 

“Did I miss something?” Tom said. “Sue is really a guy. Did somebody not understand that?” 

“I've got no problem with that,” Herby responded. “As long as she looks like this, I'll treat her as a woman. Sue, you look lovely tonight. Would you consider marrying me?" 
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I already had gotten to know enough of Herby to realize he was joking around. 

“Next time you’re in town,” I answered. 

“Well, that's settled. You folks are too stiff. You’ve got to relax and enjoy life a little,” Herby said. 

Back at the house we sat and talked a little more before I got up to go home. 

Jill remembered a coat of her auntie’s she hadn't given me. “Here, wear this home and stay warm. You've been a real sweetie. Too bad you don't do this more often.” 

Everyone walked me out the door. Tom moved his car so I could get out of the driveway. Herby helped me into my car and gave me his phone number. “If you want to do this again, just call me.” 

“Thank you,” I said, “you've been real sweet. You'll be a real catch for some lucky girl.” 

Herby closed the door after I swung my legs in. Waving goodbye, I drove off. 

The night air was cool as I drove through the streets. I had about an hour's drive before arriving home. I kept going over and over the night’s events in my mind. It seemed so unreal, except that I was still dressed as a girl. 

My legs stood out in the light from passing overhead street lamps. I could see my long legs protruding from under my skirt. The heels forced me to extend my toes out even further, pressing on the accelerator. 

It was about 2 AM when I got home. Even though I parked in a garage under the building, there was always the chance that I might meet someone I knew. I was nervous. 

I pulled into my parking space. I was alone. I opened the door and swung my legs out. In the silence of the garage, I felt vulnerable. Holding the door to help stand, I looked around. The thought that I might be caught made me tense. The coolness of the garage floor caressed my legs and made me shiver a bit. The warm coat wrapped around me kept me warm. 

It would take a few trips to bring all the boxes upstairs. In the trunk was a small airline travel cart. I got three of the boxes on the cart and started walking towards the elevator. In the silence of the garage, my heels echoed every step. I tried walking on my toes so as not to make too much noise. It was too difficult and I relented and continued walking like any ordinary girl. 

The elevator took too long, or maybe I was too anxious. When it finally came, it was empty and I was relieved. It did not stop on its way up to my floor. 

I made it into my apartment without being seen. After dumping the boxes, I considered how to go downstairs. I did have the option of dressing in male clothes. 

“What the hell,” I said, “there's no one here. Might as well do the whole evening.” I made two more trips to bring the boxes up. On the last trip, an old lady returned from walking her dog. She was someone I didn't know, so I smiled and got off at my floor. 
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For the next week, after work, I dressed up daily. My closets were now divided between male and female clothing. There was a lot more clothing then I originally thought. Jill had included things from upstairs that I was unaware of until I got home. 

Jill's auntie was a real dresser. She had everything. Jill had even packed in some jewelry. I assume it was fake. Nevertheless, it added to the image. 

I considered going out dressed up. Somehow I never got the courage needed to do it again. 

The weather turned colder and I was able to wear some of my woman's ward-robe under my coat when I went outside. On occasional evenings, I wore a bra and the prosthetics. Only the coat prevented anyone from seeing my extended chest. 

I let my hair grow longer as the weeks went by. It was so much easier to dress up without needing a wig. There were weekends where I stayed at home fully dressed with my hair set, my nails polished, and my face made up. 

I couldn't explain the thrill I was getting out of it. But there  was  a thrill in it every time. That one evening had made dressing up so much more realistic. 

After about three months, I really passed as a girl. It was a shame I restricted my activities to the apartment. But going out alone would be no fun. So, for those months, I lived for the time I could spend at home as my female self. 

One evening while relaxing in front of the TV the phone rang. “Hello?” 

“Hello, Claude?” 

“You've got him.” 

“Is this Claude Kaper?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you own a brown 4-door Ford?” 

“Yes.” 

“Don't know if you'll remember me... My name is Herby.” 

“Herby?” 

“My friends are Jill and Tom.” 

***

I was silent. “What do you want?” 

“To be honest, I couldn't get you out of my mind. I would have called sooner but it took some doing getting your name and address from the Motor Vehicle Dept.” 

“You took down my license number?” 

“Yes.” 
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“I don't know what you want me to say. You do realize I'm a guy, don't you?” 

“I've no problem with that. I just wanted to talk with you.” 

“Look, that was supposed to be a one-time thing. I had no intention of it going any further. Sorry if I gave you the wrong impression.” 

“I'm not talking about anything to do with sex. It is just that I find it hard to talk with people. I found it easy to talk with you. I thought you enjoyed talking with me also.” 

“Look, you’re a nice guy. The situation, the circumstances, were unreal. I don't think whatever we had then we would have now.” 

“Maybe your right. But I got this bug in my mind. Maybe if we met, at, say, a neutral place, it would help me get over this.” 

“Look, I don't know. This is rather sudden. I'll have to think about it.” 

“OK, mind if I call you tomorrow?” 

“I don't think I can make up my mind that fast.” 

“That's OK, just to talk then.” 

“OK, if it’s just to talk.” 

“In that case, ‘til tomorrow, good night.” 

“Good night.” 

The call really bothered me. I thought it was all a dream that would remain a dream. This guy was turning it into reality. Add to this that I was made-up and looking in the mirror showed a girl answering the phone. Maybe he was right. 

My next day at work was hard. All my thoughts concentrated on the call I was expecting that evening. My co-workers noticed that I was in another world. 

“Girl problems,” they said. If they only knew. 

Herby called that night. The conversation started off a bit awkward. After a short while, it warmed up and we started talking about what interested each of us. It turned out that we had a lot in common. Where we disagreed, we did not talk. All in all, it was a pleasant conversation. 

These phone calls continued for two weeks, almost daily. Finally, Herby asked to meet me. 

“OK, where do you want to meet?” We settled on a small bar about a 15-minute drive from my house. “I'm a guy coming dressed as a guy.” 

“That's OK” 

We met that evening. It was an OK evening. He didn't pull the chair out for me or open the doors or anything else he would have done if I were dressed. In the end, we waved goodbye as we got into our cars and drove off. 

It was three days before Herby called again. “Hello Claude.” 

“Hello. What happened to you?” 
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“Had to think things out.” 

“Like what?” 

“It's hard to explain. Talking to you on the phone or that time we first met was so much easier then our conversation at the bar. What did you think?” 

“Dunno, been thinking about it also.” 

“When we talk on the phone, are you dressed?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you dress up often?” 

“Most evenings when I am home.” 

“Why?” 

“Not sure.” 

“Maybe there is something inside you that is more comfortable when dressed as a woman?” 

“Could be.” 

“Didn't we have a good time that first time?” 

“Yes.” 

“Don't you think we could have a similar time, doing it again?” 

“That is asking a lot of me. Everything that happened that day seemed to take on a will of its own. I don't know that I could go through with it again.” 

“Isn't it worth a try?” 

“I've got to think about this.” 

