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Lingering Feelings

Alex Miller

�Cameras are on, girls. Everything�s a go.�
Bright lights flashed on all around me, half-blindingmy vision.
I hoped it was so for everybody else too. There I stood,standing for multiple cameras. Watched by many pairsof eyes and I couldn�t have been more embarrassed ofmy live.
They were shooting a commercial, that�s what theysaid to me, and I seemed to be one of its main actors. Orshould I say actresses. I was a guy, but I didn�t exactlylook masculine and that wasn�t the worst of it. It waswhat I wore and that everybody could see me like that.
How did I ever end up in this situation? My mindstarted to look back to when everything seemed to golike it should for a man of my age.
I lay on the couch staring at the letters in a book.Much the same as I had done every day for the last fewmonths. Something my mother obviously couldn�t ap-preciate.
�Will you please go look for a job? It has been monthsand you still have no new job.�
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My mother was right. I should go look for a job, but Ihad given up.
The one I lost was my first job and I was lucky to havegotten that one. It only lasted a little more than a year. Igot fired. Not that I didn�t do my job right, I did. At theend, I just wasn�t what they looked for. I was a timidman, not old, only 23, with black hair and no beard tohide my face.
Not unhandsome to women�s standards, but not ma-cho handsome. I never was and I never will be. That hadhis obvious reasons.
Just not having the characteristics of a macho manwas the most important one. Another one was that I wastoo short, according to today�s standard. I was onlyfive-foot-four and therefore a lightweight. My stepsisterwas almost a head bigger than me, a lot of women were.Not by a head necessarily, but they were bigger.Sharon, my so-called stepsister, had no problem toss-ing me over like a feather and she did if she felt like it,no matter how hard I protested. I was stronger than Ilooked, but I was no Superman. The laws of nature justdemanded that I could not win. My biggest handicapever, was my shyness. I could not do anything aboutthat, no matter how hard I ever tried. My mother andeven my stepsister tried to help me on some rare occa-sions; my step-dad never bothered.
The day we met I saw in his eyes that he never wouldconsider me as his stepson, feelings that never changedand his death made it impossible that they ever could.So I never felt myself comfortable in the presence ofwoman, not that of men. The men, those that didn�t ig-nore me, treated me as a softie and the woman did thesame. They liked my kind character but none of thewomen took me seriously as a candidate for more thanfriendship. That was the reason that I didn�t have muchexperience.
There were the occasional contacts with a person ofthe female sex but they never lasted long. Mostly be-cause they were blind dates and more than one of themdidn�t like having to look down. I blamed it on their highheels. Therefore it wasn�t only a job I was looking for.
I was, as it turned out, more destined to have successin finding the right job than in finding the right woman.At that moment I had given up on both.
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I had a good education, thanks to a scholarship I hadwon. It wasn�t a lot, but I was smart. But even there Ihad bad luck. The scholarship was for an economic de-gree. Not my first choice, not even one of my top ten, butit was my only chance for a decent degree at awell-known university.
I only got the scholarship thanks to Step-dad. Whichhe made me know every day, over and again. He was abig shot at a big company, one that saw offering a schol-arship more as a tax reduction than as helping to shapesomeone�s future. So my step-dad decided what degree Ishould pursue. I had nothing to say in it. Mymajors andminors were chosen for me, not by me. My choiceswould have been totally different; history, art or litera-ture, choices my step-dad would veto before they werespoken out loud.
The problem was that I was not the right material forthe corporate world. Not that I was not capable of doingmy job. I was not hard enough, not impressive enough.My job interviews always had the same beginning, thefrowning of eyebrows. Whatever they expected, it wasnever someone like me. Luckily, this time I could con-vince them to give me a chance, but they clearly regret-ted that decision, as did I. It was not a job for me, but Ihad no other choice. It wasn�t the years of economicprosperity. Those days were over. Now you had to takewhat you could get. But that didn�t mean that you did.
There weren�t many jobs I was fit to do. I could dosome physical labor, but almost everybody was a betterfit for such a job than me. A minimum wage job at a fastfood restaurant wasn�t the future I had in mind. So theonly job I could look for was the same old thing and fornow I had enough of it all. I needed a break, away fromthe world where I didn�t fit in.
But that was not what my mother had in mind. Everyopportunity she had, she used to scold me. No son ofhers would be a lazy bum while she was around. I laydown with a book and never looked up until it was eve-ning.
It was to avoid my mother�s eyes and the questionsthat were hidden behind them, questions that would re-peat themselves so long as I didn�t had a job. My motherhad a Sixth Sense for it. The book wasn�t yet down whenout of the kitchen came her voice.
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�Your step-dad would kick your ass if he saw whatbecame of you.�
�My step-dad didn�t care what I became. He never be-lieved in me anyway.�
Maybe he did in the beginning, but not after my grad-uation. Not after it was obvious to him that I wouldnever be able to fill his shoes, in every way possible. Hehad hoped to bring me into his company to climb up thecorporate ladder and one day replace him when hewould go on his retirement. His disappointment wasbig, but lasted not long.
Sharon�s company was rapidly growing and startedto make big ripples in the lingerie business. Even whenhe wasn�t crazy about the product she fabricated, hegladly spread the word about his daughter�s success.She was, after all, his flesh and blood. Her success wasonly natural. I was soon forgotten about as an potentialheir for his throne.
But Mother was right. I would have gotten a speechfrom my step-dad after one day of unemployment. Healways judged people, comparing them to him, whichrarely had a positive result. Not many were as him,luckily for me and the world.
�Maybe my father never did, but Mother does andtherefore so do I.�
I turned myself around in the direction of the soundand found an unexpected guest. Sharon did not livehere anymore. She had her own place. The unexpectedpart was that it wasn�t Sunday, the day she reserved forMom. There must have been something wrong for her tobe her now.
�Hey, Sharon.�
�Hey, Ethan.�
Sharon was hot, beautiful and tall enough to be amodel. Not thin enough, though, but that applies to al-most everybody, even the models when they like to eat.
But most importantly, why would she event want tobe a model? She had her own company. She had longblack hair and a hard face. Sharon was my stepsister,but I didn�t consider her family. I never thought about
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her as more than an acquaintance. It was not like I sawher a lot.
She went to boarding school. So during school years Ionly saw her at special occasions and holidays. She wastwelve when she became part of my life and I was onlyseven. One thing I learned fast: the new member of thefamily always had the last word. I would get angry andwouldn�t speak to here for days but in the end she al-ways got what she wanted. She knew what a softie I re-ally was.
What didn�t help was that my mother took Sharon�sside in almost every discussion. She called it a commonfemale vision. I called it Not Fair. The relation betweenSharon andmymother always was more intense, stron-ger, than her Mother�s relationship with me. To her shewas a real daughter.
To me, in essence, she was just an older girl whosometimes lived with us. After boarding school, therewas higher education and life itself.
She started her company not long after graduating atthe university.
After that she visited regularly but it was always mymother who kept her company. At those moments I justsaw her face and heard her voice.
We barely spoke to each other, only to argue and Imostly gave that up when I was twelve. I couldn�t saywhat she loved and who; those were thing we nevertalked about. She was my mother�s fake daughter, a girlI knew, but not really. A girl I neither liked nor disliked.Well, when she didn�t boss me around, that is.
�What are you doing here? Not that I am not glad tosee you.�
She pinched me on the cheek. I hated that extremelyand she knew that all too well.
�You better be.�
She placed herself next to me on the couch. Mymother had done the same. So there I was, surroundedby female determination and I would soon found outwhere it was aimed.
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�I invited Sharon to talk about your situation.�
�What situation?�
I wasn�t planning to make it easy for them. It was ob-vious what they wanted, but I would ignore it as long aspossible, even if that was only minutes.
�Dinner is ready. We will talk about it at the table.�
It was Sharon�s favorite, Coq au vin, whatever thatwas. I didn�t care. It was not bad. So she would be busyfor a while, eating. But it was my mother that was thefirst to speak.
�Sharon has a job for you.�
There they were, the words nobody wanted to say andI sure didn�t want to hear. Sharon was offering me a jobat her company.
Sharon nodded with her mouth full.
�Mom, I thought that we agreed this was a bad idea.�
Mymother had brought this up back at the beginningof my quest for a job. It was a suggestion I alwaysavoided taking seriously, until I had no other choice dueto my continued unemployment. So we talked about itand I had a very good excuse not to consider it. Mothernever gave up on the idea, though. I already explainedthat my sister had her own company, a successful one.But the fact was that it was a woman-oriented businessand not a place where I would fit in. Creating and man-ufacturing lingerie wasn�t something I had experiencein, only in looking at it. I liked a woman in lingerie. Ithad the magical ability to make its contents more desir-able. The problem was that I barely did anything morethan looking.
The only times I had panties in my hands was whenSharon had been too hasty and threw hers in with mylaundry. That happened more than once. Someoneother than naVve me would have started to doubt if itwas just coincidence. So my knowledge about lingeriewas limited, very limited.
But Sharon had the knowledge and the experience.She had exceeded the expectations my step-dad had ofher. Even the fact that she wouldn�t have had it so easy
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without the business loan he got for her, hadn�tchanged his mind. The fact that she was successful wasthe only thing that counted to him. Her company hadgrown in a few years from a small business into a com-pany that left its impression nationally.
�It is, but the alternative is worse.�
Sharon�s plate was empty and so also was her mind.That meant that there was room for something else.
�But, but there are only woman working at your com-pany! For a good reason.�
�Yes, that is true. Nevertheless I am offering you a jobat my company.�
�Doing what? There is nothing that I could do thatsomebody else can�t do better. What do I know aboutlingerie?�
It was not that I didn�t know anything about lingerie.I probably knew as much as most men. A woman in lin-gerie was a thing of beauty. But admiring a paintingdidn�t make me a painter.
Sharon�s company was successful in a market thatwas pure a woman�s business, so I thought. I stood cor-rected in sooner than I could have imagined.
�Being my secretary.�
�What? Your secretary? Why would that be a goodchoice for you, your company and, most importantly,for me?�
�It�s the least damaging position.�
For a moment I didn�t know what to say. What could Isay?
�Um!�
�I�ll be your direct boss. The responsibility for youractions lies completely with me. You won�t be able tofrustrate my personnel with your incompetence. I knowyou. I know what you are capable of and what you arenot. So it will be the best position for you to start in.Later we can see if there will be something that suitsyou better.�
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I jumped out of the couch and confronted the both ofthem.
�Forget it. I will never be your puppet, Sharon. I�llwork for minimum wage before that happens.�
I should not have said that. Now I couldn�t take itback anymore.
�OK, if that is your wish. You�ll get one more chance.But if you don�t find a job within a month, you knowwhat will happen.�
The tone of my mother�s voice let no doubt. If I didn�tget a job in a month, I would be working for my sister, aprospect that made me shiver. Working for her would beof a whole other, scary, dimension. As a part of the fam-ily she was bossy, but as a boss, she would be impossi-ble to deal with. I left the both of them behind withoutlooking back. If I had looked back, their smiles wouldhave given me a good indication of their lack of faith inthe successfulness of my attempt. It was probablybetter that way. Looking for a job with that visionburned in mymemory wouldn�t have been a good begin-ning. I would have given up much earlier.
Every day I was out, looking through the usual jobsearch channels for something to throw in their face.But they knewme all too well. I would never take amini-mum wage job above working for my sister. There sim-ply were no other jobs just then. Well, not for me.
The competition was hard and, more important, big-ger. They say that tall people have an advantage in get-ting a job over the short ones. I was the living proof thatthey were right.
Anyway, my chances were slim to find something be-fore that looming Sunday. I was ready to admit defeatand I did a few days before the end of the month. Thelast few days I left the house like I had done every otherday that month, but spent them in the park, a museum,or the zoo, places I could enjoy with an empty mind. Mymother never said a word when she watched me gothrough the door those mornings, which surprised me.The only thing she said was, �Have a nice day, Honey.�
I knew what the future held for me and wanted to en-joy my last days of freedom in peace. Thinking about thejob that awaited me was the last thing I wanted to do.
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The best way to do was to avoid silent moments wheremy mind could not escape those thoughts. I made surethat my days were full and tiring. My mind was asleepfor it could drift off.
That Saturday, I was just home after a busy day outtrying to avoid the looming confrontation when she andmy mother came in the room. They had been out forcake and an ice-cream at their favorite coffeehouse,something they did almost every weekend. They alwaysinvited me and I always said no and Sharon always gavethe same reaction.
�Still afraid to been seen with two beautiful woman atyour side?�
I was afraid indeed, afraid of being laughed at, thestory of my life and height. I was an easy andwell-known target of bullying. In high school one didn�tneed more than one reason to bully and with me therewere more than enough.
It stopped when I went to university. Not because thepeople were more mature, which they were, but be-cause the bullies had other priorities. After university Istill was an easy target for someone who wanted acheap laugh. Going out with my sister and motherwould inspire a lot of would-be comedians. It wouldhave been impossible for me to walk down a street with-out the chance of meeting old schoolmates and associ-ates. Most of them knew me and my mother and sister.It was a very small town we lived in and my family iswell-known. That�s the disadvantage of having moremoney than the average family.
My step-dad liked to brag, one of his manynot-so-positive qualities. We were lucky that the townwas so small that the police had no trouble keep thecrime numbers low, which was the main reason mymother wanted to stay here after remarrying. The otherreason was the high quality of education offered here.My step-dad and his daughter were more acquaintedwith the city life. But my step-dad didn�t mind living in asmall town. He only was there during the weekends,anyway. The rest of the week he stayed in an apartmentin the better part of the city. When my step-dad died, Irealized theirs was more a marriage of convenience. Hewas looking for a mother for his daughter and mymother was looking for a way to survive. At the momentthey met each other, we were living off the hush money
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my mother had gotten. My father was killed in an acci-dent at work.
The company blamed him, but knew they were reallythe ones to blame. So they offered Mother a bribe. It wasfor her silence on the matter. It would be never enoughmoney to live on, but she had no other choice. Go tocourt and make only the lawyers rich or take what shecould get, those were her choices. It wasn�t the com-pany�s first accident and everybody in town knew thatnone of his coworkers would dare to testify against theiremployer. There was more to lose than to gain. We lostmy father and we would lose a lot more if my mothersued. Mother had no degree and low-paying jobs werethe only alternative.
A mortgage and a kid would mean scraping by, whichmeant living in poverty, a future my mother did not lookforward to. She was, and still is, a beautiful woman. Theresult was that there was male interest in her enough,but not to replace a father.
A dating service was the connecting factor betweenmy step-dad and my mom. Not long after they met,there was the wedding, a contract and a new family. Anew family that I didn�t ask for.
�Maybe he doesn�t want to be seen in the company ofhis mother.� A remark I couldn�t let pass by.
�Of course I do, but I don�t want to spoil yourwomen�s day out with the presence of a man.�
�If you say so. However that excuse will not work for-ever. You know, your presence can change.�
Now I was a little confused. Everybody�s presencechanges but that had nothing to do with the problem.Sharon was sometimes a mystery to me. I never knewwhat she really meant by things she said. Surely notwhen she made strange statements like this one andshe loved making them.
She knew they would always leave me in a state ofconfusion. I didn�t know what to think anymore. Sharonsaw the surprised expression on my face and could notdo anything else than laugh. That made me mad andalso made me forget the reason for my confusion.
�Stop it!�
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�Make me.�
�Aaaah.�
That was the only thing I could say and do. Trying topinch her as I had many years ago wasn�t possible any-more. She wasn�t dressed for it and I was too old to losesuch a game. My ego couldn�t take the blow so easilyanymore. It always ended up with me being the one thatwas pinched, or worse.
I turned around to seek shelter at my room. My feethad already passed the first steps of the stairs. Before Icould escape, Sharon reeled me back in.
�How�s the job hunting been?�
My shoulders lowered themselves as a sign of defeat.I didn�t dare to look she or Mother in the face.
�Not so well. If you�ll give more time, I�m sure I willfind a job.�
This time it was Mother putting an end to my escape.
�Hold it, young man. You know what we agreed.Come back here so that we can talk about your future.�
There it was, �young man.� I knew I was in troublewhen my mother used that phrase to address me. Shewould not let me go back on my given word. I had noother choice than to submit myself to their will. If Ibroke my promise, I knew I would pay the price. Mymother wouldn�t kick me out of the house, but shewould cut me off financially. I would have room andboard, but nothing more. Even going to the movieswould be impossible without begging my mother forsome money. My savings could keep me comfortable fora few months, but not longer. Spending money onbooks and other enjoyments was way too easy for me.She knew that all to well. Money was no issue anymorefor my mother. My stepfather had left her a nice sum ofmoney, all thanks to his life insurance. The rest of hismoney, savings, and investments went to Sharon,which she didn�t need, so she gave it to my mother.
All that meant she could miss it to give me a little fi-nancial support just until I found the job that I wanted.But that seemed to be out of the question now. When ithad been only my mother, I could have convinced her to
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give me another chance. With Sharon involved, I stoodno chance. I would be a secretary for my sister. Thatsounded worse than being unemployed.
�OK, you�ve got me. What now?�
They both were waiting until I dropped my butt in thecouch where it had been living for a long time. Not thebest place for me to discuss the terms of my surrender.So I set myself down at the table for a serious talk.
My mother smiled at Sharon.
�Our little man is getting big.�
Damn, she knew perfectly well how I hated it whenshe called me that.
The little self-confidence I had gathered was alreadyvanishing like snow in spring. The emotionless face mysister brought to the discussion raised the temperatureeven more. When Sharon set herself down next to mymother, both facing me, there was no trace left of anyconfidence. Suddenly it felt like Doomsday.
�Well, I will fulfill my promise, but...�
Before I could say anything more, Sharon interruptedme.
�No buts, but one. This is what will happen. I talked itover with Mother and you can take it, but not leave it.�
�You can�t just make me do whatever you want.Mother has the last word in this. And I don�t believe shesees it just the way you do.�
My mother�s answer came immediately.
�Oh but I do, even more. I have given her completecontrol over this little experiment. So you know what toexpect.�
Her answer made me swallow. An experiment shecalled it. Being a secretary for Sharon would be muchmore than just an experiment for here and surely forme.
�Sharon knows you almost as well as I do and sheloves you.
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She will always have your best interest in mind. Iknow that and you should know that too.�
Her smile disappeared and her face looked as seriousas Sharon�s.
I hadn�t seen it like that. OK, so it was Sharon. MaybeI was too negative.
In the end, it beats working for a boss who only seesme as a number. Sharon would at least see me as a per-son who happens to be familiar to her. Maybe it would-n�t be so bad. With every thought that passed, I slowlystarted to believe in this experiment. Now I only had tolisten to what it was she had in mind.
�You�ll start as soon as possible. It can be days orweeks, I will be the one to determine this. It all dependson you. In the meantime you have the opportunity to geteverything in order.�
�What do you mean by that?�
�You�ll be living with me in the city. There is morethan enough space and the city is too far for you totravel back and forth to every day.�
�I can�t leave Mother behind. What would she dowithout me?�
�Isn�t it more the other way around?�
That was a typical reaction from Sharon, but beforethis could turn into a war my mother intervened.
�We already talked about this. Sharon only agreed togive you this job after I made it clear that it was fine withme. You should have more faith in her. She�s onlythinking about your welfare.�
�Yeah, little man, you should.�
For an instant my defiance was gone. For an instantonly, just until the moment when she had to tease me.
�Are you really going to live here on your own?�
�Yes, but not for long.�
�What? Have you met someone? Is it that?�
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�No, idiot. Mother is coming to the city too. Not imme-diately, in four or five months maybe. She doesn�t knowyet.�
�I always thought you didn�t want to live in the city,Mom.�
�I�m not fond of it, but I think it�s time to give it achance. If it doesn�t works out, I can always come back.�
�What about the house?�
�I�ll just rent it out, furnished. There is already a lot ofinterest from the girls in my club. Some of them arelooking for a better place. So I won�t have any difficultywith finding a decent tenant.�
�What would you do in the city? It will be a wholeother life.�
�Find you a new step-dad maybe, or visit a museumwith my daughter.�
�Not with your son?�
I wasn�t offended, only curious.
�Not when he doesn�t change a lot.�
For a moment my mother and sister looked at eachother with a sparkle in their eyes and a smile on theirlips, something I didn�t see. My mind was occupied withthe most suitable explanation. I was, after all, the onewho didn�t want to go with them to the coffee house. Sowhy would she take me to a museum? Not until Ichanged my attitude about it, certainly. That they bothhad other changes in mind was something I still had todiscover.
�OK, I�ll take the job. But does it really have to be theposition of secretary? Isn�t there something else that�smore fitting for a man?�
Sharon saw this as an opportunity to mock me.
�Why? Is the job not macho enough for you? Is it thatyou have to use your brain and not your muscles? And Ithought you never used the latter.�
That was not what I wanted to hear and she knew it.But it was my own fault. I should have known that
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Sharon would react that way after such a stupid re-mark. She accepted that women and men were differ-ent, but thought they never should be treated that way.And they surely shouldn�t behave that way when therewasn�t a very, very, very good reason for it. In this casethere wasn�t.
�You know that everything my company sells is madefor us, not by us. These companies have an exclusivecontract with us and are very glad for the cooperation.It�s a win-win for both of us. They wouldn�t consider youa win. You can�t seam and lifting boxes isn�t one of themajors at the university and they have no need for moremanagement. Besides, the nearest contractor is morethan five hundred miles away. Some aren�t even on thiscontinent. But if you wish I can put in a good word foryou?�
She said it without meaning it, because my answerwas no surprise.
�No, that�s not necessary. I give in. I�ll be yourdammed secretary. Whatever that means.�
�You will find out very soon. Pack your coat, we�releaving after we have say goodbye to Mom. You are com-ing with me.�
�What? Now? What about all my things? I can�t leavethem. Besides, packing my clothes will take me hours.�
�Yes now. You don�t need to pack. You will have ev-erything you�ll need and more, a lot more.�
�How�s that? I need at least fresh underwear for to-morrow. Or do you want me to go commando?�
My mother looked determined. She didn�t react,whatever I said. She left it all to Sharon.
�You�re right. You�ll need your stuff, but Mother al-ready anticipated that. All your clothes are packed andalready on their way to my address. It cost mother extramoney to have it all delivered by tomorrow. So you haveno excuse.�
�When and how is this all done?�
�Mother and I have been packing since this morning.Well, �packing� isn�t the right word. You�ll have a lot of
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work sorting everything out. But tomorrow you�ll havetime enough. For the first few days I�ll leave you be.�
Her last word wasn�t said before my mother put a bagnext to me on the ground. The noise it made caused meto turn my head.
�What�s that?�
�Your favorite books. Now you have no excuse any-more. You always said that your books would be all youneed when the world came to an end.�
�And the rest. I can�t leave without the rest. It willtake days to pack.�
�It will and I am the one who shall do it, not you. Thefirst batch is already packed. You will have everythingyou need within a week. Then you have everything youneed to start a new job and a new future.�
I finally started to calm down.
�I�m sorry, Mom. I should have known that you hadeverything under control. I�m an idiot. I�ll just buy somenew stuff. In the city there are shops and choicesenough.�
�There are, but you won�t be able to.�
My reaction was aimed straight my mother.
�What do you mean? I�m not rich, but my savings aresufficient to buy more than a few new things. That re-minds me. What do I get paid?�
I looked straight at Sharon and she answered with-out even blinking.
�Nothing for the first six months.�
�What! Do you expect me to work for free? No wonderyou want me to be your secretary.�
�You really are an idiot. Do you think you get paid forlearning the business? You should be glad you onlyhave to pay for rent and food.�
I suddenly stood up, pushing my stool backwards.My frustration started to turn into anger and my voicemade that very clear.
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�Can someone please give me an answer instead ofspouting nonsense? Mom, you first. What do you meanabout not being able to buy stuff?�
�You better sit back down, dear, because you won�tlike it. But it was necessary for a clean start.�
This time I sat myself down in the couch, lay back,and looked up, hoping this all was just a joke. My angerwas gone. Like all my angers, it had a short life.
�I withdrew all your money yesterday and gave it toSharon.�
Before I had a new fit, my mother continued.
�It is an advanced payment for the rent you will owehere. She�s letting you stay at her house for an amountthat wouldn�t allow you to rent a one -bedroom apart-ment in a bad neighborhood.�
Damn, I had nothing to say as an argument againstit, but I tried anyway.
�Why do I have to pay rent if she doesn�t pay me forsix months? How difficult can it be just being a secre-tary? I went to University, damn it.�
�Ethan!� Watch your tongue and don�t be such a fool.Do you intend to stay a freeloader of will you finally takeresponsibility and act accordingly?�
I shriveled. My mother made it clear to me that shewas playing hardball this time. This couldn�t be justabout a job. It wasn�t the first time I was looking for one.There had to be something more. But what?
�Besides, I know that you have enough money in youwallet for little things and there�s always your creditcard for emergencies. You have plenty. So stop whiningover money. You�ll survive.�
My mother put her arms out.
�Now both of you give me a hug. It�s time to leave.�
Ten minutes later, we were on our way.
Hours later, Sharon drove the car into an under-ground garage. It was so quick, that I didn�t saw whatthe building looked like. I had seen a picture, but I had

