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Heels Lead

to

Escort Service

By BiBi Dorb


Joe and I had been friends for more than two years. We met in High School. We were loners who did not mingle well with the rest of the boys. Aside from being a bit smaller than most, I never thought there was anything unusual about us. We played in the streets and did what most other boys did. We kept our emotions in check and maintained an aura of confidence. When it came to girls though, we were both a bit shy. 

Joe lived a few blocks from me but preferred spending time in my apartment. On several occasions when the two of us were alone in my apartment, Joe took the initiative to do something interesting. Most times that meant looking for something to do outdoors. On rare occasions when the weather was bad, we played ball against one of the hallway walls outside the door to my apartment, until a neighbor complained. 

One day with miserable weather outside and complaints from the neighbors inside, even TV was boring. Joe suggested we walk the floors of the building and look for something interesting. I agreed so long as we did not make any noise anyone could complain about. 

We were on the fourth floor; there were twenty above us. It became a game to sneak from floor to floor using the stairs then sit patently to see who came and went from and to the various apartments. Our clandestine view from the staircase, out of sight from the Page - 3
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main hallway, allowed us to crack jokes about people as they came and went. With so many floors and apartments to watch, there was always something to spy on on days when we would otherwise be bored. 

After about six months, we had a good idea of who lived in which apartments. The residents fell into a number of categories; old people, married with children, young couples, single sex co-dwellers, and a few we could not identify. 

To my way of thinking, Joe was always looking for trouble. When we had identified every apartments resident, we continued roaming the halls as a game, testing each other about who lived in each apartment. When we were unsure or disagreed, Joe would ring the doorbell and we would run for cover, waiting to see who came out. 

There were a few doors that were always unlocked. It appeared that some residents left their doors unlocked during the day while they were home. The first time we came across such a door, Joe opened it. We heard some man yelling for us to come all the way in. 

Frightened, we closed the door quietly and never tried that door again. Other unlocked doors always seemed to have someone home behind them. Some residents who left their doors unlocked were more interesting than the others. We spent more time on nearby staircases looking at the comings and goings of those apartments than the others. 

Among the few unlocked doors, we found one that intrigued us; no one was ever home and it was always unlocked, day or night. Many hours observing from a nearby staircase confirmed that while some people came and went, no one ever stayed, yet the door was always unlocked. One day, Joe decided that we needed to investigate that apartment further. 

Pushing the door open, Joe stuck his head in and called out. No one answered. With the door open, we looked into the apartment and did not see anything beyond a short dark hallway that was common to all the apartments. We did not enter the apartment for fear that someone would find us and we would get in trouble. The adventure and the fear of being caught were exciting. 

Closing the door without making any noise, we walked quietly towards the staircase. 

We spent the next few days arguing about the type of people who came and went. More curious was the owner of the apartment. What kind of person rents an apartment and leaves it unlocked, for what seemed like strangers to come and go randomly? It was all very strange, and that made it even more interesting to us. 

Thereafter, we spent a little more time watching that door. It was always unlocked. We became obsessed with that apartment and began taking turns watching it so we could de-vote more hours to our new hobby. After two months of watching, we came to some con-clusions. The apartment was evidently left unlocked because different people used it at different times. Although there were some regulars, most of the people who came and went were first-timers. There was no one category for the people who came and went. 

Some were dressed as workers while others were dressed as though they were about to go Page - 4
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to the opera or a party. People came and went and were cordial, yet did not engage in much conversation. It was as though they were meeting for the first time. 

Three months after first discovering the apartment Joe convinced me that we had to go in and examine it. We knew the pattern of people coming and going so there was not much chance of being caught. We decided on a date and time. 

We were both nervous as we approached the door. It was a scary thing to do. What would we do if we were caught? With neither of us willing to chicken out in front of the other, there was no choice but to proceed. There was no one else in the main hallway as we approached the door. The quiet of the building was deafening. 

As usual, the door was unlocked. No one responded to the doorbell. No one answered when we yelled out. Closing the door behind us, we walked the short length of the dark passageway before coming to the center of the apartment. It looked pretty much like all the other apartments. Quietly and quickly, we looked into the other rooms. Each had a bed, dresser, some chairs, three metal lockers, and a small radio by the side of the bed. Another door in each room opened into a large walk-in closet. Every closet was filled with clothes. Even the living room, larger than most of the other rooms, had been converted into a bedroom. The kitchen appeared unused. 

There were no pictures or other personal items like one expects to find in an apartment. 

It was highly unusual. 

We left the apartment after about ten or fifteen minutes and spent the next few days conjuring ideas of who used that apartment and for what. After about a week, we decided to investigate further. Back in the apartment, we methodically went from bedroom to bedroom, looking into the closets and dressers. From what we could see, all the rooms were filled with womens clothing. Some of the gym-style metal lockers were padlocked. There was no way of knowing what was inside. There were some pictures of dressed women hanging on the walls. 

Apparently no one lived there. We assumed it must be a place for people to meet or ex-change clothes. None of the people we saw coming or going ever stayed more than a few minutes. We decided it would make a great meeting place, like a secret clubhouse for the two of us. Since we had long ago determined a pattern for the people who came and went, that determined when our secret clubhouse was available for our use. That made it imperative that we watch the clock and be careful about the time we spent there. It was also important that we leave the apartment as we found it. We did not want to leave traces of our time there. Twice, we were in the apartment when others arrived unexpectedly. We heard them and hid in a closet until they left. Fortunately, we were not discovered. After several weeks of observation, it became apparent that the lockers were used intermittently and randomly. After putting one of our own locks on an empty locker several times, no one seemed to question its use. That became the place we would hide some of our things. 

It was great to have a secret place where the two of us could relax. Alone in our clubhouse, we talked for hours. Sometimes we sat and listened to one of the many radios. At Page - 5
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times, I read a book while the more adventurous Joe rummaged through the voluminous amount of neatly stored clothing looking for some hidden secrets. It took him a long time to go through all the rooms to find that there was only clothing. 

One day, Joe came to me holding a pair of womans high heel shoes in his hand. 

Can you imagine wearing shoes like these?

Not really. It never crossed my mind.

You never thought about how hard it must be to wear things like this?

Nope.

You think it is so easy?

Dont know. Never gave it much thought.

Well, now that Im asking, what do you think?

Women wear them all the time, so how difficult can it be?

Thats my point.

Whats your point?

Its very difficult to wear them and you dont realize that. Its sort of like learning to ride a bicycle.

I think learning to ride a bicycle is a lot harder.

Thats the point. It may look easy, but its really hard.

How hard can it be?

Well, you should find out.

Oh, and you already know all this? What do you do, wear your mothers shoes?

Sometimes.

Doesnt she get mad at you?

She doesnt know. So, what about you?

Yeah, I tried on my mothers shoes once. It wasnt a big deal.

Thats because you probably only had them on for a short time. You probably didnt even walk in them.

I walked from their bedroom to the kitchen and back. They made a lot of noise so I took them off.

Thats what I mean; you didnt give them a serious tryout. You have to spend some time in them and walk around a bit to understand how hard they are.

Page - 6
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Well, I dont think I am going to get the chance.

Why not now?

You mean, here and now?

Yup. No one is watching. You could walk around the whole apartment.

Then what?

Then you would understand what I am talking about.

I dont think they would fit me.

Theres a large selection in

different sizes. Im sure we can

find something that would fit.

And while Im doing that, 

what are you going to be do-

ing, sitting and laughing at

me?

Nope, I am going to join

you. Well like, do it together.

I took the shoes he held out

to me and tried them on. They

were too tight. On Joes sug-

gestion, I took them off, then

took off my socks and tried

them on again. I was surprised

to see that this time they fit. By

the time I stood up, Joe was

standing next to me, at the

same height. He had gotten his

shoes on much faster than I

had. 

Now what?

Lets walk around the

apartment a bit.

I followed Joe as we walked

from one room into another, 

occasionally sitting on a chair, 

then re-balancing to stand up. I

hadnt been wrong, but I was-

nt entirely right. Wearing
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heels was more difficult than it seemed. Even when taking modest steps forward, I had to re-balance my leg over my ankle on each step. Additionally, it was difficult to take the long strides I was used to. I could see that wearing heels for long periods would be hard. 

As part of our club membership, we agreed that whenever we were in the apartment, we would wear a different pair of heels. After a few months of wearing different heels, it got boring. Most of the womens shoes in that apartment had heels. Some were low, but because they were thin, they wobbled till the ball of your foot made contact with the ground. Pumps were generally better shoes to wear since they encased the whole foot. 

When they got too high, your weight was focused on the ball of your foot rather than being distributed over the whole foot. Strappy heels of any kind allowed too much foot movement to be totally comfortable. One result of wearing heels was that we were forced to walk and hold our bodies differently. As the height of the heels increased, we stuck our rear ends out more while leaning forward for better balance. This was not done for the de-liberate purpose of assuming a feminine gait, but the result was the same. An unexpected problem developed when our families noticed that we were walking strangely. That forced us to re-calibrate our posture when not wearing heels. What I discovered was that once you got used to wearing heels, they were not very difficult. 

When Joe saw that I was getting bored, he proposed another difficulty, wearing stockings with the heels. My position was that stockings were like long socks, they didnt really make any difference. Joe challenged me to try it. 