Over the next few days, we discussed the subject a number of times. I was getting the urge to find out. I was also very scared. It is one thing to do it where no one knows you. It is totally another thing to do it where you live. 

“Tell you what, suppose I come to pick you up. Just like any girl I would take out on a date. That way we could leave your apartment house together. No one would think anything of it. No one would question it.” 

“You mean, actually come and pick me up as though we were going out on a date?” 

“Yup.” 

“Suppose I came by late one weekday evening. There won’t be a lot of people coming and going.” 

“Herby, I don't know. This is getting real scary.” 

“Common Sue, if it’s so terrible I'll never ask it of you again. You’re dressed anyway. Might as well go out and have a good time.” 

Silence. 

“OK.” 

Page - 22

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

I dressed for our Tuesday evening date. I wanted to look nice for him. With my slender build, the prosthetics made me appear bustier then normal. My constant wearing of the nipper had already brought my waist size down so I could comfortably wear the clothing. 

Black was the color for the evening. A tight-fitting dress that hugged my body. 

Short sleeves that showed my arms ending with red tipped nails. The dress had a low-cut neckline in which I wore a necklace with matching earrings. Black mesh stockings in 3" high open heel and toe slippers completed the vision. 

Unlike the first time, the hair was now my own. It caressed my shoulders in soft waves. My makeup was inviting and said, “Kiss me.” 

It took me more then an hour to prepare myself. When I finished, I was proud of what I could present to him. 

The doorbell rang. I had butterflies in my stomach. In my best female manner, I sashayed over and opened the door. Herby stood there with flowers in hand and didn't say a word. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“You’re beautiful! It's been so long. It dulled my memory.” 

I began blushing. “Come in.” 

“These are for you.” 

I took the flowers and put them in a vase. “They're lovely.” 

I began to put my coat on and Herby jumped to the task of helping me. 

“Thank you.” 

He opened the door and I stepped outside. The coat helped give me a little security. Herby locked the door and gave me the keys to place in my pocketbook. 

The elevator took a long time coming as Herby continued to stare at me. 

“You are really making me feel uncomfortable, staring at me like that.” 

“Sorry. It’s just that a dream I have just came true.” 

“Herby, don't forget who I am.” 

Just then he came closer and closer to me. I put my hands out to block his kiss. 

“Good girl,” said a woman walking by. “Never let them kiss you on the first date.” 

We looked at her as she continued into her apartment. When the door closed, we broke out laughing. 

Herby took my arm and led me into the elevator, then to his car outside. He was the true gentleman. I liked the way he treated me. 

We went to a late night movie, then had a small snack at a nearby diner. The conversation and company were pleasant and inviting. We laughed and talked about everything. I couldn't have had a nicer time. 
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The night air was brisk and slightly cool. We walked a bit before going back to the car to drive back home. 

Herby got me back to my apartment around two in the morning. “Had a good time?” 

“Very.” 

“We gonna do this again?” 

“Is there any doubt?” 

Herby put his lips to mine and we kissed. It was a small kiss, just between friends. As he held my arms for the kiss, I put my hands on his waist. With my eyes closed, I felt his lips. It was a good kiss. 

“Good night.” 

“Good night,” I repeated. 

With Herby gone and the door closed behind me, I leaned against it. Looking down, I saw two little feet perched atop high heels protruding from underneath my coat. I felt so feminine, so womanly. Here I was, coming home after a date with a man. The thought was exciting. I needed to relieve my tension but didn’t know how. 

Pushing myself away from the door, I did what so many other women have done; I began undressing. With the coat in the closet, I walked into the bedroom. 

The mirror showed a love-struck woman walking into her bedroom, slowly sitting on the edge of the bed and removing her shoes. Later, standing, she dropped her dress, then her slip. Sitting back on the bed she removed her pantyhose. Walking across the room in panties and bra, she brushed her hair out. Reality did not return that evening. I fell asleep in my underwear. 

During the following months, we met many times. Herby changed my life. Before Herby, I dressed after work and sat alone in my apartment. With Herby, I got dressed to spend the evenings out with him. 

We spent time at the movies, restaurants, and at shows. I always dressed ap-propriately, but always wore heels and pantyhose. Dressed as a woman, I felt like one and, I think, acted like one. Herby certainly treated me as one. I was thrilled with his attention. I think he was thrilled by my dependence on him. As his

“woman,” I never made independent decisions. I always wanted him to decide. He made the decision, after hearing my opinion. 

I held on to his arm as we walked in the street. He opened doors for me and gave me his hand when negotiating stairs. He introduced me to his friends. Some knew the real truth. In all cases, I was treated as a woman. 

On rare occasions, we spent weekends away from the big city. We slept comfortably in two double beds. He commented about how long I took to get ready. He complimented me on how I looked afterward. 
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But during the weekdays, I was a man. I worked for a company with about 100

employees. Everyone was very informal. Most people wore jeans. Some of the older women came dressed every day. 

With the looseness of the workplace, no one paid any special attention to anyone. I knew that wearing female clothes every evening was having an effect on me. 

I could tell that I was moving differently. My long hair added to the perception that I was changing. Everything finally came to a head when a new employee addressed me as “Miss.” 

Thereafter, co-workers began noticing me more. This became more obvious when groups of women invited me to sit with them for lunch. Occasionally when I did, the conversation was on “girl” stuff. No one made any direct accusation or comment. It was just “in the air.” I think some people began wondering if I wasn't really a girl from the very beginning. 

One Friday evening, we planned to go out for a dinner and walk later in the park. Herby was in my apartment helping me on with my coat. 

Herby opened the door for me as usual. A woman about 2" shorter than me was standing in front of the door, just about to push the doorbell to my apartment. 

“Mom!” I cried out. 

It was the wrong thing to say at the wrong moment. We both stood there trans-fixed, unable to speak. I realized I had said the wrong thing. She stood there, looking into my face, trying to understand what was going on. 

Herby opened the door further to see. 

“Mrs. Kaper, I presume? Sue, why don't you invite her in?" 

Herby took charge of the situation, walked past me towards my mother. 

“Please, come in”, Herby said as he took my mother's arm and nudged her into the apartment. 

Mother followed him to the couch as though in a trance. 

“May I have your coat please?” 

Herby helped my mother take off her coat. He then walked over to me and helped me off with my coat. 

“Please sit down.” 

With my mother seated on the couch, Herby brought a chair for me to sit on. 

“Thank you,” I said, as I smoothed my dress before sitting. My legs, protruding from the bottom of the dress, occupied Mother’s gaze. Slowly, she lifted her head to stare at my full bust line and small waist. With my hair caressing my shoulders, her eyes fixed into mine. I could tell she saw beauty in the person she was looking at. 

“What is going on here?” my mother finally got the courage to say. 

“What do you mean, Mrs. Kaper?” Herby asked innocently. 
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“Don't play the fool with me. I've heard the stories and read the papers. Is this some sort of kinky sex thing?” she cried out. 

“Claude, is he forcing you to do this?” 

“Mother!” I stammered. “We are just two guys who do a lot of things together.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“We go to movies together. We go bowling together. We go to the theater together. We go dancing together. We even double date together.” 

