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How NOT TO BE A SISSY

Program 001: Calming Sensations

It wastoo soonto tell if anything had really happened, but he had hopes. High
hopes. However, when Vince woke up, he scratched himself like he alwaysdid
back when they were in college, yawnedand stumbled to the kitchen where he
swallowedhalf apint of milk straight from the carton.

Certainly, if he were going by that, Howard would have discounted any hope
of the messagestakinghold. He had been flooding Vince’smind with music,
spiked with subliminal messages.

That wasno big secret. Vince knew the music was spiked. That’s why he was
listening to what Howard had called “mega relaxing” messages.Thesemessages
had been playing asVince slept, leaking into his mind. It took awhile for them
to really take effect, so Howard knew he would just haveto wait a while longer
to seeif any changeswere made. Still, he just wanted a sign.

Vince washis old college buddy, frat brother and long-time thorn in his side.
He wasjust friendly enoughto be called afriend, but so annoying and irritating
that you wished he would just vanishor fall out of touch. He pushedthe obliga-
tions of friendship to the breaking point faster than anyoneHoward had ever
known. OI' Vince wasa walking party, alwaysup for anything that promised a
good time — not surprisingly, that meant that he wasalwaysdrunkenly balanc-
ing on the edge between having said good time and getting into big trouble.
Now he had goneright over that line, in arather spectacularway, and done
himself in — big time.

He showedup late last night, desperateand pleading, claiming to be at the
end of his rope. His suit looked like he had slept in it —for severaldays.A deal
or some other suchthing had blown up in his face, and now he had people af-
ter him. From the soundof it, Vince wasfearing for his life this time.

He wouldn't discussthe specifics,but Vince wastalking like a man under the
gunin avery literal sense.Howard had never seenhis friend like this before.
Yeah, he got alittle anxiousfrom time to time becauseof the messeshe’d get
himself in, but now he wasasnervous asa squirrel. His head wason a swivel,
his panicked eyesdarting left and right, and his whole body flinching at every
little noise. Nervous sweatwaspouring off his body. He appearedasfrightened
asaman could be.

Which gaveHoward his opportunity.
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When Howard graduated college
three yearsago, he had his diploma,
and nothing else.He could find no
work for his mixed majors of music
theory and applied psychology.He
hadn’t exactly planned on those asma-
jors, he just kinda wound up with
them. At the time, he waspretty well
convinced that he had just wasted five
yearsof college and hundreds of thou-
sandsof dollars. Still, he had managed
to put his odd skills to use by record-
ing some subliminal messagediscs for
his own personal useto help him

sleepbetter at night and quit smoking.

It dawnedon him one day he could
probably sell the discs and make some
money. That’s exactly what he would
up doing, and now he madeatidy liv-
ing from it.

The kicker wasthat his little sublimi-
nal discsactually seemedto work. He
had testimonials from consumersto
doctors that they did what they adver-
tised. Which got his mind churning —
what elsecould he do with them?
How powerful were they?

Howard had alwayshad that tiny
corner of his mind that wasbeen
whispering wicked things to him —
everyonedoes. There, in the night,
alone with your thoughts, the
strangest things can happen inside
your head. Most ignore those voices.
Unfortunately, Howard, for whatever
reason, had started listening to the
whispers. Listening very carefully. The
things it saidto him were sotempting.
Sotempting that he had even made
plans. Detailed plans. Plansthat wait-
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How Not to be a Sissy Joe Six-Pack
ed patiently for execution. Waited for the opportunity.

He had never thought that he’d really, truly be able to follow through on
them. In fact, the whole prospect did scarehim quite abit. He wasn’taman
without common sense.Yet Howard wasable to hang on to his strange little
dream, and he had dispensedwith his misgivings, and overcome his timidity.
He just needed a subject.

Sonow, through unknown cosmic machinations, he had a subject. He was
alone. Alone in his own small house, out here on the outskirts of the city, away
from the rest of the world. Isolated. This person wasafraid, vulnerable, he was
willing to do what Howard asked,and he wasn'tgoing to be missed.

Howard examined Vince, standing ungainly in his underwear and frayed shirt.
He still didn’t seeanything really different about him. He looked the sameas
he did when he turned up on his doorstep. “Listen to the music alittle more,
Vince.” Howard said,handing him anew CD. “It'll help calmyou down.”

“Yeah,” Vince said, still shakingalittle bit from fright. “Calm me down.” He
checkedthe CD. It wastitled “Program 002: Open to New Ideas.”

Howard watched him slip the headphonesback on. His plan wasjust begin-
ning.
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Program 002: Open to New Ideas

Program 003: Silk and Lace

“Anything!” Vince insistedfor the third time, “and | meananything.”

Howard tried to makeit look like he wastrying to spontaneouslybrain-storm
the idea he had already been planning for yearsnow. “You'd do anything to
hide?” He repeated what Vince had been saying zealously.

“Yes!” Vince declared again.
“So... How do you feel about a disguise?” He said.
“A disguise?”Vince said with interest.

“From what you've told me, Vince, these guyscan get to you anywhere you
go.”
“Right, right. Theseguysare... Connected,” Vince said, cautiously.

That meant the mob. Howard wasn't stupid. “So if there’s nowhere you can go,
you just need to disappearentirely.”

“Right. I'm following you.” Vince seemedready for any suggestion,no matter
how wild.

“The most reasonablething to do would be to give you a new identity. A com-
plete washof the old Vincent Matinelli.”

“Yeah,” Vince’s expressionbrightened. He obviously liked the idea. “They can’t
kill somebodythat doesn’t exist.”

“Exactly. We’d need to give you a whole new name and identity. One that’s the
farthest possible thing from who you are now.”

“Like aMexican or an Italian guy or something.”
“You're not ltalian?” Howard asked.He could swearhe was.
“Albanian.”

“Whatever.” Howard continued on his train of thought. “We’re goingto need
to do more than just changeyour backstory, Vince.” Howard hesitated for a
moment knowing that this wasgoingto be tricky. “I think for right now, we've
got to take extreme measuresuntil we canget youin the clear.”

“Extreme?” Vince saidskeptically. “Well, extreme doesn’tbother me.”
“How do you feel about wearing adress?”

Vince’s features were screwed up by the shock. His nose scrunched, an eye
squinted, a corner of his mouth crinkled. “Uh, yeah.l don’t know, Howard.
That’s...” He searchedfor the word. “That’s just... Dumb.”
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“Not forever, of course,just a
temporary disguise until we can
get you someplace safe and set you
up in anew life,” Howard said,
reassuringly.

“But dressing asawomanis...
is...” He wastill hesitant. “Really...
Bizarre”

Howard hadn’t won his argument,
but the very fact that Vince was
evendebating the subject told him
that his subliminal messageshad
taken root. No man would even
stand for such awild proposal as
Howard had just made— but here
Vince was, trying to think it
through, asif it wasrealistic. All he
needed to do wasto keep it sound-
ing reasonableenough. “Vince, the
guy they are looking for can't easily
be disguised. We can have you
grow abeard, but that takestime.
We can dye your hair or shaveyour
head, but that isn’t enough of a
change. We need to do something
extreme, and we need to do it
now.”

Vince shook his head and got up
from his seatto try and end the
conversation.“l don’t know,
Howard. | really don’t know.”

“Just think aboutit, Vince. You'll
seemy point.” Howard said.

“l don'tlike it, Howard. | can’tsee
myself doing that.” He looked
around ashe walked back to the
guestroom. “Have you seenmy
headphones?”’ He asked.

“There they are.” Howard pointed
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out with a smile. “And a new disc.” He handed him a CD titled “Program 004:
Embrace a New You.”

“That’s kind of a suggestivetitle, Howard.” Vince said with a smirk.
“They’re just titles.”



How Not to be a Sissy Joe Six-Pack
Program 004: Embrace a New You
Program 005: Never Hold Back!
“Are you sure this is gonnawork?” Vince asked.

Howard wasterse in his response.“It’s not going to work unlessyou stop re-
sistingit, Vince.”

They had been fussing for awhile, trying to jam Vince’sbody into somefemale
clothing. Vince wasa medium-sized man, about a hair under five eight, and in
wasin his late twenties. His body had been well maintained, and his muscles
were big and noticeable. Howard wassure that wasthe way Vince liked it, be-
ing a ladies’ man and all.

“But | don’t think | canreally look like awoman.| don’t carewhat kind of
clothes you dressme in.” Vince said. He had a point, too, Howard admitted.
His friend wasquite recognizable asamanin ablouse. But time would change
that.

“Do you want to get caught, Vince? s that it?” Howard wasn’tgoing to let
Vince think about it too much.

“No, of coursenot. But why do | haveto wear a skirt? Not all women wear
skirts you know.”

Howard had to be clear and deliberate with everything he said. “We needto
make sure that no one recognizesyou. We can only do that if we go all the
Way_”

Vince reluctantly nodded comprehension. Somewherein his mind, it had
seemedlike aplausible explanation. The music wasworking well.
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Program 006: Why Fight 1t? / Why Not Try It?
Program 007: Trust

Vince waslying on the couch, reading and listening to his headphones.His
silky pink robe wasthe only thing that indicated he wastrying to disguise him-
self atall. “What’s this?”

Howard handed alarge bottle of various pills. “These are somepills to help,
Vince.”

“Help how?What do they do?”

Howard acted asif it were nothing. “These are oral glucocorticosteroids and
anti androgens.”

“Gluco whats?”Vince asked,rightly puzzled.

“Never mind.” Howard said. Glucocorticosteroids is exactly what they were.
He wasn'tlying. They were atype of medication that had amongit’s many ‘side-
effects’ a decreasein bone mass.Of course these particular derivatives
wouldn't leave the bonesweak and brittle, but just causethem to soften and
contract abit. “I gotthem from my friend Dr. Earl Baumgartner.He workson
experimental stuff down at the university. The point is that they will shrink your
bonesallittle. About five percent. They'll give you a more female size.”

Vince satup, alarmed. “My bones?Shrink my bones!?That’s going too far!”
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Howard rolled his eyes.“It’s the perfect disguise — no one would look for
someonesmaller than they usedto be. People think it’s impossible. It’s only
temporary, Vince.”

“‘How canthat be temporary?”

Howard scoffed at Vince’sdismay, making it sound sotrivial. “Well, when you
drink milk your bonesgrow, right? Sowhen we’re done with your disguise, you
can grow your bonesback to normal. You know that.”

Vince wasn't absolutely sure —but he seemedto be think it wasa reasonable
explanation. After all, he trusted Howard. “I guessthat makessense.”