With pants off, I followed his lead and put on a garter belt to hold the stockings up, then stockings then put my pants back on. Suddenly the shoes were a bit big on me, and my feet tended to slip out of them. The silkiness of the stockings created a slipperiness that allowed my feet to slip out of the shoe. The solution was another pair of heels, a bit smaller. Something Joe did not anticipate was that the stockings were hot. After wearing stockings for a while, my feet encased in the leather of the shoes got very hot while my legs remained comfortable. 

Wearing stockings under our pants generated a noise and rubbing sensation that were hard to ignore. With bare legs, we had to pull our pants up prior to sitting. While wearing stockings, pants slid up our legs as we sat. Another unforeseen issue was body hair. Although neither of us had much body hair, we had enough to get caught in the stockings. 

The unexpected pull on the occasional hair was sometimes painful or at best an annoy-ance. That raised the question of what we should do to alleviate this condition. 

I originally agreed to wear heels in response to a challenge by Joe. I respond to his challenges by proving that they were something I could do. It was Joes challenges that made me wear heels whenever we were in the apartment. Looking back, it is obvious to me that Joe got me to do whatever he wanted, just by challenging me. He challenged me and I rose to meet the challenges. Joe ratcheted things up by challenging me to wear additional items of womens clothing. 

Page - 8
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After we had gotten used to walking in heels while wearing a garter belt and stockings, Joes next challenge was to wear panties. This required undressing from the waist down, putting on the garter belt, then fastening the stockings before slipping on the panties. The panties were soft and silky, very unlike the cotton underwear I was used to wearing. With my pants pulled up and secured in place, only my stocking-covered feet teetering on heels looked out of place. This created new sensations as we walked from room to room. 

When we were not walking around the apartment, I would sometimes sit and read or do homework. Joe, never one to sit still for long, continued his examination of the apartments contents. He was sure there were more things of interest he had not yet found. 

In the drawers of the dressers, there were a lot of items, some of which we did not recognize. One item which was plentiful was bras. They came in all sizes, shapes and colors. 

Some looked like something my grandmother might wear. Others looked as though they had been recently worn by a stripper. Very few looked like the bras my mother or sister had. 

As Joe looked through the various dressers, he was drawn to the bras. Although Joe didnt say anything, I could tell he was thinking about his next challenge. He must have put more thought into this next challenge because it took him a few weeks before mention-ing it to me. As I anticipated, he wanted us to wear bras. He justified this next challenge by saying that since we moved differently while wearing heels, we should do it balanced like a woman would be. I had already expected this before he challenged me, so it was not a great leap for me to accept it. 

Joe was very explicit in explaining how to put the bra on. I followed his directions and example before standing upright, wondering what was coming next. In the mirror, I looked like a boy wearing girls underwear. When Joe came back into the room, something was different. There was a bounce to his chest. Holding his hands out, he let two orbs drop into the palms of my hands. They were stockings wrapped around what I would later learn was birdseed. Each one was dropped into a bra cup, then rubbed down in front so that it took up most of the space of the cup and lay flat against my chest. 

We again dressed in our boy clothes. In addition to the female-looking protrusions below the end of our pants, there were two bulges straining against the fabric of our shirts in the chest area. This proved to be somewhat annoying as these new additions had delayed movement thanks to inertia. They were also noticeable when looking forward, which was distracting while concentrating on each forward step. 

During our first few days wearing bras, we put them on after putting on our panties, stockings and pants. That way we were never fully naked. I dont know why that made any difference, but somehow it did. 

I remember that first afternoon wearing all female underwear under my male clothing. 

Joe made sure that the birdseed made the bra cups feel as heavy as a real womans breasts. 

Initially, it was no big deal. However, as we moved about the apartment, the heaving on my chest began to take its toll. After about two hours, I was moving about more carefully. 
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Moving too quickly rubbed me the wrong way, causing some pain. So I moved carefully and slowly. 

After about a month of wearing womans underwear, Joes challenges came more fre-quently. We had to wear skirts instead of pants. Then we wore half-slips under the skirts. 

Next, we put on blouses instead of our regular shirts. Full slips followed before putting on the blouse and skirt. We tried on different skirts, blouses, sweaters etc. Each combination of clothing represented an imaginary activity, which demanded matching heels. Only when we dressed for a picnic did we put on flats. At all other times we wore heels of various types and various heights. Dressing to show off our legs was the determining factor in deciding whether to shave them or not. This became a weekly ritual. We were lucky that wearing long pants at home hid the fact that we had shaved legs. 

Joe saw the next challenge as a bigger step then the rest. He wanted us to wear dresses. 

The first dresses we tried on were relatively tight both above and below the waist. Unlike the combinations we had worn before, dresses were more restrictive. Closing a dress by ourselves required much dexterity. Some dresses closed in the front, but most dresses closed in the back. Dresses that closed in the front used buttons. Dresses that closed in the back used zippers. Pulling a zipper up to close a dress in the rear required a very dexter-ous women, help from another person or a hanger inserted through the zipper tag that could be pulled up while holding the back side of the dress down with the other hand. 

Heels were put on after the dress was closed. As a rule, slipping ones feet into the shoes from a standing position required lifting the leg to make a hand adjustment. It was therefore easier to sit and slip the heels on with your hand. Sitting in a dress was different from sitting in a skirt or pants. The dresses tended to pull up as one sat. As one leaned over to slip on the heels, a dress pulled up further. Every move made caused the dress to pull across our bodies. Casually sitting meant the dress rode up our legs. I guess Joe was right to think of this as a bigger step than the others. But how did he know all that? 

The day Joe got me into a dress was the first day I saw dressing as more than just putting on womans clothes. The first time in a dress was the first time I felt fully dressed. The dress was restrictive. That coupled with the female form teetering on high heels that I saw in the mirror, made me feel somewhat vulnerable. I could not casually do any of the things I normally did. Everything required that I pre-think my next move, then deal with the restrictions imposed by my form and clothing. The only redeeming feature of the whole epi-sode was that Joe was dressed similarly and had to deal with the same issues. He did not seemed as annoyed by the restrictions as I did. Because of this, I looked at his movements as an example of what I should do. While I felt constrained, he seemed to be enjoying himself and moved fluidly about the apartment. 

The next stage in our development came as we accepted total dressing as the standard for our meetings. Each time we came together in that apartment, the first order of affairs was to choose a bedroom and, using the clothes in that room, dress for the imagined activity we had decided on for the day. We sometimes dressed for a formal evening while at Page - 10

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

other times we dressed for an informal day at home, sometimes wearing dresses and other times wearing pants. 

It seemed that Joe was satisfied with the way we dressed in the apartment. Because of the clothing we wore, we behaved a bit differently. In male clothing, we had slouched in the chairs. With the clothing we now wore, we sat upright, even when reading a book. 

Even at home, I noticed a difference in the way I did things. I tended to move more like my mother. I think my mother noticed it as well, though she never said anything. As a result, I began to envision myself from the neck down with the body of a woman. 

BIG CHANGES

One day while in the middle of dressing, a woman walked into the bedroom I was using. My jaw dropped; I figured we had finally been caught. I stammered and before I could say anything, a smile broke out across her face. Then I recognized Joe. Although the only thing different about him was that he wore a wig, the difference was remarkable. 

Taking my hand after I finished dressing, he pulled me along to another of the rooms and showed me a rack of boxes, each with a different wig in it. 

Within a month after starting to wear wigs, Joe had us learn to apply makeup. Now our sessions in the apartment meant relaxing as two women. We dressed and consciously or unconsciously began acting as women. Maybe it was the clothing, or maybe it was some inner desire, but we both seemed to enjoy it. 

The more we met in that apartment, the more polished our portrayal of women became. Although Joe started it, I readily joined him in conversing as though we had always been women. Joe started by fantasizing his daily routine as a woman. He expanded on this by talking about his fantasy day at work, as a secretary. Soon we were talking about the troubles we as secretaries dealt with daily, especially the problems we had with men. 

Sometimes in the evening hours as the sun set, we sat near a window, looking down at the people walking below and discussed the hardships we went through, growing up as young girls. Making up a history that never existed was challenging. Dealing with bodily or sexual issues could only be imagined from the perspective of a voyeur. Joe took a great deal of satisfaction in coming up with the stories we told. When I first mentioned putting on a training bra, Joe added a story about the boys in class who took glee in snapping his bra straps. The more stories we told each other, the more we imprinted our minds with life as girls. It was evident how well we had incorporated these stories in our minds when my mother would claim I was acting like my sister. Joe did not have a sister, but his father would make similar comments about him behaving like his mother. 

Our secret hideout was becoming more than just a place to meet. It became a place to become our other selves. It became comfortable to say anything that came to our minds, no matter how outrageous. After many months of this, it was obvious that Joe wanted to take things to another level. I could tell from Joes face that it would not be long before his next challenge would be to walk among the people on the street below. I could see the Page - 11

HEELS/ESCORT SERVICE

BY BIBI DORB

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

longing in his face to be one of the women on the street below. Although I knew what was coming, I was totally absorbed in this fictionalized world we both inhabited. 