“I don't understand all of this! What is it that you want me to understand?” 

“We are just two guys who like each other and do a lot of things together. This is not a sexual thing.” 

“How can you say that? 

Look at yourself. You’re

dressed and look better then

most girls. How can you expect

me to believe that you see each

other as two guys.” 

“Mom, that is just the way it

is. It is also true that while I

am a guy, attracted to girls, I

feel very comfortable dressing

up this way. I may appear

feminine, and in fact may  be

very feminine. But, I feel com-

fortable this way.” 

“You expect me to believe all

this?” 

“We were planning to go out

this evening. I am sure it is OK

with Herby. Would you like to

join us?” 

“You’re kidding, aren't you? 

You expect me to go out with

my son dressed as a girl ac-

companied by his gay friend?” 

“Neither of us are gay. Will

you join us?” 

I rose as Herby brought my

wrap. Mother was unsure what

to do. 

“Might as well see the whole

thing.” 
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Mother rose as Herby brought her wrap. 

Herby continued to treat me as a lady. And he took special care to treat the la-dy’s mother a little bit better. 

We stood in the hallway as Herby locked the door. Mother was looking me up and down. 

“I can't believe it. You look so much like a girl!” 

Herby walked up between us and took our arms as we walked towards the elevator. 

“Now ladies, it would be so much more pleasant if you didn't fight this evening. 

Down in the elevator and out of the building, Herby continued to talk about all the things we'd done. Then he began to talk about our relationship and how much he valued it. Finally, before arriving at the restaurant, he began mentioning how much more comfortable I was dressed as a woman. Somehow, as a woman, my personality sparkled. 

I could see mother was impressed with him. We sat down, with Herby beside me. I continued to act the part. Actually, it was really me by now. 

By the end of dinner, mother was referring to me in the female sense. She lost her bitterness and hostility to the situation. She began to enjoy the little girl things we could talk about. She liked my taste in clothing and men. 

We arrived home after walking in the park. Mother appeared to accept the new me. 

Herby walked us up to my door. Before closing the door and leaving to go home, we kissed, as was our norm. Mother watched as I allowed him to embrace me and sustain a long, slow, kiss. 

Once inside with the door closed mother looked at me thoughtfully. “And you never have sex with him?” 

“Nope.” 

“How do both of you stand it? I can see how very fond you are of each other. 

Don't you need something more then a kiss and a hug?” 

“It would be nice, but we are both guys and we are both attracted to girls. 

Herby dates girls on occasion and I assume sleeps with them. I masturbate when I need it. Our relationship is more important.” 

Mother had nothing to say. There was nothing she could say. We took our wraps off and I put them away in the front closet. As I opened the closet door, Mother noticed how many women’s things I had. 

“Where did you get all of those things?” 

“At a garage sale. It’s a very long story. Maybe another time.” 

I pulled out the sleeper bed, knowing that my mother would sleep in my bed for the night. There was not much conversation as we prepared for sleep. Mother was always a well-dressed person who was now able to enjoy the womanly com-Page - 27
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forts her “daughter” provided, vanity, makeup etc. It was almost comical when both of us were looking in the mirror at the same time, taking off our makeup. 

I woke early and began cleaning the house while mother still slept. When she came out of the bedroom, she was surprised to find me dressed (as a woman) and doing the housework. 

“Do you always dress like this?” 

“Like what, Mother?” 

“You know, like a woman.” 

“It’s how I feel comfortable.” 

“How do you go to work?” 

“I dress pretty much as a guy. When I started working there, there was no doubt that I was a guy. Now I think some people are not sure and others are sure I am a woman. Whatever, it doesn’t really bother me. I get along with everyone.” 

“Have any guys made a pass at you?” 

“No, but some visitors automatically assume I am a girl. I think that if I came to work one day decked out in a dress, no one would be surprised.” 

“Doesn’t it bother you?” 

“Not really.” 

“What are we going to do today?” 

“Well, I thought that since you like shopping so much, and I need a few things, we could go shopping together.” 

“You mean as two woman?” 

“Yes. Can you handle it? 

“After last night, I think so.” 

“Good, what would you like for breakfast? Then we’ll go.” 

The morning began slowly and mother was not sure what to talk about. As I washed the dishes, she wandered through the apartment, peeking into all the nooks and crannies. 

“Find anything you like?” 

“I was just wondering how you live.” 

“Generally, in my spare time, I live as a woman. During work, I try and main-tain the image of a guy, though maybe an effeminate one. Herby and I have lots of friends. Although they treat us as a couple, they know I am a guy. In mixed company, I spend my time with the girls. Herby spends his time with the guys.” 

“Claude, I don’t know how to react. I don’t know what to make of this situation.” 

“The truth, Mother, is that neither does Herby or myself. We just take each day at a time.” 
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“What about a future? What about a mate?” 

“Friends suggest we move in together. In a way, it makes sense. Aside from work, we are always together.” 

The phone rang. It was Herby. I smiled as he asked how it was going. I told him fine. We had plans for the theater with friends. He wanted to know if Mother would like to join us; he could get another ticket. 

“Mother, are you free to go out with us again tonight?” 

Without asking where, she nodded her approval. 

The day went pretty well. Mother concentrated her efforts on dealing with shopping and not on my life. She was absorbed with helping me decide to buy the right color or correct item. She soon forgot that we were buying woman’s clothing for both of us. 

At 5 PM in my apartment, I told Mother that we were going to the theater. She was in a panic; she didn’t have the correct clothes. But I did. She picked some clothes out of my closets and went to the bedroom to get dressed. I went to the bathroom to get dressed. 

By the time she came out, I was dressed. She looked me up and down. 

“Gosh, you are beautiful.” 

“Thank you, Mother. I hope Herby likes it.” 

I could see that look of puzzlement on her face. 

I was wearing a tight-fitting long dress, slit up the side to show leg. It was black and see-through. My slender legs, encased in black nylons, protruded from the bottom of the dress as I teetered on 4” open sandals. The dress had a low neckline, not enough to show cleavage, though. Hanging off my twin protrusions was a pearl necklace that fell halfway to my waist. I had matching earrings and bracelet to compliment the outfit. 

With everything showing, Mother asked, “Dear, are you sure you’re still a guy?” 

“Yes, mother, I did not have an operation, nor do I take hormones. But constantly wearing this type of clothing is forcing my body into this shape.” 

“Well dear, you would fool anyone.” 

Herby showed up promptly as 6:30. He was wearing a tuxedo. The gentleman he always was, he helped us on with out coats and escorted us out the doorway to the elevator. Herby kept up a monologue about the theater and what we were going to see. It sounded like a lot of fun. 

Herby knew the feminine me and made sure to always offer me a hand when I needed it. The tight dress and high heels were very restrictive. I made sure that Herby didn’t forget Mother’s feminine needs as well. 

At the theater, we met friends; two couples whom we had planned to meet. 

Mother was introduced to them as we started up the stairs to our seats. Herby’s Page - 29
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hand was out in front of me helping me to get up the stairs. Mother was just behind. 