“Sure it does.” He patted Vince on his shavedknee, reassuringly. “Sure it
does.”
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Program D: The Stranger

It wasafew nights later when
Vince cameinto the living room,
in his pink robe, looking very ner-
vous.“l think | hear someoneout-
side, Howard.”

“You’re imagining things,”
Howard replied. “We’re in the
middle of nowhere.”

Vince backed awayfrom the win-
dows, behind the sofa.“No, | real-
ly think there’s someoneout
there.”

Howard sighed and put down the
book he wasreading. “I'll go
check.”

“No! It’s too dangerous!”

Howard went to adeskand
pulled out apistol. “I'll take your
gun, Vince.”

“But be careful!” Vince waspara-
lyzed with fear. Why didn’t he just
goout there and deal with it him-
self? He askedhimself. What was
wrong with him?

Howard went out the front door
and wandered around for a minute
before goingto the window nextto
Vince’sroom andturning off the
speakersthat made the “bump in
the night” noisesVince had heard.
Taking afew stepsawayfrom the
house,Howard pointed the gun in
the air andfired off two shots.He
then made sure to rub somedirt
on his pantsand on his shirt. He
wanted to look like he hadbeenin
abit of ascuffle. He then sprinted

10
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back and forth, working up a good sweat.

He then returned to the house, breathless and flush. Vince wasthere, his eyes
wild with fear. “Was that a shot!?”

“This big guy...” Howard pausedto catch his breath. “This big guy. He wasout
there, and he tried to attack me.”

“Did he havea mustache!?”Vince asked,with aclear notion who it might be.
“Yes,” Howard replied, going with it. “Yeshe did.”
“That’s one of the guys after me!”’

Howard went to the kitchen and poured himself adrink, to makeit look good.
“That’s what | figured.” Howard drank his whole glassof whiskey on one dra-
matic gulp. “I shothim.”

“Shot him!”

“l killed him, Vince. | carried his body into the dumpsterand left it there. |
don't think anyone sawme.”

“We haveto get the fuck outta here!”

“No!” Howard yelled. “We’re not going anywhere, Vince. We stayright here.
No one sawanything, and no one will suspectme. ’'m agood citizen, | haveno
record.”

“But what about me?”

“You're just awomanin my house. You have no connection to this.”

“But what if they askquestions!?”

“We play it cool and take it easy.No one will evenconnectit to you or me.”
Clearly panicking, Vince went for his room.“I'm getting out of here.”

Howard blocked him with is body. “You stayput! | just shotandkilled aman
for you, and you owe it to me to keep your headand do what | tell you!”

The intensity on Howard’s eyesseemedto have an effect on Vince. Never had
he really thought of his old college friend asbeing sotrustworthy andin com-
mand. But now, it just seemedobvious that Howard wasthe one in control of
the situation. He backed awayand calmed himself. “| guessyou're right,
Vince.”

“Of coursel am. Now take your pills and relax to your music.” Howard said,
putting his hand on Vince’sshoulder. “Everything will be fine.”

Vince nervously smiled back.

11
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Program 009: Embrace A New
Self

Program 010: French Lace
Program 011: Soft Surrender

“You said this wastemporary,
Howard,” Vince said, ashe picked up
the papers and cardson the table in
front of him. He examinedthem all
very carefully.

“Of courseit is, Vince.”

Vince turned to Howard, clutching the
documents he had been looking at.
“Then why did you get all of these
records changed?”Vince held certifi-
cates, identification cards, social securi-
ty cards, tax records and even credit
cards. All of them looked perfectly au-
thentic.

Howard slowed down his speechto be
clear. “Since we know those guys are
looking for you, and I've already killed
aman, | think we may haveto do this a
little while longer than we planned.”

Vince looked at Howard with anguish.
His disbelieving eyeshad atrace of
mascara,making them look bigger.
“How much longer?”

“Until the heatdiesdown,” Howard
replied, hoping he wasn’tgoing to be
askedwhat he meant by “heat.”

“But why did you goto all this trouble
for anew name?” Vince examined a
credit card closely.“l alreadylook like a
lot like agirl becauseof those pills you
gave me.”

“Well, you'’re alittle smaller,alittle
shorter. But you don’t quite look like a
real girl.”

12
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“Smaller? Shorter?”

“l remember when those sweatsjust stopped at your ankles, now they almost
cover your feet.”

Vince glanced down at his feet, the expressionon his face making it obvious he
hand't realized that fact, yet. “How far do we haveto go, Howard?”

“As far aswe need to.”

Vince looked nervous, but restrained. He wasa far cry from the loud and
demonstrative man who cameto his door not solong ago.“But | don’t want to
really look like a girl, Howard.”

Howard got serious.“Both of our lives dependon it now, Vince.” He then
scratchedthe stubble on his chin. “Or should | call you Georgette?”

“Couldn’t you havepicked abetter name?‘Georgette le Criard?’ | don’t even
know how to pronounce that.” He read the nameon the ID card again.“And
why do | haveto be from France?”

“It's harder to trace that way. If you're aFrench national, those people after
you wan'’t be able to trace your true identity.”

Vince tossedthe documents on the table and got up. “This is nuts Howard.
This will neverwork. | haveto get out of here.”

“You stayright where you are! You lost your right to make your own decisions
the moment you camethrough my door. This is my house, and these are my
rules!”

“You can'ttell me what to do!” Vince shouted.

Howard no longer had anyfear in confronting Vince. “l canand| will! I've
killed aman for you, Vince, and now I'm asdeep in this messasyou are! I'm
not going to let you do something stupid and put my life in jeopardy!”

“But what you’re askingfor is...”

“m not askingfor anything anymore, Vince! I'm telling you! You'll do what |
want, and do it without making trouble! Don’t be so goddamnedselfish! You've
already messedup my life! Now you’ll help me fix it!”

Justlike he expected, Vince’sresolve crumbled. “I'm sorry, Howard.”

“Sorry isn’t enough! You need to stop thinking about yourself all the time, and
think about others! You're ruining everyone’slife you're touching! You're a
curse!” He drove it all home. He wanted to push Vince asfar ashe could.
Those messagesshould have removed any resistance by now.

“l... I... 'm sorry, Howard. | really am.” Vice said, his voice breaking. “Oh
God, I'm sosorry!”

13
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“You don't care about anyonebut yourself!”
“Don’t saythat!” Vince said, sniffling.
“Are you crying?”
“No,” Vince warbled.

“Well, it soundslike you are. You're nothing more than asissyinside, Vince.
You deserveto be wearing skirts.”

“You don't haveto be so... Socruel!” Vince said, wiping awaya tear.

Howard wasdelighted with this reaction. It wassofeminine. “Are you really
crying? You're pathetic.”

14
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Program 012: The Help of Friends
Program 013: Keep Reaching
Program 014: A Higher Authority

Howard made sure he sounded angry
andimpatient. “'m not listeningto it
anymore, Vince. I've have enough of
your endlesswhining. You do nothing
but complain.”

Vince wasalmost apologetic in his
tone. “l just said that these shoespinch
my toes, Howard.”

They were in the guestbedroom,
where Vince wasstaying. Vince sat
upon the bed, asHoward stood above
him, menacingly towering overhead.
“Those are the only shoesyou get,
Vince, soyou might aswell wear them
— they costme alot of money.”

“But | don’t wantto wearhigh heels,”
Vince whined.

“What you want is irrelevant! You
don’t seemto even are about trying to
perfect your disguise, Vince. Do you
have a death wish? Do you want me to
die aswell? Well, 'm not dying for you,
Vince. If | haveto force you to be just
like awoman,| will.”

“But look at me, Howard! I've lost so
much weight and so much of my size.
I’'m not evenfive and half feet tall! How
much more do | need to change!?”

“Until we could fool your own mother,
Vince.”

“The corsetis killing me!”

“There you go complaining again,
Vince. Do you want to give yourself
away, do you want to be dead?”

15
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“No, Howard —but...”

“There is no ‘but’ Vince, you obviously don't want to saveyourself. You'll wear
those dressesand the corset and those shoesand you'll like it, is that clear?”

“If my fingernails weren’t solong, I'd punch you, Vince.”

Howard wasn'tjust acting the part anymore. He really had taken enough of
Vince’s protesting and whining. He raised his hand and slapped him right
acrossthe face. “You ungrateful little twerp! I'm doing everything | canto save
our skins, and all you do is fight it!”

Howard waited fro the fight he knew the old Vince would give him. Instead,
Vince just turned awayand clutched his stinging cheek. “What wasthat for?”
Vince complained.

“To get you to wakeup!”
“You didn't haveto slap me sohard!”

Howard turned Vince’sface back forward. “You made me slap you, Vince! You
insist on fighting me!”

“l just don’t want to be a sissifiedman, dressingup like this!”

Howard raised his voice soit wasbooming off the walls. “You don’t havea
choice, Vince! How manytime do | haveto tell you that!?”

“Ill... Pl comeup with someother way,Howard.”

“If youdon’t dowhat| tell youto do, and wearwhat | tell you to wear, and act
how | tell youto act, I'll handyou over to the police!”

Vince wasstunned. “You’ll what?”

“They found that dead body in the dumpster, youknow. | readit in the news-
paper.” Howard kneeled down to getright in Vince’sgrill. “They’ll connectyou,
Vince. They’ll know you’re missingand that you’re connected with the mob.
They will lock you up for life.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“Don’t makeme doit, Vince! They may not convict you, but they’ll never be-
lieve you when you sayyou had nothing to do with the dead mobster shot with
your gun!” Howard growled. “Even if they just put you in prison to wait trial,
how long do you think you’d last before the mob getsto you?”

“Are you threatening me!?”
“Yes, Vince! I'm threatening you! Very observant!”
“But | thought you were my friend.”

16
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“l canbe your friend, Vince, but now | haveto take charge. You either do
what | tell you or goto jail and face whatever awaits you there. Your choice.”

“l hate you, Howard.” Vince said, his eyesdowncast.
“l canlive with that. Now put on your shoes—Georgette.”

17
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Program 015: Strength of the Soul

Program 016: The Lights of Paris

Program 017: You Know He’s Right

Howard walked into the living room, noting Vince standingin his new dress
and heels. He wasactually starting to look pretty in his clothes. But he had a
frustrated look on his face. “Problem?” Vince asked.

Vince hesitated before answering.“l want to move this chair over to the
table,” he said, indicating the recliner he wasstanding next to.

“Somoveit,” Howard replied.

18
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“l can’tbudgeit.”

“I'll doit for you,” Howard said,easilyraisingit slightly and movingit acouple
of feet.