How can I explain the feeling one gets after putting so much attention into ones own body? Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt feminine. I knew I looked feminine, maybe even sexy. The overall affect was to arouse my sexual senses, confined by layers of wom-anhood. As a young man, he sight of myself in the mirror dressed as a pretty girl was exciting. I had the normal urges of a boy my age and I confess that my sexual fantasies starting revolving around the fantasy girl I portrayed. I wont go into the messy details as Im sure youre familiar with puberty, except to say that I sought (and found) relief on many occasions by fantasizing about her and the boys and men who desired her. This was a change in my orientation as up to this point, I had been exclusively heterosexual. I suppose I had a twinge of guilt about this, but the pleasure I got from these fantasies overcame my trepidation. 

One afternoon, after such a session, I was lying on the bed in one of the bedrooms when Joe walked in. Looking at me, he said, Dont be embarrassed. I understand. I feel the same way about being a girl. I took that to mean that he knew what I had been doing. 

Knowing that Joe was going through the same things I was made me feel a little better about myself. 

Thinking back to that time, its odd that as much we portrayed women, we never thought of using female names. We just continued using the same names we had always called ourselves. I can see how a third party seeing two young women address with male names would be odd. 

We had been using that apartment on and off for about a year and a half when Joe came into the bedroom I was using to dress. He showed me these beautiful blue open toe stiletto heels with a medium size bow just above the toe opening. I was already dressed and made-up. In female character, I took the shoes from him, thinking to myself how pretty they were. 

They are so gorgeous! Where did you find them?

Ive never seen them before. They were behind some boxes in the closet with the wigs. 

There were other shoes that I dont remember seeing there too. Im wearing a pair of them.

Taking my eyes off the blue shoes I was holding, I looked Joe up and down. He was dressed to match the shoes he was wearing. Like the ones I was holding, they were gorgeous. 

Hurry and put on a nice evening dress to match the blue shoes. Maybe well do something special, OK?

OK.

Page - 12
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I hurriedly undressed, then took out an evening dress that would match the shoes Joe handed me. Sitting on the side of the bed, I slipped one, then the other foot into the shoes. 

Then I stood up to look at myself in the mirror. I looked simply gorgeous. I felt I represented the best a woman could look. I was slim with a figure to die for. I had very shapely legs enhanced with the right color stockings. The dress held my mid-section between breasts and waist, tight, making me look heavier on top than I really was. My moist lips screamed to be caressed as the soft flowing hair of my wig framed my face. Everything felt so rightand wrongat the same time. 

THE GIANT

I heard some talking from the hallway and thought that Joe was trying to tell me something. Turning around to face him, I looked up, straight into the eyes of a giant. 

You Joyce?

I started to tremble. My mouth opened halfway, but I could not find my voice. 

You OK, arent you?

I nodded yes. 

Good. I am sure our client will be very happy with you. You are a real looker. Come on now, get your coat. Jane is already dressed. Were all waiting for you.

Taking a coat from a closet and a handbag from beside the bed, I numbly followed him out the door and saw Joe standing there with coat and pocketbook, ready to go. Joe looked cute and very sexy as he teetered on his heals next to another giant. I wondered if I looked as pretty to him as he did to me. I looked at Joe, trying to figure if this was something he had set up, but the look he gave me said no. I could tell he was as frightened as I was. 

The two men were very considerate as they lead the way out of the apartment. Joe and I followed behind, looking for some opportunity to talk amongst ourselves. When the chance presented itself, I whispered, asking if he had anything to do with this. He again mouthed the word no.

Both men dwarfed us in the elevator. Our heels did not do much to make up the height difference. They stood aside as we exited the elevator and walked behind us, out of the building and into the street. Stopping because we were not sure which way to go, we watched as they walked around us and opened the rear doors of a nearby car for us to get in to. Joe went to the far side of the car while I went to the door nearest us. We got in and watched as the men closed the doors after us, then opened the front doors and got in. 

In the darkness of the back seat, I had the urge to cry. Joe took my hand when he saw what I might do and whispered something about ruining my makeup. We finally pulled up in front of a theater and were instructed to get out. Our dates would come for us. 
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This was the first time we were out in public en femme and we had no idea why. We were two gorgeous women waiting for their dates. In a nearby window, our reflections showed two women with coats that covered everything but the bottom of our bare legs and our heads. It was erotic to think that I was one of those women. We stood teetering on our heels, looking at our reflections in the window. People around us were dressed in similar fashion, so we didnt stand out. We looked at each other; neither of us had the faintest idea who was coming for us or how they would recognize us. Neither of us mentioned to the other the question foremost in our minds: What was expected of us? 

We could run, I said. 

How far do you think you could run dressed this way? And if we got away, where would we go dressed as we are?

Arent you afraid?

Very much, but with all the people around us, we shouldnt have too much to worry about.

I could see he didnt really believe that. He was trembling as much as I was. Some of it could have been attributed to the cold, but the rest was definitely fear. 

We stood for about ten or maybe fifteen minutes teetering on our high heels, trying to decide what to do. A cool breeze snaked up our legs under our dresses, sending chills from the bottom up. Two men finally approached us. They were much taller than we were and wore long black overcoats. The feeling of helplessness and vulnerability we experi-enced was overwhelming. It was bad enough that men are so much stronger than girls, our clothing compounded the frailty of our situation. We were delicate showpieces on display. What would we do if the men wanted more than mere showpieces? 

Sorry they left you standing here. We should have made provisions for you to wait inside at the very least.

Its all right, Joe responded. 

One man came up beside Joe and the other beside me. Each bent an arm out in our direction. Following Joes lead, I took my dates arm and walked by his side into the theater. 

I was grateful to be rescued from my vulnerable position. This man who had given me his arm was now my protector. Inside, we walked to the check stand and allowed our dates to take our coats. Then we walked towards and up the staircase, followed by our dates. I was much too mentally distracted to consider what our dates were looking at from behind. We finally got to sit on chairs in a side booth and watch a play. 

Everything about me felt exaggerated. I sat on a chair without any arms. That forced me to cup my hands in my lap. From practice with Joe, I knew that I had to maintain a feminine posture. That meant I could not slouch in the chair. Instead, I had to sit with my back straight up against the back of the chair. This caused my chest to protrude. To keep my dress from riding up, I struggled to keep my legs together as I shifted my heel-clad feet Page - 14
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from one side to the other. I really tried to keep my eyes on the stage, but the fear that I would be made kept me looking at others who might be looking at me. Playing with my hair gave me an excuse to look around as I occasionally caught a glance from my date. I cant tell you what was going on, on the stage. I was too nervous wondering how the evening was going to end. 

Both our dates seemed to be genuinely interested in the performance on stage. When the intermission began, Joe said that he needed to use the ladies room. It was obvious that I would accompany him. The men made way for us to get out of our seats and into the hallway. 

As we walked, we talked quickly and quietly. While walking and talking, I felt the pull of the clothing and jiggle of my chest; each step was restricted by the tight dress, forcing me to take small, delicate and balanced steps. Swiveling my rear end from side to side made taking each step a bit easier. It was an enticing image I was creating. Although I didnt look back to see if our dates were watching us, I could only imagine they were. 

Joe, I cant go on with this. They are going to expect something more from us later on. 

What are we going to do?

First, keep your cool. As long as they think we are real woman, were OK.

Thats fine for now. But what happens later on when they bring us to their apartment, or maybe want to come to our apartment?

We can never allow them to come to our apartment. If they try to bring us to their apartment, well have to make up some excuse why we cant. You know, something like we are both having our periods.

You think they would buy that?

Its a legitimate excuse. My mother uses it all the time with my father.

We finally reached the ladies room. I stood and watched as Joe calmly entered without hesitation. Feeling a bit silly standing alone in front of the ladies room, I entered it as well. 

We were not alone, but the other women fixing their faces in the mirror hardly paid us any attention. The door to Joes stall was closing as I entered the adjacent one. I heard the rus-tling and saw his heels moving back and forth. I imagined he was trying to raise his dress and lower his panties enough to be able to make. 

Sitting on the toilet with my dress wrapped around my waist, I took stock of the situation. It would have been ridiculous except for the fact that my breasts made it hard to look down at my crotch without extending my neck. My hair fell down on the sides of my face as I looked down at my spread legs teetering on heels. I imagined the spread legs belong-ing to a real woman. My problem at the moment was that those legs were mine. 

By the time I finished my business and exited the stall, Joe was standing in front of the mirror, reapplying his lipstick. I followed his lead and did the same. We looked ourselves over carefully to make sure no hint of our male selves could be seen. Standing sideways, Page - 15
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we looked at the profiles we made. We were both a bit lacking in the rear, but the rest confirmed us as women. Finishing by smacking our lips together, we put our lipstick tubes into our handbags and looked at each other helplessly before exiting the ladies room. 

We did not talk much as we made our way back to our dates. Most of those we passed near the womans room were women. As we got closer to our seats, we had to negotiate around many men, each of them making us feel small and vulnerable. Among women, we were on a more equal footing. Men, however, made us feel smaller than we really were. 

They were so much bigger than we were and they walked with a sure-footedness we could only remember. As we negotiated through the crowd, I felt little jiggles of chest and rear amplified by the heels I now wore. 

I barely remember what our dates said. I was too terrified and too obsessed with looking and acting the part to pay them much attention. It was probably a compliment of some kind. I must have reacted correctly because there was no negative reaction. 