Page - 17

RELUCTANT PRESS



never been on the inside. Sharon never felt the need toshow me the place, until now. A stair brought us to thelobby.
�Hello, Jack. I see you�re doing the nightshift today.�
�Good evening, Miss Hannigan. You have a guest?�
�I do and you will be seeing him more than once.�
�Does he need a key, for the elevator and the apart-ment?�
�Not yet.�
There were two elevators, opposite of each other. Wetook the left one. A moment later in the elevator, I had toask her.
�How come I don�t get a key and why didn�t you say Iwas family?�
�You�ll need to earn both.�
�Now he�ll think I�m a gigolo or something.�
Sharon laughed out loud.
�No he won�t. To be precise, that will be the last thinghe�ll think.�
The elevator opened into a little hallway.
�The elevator only goes this high with a key. It�s be-cause this is the highest floor and on it is the placewhere I live.�
She unlocked the door and opened it while she wavedto something behind her. It took me a moment to realizethat she waved to Jack, via a camera. We entered themain room which was a mixture of kitchen, diningroom, and living room.
�It�s late and it�s going to be an early morning. Yourroom isn�t ready yet. You better sleep on the couch.You�ll find that it is a lot more comfortable than the oneyou�re used to.�
She was right. It only took me a few seconds to fallasleep. No dream disturbed me until the morning. ThenI was woken by a noise. It was Sharon in her kitchen.
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�Hey sleepyhead, what do you want for breakfast,eggs and bacon or just some cereal?�
�Eggs and bacon please.�
�The frying pan is in the bottom drawer and you�llfind the rest in the fridge. Just make sure you don�tburn them.�
I should have known that it wouldn�t be so easy. Itwas, after all, Sharon�s place. So I started to makebreakfast barefooted. She had floor heating, carpet andmostly wooden floors so that wouldn�t be a problem. Notthat it was necessary. The days and nights were warm.
�Make mine well done.�
I wanted to protest but I swallowed my frustration.She was the boss from now on. I knew that before I leftmy home. just as well as I knew Sharon. While I wasbaking, she was looking over my shoulder.
�Well, it looks edible.�
�Beat it before I accidentally drop it on your head.�
�Touchy! How come you aren�t this self-confidentwith other woman or is it all just an act?�
I sighed. I expected to be hearing this question someday, so I had an answer ready.
�Because I already know you. I know what to expectof you. It is the first step that scares me. I�m not the manmany woman look for. I know I am too soft. That willnever change and neither will I.�
I was afraid. Afraid to be looked at as a looser, a fool,a sissy. Scared of failure, unintentionally avoiding thepain and embarrassment a first step can bring. It was-n�t a good excuse but it was the only one I had.�
�You are no fool. But yeah, you are a softie. I�veknown that since I saw you years ago crying during amovie and it wasn�t Bambi.�
�So what? Even the hardest men cry sometimes.�
�Yes, but not during a chick flick.�
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A weird silence fell. Sharon was waiting for my reac-tion and I just wanted her to shut up.
�I�m going to buy a newspaper. I probably won�t beback before you go to work wherever that is.�
Me alone in the big city, I expected a storm of protest.What I got was disappointing. She was surprisinglyfriendly.
�You still prefer paper over a tablet, don�t you? Well,I�m not stopping you. You�ll find a stand at the streetcorner to your right.�
Sharon sat herself down at the table. It wasn�t her in-tention to let food go to waste even if it was only baconand eggs, something she rarely ate. She only wanted toagitate me a bit. She still knew how to manipulate meinto doing things. She took something from thecountertop and threw it to me.
�Here, or you won�t get in again. I�ll notify downstairsso they don�t take you for an intruder. They know all thepeople who work and live her.�
I almost dropped the key, but managed to capture it.
�Yeah, yeah.�
I passed the counter without looking and, once out-side, I went to the right. After a minute, I was cursingSharon. There was no newsstand to find. So I kept ongoing. It was of no use to ask a bystander.
I would definitely get lost if I left this street. I�d onlybeen to this city two or three times before briefly and Ihad left my phone with Sharon. Never leave somewherein a hurry. Not when you�re angry anyway. I had mademy mind up to go back when my last footsteps broughtme close to a bookstore. My bad temper was gone. ThereI would find everything I needed and more.
I tapped on my pocket to check my wallet, somethingI always automatically did. Once incident in the pastwas enough to be careful not to be embarrassed lookingfor a wallet that I forgot. This time I was sure to have itwith me, so I expected confirmation, something I didn�tget. I almost ripped my jacket to peaces, but I still foundnothing. How could this be? It was there yesterday. Imade sure I had it before we left. There was nothing else
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to do than to go back. My mind, occupied with this di-lemma, failed to notice the curious look from Jack�s col-league in the lobby. I went straight up. Luckily I still hadthe key to the apartment.
�Sharon, are you still here?�
No answer, which wasn�t a problem My phone was inreach. She answered surprisingly fast.
�Sharon, have you seen my wallet?�
�Of course not! What would I do with your wallet?Where did you have it last? You didn�t leave it home, didyou?�
�I�m sure I had it in my jackets pocket, but it isn�there anymore.�
�Well, if you�re sure, there are only two possibilities.You have lost it or it was stolen. Either way, your wal-let�s gone.�
Both possibilities made me freeze for a moment.
�When you were on the street did anyone bump intoyou? That�s the way a pickpocket works.�
My mind went crazy rerunning my time on the street.The problem was that I had been looking too much atthe city environment to notice the people around me.
�Did you lose it in the apartment or on the street?�
It couldn�t have fallen out my pocket after I had putmy jacket on. My pocket was too deep. But that was noproblem for a pickpocket. So if it fell out, it still had to behere, in the penthouse.
�Maybe?�
There was not much confidence in my voice.
�Well, look for it. If you can�t find it, you have to blockyour credit card.�
�Shouldn�t we go to the police?�
�Why, for a blocked credit card and a few hundreddollars? It isn�t worth all that trouble.�
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If only I could have seen the smile on Sharon�s face, Iwould have known that there was more going on.
�What now?�
�You start working after your search. I will call toblock your credit card and I�ll even call the police if yourwallet doesn�t show itself within the hour. You�ll be busywith other things. Your room needs to be cleaned andrefurnished. You�ll find everything you need spread outover the other rooms. Put the stuff the painters left intothe last room.�
�But which is my room?�
�You�ll know when you�ll see it.� And with that, shehung up.
After an hour I stopped looking. I had to accept thatmy wallet was stolen. The bedrooms would obviously beupstairs. So that�s where I went.
The first door was Sharon�s bedroom, big and luxuri-ous. I quickly closed the door. Sharon would bite myhead off for snooping there. The next one revealed asmaller, almost empty room, freshly painted. Checkingthe other doors made it clear that this had to be myroom. It was the only one that was painted, white. Thefloor was covered in plastic. A little stepladder was theonly other decoration. On it was standing a big bucketof paint which looked very heavy. A handle was missingfrom it. So I had to grasp it firmly.
I wrapped my arm around it, slowly pulling it to theedge to anticipate its weight. However, something was-n�t right. The bucket didn�t move, probably caused bydried paint sticking it to the ladder. So I pulled hard inone go. It came loose in an instant, but my reward was-n�t what I expected.
The contents of the bucket poured out and coveredme from the chest on down. I stood motionless for a fewseconds. Then I put the bucket down, the hole upside.After that I used every strong word I knew in the mostexpressive way. I was soaked with paint. There was noother choice than to take my clothes, socks, and shoesoff. The only thing I was left with were my boxer shorts.Luckily cold wasn�t really a problem so far south andsurely not this time of the year. I threw it all in a heapinto the puddle of paint.
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My clothes were ruined. At least they were good forcleaning up the leftover paint. I sat myself down in a dryplace waiting for something or someone to happen. Ahalf hour passed before it did. I heard the door. Thatcould only be Sharon. I yelled hard enough to wake thedead. Her voice and herself came closer with every stepshe made.
�Alright, alright, I am coming. Stop shouting. Maybe Ican finally understand what you are saying.�
Her face was the first thing I saw. My almost nakedbody covered in paint was the first thing she saw. It tookher a full ten minutes to stop laughing and a lot longerto stop grinning.
�What have you done? I didn�t ask you to paint theroom again and surely you weren�t supposed to paintyourself.�
�What I have done? Nothing. Those dammed paintersset a trap, as a joke or whatever. Look at the bucket.�
Sharon looked, but she did not need to. She alreadyknew what happened. She had paid the painters a lot ofmoney to do it. That was something I didn�t need toknow.
�The painters probably took revenge for you sackingthem.�
�Ooh.�
That was all I could say because it was a rational andvery plausible explanation. But what now?
�So you were the target and I was the victim?�
�It seems that way.�
�And now? I can�t stand around much longer likethis.�
�Isn�t it obvious? Wash yourself, take off your boxershorts and throw them with the rest. I�ll get you someold towels to wipe yourself.�
I hesitated to take my boxer shorts off in front ofSharon. It has been years since she saw me naked. Iwas younger then and less ashamed to show my buttandmore to her. She didn�t need long to find the towels.
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�Well, what are you waiting for? Take them off quicklyor do you need me to help?�
That was the last thing I wanted. Seconds later myshorts made the clothes pile a little bigger. I was stand-ing with my hands covering a piece of my body.
�Don�t be so prudish. It�s not like I haven�t seen some-thing comparable before. Here.�
I wiped the paint of my body as best I could, leavingenough to be an albino for the most part.
�Here are some slippers. Follow me to your bath-room.�
The slippers were pink, not exactly my favorite color.She took the lead and never looked at me until we werethere.
�Step in and wait.�
She came back with a neutral-smelling cream.
�You�re lucky.�
Yeah, I sure was! She could see on my face what Ithought of that.
�These days a depilatory cream doesn�t have a badsmell anymore. Use it all over your body, butt keep itaway from the hair on your head.�
�What? Why? What does it do?�
She sighed. �I�ll do it myself. You�ll probably make amess of it.�
Another joke. It couldn�t be a bigger mess. A secondlater she pulled a shower cap over my head while herhands were covered with long pink cleaning gloves. .
�Hey, why are you doing that?�
�Shut up and stand still.�
She was right that I was lucky. Lucky to be ashamedenough. Otherwise I would have showed my resentmentabout the treatment I got. After a couple of minutes,that was the least of my worries.
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�What is this burning feeling? Damn. Get that creamoff me. Quick!�
�Just a few minutes longer. Go stand under theshower.�
I did it without hesitation. The minutes felted likehours of torture.
�And now you may turn the water on.�
A soothing flow of water released me of the burningfeeling and also of my hair. I saw it literally going downthe drain.
�Sharon, what have you done? The only hair left iswhat I have on my head. The rest is gone.�
�That is exactly what should happen. All the hair onyour body was covered with paint. It was the only way toremove it.�
I looked at myself and couldn�t deny it, every trace ofwhite paint was gone. I was satisfied, not with the lossof my hair but that was a small price to pay. It wouldgrow back, right?
My sister stood before me with a pink bathrobe.
�Pink? Really, Sharon? Is that all you have?�
�Yes it is. You can wear it until your own stuff has ar-rived. But not without underwear.�
�It�s a bathrobe! Why do I need underwear and wherewould I get it?�
�Because I don�t want to see something sticking outof it.�
My head turned red, deep red. So red that I couldn�tsay anything.
�Underwear won�t be a problem. We make lingerie.Something should fit. Or we will make it fit.�
�No way. I�m not going to wear women�s lingerie. Noway in hell will I do that. You�ve got to be crazy to eventhink that.�
�Is the little guy saying no to me?�
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I knew better than to take a frontal attack. I wouldlose and Sharon would play even harder.
�No, no, but can�t you go and buy me some under-wear? One pair of boxer shorts is enough. I�m a manand I deserve underwear for a man. Or at least lend mesome money. I�ll order it online, express. Beside, myclothes could arrive any minute.�
�I promised Mother to not give you a cent. And I haveher promise that everything I say goes. You can give hera call, but I can guarantee you that she won�t changeher mind. And I don�t give a damn how fast your clothesare going to be here. You�ll walk around in my house de-cently dressed, whatever it takes to do so.�
�Please Sharon, a man�s shorts is all I want.�
�I can give you boy shorts. But you have to stop com-plaining and wear them without a word of protest for aslong as I think it�s necessary.�
I had thought that Sharon came to her senses abouther strange request, but I was wrong. Oh, how wrong Iwas!
�I swear I will. You give me boy shorts and I promisethat I will never turn down a request anymore.�
I was too quick to react. I should have chosen mywords better. But I wasn�t thinking straight. All I wasthinking about was a decent peace of underwear, just toget my dignity back.
�That�s what I want to hear. Wait in my room. I�ll beright back.�
She walked out of the bathroom.
�Oh and watch where you step. I�ll call someone toclean it up.�
Away she went. I followed slowly, wondering why shehadn�t called someone to clean it up in the first place.She really couldn�t stand to see me doing nothing. Therewas no other explanation.
With every step, I had a strange sensation caused bythe pink robe caressing my hairless body. It was some-thing I had never felt before, but it was not unpleasant.
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Sharon was back before I had reached her room. Ihave to say that I was going very slowly. But neverthe-less, it almost seemed as if she didn�t have to search forthe shorts.
�Here they are, your boy shorts. And they are yoursize. That I am sure of.�
She held the shorts close before me with a smile. Itclearly said �boy shorts� on the packaging.
This couldn�t be real. Me, putting on women�s linge-rie. Not in a million years would I have dreamed ofsomething like this happening. I would rather runaround naked. Thought the man in a pink bathrobe.
�No way. I�m not going to wear that, I�m not gay.�
�Being gay has nothing to do with it. Having nothingelse to wear does. By the way, are you already forgettingthe promise you made.�
She was right. I had told her I would obey every re-quest by her, which made her every request as good as acommand. I could refuse to obey, but it would cost me.Beside, this situation, as embarrassing as it was, wasonly for today. My clothes would be here any time now.Nobody but Sharon would see me like this. So if she did-n�t mind, why should I? That�s what I tried to convincemyself, knowing all too well that I wasn�t as self confi-dent as she was.
�Ok, I�ll wear them, but don�t you have any othercolor?�
�I do, but I want to keep it for tomorrow.�
I almost had a heart attack.
�What do you mean �tomorrow�? The rest of myclothes are coming today. Then I can get rid of this pinktorture device.�
�Stop stalling. Put them on.�
�Answer me first.�
�After you put them on. I don�t want to hear anotherword before that�s done. Got it?�
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Having no other choice, I did. Well, there was anotherchoice I suppose, but not one I wanted to take. I couldleave. I took the package out of her hands with some re-luctance and put the shorts on in one smooth move-ment.
Surprisingly, it felt even better than the robe. I lookedat it with some satisfaction. It fit better than boxershorts and felt much nicer on my body. So nice that onecould call it sensual. What was this feeling?
This was more than was foreseen. It was the oppositeof what I had expected. My hand caressed it for a mo-ment and another and another.
I had to stop myself from touching it before Sharoncould see it. If she did, she didn�t show it.
As soon as I tidied up, the robe took over what myhands were forbidden.
Damn, what was this feeling I couldn�t get under con-trol? I shook my head and concentrated on the questionthat had to be answered.
�My clothes?�
�They look good on you, don�t they? You should wearthem more often.�
�No thank you.�
I almost said, �Yes, thank you.�
�You also have nice legs. They look better than mine,more feminine even. Who knew what secret you keptunder your pants?�
I hated what she said, but I couldn�t deny it. Surelynot, now that all the hair on them had vanished.
�Now you stop it and give me an answer. Where aremy clothes?�
�Didn�t I tell you? They will be late. There are someproblems with the truck. So they had to take a little de-tour and stock them for tonight. They assured me a de-livery tomorrow at three o�clock in the afternoon.�
�Very well.�
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�What�s that, no more complaints?�
�Didn�t I make a promise? As you have reminded meof all too well.�
�I did. But is still expected at least some protest fromyou.�
�Well, there isn�t. Or isn�t that what you want either?�
Sharon said nothing. She just slapped me on thebutt.
�I�ve got to go to work again. Enjoy your day. I�ll beback for dinner. We�re having pizza.�
She left me with a surprised face. I looked in the mir-ror and opened the robe. Boy shorts, was that thingcalled �boy shorts�? I felt silly...and aroused. So I quicklyclosed the robe, before the blood started pumping toohard to the wrong place.