Howard wasastonished. “But it’s soheavy. How did you do that?”

“It's not heavyat all. It’s just abit too much for you that’sall.”

Vince involuntarily looked at his arms. “Why am | soweak?”
“Becauseyou’re trying to be agirl, remember? Girls can'tlift heavythings.”

“’m pretending to be agirl. 'm not pretending to be asfeebleasagirl.” A
pang of fear hit Vince. “What’s happenedto me?”

Howard laughedfor amoment. “Don’t pout. The medications| got from Dr.
Baumgartner that you're taking are melting awaythose manly musclesyou
usedto have. You don't need them anymore.”

“Don’t needthem anymore!?But that’s...”

Howard interrupted. “I don’t wantto hear any more complaints, Georgette.
When we have you safeand sound you canwork out and get all your muscles
back. Now doesn't that sound fair?”

“ guessso.”
“You guessso?’Howard snarled.
Vince quickly corrected himself. “It’s fair! It’s fair!”

“Right.” Satisfied he had made his point, Howard moved on by Vince and con-
tinued on towards the kitchen, where he wasoriginally headed.“Now if you
really are worried about your strength, maybe you should get on with your ex-
ercises.”

“But it’s just alot of aerobicsand flexing,” Vince said.

“It's better than nothing.” Returning from the kitchen with abeer, he pointed
towards Vince’sroom. “Now changeinto your leotard and don't forget to play
your music. You'll be feeling strongerin no time.”

Vince rubbed one of his thin arms.“All right.”

Before Vince could leave,Howard stopped him with another question. “How
are your French lessonscoming?”

“l finished the introductory course.Now I’'m moving on to the intermediate
stuff.”

“Good. Those languagelearning CDs canbe pretty effective.” Howard said,
knowing that he had made them even more effective. Vince wasgoing to be

19
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fluent in French before he evenrealized it. “You'll need to know somephrases
if someone asksyou to speakin it.”

Vince’sshoulders slumped. He hated it, but he knew Howard wasright. “I
know.”

“It's agoodidea, isn't it?”

“Yes. It's agoodidea,” Vince replied, with a half-hearted smile. He felt the
need to keep Howard happy with positive responses.Why he felt like that, he
couldn’t quite understand.

20
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Program 018: What’sin a Name?

Program 019: Home is Where the Heart Is

Program 020: True Beauty

Howard rose to find his roommate pouring two bowils of cereal. One for him-
self, and the other for Howard. He wasresponding very well to the new “do-
mestic” messageshehad him listening to. Making mealsfor the both of them
wasbecoming a habit for Vince, and he didn’'t even seemto notice it.

He wasresponding evenbetter to the medications he wastaking. No longer
did Vince look much like amanin adress.He wasn't especially convincing asa
woman, but the tiny little breaststhat poked at the thin material of his robe
were nothing a man would have. “You're looking somuch better, Georgette.”

“What do you mean?”Vince replied, tucking a stray strand of his long hair be-
hind his ear.

Howard pointed at Vince’schest.“l mean,you’re filling out like areal girl.” He
satdown at his usual seat.

Vince poured the milk into his cerealfor him. “You said the breastswill go
awaywhen | stop taking the medication, right?”

“Are you calling me aliar, Georgette?”
“No. I'm just worried,” Vince replied, apologetically.

“That’s cute. But don’t worry aboutit right now. What you needto worry
about is making yourself beautiful.”

“l thought | just neededto be convincing, why do | need to be... Beautiful ?”

“All girls want to be beautiful, Georgette.” Howard pausedto eat a few spoon-
fuls. “The more beautiful you are, the more like a real girl you'll appearto be.
And no one will ever believe you were once aman named Vince.”

“But | look like I'm sick and withering away,” Vince said, showing his even
thinner armsto himself.

“Nonsense. Girls would kill to be able to lose weight like you can, Georgette.
Why, you're not eventhe averagegirl’s weight for height.” Howard held is
mostly-empty glassup. Vince immediately grabbed the pitcher of orangejuice
and refilled Howard’s glass.As he did, Howard continued. “Now, look at that
face of yours Georgette. Seehow your jaw is becoming so slim? Seehow your
nose has become so small? Why, with the right cosmetics, your eyeswould look
seductive and your lips sensual.You could be very attractive.”

“l never wantedto be attractive, Howard. Especially to other dudes.”
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“That’'s why I'm here, Georgette. Someoneneedsto tell you these things.
You’d never do them on your own.”

Vince stared at his cereal bowl. “Why do you haveto call me ‘Georgette’ all
the time?”

“Just sowe don’t make mistakes later on. Practice makesperfect.”
“Can’t you call me by my real name when we’re in private?”

“No. Asfar asyou should be concerned, Georgette is your real name. And
don't askagain.”

“l know you’reright.”

“Of coursel am. Now go back to your room and practice your makeup again.
This time | want you to practice aneveninglook.”

“But I've beendoing makeupall week!”

“And that backtalk just earned you another week of makeup practice, Geor-
gette.”

“But..”
“And another week. Want to try for a month?”

Vince wasn’tsure why he let Howard do this to him. He had free will. He
could just leave. “Please. No.”

“Good.”

“Take about an hour, and then when you’re done, showme. I'll then tell you
what to fix. When you get it right we’ll haveyou work on your hair. Then some
color co-ordination and fashion after you makedinner. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”
“In French, Georgette?”
“Oui.”
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Program 021:Bashful & Beautiful
Program 022:Life is Compromise

Days later, Howard walked out of his
recording studio to find his little experi-
ment arranging some flowers in vase.He
had just finished his latest set of discs for
him, and they were burning in his com-
puter. “You’re doing much better, Geor-
gette. You're stunningly beautiful.”

Vince turned to face Howard, but his
emerging, demure personality causehis
eyesto dip and not make eye contact.
“Pleasedon’t call me beautiful.”

“But you are, Georgette,” Howard
teased.“You're adorable.” In fact, Vince
had been making fast progress. He was
off the bone-shrinkingtreatment, settling
at a petite five foot and four inchestall.
The anti-androgens and estrogen had
produced fatty hips and an ample bosom.
The light body-shapershe now wore had
replaced the corsets, becauseat a svelte
twenty-inch waist, Vince simply didn’t
need them anymore. He still had weight
to lose, but Vince held a pleasantly femi-
nine shape.

“No I'm not. Youknow I’'m not.” Vince
protested. He never made any movement
to get awayor threaten Howard anymore.
He just stood and protested meekly. One
might even get the impression that Vince
wasbeing alittle bit bashful.

“You're being impolite Georgette. The
correct responseis to thank me for the
compliment.”

“But it's not acompliment!” Vince insist-
ed.

“You're beautiful, Georgette.| think
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you're even sexy.”
“Please, Howard! You’re making this sohard!”

Howard folded his armsin displeasure. “You have one more chancebefore |
do something rash, Georgette. Once again, You're looking lovely tonight, Geor-
gette.”

“Thank you,” Vince said, very quietly.
“Now that wasn’tsohard, wasit?”
“No,” Vincelied.

“Good. Becausepeople are going to look at you and think you make a lovely
little sissy.”

Suddenly Vince’seyeslit up with anger.“l am not a sissy!” The word seemed
to make him ferociously angry.

“Well, when you look like that, | can’tthink of anything elseto call you.”

Justasquickly, his eyesdipped again, awarethat if he continued to show such
emotion, he’d make Howard angry. “You made me dresslike this. You made me
take all the pills.”

“But you could have alwaysstopped at anytime, Georgette.”
“No!” Vince protested. “You saidl couldn’t!”

“That’s not true, Georgette. You said you thought this wasa good idea. You
beggedme to help you disguise yourself. You wanted to be like this. You have
to admit, that somewhere, inside, you want to be a sissy.”

“No | don’t! I'm not assissy!” He said, his emotionsbursting forth again.If
there wasone thing he wasnot going to stand for, it wasbeing called a sissy.He
didn’t care what kind of punishment he would get.

“Look at yourselfin the mirror, Georgette,” Howard said,turning to afull
length mirror. Howard kept a number of them around to make sure Vince
would often seehimself and what he’d become. “Look how you've become so
small and delicate. Look how slim your arms and legs have become, and you
waist is sotiny now. And those big breasts of yours and that wonderfully taught
ass.Now, how can you sayyou're not a sissy?”

Now Vince wasangry, and stamped a high-heeled foot into the carpet. “You
told me to do this!”

“But did | tell youto wearthat outfit tonight, Georgette? That wasyour idea.”
Unable to defend himself, Vince’sface went flush red. “I am not a sissy!”
“Believe what youwant, Georgette.”
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“Go to Hell, Howard!” Vince yelled before storming away.

Howard tapped his fingers on the mirror. He wasgoing to haveto take astep
backwardswith his subject.
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Program X: Rebellion

Arriving home after a short shoppingtrip, Howard had dropped his purchases
by the door and slammedthe door behind him. “What do you think you’re do-
ing?”

“You said you’'d be gonefor two hours!” Georgette said,quickly getting to his
feet. He had been slouched on the sofa, watching a basketball gameand drink-
ing abeer.

“l told you about this, Georgette! | strictly forbid you watching anytelevision
without my approval! And beer! From the can!” Howard advancedon the cow-
ering Georgette and pointed to... The chair. “Georgette, you askedfor this”

“No! Please!” Georgette replied, taking atiny step away.

“This hasbeen coming all week. I've been watching you lately, Georgette.
You're deliberately not trying to make yourself beautiful.”

“No!” Georgette replied, his slim handwith polished nails covering his lip-
sticked mouth. “No | havent!”

“Are you even using the hair inhibitor? | can seestubble on your legsand even
on your face!”

“It stings!” Georgette protested.

“You’re wearing drab clothes and not doing your hair and makeup like | told
you to, Gigi!”

Georgette minced forward, his hands pressedtogether, begging. “No, please!
I'll do better!”

“You haveto acceptit! You can’tturn back the obvious now, Georgette. You're
going to be abeautiful sissyno matter what you do.”

Georgette balled up his fists and pounded Howard on the chestwith all the
vigor of afeather falling on apillow. “I'm not asissy!”

Howard gently grabbed her hands and tossedthem aside. He took a seaton...
The chair. “You never learn, do you?Bend over.”

“Please, not the spanking again!” He said, covering his rear with his hands.

“Yes, Georgette. You need a good spanking to help you remember.” He patted
his knee.

“All right. I'll give you one last chance,Georgette. Tell me about yourself, like
we practiced.”