Our dates were real gentlemen. They could not have treated the two young women they escorted with more concern. They stood back and let us go first, occasionally correct-ing us when we were not sure of the direction. They cleared the way for us to reach the coat room and then again to exit the theater. Walking down the stairs was at least twice as hard as walking up. When you cant see the stair you are stepping onto, you dont really know when your heels will make contact, and that is alarming. It was therefore imperative to hold on to something. Before I had the chance of grabbing the banister, my date made his arm available to me. Joes date did the same. 

Once out of the theater and on the street, we walked hand in arm for a few blocks before entering a restaurant. From the time we met our dates till we exited the theater, the only conversation was polite chit chat. That changed once we were walking on the street. 

During our walk, our dates tried engaging us in conversation. We were still frightened at being made, and not sure what our obligations were. 

Is this your first escort?

Yes, I said. 

So I guess you are not sure of what the deal is?

Yes that is true.

Didnt your manager explain everything?

Well yes, if you believe everything that was said.

I dont want to get into your relationship with your manager, but I will tell you this, everything is on the up and up. We are here for business. Evenings are lonely for guys who travel a lot. We are just looking for company, someone to share the events of the evening, someone to talk and maybe laugh with. Is this what you were told?

Pretty much.
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In that case, relax and enjoy the rest of the evening. Nothing is going to happen that you dont what to happen. OK?

OK?

So what did you girls think about the performance?

We hadnt practiced talking as women much and neither of us was sure how our voices would be perceived. Our dates did not give up. They paid for escorts and they wanted conversation. They were sensitive to us, knowing that this was our first time. Still, they wanted us to engage them in conversation. 

By the time we arrived at the restaurant, our relationships had warmed and conversation was easier. Walking dressed as we were and conversing on subjects that required thought was difficult. Holding my dates arm forced me to match his pace. At the same time, I had to watch the sidewalk for irregularities that could create problems with the beautiful heels I wore. I kept imagining how others saw my legs, perched on the heels. I knew I looked sexy and that made walking a bit easier. 

Our dates were perceptive and slowed their pace to accommodate us. This gave us more time to overcome our shyness and test the waters of conversation. By the time we reached the restaurant, it was easier to respond to their questions or comments. While one date opened the door, the other held it open till we were in. The four of us stood talking while waiting for a table. I could see my dates eyes dart from my chest to my face several times. I cant say I blamed him. My chest stood out and jiggled as I walked. Actually, having him look at my chest increased my confidence. It assured me that he was not questioning my sexuality. 

When the hostess finally came and escorted us to a table, my date followed me and was followed by Joe, whose date followed her. We were helped off with our coats before sitting at a square four-sided table. My date sat next to me and continued conversing on any subject I showed the least bit of interest in. My replies got longer as I became more secure and comfortable with him. Every time his eyes darted between mine and my breasts, it raised my confidence. As I became more confident, it became easier to talk and express my opin-ions. We were lucky in that both Joe and I were well read and had just enough knowledge to be conversant in many subjects. 

It was after midnight when we exited the restaurant. It was hard to believe that we had sat there for more than two hours, conversing with our gentlemen dates. It was a relief to get up and walk a bit. Sitting in one place dressed in layers as we were while keeping our feet in the extended position demanded by the shoes we wore, was tiring. Everything we did was on display, and we had to make sure that we displayed well. The time we went to the ladies room made us aware of just how much we were on display. 

In the cool night air, it was decided that we should walk a bit. I dont know who decided that, but it was a welcome decision. It was chilly out and I was glad to have an arm Page - 17
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to hold on to. Walking and talking was a lot easier than before. I felt more confident with each step. I had a man who was considerate of my femininity, my vulnerability. 

We walked and talked for another hour. The time went by fast. When they decided to call it a night, because they had a lot of work the next day, it was sort of a relief. It was also a let-down. We had been on stage and we passed. That was a wonderful feeling. Now we would be going back to our drab lives. There was no thrill in that. 

We got into a cab and our dates asked where they could drop us off. We gave them an address near my house, still unsure of what was going to happen. At the corner we desig-nated, all four of us got out. While the cab waited, we made small talk about the evening and some of the subjects that had come up in conversation. Then our dates took us in hand and gave us a kiss on the lips. Maybe I should have objected, but I didnt. It was comfortable to be held close to his body. The kiss was soft and long-lasting. I closed my eyes so that I could enjoy the feel of his lips on mine. I opened my eyes as he pulled away. I felt a bit lonely standing there separated from him. The evening had taught me to enjoy this mans comforting touch and attention. I began to feel deserted. I know it doesnt not make much sense, but thats how I felt. After parting, my date, acting as spokesman for the two of them, said. 

It was a pleasure spending the evening with you. Maybe we can do it again next time we are in the city. If we dont see you again, we wish you both the best of luck. You are beautiful girls deserving of wonderful husbands. I am sure you will find the right men.

They then turned to get back in the cab. The second one, before entering the cab, turned and gave me an envelope. 

Charlie asked that I give this to you. Good night ladies, take care.

I put the envelope in my pocketbook as we stood and watched the cab drive away. 

Shaking and relieved that the evening had not come to a bad end, we walked arm in arm towards my building. About half a block before reaching the entrance to the building, our two giants appeared by our sides. 

The real Joyce and Jane appeared after you two met with our clients. While they apol-ogized for being late, they didnt know anything about you two. You gonna tell us whats up or are we going to have to take steps to find out?

They grabbed our arms and directed us towards a restaurant that was still open. We probably could have screamed for help, but considering the truth of our situation, it would have been very embarrassing for all concerned. We did what we were told. Although demanding, they were very considerate and gentle with us. With the four of us sitting in a booth, they waited for our stories. 

If you dont tell us the whole truth, you may not be going home, ever again.

I was going to tell them everything and hope that after they finished with us, I would still be alive. I was lucky, Joe interrupted me. He told them some story about a man we had met who promised us money for spending an evening with some refined gentle-Page - 18
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men. He said that we were real lookers and that was the reason he was making the offer. 

He also specified that that there would not be any sexual activity. He said that clients in town for short periods needed to be escorted, and that it paid well. We never said our names were Joyce and Jenny but assumed that those were our names for the evening. Joe then took the envelope from my pocketbook and gave it to our two captors. 

There was a lot of money in the envelope. One of the men counted it out several times, the last time dividing the money into three piles. One pile was pushed towards me and the other towards Joe. 

I guess you girls did good tonight. Seems they were very impressed with you. I guess this means you are in. Next

time, you have to call Charlie

first. Just let him know youre

ready to go out on assignment

and hell give you the particu-

lars. We do have some rules

you have to stick by. You are

never to use your real names

or any other identification

while on assignment. In addi-

tion, sex of any kind is not

permitted. Questions?

We looked at each, then

shook our heads no.

Fine, hope well be seeing

you again soon.

With that, they left, leav-

ing two piles of cash and

Charlies business card be-

hind. 

After talking a while lon-

ger, trying to understand

what had happened, we got

up, paid the bill and left for

our secret apartment. 

Once inside the apart-

ment, we closed, then locked

the door. Rushing into one of

the bedrooms, we opened our

pocketbooks to count the

money. We had earned $250
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plus Charlies business card. We had been escorts, not prostitutes, for the evening. Call-ing our parents to let them know everything was OK, we fell asleep in a different bedroom. 

OUR NAMES

The light flooding the room woke us up the following morning. We had finally found our names; Joyce and Jane. 

Finding gowns, we put them on and met in the hallway. Joe looked as beat as I felt. 

Well Joyce, how are you feeling this morning?

I looked at Joe, trying to decide how I should respond. I replied, Fine, Jane.

Its kind of late, and theres nothing to eat in the kitchen. What do you suggest?

My parents must be gone for the day by now. We can get something to eat there.

As we turned to walk back into the rooms that contained our clothes, Jane yelled out, 

You dont have to get dressed up for breakfast, Joyce. We can come back and change later. That meant we were going as girls to my apartment. 

In my room, I dressed in casual clothes with medium height heels. Sitting at the vanity, I fixed my face and hair. Once ready, I stood up and took stock of myself in the mirror. 

Yes, I still looked good. I was first into the hallway. As I approached Janes room, she came out. Dressed casually, she looked just as good as she had the night before. Taking our male clothing, we exited the apartment. Since we had no key for the door, we left it open. 

Luckily, the elevator was automated so we didnt have to deal with an attendant. However, the walls of the elevator were mirrored and the images reflecting back at us were mesmerizing. There was no hint of our identities. That was disturbing. How could we pass so completely as women? 

Before entering my apartment, I knocked on the door. When there was no answer, I rang the doorbell. Again, there was no answer. Taking the key, I opened the door. The apartment was dark. With Jane inside, I closed the door then we walked towards the center of the apartment. We were alone, thank goodness. We didnt bother changing our clothes. First order of business was food. 

In the kitchen, I put on my mothers apron and set about making eggs and toast as Jane set the table. She looked pretty as she sat there waiting to be served. I did my best to make sure that I didnt get the clothes dirty. Sitting and eating as two women felt very natural. 