I was watching TV, when suddenly the door opened. Ifroze where I sat.
Two guys came in without any hesitation.
�Miss Hannigan sent us. We�re here to clean thingsup.�
I wanted to jump up. Not to show them the way, butto hide myself and my embarrassment. My face was asred as it could get.
�Don�t get up. We know the way.�
�This is not my usual getup.�
I immediately realized my mistake and flustered inshame.
They disappeared upstairs without even given me afurther glimpse.
But not without saying something.
�Don�t worry. We have seen stranger things while atwork. This is just that kind of city. A man in a pinkbathrobe is not an uncommon thing.�
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His words should have given me peace of mind, butthey didn�t. It took a half-hour before my heart stoppedpounding like hell. What had happened? How couldthey appear so suddenly without any warning? It wasn�tthe front door. So how did they get in? It had to beSharon that let them in, but how? Why didn�t she warnme? The answer was obvious. She was punishing me formy rebellious behavior, showing me that she was theboss. It was just a warning that I better not do it again.Sometimes she was worse than the devil.
I had the scars to show it, mental and physical. Theywere gathered during my youth when she showed mewho was the stronger one of the two of us and thereforethe boss. Maybe I could have fought harder, but hurtinga woman wasn�t something I was capable of. It was justa part of a bigger plan. One that needed a lot of work tosee it to an end. So I hid myself in Sharon�s room untilthey were gone. It was the easiest way to avoid anotherembarrassment.
After a few hours they were gone and I could admiretheir work. My room was clean. More so, it was spotless.How they had done it so easily, I didn�t know. If I hadread the label on the paint bucket, I would have under-stood. It said �water-based paint.� That meant that itwas easy to remove, even from clothes so long as thepaint wasn�t totally dry. Everything that was a reminderof my accident was taken away; the plastic on the floor,the stepladder and my clothes with them.
My room looked like it came out of a design catalog,stylish, with a subtle but undeniable touch of feminin-ity. It even had a dressing table, something I doubted Iwould ever need.
�Well, how do you like your new room?�
Sharon�s head was visible behindme in the doorway.
�Nice, but a dressing table is a little unnecessary,don�t you think?�
�It was originally a guest room. You never know whenit might come in handy.�
�But where is the wardrobe?
�Follow me.�
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I did, to the room next door and there waited a sur-prise. The whole room was a walk-in closet.
�Are you crazy? This is way too big for me. A normalwardrobe in my bedroom would have been sufficient.�
�Yeah, but what would have been the fun in that?Now you�ve got a walk-in closet and space enough for allyour clothes.�
�They don�t even fill half of this room. Nevertheless, Iwill be happy when they finally will arrive. Then I canget rid of this pink getup.�
�About that. I got a phone call from them. They stillhave problems. They expect to deliver the boxes in a fewdays.�
I only heard half of what she said and even those fewwords went right past me. My attention was totallydrawn to yet another dressing table. It was grander andmore equipped than the one in my bedroom. It hadstands for jewelry and wigs. I shook my head and left.Sharon noticed that I hadn�t listened to her but let it be.She had another surprise.
�I have to go back, but you�ll have a new visitor in anhour or so.�
�Who and why?�
�Pizza delivery. But you�ve got to eat it without me.Something came up. I won�t be back until late. Knowingyou, you�ll probably already be asleep.�
Some of those words also never reached my con-scious mind. A delivery? I couldn�t answer the door in apink bathrobe. The incident with the painters was morethan enough for one day.
�Don�t worry. Jack will bring it up and leave it at thedoor.� Sharon knew me all too well.
�Oh yeah. I left something to cover you when you goto sleep. It�s in the bathroom. And you better wear it. Idon�t want your naked body running roundmy house ortouching my sheets. Got that?�
It was obvious that I better do what she wanted. Iknew when she really meant something.
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She was gone before I could ask what she had laidout for me. I had to go and see it for myself. That it was asurprise was an understatement. It was pink of course,but even worse. It was a baby doll with matching brief,made of lace, except the middle piece on the front andthe back. That was satin. It felt softer than anything be-fore. I had seen things like it in catalogs and on theinternet, like almost every hot-blooded teenage boy. Butuntil now, some years later, I never had touched one oranything made of satin for that matter.
It was an arousing feeling and a part of my bodyshowed that firmly. So I did what every man would do insuch circumstances. It didn�t take long before my bodywas back in its normal peaceful state, the result of be-ing alone in a soundproof house. The shower afterwardswas a welcome refreshment. There I stood naked, look-ing at a pink baby doll nightie. My body�s peaceful statewas in danger again.
Why would Sharon give me a baby doll nightie? Iknew that there was no male clothing to find. So itwould be women�s nightwear. That I was sure of. Butwhat I expected was a pajama, a woman�s pajama. Wasthis Sharon�s revenge for my previous behavior, or didshe just had no pajamas in the house? I chose the latterexplanation...which didn�t change a thing. I still had toput that baby doll on.
The first touch of it required me to take anothershower. My intention was to put it on as quickly as pos-sible. A third shower would be too much. I had to bequick. The brief was on before blood could flow. Thencame the baby doll, but I stopped after a few seconds. Itfelt too good to spoil this with haste. I slowly continuedwith what I was doing and enjoyed every second of it. Af-ter I had pulled the last bit over my shoulder I had to sitdown on my bed.
What just happened? What had I become? This was-n�t normal, was it? How could a man have these feelingsfrom putting on a baby doll nightie? These were feelingsI shouldn�t be having. I needed to find a girlfriend andquick. That had to be it. My body andmind were cravingfor a woman�s body, the only explanation possible.
Before I put the pink robe back on, I looked at myselfin the narrow dressing mirror which was part of thewall. I just wanted to see how bad it looked. Well, Ilooked like I expected, a man in a baby doll nightie. But
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it didn�t look obnoxious as I expected, not at all. It justmade me look more feminine, a look that I could livewith for a day, no, for a night. I kept on looking at thatpink contraption. My eyes were impossible to pull away.It felt like I was under a spell. At that point I was gladthat my clothes were coming soon. Well, until I realizedwhat Sharon had said to me.
I went to watch TV to get the bad news out of mymind. That seemed to work. By the time the pizza came,it wasn�t an issue anymore. Jack rang the doorbell. Iwaited to answer it until I was sure he was gone. With astuffed belly, I continued to watch TV, but my mindwasn�t with it. So I eventually went to my bedroom tosleep. if you could call it that, the few hours I managedto close my eyes. The rest of the night I was under thatspell. This was the first night but it wouldn�t be the lastone. That was clear to me when Sharon woke me up thenext morning.
�I see that you learned to listen. Good, because yourclothes won�t be here until Saturday. They just phonedme again.�
Were they really serious? Another delay? But I could-n�t say much. It was my problem, but Mother�s money.And she didn�t know of the delays. If I told her, I had totell her what I was wearing instead, which was out ofthe question. So I had to accept it, reluctantly. I jumpedout of bed Which I shouldn�t have done. Now Sharoncould admire me in full attire.
�And no point in getting mad. It won�t change any-thing. Saturday morning it is.�
Suddenly the realization came of what position I hadput myself in. Sharon kept checking me out with a lightsmile on her face.
�Not bad, not bad at all. If I had known that it flat-tered you so much, I would have had you in it ages ago.For tonight, though, I have something else in mind.�
�Not in pink please, not in pink.�
�I can�t promise you that. But look.�
She pointed at the foot end of my bed.
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�Your fresh underwear for today. These boy shortshave a nice deep red color. So, no pink. That shouldmake you happy.�
I changed clothes in the bathroom. The presence ofSharon took my mind off my predicament. I passedSharon while going back to where I left the bathrobe.
�It does make me slightly happier, but can�t you lendme some money? It�s not my fault that my clothes aren�tdelivered yet. If I can borrow a few dollars for a few days,I can get some new clothes. Then everything can getback to normal. I�ll pay the money back as soon as pos-sible.�
Her smile only got bigger.
�No can do. You�ll have to learn to stand on your owntwo feet. I promised Mother that I would make sure thatyou would.�
�But!�
�Speaking of butts, yours is fitting nicely. That�s obvi-ously something you got from Mother. You should haveasked for a little more. Then it would fit perfect.�
Uncomfortable because of her words, I looked for thebathrobe. It was not where I had left it.
�Sharon, have you seen the bathrobe?�
�Yes, I threw it in the laundry.�
�No! I still need it. Why did you do that?�
I went to the laundry basket and searched vigor-ously. The robe wasn�t there. I looked at Sharon withquestions. What the heck was going on?
�It�s with the company�s laundry. They come everyweek a few times to pick up laundry.�
�But this was a robe, your robe. You�ve got a washingmachine!�
�I do and so what? Why would I wash it myself if Ihave a laundry service that can do that? That doesn�tmake sense. What is wrong with you? You act as if theworld is coming to an end.�
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She knew what was going on, but she was having toomuch fun to not play this game.
�I hope you got another one or else I�ve got nothing toput on over this underwear. What if somebody sees me?Like the cleaners did. Luckily they only saw the robe.�
�Yes, that was a mistake. I let them through withoutthinking. I had forgotten what an awkward situationyou were in. Besides, I see you. Do you hear me com-plain> Or do you think that I like watching a man inwomen�s lingerie. It belongs on a feminine body.�
I couldn�t tell if she was lying or not. It was Sharon.She always sounded serious. There was no reason todoubt her.
�By the way, how did they get in? They didn�t use thefront door.�
�Oh, I let them in trough the office. It�s just a fewdoors away. But don�t worry. That won�t happen a sec-ond time.�
It had better not. Dressed like I was, I wouldn�t havesurvived it from embarrassment.
�Where is this laundry? Operating a washing ma-chine is something that I can do.�
�Congratulations, but it won�t make any difference.The laundry is already picked up. You�ll have to do with-out one.�
�What, you really only have one bathrobe?�
�For guests, yes. It�s either mine or none for you towear. Uh, didn�t you promise to stop complaining?�
�I�m not complaining. It�s just that it will be cold thisway.�
�It�s going to be a warm day. I�ll turn the air condition-ing off. I prefer to open the terrace doors this time ofyear anyway.�
She looked at me, who was only dressed in boyshorts, with her usual emotionless face.
�Nevertheless you are right. This will be cold.�
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She left in her usual way, without a word, leaving mestanding there with my boy shorts. I was glad theyweren�t pink. That was all I could think of. Truth be told,my resistance to wearing them was already fading, al-though I was unaware of that at that moment.
I heard the sound of a drawer closing, the announce-ment of her imminent return.
�Here�s a chemise. It even has the same color. So youwon�t have to be afraid that your outfit will clash.�
I tore the plastic off, anticipating the worst. I knewwhat a chemise was, but there were different kinds.This was like the rest of her clothing, of high quality andalso like the rest, luxurious. Knowing that there was noalternative, I accepted it as a necessity. One I could livewith it. As long as nobody would see me. Wearing linge-rie in the day was still more daring than wearing it tosleep. But I seemed to manage it without feelingashamed. That was progress compared with yesterday.After I had put it on, I looked in the mirror.
She gave me another package.
�You wanted a robe, I give you a robe.�
She was right, it was a robe. It fit perfect. My slenderbuild was an advantage. The robe was the same colorand a little longer than the previous one but it was madefrom the same materials, satin and lace. The boy shortswere only lace.
Sharon came closer.
�One second please. It�s looking too chaotic.�
While putting everything straight, her hand touchedmy skin, then the chemise. I froze again. It wasn�t thefirst time that I had been touched by Sharon, but it wasthe first time with me dressed in women�s lingerie. Shesaw my reaction but kept rearranging everything.
�Well, that�s strange. I have to consult Amanda.�
�What�s strange and who�s Amanda?�
�Nothing to worry yourself with. There are morefrightening things to worry about.�
�Like what?�
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�Like that bulge in your boy shorts. It�s gross. It�s adisgrace to the lingerie. I love lingerie too much to allowsuch an insult.�
�I�m a guy. One can�t cut it off, you know.�
�Can�t one?�
�Don�t be that way. You know what I mean.�
If she found it funny, she wasn�t showing it. Sharonwas Sharon. the same Sharon I had known all along.She grabbed at a bag with books on the dressing table.That was the first time I noticed it.
�Here, this will help you. When I get back, I want tosee a little less than now.�
I knew what she meant, but how? With the books inmy hands, she was off, before I could ask anythingmore. Every day seemed as cryptic as the previous ones.Only the props were different.
I jumped on the bed, an excellent place to read abook.
The books weren�t what I expected. The titles said itall. �No, You�re Not Gay� and �So You LikeCrossdressing.� The most inspiring title was�Crossdressing For Dummies.�
I had hours to spend and the more they passed, themore confused I was. The books left me totally sur-prised. I was stunned by the fact that some of the out-lined characteristics could be used to describe me. Andthose were only the ones I was ready to admit to.
But at least I wasn�t gay even if the books consideredme a crossdresser. I didn�t. Not that it would be �wrong�if I had been gay, but it didn�t feel that way. I lovedwomen too much to be gay. So I could scrap that as anexplanation for these feelings I got when I put on thoseclothes. They hadme so confused that I doubtedmyself.The books were informative, but I was convinced thatwhat the books described had nothing to do with me. Iknew what the problem was. I just needed to find awoman to lose myself to. Then these feelings would goaway. I must say, the bulge was not to be seen after thatthought.
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Sharon made one of her surprise appearances. Oneprivilege of being a CEO was that she could leave the jobwhen she wanted to.
�Good, I see you have been doing some reading by mynot seeing things. Well, just that one thing anyway.�
She wasn�t acting normal. From the moment shecame in, she was staring at me, parts of me that is. Sheeven turned me round to have a better view.
�What�s going on? You�re acting weird.�
As an answer she pulled the robe from my shoulderand pulled the chemise up so most of my upper bodywas visible.
I wanted to pull it back but the look on her facestopped me. She rubbed my skin which resulted in astrange feeling, considering the circumstances.
�As I thought. It�s still irritated on a lot of places.That�s what you get when you use a depilatory. But itwas unavoidable.�
That was a lie of which I was not aware at that time.
As soon as her hand retreated, I made the chemise,the robe and myself look decent again.
�It probably looks worse than it feels.�
�Nevertheless, something has to been done and will.�
�What do you mean? What is it that you have cookedup behind my back.�
�Hey, mind your manners. It�s for your own good andthat of your skin. Get out of your clothes and wrap atowel around you.�
My mind went into overdrive making up all kinds ofexplanations for this request, but none of them cameeven close to the truth as I would find out a little later. Iundressed while she waited outside the bathroom.
�OK, that will do.�
I didn�t dare to ask her for what, being afraid of whatthe answer might be. So I followed her to the main room.
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A woman�s appearance in the roommademe shrivel.
�Sharon, are you crazy. Why did I have to get half-na-ked when there is someone waiting?�
�Oh, keep your shorts on!�
Then Sharon started to giggle which got worse whenshe saw the stunned and frightened look on my face. Itwas the first time I ever stood half-naked before awomen I did not knew. It was really nothing to beashamed of, but I was. For a shy one, like me, it washell.
The woman didn�t show any indication that she wasaware of my embarrassment. More, she didn�t show anysigns that she was surprised. It was as if she expectedme to be half-naked. That made my embarrassmenteven greater.
�Ethan, this is Dr. Greenbaum. She�s a good friend ofmine and a dermatologist. I asked her to take a look atyour skin.�
Mentioning that she was a doctor reassured me. Myface slowly found its way back to a normal color.
She came closer and closer. The fact that she was adoctor made such a difference. Now I didn�t have theurge to run and hide.
The touch of her synthetic glove on my skin broughtmy exotic color back for an instant.
�Well, this doesn�t look good.�
I panicked a little bit. A doctor only had bad or goodnews. I had hoped for the good.
�Is it as I thought, Samantha?�
�No Sharon, it�s worse.�
My panic grew.
�Is it my skin, Doctor?�
�No, no. It�s your hair.�
My panic turned into surprise and my face showed itvery well. Sharon looked, as always, stoic.