Georgette winced when Howard spokethe words. He hated this. Howard had
made him practice this over and over again. But compared to a swatting of his
tender tooshie, he hadto do it. “My nameis Georgette. Friends call me Gigi.
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I’'m aclothing addict. | acton impulse and | can’t stop falling in love. | am pret-
ty sissy.The prettiest sissyin the world.”

“And in French.”

“Mon nom estGeorgette. Mes amis... m’appellent Gigi. C'est la fan de...
shopping. Elle agit plus par... impulsion que réflexion et elle... ne peut pas...
s’empécherde tomber... um... amoureuse.Jesuisjolie poule mouillée. Le
plus...”

“No good enough, Georgette. Bend over my leg!”
“NO!”
“Before | get really angry with you, Gigi! Bend over like a good sissy!”

There wasno reaction from Georgette, ashe stared at Howard'’s lap with
dread.

“Georgette!” Howard bellowed.

“Yes, Sir,” Georgette replied, positioning herself over Howard’s knee.
“Georgette... | told you. Sayit in French.”

“Oui, Monsieur.”

“That’s better. By the way, sweetie. Have you figured out what your last name
means yet?”

“Criard means...S... Screamer.”

“Scream for me, sissy,”Howard said, ashe raised his hand.
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RepeatingProgram 020: True
Beauty

Program 025: Sharing Your Light
Program 026: Polite & Pretty
Program 027: A Perfect Evening
Program 028: Fun & Flirty

“But I'm not ready!” Georgette said,
trying to distance himself from
Howard.

Very slowly, Howard wasapproaching
Georgette, noting that his sissywas
maneuvering himself into the corner of
the room. “Of courseyou’re ready,
Gigi. You're ready when | sayyou are.”

“But | can’tgoout in public! They’ll
spot me instantly!”

“Look at yourself, Gigi!”

Again using one of the tall mirrors in
the room, he directed Georgette’sat-
tention to his reflection. “You’re not
just passablefor awoman, you're a
stunning younglady.” He walked up
behind Georgette and looked at the
reflection ashe whisperedin Geor-
gette’sear. “Look at that body of yours.
You're virtually perfect. Slender, long
legs,atrim tummy andtiny waist. Big,
bountiful breastsand soft, slender
shoulders.” He blew into Georgette’s
ear, causinghim to flinch. “If amancan
drag his eyesoff that amazing body of
yours, he'll seethat shiny hair, deep
eyesand red lips of yours, Georgette.”

Georgette turned awayfrom his re-
flection in shame.“l know what | look
like. | just know people will be able to
seethat | don't actlike a girl.”

“Not if youdo your best, Gigi. Not if
29
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you really try.”
“But...”

“You can only blow this if you don't try ashard asyou can, Gigi. Remember all
the lessonsand everything we've practiced.”

Georgette beganto tear up. “I.. | cant..”

“Yes you can!” Howard commanded.“And you will if don’t want another
spanking! Now come with me!”

“Yes sir.”

“And the first thing you better do is to start using your accent— unlessyou
want to be caught.”

“| feel silly whenl| talk like that.”

“Get usedto it. You're Gigi le Criard, a girl from the French countryside, and
people are going to expectyou to havea French accent. Do it or I'll make you
goin atube top.”

“Yes...| mean ‘Oui.”

As Howard led his sissyout to his car, he treated him like alady. He opened
the door for Georgette, and he swept himself into the passengerseat,careful to
smooth his skirt. Georgette satquietly ashe held his small clutch purse in his
lap, with his handsfolded primly. It washis first time out of the housesince he
had arrived, and he watched the scenery passby with interest.

Occasionally, every minute or two, he would check his hair and makeup in the
rear view mirror and return to staringout the window.

Harold’s car pulled up to arestaurant, amodestly fancy Italian place that had a
valet. It wasthe first test of the evening. The helpful and courteous valet
opened the door and helped Georgette out of the car by holding his hand.
They were seatedquickly, Howard holding out the chair for Georgette.

“Was that so hard?” Howard asked, ashe examined the menu.
“Everyone is looking at me!” Georgette yelped, hiding his face with the menu.

“Of coursethey are, Gigi. You're the bestlooking girl in this place,” Howard
replied.

“This is soembarrassing...”

“What, Gigi? | couldn’t understand you with that accentof yours.” Howard
interrupted.

Georgette sighed. “Zis eeszo embar-azzing.”
“Good. Now why don’t you order something from the waiter, hmm?”
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“l don’ wan’...”
“Too late, Gigi. Here heis.”

Georgette was so preoccupied, he failed to notice awaiting standing by to take
their order. “Are you ready to order, miss?”he politely asked.

“Oui.” Georgette said, once againhiding behind the menu.

“What will you be having today?” The waiter asked.

“l would like zee spaghetti wiz zee meetballs, and...”

“She’ll havethe green salad.” Howard said.

Georgette wasshocked. “But..”

“The green salad.We don’t want you ruining your pretty figure, do we?”
“Very good.” The waiter replied.

“And I'll havethe spaghettiand meatballs,” Howard smiled. “Georgette can
watch me asl eat them. That’s almost asgood ashaving them yourself, isn't it?”

“I'll' be backwith your order.” The waiter took the menus,evenasGeorgette
tried to hand on to his, and left.

“What are you trying to do, Gigi? Are you trying to ruin everything?”
“But...”

“Pretty youngthings like you only eattiny amountsof healthy food.”
“’m sohungry.”

“Get usedto it, Gigi, or I'll put you backin corsetsand you’ll be too sickto
eat. Now, | want you to go usethe restroom.”

“But 'm not...”

“Don't talk backto me, Gigi. You know what will happen.”
“Yes sir.”

“Gigi.” Howard glared. “Language.”

“Oui, Monsieur.”

“Now go to the bathroom, and | want to seeyou shaking your sissyassall the
wayto there. Is that clear?”

“Oui'”
“Get going then.”
“Why are you dooing zis? When ees eet going to be enough?’

“We haveto cover every angle. That’'s why we’re visiting the bank tomorrow.
We need you to sign over your accounts to me.”
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“Ees zhat a good idea?”

“It's the best we cando to keep the money safe. With all that money you stole
in those accounts, it’s amatter of time before people start getting curious about
them... How much money did you say?”

“Five million dollars.”

“Well, you were abusylittle two-timer, weren’t you?But don’t worry, oncel
havethe money in my account, | canspendit on both of us.”

“I'm still not sureaboutit.”
“Accent.”
“l am still not zhure about eet.”

“That’s socute,” he took a sip of wine, “Now scuttle off the the ladies’room
and fix your face.”

vV jv

After eating, it only seemednatural to take Gigi for adrink to top off the
evening. Howard made sure the sissified man washanging off his arm, clutch-
ing it for strength. He looked adorablethat way.

“Everyone’slooking at me!” Georgette whispered loudly.

“Of coursethey are, Gigi.”

“Cantheytell! | think they know!”

Howard laughed out loud. “The only thing they seeis how pretty you are.”
“This is awful!”

“No it isn’t —it’s just what we wanted.”

“It’s not what | wanted.”

Howard pinched Georgette’scheek. “You'll get usedto it. Or maybe not. It
doesn’treally matter.”

They took aseatat one of the stools, and Howard ordered for the both of
them again. He had a glassof whiskey and ordered a Shirley Temple for Gigi.

Georgette had his head on a swivel, looking nervously around the bar, and
suddenly he gripped Howard’s arm hard. “That man is coming over here! What
will | do?”

“You'll be nice to him, Gigi. He just wantsto talk. And maybeflirt.” Howard
replied, enjoying Gigi’s anxiety.
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Asthe man camecloser, it wasvery clear he intended to talk to Georgette.
“But | can’t!” He yelped.

Sensingthat he might stop this little meeting if her were to staynearby,
Howard got up to leave.“What havewe been practicing for, Gigi? Now you be
anice little sissyfor the man and if he wantsto seeyou, you sayyes.”

‘| am not asissy!”

“You keep sayingthat, Gigi. But look how nervous you are around men! You
really enjoy this, don’'t you?”

“NO!”

“Well, here comesMr. Wonderful. He’s ahandsomeone, isn’t he? Maybe you
should be the one to askhim on a date.”

“l don’t wantto goout with men!”

“Well, | want youto, and that’s all you need to know. Sodo your best, Gigi,
and seducethe man — and make sure you get adate with him.”

“m not goingto!”

Howard wasfrustrated. He could seethat this man hasstopped some feet
away, unsure of what to make of the little conversation happening between
Howard and Georgette. “Oh yesyou will, unlessyou want more spankings.Is
that what you want?”

Georgette squirmed in his seat.“No.”

“Then gotalk to the man. He’s waiting. Go on.”

“Okay.”

“What wasthat, Gigi?”

“Oui.”

“Good. Now smile, sissy!Make sure you touch him. And | want to hear some

giggling!” Howard turned backto his drink, ashe positioned himself to geta
good view of the action.
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Program 029: Dream Date
Program 030: Finding Your Place

“What the!? Is this your boyfriend?” Gigi’s date said, ashe wasescorted
though the front door of Howard’s house. Howard had opened the door for
them and wasgrinning at the sight of his sissyholding handswith a man.

“No!” Gigi replied, insistently. “Zis iz not my boyfriend!”

Howard didn’t want to makethis complicated, but he did want Gigi to sweat.
“My nameis Howard Reilly, and I'm glad to meet you,” he said, extending a
handshake.The man had afirm grip.

“Good to meetyou Howard, I'm Rick and I'm just dropping Gigi off after our
date.”

“Would you like adrink, Rick?” Howard offered.

“Nah. | gotta blow.” Rick replied. He watched asGigi quickly scootedon into
the kitchen.

“But you had a nice date tonight? Did Gigi showyou agoodtime?”

“Yeah, sure.” Rick replied, unsure about these strange questions. “Um, if | can
ask...”

Gigi had reappearedwith a glassof whiskey and handed it to Howard. “Go
ahead, Rick.”

“Is there something between you two? | mean, you live here together...”
“No!” Gigi blurted.

Startled, Howard turned to addresshim. “Gigi? Is there something you'd like
to say?’

“Justzhat| am not heesgirlfriend,” Gigi replied, his face flush red.

Howard took asip of his drink. “I love that cute accentof hers. No, we’re not
together, | suppose.”

“So, just roommates?That seemspretty cozy.” Rick smirked. “Hard to
believe.”

Gigi wasdemonstrative in making his denial. “No! Please!There eesnothing
going on.”

“You live together and you're just sharing rent? Roommates?Becauseif you
didn't sayanything, I'd haveto assumethat you two were...”