Herby had arranged for all of us to sit nearby. I was to his left, Mother to his right. Our friends were in the row behind us. Before the show started, we were all talking. The girls were complimenting me on the dress. Actually, the guys were also. I could tell that Mother was intrigued with the lively conversation going on between us. Herby, as usual, had his arm around me. I am sure Mother noticed that as well. 

The show was great. Down in the lobby afterwards, the guys went to get the coats. That left us girls to banter away. Mother joined us, totally forgetting that I was a guy. 

After the show, we had reservations for dinner and dancing. 

In two cars, we all made it to the club. Everything went normally. We sat down at a large round table and talked non-stop about everything. I had my passions and sometimes disagreed with Herby. One passion was the equality of the sexes. I, of course, took the female part. No one thought I would do otherwise. I think Mother was a little surprised. 

Somewhat later, there was a mix of show and dancing. I danced with Herby the first two dances. He danced the next few dances with Mother. Since one of the wives was not feeling well, I danced with her husband, sometimes fast and sometimes slow. During the slow dances, we held each other close. 

“Does he know Sue is a guy?” Mother asked of Herby. 

“Yes, they all know.” 

“And they have no objections?” 

“I guess it’s really hard to explain. Sue may be a man physically, but she has the personality of a woman. Everyone, myself included, is reacting to her personality. The way she dresses just matches her personality. Therefore, everything you see is synchronized. It all just makes sense.” 

“In some odd way, I almost understand you. But it bothers me that my son should be this way.” 

The remaining few days that mother spent with us went pretty well. Towards the end, I think she stopped questioning the situation and just accepted it. I was her offspring and that was that. 

I could tell she liked Herby. He lavished praises on her and helped her like a gentleman. The way he treated me also helped make up her mind. Anyone who treated her child as he did had to be OK. 

I was sad to see Mother go. In those few days we had become so close. Our tears caused our makeup to run as we hugged each other. We laughed that we both had the same problem. 

With Mother gone, our life continued as before, except that now we were a little closer. Herby had met my mother and won her approval. 
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Touching was a norm for us. Sex was never an issue. I often wondered if it was on his mind. 

“Don't you ever want more then just being with me?” I would ask. 

“Sometimes. It’s just that you are such a charge for me that having you around is enough.” 

“For how long?” 

***

“I hope forever.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means I would like you to share more then just evenings or weekends with me." 

“You mean, like live together?” 

“Why not?” 

“We're two guys. We're not homosexuals. Won’t it be odd?” 

“Why? From all outside appearances, we are a couple.” 

“You mean, you want me to be like this full time?” 

“Don't you enjoy it?” 

“Yes, but full time? That's a lot to ask.” 

“Why? It's something you enjoy doing. This would give you the opportunity to live the way you like. We could even get a marriage certificate if it makes you feel better.” 

“Can't we just live together for a short time to try it out?” 

“Sure.” 

“What do I do about my job?” 

“I can arrange for you to work at my company. Nobody need know our relationship, unless you want to tell them.” 

“You’re talking about me working as a woman?” 

“Obviously.” 

“You’re really asking a lot of me.” 

“Can't help it. It's what I feel. Are you happy the way we are now?” 

“Sort of.” 

“Suppose you keep your apartment and any money you make. If you feel threatened, you can always leave.” 

“Your not leaving me much choice, are you?” 

“I hope not.” 
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“When do you want to start?” 

“This weekend?” 

“OK.” 

I gave my two-weeks notice. On Saturday, we moved most of my girl things to Herby’s home. Herby lived in a quite residential neighborhood on a dead end street. We could come and go in peace. But when the neighbors saw Herby moving in with a girl, their curiosity was aroused. 

We agreed that I had two weeks before starting work. It would give me time to get used to the neighborhood, shopping, and the house. 

Most of the woman in the neighborhood thought of Herby as a geek. He obviously had some money, but it was not enough to interest the neighbors to meet him. Moving in with a pretty girl made all the difference in the world. Their first objective was to meet me. 

Since they were not about to walk up to our front door, they arranged for an accident at the supermarket. While shopping, I found myself in the middle of a traffic jam of no less then 10 women. One thing led to the next and, after putting our groceries in our respective cars, we sat down for coffee at a local restaurant. 

There were more questions then I would imagine anyone would have. They wanted to know everything. They wanted to know about my family. They wanted to know how we met, how long we were together, was Herby a good lover, what kind of person was he. I blushed when responding to what type of lover he was. 

At the first opportunity they were popping in and out of our house. It was good to have friends. 

For my part, life was a woman's life. It consumed my every moment. Makeup was now a part of my daily ritual. I always wore pantyhose or stockings. Most times I wore skirts of dresses with at least 2" heels. Flats and sneakers were reserved for outdoor activities. Herby rarely saw me not made up. I may have been over-compensating for my “special” situation. 

When friends pointed this out to me, I always responded with, “A man who is not sure what pleasures will meet his eyes, always comes back to find out.” In other words, it’s good to keep a little mystery in the relationship, to keep the relationship. 

Whether it was my presence I don’t know but the perception of Herby was changed. The end of a quiet street became the center of activity. Herby enjoyed his newfound attention. Herby enjoyed having me around to magnify the attention he got. I was his prize. He never hesitated showing me off. I could tell some of the neighborhood men wanted to do more then just look at me. After a while, I was spending as much time in their houses with their wives as they were spending in my house. 

Every day I was developing more and more into the perfect little housewife. 

Dressing and getting it just right became an obsession with me. Changing to Page - 32
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higher heels before going out was my right as a woman. Herby continued to watch me grow as a woman,  his  woman. 

Herby gave me an allowance to buy new clothes for myself. He didn't want me wearing what I bought at the garage sale. It was an adventure. 

Herby insisted on accompanying me for most of my clothing purchases. No matter how I felt, he was never happy unless I tried on many different clothes, shoes or anything else. On a few occasions, he even entered the woman’s dressing room to see how the underwear I was about to buy fit me. It was embarrassing to have what everyone thought was my husband helping decide on my underwear. 

It took a few weeks to buy a complete replacement set of clothes. I was tired of trying new clothes, then taking them off and trying on other clothes to Herby’s satisfaction. 

Walking in the malls and stores, Herby was thrilled at how I swayed my ass, jiggled my boobs and teetered on high heels. My every move was feminized by the constant restriction of heels, tight dresses or skirts, etc. Herby loved it. Seeing him enjoy it,  I  enjoyed it. 

It was a relief to get home and not have to think about going to buy something. 

While the heels caused sore feet, Herby insisted that I always wear them. So even indoors, I wore heeled mules or slippers. My feminized image was always reinforced. Herby liked it. I loved it. And for whatever reason, we were both slightly different for it. 

With all the new clothes I bought, Herby insisted I get rid of the clothes I got from the garage sale. A garage sale of our own was the answer. 

I advertised the garage sale in the local newspaper. Most of what I had to sell was clothes. The neighbors may have wanted some of them, but they said nothing. 