In between mouthfuls, we reviewed the previous evenings events. Had we known what to expect, maybe we could have had a better time. Best of all, we were paid for it. The question now was, did we want to do it again? If so, how should we go about it? 
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Jane suggested we contact Charlie and get his reaction. Maybe something could be arranged? Jane was about to call from my phone, but then thought better of it. If the phone was traced, it would lead back to us. The apartment would be empty for several more hours and the logical solution seemed to be that we should call from there. Neither of us remembered if there was a phone in the apartment. 

Back in our apartment, we found a phone. Joe dialed Charlies number. 

Hello, this is Charlie.

Hello, this is Jane and Joyce from last night.

Yes, what do you want?

Well, we are not the real Jane and Joyce.

I know.

We are sharing an apartment in the building and accidentally walked into this one. 

When the two men entered the apartment and approached us, we were too frightened to say or do anything other than follow their directions.

Go on.

Well, we had a really good time last night, and we were thinking that if this is like a business, maybe we could join? And since we really werent supposed to go out last night, well gladly refund the money to whoever it belongs to.

The phone was quiet as Charlie thought about it. 

This is an escort service. Prostitution or any sexual contact of any kind is not allowed and strictly forbidden. Is that the idea you have of this service?

Actually, we are glad that sex is not part of the service. If it were, we would not be interested.

OK, I can use more escorts. However, you should be aware that our clients are very private and sometimes well-known people. If we accept you, you should be aware that everything must be held in the strictest confidence. Can you be trusted?

Yes, for sure!

Well, since the report on you for last night was positive, Ill move you along in the application process. Can both of you be available tonight?

Jane looked at me as I nodded yes. 

Yes, we can make it.

Fine, in that case, Ill pick you both up from the apartment tonight, say about 8 PM. 

OK?

Yes, well be ready.
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Make sure to dress appropriately. Use clothing from the apartment. Assume we are going out for dinner, but I want you to look real good. From what I hear, you looked good last night, but this is a job interview so I want you to look especially good.

Well be ready.

With that, the phone went dead. We sat and looked at each other without saying a word. 

Do you think we can really pull this off, I asked. 

We did last night, didnt we? Weve had a lot of time to practice. Weve been doing this for over a year now. We should be ready to face the world. Last night proved were able to do it. Why dont we start getting ready now? We want to make a big impression. 

Imagine, earning $125 for an evening of fun.

We went into our respective rooms and began looking through the clothes, trying to decide which items would make the best impression. We were like kids in a candy shop as we tried on one outfit after another, then looked to each other for an opinion. By late afternoon, we had settled on what we would wear. It was getting close to dinnertime; the only food available to us was in my apartment. Taking the elevator down, we exited just as my mother was coming out of another elevator. She walked toward our door while we walked toward another door. Standing in front of the other door, we waited until she was inside our apartment before going back to the elevator for our trip back to our apartment. We would have to temporarily forget about food. It had been a close call. Thank goodness my Mom didnt recognize the two of us. That would have been disastrous. 

In the apartment, we sat near the window, looking down at the people, each busy with his or her own things to do. In the semi-darkened room, Jane looked beautiful. 

You know, if I was a boy, I would be head over heels for you. You are one of the most beautiful girls I have seen in a long time. And you have great legs!

I was thinking the same thing about you.

Really?

Yes, really. Im not a lesbian, but if I was one, I would jump your bones without a second thought.

Do you think Charlie will feel the same about us as we feel about each other?

I wouldnt be surprised if he has an erection during the time he is with us.

This is going to be a very interesting evening.

An hour before Charlie was to show, we began preparing in earnest. The mirror told us what we saw, but we needed confirmation from each other. When we felt ready, we sat down in the foyer and waited. 

What about names?
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What?

You know, what names should we use?

Why cant we just stay with Joyce and Jane?

Well, there are two other women with those names. And I bet Charlie would like to know our real names.

We bounced names off each other and finally settled on Sarah and Dawn. I was Sarah. 

SARAH AND DAWN

In the apartment, we com-

mented on each other, pointing

out areas that needed a bit

more attention. At no time did

we ever reference the fact that

we were really boys. We prac-

ticed walking back and forth a

few times, trying to determine

the best way to look sexy. We

wanted to make sure that we

made a positive impression on

Charlie. We were getting giddy

and began imagining what

Charlie would look like. Twirl-

ing around on one heel, I

stopped mid-way. A man was

watching us from the darkened

corridor. 

I think you both look real

nice.

Thank you, we cooed. 

Why dont you get your

coats and pocketbooks and

well go.

Running as best one can in

high heels, we went back to

our respective rooms and came

out wearing coats and carrying

pocketbooks. He, like most of

the men we came across, was

much larger than us. The size
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difference plus the way he treated us was comforting. It increased our security and made us feel freer about what we were doing and what we said. 

It felt good to have a man accompany us. It felt protective. It also relieved us of having to make decisions. He told us what to do, where and when. Following his directions, after a five-block walk, we came to a small Italian restaurant. Charlie was recognized and immediately escorted, with us in tow, to a large round table at the rear. Taking our coats, he allowed us to slide in on the round bench seat before sitting himself. 

So, what do you girls want?

What do you mean?

Lets start with the food. What would you like to eat?

We were too nervous to be hungry, but Charlie insisted that we have something. Dawn and I were willing to settle for hamburgers, but Charlie insisted that we take something more substantial. Before we could decide, Charlie ordered for us. His order was more elaborate than we would have expected. Spaghetti in sauce tends to splatter. It was a lot messier than we would have liked; we knew instinctively that we had to be careful. This was a job interview and the clothes we wore, were not ours. Glasses of wine came first. 

Come, come girls, there is nothing wrong with the food.

There was something about the way he said that. We decided to eat slowly, being extra careful not to get our clothes dirty. While Charlie ate, he kept watching our table manners. 

Soon, the wine went to our heads. I could tell the wine was affecting Dawn as much as it was me. By the time the third course came, Charlie was sitting between Dawn and myself. 

I have no idea how he got there. There was a lot of conversation; after a while, I could feel Charlies arm around my shoulders. At first, it was comforting, but soon it turned into something more as it slid down my chest. Dawn started reacting to the situation when I suddenly moved away and in a very loud voice said, We are not going there. Do you understand?

Charlie moved closer to me as I backed away. 

We are not going to do that, I said. 

What do you mean?

Nothing physical. Thats what I mean.

I was shaking as Charlie looked me straight in the eye. It was obvious what he wanted and there was no way either of us could accommodate. 

I usually get what I want!

Not from this girl, you dont!
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Charlie stared in what I perceived as a threatening manner. Finally, he reached back and pulled out a small wallet of sorts. Putting a $100 bill on the table, he asked, Does this change your mind?

No!

He stopped putting bills on the table after $1000 had accumulated. When I still said no and Dawn agreed with me, he smiled. 

Well you are both a bit drunk and $1000 is a lot of money to turn away for a short romp in the sack, but that is what I wanted to see. I need girls that can restrain themselves. 

I need to know that the only thing that you provide is company in public places. It would cost too much if one of you girls got into bed with one of my clients. Often, wives order the escorts with the understanding that under no circumstances will there be any fooling around.

Dawn and I listened to Charlie. If he only knew the reason we would not, could not, fool around. 

There was music in the background; a man who had been sitting at an adjacent table asked me to dance. Although I shook my head no, he kept insisting. Finally Charlie said, 

Go dance, Dearie. I wasnt sure if this was a test or what. Please, I would like to see how you dance.

I continued looking at him for a moment, then began sliding out from the booth. My companion escorted me to the floor, then wrapped his arm around my waist and began moving. My head was still not very clear as I looked back at the table and saw another man asking Dawn for a dance. Charlies hand motions made it clear to me that he wanted her to dance as well. We both put on the best act we could. Not only had we never danced with a man before, we had never danced in heels before. Heels, coupled with the fog of wine, made doing anything more than a few simple steps almost impossible. We were lucky that our dance partners held us close. That helped keep us stay in the upright position. 

We were the only two couples dancing. Some patrons watched us while others turned to continue eating. On the dance floor, we were subject to innuendoes of desire. That was apparent when one of my dance partners feet positioned itself between mine. Although it was the standard dancing position for two people dancing together, having his leg between mine rubbing against my crotch made me feel that there was more to it. I cant say how many times my dancing partners hand slid down to my rear. Each time, I lifted it, telling him that his action would not be tolerated. Three dances later, I didnt care if Charlie wanted me to dance more, I was tired of trying to keep a distance from my dance partner, keeping his hands off me, keeping his leg from rubbing up against me and doing it all in heels and tight skirt. The same was true of Dawn. At the end of the last dance, we both walked back to the table where Charlie sat. He didnt say anything as we quietly sat beside him and asked for water. 
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OK, you girls have done pretty well. You need some more polish, but I think in time youll develop the proper techniques.

Charlie began asking us personal questions. He wanted to know about our families, where we were brought up, what schools we attended, etc. He seemed to respect the fact that we didnt want to give out any personal information beyond the fact that we had graduated High School and that we were both single with no outside obligations. 

I can respect that, he said. Just so you understand, I pay in cash, there are no additional benefits. The clothes you choose to wear need to show off a bit more skin. It looks as though youve padded your bras. That would eventually become obvious. Ill leave some special cream in the apartment for you to use. It takes about a half-hour for the effects to show and they last between five to six hours. Initially, it should boost your chest by one cup size. After repeated use of six months or so, it may boost your chest by two cup sizes. 