“We are not roommates!” Gigi said, categorically. It then seemedto dawn on
him that he need to come up with somesort of explanation. After a brief hesi-
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tation, he offered a panicked response.“|
werk for heem!” Gigi said,pointing to
Howard.

“Work for him? Oh?”
“Yes!| werk for heem.”

Howard tried not to smile at that response.
Those subliminal messagesdid wonders.
That wasexactly what he wastrying to make
Gigi think, and here he wassuddenly insist-
ing on it.“That’s right, Rick. She’sin my em-
ploy. | need someoneto look after my
house.”

“l see...”Rick said, folding his arms.

“Yes!l werk for Howard.” Gigi smiled, ap-
pearing to be very proud of the excusehe’d
just “invented.”

Rick wanted more info. “As a...”

“She’smy maid.” Howard explained. “Isn’t
that right, Gigi?”

Gigi suddenly looked pale. “Um... | don’
know eef | would zay...”

“She cooks, she cleans. She’smy maid.”

Rick seemedsatisfied. “l see.Well, It was
great meeting you Howard, take it easyon
my little French flower here, okay?We’re
going out againtomorrow night.”

“Is that right?” Howard turned to smile
wickedly at Gigi. “Well, I'll haveto make
sure she’sready for tomorrow then — havea
nice night!”

“Good night, Howard. Gigi.”

“Good night.” Howard replied. Gigi was
feeling a bit too sick to answer,and turned to
the wall for support. Howard closed the door
and watched through the front window ashis
car pulled away.“l think he’ssweeton you,
Gigi.”
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Gig waslooking very unwell, and saton achair. “Why did you haveto say|
wasyour maid!?”

“What other explanationcould | give him?”
“But amaid!?”

“It's asgood a story asany. And you certainly wanted to make sure that he
knew you weren’t my girlfriend. That only left one real option to explainit.”

“But now, he’sgoing to think I'm... Weakand... Submissiveand... | like taking
orders...”

“Yes, he will.” Howard said with certainty. “And you should have had a better
story ready, sol wouldn’t haveto make something up. But now, thanks to your
stupidity, you’re stuck.” Howard took another sip of whiskey. “And useyour
accent.”

“We’re alone,” Gigi pointed out.

“You needthe practice. | heardit slip twice when you were talking to him
there. From now on, you only use the French accent. That'sfinal.”

Gigi looked up at Howard, his facefull of misery. “All the time? | can’tuseit
all the time!”

“What did | just say!?”

“Y... You saidthat...” Gigi realized that Howard meant that he should haveal-
ready been speaking with the accent.

Howard put down his glass.“Spanking time.”
“No! Please!”
“Bend over!”

“No!” Gigi shouted, getting up andtrying to escape.“No!” He shouted even
louder. The fear wasdriving him to become emotional. It wasclear being
spankedtruly scaredhim.

“Gigi, | saidbend over and take your punishment!”

His emotions boiling over, Gigi screechedat the top his lungs. “No more! No
more!” Begging for any mercy, he got evenlouder. “Non! Non! S’il vous plait!
Je ne veux pas étre donné une fessée!”

Howard wasso happy. Gigi probably didn’t evenrealize he had slipped into
French. He wasjust so panicked that he went to his primary language— his
new primary language,thanks to his subliminals. “Well... Aslong asyou prom-
ise to never let me catch you again, | won'’t punish you.”

“Merci! Merci!” Gigi said, thankfully. “Ow!” He then yelped asHoward swat-
ted his butt.
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“Just one little swat— | cant resist that tight assof yours, Gigi. Now go to your
room and get your beauty sleep.”

“Oui,” Gigi replied, thankful to leave.
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Program 031: You Can’t Run Away

Program 032: When the Dust Settles

Program 033: Give a Little, Take a Little

“Non!” Gigi objected.“l won’ weareet!”

“It's nothing you haven’tworn before,” Howard helpfully pointed out.

“Eet ezoutrrrageous!” Gigi objected, wavingthe feather duster he wasusing
in the air.

“You've worn all sorts of sissyoutfits like this! Besides, it's what we need to do
to keep people from being suspicious!”Howard said, pounding his fist into his
open palm ashe spoke.“I'll not have everything jeopardized becauseyou have
‘problems’ with wearingit!”

“Non!” Gig repeated, ashe tried to fold his armsacrosshis chest. Of course,
his generousbosom prohibited himself from doing so.lt wasan old habit he
wasgoing to need to break. Frustrated, Gigi threw the feather duster ineffec-
tually afew feet in front of him. “l cannot!”

“All it is,” Howard said, grabbing the coat hanger the dresswasresting on, “is
apouffy top, somelace... You've worn that.”

“Eet eznot the pouffy | do not like! Pouffy! Pouffy! | do not careabout
Pouffy!” Gigi said, using his hands— with French-tipped nails —to gesture wild-
ly ashe talked.

“The skirt, then?” Howard said, rusting the wide, petticoated skirt.
“Eet eznot ze skirt!” Gigi replied, staring Howard in the eyes.“You are mad!”

“If youdon’t wearthis, I'll burn every other dressyou own!” Howard said,
pushing the outfit into Gigi’s hands.

Suddenly Gigi’'s eyesbecamelarge and frightened. “You wood not dare!” He
gained back some courage. “You are fibbing to Gigi!”

Howard stood his ground. “I'll do what | haveto do!” He said, simply.

Gigi looked at Howard’s intense stare and bit his lower lip. He stamped his
feet like alittle girl and carried the dressoff to his room to change.“Ca me fait
chier!” He screamedasstormed off.

“If you complain again,l’ll haveyou work nakedin the kitchen without an
apron!” Howard shouted so he could be heard. “And I'll haveyou boil tomato
sauce!Think how much that would sting if it splattered on to you.”

“C’est desconneries!” Gigi yelled from his room.
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Howard heartily chuckled to himself. The poor bastardprobably didn’t even
realize that he had just submitted to another incredible humiliation —all to save
his dresses.He truly thought of those dressesashis pride and joy now.

Howard alsoloved that Gigi washelplessto curse but in anything but French.
He idly wondered if Gigi even understood or comprehendedthe profound
changesin his language and behavior. That he had the quick, heated tempera-
ment of a stereotypical French girl now. He alsojust demonstrated a cute, girl-
ish protest and then weakly submitted to wearing the ouffit.

Stepping backinto the living room, Gigi stood, trying to look unconcernedand
casual,even ashe wore the truly demeaning attire.

Howard immediately showeredhim with praise. “Incredible! You've never
been so...No one would ever imagine you’re anything but a beautiful girl,
Gigi!”

Gigi, despite himself, blushed, but kept a stern look on his face.“l look like an
eemboseel!”

“Huh? Oh, ‘imbecile’... You’re doing what you haveto do, Gigi.” Howard said,
standing closeto him. He pulled alittle item off a nearbytable. “You just need
to finish it off with your little cap.To capit off, soto speak.”

Howard then placed the little white maid’scap atop Gigi’s head, and thus
completed the French maid’soutfit Gigi waswearing. He turned him towards a
mirror. “No one would think this is someonehiding! You're not being chased
anymore! You're practically home free!”

Looking at his reflection, Gigi shifted his weight from one leg to another. He
couldn’t help but be entranced by the vision he presented. Whether it was
those subliminal messagessofteninghis mind or his latent male libido reacting
to seeingaliving wet dream, it washard to say.Maybe it wasallittle bit of both.
Gigi started to twirl astrand of hair in contemplation.

“This is just about perfect. AlImost no one would ever question who you are.
It's nearly complete.”

“Eet ez not fineeshed?”Gigi replied, confused.
“Yes... Somethings that need someadjustment. Little things here and there.”
“What eeswrong weeth my deesguise?”

Howard picked up the feather duster from the floor and handedit backto
Gigi. “Stop thinking of it asadisguise,Gigi. If there’sone thing I've taught you,
it'’s that you need to go all in!”

“l do not wan’to bee amaid!”
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“Gigi le Criard is employed asmy maid, alovely simple girl from the south of
France who loves making people happy.” Howard said, cooly and calmly. “Now,
if you aren’t Gigi le Criard, you must be someoneelse. What will the police say
about someonepretending to be amaid near a body wasfound? What will the
people who are after you think when they find out?”

Howard stood face to face with Gigi, and grabbed her by the shoulders. Gigi
didn’t look up.

“Now, | know there are people who don't think they shouldn’t be maids. But |
do know that Gigi is amaid, she loves being safe, she loves her home, and loves
being someonewho is not being hunted like a dog!” Howard said, growling the
words.

Howard used afinger to tip up Gigi’s chin sohe could seeGigi’s eyes.

“Now, someonecanwalk out that door right now. That someonecanthen
spendwhatever life they haveleft wondering when they will die, and how
much will it hurt. Or that samesomeonecan stay here, knowing that they will
never haveto worry about anything.”

“Who wantsto go? Do you want to go?”

Gigi shookher pretty little head back and forth, causingthe ribbons and stray
strandsof hair to fly around. “Non.”

“Then doesmy little sissyGigi want to stay?”
Gigi didn’t respond.

“All the sudden,I’'m not sure who you are,” Howard taunted. “I almost
thought you were Gigi, my maid but...”

‘I am Gigi!” Gigi burstout.
“l know a Gigi. She’samaid. Are you my maid?”
‘I amyour maid!”

“l don’t know. My maid is happy and grateful to be a maid. You don’t seem
very happy.”

“Yes!” Gigi insisted. “Gigi ez veree happee.” With those words, something
compelled Vincent Matinelli to smile wider and brighter than he ever had be-
fore. Gigi le Criard suddenly fixated on avasenearby. “Oh! Thees ez filthee!”
Gigi started to usethe feather duster to clean. “l cannot stan’ze dust! Eet ez
evrywhar’!”

“That’s why you’re so good at your job, sissy.”Howard said, satisfied.

‘I am not azissy,”Gigi replied, quietly.
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Program 034: There’s No Need For Questions

Howard wasleafing through atwo-year old copy of Highlights for Children
when he first noticed the patient wasstirring. “Are you awakeyet, Gigi?” He
asked.Getting up from his seat,he moved over to where Gigi wasresting. He
wasresting on a padded bench, bandaged from the head down to the navel.

“Ce... Qu... Qui?” Gigi burbled, his mouth bandagedand swollen. His lazy
eyestried to understand what wasgoing on, andthen it slowly dawnedon him
that he wasin arecovery room of somesort, in a medical office.

“Welcome backto the land of the living. Dr. Baumgartner and his staff have
been waiting for you to wake up sothey canlock up the office for the night.”