Page - 40

LINGERING FEELINGS BY ALEX MILLER



�Your skin is fine. The redness isn�t even from the de-pilatory.
The problem is the hair which is growing back. It�s in-growing and that is dangerous. Your hair needs to beremoved, permanently, as soon as possible. I�ll call thenecessary people.�
And off she went, talking into her cell phone. She wasgone before I realized it.
�What do I do now, Sharon?�
�Wait. Samantha is calling for help and they will behere soon.�
�Soon� was an understatement. Only fifteen minuteshad passed before the doorbell rang. It was Sharon whoopened the door. I was still wearing a towel. Five womencame in, five! I closed my legs firmly and pushed thetowel in between, scared that they would see too much.
�Good evening, Dr. Greenbaum sends us. Where isthe patient?�
The woman�s eyes caught me on the couch.
�Never mind.�
The woman came closer, leaving what appeared to beher team behind. She repeated Dr. Greenbaum�s exami-nation.
�The doctor was right to call us. Not that I wouldknow it better than her, but I have seen this more thanonce. Luckily we can solve this, and quick.�
She waved her hand, a sign for the rest of her team.They brought their bags closer and started to unloadthem.
I was still sitting in the couch, not moving a inch, noteven when Sharon laid a hand on my shoulder as shestood behind me.
�Here.� Sharon reached over my shoulder and held aglass before me.
�Drink this. It will calm your nerves and help youcontrol that part of your body you have covered.�
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�Umm?�
Someone other than me would have been suspiciousabout Sharon. It was ass if she knew what the womenwere here for and that it was not something I would like.
I drank the whole glass, nervously waiting for the in-evitable, whatever it would be. The woman saw hownervous I was and smiled.
�Relax, it�s just a laser treatment. It will take care ofyour problem without any doubt. But one session won�tbe enough, not to be sure that everything is gone for-ever.�
�Do you mean my hair will never grow back?�
Sharon jumped in. �It�s for your own good. Besides,you never had a lot of body hair. You won�t miss it.�
She pulled me off of the couch and pushed me to-wards the table.
�Go lie on it. It�s easier for them that way. Hop, moveon.�
Before I knew it, I was lying on the table dressed onlyin a towel which I held down with both hands, a gesturethat made everybody smile. But it didn�t bother me.Whatever Sharon had given me was working. I felt re-laxed, a bit too relaxed. I started to fall asleep. When theteam started in on me, I was well asleep.
�Wake up, sleepyhead. It�s time for you to rise andshine.�
I growled and looked at my alarm clock. It said seveno�clock. A second later I was wide awake.
�Sharon, have you gone crazy? It�s only seven o�clockin the morning. Not an hour to start the day.�
�It is for you as long as you live here. I want you to beup and prepare my breakfast. I�ll take it from now on ev-ery day at seven-thirty so I have time enough before Istart my day.�
�Breakfast? Why don�t you make it yourself?�
�You want me, your boss, to make her own break-fast? I give you a job, ;et you live here at a very low rent
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and you don�t want to make me my breakfast. Maybe Ishould give this job to somebody else?�
�No, no, Sharon. I�ll do it. What do you want forbreakfast, Boss?�
I could have stood up to Sharon, something I neverhave been able to do. Or I could have told Mother of myfailure. That was the last thing I wanted to do. I didn�twant to see the disappointment in her eyes anymore. Ihad let her down more than once. The last time I feltguilty for months.
�That�s much better. Just some toast, marmalade, alightly boiled egg, coffee and juice. That will do. Call mewhen it�s ready. And tomorrow I want you up at six.That will give you time to shower, get dressed and tidyyourself up. But for now, make breakfast and I meannow. �
I shook my head. As if I ever would need so muchtime to get ready in the morning. How wrong I was. Butfor now I didn�t have the time to think about that. I hadto hurry with her breakfast if I wanted it to be ready atseven-thirty.
I grabbed the robe at the end of my bed and stoppedwhere I stood. It was pink again. But that wasn�t theworst. I suddenly realized, to my horror, what I waswearing: a teddy.
When did I put on a teddy? Then it came to me. It hadto be Sharon. The only thing I could remember was fall-ing asleep on the table. From that moment on wasblack, until now.
�Ethan, your time is running out.� Sharon�s voicemade me aware of my predicament.
I grabbed the robe and ran to the kitchen, while try-ing to put the robe on. I didn�t succeed in, not quite. Itwas too small. For some reason the sleeves were theright length, but the waist was totally wrong and so wasthe length of it.
�Sharon, what is this?�
�A mistake at the factory, but you can still wear it. Sostop nagging and start with my breakfast.�
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There I stood in a pink teddy and no robe to hide it. Itcouldn�t be closed and it showed a big part of my bottomand that of the teddy.
As I now know, Sharon had read the books too.
There was no bulge to see. Which was strange. Theteddy wasn�t so tight. But it wasn�t the moment to figureout why. First I had to make breakfast. This timeSharon kept an eye on me every second, right until shehad to leave, but not without a warning.
�Leave it that way. Better yet, keep on wearing it. I�llcheck up on you now and then. And if you don�t knowwhat to do, do the dishes and clean up the place.�
And away she went. Leave what that way? I soonfound the answer. She had used tape to secure mymanhood�s movements. It was efficient for what it wasmeant to accomplish but I wouldn�t call it the mostcomfortable solution.
So I did what she wished. I did the dishes but mysleeves kept falling in the water so I took the robe offwithout thinking of what that would make me look like:a man in a pink teddy doing the dishes. I didn�t eventhink about how silly that would look. My mind andbody were starting to get used to the fact that I waswearing lingerie.
My cell phone rang. It was Mother.
�Ethan, how is it there? Is everything going as ex-pected? No problems?�
�No Mom, everything is fine.�
We kept on talking for an hour. But not once did Imention the situation I was in. I didn�t want my motherto know that I was wearing lingerie. I couldn�t imaginehow she would react if I told her.
The phone warned me that I had another call.
�Mom I have to go. There�s someone else on thephone. Bye.�
I was relieved that I hadn�t blurted it out. The otherphone call turned out to be Sharon. What did she want?
�Are the dishes done?�
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�Yes.�
�And the cleaning, how about that?�
�Sharon, what do I know about cleaning a house? Ti-dying it up a bit, OK, but cleaning? I wouldn�t knowwhere and how to start.�
�Well then, I hope that you at least make lunch anddinner.�
�But Sharon, that would be a even greater disaster. Ican barely make breakfast.�
�I know, I ate it. Nevertheless I have decided that youwill learn how to cook and clean. As long as you havenothing else to do than lie on the couch and read one ofyour books, you will learn to do something useful.�
�But how? I know nothing about these things.�
I didn�t want to say no. Sharon was obviously not inthe best mood. She would have my balls if I wouldn�t lis-ten, justified or not. I had ignored her mood a few timesbefore and paid dearly. There was the time when I wassixteen and had left the bathroom in a mess. Sharonwas furious and demanded that I cleaned it up beforemy mother and step-dad came home. I laughed andsaid that it was a woman�s job. The next thing I knewwas that all my comics had disappeared. Sharon hadconvinced my mother that I was too old for such child-ish books. I learned the hard way not to oppose Sharonand absolutely not when she was in a bad mood. Therewere other incidents and she never even blinked, but Icould never tell which way it would end up. So I playedit safe and learned how to avoid a standoff with Sharonwhile the years passed.
�You like to read, do you not? Reed a cookbook, ex-periment. I�ll give you a week to learn, but no longer. Doyou understand?�
I wanted to hang up but there was more.
�Jack will bring a few boxes upstairs.�
�My clothes?�
�No silly, shampoo and creams. Ellen, Dr.Greenbaum to you, wants you to use them from now on.
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It is necessary for your skin to stay healthy. Thesebrands are the safest one can use. From now on you�llbathe every few days and use the shampoo that is in thebox. Then you�ll treat your face with a cleanser, toner,and moisturizer. Use the moisturizer on you hands andfeet too. There is a booklet with it. Ethan, it�s for yourown good.�
Not much later were the boxes where they needed tobe. So I took a bath. I needed to change anyway. I hadbeen in the teddy until I was ready with the cleaning orwhat I made of it.
The shampoo smelled of lavender and mint. Notsomething I wanted to smell on myself.
When I finally was done, I not only smelled soft, butfelt it as well. I was surprised what it did to my face andthe rest. After that I had no more objections and I tookthe smell gladly.
To my surprise there was no fresh outfit on the bed.That left me naked. the last thing I wanted to be, so Ilooked in my closet and found what I needed. On the leftin the drawer was boy shorts and on the right therewere chemises, nicely arranged by color. The top layerwas blue.
I was so glad that is wasn�t pink that I didn�t eventhink for a moment to not put it on. That was a prece-dent I was not aware of and the beginning of a new stateof mind. The next days had a fixed agenda: nightwearoff, daywear on, breakfast, then take a bath and so on.Mainly trying to cook, which I failed at every day. Luck-ily Sharon never said a word; she ordered take out as ifwe never ate anything else. But Saturday was very closeso I had nothing to worry about. Once I had my clothes,I could start to do the job I meant to do as secretary andSharon would have no reason anymore to push me todo household chores. Everything would be back to nor-mal.
Saturday morning started like the days before. Nor-mally Sharon would spend a Saturday morning in theoffice. Nobody would interfere with her there; all heremployees were enjoying the weekend. This time shestayed to keep me company.
�How�s the teddy?�
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She had given me a black lace teddy to sleep in. Sinceit was black, I had reason to complain, so I just sighed.The robe was faulty so I tried to wear an old one, but shedidn�t want to hear about it. She said that the colorshad to match, whatever that meant. I just gave in. Whybother arguing about it when it was to be the last time?
She helped me with the dishes, an unexpected sur-prise, when the phone rang.
�Yes Jack. Sorry, Louis. I thought that Jack did thefirst weekend shift. So who will do the night? Allen?That�s the new guy, isn�t it?�
�Sharon!�
She saw my impatience and laughed.
�What can I do for you, Louis? OK, just put the boxesin the elevator. What? How many? Just send them tothe office. I will take care of it.�
�It�s the transport company. Your clothes have ar-rived. But something isn�t right. There are too manyboxes.�
�No, not again!�
�I�ll be back when all the boxes are delivered.
Nervously I waited. That there were too many boxesdidn�t mean that my clothes weren�t part of the delivery.It only meant that they delivered too much. That had tobe it.
More than an hour passed before Sharon came back.
�The delivery guys are gone. The boxes are left in myoffice.�
�Have you looked? Are my clothes with them?�
�I don�t know. I guess so.�
More I didn�t need to hear, just so there was a possi-bility that they were part of the delivery.
�Why didn�t you bring one with you?�
Sharon looked at me with a frown, a sign that I over-estimated my luck.
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�What a stupid question to ask. That�s your job. Youknow that.�
I never had been into her office, so I stood still. Wait-ing till she led the way.
�What�s the matter? It�s a warm day already, butyou�re lightly dressed. You can always lose the robe. Idon�t mind.�
That she had already demonstrated, having seeing aman�s body in a teddy. Not many women would acceptthat vision. But it wasn�t a repulsive view. The teddiesSharon had chosen were strangely flattering for some-one of my posture. Or was it just me?
�Where�s your office?�
�Oh yes, you haven�t been there, haven�t you? Followme.�
I followed her to the corner of the room were therewas apparently a corridor. It was not hidden but it was-n�t in plain sight either. Whenever one looked to that di-rection, one was distracted by the big windows, plantsand the great view it provided of an oasis one did not ex-pect on a rooftop.
Passing a few doors we suddenly stood in her office,decorated with the grandeur of Versailles, only a littlemore modern. Let�s say early Twentieth Century.
�Sharon, what an office! The rent must be enor-mous.�
�This old building is mine. I am not the one who hasto pay rent, only the three first floors. But I have had nocomplaints about it till now.�
�What, you own this six-story building> Your com-pany must be loaded. You too.�
�I have money. But almost all of it is put into my com-pany and so far it�s financially healthy. That can alwayschance, though. Something you ought to know.�
We went to a high double door and found anotherroom. It was the same style, only not so luxurious and ithad no windows. There were only shelves and closets
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spread against the walls and against one of them was alot of boxes.
�What is this?�
�This is the workplace of my secretary, in otherwords, yours.�
�But there are no windows!�
My voice sounded disappointed. I needed daylight tolive and work. I wasn�t a vampire.
�Don�t be an idiot. You can sunbathe if you want to.�
She took the phone and called the lobby.
�Louis, can you turn the alarm off on your end oncemore? It�s just for a minute. I�m going to open the maindoor of my office. When I have closed it, you can turn iton again.�
She disappeared into her office and a few secondslater a heavy sound coming from behindme drewmy at-tention. What I thought to have been a wall movedslowly aside. It showed the world behind it bathing insunlight, Sharon hadn�t lied.
�Stay here. Otherwise you will be seen on the securitycamera. And I don�t think you are dressed for that occa-sion.�
She had maneuvered herself behind my back andlaid her hands on my shoulder. That gave me a strangefeeling, even though it was only Sharon.
�The stairs you see lead downwards to the researchand development department. Next to it you�ll see an-other corridor leading to the right and onwards to theoffices of my staff. And this is will be your desk. Well,when you can keep me satisfied, that is.�
Confusing words when you took it the wrong way. Idid not.
�I�m going to move the boxes. Help would be appreci-ated.�
�And asked in vain. You should know that already.Are you really the kind of guy that asks help from a ladyfor lifting boxes?�
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I knew I had lost this battle before I could start it. So Ijust began moving the boxes.
Sharon started to open some of them. She didn�t stopwhich had me worried. Why would she open all myboxes, unless they were not mine? Asking that wasn�teven necessary.
�Ethan, I have good news and I have bad news.�
I growled and sighed at the same time. Which waseasier than it sounds.
�Give me the bad news first.�
�These aren�t your clothes.�
I used words I didn�t realize were part of my vocabu-lary. It brought a smile to Sharon�s face so I must havesaid some crazy things. My mind was already wipedclean of them.
�Then, what is the good news?�
�There are some stylish and expensive clothes to findand that�s not all it contains. And none of it lookscheap.�
I only thought of one thing.
�Clothes! Do they fit me?�
�Yes they do. It all seems to be the wardrobe of oneperson. Every piece of it is your size.�
�So I can wear them. Problem solved.�
I didn�t care that it was the wardrobe of someonestrange, with a wash it would be fine.
�Yes you can wear them. But you probably won�t.Even when you would look good in it.�
�Why not? Is the style of the clothes so repulsive?�
I was thinking of a man�s suit in bright flashy colors,not my style and completely not wearable for me. Notthat there was something wrong with flashy colors. Itwas just not my taste, especially if the color was pink.
�No, it�s classy and totally your taste.�
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�Then what�s wrong with them?�
�They are women clothes.�
The little hope I had of everything returning to nor-mal had gone. It was as if I was doomed to spend mydays in turmoil.
I didn�t give up. Just like Sharon had I checked everybox, hoping that there would be male clothes in at leastone of them. There wasn�t just clothes. Under theclothes there were some uncommon things.
�Look, Ethan. They must belong to an actress, onethat does theater.�
A few boxes were filled with costumes, makeup, wigs,and jewelry, things one would need for performing. Therest of the boxes were filled with dresses, skirts, blousesand more. Enough clothes to satisfy any woman, butnot me. There were only three pairs of pants. Five if youcounted the shorts. They all had a high narrow waist, azipper on the side and legs going wide at the end, whichgave them a very feminine look. They were pants forwomen, too feminine for me to wear as a man.
�Actress or not, these are not my clothes. I want youto call the transport company and get my clothes back.�
�You want. Those are strong words, but this one timeI�ll give in and phone them.�
For a moment I thought I had been too demanding.And for a moment I thought that Sharon would bite mynose off for being so aggressive. She had made me paydearly before for less. So I was slightly surprised andcontent that she had accepted my demand.
I waited patiently until she came back. Whenever shemade official calls Sharon demanded privacy, evenwhen privacy wasn�t necessary.
She pushed me onto the couch and faced me. Thatdidn�t look good.
�Your clothes are gone, destroyed.�
�What? They can�t do that!�
�They had a mix-up. The clothes you got are the onesthat should have been cut into rags.�
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�Impossible. Who would throw away such expensiveclothes?�
�Apparently, the owner of these clothes has moved toEurope and shipping it there is way more expensivethan buying a whole new wardrobe.�
That sounded reasonable and acceptable. Sharonwouldn�t have any motive to lie about that.
�But it isn�t all bad news,� said Sharon with a very bigsmile. A smile that made me curious.
�And the good news would be?�
�You may keep it all as payment for your loss.�
�They can�t do that. I want money so I can buy myselfnew clothes. Something I can wear.�
�Well, it�s too late. I already have accepted their offer.�
�What!? That was not your decision to make.�
I shouldn�t have said that. It woke up a Sharon I did-n�t want to face. A half-hour and a lot of shouting later, Iwas glad to have something to wear and I thankedSharon for it.
�So now you have something to wear. At least untilyou have some male clothes.�
�Yes, but the underwear is still only female.�
�You really are asking for it today. I never spanked agrown man, but you can be the first if you want. It�ssomething I always wanted to try, especially with you.Be glad that you have underwear. And now you havesomething to put on over it.�
�I�m grateful, but I wish you would lend me somemoney.�
The look on her face made me shut up. The rest of theday and night went the way I had gotten used to.
Six o�clock and I was up, but to my surprise there wasno outfit laid out as usual. There was just a note fromSharon asking me to have patience. I didn�t know forwhat. Sharon acted as if nothing had happened, untilbreakfast. Then she spilled the beans.