Any problems with that?

No, we both answered. 

Good. Give me a call in a couple of days and lets see what I can set up for you.

We stood up to go. Instead of shaking hands, Charlie took Dawn, then myself, in hand and tongue kissed us. He bent us backwards, holding us up with one hand. He was so forceful that neither of us resisted. When he finished with us, we just stood there, not sure how to react. He turned his back to us and walked away. We were still in shock as his two giants came up beside us, ready to escort us back to the apartment. We walked hand in arm to the front of the building where the two giants gave us equally passionate kisses. 

See you later, they said, then disappeared down the street. 

We stood on the sidewalk dumbly looked at their backsides, trying to recover enough to make a decision. Dawn took my arm and instead of pulling me into the building, she pulled me alongside the building. We walked around the building; by the time we reached the front door, our minds had cleared from the effects of the wine and the passion just shown us. 

I walked in the front door after Dawn. As I looked back to pass the door to the next person, I was shocked. It was my mother. She smiled at me and said Thank you, evidently not recognizing her son. Dawn and I were very quiet as we got into the elevator and rode to the fourth floor. When my mother got out, we let out a sigh of relief. On our floor, we slowly walked toward the apartment. Once inside, we needed to relax. Too much had happened and we needed to talk. 

After taking off our coats and dropping our pocketbooks, we drifted into one of the rooms which contained several chairs. After we sat for a while not saying anything, Dawn broke the silence. 

Do you think we can really do this?
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Charlie thinks we are girls. Everyone thinks we are girls. When I look at us, I think we are girls. Besides, the money is great and there are side benefits. We get to see shows and eat at fancy places. Best of all, there is no sex.

Yes, it would seem like a good deal. But it would mean spending a good deal of time as a woman, maybe even growing our hair long. And dont forget Charlie mentioned something about a cream to boost our chest sizes.

THE CREAM

I stood up and walked into the bathroom. In the cabinet was a tube of cream marked

Bust Inducer. Coming back into the room, I showed it to Dawn. 

What do you think?

Maybe we should try it to see what it really does?

It was late at night and we were both intent on going home. After undressing and cleaning off our girly facades, we dressed in our boy clothing. Before putting on our undershirts, we spread the cream Charlie had suggested liberally over our pectorals. It felt warm, but otherwise there was no reaction. 

My mother was glad to see me when I got in. Telling her I was tired, I went straight to my bedroom. I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. Next thing I knew, Mother was shaking me to wake up. I had fallen asleep with all my clothes on and she was about to leave for work. I would be alone in the house after that. When I heard the door close after her, I sat up in bed. I had a hangover from the previous nights wine. I needed to clean up and take a shower. Standing, I dropped all my clothes in place and headed for the bathroom, still half-asleep. 

I couldnt really focus on myself in the mirror. I needed water to wake me up. In the shower, I soaped myself as I normally do. Different parts of my body felt sore. I had spent almost two days dressed as a woman, something my body was not used to. I was sure the ache in my calves was due to wearing heels. Maybe the tingling sensation I felt in my chest was the result of wearing a bra supplemented with birdseed-filled stockings. Even my ass felt different. Evidently, my body did not take kindly to the rigors of dressing female. 

I was still feeling achy when I got out of the shower and toweled off. Back in my bedroom, I took out a pair of clean underpants and put them on. Finding a clean undershirt, I put it on. Pulling it down, I looked at myself in the mirror. Something did not look right. I had two protrusions on my chest. Pulling the undershirt up, I took a closer look. Yup, I had more of a chest than I remembered. 

Cupping one breast with my hand, I lifted it, then let it drop. Then it dawned to me, I had developed breasts. Taking the undershirt off, I jumped up and down several times. 

The jiggle was there and it hurt. There was no doubt that the cream we found in the apartment had something to do with this. The question in my mind was how large were my Page - 27
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new breasts? There was no droop, they just stood straight out which is why I hadnt noticed them in the first place. 

Out of curiosity, I went to my mothers room and found one of her bras. Putting it on, I positioned it, then lifted as much chest as I could grab and let it settle into the cup. I filled her B size cups and then some. Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt strange. I felt exposed, as though I should be wearing more clothes. I looked somewhat like my mother, a younger version of her, except that I had short hair and wore my sons underpants. I had the overwhelming urge to not be so exposed. I knew my Mom never walked around like this. She was always careful to be conservatively dressed. As I looked in the mirror, I thought of how my mother would disapprove of my image. 

I cant explain the urges that prompted me into action, but I needed to change the mirror image. I took off my underpants and after finding a pair of fresh panties in Moms dresser, I put them on. In the mirror, I looked like a younger version of my mother. My mother always had a thing about walking around with bare legs. She claimed that she felt undressed with bare legs. The only time she agreed to be seen with bare legs was outdoors in the summer while wearing shorts. Finding a pair of pantyhose, I sat on the edge of her bed and put them on. The look in the mirror was better. 

It wasnt hard finding the skirt and short sleeve pullover Mom had worn that morning. 

The outfits she wore in the morning were the same ones she would wear in the evening after coming home from work. I felt an urgency to try them on. Stepping into her skirt, I pulled it up to my waist, rotated it till the zipper was in the rear, then pulled it all the way up and closed the skirt with the two buttons built into the waist seam. I was still uncomfortable with my mirror image because it showed too much of my naked breasts through the sheer bra. Taking the short sleeve pullover, I inserted my arms, then pulled it over my head and down against my body. I understood why my mother preferred wearing pullovers of this type. It was soft and comfortable as it hugged my torso below my breasts. The V neck was open enough to show some bare chest and hint at the lusciousness of the two baby feeders gently bouncing with each movement. 

My mirror image now appeared better, but there were still things to be done. Walking without shoes might rip the pantyhose. My mothers house shoes were practical full slip-on flats with a quarter-inch heel. Some days when she felt livelier, she wore 2 cloth wedges. On those days, my father was obviously more attentive to her needs. Since I was not looking for my fathers attention, I put on a pair of her flats, then stood in front of the mirror. I felt a level of satisfaction with how I looked and felt. Still, it was obvious that more needed to be done. 

My hair was too short. I knew that my mother did not have any wigs, but I remembered something about a fall. It took a while to find it. It took some effort to position it and brush in into my own hair so that it looked natural. It only reached my shoulders, but there was enough of it to frame my face as well. 
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Sitting at her vanity, I found an old unused necklace that had her first name on it. I put it on so that it hung across my bare chest. My mother was never without earrings, so finding some, I put them on. My chest heaved as I got closer to the look I wanted. My next move required the application of makeup. Since Joe and I had been applying makeup for a while now, the only problem was to apply it in my mothers style. Before getting up from the vanity, there were still a few odds and ends that needed to be completed. A few more jewelry items and a ring that when swiveled round, looked like a wedding ring, completed the look. When finished, I went back to the full-length mirror and looked at myself. I looked like a younger version of my mother. I was thrilled with the look and wondered how my father would react if he thought I was his wife. 

I felt that looking as I did, there were things that needed doing around the house. It was clear what my first task should be: clean my sons room. I stood at the entrance to the room, placing my hands on my hips. I thought about how much of a slob he was. Taking things in hand, I started cleaning and straightening his room. As I put his dirty clothing in the laundry basket, I thought that he might need them later. As his mother, though, I was more concerned that everything was straightened up. 

I had an urge to continue doing what I knew my mother did during the day. I was comfortable pretending to be her by cleaning and straightening up. It made me feel useful and gave me something to do. Around noon, I prepared something to eat. I didnt want to sit alone in the kitchen so I decided to eat in the living room while watching TV. I was determined to eat without leaving a mess I would have to clean up. Walking back and forth between the kitchen and living room I prepared a space to sit and eat, just as I had seen my mother do many times for my father. When I finally sat down to eat, I felt satisfied I had done it properly. I am sure my mother would be proud of what her new daughter had done. 

When the doorbell rang, I jumped up to answer it. Without thinking, I opened the door. Joe was standing there. He looked at me and didnt say anything, and neither did I. I was trying to calm myself after the stupid move I had just made. I was so into being my mother that I had reacted just as she would have. Luckily it was only Joe. Joe continued looking at me stupidly. I said Yes? to him. 

He began stuttering. Mrs . . . I guess he didnt expect to find my mother at home during the day. It took a while for him to realize who had answered the door. When I smiled, he finally knew. 

Hey Joe, whats up? I thought we were getting together tomorrow or maybe the day after?

Yeah, thats what we agreed. But I have a problem.

Come in and tell me what your problem is.

Before I get into that, whats the deal? Youre dressed in your mothers clothes? You know, you look a lot like her.
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Thank you, thats very nice of you to say. I cant really explain it. I got up this morning and had an urge to dress in her clothing. Once I was dressed, it felt right to fix my hair and put on makeup. I looked so much like my mother, I thought I should be doing the things she normally does. I began to imagine what it must be like to be her. Its like one thing led to another. Everything I did seemed natural. 

Ive been dressed like this and busy all morning. I havent the faintest idea why I am doing this, but for whatever reason, it feels right. So tell me, whyd you come over suddenly?