“Softiii-ard...” Gigi managedto say.

“And you cango backto sleepin aminute, Gigi. | just wanted to show you all
the new things I've done for you. Look, see?Seethe bandagesaround your
chest?It’s got somenew, lovely, double ‘D’ cupsin there for your to enjoy,
Gigi.”

“No!” Gigi mum-
bled. Howard snick-
ered at Gigi’s subtle
jerk of his headto
take alook. The ban-
dageswere far too
tight to allowit.

“Yes, but the Doc
and | decided it
would be better for
your figure. You've
alsolost all that fat
on your tummy, too.
It's going to be nice
and flat.”

“Ah need zleep...”

“Not yet, Gigi. | also
want you to seeyour
face.” Howard held
up amirror to let
Gigi seehis reflec-
tion. “See all those
bandages?What do
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you supposewe’ve done under all that? I'll let you wonder for now. Suffice it to
say,your disguise is almost perfect now. No one will ever seeanything but the
world’'s biggest sissy now.”

“‘Mmm nnnot ze zissy.”

“You are such a sissy.Now, get some sleep and dream about what a big sissy
you are.”

“Don’ callme...”

“Shhh. Don't get excited. Close your eyesand get to sleep.” Howard patted
Gigi on the head. “That’s agood sissy.l'll just slip your headphoneson your
headwhile you nod off. Nighty-night!” Howard then arrangedfor them to put
his sissyin an ambulance for his trip back home.
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Program 035: Bedazzled

It wasjust afew dayslater as
Howard escortedGigi through the
front doors of a country mansion. It
wasfifty miles awayfrom Howard’s
quaint little house,and the drive had
beendraining for Gigi. He wasstill
recovering from his surgeries.

Although his chestand throat had
healed, the bandagesaround his head
were still there, packed with gauze,
and wrapped tightly. He had not
been able to get aglimpse of his face
or what had beendone to it. Gigi
feared the worst, that he now had
thicker lips and anew nosethat
would make him look almostfemi-
nine. But the unveiling wasstill a
while away,and Howard wasbuilding
it up to be amajor event.

Fortunately, Gigi had recovered
enough to walk, which wasvery im-
portant, ashe neededto get usedto
his new center of gravity, now altered
by the presence of the large breasts
bouncing about on Gigi’s chest. Bal-
ancing on the five and sixinch heels
he waslimited to wassomething he
neededto practice at every opportu-
nity.

“How do you like your new home,

Gigi?” Howard askedasthey walked
through the cavernousreception hall.

“New home? But how?” He gasped.
“Eeet ezzo beeg!”

“Yes, a nice big, new mansion.”
Howard led Gigi carefully up the
long, winding marble staircaseto the
secondfloor. “Two million dollars, it
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cost us.”
“Four mil-yon?!”

“Of course, Gigi. It's avery expensivehouse, it almost cost me all of your
money.”

“My monee!? You zpent my monee!?”

Howard patted Gigi on the shoulder. “It’s aninvestment. The perfect wayto
launder cash. Real estate. This way, the money can'’t be traced, if it’s all in the
investment.”

Gigi would have had a skeptical look on his face, if his face wasvisible. He
pausedand considered what Howard had said. “Are you zure?”

“l guaranteeit. Property only goesup in value. Itll be worth evenmore, in
time. You canthank me later.”

Asthey walked along a hallway, the number of doors were dizzying. “How
maneerooms? Eet is incredible!”

“It's enormous. It may be too big. Almost too much for me to take care of.
Imagine all that dust.”

“Oo! | hatedust!” Gigi saidwith spite. “Non! | will not live in ahousewith
dust!”

Hoaward smiled broadly. “Well, the solution is obvious, isn’t it? | need a maid
to take care of the place, andto keep it nice and clean.”

“Not me?” Gigi saidwith afeminine gasp.
“Well, you are the one who’s calling themselves a maid.”
“You called me amaid! You made me pretend to...”

“That’s not true, Gigi. What is true is that you need to get going on cleaning.
It's abig job and you're already behind.”

“But | just got out from ze hosiptal!”
“And Dr. Baumgartner saidyou were free to resume afull schedule.”
“You can’t make mee do thees!”

“I'm not going to makeyou do anything, Gigi. If you want to leave and walk
out that door, you're free to go. But you know what’sgoing to happen. And if
the police askquestions| can'thelp but tell them the truth about who you are.
| won'tlie for you.”

Frustrated and angry, Gigi balled afist and shookit in Howard’s face. “l will
leave! Watch me!” He then proceeded to reverse course and headfor the stairs.
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“Good luck, Gigi! My adviceto you is to headfor the river! Go upstreamto
avoid leaving ascent for the dogs! That’s probably your best chance! That might
delay those men after you from hunting you down!”

Gigi could only slow his pace,and didnt evenmakeit half way down the stairs
before he had to stop. He hung his head for amoment, before snappingit up
straight again, putting a defiant look on his face and walking back to where
Howard wasstill standing.

“You don’t deserveto have Gigi around! Gigi is too goodfor you!” He said,
putting his handson his full, round hips. “Which one eesmy room?”

“That’s right, this is the bestthing for you. You'll be safehere.”

“l hateyou. | hate you, | hate you, | hate you!”

Howard pointed to a door nearby. “These are the servant'squarters.”
“Bastard!” Gigi spat, before entering his new room.
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Program 036: Clean, Safe & Warm

Program 037: Leaving It in the Past

Program 038: Whistle While You Work

Program 039: No Way Out

“And I'm telling you, that’sVince,” Howard saidfor the third time.

“If you hadtold me that without the photos,” the large man seatedon the
leather couch said, “I'd never had believed you.”

“The pictures tell anice story, don’t they? From tough guyto sissy.All in just a
few months.”

“Fuckin’ Hell. He’s wassuch ahard asswhen | knew him. He wasalwaysa
little puny, but he could kick your assfrom here and back when you got him
angry.”

“Well, don’t worry about that. He doesn’tget that kind of angry anymore.”
Howard sipped his drink. “In fact, evenif he did, he’d never be able to even
hurt afly. He can’t punch anybody with those nails, and those musclesare wet
noodles. The best he cando is give you alittle feminine slap.”

The man on the couch uncrossed his legs. For some reason, his manhood was
feeling threatened. His name wasBig Tony, and he lived up to his name. He
wasa mountain of a human being, who obviously pushed the talents of his tai-
lor to the limit. Asfar asHoward could remember, this wasthe biggestman he
had ever seenin asuit. It wasa nice suit, too. ltalian. He had massive,hairy
handsand thick black hair that resisted his attempt to slick it back. His black
Ray-Banswere tucked into his pocket, and his gold jewelry sparkledin the
light. He wasdefinitely a man who had money, and definitely a man who had
no problem with being identified asa mobster.

“He may haveripped us off of five million dollars, but | alwaysrespectedhim.
He wasa mover and a shaker. But, Jesus,he’sgone totally...”

“Sissy.” Howard suggested.“Call him asissy.He hatesthat.”

“He’s exactly like awoman. No, a girl. He doesn’tlook a day over nineteen.
And thosejugs on him. Fuckin® A.”

As he put the pictures to the side, Tony looked once againat the little maid
who wasflittering about, dusting and arranging the nick-knacks on the mantle-
piece, acrossthe room. Fortunately, Gigi waswell out of earshot. “Yeah. | will.”
He turned backto Howard. “His face...”

“He just got the bandagesoff.” Howard smiled. “You should have seenit. We
snipped the gauzeoff his face sohe could seeit for the very first time. The
Doctor and | had made sure he wasn'table to seethe results at all until we
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were ready. And we also
made sure that all of the
swelling and bruising was
healed, sohe’d get the full
impact.”

“You have a cruel streakin
you, Howie.” Big Tony said.

“He deservedit, putting me
in that position. He might as
well put adeath warrant out
for me, getting me mixed up
with the Mob.” Howard
pausedfor amoment. “No
offense.”

“I'll look pastit.”

“When we first got him a
mirror, you could seehis
mind practically crackin two.
He just didn’t seemto believe
what had happenedto him.”

“That doc of yoursreally
doesamazingstuff. Not only
doeshe look like areal
woman, well hell —he’sone
hot chick.”

“Okay, sodo we have a
deal?”’

“Yeah, the bosswill love this.
Insurance covered our losses
anyway. The five mil he took
from us wasa total write-off.
To get most of it backwill
make him real happy. When
he seesthese pics, he'll really
get akick out of it.”

“He doesn’t havea problem
with the mansion?”

“It's classy.The investment
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will clean the money, and we’'ll get it backin afew years.Aslong aswe hold the
deed, it’s fine.”

“Deal, then?”

Tony shook Howard’s hand with his big, meaty fist. “Deal.”
“Well, good. Now, would you like to meet him?”

Big Tony got excited. “Fuck, yeah.”

“Gigi, comehere!” Howard yelled.

“Oui, oui, Monsieur.” Came the chipper reply, asGigi skittered over in his six
inch heels. As he got closer, alook of recognition slowly washedover his face.
He had been too far awayto really get agood look at Howard’s guest. Now,
suddenly, sickeningly, Gigi realized who it was.

“I'd like you to meet Big Tony. Big Tony, meet Gigi, my maid.”

“Charmed,” Big Tony said, sanding up and making sure he appeared asimpos-
ing ashe possibly could.

As he looked up into the huge man’seyes, Gigi dropped a curtsey, like he had
beendrilled to do.

Howard enjoyed the look of fear on Gigi’s new features. “Don’t be afraid, Gigi.
Big Tony’s not going to hurt you. He’s just here looking for an old friend of
mine.”

“But... but... Monsieur!” Gigi stuttered in his high-pitched French accent.
“Thees eesthe... Thees ees...”

“Don’t speakout of turn, Gigi.”
“But Monsieur! Veuillez écouter moi! Je vousprie!”

Big Tony wasticked off that he couldn’t understand Gigi. “Can’t you speak
American for god’ssake?”

“Sorry, Tony. But Gigi doesn’thavea very good understanding of English.
Right, Gigi?”

“Oui.” Gigi replied, reluctantly.
“In fact, what do you call one of these?”Howard said, pointing to his watch.

“Eet... Eet...” The stressof the question waswrinkling Gigi’s forehead. “Eet iz
a— how you say— Time... Montre... Bracelet?|... Eet...”

Howard playfully patted Gigi on the butt, which causedhim to jump from re-
flex. “Very good, Gigi. Now could you get Big Tony his coat?”