Page - 53

RELUCTANT PRESS



�If you wish, I can give you some money.�
I wanted to shout out my consent as loud as possible.Sharon�s hand stopped me quickly.
�But you�ll have to do something for it.
I should have known that there was a catch. Sharonwouldn�t just give me money without getting somethingback. The only problem was, what?
�I�ve noticed that your aversion to lingerie isn�t asdeep as it used to be. So this is my proposition. Justhear me out before you react.�
I braced myself for what was coming. But it stillknocked me off my feet.
�You wear lingerie that I give you.�
She laid her hand over my mouth, stopping me fromgoing bonkers. I could not believe my ears.
�You already are used to it. So that can�t be the prob-lem. You will write a report every day on how it feels,fits, and everything else you think about it. If the re-ports are written in a professional way, I will pay for the,which will give you the opportunity to buy things youwant.�
I calmed down. That wasn�t as bad as I had feared. Itwas the same thing I had been doing the past days andnow I would get paid for it.
�Why?�
�To get a feeling for a special market. Crossdressers. Ihave nothing to go on with what women tells me. Itmust be the vision and feelings of a man.�
�Then hire a crossdresser.�
�Discretion is most important her. I have to be sureno one else will hear about this. If this leaks out, thecarefully built reputation of my company would begone. If you don�t help me, this experiment will end be-fore it can start.�
�How much and how long?�
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Sharon smiled. She knew she had gotten me to takethe bait. Now she only had to reel me in.
�It won�t be much. Let�s say fifteen dollars a week. It�snot hard labor and you really have to do nothing for itbut wear it. How long? Until I say �stop�. I need to besure that you won�t bail on me. This project is importantso I have to be sure that you won�t leave me stranded ona whim. You�ll have to sign a contract when you agree.�
�Twenty five and only if you give me an advance fortwo months.�
�Agreed, the contract will be ready at ten. Once yousign it, you know what you�ll have to wear.�
At that moment I didn�t care anymore. I would havemoney. Why would I mind wearing lingerie for a limitedtime of the day? I had been doing it long enough to notbe bothered by doing it for just a few minutes at a time.A few minutes was enough time for writing a reportabout it, one that would be sufficient to fulfill her re-quest. She called me to her office to sign the contractbut not until after she made sure no one could get in. Iwouldn�t recover from such a blow to the reputation Istill had to make at this company. My image would beruined before it was created.
I stuck my head round the door before I went in andrushed to the door to check it. It was locked with the keystill in it. No one could get in.
�Now can you tell me why we couldn�t do this backthere?�
�To show you that it isn�t just some paper you�re sign-ing. It is an official contract. You will have to follow itsrules or it will cost you.�
�Yeah, yeah.�
As if Sharon could do worse things to me than she al-ready had. I sat down at her desk, looking at her facewhich didn�t show any tension or stress.
She laid the contract with a gesture before me andsaid, �Sign here after you read it.�
I started to, but I stopped after the clause that saidhowmuch I would be getting. I had to wear what Sharon
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would give me which I already knew. If I didn�t follow therules, my punishment would be final and non-debat-able. The duration of the experiment had to be conformto reality. But before I could ask what she meant bythat, I read on.
There were more rules, but after the next one, I justskimmed over them. Suddenly, I was taken by surprise.The advance would be for six months, not two.
�Are you giving me six hundred and fifty dollars?�
�Yes and before you ask me why, it is to make sureyou won�t let me down after a few months and run outon me. It wouldn�t be the first time you let me down.�
She was right. I had already broken a promise to her.But that was years ago.
�Here it is.�
She laid the thirteen bills of fifties before me. Thir-teen, I should have known that I would be cursed, but Iwas blinded by the money.
Just a second later, �Ethan Williams� was nicely writ-ten in blue on the bottom of the paper.
I dropped the pen with a smile. I wanted to take themoney and stuff it away beyond satin and lace. It wouldlook silly, but I didn�t want to take any risk. I didn�t getthe chance.
�Hold it. Not yet. First you have to proof that you�reworth it. You�ll get it Friday after I see that you comply.�
�You�re not playing with me, are you?�
�Don�t worry. I promised and I always keep my prom-ises.�
She opened a drawer and took out a plastic-wrappedpackage. She threw it on her desk.
�Here, put this on. After you take off what you are al-ready wearing of course. And quickly please. I�m payingfor this.�
�Now? I can wear later tonight and then write a re-port. It�s all about the report, isn�t it?�
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�Yes it is. But to make a report that tells it all you�vegot to live it all. By that I mean wear it all the time. Likewomen do in reality. Just like the contract says. Be-sides, what you have on is almost the same as what thisis.�
�That may be, but this was just for a limited time. Itlasted longer then it should. How can I wear lingeriecontinually for six months? It�s impossible and I refuseto wear it under my clothes. At home for a little time,OK, but that�s it. Contract or not, you are asking toomuch.�
Sharon took a moment to think.
�Let�s make an agreement. You don�t have to wear itconstantly when you are wearing male clothes. Can youlive with that?�
I stepped on the quicksand without any hesitationand didn�t even notice that I was sinking.
�OK, that I can live with.�
�Promise?�
�Yes, promise.�
�Then take the robe, the camisole, and those boyshorts off. I�ll help you put on your new daywear. Youwill look lovely in it.�
�Very funny. But I can do that myself.�
�Not this stuff and I want to be sure you�ll do it right.At least when you�re doing it for the first time.�
First time? What did she have in mind for me?
�And you know it will be for the whole day, right? Youhaven�t got any new clothes yet. Well you have, but notmale ones.�
She unwrapped the lingerie, while I just stood theredoing nothing.
�Well, are you going to take that off or do you need myhelp for that too?�
I started to loosen the robe as an answer. Getting un-dressed in front of Sharon was something I tried to
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avoid. Getting dressed in front of her would be strangeenough and I would soon find out what that would feellike.
�Here? Does it really needs to be here?�
�Why not? You have stalled long enough and as Isaid, no one can get in.�
She had come closer and saw my naked form.
�Good. First this.�
I had to swallow. What I saw wasn�t completely unex-pected. But it still was a bit of a surprise to see it was agarter belt, luckily a black one.
I felt her hands wrap the belt around me. A shiverrolled up my back, not as a result of cold hands, but thecontinuation of the intense feeling the touch of herhands had brought forth. Her hand disappeared, justleaving the belt, but the feelings didn�t stopped. Theyjust changed. It was now the feeling of a garter belt be-ing wrapped around me and the garter tabs danglingagainst my upper thighs.
�Keep that thing under control or I�ll have to do some-thing about it and it will hurt a lot.�
She made a gesture of squishing one�s balls. Thathelped but not much. I tried to think of things thatwould put me off. It worked so long as she didn�t dosomething. But that was asking too much. Sharon hadtaken out the next part of my new outfit, stockings.
�Here, I�ll teach you the best way to do this, so youcan do it yourself the next time.�
There hadn�t yet been a first time and she was al-ready talking about a next time. This was starting to getout of control, out of mine anyway.
�Stretch your leg and your foot. First you fold up thestocking and then...�
The rest didn�t need any words. My toes disappearedinto blackness quick, but the rest followed very slowly.She must have thought I was a slow learner.
Sharon�s hands glided over my legs which were nowtotally hairless.
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�Stand up.�
The tabs were fastened in a snap.
�You can do the left one yourself, then you can go andtake care of your perky friend there.�
That I turned as red as a tomato is needless to say. Itwas humiliating as hell too.
I just came out of the bathroom when I bumped intoher, which made my cheeks color a nice shade of redagain.
�Here, this tape should work better.�
She said it with the smile I had seen on her face morethan once since this all began. Sharon was amazing;she talked about these things as if it was as normal ascan be for men to dress themselves this way.
�I�ll let you do it and here�s the bikini brief that makesthe lower part complete.�
I disappeared again into the bathroom to reemergeten minutes later, taped and covered. The feelings thatrushed trough me were overwhelming.
More than I would admit at that moment, I liked be-ing dressed as a woman. Even when it was only under-wear.
�Are we done now?�
�Of course not. That�s just the lower part. Now comesthe upper part.�
For one second I thought of quitting and walkingaway, but that would be disastrous. I had just signed acontract. Mom would be disappointed in me if I lost thisjob, even when she didn�t know what the job really en-tailed. It would mean that I would break another prom-ise to Sharon and, surprisingly, that was not what Iwanted. To let Sharon down would make me a biggerdisappointment in her eyes than I probably alreadywas.
�There is still this.�
She pulled her left hand from behind her back. I had-n�t noticed that it was kept hidden.
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I should have quit that moment. Putting that bra onhad me submitted totally to Sharon.
�Put your arms out and through.�
She held the bra before me and I followed her instruc-tions with interest.
�You can turn it around and hook, but a skilled per-son can hook a bra without turning it first. So youbetter train.�
I finally had it on but Sharon was determined to letme suffer a little longer. She went round with her finger,touching my body just above the bra.
�You know that you have beautiful shoulder blades?Do you? And your collarbones are also a lust for theeyes.�
What was she doing? I was losing it before; if she keptgoing, I would faint. Then she went for the kill and thatwith a very cheerful voice.
�A bra without a filling won�t do. There has got to besomething in it. Empty, the bra will be useless. There-fore, take these beauties. They will do the job very nicelyuntil you get better ones that imitate the weight andmovement of real ones. These you�ll barely notice.�
She took two fake breasts from the table and putthem with a trained eye and skillful hands into the cupsof my bra.
�These aren�t the best quality, but they will give you anotion of how it feels. It�s all for the job. Don�t forgetthat.�
She looked at me, well at my so-called breasts andnodded, satisfied.
�These babies will do nicely indeed. Now you�ve got aB, the perfect fit for someone of your figure.�
I stood there and couldn�t say a word. It took me min-utes, which felt like a hour, to come to my senses.
In the meanwhile she had started with dinner as ifnothing special had happened. I was still too confusedto notice her looking at me all of the time, something
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she wouldn�t have done if this really had been nothingspecial.
�See what�s happening? You are already slacking atyour job. Now I am making lunch, salads. Eating themwill do us both good.�
�Why, I am not overweight.�
�No, but you can lose some fat here and there. I�mputting you on a diet. From now on, you get only saladsfor lunch. And you will make them for us.�
�What?�
After torturing me with underwear she had to do itwith food!
�Mother agrees. So if you have any complaints, tellthem to her.�
I looked in the bowl Sharon made and my mind com-plained before my stomach could. But I hadn�t the willanymore to say it out loud.
My mind for a brief moment hadn�t been occupied bylingerie, but Sharon had to bring it back into the pic-ture.
�I see you continue to run around without shoes.�
�What shoes do I have? Mine were completely ruinedby the paint and you wouldn�t lend me money for newones.�
�In the boxes there is a pair of ankle boots, your size. Iwill search for them and give them to you. And yes, youhave to wear them. Otherwise you will destroy yourstockings and that is not the meaning of all this.�
I still was busy with the dishes when Sharon cameback. I thought she had gone back to work, but she hadbeen looking for the boots. She had taken her place onthe couch and tapped her hand on the cushion next toher.
�Stop with the dishes and sit next to me.�
While I got closer I saw that she had more than just apair of boots. On the arm of the couch there were lyingone of the black pants and a light black sweater with a
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turtleneck. It had long sleeves which were decoratedwith four buttons on its end. It was something a womanwould love to wear.
�But I am not a woman!� toughed the man in lingeriedragging along fake breasts.
She said nothing about the clothes, so I didn�t askedand sat down next to her.
�The heels are two-inch high heels, but that should-n�t be a problem. They�re boots and therefore stable andthe heel is very sturdy. You shouldn�t have any problemwith walking in them. Once you have buckled up thatis.�
Now I saw the three buckles on the ankle, ensuring afirm grip.
�I�ll leave it to you. But if you ruin the stockings,you�ll pay for them.�
I missed her exit again because I had one of thoseboots in my hands.
I was playing with the buckles while a light breezetouched my face. Sharon had turned the air condition-ing back on. Not much but the comfortable tempera-tures I had enjoyed the last days would not last, not in-side. It was sneaky of her, but I already hadmade upmymind to put something more on than just lingerie. Thepants and sweater didn�t looked bad and I wanted toput those breasts out of view.
I kept looking at them and it didn�t repulse me a bit.Not even when Sharon had put them there. I obviouslywas changing. Being so long in lingerie, my way of look-ing at things had changed.
The pants were stylish and the sweater completedthat look. At first I thought that the pants were too long,but after putting on the boots I saw I was wrong. Thedressing mirror showed me the next stage of a new meand I loved it. Not that I would say that out loud, but Ifelt that.
When Sharon saw me that night after work shelanded a kiss on my forehead. That surprised me morethan getting breast from her.