Joe looked at me, then lifted his bulky sweatshirt. He had two slightly sagging breasts, larger than mine. I in turn lifted my pullover to reveal my own flesh-filled bra cups. 

What are we going to do?

I dont know, I said as I walked towards the kitchen to make some coffee for both of us. How do you want your coffee? I asked. 

Joe looked at me as though something was off. 

Whats wrong? I asked. 

Youre acting like your mom would act, as if all this is natural.

I know its not. Acting like my mom makes me feel good.

Doesnt it upset you that you are doing these things because you need to do them?

I dont know. It just seems natural. Yes, I know we shouldnt have breasts, but we have been walking around the city for the past two days with pretend breasts. Now we have real ones. So what is there to get all worked up about?

We are boys, and boys do not have breasts!

Well, real boys dont go out on dates dressed as girls either.

Joe sat down on the couch as I went into the kitchen to bring out the coffee. With his head between his hands, he asked what I planned on doing when my mother showed up. 

I guess Ill put my boy clothes back on then. Would you like to wear some of my mothers clothes till then also?

Whats wrong with you? This is not natural. Pretending to be girls is one thing, but living as one is just not normal.

I could see that Joe was disturbed. Sitting down by his side, I tried to comfort him. I have breasts also. When I wear my mothers clothes, they dont feel all that uncomfortable, I told Joe. My breasts may not be as large as yours, but they are all mine. They may even be bigger than my moms.

And you dont find this strange?
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I did at first, but then I got this urge to dress in my mothers clothes. All of a sudden it didnt seem like such a big deal.

So what are you going to do later when youre dressed in your boy clothes? Dont you think your breasts will be obvious?

Yeah, that could be a problem. Maybe we shouldnt have used the cream. I assume that is what did this to us.

No use looking back. We did what we did. Charlie mentioned something about it lasting for only 5 or 6 hours. Maybe by the time your mother comes home, well return to normal.

I hope so, but Charlie also mentioned that it would only increase our breast by one size. Instead, Ive gone to something larger than a B cup. You look as though you may be a C. So who knows what will really happen?

We were silent for a time thinking about the future when Joe suddenly asked if my Mom had extra clothes he could wear. I took him into the bedroom, laid out some clothes for him and went back to the kitchen. When he finally came into the kitchen, it was obvious that my mothers bra was not large enough for him. He wore a scarf on his head since I didnt have another fall but otherwise he looked pretty good. Sitting at the table, we sipped our coffees and looked at each other. 

Maybe theres some healing effect to cleaning the house. Why dont I join you?

Before getting a chance to continue cleaning the house with Joes help, the phone rang and I answered it. 

Hello, Mom. Joe looked at me. 

Were just hanging around, not doing much.

You want me to do some shopping for you? I repeated, so that Joe would know what the conversation was about. 

I gave Joe a look. How could I say no to my mother, especially after just telling her that we didnt have anything to do? When I finally got off the phone, it was evident that, I would go shopping for my mother, maybe with Joes company. 

I started walking back into the apartment to redress in my boy clothes when Joe stopped me. 

Why cant we go as we are?

I looked at him, trying to decide what good reasons there might be for us not to go dressed as we were. Since we had spent two days dressed and passing as females, legitimate excuses were hard to come by. 

OK, this feels odd, but lets do it.

Page - 31

HEELS/ESCORT SERVICE

BY BIBI DORB

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

I got my moms pocketbook with the money in it; Joe took out two coats from the closet. Putting them on, we walked out the door. Joe went to get the elevator as I found the keys to the apartment and locked it. By the time I reached the elevator, it had arrived. Con-trary to the last time we walked in or out of the building, this time we wore flats. Flats attracted less attention than heels would as we walked out onto the street. 

It was the middle of the day and there were not many people coming or going. We walked two blocks to the supermarket, casually talking. We made our purchases and got back to the apartment without incident. The adventure emphasized my feelings of being my mom more than anything I had done to that point. The two-block walk was different in several ways. We were doing it of our own volition, at our own leisurely pace; we wore flats, and we both had real breasts which jiggled at each step. On the way back, we stopping thinking about our jiggling breasts. It was becoming just natural. 

Back in the apartment, we put everything away and then continued the housework we had previously left. After washing the dishes, we set about looking for other chores that needed to be done. Finally, with little left to do, Joe found some of my mothers womens magazines. He convinced me to sit with him on the living room couch and look through them. It was silly but there were a lot of clothes that I could see myself wearing. I was uncomfortable sitting with my girlfriend, dressed in my mothers outfit, looking at clothes I would like to wear. It just didnt seem right. 

We fell asleep on the couch and woke about an hour before my mother was expected to return. We were lucky; our chests had diminished in size. Our breasts were not completely gone, but they were not so big that they couldnt be hidden. Within 20 minutes, we were dressed in our boy clothes and everything of my mothers had been put back in place. 

When my mother arrived home, she found two boys sitting on the couch, watching car-toons on TV. Joe ate dinner with us, then went home. 

SECOND USE OF CREAM

The following day we met in the apartment, dressed as was our custom, then sat to discuss our new developments. Using the cream would be a big benefit when working with Charlie. It made our female images even more real. We had to be careful when coming home that our bulges, if they hadnt gone down, would be hidden. We decided to apply the cream again during the day so we could be aware of how much time it took for things to happen. 

It took about a half-hour before the itching began. When the itching increased dramati-cally, no amount of rubbing made it go away. The itching progressed into mild pain that got more painful by the second. When the pain finally subsided, there was a slight tickling effect which soon died away as well. When there were no more uncomfortable signs, the bra I had been wearing was full, and then some. Joe had a delayed reaction, but when it began, he went through the same symptoms as myself. We had been so preoccupied with our developing physiques, that we failed to notice how much time had gone by. 
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In my case, there wasnt much to look at. Joe sat, quietly watching me go through the change. When his turn finally came, I sat and watched him. It was only when I stood up that I noticed there were more changes to my body. My rear had gotten larger as well. Joe became aware that something was wrong when he saw me feeling my rear end. It was obvious that my skirt was much tighter than it had been before. As we looked at my backside, Joes started to itch. I could see the slow but steady increase in size. 

Did this also happen to us yesterday?

I dont remember feeling like it did. Maybe it did and we just didnt notice?

We sat down on chairs, looking at each other. It was amazing that we looked so good, just like real women. We were dressed modestly since we had no plans of going out. That meant blouses, skirts, hose and heels. Our faces were made up, framed by the wigs we had gotten used to wearing. The result was that we acted and moved like women. It felt so natural that we didnt bother to bring it up in conversation. Now all we had to do was wait till the chemical wore off and we could dress back in our boy clothing. 

The change must have taken a lot of energy out of us. Soon we were both very hungry. 

I suggested we go back to my apartment for something to eat. We made our way to the door without thinking to wear coats or take along pocketbooks. Reaching the door to the apartment, I pulled it open then looked back to hand it to Joe. My next step brought me into contact with a chest. It belonged to one of the giants. 

They were glad to see us it was obvious. Joe was flanked by one giant as I was by the other. Smiles spread across their faces as they complimented us for looking so good. Looking down, we thanked them for the compliment. I watched as Joe raised her head to look at her giant. It happened so fast there was no time to react. With one hand reaching behind her back, her giant pulled her close and placed his mouth over hers. As his tongue entered her mouth, there was a whimper of protest before Joe succumbed to the lust of the kiss. 

Half in shock as I watched, I failed to realize that the same thing was happening to me. My first reaction was to push him away. I was powerless against him. I could feel that my efforts to keep him from me were having no effect. I began protesting when his mouth suddenly covered mine. I knew what was coming next, and I didnt want it. I was struggling in his grip when his tongue entered my mouth. In muffled tones, I tried objecting before I, too, succumbed to the lust of the kiss. I placed my arms around his neck to pull him closer as he gently lifted me off the ground. 

With lipstick over their faces, the giants let us down, then told us that we were going for lunch. Coming back out of the apartment with coats and pocketbooks, we each took a wet tissue and cleaned the lipstick off our respective giants face. Following their lead, we took the elevator down and walked out of the building. Walking arm in arm, we walked for some blocks before reaching a restaurant of their choice. I dont remember how many blocks we walked. I just remember feeling protected, alive, vulnerable, and thinking that it was great to have a man at my side. Nothing else seemed to matter. 
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Not only was the food great, but so was the conversation. The only thing missing was the fulfillment of giving myself to my giant. I cannot convey the feelings that coursed through me. I wanted to give myself to him. I wanted to bear his children. I wanted all those thingsuntil we made it back to the front door of my building. Then reality set in. I was a boy in womens clothes, and I would soon be back in my male clothes. 

Our giants left us at the entrance to the building. We walked into the lobby, feeling alone. When we finally got back upstairs, we looked at each other. 

What just happened? It was like a dream. All of a sudden, I had this desire to be a real woman. I wanted to give myself to my giant. I was thrilled walking by his side and I would have done almost anything to have his babies. Of course, I know that is not possible.

I felt exactly the same way!

Maybe we were hypnotized?

Could that really have happened? Are we so susceptible that we could be controlled like that?

We just sat there looking at each other for several minutes. 