The day started off quietly. There weren’t too many people. Some cars drove by, stopped as eyes peered out, then continued. There were a few periods when there might have been eight or nine people walking through the clothes. Sometimes the men would follow the women. 

I noticed one young man who didn’t appear to be with a woman. When he noticed me, he causally walked off down the street. I noticed him walking by the house two more times. On the third time, I engaged him in conversation. 

“Well, are you going to buy it or not?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“This is your fourth time coming around. I am interested in making a sale. If you are interested in buying, let talk.” 

“Well, I was thinking of something for my girlfriend.” 

“Like what?” 

“What about that beige dress?” 
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“$10 for you.” 

“What if it does not fit her?” 

“Bring it back anytime today, and I’ll give you your money back.” 

I could see he was having a hard time making up his mind. I took his hand and pulled him to the rack. Taking the dress off the rack, I held it against my body. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“It looks about right.” 

I was a little taller then the boy; then again, I was wearing heels. 

“How tall is she?” 

“About your height.” 

“Does she also have my figure?” 

“It looks about right.” 

“Well, are you going to take it?” 

“I can’t make up my mind.” 

“Tell you what. Come back after five, and if it is still here, I will give you an even better deal. OK?” 

“Huh, OK.” 

The rest of the day passed pretty slowly. It became obvious that most of the clothing would still be available when the young man came by again. 

At five o’clock he showed up. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Jimmy.” 

“Well Jimmy, help me move these things back into the garage and we’ll get the dress out for you.” 

Jimmy helped me move the racks into the garage. With one door closed and the other open, I took Jimmy over to the corner to pick out the dress. 

“What do you think?” 

“It looks real nice. I’m still afraid it may not fit.” 

“Look, you girlfriend is about your size, correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“If it fits you, it should fit her.” 

“I guess so.” 

“Well then, try it on and we’ll both know.” 

“I can’t try on girls clothes.” 

“Why not? They are just clothes.” 
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“I don’t know. I just can’t.” 

“I knew a guy a long time ago who said many of the things you are saying. 

When he tried on the clothes, he actually looked pretty good.” 

“Well, I won’t look too good.” 

“Why not?” 

“A dress is not going to make much of a difference.” 

“I understand what you are saying. In that case, why not let me fix you up. If I do a good job, then you’ll know. If I can’t do it right, nothing lost. OK?” 

“You mean dress me up?” 

“Yes. Nobody will see. My husband is away and the house is empty.” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Don’t be so bashful,” I said as I pulled him into a small room off the side of the garage. He provided token resistance. 

“Here, put this on,” I said as I handed him a pair of panties. 

“Well go on, put them on!” 

Slowly, he took off his clothes, turned his back to me and put on the panties. 

Without letting him fully grasp the situation, I stretched a bra around his waist, fastened the clip in the rear and pulled his arms through the straps. 

“Not too uncomfortable, I hope?” 

“It’s OK.” 

Pantyhose filled the bra cups and pantyhose was soon riding up his legs. With the pantyhose around his waist, I slipped a full-length slip over his head, pushing his arms through the straps. 

“Still feeling OK?” 

Jimmy was too absorbed in all the new feelings he was having to properly respond to my questions. 

Soon he was standing in his stocking feet with the dress zipped up in the back. 

“Looks pretty,” I said as I stood him in front of a mirror. 

“Here, try these on,” I said as I slipped 2” heels on his feet. 

He wasn’t responding to me. He was just watching himself in the mirror. 

I pulled him to the side and told him to sit so that I could fix his face. He tried looking at himself in the mirror as I worked on him. I made sure he couldn’t see himself until I was finished. 

I took out some makeup and applied it to his face, then lipstick and blush. 

Earrings dangled from his lobes as a necklace hung off the protrusions on his chest. When all was just about right, I fixed an old wig to his head. After combing it out, I stood him up and walked him over to the mirror. 
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He stood unmoving for several minutes just looking at himself. Slowly, he began to move. 

“You look beautiful.” 

“Do I really?” 

“You really do. More then that, you could easily pass for a girl.” 

“I don’t think I could go that far.” 

“There is one way to prove it.” 

“Yeah, how?” 

I gave him a pocketbook and pushed him out the garage. The heels kept him off-balance. Although we were about the same size, I was used to dealing with the restrictions of female clothing. 

“You have no choice in the matter. Walk to the end of the block, make a right turn, and keep walking till you go around to the corner on the left. Then come back to me. If I see you coming back from the right side, I’ll know you did not walk around the block. Now off you go!” 

I could see he was about to cry. 

“If you cry, you’ll spoil your makeup, then everyone will look at you.” 

He began walking towards the corner. At first he walked hesitantly. Then he tried walking without striking his heel to the pavement and making noise. He was halfway up the block when it became too difficult for him to continue that way. 

Soon he was walking with his heels clicking against the pavement. I heard the clicking diminish in the distance. 

Quickly, I ran upstairs to look from one of the windows to see if he was really walking around. He was. 

As he walked, he began shifting his body to make it easier. Soon, he was walking with his back up straight, ass out, and breasts protruding forward. 

About midway through his walk, a car pulled over to him. It followed him for a bit. It looked as though they were trying to pick him up. Soon he was walking alone again. I think he was more sure of himself. By the time he got back to me, he was walking casually, except for the aching feet he must have had. 

“So how did it go?” 

“I think OK.” 

“Do you want to stay in that clothing, or change back?” 

“I’ll stay in this clothing if you don’t mind.” 

“It’s my present to you. How far do you have to go?” 

“My car is parked ‘round the block. I passed it just now.” 

I gave him a bag for his clothes plus some additional clothes I had. With everything packed, he shook my hand and said “Thank you.” 

He came as a guy and walked away as a girl. 
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Jimmy came back a few times after that initial meeting. Each time, I gave him some more clothes and helped him perfect his feminine side. 

Herby spared nothing. I was pleasantly surprised by the accommodations Herby made for me. The master bedroom had what I first thought was a king-size bed. Actually, it was two singles side-by-side. I had a full walk-in closet to myself. 

We shared the bathroom. 

“The bed is yours. We are two guys, no reason we can't sleep in adjoining beds.” 

It was obvious he thought it all out. We would be two guys living together, sharing a bedroom. To the outside world, we appeared as a couple living together. 

Sex never entered our relationship. 

I was thrilled. My imagination could never have conjured up such a relationship. Imagine, dressing as a women, living as half of a couple with a man. Reality is stranger then fiction. 

We began our life together as a couple. I was always dressed. It was somehow important that I keep up the illusion. Even so, Herby watched me dress every morning. He got some thrill out of it. Maybe he enjoyed seeing me blush each morning. 

Every evening, we played out another scene of a happily married couple getting ready for bed. It took me about half an hour to get ready. He was ready in two minutes. We got into our respective beds, each with a night lamp. Sometimes we read. Sometimes we watched TV. But every evening before turning out the lights, Herby kissed me tenderly on the lips before saying goodnight. Sometimes we talked further into the night. But always, I knew how he felt. 