Page - 62

LINGERING FEELINGS BY ALEX MILLER



Page - 63

RELUCTANT PRESS



�Nice. You�re looking much better. Keep it that way.�
The next days passed without many changes. Thatwas until the day came when I would hand my reportsover to Sharon and the money was mine. I had workedhard on those reports. I outlined every detail, even theones I didn�t wanted to share with someone else. ButSharon had stopped being just someone else. The dis-tance between us had shrunken.
It was Friday. I was wearing what I had been wearingall week: a girdle, a bra, stockings and, just for that daya thong, just one of those sweet surprises of Sharon. Itwas burgundy, and I didn�t hated it, the opposite actu-ally. What I was wearing over it hadn�t changed mucheither over that week: black pants and a sweater.
I was so used to the boots now that I could dance inthem and that was what I was doing in the kitchenwhen my mother found me.
�Ethan, what in heaven�s name is the meaning ofthis?�
I didn�t hear her coming in because of some music onthe radio. But I heard her question loud and clear. Myanswer wasn�t more than a whisper.
�Mom.�
She dropped her luggage and stood before my nosebefore I knew it.
�You�re wearing women�s clothing? You havebreasts? What is this?�
She kept lifting the sweater while turning me round,touching me.
�It�s even worse. You�re wearing lingerie, a thong.Was a normal brief too much or was it to little? Ethan,son. Who are you? What are you?�
She shook her head.
�I have to sit down.�
She sat down on the nearest chair, while I started topanic. Not because she had seen me like this, but be-cause I feared for her health.
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�Are you one of those men that wants to look like awoman or that wants to be one?�
�No, no, not that. None of those! It�s just a coinci-dence.�
�A coincidence? Wearing women�s clothes, lingerieand, as I see now, also boots, is just a coincidence foryou? Do you really expect me to believe that?�
�No, not at all Mom. But I assure you it is not my in-tention to look this way. Ask Sharon. She can vouch forme.�

***
�Now we will find out if you�re speaking the truth. Youbetter not be lying to me.�
Sharon entered the room.
�Why are you making so much no... ? Mom?�
Sharon kissed her on the cheeks as if nothing hadhappened.
�You�re early. I expected you to arrive tomorrow. Iwanted to surprise you with a nice breakfast.�
�Ethan surprised me more than enough and my ap-petite is completely gone. But I could use a cup of cof-fee.�
�One coffee coming on.�
No one moved.
�Ethan, coffee for Mom and make one for me too.�
I only started to move after she pinched me.
�I must admit, Ethan looks a bit different, but there isa reason for it.�
�There is. He likes wearing women�s clothing andmore.�
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�Let�s go to my office while Ethan prepares our cof-fees. Maybe his hands will stop trembling when we leavehim alone.�
They disappeared while I tried to calm down.
Sharon was the first one to come back.
�Mom is still mad and not convinced. She still thinksthat you don�t dare to admit your feelings. She thinksthat you kept it a secret from her and finally show youtrue color now you are living with me. She is especiallymad because you never told her anything about it.�
�No, this can�t be. Mom has to believe me.�
�She will. But you have to prove it to her.�
�How so?�
�By going shopping with me this afternoon. We aregoing to buy you some new clothes, male clothes.�
Now Mom spoke. She had also returned.
�Show me how much you want it. You are going withme dressed as you are now. You show me what youwant by doing what you don�t want.�
�No, no! Going out like this? People will see that I amnot a woman. That is way too embarrassing. I�ll belaughed at from the moment I set a foot out the door.�
�You won�t. Because now you can show me howmuch you want to be a man. I will make sure you lookdecent enough to pass as a woman. No one will laughwith you.�
�No way. This is crazy. Making me look like awoman!�
�This way and no other way. You already look like awoman. You just need a little bit more adjustment. It�sthis or you�re not my son anymore. Prove to me that youdidn�t lie to me all these years. I don�t mind you beingone of those you-know-what. But I do mind that youwould lie to me for so long about something so impor-tant.�
Sharon was drinking the coffee I gave her with shak-ing hands. I could have sworn that she looked at me
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with eyes that promised a lot of mischievous. But it be-ing Sharon, I had to be mistaken.
�Here�s the money I promised you. Reports or no re-ports, you can use it to buy new clothes when you goshopping with Mom.�
�He won�t need it. I will choose and pay for every pieceof clothing, male clothing. If he wants to buy femaleclothing, he has to pay for it himself.�
�I won�t need it then. You can be sure of that.�
�We�ll see. But now it�s time to make you presentableto the outside world.�
Sharon had other plans.
�I�ll see you both this evening. It�s gone be a hecticday because we have a bride-to-be and a bacheloretteparty. So don�t expect me for dinner. By the way Ethan,how long have you been wearing those pants and thatsweater?�
She didn�t wait for a answer, but Mother did. I let herwait. Mother never liked it when I wore something lon-ger than a day, even when nothing was wrong with it.
�The fact that you don�t answer is more than enough.Go change your clothes.�
I disappeared to the bedrooms. The boxes weremoved to an empty room there. Sharon had asked memultiple times to put them away in the closet, but I wasconvinced that there would be no need for it. And I wasright, well, I would be after our shopping trip.
I knew what was in which box. Enough spare timeand a marker had been very useful. So I looked in thebox with pants and found only the white ones. Mysearch ended with the dirty laundry basket. There theywere. I grabbed the pants and was ready. Keeping theones I was wearing wouldn�t work with Mother. Thispair didn�t either.
�Ethan, don�t tell me that you�re doing what I thinkyou�re doing,� Mother�s voice came from behind me. Ifroze and waited for what would follow. It would be thefirst time that I got scolded for fishing for clothes.
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�It�s all I have. I have to take it or wear these.�
�If it wasn�t you, I might believe it. Show me thoseboxes Sharon told me about. I�m sure there will besomething more.�
My chance for choosing how to look was gone. What Iwas wearing was the most manly outfit there was. Therestill was a white pair of pants and sweater, but thatwould draw too much attention compared with black.But it would be pants, so it was better than the rest ofwhat I had.
I showed her the boxes. The white pants were the firstshe took in her hands, but she laid them aside to myhorror.
�Get those clothes off so I can see what�s under-neath.�
�Your son. The one you have seen many times nakedbefore. That�s what�s underneath�
�I know, but now there are obvious add-ons. Comenow. Undress!�
A minute later the pants and sweater were gone. Itried to show the least possible of myself. Mother lookedat me with interest and not with disgust. Which was un-expected.
�It seems you have the body to go with your new pref-erence. You�ll make a fine woman.�
�I don�t want to be a woman! How many times do Ihave to tell you that?�
�Only once today. And it�s the only chance you�ll get.�
She pulled something from the box.
�Ah. This will do fine.�
When I saw what she had in her hands, I protestedout loud.
�Mom, no way. Why not the white pants.�
�It�s not your color, but this is.�
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What she had in her hands was one of the pairs ofshorts, a dark olive green one. And it was short, reallyshort. The legs were little more than the cuffs.
�No. Please no, Mom. I can�t wear this!�
Mother looked at me with a face that wouldn�t takeone more word out of me.
�Put it on. Now. Or you�ll get dressed by your motherfor the first time in years. But before you do that...�
Yes, maybe she had changed her mind?
�Where are your pantyhose? These stockings are toorevealing for these shorts. You need to lose that girdleand stockings too. Now, where do you keep your linge-rie?�
I didn�t know what to say or what to do. I just pointedto the walk-in closet. A second later I heard her goingtrough the drawers.
�This one will fit fine with it. It�s thick and non trans-parent. I�ll bring you a new thong and bra too.�
So a moment later my lower part was as good as new.But why a thong again? She could have taken boyshorts or a brief. I should have said something, but Ididn�t dare. It would make her angry again. So I saidnothing. Her next choice mademe regret that decision.
�This sweater will make you a very beautiful lookinggirl. Well, below your head anyway. But that will befixed soon.�
It had the same color as the shorts. So that was noth-ing to complain about. As if I would. It had also a turtle-neck. And it had even more, or should I say less?
�Mom, I feel a slight breeze on my back. How come? Isthere something wrong with this sweater?�
�Nothing, dear. On the contrary, it is perfect.�
My hand went to my back.
�Oh my goodness. Mom, this sweater has an openback!�
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It felt as if the back was cut in half, almost until thecollar. Then they were connected with each other by twobroad elastic straps. One was placed where you wouldsee the hooks of my bra and the other one connected thewaist, keeping it together.
�Yes. It will be hot outside so it will come in handy.�
�But why would you choose one with a turtleneck.�
�To hide your Adam�s apple from the glances of thepeople around you.�
�Oh, OK then. I hadn�t thought about that.�
�You�d better in the future. It�s the details that giveyou away.�
I just sighed. It was of no use to react to those words.
�Now, let�s see how you look.�
I gasped when I sawmyself in one of the mirrors. Thisone had the advantage of not showing my face fromwhere I stood. So it didn�t disturb the view. I had to sayif I would choose this, I wouldn�t look bad at all. I wouldlook hot. Luckily I realized what I was thinking andcame to my senses.
�Um. I have a fine-looking second daughter I maysay. And those boots make it even better.�
No, she couldn�t be saying that. That was the lastthing I wanted to hear from my mother. Talking aboutme as her daughter. My world was falling apart.
�And now comes the moment of truth. Go sit at thedressing table. I�m going to make your head fit with therest of your look.�
I sat down, holding my breath in fear for what wouldcome.
More than an hour later I could breathe again. What Isaw was the head of a woman, a plain one, but definitelya woman. My eyebrows were plucked in a female curve.I had eyelash extensions, some black eyeshadow and alot of makeup on me. My hair was in a very simple fe-male hairstyle. I never knew my mother was so great atthese things. But then, I had never needed them.
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�I saw that one of the boxes had jewelry in it. That willgive you an even more female look.�
It was little sparkling clip-on roses. They were per-fect. And I was losing it again, being happy about theway I looked, feminine. I was less satisfied about thecolor of my lips and nails, pink. But I had to admit, itworked.
�Stand up. I want to take a picture of my beautifulnew daughter before she disappears.�
I had to end this or she would have never stopped.Her cell phone couldn�t hold anymore pictures anyway.
�Now comes the most important rule you have got tofollow. Act female. It�s not your look that will give youaway. It will be your behavior. Take small steps, one footbefore the other. No big waving with the arms...�
She kept on going, but I listened carefully. I didn�twant to be exposed. It would be devastating. It sur-prised me that I was prepared to go out like this. Theway I now looked had a lot to do with that.
It was past two when I left the elevator arm-in-armwith my mother. We stopped at the counter. It wasJack. I tried to hide myself behind my mother, but itwas no use. He couldn�t keep his eyes off me.
�Good afternoon Mrs. Hannigan. Going for a walk?�
�Just taking ... Jenny here shopping. She�s Sharon�snew secretary.�
�Well, I am looking forward to see her again.�
I was quick to drag Mother with me past the counter.We were out of the building when I stopped and whis-pered angrily.
�Mom, why did you say I was going to be Sharon�ssecretary? He will see me as a male then. It will makehim wonder why.�
�Don�t worry. Sharon will fix that. She will tell thatJenny had to resign.�
I was assured, but not for long. A voice behind usbrought a new risk for my identity. It was one ofSharon�s employees and she knew Mom.
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�Mrs. Hannigan, what did I hear when I got out of theelevator.
Is this going to be our new secretary or better said,Sharon�s?�
�Um, yes. This is Jenny, a distant niece and, yes,Sharon�s new secretary. She will start Monday or Tues-day if everything works out as it should.�
�Wow, finally and such a babe. All the women of youfamily seem to be stunners.�
My cheeks went red again. Not for what Mother hadsaid. Sharon would fix that but for what that womanhad said. I never had heard a woman talk about anotherwoman like that.
�Where are you going, Mrs. Hannigan, on such abeautiful day?�
�We are going shopping. Jenny needs some new out-fits for the office. What she has on won�t do.�
�It would for me.�
Her eyes kept on taking me in. My face was as red asit could be, but she never said anything about it.
�Are you looking forward to working with us, dear?�
Before I could answer was I stopped by a hastymother.
�Jenny is very, very shy. She won�t say a word. Shewill barely nod at a stranger. So excuse her for being si-lent.�
�Oh, that�s not a problem, Mrs. Hannigan. Once she�spart of the company I am sure we will talk a lot. Andnow please excuse me, I have to go. I have to get readyfor the party this afternoon. Goo... �
Before she could say goodbye, Mother�s cell rang.
�Hello. Sharon? What? I�m coming right away.� Sheput her phone back in her purse.
�We have to go back, Jenny. Sharon has sprained herankle. I have to help her. We will go shopping tomor-row.�
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She didn�t need to say more. I had to fight to keepfrom turning back since I entered the elevator. I wasglad to seek shelter and try this again tomorrow. Ormaybe, just maybe, I could convince Mother to go shop-ping on her own.
�Wait, Mrs. Hannigan. If you want, I can take yourniece with me. In the neighborhood of the beauty salonthere are more than enough shops for her where shecan buy a new suit for the office. And when she�s done,she can take a taxi home. It�s safe, I assure you.�
I shook my head vigorously left and right. But it wasobvious that Mother was thinking about it.
�Well, that is not a bad idea Ann. She still has to proofsomething to me and this will be a perfect way to showme how much she wants that.�
Mother�s cunning eyes sparkled and her smileshowed me how much fun she was having tormentingme. That was a side of her I never knew she had. Shemust have picked it up from Sharon.
�Here�s your money Jenny. Don�t spend it all.�
I took the money out of her purse. But where would Iput it?
�Come, give it to me. I will keep it until we are there.�Ann took it out of my hands and stuffed it away in herpurse.
In the moment I was distracted by Ann, Mother hadused the opportunity to disappear back into the build-ing. I wanted to go after her, but Ann grabbed my arm.She hooked hers firmly around mine.
�Come along, gorgeous. I will take my time to showyou off.�
I had no other choice than to follow. So we walkedslowly down the streets. It gave me time to think aboutevery step I took. When we were where we should be, Ihadmy female walk perfected enough to be believable toanyone.
The beauty salon was enormous. They did anything awoman could desire. Ann walked in without a warning
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and I had no other choice than to follow if I ever I wantedto get my money back.
One of the women at the counter was well-ac-quainted with Ann.
�Ann, just on time. That�s how I like it.�
I clamped myself on to Ann�s arm that holed herpurse and made the universal gesture for money.
�Oh sorry, Jenny. I already forgot that I had yourmoney. But are you taking off? I�d hate to see you go.�
�I shook my head longer than necessary for a confir-mation.�
Before she could open her purse the lady at the coun-ter interfered. �Ann, is your friend leaving? If so, thenwe have a problem.�
The woman came out from behind the counter.�
�The reservation said for two and Sharon will have topay for two. That�s because we had to refuse others to fittwo in. So long it is alright with her, I don�t have a prob-lem with it.�
�Well, I can�t let the company pay for two and only getvalue for one. That means that Jenny has to stay andenjoy a free beauty treatment.�
My eyes popped almost out of my head. What? BeforeI knew it, I was dragged along by Ann, both of us follow-ing the woman. We went right through a door to theback, where the real magic was going on.
�Ally, take care of these two, would you? They get theroyal treatment today. So you can go crazy. Anythingthey want, goes.�
�I love that and so will these two.�
She looked at me.
�Ann I know, but who is this?�
�This beauty is Jenny. And even though she doesn�tlook as if she needs anything, I know you can make hereven more stunning.
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�I know I can. What�s already done is not bad, but ithas faults. So we start again from the beginning, from ablank canvas. Tabula rasa.�
I kept my head shaking while I was pushed down in achair, but it was futile. Ann laughed and encouragedthem to go on.
�Jenny is a very shy girl. When she says no, it meansyes. Make her look like an angel and you will see thedevil in me.�
�Stop joking around. You scare her pants off.�
�I hope so.�
I was the only one there that didn�t laugh. I was tooscared to do that.
First Ann removed my makeup, which scared meeven more. The fear of getting caught was immense.Then she washed my hair and away went the clip-ons,right into the purse of Ann.
�The hair, what should we do? Keep it short or makeit long with extensions? I bet you�ll look even morebeautiful with long hair. Ann?�
�Make it a tomboyish style. That�s Sharon�s favoritestyle and Jenny here will be her secretary after all.�
�Ooh, her secretary. Have you warned her yet?�
�No, silly. That�s something she has to find out forherself.�
What were they talking about? Warn me for Sharon?That was not necessary. I knew her long enough toknow she bit. I knew my future boss better than theydid, even though they probably saw and talked to hermore in a few months than I had in years. How foolish,arrogant, and dumb I was. I would find out that Sharonhad layers I had still to unravel.
�Long it is then. The nails? Pink is a nice color but Ithink you can use a deep red. It matches your personal-ity better. Doesn�t it?�
My answer confirmed it. I blushed.
�And they should be longer, much longer.�
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Then Ann made her contribution.
�Earrings. Give her earrings. Those clip-ons arebeautiful, but a girl needs piercings to make her whole.�
She giggled.
�OK. At least three. But I love the roses. So one ofthem will be an invisible stud. The other two will be dia-mond ones. I have some red ones that will make youjealous. Would you like that?�
I shook my head lightly.
�She doesn�t want them.�
Ann interfered.�Oh yes she does. If she doesn�t sayanything, it�s a yes. If she really doesn�t want it, she cansay no, not just shake her head. It�s not that hard to do.Jenny! If you don�t want them, say no now, loud enoughfor the both of us. And no going back on your word orshould I say non word.�
I said nothing and some time later my ears were em-bellished with two pairs of red diamonds. How long it alltook, I couldn�t say. I had no idea. I looked at Ann andpointed to my wrist, hoping she knew what I meant. Shedid all too well.
�You want the time? I can give it to you, but I won�t.Every woman should have a nice watch. Even when it�sonly to show its beauty. So today is your lucky day.They have some very beautiful ones here. I said it wasmore than just a beauty salon, didn�t I? �
A watch? I didn�t need a watch. I needed to escape.
�Here you are, Miss. I think one of these will suityou.�
They were al beautiful watches, but only one of themwas red. So before I could refuse, Ann made my choicefor me.
�The red one. She will take the red one.�
Well, I didn�t have to take it because it was putaround my wrist for me.
�Maybe she wants something for her neck too.�

Page - 76

LINGERING FEELINGS BY ALEX MILLER



Panic started to take over, but it was unnecessary.Ann had a sense of when to stop.
�No, that is something we leave for her love. Whoeverthat may turn out to be.�
�OK, that�s done.�
I sighed from relief, and of disappointment. Ann wasready, not me. I looked at my watch. They had set thetime right. It was four-thirty.
It took them a half hour longer to finish me.
Ann was the first to react. She whistled.
�Girl, you look even more stunning than before. Nowyou see what some eyebrows, the right makeup, longereyelashes, the right hair style and some jewelry can do.�
A moment later I was standing next to Ann at thecounter.
�That will be six forty-five for the earrings and watch.It�s so cheap because it is for Sharon�s employees. Oth-erwise you would pay the full price.�
Pay, why was she talking about paying? Wasn�tSharon paying for all this? That was all the money I hadwith me! I had to give the things back and quick.
Ann saw how I struggled with what was said. She laidher hand on my arm to reassure me. In the other oneshe held her credit card. Both gestures calmedme downbefore I went totally crazy.
�Don�t worry about money. I�ll pay for everything youwill be buying today. You can pay me back later.�
Then she went for the kill.
�But I�ll be keeping the money you already have givenme. Now let�s go buy some working clothes.�
I wanted to scream my lungs out but that would giveme away and that scared me more than having nomoney.
With the money I could have left Ann behind. Butwithout money I couldn�t even get back without her. Iknew Sharon�s address but not how to walk back to it.
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And walking while looking like this? That would leavescars on my mind for the rest of my life. Some men arepigs and it was a long walk.
�This is a great shop. I buy my suits here too.�
Ann went in, holding my wrist. We were greeted be-fore we were all the way inside.
�Ann, what can we do for you today? Did you forgetsomething yesterday? Or have you won the lotto?�
�It�s not for me. It�s for my new friend here.�
�Another new girlfriend! What happened with the lastone?�
�Very funny. You now that I only have eyes forJessica.�
�Is that why you can�t keep them off your newfriend?�
�Is it my fault that she is such a looker? I�m in love,not dead.�
Both women laughed. I was in shock. Was Ann a les-bian? Not a problem for me if I didn�t look like a woman.Luckily for me, she had a girlfriend.
�How can I help your friend then?�
�With some new clothes for the office. She�s Sharon�snew secretary. She has to look like one.�
�Sharon�s new secretary, you say. Then she has tolook stylish and hot. That won�t be easy, but I�ll man-age.�
All that for Sharon? Was I living in a different worldfrom the one I thought I knew?
�Umm.�
She walked round me, holding a finger against hermouth and squished eyes as a sign of concentration.
�I�m never wrong in guessing sizes and that meansthat you are lucky. We have a lot that will suit you. So ifyou will...�
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She pointed at a curtain.
�You can change there. I will bring the clothes to youand Ann can admire the result. And knowing her, youwill hear immediately how it looks.�
Luckily the lightning was bad enough to keep my Ad-ams apple in the dark. When the dust settled, I had fourskirts, two pairs of pants and seven blouses. Some wereshort, some narrow, some striped, some plain and thatwas only the skirts and pants. The blouses were allwhite and six of them were ruffled, something Sharonloved, according to Ann. Some of them showed more ofmy �breasts� then I wanted. I thanked God for bad light-ning. Ann never asked me to stand in the light. She hadmore then enough to satisfy her with what she couldsee.
It was late when Ann was satisfied enough to take hercredit card out.
�I�ll take these and you can take those two bags.�
I wanted to grab more. I couldn�t let her care almostall of them.
�Don�t worry. You will have more to carry. A girl likeyou needs shoes and lots of them.�
I went weak at the knees. Was this hellish day notdone yet?
�There is a great shop a block away. So no time towaste.�
�Bye, Ann and new friend.�
I had to wave for Ann. How she was able to walk ablock with that load, I couldn�t tell. But she managed.
My feet were killing me when we finally got there. Tomy surprise was it still very busy. I had expected anempty shop at this hour.
My stomach started to growl when we were ten yardsin. Nobody but Ann heard it, there was so much noise inthe shop.
�Poor dear. You are hungry. I�m used to eating late,but don�t worry. At the party you can eat some.�
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What party? Oh yes, Sharon had said somethingabout a bachelorette party. It had to be the party Annwas talking about.
�But you look tired too. So let me do the picking andyou can sit down and rest a little bit. I�ll choose the rightshoes for your lovely feet and you only have to wearthem and show them to me now and then.�
I hadn�t the energy anymore to go against her. Sittingdown was the only thing I desired. How do women stayon their feet so long on these heels? That would be noproblem with the new shoes. Ann should know from ex-perience what were the best shoes to wear at the office.They should all have low heels, How they looked I didn�tcare.
My mind went crazy again.
�Wait a minute! Am I now thinking about whatwomen�s shoes to wear at the office? I am going com-pletely mad! I am not going to wear anywomanshoes. Oranything thatAnn paid for today. I just have to tell Motherwhat happened. She will understand and give me an-other chance.�
I just barely managed to help Ann bring all the bagsin. The taxi driver was too busy with enjoying the viewand so was Louis. He had an excuse. He was checkingthe security. Except that�s not what his eyes were look-ing at.
�Hi, Ann. That can�t be all for the party?�
�No, it�s for Miss Hannigan. Can you make sure itgets there? We have to go to the party.�
A moment later I was chuffed into the other elevatorby Ann. I soon found out what its last stop was. I onlyhad seen a little part of Sharon�s company. What I sawat that moment was impressive. She obviously tookgood care of her employees. She even let them have abachelorette party at the office. Blabbering and laugh-ter showed us the way.
�Ann!� A dozen voices shouted the same name andthey all had to hug and kiss Amanda. It seemed to go onendlessly.
�Who�s this? Are you cheating on Jessica?�
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�Me? Never. This is our new colleague and Sharon�snew secretary, Jenny. She will start next week.�
It was my time to get hugged and kissed and, surpris-ingly, I didn�t hate it. A week ago I would have ran fastaway from this kind of display.
They all shouted their names to me, but I couldn�t re-member them all. But they didn�t expect me to.
�Shut up everybody. What will she think of us if wekeep on suffocating her? Let the girl say something forherself.�
This woman was almost forty, I guessed. She lookedher age but in a way that made you wish you were herage. I hadn�t heard her name yet. It was Ann who savedme.
�Amanda, Jenny is a very, very shy girl. I couldn�t geta word out of her all day. Don�t expect her to say any-thing. And yes, you are right. She isn�t crazy about allthis attention and she can�t stay long. She�s also Mrs.Hannigan�s niece and they are expecting her.�
�Is she Sharon�s niece?�
�No, of course not. She is family of Mrs. Hannigan.Sharon probably doesn�t considers her as family. Shedoesn�t even consider that stepbrother of her as some-thing you�d call family. He�s an acquaintance that hap-pens to be the son of Mrs. Hannigan. I believe his lastname is Williams. There isn�t much affection betweenthem.�
�I heard her once say that when she would prefermen over women, he would be glad not to be related.Does that mean she likes him?�
�Who knows? I have never seen him. It must be someextraordinary looking guy then.�
I heard a lot of things I didn�t know about Sharon. Imight have known something if I had been more than adistant stranger. I had learned more about her overthese few days than I had ever known before. Like thatthey talked about Sharon as if she was just one of thegirls. I never knew that she was so well-liked, even as aboss. This really was another Sharon than the one Ithought I knew. They all sat down again, except me. I
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looked around searching for a chair when Ann shoutedat me, which silenced them all.
�Jenny, squeeze yourself next to Amanda. Her chairis wider than ours.�
For a moment I didn�t know what to do, but keepingon standing wasn�t possible either. I would be the cen-ter of their attention. So I slowly approached Amandawho tried to hide a smile. I soon found out why.
Just before I sat down, she maneuvered herself un-der me and left me sitting on her lap. Everybodylaughed and my face was once red again.
�Oh, look. She really is shy, isn�t she?�
They all giggled and I made myself smaller andmovedback. Amanda hadn�t giggled but her smile had gonebigger.
The party kept going on for an hour and all I could dowas listen, eat and drink a little champagne. If I gotdrunk, Mother would skin me alive.
When everybody was standing up to leave, I noticedthat Amanda had her arms around me. During thathour I had been leaning against her and was sitting onjust one of her legs. After a second load of hugs andkisses I finally could go back. All the doors were stillopen, so I could go in through the office. I made a veryslow entrance in silence, hoping they were alreadyasleep. It was late but not yet late enough for Mother.
She and Sharon were sitting on the couch, Sharonwith her leg up. Both of them looked at me for a second,then hell broke loose.
�Ethan! What have you been doing? You said you justwent shopping for clothes, male clothes. Now, look atyou. You�re still Jenny!�
Sharon had to butt in.
�He�s even more Jenny than before, Mother. Look athis hair, nails and ears. He has had a whole makeover.�
�Well at least I know now what choice you have made.I knew it! You were lying to your own mother. I�m gladthat you�ve finally found yourself but I�m mad that you
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didn�t dare to tell me how you really felt. Now you candress yourself as a woman as much as you want to. Ieven prefer it that way. It is better that you�ll do it all thetime. It makes everything easier. Now I have two beauti-ful daughters.�
�Mom, no. This is a mistake. I don�t want to dress likethis. Everything went wrong today. I was tied up by Annand my money was gone and...�
Mother cut me off.
�Ethan, um, Jenny, stop it. I don�t want to hear itanymore. You say one thing to my face and behind myback you do the other. You are making a fool of me and Iwon�t have that. I said to make your choice and youhave. So from now on you will be Jenny and I don�t wantto see Ethan again. Except when I call for him. Did youget that?�
I never had her seen so angry before. She would neverlisten to reason when she was in that state. So I betterplay along until she calmed down and I could convinceher that this all was one big mistake.
Sharon made things even harder.
�Where have you been the last hours? Don�t bother,answering is unnecessary. We know where, at theparty. Where everybody could see you as Jenny.�
She dragged me further in. I didn�t dare to move anymore, hoping that they would stop. Sharon had no in-tention of doing that.
�Mom told me about Ann, but that wasn�t been aproblem. She�s good at keeping secrets and can alwaysuse a raise. But now the whole company has seen youand knows that you are my new secretary. Even whenyou�re going back to being Ethan, I only have a job forJenny now.�
�Another good reason for you to stay Jenny. I askedSharon to give you this job so you could find yourself awoman and give me some grandchildren. I guess onecan say that you found one. But that is not what I hadin mind. You better be a lesbian?�
�Mom, of course I still like women.�
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Sharon kept on going, rubbing it in. This time by pre-tending to ask about my many purchases she had totake over from Louis.
�You�re looking wonderful, Jenny. But how did youpay for all that? You only had around six hundred dol-lars.�
�Um, Ann lent it to me. I can pay it back when it suitsme.�
�It seems to me that you already shop like a real girl. Ichecked your bags. Those things will suit you fine.You�ll be a fine looking secretary. And I love your hair.But paying it all back will take some time.�
She came closer to kiss me on the cheeks and whis-per in my ears.
�You better not run and leave me behind with thecheck. Mother will be very disappointed if that hap-pens...and so will I.�
�Today has been more than enough. Let�s just go tosleep.�
Mommade an end to the evening. They both left and Idragged along. To my great surprise Mom walked intomy bedroom.
�Mom, that is my room.�
�I know. But after today I need my rest and want tosleep alone. You�ll sleep with Sharon. She doesn�t mind.She says so.�
They both went in, giving me no chance to say any-thing. I guessed I could sleep on the couch. Well thatwas what I thought, anyway.
�And don�t you dare sleep on the couch. That is some-thing Ethan can do, but not Jenny. She has to havemore manners than he has.�
Mother really left me no choice so I went in toSharon�s bedroom. She was undressing and as good asnaked, but didn�t show any shame as if Ethan wasn�tthere.
�Your nightwear is on your side of the bed. I alwayssleep on the right side. Don�t you forget that.�
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Why would I care? Mom wouldn�t stay forever. I wasin a camisole and a bikini brief, nothing unusual for me.I looked at Sharon and saw that she wore the same onlyin a bigger size. I had to close my eyes for a moment andthink of other things than Sharon in the same outfit asme. There was one thing more. On my side there wasalso a bra. I knew what that meant. I couldn�t ditch thebreasts. Sharon lay in bed and watched me change. Ikept my back to her. Not out of shame, but so I didn�thad to close my eyes. Something had changed. Sharonstirred things in me.
�You look much better now. Now you got that extraon you. Perfect for a good night�s sleep. Come in, then Ican put out the lights.�
She threw the sheets open. I hesitated, expecting herto kill the lights but she waited until I finally crawled be-tween the sheets.
I maneuvered myself onto the edge of the bed, hopingthat it would be far enough from Sharon. I was gettingoverwhelmed by all this new feelings and didn�t wantedto show even a glimpse of them to her. Feelings from ly-ing next to her thinking of her perfect body. Feelingsgathered during the day wearing women�s clothes. Feel-ings I hid away in the back of my mind. If somebodyasked, I would deny it but I had a great day as Jenny.
Tired but satisfied I fell asleep in a few minutes.Sometime that night I woke up and looked right into theeyes of Sharon. Those feelings running through mewere the cause of my awakening. Looking at Sharon Irealized that she had woken more than just my mindup. I had to admit that I was starting to like her, evenmore, loved her perhaps. It was as if being Jenny hadmade me a total different person. Or was it just that Icould be as Jenny what I didn�t dared to be as Ethan?
The feelings kept on stirring up that part of me thathad nothing to do with Jenny. But being her didn�tmean that I wasn�t Ethan anymore. I could never beJenny without still being Ethan. He was hidden behinda woman�s face, but still existed in me, able to pop upnow and then, where and when I felt like it. I relaxedand went back to sleep and didn�t have to worry about arising problem.
�I think I�m starting to like you,� I said to her in mymind as I drifted off. �Even worse, I think I�m starting to
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have feelings for you. I know we�re strangers to eachother, but I will try to make you like me. Even if it�s justas a friend. One I never have been before.�
It helped. I felt soundly asleep.
The sun was shining bright when I woke up again. Itlooked like Mom had let me and Sharon sleep in. Iquickly realized there was another problem now. I feltSharon�s breast against me and her arm over me. Herbreath was caressing my hair. Morning wood wasblooming. I didn�t dare to move out of fear. Not that shewould notice it, but that she would let go of me. I didn�twant the moment to pass.
The sun stood a lot higher when she started toawaken and I sprinted to the bathroom to avoid difficultquestions and to have a necessary and releasingshower. The release came immediately, then a showerfor more than fifteen minutes. I needed it very much. Iheard Sharon opening the bathroom door, apparentlyto speak to me.
�Mom has brought some new clothes for you. I thinkthat she is still a little bit mad at you.�
�Why�s that?� I screamed.
�You�ll see. You can put on what I laid on your towels.The rest has to be a surprise. I can�t wait to see the lookon your face.�
That didn�t sound good but I didn�t worry too much.What could Mother do to me that hadn�t been done al-ready? I would soon find out.
What lay on the towels was the lower part and thatwas not much different from yesterday�s. So the sur-prise had to be the upper part.
I went back into Sharon�s bedroom to see what it was.
�Turn around. I have to help you with this.�
She wrapped something around me and started toconnect it from the bottom up. I looked down to discoverwhat the surprise was: a corset. I just kept on staring offuntil she connected the last front hook. It was heaven tofeel her arms around me. These feelings were new, but I
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could not escape from them. They kept on coming andmultiplying.
�This is a over-bust so you don�t need a bra, only thefake breasts. Where did you leave them? You won�t becomplete without them.�
I pointed her in the right direction and a minute laterthe dress-up was over. But I didn�t know that a corset isnever really finished.
�Stand still. Now the real work begins. Whatever I do,don�t move or we have to begin again and you won�t likeit. Now, breathe out.�
An instant later I felt her knee in my back. That wasthe last thing I expected to touch me there. She startedlacing up the corset and I knew that Mother was stillvery angry with me. That much I was sure of.
When she was finished, I still was grasping forbreath. Sharon laughed.
�You�ll see immediately why woman torture them-selves this way.�
A minute later I was admiring myself in the mirrorand knew the answer. My figure looked far more femalethan before. I was immediately hooked. After ahalf-hour I had to be laced up again, like it was a saddleon a horse.
One must suffer to be beautiful! I finally knew themeaning of those words. But I liked the result I saw inthe mirror too much to be put out.
�Oh, and Mother has given you a uniform for thisday.�
Sharon held a maid�s uniform in her hands.
�Sharon, not a maid�s uniform! Talk about acrossdresser cliché.
�Yes it is, but a nice one, don�t you think? No time towaste. Mother insists on it. So quit you whining and putit on.�
The color was the usual black and white. It had acut-out heart over the breast area, along with shortpuffed sleeves and a little white apron. The skirt was
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short and the petticoat had multiple layers. It was acrossdresser�s dream and my nightmare. A white lacechoker made it complete. The shoes had four-inchheels. They were not the easiest way to walk and work infor me.
�Sharon, what�s with these shoes? Why so high?�
Her laugher didn�t promise much good.
�You�re the one who bought them. None of them arelower than three inches. Besides, these have a verysturdy heel. It should make it easier to walk in for a nov-ice as you. Now, no more excuses. Put them on.�
�Can�t I wear the boots again?�
�Mother said shoes, so shoes it will be. Hurry up,she�s waiting.�
�Mom, is this really necessary?�
She was busy with our breakfast when I finally wasready to face her.
�Yes Jenny, it is. It will remind you what choice youhave made and to stick with it. And that is the last Iwant to hear about this. Besides, it is fitting for whatwe�re going to do today. We are going to fill your closetwith what�s in the boxes. Eat up. It�s going to be a longday.�
Sharon disappeared after breakfast and I had noother option than to help Mother fill my closet withwigs, dresses and other female knick-knacks.
The closet slowly filled itself and I slowly realized thatthis was my future. A future that I, to my surprise, ac-cepted. Ethan didn�t mind being Jenny anymore. Onthe contrary. I was starting to like the New Me.
�Mom, when are you going back?�
�Why, are you tired of me already?�
�No Mom, but I will miss you when you go back.�
�Good because I won�t go back. Well, I will, but onlyfor a few days.�
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Well, this was already a day of surprises and theykept coming.
�I�m staying here now. Sharon has asked me to movefaster. She missed me also and didn�t want me to be leftalone. So from next week on, you�ll have me to watchover Jenny. According to Sharon you need some cook-ing lessons. I only need a few days to get things in order.
�When I come back it�ll be me and my two girls fromthen on. And then you can�t say no to a visit at acoffeehouse, it�s mandatory for Jenny.�
My Saturday was mostly spent filling my closet andmaking dinner. At the end of the day, I was glad to getout of my maid�s uniform, but that was only afterMother had taken a million pictures of me. I was toocute to ignore, according to Mother.
Sunday and Monday weren�t much different. I wokeup next to Sharon and dressed as was now usual.Mother did the fine tuning on me, meaning hair andmakeup. She made me practice a lot. I had to be able todo it when she wasn�t there. I didn�t dare ask Sharon forhelp. Mother held a tight rein on me, but as of Tuesdayshe would be gone for a few days. For Sharon, that wasthe perfect moment to start me off at being a secretary.
Everything went fine. They had all met me alreadyand knew how shy I was so they weren�t surprised to getonly silence from me. My work day stopped at two. AsSharon had said, it was only part-time. For the first fewdays, Sharon would answer the phone, but she alreadyhad a solution to that problem: Voice lessons and theystarted that afternoon. That was when the dis-creetly-sent DVD with instructions landed on my desk,just before two o�clock.
I hadmy first lesson behindme when Sharon called.
�Jenny, can you go to Amanda? She says she hassomething to talk about with you. You better go. She�smy head of research and development. I want to keepher happy Take the elevator on your end down and thenthe other one up. It�s faster and easier that way. Her of-fice is the first door on your right. You can�t miss it.�
It was indeed easy to find. I could imagine the eyes ofanother Jack or Louis burning into my back, butSharon checked my appearance every morning so I had
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nothing to worry about. Well, maybe a little. Why didAmanda need to see me?
�Well, there is our new secretary, as beautiful as ever.Come in.�
I did. She immediately came closer, close enough tosee the hairs in my nose if she hadn�t been as tall asSharon.
Before I knew it, she grabbed between my legs,quickly finding what wasn�t supposed to be part of myanatomy.
�I knew it! You�re a guy. No wonder I felt something atthe party.�
She dominated me in silence. I was speechless andshe was concentrated on studying the girl that wasn�t.
�Umm, not bad but not perfect. You need a betterboob job, but that�s all. The rest is a matter of taste.�
I finally dared to say a word.
�What are...?�
�What am I going to do with you? Have fun of course.My kind of fun. And don�t worry. I won�t tell anybody.Not if I�m satisfied with your work.�
A moment later I had the first taste of that. Shekissed me intensely, forcing her tongue into every cor-ner of my mouth.
�Umm, needs improvement. But don�t worry. Wehave more than time enough. You�ll learn.�
She grabbed again at my testicles and this time shesqueezed. Tears appeared in my eyes. Amanda onlylaughed.
�You need to hide your tools better. It gives you awayand that can be a painful moment. It�s obvious that youneed a gaff.�
She opened a closet and rummaged around. Herhand came back holding a trophy. It was a gaff, but onethat looked not quite like the pictures I had seen.
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�I guess by the lack of a question that you know whata gaff is. So there is no reason to stand there. Take yourpanties off.�
Of course I knew what a gaff was. I read the bookmore than once. I wasn�t a dummy anymore, only a nov-ice, but that wouldn�t last. I did what she said.
�Here put it on, but not all the way. Tuck everythingdown there away between your legs and use tape. Ittakes some practice to find the right way to position itall, but you�ll learn the painful way.�
I did what she said. Mentioning the word �painful�was enough to make me listen but the piece of tape Iused was loosing its grip.
�And now.�
She pulled the gaff up hard while one hand still wasdown there. I tried to scream but Amanda had antici-pated that and kissed me at the same moment.
�It will take some time to get used to, but I knowsomething that will help you to keep you mind off it.Now I know what your tongue can do up here. It�s timefor you to show me what it can do below. A girl like youneeds to be skilled in many ways. Who knows what yourfuture spouse�s desires might be?�
She didn�t let me have time to breathe, which alreadywas hard to do with a corset on. Her hand pulled myhead under her dress where I discovered that she hadno panties underneath. She waited to let loose of myhead until my tongue started with the job.
�That�s terrible. Haven�t you learned nothing as ayoung girl? How will you ever be able to satisfy awoman? You need practice, a lot. From now on, we willwork a few afternoons a week on it.�
I swallowed even when it wasn�t the place to do that. Ididn�t dare to refuse. Who knew what she would do? Myrefusing could ruin Sharon and that was the last thing Iwanted to do. Strange how fast things can change.
Weeks passed. Momwas back after a few days. Soon Iwas able to cook a decent meal. Amanda was more andmore pleased with me with every day that passed. Myvisits to her were cut to just once a week. She said that I
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had passed with an A plus, but I needed to maintain myskills.
Sharon had a big smile on her face and I couldn�t tellyou why.
Even Ethan became a little happier with each pass-ing day. He loved waking up every morning to see Jennyappear in the mirror. I was so happy that I was thinkingof sending the transport company a thanking note. Ieven ask Sharon if that was a good idea.
�I didn�t know you felt that way. Does this means thatJenny is here to stay?�
�No, no, I just want to tell them that I am not angryanymore.�
�You�re lying! You like being Jenny, don�t you? Tellme or I pinch.�
I ran but she caught me and pinned me on the floor,holding my arms.
�Come on. Admit that Ethan likes being Jenny.�
I shook my head and kept shaking it until she let go,but not before she kissed me on the mouth. I was sosurprised I lay there for half an hour.
She was toying with me, but this me was Jenny, thegirl that was in love with her, not Ethan, the guy thathated her.
That night at dinner, Mom was more curious thanever.
�Jenny, you look happier than before. Have you fi-nally found someone you love? Is it one of the girlshere?�
�Yes, I am happier and yes I am in love, but that does-n�t make me happy. It makes me sad. It�s a girl thatEthan always disliked. He even thought he hated her.As Jenny, I am able to show my true feeling. Yes, I lovesomeone but I can�t tell her. She�s out of my reach. Shedoesn�t know what I feel and never will.�
I started to cry. Sharon stood up to hold me in herarms. That was unusual, but I wasn�t aware of the sig-nificance at that moment.
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�You silly girl. Being in love is wonderful. Don�t cry�
I had my head on her breast and her arms aroundme. I cried from happiness.
�Jenny, as your mother I can say that woman have away of knowing who has the hots for them. You neverknow what can happen. Maybe she�s even loved yousince you were an obnoxious teenager of sixteen or sev-enteen but she never could tell you. Is it someone Iknow? Is she younger than you? Older?�
Mother winked at Sharon who winked back, of whichI was unaware. I was enjoying the warmth of a woman�sbody and touch.
Weeks passed and every day I became more Jennythan Ethan. After a few months, I never spoke anymoreabout going back to being Ethan. Every night I lay nextto the woman I loved as the woman I loved to be. Motherand Sharon seemed to have noticed it too. They nevermade a remark anymore about me being too muchEthan or too little Jenny. They obviously didn�t have thetime. They were too busy.
I found themmore than ones conspiring about some-thing and quickly falling silent when I passed by. I did-n�t make much of it. They always did that when theytalked about female stuff. But I should have knownthat, as Jenny, there were no more female secrets I wasto be kept out of. Well, maybe there were still one or two.One Friday morning Sharon went on the offensive andtook me by surprise.
�Ethan, you haven�t complained for being Jenny forweeks now. Does that mean that you are finally ready toadmit that you like being Jenny and don�t need to beEthan anymore?�
�Of course I do.�
�So you want to be Jenny from now on?�
�You know that it is not what I meant.�
I didn�t dare to admit the truth. As much as I lovedmy new femininity, once I admitted it, I couldn�t take itback and I would be Jenny forever. Sharon had comecloser and started to pinch me, repeating loudly, �Admitit, you love it.�
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It was her intention to make me angry and with everypinch she was succeeding. I hated that. Then came themoment they were waiting for.
�Yes, I admit that I love being Jenny and don�t need tobe Ethan anymore. I love being Jenny. Satisfied now?�
I was angry and therefore not able to tell a lie. Sharonlaughed. Mother had a look on her face one could onlydescribe as �relieved�. They both stood up and went theirway, but not without a final word on exit.
�Yes we are.�
That day passed by like all the others. The rest of theweek seemed to follow the same pattern. Friday after-noon, however, Amanda had a surprise. As if I hadn�thad enough of those. She said it �was time�. Time forwhat?
�These are prosthetic breasts. The best of the best. Ittook me some time and money to get them, but herethey are.�
I had to admit they looked and felt very realistic.
�Get naked and quickly. We don�t have a lot of time.�
It felt funny to undress before Amanda. But I couldhandle it as there it was only the blouse and bra. Well,that was what I expected.
�What are you doing? I said naked. That means ev-erything, including the gaff. Do you need help? I don�tmind.�
�No, no. I can manage.�
I did what she ordered. But standing there with onlya gaff before Amanda made my cheeks go red again, thefirst time in days.
�Ooh, you�re blushing. So cute.�
She smeared something on the bottom of a breastand positioned it without touching.
�Don�t move a inch or you�ll look ridiculous.�
She pushed the breast in place and stepped back.