Two hours passed before we were interrupted again. Our giants were back, this time to escort us to a job site. Dressing as we were told to, we were escorted downstairs to a waiting car. In the back seat, we admired the way each other looked. There was no conversation as we traveled through the streets. We were to be escorts for two men attending an honor banquet. The dresses we wore this time showed a more chest and were tighter around the body. Evidently, it was going to be a fancy affair. 

When we pulled up to the curb, two men opened the door to meet us. We were charming. They were charming. There was food, conversation and dancing. Our dates even allowed us to dance with others who requested to do so. It was after midnight when the four of us began walking homeward. After about ten blocks, with our feet began aching from the heels, our giants pulled up to take us home. In the back seat, we waved, then blew kisses to our dates who we would probably never see again. 


***

Instead of going back to my apartment building, we drove onto the highway and out of the city. After about an hour, we exited the highway and pulled into the parking lot of a hotel. We were too tired to object to anything. For whatever reason, we trusted our giants. 

They signed us in and took us upstairs in the elevator. My giant walked me to one door while the other giant walked Joe to another door. 

It was a surprise when the giants entered the room with us. Before we could respond, they pointed toward the bedroom and gave us silk pajamas to wear. Once in the bedroom, Page - 34
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I took my clothing off and put on the pajamas. Shortly the giant entered and indicated that I should clear my face of makeup in the bathroom. By the time I exited the bathroom, he was under the covers on one side of the bed. 

You sleep on that side.

I daintily walked around the bed to my side and slid in under the covers. I must have fallen asleep immediately. When I woke, the sun was in the sky and my giant was walking around the room in his underpants. 

You have to get ready so we can go downstairs and meet the others for breakfast.

With that, he pointed at some clothes on a nearby chair. I nodded, taking the clothes and went into the bathroom to dress. Everything I needed was on the sink counter. Taking the hint, I applied my face. When I was ready, I exited to find my giant waiting for me. 

I was surprised that the clothes he gave me to wear included a pair of pants. Everything was very feminine, but pants tend to show things skirts do not. Wearing high-heeled mules, I took my giants arm as we went downstairs. 

Three people were at the table waiting for us, Joe, her giant and Charlie. 

Girls, you did very well last night!

Thank you, we cooed in unison. 

Sit down. Well have breakfast, then we have a lot of things to talk over.

My giant, ever the gentlemen, pulled the chair out for me and sat after I did. While we ate, we made small talk. Asked our opinion of last night, we had only positive things to say. Asked how we felt as escorts, we looked at each other and replied with enthusiasm. 

Asked how we liked being women, I said, What do you mean?

I do due diligence on all my escorts. I need to know that the privacy of my clients will be upheld. I need to know that no trust will be broken and that my employees are fully faithful to me.

I thought we had already settled all that? I said. 

There is something called verifiable trust. Although you didnt exactly lie to me, you didnt tell me the whole truth. Normally I would be very angry, but in your case, I see an advantage to this situation.

What do you mean?

I know you are two boys who live at home. I am well aware of your family situations. 

I know that you are at that time in your lives when you start working and making a living. 

I also know that you pass as two beautiful women who are intelligent enough to maintain conversation with clients. You have demonstrated that. What makes you invaluable in this situation is that I know with complete certainty that you will not have sex with the clients. 

I know that you cant.
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Joe and I sat there feeling very uneasy and very false as women. Our masquerade had been discovered. Now it was time to be embarrassed. 

You may not have noticed, but while you slept, my two boys here applied more of the cream to you. You have another assignment this evening and we wanted you to be ready.

What is going to happen to us?

Nothing. You work for me. When you are not on assignment, you do whatever you want. You can keep living at home, or you can live full time as women in your own apartments. You are going to make good money, and that opens a lot of doors for you.

So you mean we can be guys when we are not working for you?

Yes, so long as you dont compromise my operation.

What does that mean?

You cant tell anybody about what you do. If you want I will set up up a dummy company that you supposedly work for. I will provide a description of your jobs that you can show your parents, or anyone else.

We sat there quietly trying to digest what was happening. 

So why are you keeping us like this now?

This time, the time between assignments is too short for you to go back and forth between female and male modes. Therefore, I took the initiative to keep you female. Besides, I think youre like what we have planned for you today. Aside from some planned activities, you can rest and use the resources of the hotel and the surrounding. There is a pool, a sauna, a whirlpool, horseback riding et cetera. You will, of course, have to do everything as females. Since you are sharing a room, you have the advantage of not having to spend your time alone. However, if you wish to be alone, that can be accommodated.

Yes, it was easy to see that coming to a place like this as a couple was more preferable than being alone. Still there was that question, would we be expected to perform for our giants? 

I can see you still have questions. As far as the hotel is concerned, you are two married couples. It is natural and normal to want to be together sometimes and alone with your girlfriend at other times. Since we are all guys, and none of us is a homo, there wont be any, shall we say, demeaning physical demands. Does that satisfy you?

We looked at each other and agreed that this might be a good thing. 

To make sure everything is clear and understood, while you are at this hotel, you are married women who do not fool around. At all times while you are on assignment for me, you are women who are sworn not to get romantically or physically involved with our clients. I have to go, but I am leaving you in good hands. Well leave the two of you alone for Page - 36
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about a half-hour to talk over anything you have on your minds. Ill see you again, maybe next week.

Charlie got up and left. Then our two giants got up and left. We were alone, two women whose husbands were temporarily away. 

What do you think? Joe asked. 

Wow is all I can say. Do you think all this is really on the level? What if we dont agree? Would they tell our families?

I dont know if there is any way we can tell at this moment. So far, it hasnt been bad, has it? I mean what is the worst that can happen to us? We can be exposed, and that would be very embarrassing. Would he really do something like that to a client? He keeps saying how important this business is. Now we are two wives on holiday with their husbands. 

We are real lookers and everyone is nice to us. I think we should go for it.

OK, lets do it, I said as our two giants came back to the table. What is on schedule for today?


***

One could not ask for a nicer vacation. Well, maybe it would have been more normal if we were guys and each of us had a girl. But I have to be honest, having a guy wait on you is not all that bad either. The hardest part was getting used to doing everything as a girl. 

Having a guy nearby to assist was pretty nice, I must admit. Our giants turned out to be nice guys and very attractive. The cream must have had some hormones in it, because al-though neither of us had ever been attracted to men, apparently living as a woman changed our perspectives. 

We stayed in that hotel three nights. Every night we were on an assignment that required a minimum half-hour drive to reach. The men we escorted were all courteous and fun to be with. They viewed us as two young girls who were naive about the world around us. Sometimes they acted almost fatherly. Other times, one could see lust in their eyes, especially when there was a slight opening at the top of a dress or a little black trian-gle showed when crossing ones legs. Sometimes the conversation strayed onto the subject of sex which was a minefield to be avoided. But for the most part, it was all enjoyable. 

One of the client men received a phone call from his wife. She had evidently made the escort arrangement and wanted to talk with me. She was pleasant and asked if there were any problems and if I understood the conditions of the escort. I responded by telling her that my chastity belt was locked by my employer and only he had the key. She laughed and my escort laughed too. 

For the two remaining evenings, I slept with my giant by my side. When not on assignment, he was my husband. If everything everyone said about us was true, how was he able to fall asleep without trying anything? I tried teasing him a few times just to get a re-Page - 37
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action. Im not sure what I would have done had his reaction been too aggressive. While he didnt make any improper moves, I could tell that he questioned if what he saw or what he knew, was real. 

The last night, we came back to the hotel around 3 AM. We were both too wound-up to fall asleep. Sitting on the bed watching TV, I asked if I could put my head on his chest. He said yes, and that is where I fell asleep. Nothing happened, but when I woke, he was spooning me, curled round my backside. When I woke and realized what the situation was, I remained calm and enjoyed his big arm; it gave me warmth while his hand cupped my lower breast. 

The third morning after breakfast, we dressed to go home. On the drive back, unlike our trip up, we sat next to our husbands instead of in the back. We were escorted to the door of the apartment where we said goodbye. It was awkward to know that after such a good time, we were saying goodbye. They must have felt the same way because we each got a passionate tongue kiss that I wished would never end. Walking into the apartment with Joe was a real letdown. 

It was near noon and we were very tired. Finding beds, we both lay down for a short snooze. About five hours later, we woke. Our female appendages had reduced in size. It was time to return to our male selves and our families. 

We undressed and cleaned ourselves of any traces of femininity. Putting on our male clothing was not as easy as we would have like. Our chests, while smaller, had not gone down to boy size. Joes chest was more obvious. While our waists had shrunk somewhat, our hips had expanded which was obvious when putting on our old jeans. We knew that we would have to be careful. Baggy clothes were in our future. 

Although Joe and I did not get to meet up again for almost a week, we spoke daily on the phone. We were reluctant to meet at the apartment for fear that we would slip into female mode. We both had problems hiding the changes in our bodies from our families. We were never sure how and when we would hear from Charlie. 

Sometimes when alone, I would put on my moms clothes and clean the house. Things were different now; even though I didnt fill her bra cups, with an insert, I looked damn good. 

Two weeks after our three-day assignment, my mother called me to the phone, Charlie is asking for you.

This is Charlie. Your husband is going on assignment and wants your company. 

When can you make it?

When do you want me?


###
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