I was confident enough to know that no one was going to make me. I just had to be careful when trying clothes on in public places. After all, I did not have all the parts a woman should have. 

An idea had been forming in my mind over the past few months. Wearing all the clothes and padding was a real hassle. In the heat, I sweated all the time, especially in the padded areas. Now I was going to be dressed this way all the time. 

Why not do something to make it more comfortable? 

“Well Sue, I see no reason why not,” said Dr Mundo. “It'll take a little time but you will develop in all the right places. Don't you want to have sex? It is something you should consider.” 

“The truth is I haven't had sex in about two years. Every so often, I have to relieve myself, but that only takes a few moments. If I don't have the urge, it is probably something I won't miss. Besides, everything is reversible, right?” 

“True.” 

Without telling Herby, I signed in to the clinic for small changes each time. My waist was reduced and the fat removed was used to fill in my bust. What Herby could see remained the same. Small amounts of estrogen treatments caused me to widen a little at the hips and ass. 
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My body was more comfortable working as a secretary. I worked at an office removed from where Herby worked. No one knew of our relationship. 

I was never sure what to expect. Herby was not a disappointment. He lived to be with me and see me happy. I never developed into a floozy type. I became a strong partner for Herby. He talked over every major business move, before he made them. I felt, I was an asset to him. 

My male senses remained strong. We had passionate discussions and arguments. At no time did my not being a women become a subject. On the contrary, Herby's attitude with me became more protective. He was always on the lookout for something that might hurt me. Sometimes it was stifling. Many times it just showed how much he cared. 

The summer after moving in, I began to dress in more and more revealing clothes. One day it occurred to Herby that I might have a bust. Standing to my side, he looked down my bra as I lifted my arms to reach something. He stood still as I walked away. 

“What's the matter?” 

“I'm not sure. But I think you have breasts?” 

“How long have we been living together? Now you notice it?” 

“Actually I've thought about it before. Just thought it was my imagination.” 

“Well, why didn't you ask?” 

Silence. 

“We are two guys living together. How can I ask you something like that?” 

“We may be two guys living together, but I act, dress and look like a girl, or maybe you haven't noticed. Anyway, it was downright uncomfortable wearing all that padding all the time. I had some liposuction done, and I take small amounts of estrogen to enhance various other parts. It just makes life so much more comfortable. Even in the dressing room, I don't have to be careful now.” 

He just did not know what to say. 

“Well, it's my body. I feel better this way.” With that, I opened my blouse and bra. 

We both stood there, frozen in place. His eyes were glued to my boobs, 36B. 

“They’re real, touch them,” I said as I walked over to him, took his hands and placed them on me. 

He was still immobile as I took his face in my hands and shook him. “Say something!” 

“You’re more beautiful then before. But I hope you didn't do this for me.” 

“I'm glad you like it. It would have been nicer if you said something before now. 

No, I didn't do it for you. Like I said, I did it for me.” 

I helped him feel my boobs. Soon he began moving his hands on his own. 
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“Does this feel good?” 

“Very much.” I realized we might stay in that position for a long time if I didn't move. Taking his hand off me, I fitted my bra back on and closed the blouse. 

Things were a little different for the first few days after that. Herby kept looking at me, I think wondering what other changes took place. He got his wish when we went swimming. 

“This is it,” I said. “This is all of me. The only thing you don't see is what is between my legs. If you want, I'll show you that too.” 

“Not necessary. I believe you.” 

Herby took the cue I offered him. Touching now included caressing my boobs. 

We would sit in the living room watching TV. Herby’s arm would be around my neck and slowly work its way

down to my bust. Soon he was

caressing it. It was a good feel-

ing so I didn't object. I also

didn’t realize how much they

fascinated him. 

Our morning ritual of dress-

ing now changed. Before Herby

would just watch me, never

seeing me totally undressed. 

Now he insisted I only hide

what was between my legs. 

Many times while I applied my

makeup, he crept up behind

me and massaged my boobs. I

could feel his erection as he

hugged me from behind. 

At first it was unnerving to

have Herby watching my every

move. He required that I dress

in front of him. Every move

made me more aware of my

femininity and his eyes. Before

long, Herby asked that he

dress me, from standing in

back of me and cupping my

breasts in the bra to pulling up

my pantyhose and helping me

with my shoes. 

He was thrilled to do it. I

was thrilled to have him do it. I

can't explain it. It was some-

Page - 39

GARAGE SALE

BY BIBI DORB

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

thing I just enjoyed after a while. 

Occasionally Herby got even bolder. Holding the bikini bottom through the shower curtain, he would ask me to put it on. Once, he joined me in the shower. I could see his very large erection as he soaped me and did my hair. 

He stayed in the shower as I left. I think he needed the cold water to return to normal. 

From that time on, our relationship changed little, except when we sat watching TV. He developed a habit of sneaking his hand down my blouse and stroking my boobs. It was sort of a pacifier for him. Besides, I loved it. 

There was one occasion where his head rested in my lap as we watched TV. His hands snuck up my blouse and under my bra. Before I could figure out what he was doing, the bra was pulled up and over my boobs. As they hung in front of him, he chose one and began sucking on it. The feeling was OK but not as pleas-urable as having him play with them. 

Physically, the hormones affected me over time. I filled the clothing well. There was never any doubt of what I was. Even for me, it was sometimes hard to remember the truth. The biggest difference was emotional. For no apparent reason, I would break out crying. Herby would be stymied. He tried everything to comfort me. I just needed the outlet. 

After a while, I would settle down and be able to talk about my emotions. There was never anything fully rational about them, but I was able to realize it. Even while crying, I knew it was illogical. I knew there was no real reason for it. I just couldn't stop myself. Herby never let me down. He was always there. 

“Emotions acting up again?” 

“Yes,” I responded, as I continued to cry. 

He held me until they subsided. 

Our life together never fully settled down. We were both anxious to get home in the evenings. Somehow there were always things to do. 

While he brought work home, I worked on the home. I was his cute female me-chanic, carpenter, and all-around handyman. No, correct that to handy woman. 

He always treated me as a woman. Sometimes he watched me hand saw a board. 

With my breasts jiggling in front of me, he made jokes about a woman trying to do a man's work. His comments hardened my intention to prove him wrong. 

He laughed, and then hugged me. To anyone not knowing our secret, we were lovers, all the time. 

Since I did not work at the same location as he, it was easy to be his date at company functions. Everyone got to know me well. My voice was recognized, and I was always put through to him immediately when I called him at work. 

Company functions were a blast. It gave me a chance to dress up, dance and party. It was great getting the attention of admiring men. Some of them were real great guys. I became a confidant to some. Their wives also liked me a lot. Many Page - 40
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had our home phone number and called all the time. They knew I lived with the boss. No one knew too much. 

Where I worked, they knew very little about me. Although I began as a temporary secretary, it was soon obvious that I had more talents. In a short time, I was moving up the ladder. If they only knew the truth about where and with whom I lived. 