Gigi wasvery grateful to escape,and ran off out of the room asquickly ashis
little feet could take him.
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“That can’t be anact.” Big Tony said, assoon asGigi wasgone.

Howard smirked. “Gigi’s evenforgetting English altogether. That'swhat my
subliminal discscando after awhile. All of of his instincts now tell him to be
feminine and to take care of the house. He’s not acting one bit.”

“Man, that’s freaky. Let me know if you take on private clients. The bossmight
have some projects for you.”

The two men finished what wasleft in their drinks and headedto the large
entrance area, where Gigi wasalready waiting with Big Tony’s coat.

“Absolutely. You havemy number.”

Gigi walked up to Big Tony, and held open his coatto put his armsinto. As big
asthis huge man was, Gigi wasstretching at far up ashe could go, trying to
keep his balanceon the tippy toes of his high heels.

As soonasTony had his coat on and wasready to go, he patted Gigi on the
cheek, softly. “I'll be seeingyou, sissy,”he said, ashe left.

“Do you know ‘ou zhat was?”’Gigi urgently askedHoward, asthe door shut.
“Zat was...” Then, suddenly, something occurred to Gigi. “Seesee!?’He yelped.
“‘He knows!”

Gigi promptly fainted into Howard’s arms.
vV jv
A minute later, when Gigi awoke, he wasreclined on alove seatHoward had

sethim in.

Regaining his senses,Gigi looked up to seeHoward hovering over him. “Mon-
sieur...Ou...” It all startedto comebackat oncefor the poor little maid. “He
called me a seeseel’

Howard bemusement wasobvious. “So he know one when he seeone. You are
the perfect sissy,arent you Gigi?”

“Non! | am not a seesee!l will never bee a seesee!’He objected so strongly,
he almost forgot his orginal line of thought. “He knows| amaman!”’

“That’s what he came about, Gigi. He camelooking for Vince.” Howard said.

It took amoment for the nameto register with Gigi. “He camelooking for
moi!?”

Howard walked over to a nearby window to peer over the grounds of the es-
tate. “He had discoveredthat Vince and | were friends, sohe wasstopping by
to seeif | knew anything.”
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“Quoi! What deedyou tell heem?”

“l told him you were just my little sissymaid.” Howard turned to examine
Gigi’s sexy,feminine figure. “He seemedsatisfied with that.”

“He must haveknown! You stoo-peedfool! You told heem what | am!”

Howard turned his attention backto the window. I told him | hand’t seenany
sign of Vince in quite awhile.”

“Eef he knew | am aman, he might figure eet out!” Gigi said, getting worked
up. Creasesof fear appeared on his smooth face. “He sawme close up! Eef he
doesn’tfigure eet out now, he willl”

“l hateto tell you this, Gigi, but you are by far the biggest, most convincing
sissyyou could possibly be.”

“Non! Eet eesnot true!”

“Look at yourself, all feminized. You long hair and your big breasts,big round
eyesand that innocent face. You're just a sissynow. You could never be aman.
You never were, and you never will be again.”

“Menteur! You Lie! | only look like zis for deesguise!"Gigi protested.

Howard turned and faced Gigi, slowly walking forward. “You are now, and for-
ever will be asissy.You may havethought you were aman, but when it came
down to it, you just let yourself become the sissyyou are!”

“Seeseesare horrible faggots and homozexulas! They are zkum! | weel never
bee a seesee!”

“You are a sissy,
Gigi!” Howard
commanded.
“You let yourself
become the sissy
you were always
destined to be! A
man-serving,
simpering, weak
little sissy!”

“Ce n'est pas
vrai! Jene vous
crois pas!l am
not asissy!”

“You saythat,
but here you are
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in your pretty little French maid’soutfit, the cinolines and ruffles caressing
your little fairy ass.Your cute little maid’scap on your head, and your heaving
bosomdying to get out of it’s ruffled prison. And it’s all wrapped up in pretty
little ribbons and bows.”

‘I am not a seesee!l am not! Non! | am not a seesee!”

“Why don’t you mince over here in those sixinch heels and sayit to my face,
Gigi! Blot your sissytears with your little sissylaced handkerchief and sayit
with those pouty red lips! Faceit! You are a sissynow and forever!” Howard
waslaying it on thick now. He had planned for this, and wanted to make sure it
wasgoing to happen just ashe planned.

“Non! Jerefuse! Quel mensonge!l will not be a seesee!”

“You are the sissyyou alwayswanted to be, Gigi! This is your placein life! Ac-
ceptit!”

“l never wanted thees!| just wanted a deesguise!”

“You saythat now, Gigi, but you look soadorablein that outfit. The ribboned
stockings are a nice touch. | believe you chosethose that little choker, too. All |
askedyou to do waswear the uniform! You've gone along with everything I've
askedyou to do, and then some! You could haveleft any time!”

“Non! That eesalie!”

“It wasyour choice, Gigi! And now you're the ‘seesee’God meant you to be!”
“Non! | weel not leestento your lies!”

“Gigi the sissyFrench maid! That’s what will be on your gravestone!”

That produced alook of terror in Gigi’s eyes.“Non! | will not be a seesee!”

“What’s that look on your face, Gigi? What’s going through that sissy-crazed
mind of yours?”

It wasalook of determination. Gigi had made up his mind. He feebly pushed
his way pastHoward. “l will not be a seeseefor you or anybody! I'll show you!
I'll showyou for good!” He said. Grabbing a set of keysfrom the stand beside
the door, Gigi then ran outside.

“Gigi! Come backhere!” Howard said, running after him. “You come back
here right now before | haveto spankyou!”

Gigi didn’t turn his head ashe picked out one of the expensivecarsin the dri-
veway, got in, and sped off down the driveway.

Howard ran halfway out to the road yelling and gesturing wildly. “You come
back here! 'm serious! Don’t make me angry!” He said, repeating the phrases
two or three times, eachtime losing enthusiasmfor sayingthem.
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He stopped and watched asthe car pulled out and headedtowards the city.
He put his handsin his pockets and shuffled off back to the house.

“Well,” he saidto himself, “nothing left to do but wait.” It washis lastgamble
with Vince, and he wouldn’t know for a while if it had worked.
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Program 040z: Reversal of Fortune

Humming along, Gigi dusted off the vasesin the hallway, asshe swiveled her
hips saucily. She knew she wasbeing watched. Because of her cleverness, she
knew that she had reasonto be alitile bold.

From where he had been watching, Howard walked out and passedby. “Well,
you've done agood job up here, Gigi. I'd like afresh setof linens in the guest
room. | expectcompanytonight.”

“Oui, Monsieur!” Gigi said, smiling like the Cheshire cat, the smile causing
her cheeksto dimple. “What would you do weethout me?”

“The housejust wasn’tthe samewith you gone.”
“Well, Gigi is back now.”

“Your charm lights up the place.”

“Merci, Monsieur,” Gigi replied impishly.

“Now, if you aren’t too busy, I'd like you to take your sissyassinto the kitchen
and make me a snack.”

“Ah-ah-ah!” Gigi scolded, wavingher slim little finger backand forth. “You
may not call me a seesee!”

Howard grinned androlled his eyes.“My mistake, Gigi. Of course, you’re not
asissyanymore. | apologize.”

“And you may never call me a seeseeagain!” Gigi turned her back on Hoard,
and took a few short step over to a windowsill that she dusted. “You may only
call me Gigi! Beecausel wastoo smart for you!”

“l haveto admit, Gigi. You outwitted me completely.” Howard replied, playing
along. “You're such aclever little maid.”

“Oui !”

Howard walked over to Gigi and put his hand in the small of Gigi’s back and
whispered in her ear. “Because you're not a sissyanymore, are you?”

“Non!” Gigi replied, beamingwith pride.

“Dr. Baumgartner doesgoodwork. You'd never know. It’s a perfect pink little
pussy-”

“Au poil! No seesseeaml? No?”

“No. No. You, Gigi are no longer asissy.”He wrapped his hand around her
tight waistand pulled her to him closely. “You’re just my sexylittle maid.”

Gigi closed her eyesand drank in her master’sscent. Shelet out a little moan
ashe started to fondle her breasts.Carefully dropping her duster on the table,
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sheturned to face her master’s strong and masculine face. “Say eet again,” she
asked.

“You’re my sexylittle maid.”

The very words seemedto wash over Gigi in a wave of pleasure. She looked
into the eyesof the man sheloved to
take orders from. It wassomuch easi-
er to be the servant when she knew
that she wasjust asclever ashim. For
the rest of her daysashis maid, she
would alwaysfind comfort that shehad
outsmarted him at leastonce.

The author makeshis apologiesto the
French and their language.

The End
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funny little bet for Halloween. He needed to pull
off the impersonation of a Cheerleader for a

party. What's at stake? 100 million dollars and his
manhood. Book / 215 pages / 37 illustrations

Creating Samantha

Story by Cheryl Lynn, illustrations by The Might
Fenek. Samuel was under the tutelage of his
legal guardian, only his guardian had no inten-
tions of letting him grow up male. Book / 70
pages / 16 illustrations

Convicts to Co-Eds

Story by By Courtney Captisa & Claire Bear,
illustrations by Joe Six-Pack. Three teen boys
are sent to a reform school. What they can’t
know is that they are about to be “reformed” all
the way into skirts... And beyond. Book / 154
pages / 31 illustrations

Mall Makeover Madness

“A Day at the Mall” by KK, illustrations by
Fraylim. Four boys are going to have one weird
day at the mall. By the time the day is over, it’s
four girls who leave the mall to begin their new
lives. Book / 109 pages / 25 illustrations

Crosley High Chronicles

By Joe Six-Pack. River is coming to a new
school, and trying to fit in. The problem is the
only way he’s going to fit in is in skirts and heels.
Book / 217 pages / 75 illustrations

The Substitute Ski Bunny

By Joe Six-Pack. Walker is a young man who’s
fallen in love with a girl. The only way he can get
close to her is to dress up and become her
roommate. It’s not going to go according to plan,
though. Book / 132 pages / 31 lllustrations

He’s the Wrong Girl

“Office Chemistry” by Joe Six-Pack. James had
to fill in at the reception desk. Problem is, the
business is a bio-genetics company. And all of
the sudden the coffee tastes funny. Book / 53
pages / 14 illustrations

City Boy, Country Girl

By Joe Six-Pack. Richard’s successful city life is
interrupted when a sheep he wants to fleece
needs urgent care out in the country. But instead
of returning home, all Richard’s wife hears are a
series of suspicious excuses. Revised in 2019.
Book / 92 pages / 34 illustrations