Page - 95

RELUCTANT PRESS



�That looks fine. Now the other one.�
A moment later I had two new breasts. After a littlemakeup, none of us both could tell them from the realthing. I wanted to touch them but Amanda slapped myhands hard.
�Wait until I say you may just to be sure they don�tcome loose ever again.�
�What? Never? Then how do I ever get them off.�
�Why would you, they�re perfect. But don�t worry.There is a dissolver. I believe Sharon has it. Some of ourmodels use the glue too.�
Apparently the glue on my chest was dry becauseAmanda touched them.
�Wonderful. They�re the best fake breasts a guy canhave.�
She started to pull a box from a shelf.
�This gaff is special. It�s made to be the least visiblepossible. The material is transparent and takes on thecolor of the skin it touches. Most important, its materialis minimal. If you find something squeezing betweenyour butt cheeks, don�t be surprised because it�s verytight�
It was so tight that Amanda had to help, which shedid gladly, smiling.
�You�re going to be my model for the day. You�re mylatest creation. And before you say no, Sharon alreadyhas approved it. Now put this on. We�re going to shoot acommercial and you will be its centerpiece.�
It was a white lace corset, with a lace string. My bot-tom cheeks were very visible. Luckily the garter beltmade it more elegant. I should have felt some embar-rassment, but I didn�t. The stockings were transparentbut with a seam at the back. On top was a broad laceband trimmed with little bows. Then came what Ithought to be the last part, the shoes.
�Sharon gave me these shoes. They�re one of yourpurchases or should I say Ann�s. She told me about theshopping you both did.�
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White shoes. Why was I not surprised? The next de-tail caught me off guard though. They had stiletto heels,five inches high. I could barely stand.
�Now stand still while I lace you up.�
When I finally could breathe again, I saw a lady inwhite, but why. Why did I have to model this? A biggermodel should be a better fit and view.
�Now put this on. Just do it. I have my reasons.�
Amanda gave me a white blindfold mask. I hesitated,then I put the mask on and found out that my ordealwasn�t over.
�Put out your hands. These are to protect your arms.�
That was a little white lie from Amanda, but one Icouldn�t yet see. Long lace fingerless gloves were slidover my hands. I had never worn anything like them be-fore. Then Amanda put something on my head. I feltsomething against my cheeks, not the bottom ones.Those still felt naked.
�Last thing before we go, put your arms behind yourback.�
A ribbon was wrapped around my wrists and tied in aknot before I knew what was going on. I tried to pull itapart, but it was no use.
I only heard Amanda�s giggle and what sounded likeher getting undressed. What the heck was she doingand what was she planning?
�Stop messing with the ribbon. It�s to prevent youfrom taking off your blindfold. Come. We�re ready to goto the studio. I will hold you tight.�
We advanced with very short steps. We entered thenext room. It was filled with voices. Most of them I knew.It was the other girls. Were they having a party? Did Ihave to model this new outfit?
I started to panic, but Sharon�s voice relaxed me.
�Sit down. We need to do your hair and makeup, theneverything will be revealed.�
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Something was lifted onto my head and my hair wasa work in progress. Then came makeup, nails. I onlycould guess at their color, white?
�Come. We�re almost at the climax. I�ll hold you firmlythese last steps.�
It was Sharon, the only reason I had endured thosehours blindfolded. She was the only one I trusted and Iknew why. I hoped that one day she would trust me forthe same reason.
I found out what was up the next moment. The rib-bon was removed. The blindfold I had to do myself. Icould take it off without bothering my veil. That was theheaddress I was wearing. The first thing I saw wereblinding lights, cameras and the outline of people. I re-alized that I was the center of their attention.
I couldn�t have been more embarrassed.
Before me stood Amanda, in lingerie, holding a book.
Ann and the rest were obviously standing behind me,but I didn�t dare to turn around. If I had, I would haveseen a sea of pink. They were all standing there in linge-rie. They were all dressed the same and all chatteringand laughing.
Out of the corner of my left eye I could see flashes ofsomeone in black lingerie and a top hat. But I stood toofar to the front to see who. Then she came standing nextto me and smiled while speaking words of madness.
�I�ll give you the choice. You choose to be Jenny andto work and live with me as my wife, my spouse or youchoose to be Ethan, leave and live as the stranger youhave always been to me. I�ll even give you some moneyto survive a while on your own. Don�t answer yet. You�llknow when.�
Amanda started to speak and I knew when.
�We are gathered here today in the face of family andfriends to join together Sharon Hannigan and JennyWilliams. Do you, Jenny, take this woman to be youyour lawfully wedded husband?�
For a moment I stood in silence. Then:
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�Yes I do.�
Sharon released a sigh of relief. That was the firsttime I knew she wasn�t sure what the future wouldbring, the first time she had ever showed a sign of anx-iousness, the first time I saw her as she really was.
Amanda continued and a moment later Sharonchuffed a wedding ring over my finger. I recognized it. Itwas Mother�s.
Mom saw me admire it and came closer with tears inher eyes.
�Keep good care of it. I don�t need it anymore. Andwhat are you waiting for Sharon? Kiss the bride, fast,before Amanda beats you to it.�
She did and I have no idea how long my eyes wereclosed. But that wouldn�t be the last time they were thatevening. Just ask Amanda. And I understood why shecalled my footwear �kissing shoes�. Sharon had takenher shoes off for a second and I was almost tall enoughto look Sharon straight in the eyes. It made kissingmuch easier.
Even Mother was wearing lingerie. It was a Nine-teenth Century version of it perhaps but lingerie never-theless. It was some wedding.
�Mother, you were in on this too?�
�Yes I was. They all were at the end. They all wantedthe best for Sharon and that seemed to be you. Amother wants the best for her son, even when thatmeans he has to be a daughter. And what I see lets meknow that I made the right choice. You look happierthan you ever did before. Sharon liked you as Ethan,but could only fall in love with the Jenny of her dreams.So we had to make some changes.�
Sharon held me close and never let go of my hand.She still had something to whisper.
�I lied when I said that I don�t want to see women�slingerie on a man�s body. I don�t mind when it�s yourbody and I like it even more after those small adjust-ments. I live and breathe lingerie. I prefer the man I lovein it most of the time. I am bisexual and I now have thebest of both worlds. You can dress as a man some days
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of the years, but I prefer you this way. Exceptions mustbe requested and I can�t guarantee you that they will al-ways be permitted. But I can guarantee you one thing.You�ll love it. You already do. So make me happy and I�llmake you happy.�
�But how did you know that I loved you or even likedyou? More, since when do you love me? You hateme.�
�You talk in your sleep and I never hated you. Theline between love and hate is thin, very thin. I liked youfrom the first moment I pinched you, from the first mo-ment I stepped in your house, from the first momentyou gave in to me at a fight. But I only love Jenny.�
She turned her head away to search for a particularface.
�Amanda!�
She rushed to us and gave Sharon a little box. It wasanother ring for another finger on another hand. It wasa second wedding ring covered with small pink dia-monds. I laughed loud and happy. Pink seemed to bemy color after all. The wedding party turned out to behot and wild and so did the wedding night. But thatshouldn�t surprise anyone. Oh, one more thing, I nevergave Sharon any reports about my time in dresses.

###
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