***

Herby had been a semi-recluse before we met. Looking back, so had I. Together, everything changed. We developed a broad circle of friends, and went out often to the theater or some other activity. It was rare that we sat at home peace-fully alone for the evening. 

Herby's reputation changed as we began living together. Whether because of me or not, I am not sure. Probably the combination of the two of us produced a third entity, nothing like the original two. The loner turned into a socialite. Both of us changed. It seemed that the whole world around us changed. 

I was popular. It made him popular. There was almost nothing more we could have wanted. Until... 

Occasionally, we walked around the neighborhood in the evenings. It was a way of getting out of the house and meeting the neighbors. We met other couples as they walked. It was here that the one thing we were missing became apparent. 

Children. 

My emotions kicked in every time I saw a young child. I can't really explain it. I was still a guy. Although most times I peed sitting down, I was still very able to pee standing up. But seeing those very young children did something to my insides. I just knew I wanted to have a baby. 

The desire for the impossible is sometimes all consuming. I was a guy, living as a woman. An unmarried woman, living with another guy. There was no way reality would make me a mother. 

Christmas approached as we began planning for the holidays. I needed the right clothes. He needed to make arrangements for employee parties, etc. 

It was to be a big bash for all of the divisions. I was appointed part of the com-mittee to arrange everything. I was appointed from my own division and again as Herby's girlfriend. Neither knew of the other. It was hairy trying to keep everybody apart. I managed it, though. 

The evening of the party was a hassle. I couldn't find anything to wear. Everything I laid out was wrong. I was in a tizzy. Herby grabbed me, turned me around, and kissed me in that tender way. I melted, then calmed down. 
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Entering the hall, everyone was photographed. Photographs were placed on the bulletin board for later viewing. We laughed, danced and made merry all night long. As midnight approached, we all stood still to count the seconds. 

This was not New Year. This was a surprise Herby had prepared. At the stroke of midnight, a large banner was dropped from the ceiling. On it was written, “Sue, marry me, I love you, Herby.” Everyone looked up. I was startled. I had made all the arrangements except this. This was a total surprise to me. 

Suddenly, the musicians got up and walked towards me while playing. I noticed them as they were about halfway towards me. My mind was a blank. What Sue were they talking about? Why were they all walking towards me? 

The musicians surrounded Herby and myself. A second banner was dropped. It said, “Say yes.” The hall became so quiet you could hear a pin drop. Everyone was looking at me. 

The hall was quiet. From afar, I heard a small voice saying, “Say yes.” I wondered what was going on. The voice kept on repeating as more and more people joined in. 

Suddenly it struck me. They were waiting for my answer. I looked at the banner. I looked at Herby. I looked at all the faces looking at me. I began crying uncontrollably. 

Herby took hold of me. He was comforting. He was my security. He calmed me enough so that I stopped crying. 

“Everyone is waiting for your answer.” 

Silence

I looked at him with tears of joy in my eyes. I could not speak. I nodded, yes. 

He took my chin in his hands and raised my face. With a soft kiss on my lips, he raised the thumb of his right hand in the air. 

Pandemonium ensued. 

The girls ushered me out the door into the ladies room. I was still crying. 

“What a send off! What a proposal! We wish you the best.” 

I returned later to the dance floor. Everyone congratulated me, including my co-workers who were now aware of my special relationship. They were a little shocked. But all came to congratulate me. I was engaged! 

“Herby, how do you plan to pull this off?” I asked as we sat in our bedroom after the party. “You never even gave me a chance to say no.” I think I was a little angry about it. 

“We originally agreed to a six-month trial. It has been a year and six months. 

Some things are just too obvious to be ignored.” 

“And how do you plan on getting us married? We  are  two guys, you know. Or did you forget that?” 
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“Everything is arranged. We're taking a trip abroad. You can have the surgery done or not done. In any case, you will get a certificate stating that you are now a woman. It is all perfectly legal.” 

“Except that maybe I won’t be.” 

“Nobody will check. With my medical contacts, you'll be fully covered. Only the two of us, and some doctors, will know.” 

“And what about the wedding?” 

“We can do it here or abroad. Your wish is my command.” 

“Getting married is a very permanent thing, especially if both parties are men. 

Don't you think maybe we're jumping into something?” 

“I asked you a year and a half ago. You agreed to a trial period of six months. If you don't know by now, you'll never know.” 

I couldn't make up my mind. Here I was, this gorgeous dish, living with a man who made a wedding proposal any girl would give her teeth for, questioning what to do. It  was  a great one and a half years. I had gotten to live out a fantasy. I'd saved some money and still had my old apartment. I could call this whole thing off and go back to my life before I became a woman. These are memories I would have the rest of my life. 

On the other hand, I now had another life. It was a good life with a man who accepted me for what I was and loved me all the same. We had established a relationship that few other couples had. We had friends, and a wonderful life. Aside from not being a real girl and a few hormonal problems that caused occasional ex-cessive emotional outbursts, my life was nearly perfect. 

“You know, everything ‘til now seemed so temporary. Walking down the street as Mrs. Keen seems so permanent. Being in this body. Living this life. Maybe it's some girl thing. Maybe that's why I can't make up my mind.” 

“Time's up for indecision. I've got tickets for a slow boat to Europe. You'll have plenty of time to make up your mind. When we get back, we can have the wedding.” 

“Herby, I just don't know.” 

Herby came over to me, lifted my chin and placed a kiss on my ruby red lips. I stood up to be close to him. In stocking feet, I was much shorter then he. Spending most of my time in heels, I never really noticed it. Now, looking up into his eyes, I only wanted him to hold me. 

Instinctively, he knew what I wanted. Wrapping both arms around me, he held me firmly. My breasts crushed up against his chest, or more correctly the upper part of his stomach. I looked up at him. He lowered his head to meet mine. Soon we were embarrassed in a passionate kiss. Unlike previous kisses, more emotion was put into this one. It was as though we were finally letting our emotions go. In my heart, I knew I wanted him to fuck me. It was a thought I had rarely had before. 
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Within the week, we boarded a liner to Europe. We traveled first class. Everything was first class. Unlike at home where we each had separate beds, moved together, here we had one small bed. 

The nights were different. We slept close to each other, many times with me in his arms. If we slept in the same direction, his arm was wrapped around me, cra-dling my breasts. Now I could feel his erection. He never pushed to do anything about it. I felt secure, but knew there was more to come. 

In the evenings, the cruise had events of all types. There was always dancing. 

There was always an excuse to get dressed up. As at home, Herby and I made fast friends. Soon, as before, we almost never got to be alone. 

When Herby went off with the guys to play some of the many games available, I was left to spend my time with the women. I always enjoyed my time with the women. Sometimes though, I would have likes to play the “guy games.” 

My relationship with Herby got physically closer. He touched me at every opportunity. I was already as much a woman as I would ever be without the operation. He made me feel like a queen on a pedestal. Everyone noticed it. 

As many times as I had dressed in the morning, he made me feel it was a special time every morning. So every morning, I looked forward to being encased in the softness of women's clothes. In heeled slippers with small steps, I puttered around the small cabin. He enjoyed it. I enjoyed having him enjoy it. 