Thames Greene

By James J Craft. Ira wanted something better
for his family. A new start. But in Thames Greene,
everyone’s getting a new start, whether they
want it or not. Book / 77 pages / 26 illustrations

Hiding in High Heels

“How Not to be a Sissy” By Joe Six-Pack. Vince
was on the run from people who wanted their
millions back. Howard was a friend with a funny

little idea and a knack for making subliminal CDs.
Mini-Pix / 48 pages / 15 illustrations

A Blessing in Disguise

By KK, illustrations by Kannel. Jay was a witness
to a murder, and now he’s the target of a vicious
criminal. Resorting to a female disguise, he be-

comes trapped with no way out. Book / 84 pages
/16 illustrations



I’'m Your Dolly

“Barbie-in-a-Box” By Joe Six-Pack. Tyler wasn’t
much of a boyfriend anymore. Jessica wanted to
throw him out, but then a better idea came to her,
in the form of the Barbie-in-a-Box service. Tyler
better get used to pink. Book / 103 pages / 20
illustrations

His Life as a Trophy Wife

By Joe Six-Pack. Nick had a great life, but then it
evaporated. Now he’s down on his luck. In steps
a wealthy executive wiling to pay him handsome-
ly to pretend to be his wife. What can it hurt?
Revised in 2018. Book / 256 pages / 39 illustra-
tions

Male Monday, Girl Friday

“Hey, Cutie!” by James J Craft. Daniel is going to
be promoted from his average life to an exciting
executive position. At least, that’s what his boss-
es are telling him. They may not be telling him
everything. Book / 58 pages / 20 illustrations

The Happiest Place on Earth

From the files of TGStories.com: “The Fairest
One of All” By Joe Six-Pack. Will is a kid looking
for a job. He gets one, performing as Snow White
at a theme park. For Will, he doesn’t suspect that
playing the role and wearing the costume is slow-
ly changing him, day by day. Book / 51 pages /
21 illustrations

Hello, Nurse

From the files of TGStories.com: “Quality Health
Care”. Dane is filling in as a nurse for his pal
Jimmy at his new office. Although both are doc-
tors, Dane begins to take to his new role as a
nurse. Soon, he feels compelled to be the ideal
nurse. Book / 44 pages / 15 illustrations

My Boss, The Bimbo

“If | Were a Betting (Wo)Man” By James J Craft,
illustrations by blackshirtboy. CEO Lucas has a
superiority complex. When his long-suffering
secretary is able to feed into Lucas’ competitive
nature, he’ll make any bet to prove his domi-
nance over women. Book / 38 pages / 10 illustra-
tions

He’s the Girl They Want

”

“Rallies” by Joe Six-Pack. Spencer has a great
new executive job in the food service industry,
but first he’s got to learn the ropes of the busi-
ness by waiting on tables. He just doesn’t quite fit
in with the cheerleader theme. Yet. Book / 63
pages / 22 illustrations

Demoted and Degraded

“Trixie the Secretary” by Angela J. Cindy didn’t
much like Tom Jones attitude and his advances,
so when she has the opportunity to help take the
wind out of his sails, she takes it. But she had no
idea that it was all designed to make Tom into
Trixie the secretary. Book / 87 pages / 17 illustra-
tions

I, Candy

“Sissy Sweets” by James J Cratft, illustrations by
rocketxpert. Inheriting his family’s bakery re-
quires this young man to become the new face of
the business. A female face. Book / 45 pages /
15 illustrations

Boyz Il Girlz

“The Making of the Ballroom Brats” by Joe Six-
Pack. The Ballroom Brats become the newest
worldwide celebrity sensation. How did four un-
suspecting guys at a fast food joint become the
hottest girl group in music? Book / 113 pages /
34 illustrations

His Strangest Desire

“Employee of the Month” by Joe Six-Pack. Mick
is declared Employee of the Month, and he’s
going to find himself hurtling headlong into facing
his weirdest inner desire. Book / 59 pages / 19
illustrations

Hard Time or High Heels

“'m Turning into My Mother” by James J Craft,
illustrations by rocketxpert. Colby got deep into
debt to a local gangster. Before long, he’s on the
arm of that very same gangster as his reluctant
girlfriend. Book / 75 pages / 20 illustrations

Seriously Skirted

“The Show Piece” by KK. lllustrations by Joe Six-
Pack. Mel finds work at a clinic as a secretary.
He slowly begins to fit to role. Book / 75 pages /
19 illustrations

From Mister to Sister

Story by Melissa N., illustrations by Joe Six-
Pack. Dan just wanted to help guide his girl-
friend’s sister out of her depression. Instead, he’s
being guided out of his manhood. Book / 84
pages / 24 illustrations

The Russian Girl

Story by Melissa N., illustrations by Joe Six-
Pack. Casey’s wife has had enough of watching
him kill himself with work, so she forces him out
of his comfort zone... Into the life of a female
stripper. Book / 196 pages / 30 illustrations



Swindled into Skirts

“Beta Male” by Joe Six-Pack. Kyle inherited a
multi-million dollar mansion in southern Califor-
nia. He begins to adjust to the Cali lifestyle, but
his adjustments seems to have a decidedly femi-
nine flavor to them. Book / 78 pages / 23 illustra-
tions

A Changefor the Better

“Do-Overs” by Joe Six-Pack. Evan wants a
chance to do over his biggest mistake. He gets
the chance, but he keeps wanting his new life to
be a little bit better than the last. Book / 59 pages
/18 color illustrations

Changed and Rearranged

“Wrongs Make Wright” By Joe Six-Pack. Chris
and Matt were rivals. Then, Matt decided to show
everyone how smart he truly was by impersonat-
ing a teacher. But the disguise becomes more
and more real, much to Chris’ dismay. Book / 74
pages / 19 illustrations

From Pals to Gals

From the files of TGStories.com: “Mandate of the
People” By Joe Six-Pack. Teens Jeremy and
Stewart are good friends, but a bit thick in the
noggin. When they jokingly nominate each other
for Prom Queen, they slowly become the perfect
candidates, thanks to some magic. Book / 45
pages / 16 illustrations

A High-Heeled Halloween

Story & art by Joe Six-Pack. A costume shop has
four spooky tales to tell this Halloween, where
the price you pay for your costume is far more
than money. Book / 128 pages / 34 illustrations

If the Shoes Fit

“Hand Me Downs” By KK, illustrations by Fraylim.
Sydney is a teen who is just trying to make it
through the summer with no money. He finds
himself wearing hand-me-downs from his sister,
and that takes his life in a whole new direction.
Book / 98 pages / 30 illustrations

Sisters for the Summer

“Camp Counseling” By Joe Six-Pack. Brock
McCade always thought of himself as a real man,
or at least he would be one, someday. After
summer camp, he’s no longer so sure. Book / 76
pages / 17 illustrations

They’re the Girls for the Job

“Peace and Harmony” By James J Craft. lllustra-
tions by blackshirtboy. Pete and Harmon need
jobs bad. How far would they have to go to get
them? Book / 64 pages / 19 illustrations

Blondie’s Lost Summer

By KK. lllustrations by Fraylim. Carl’s dream
summer was about to become three months of
dresses, heels and makeup. Book / 159 pages /
48 illustrations

Blondie’s Lost Year

By KK. lllustrations by Fraylim. Book Two in the
Blondie Series. Carl’s trip to Florida has been
horrible enough, trapped in dresses and makeup.
Now, high school has presented a whole new
level of humiliation for him. Book / 221 pages / 52
illustrations

Blondie He’s Not

Story by KK, illustrations by Fraylim. Mark got a
job at a salon, and fell in love with one of the
customers. Problem was that customer was
Candi “Blondie” Wethers, and what happened to
Candi was about to happen to Mark. Book / 151
pages / 40 illustrations

| Never Wanted to be a Woman

“Politically Corrected” By Cheryl Lynn. lllustra-
tions by Joe Six-Pack. Michael’s politically active
mother has decided she’s going to make her
hippie son over into the daughter she always
wanted. Book / 64 pages / 19 illustrations

The Boy’s Guideto Girlhood

Story by KK, illustrations by Fraylim. Dweeb
Kenny and cool Rex find themselves trapped in a
Principal’s twisted scheme, and only one of them
is going to get out in tact. Book / 109 pages / 32
illustrations

Fashion Victims

Story by Lauren Bliss, illustrations by Fraylim.
Teenage boy Jamie just needed clothes for
school. Oh, he’s going to get clothes for school.
Just not male ones. Will he ever need male
clothes again? Book / 67 pages / 26 illustrations

The Making of a Beach Bunny

Story by KK & Fraylim, illustrations by Fraylim.
Before heading off to college, John wanted to
spend his last normal summer at the old rental
summer house with his friend Stanley. There was
nothing about this summer that would be normal.
Book / 134 pages / 58 illustrations



A Family Femmed

“The Femmed Family Robinson” by James J.
Craft & Cheryl Lynn, illustrations by Sortimid. The
Robinson boys all had dreams of their own,
once. Now they have new ones, thanks to their
stepmother. Book /96 pages / 29 color illustra-
tions

Forever Femmed

Story by James J. Craft & Cheryl Lynn, illustra-
tions by Sortimid. “A Family Femmed’s” Deborah
is still hard at work, flipping men into sissies and
selling them to the highest bidder. But this time,
there’s a new wrinkle. Book / 108 pages / 28
illustrations

Auntie’s Girl Time

By Cheryl Lynn. David was just a young teenage
boy who wanted all the things in life a man could
look forward to. His aunt, though, is going to
make sure he never gets them. Book / 79

pages / 20 illustrations

Revenge of the Cheerleaders

“Pansy Cheers” By Angela J. Patrick Sears was
a football player trying to sleep with every cheer-
leader at his small college. He’d have to pay for
his conquests. Book / 116 pages / 19 illustrations

He’s Got His Mind Made Up

By James J. Craft. lllustrations by kinkyrocket.
Corey has just a sliver of a chance to get into
college, but that chance involves becoming his
stepmother’s maid. And she wants him to fit both
the role and the dress. Book / 68 pages / 16
illustrations

Fated for Femininity

Story by KK, illustrations by RocketXpert. When
a web page shows Evan having sex with another
boy, the poor kid is chased out of town — right
into the arms of a gender therapist who has her
own agenda. Book / 70 pages / 15 illustrations

Two Forms of ID

By Joe Six-Pack. Harvey had the unusual ability
to convincingly imitate a teenage girl. In despera-
tion, he has to use that talent to make some
money. But when is enough enough?

Paperback / 194 pages / text only