Herby had arranged to have my passport read “female.” I was never stopped as we walked down the ramp past local immigration. A pink suit with pink heels and wide brim hat made me feel like only a woman could feel. Was there some decision I had to make? Herby already must have taken care of it. 

A week after arriving in Europe, we scheduled a visit at a doctor's office. I knew what was coming. I trusted Herby. I was given a thorough exam. The doctor sat with us and explained in detail all about the operation. Only I could make the final decision. I had to make it. 

I began crying uncontrollably. The thought of totally losing my manhood was too much of a shock. How could I let go of my little friend who hid between my legs? I wanted to remain happy as we were for the past year plus. But, a decision needed to be made. 

“Sue, this is one decision I cannot make for you. I could not ever live with you, thinking I made you what you would be. This is something you must decide. You must decide what is best for you.” 

Tears swelled in my eyes, as I understood. Just as before, all the decisions of this type were mine. Whatever I did, it was supposed to be for me, not because I wanted to please Herby. I began crying hysterically as I said, “Herby, I love you so very much, I just can't decide.” I kept repeating the same sentence over and over again. “Please decide for me.” 
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then occurred to me that I was going to lose Herby. I again began crying hysterically. This time I was pleading for him not to leave me. 

“Who said anything about leaving you? You know I could never do that. Just like I said at home. Either way, we get married.” 

I had trouble believing him. I  wanted  to believe him so very much. I knew he wanted to fuck me. I knew he wanted to do it the proper way. I knew he wanted me to be a girl. We walked along the street as I held tightly onto him. He was the only thing I could think about. 

Back in our stateroom I began to cry again. “I'm sorry, so sorry. OK, let's do it. 

I need to do it, for me.” 

“Not in this state you won't. After we get married, if and when you’re comfortable with it, we'll do it.” 

“Are you sure, Herby? We are here now.” 

“We can always come back. We've got a long way to go.” 

In bed and in his arms, I wanted to please him. “Herby, I know you want me as much as I want you. Isn't there some way we can do it?” 

Under the sheets, we began experimenting. 

In the morning, two messy and sleepy people opened their eyes. For the rest of the trip, I slept in panties only. Herby wore nothing. The differences in our bodies was now more obvious. I was hairless with curves and two very large protrusions. 

He had a lot of hair with a straight solid trunk of a body capped at the bottom with a small, cute ass. 

Our physical differences emphasized my femininity. My two large protrusions, always between us, made me feel ultra vulnerable when without clothing. It was fun, but it also reinforced my position in the relationship. I was the woman. 

There was no way to get out of the marriage when we returned. Everyone wanted to know when and where. The date was set, two years exactly from the time we began living together. 

Strange how time flies. I kept working at my job while making all the wedding arrangements. There were a few people I just had to invite. 

I was sure Jill and her husband Tom who made the original garage sale would be surprised to get an invitation. My mother, who was aware of the situation but never thought it would amount to anything permanent, also was invited. Contrary to what I might have expected, she fussed over me like a mother taking care of her real daughter. She even gave me advise about what to let a man do or not do. It was sort of redundant and we both laughed at it. 

Before I knew it, I was on my way to the church. People filed in as my brides-maids and friends and mother helped me into my gown. When all was quiet and I ready, the wedding march music began. I was the picture of loveliness as I walked down the isle. Herby looked great as he waited for me to reach him. I was walking on a cloud. 
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With the vows taken, Herby turned to lift my veil and conclude the ceremony. I lifted my arms around his neck as we stood, slowly feeling each other’s lips. Time stood still. All I could relate to was Herby. 

At the party later that day, everyone forgot my name. I was now Mrs Keen. It gave me a base from which to draw security. It was a great party. It was a great wedding. That night, Herby entered me for the first time. He was gentle. It was uncomfortable at first, but later gave me a closeness to him that we didn't have before. 

In the morning, we were off to honeymoon in the Caymans. Most of the time I was in bikini and heels with all my feminine charms exposed. Herby loved it. I loved it. Every time we sat for a meal, Herby asked for a table for Mr. & Mrs. Keen. 

I was his possession and he was mine. 

After two weeks, we arrived back home. Our house was decorated for a wel-come home newlywed party. Within an hour, the house was teeming with people. 

By the time they left, we were exhausted. 

Sitting on the rear deck watching the sunset, we thought about all that had happened to us. 

“You know Herby, I feel like this is all a dream.” 

“I know what you mean.” 

“From a lonely guy dressing up in private, I am now a married woman living a fantasy. I sit in low-cut tight dresses, wearing open heel slippers, looking at my husband and enjoying every moment of it. How can this be real?” 

Herby didn't answer. He just looked at me as he came closer, then kissed me tenderly on the lips. 

“And to think that from an awkward guy, sort of geek-looking, I would chance to meet another guy dressing up for the evening and end up marrying him. How can this be real?” 

“Are you happy?” 

“Very much.” 

Taking my hand, he pulled me back into the house, up the stairs, into the bedroom. We weren’t sleeping in separate beds any more. 

The next few weeks returned us to the normal life we had before the wedding. I continued to work apart from Herby. Only now my co-workers all knew I was the big guy’s wife. My friendly demeanor kept the relationships I had before. Otherwise life became as it was before we were married. 

The extra physical contact we were now engaging in must have kicked something in me into high gear. We were having a wonderful time, but something was missing. It was missing before, but somehow it was understandable. Now we were doing everything a normal married couple does, without the hoped-for results. We remained childless. 
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It was a topic that kept coming up. Both Herby and I wanted it. All sorts of possibilities were examined. 

Herby was always fascinated with science. One day, he heard about something new that attracted his attention. He didn't tell me what it was. All he would say was that if it resulted in something he would tell me. I was curious but didn't push the subject. 

A year after our marriage he told me the big secret. According to new research, once the egg was fertilized it attaches itself to the wall of the uterus like a leach and begins to grow. What was new was that it had been discovered that the fertilized egg could attach itself to any soft protected internal tissue to grow. 

Herby's idea was to artificially inseminate a donor woman, then remove the fertilized egg and implant it in me. I would then bring the baby to full term. 

I was shocked at the idea. Of course, as he explained it, “You would need to have some way for the baby to come out.” 

“You mean I would need the operation?” 

“Yes.” 

“In other words, I get to lose my last visage of masculinity at the same time I become a mother?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you really think this could work?” 

“Every indication is that it will work. Finding the right donor with the correct blood type and other technical factors is a lot of work. Then fertilizing the egg at the same time you undergo the operation so that it can be moved into your new plumbing will be critical. Time will be an important factor. ” 

“What about the rest of me?” 

“It has never been done before. All indications are that you will react as a normal female, and produce milk.” 

“It's a big step.” 

“It's what we've been talking about.” 

“When do I have to make up my mind?” 

“The sooner the better.” 

I was in turmoil. Our every wishes could come true. All I had to do was agree to this. Could I really agree to wipe out any traces of having been a man? This was something I would have to talk over with Mother. 

** END
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