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Lingering Feelings

Alex Miller

“Cameras are on, girls. Everything’s a go.”

Bright lights flashed on all around me, half-blinding
my vision.

I hoped it was so for everybody else too. There I stood,
standing for multiple cameras. Watched by many pairs
of eyes and I couldn’t have been more embarrassed of
my live.

They were shooting a commercial, that’s what they
said to me, and I seemed to be one of its main actors. Or
should I say actresses. 1 was a guy, but I didn’t exactly
look masculine and that wasn’t the worst of it. It was
what I wore and that everybody could see me like that.

How did I ever end up in this situation? My mind
started to look back to when everything seemed to go
like 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 few
monj[hts. Something my mother obviously couldn’t ap-
preciate.

“Will you Flease go look for a job? It has been months
and you still have no new job.”
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My mother was right. I should go look for a job, butI
had given up.

The one I lost was my first job and I was lucky to have
gotten that one. It only lasted a little more than a year. |
got fired. Not that I didn’t do my IJ<Ob right, I did. At the
end, I just wasn’t what they looked for. [ was a timid
man, not old, only 23, with black hair and no beard to
hide my face.

Not unhandsome to women’s standards, but not ma-
cho handsome. I never was and [ never will be. That had
his obvious reasons.

Just not having the characteristics of a macho man
was the most important one. Another one was thatI was
too short, according to toda?z_’s standard. I was only
five-foot-four and therefore a lightweight. My stepsister
was 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 foss-
ing me over like a feather and she did if she felt like it
no matter how hard I protested. I was stronger than f
looked, but [ was no Superman. The laws of nature just
demanded that I could not win. My biggest handicap
ever, was my shyness. I could not do anything about
that, no matter how hard I ever tried. My mother and
even 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 would
consider me as his stepson, feelings that never changed
and his death made it impossible that they ever could.
So I never felt myself comfortable in the presence of
woman, not that of men. The men, those that didn’t ig-
nore me, treated me as a softie and the woman did the
same. They liked my kind character but none of the
women took me seriously as a candidate for more than
friendship. That was thereason that I didn’t have much
experience.

There were the occasional contacts with a person of
the female sex but they never lasted long. Mostly be-
cause they were blind dates and more than one of them
didn’t like having to look down. I blamed it on their high
heels. Therefore it wasn’t only a job I was looking for.

[ was, as it turned out, more destined to have success

in finding the right job than in finding the right woman.
At that moment 1 had given up on both.
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[ had a good education, thanks to a scholarship I had
won. It wasn’t a lot, but I was smart. But even there I
had bad luck. The scholarship was for an economic de-
gree. Not my first choice, not even one of my top ten, but
it was my only chance for a decent degree at a
well-known university.

[ ong got the scholarship thanks to Step-dad. Which
he made me know every day, over and again. He was a
big shot at a big company, one that saw offering a schol-
arship more asa tax reduction than as helping to shape
someone’s future. So my step-dad decided what degree |
should pursue. I had nothing to say in it. My majors and
minors were chosen for me, not by me. My choices
would have been totally different; history, art or litera-
ture, choices mgz step-dad would veto béfore they were
spoken out loud.

The problem was that [ was not the right material for
the corporate world. Not that I was not capable of doing
my job. I was not hard enough, not impressive cnoual;l.
My job interviews always had the same beginning, the
frowning of eyebrows. Whatever they expected, it was
never 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 I
had no other choice. It wasn’t the years of economic
pros%:)erlty. Those dags were over, Now you had to take
what you could get. But that didn’t mean that you did.

There weren’t many jobs I was fit to do. I could do
some physical labor, but almost everybody was a better
fit for such a job than me. A minimum wage job at a fast
food restaurant wasn’t the future I had in mind. So the
only {'ob I could look for was the same old thing and for
now | had enough of it all. I needed a break, away from

the world where I didn’t fit in.

But that was not what my mother had in mind. Every
opportunity she had, she used to scold me. No son of
hers would be a lazy bum while she was around. I lay
down with a book and never looked up until it was eve-
ning.

It was to avoid my mother’s eyes and the questions
that were hidden behind them, questions that would re-
Eeat themselves so long as 1 didn’t had a job. My mother

ad a Sixth Sense for it. The book wasn’t'yet down when
out of the kitchen came her voice.
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“Your step-dad would kick your ass if he saw what
became 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 would
never be able to fill his shoes, in every way possible. He
had hoped to bring me into his company to climb up the
corporate ladder and one day replace him when he
would go on his retirement. His disappointment was
big, but lasted not long.

Sharon’s company was rapidly growing and started
to make big ripples in the lingerié business. Even when
he wasn’t crazy about the product she fabricated, he
gladly spread the word about his daughter’s success.

he was, after all, his flesh and blood. Her success was
only natural. I was soon forgotten about as an potential
heir for his throne.

But Mother was right. I would have gotten a speech
from my step-dad after one day of unemployment. He
always judged people, comparing them to him, which
rarely had a positive result. Not many were as him,
luckily for me and the world.

“Maybe my father never did, but Mother does and
therefore so do 1.”

[ turned myself around in the direction of the sound
and found an unexpected guest. Sharon did not live
here anymore, She had her own place. The unexpected

art was that it wasn’t Sunday, the day she reserved for
om. There must have been something wrong for her to
be her now.

“Hey, Sharon.”
“Hey, Ethan.”

Sharon was hot, beautiful and tall enough to be a
model. Not thin enou%h, though, but that a]lz).ﬁhes to al-
most everybody, even the models when they like to eat.

But most importantly, why would she event want to
be a model? She had her own company. She had long
black 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 saw
her a lot.

She went to boarding school. So during school years I
only saw her at special occasions and holidays. She was
twelve when she became é)art of my life and I was only
seven. One thing I learned fast: the new member of the
family always had the last word. I would get angry and
wouldn’t S%eak to here for days but in the end she al-
wlrflys got what she wanted. She knew what a softie I re-
ally was.

_ What didn’t help was that my mother took Sharon’s
side in almost every discussion. She called it a common
female vision. I called it Not Fair. The relation between
Sharon and my mother always was more intense, stron-
ger, than her Mother’s relationship with me. To her she
was a real daughter.

To me, in essence, she was just an older girl who
sometimes lived with us. After boarding school, there
was higher education and life itself.

She started her company not long after graduating at
the university.

After that she visited regularly but it was always my
mother who kept her company. At those moments| just
saw her face and heard her voice.

We barely spoke to each other, only to argue and I
mostly gave that up when I was twelve. 1 couldn’t say
what she loved and who; those were thing we never
talked about. She was my mother’s fake daughter, a girl
I 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 [ am not glad to
see you.”

She pinched me on the cheek. I hated that extremely
and she knew that all too well.

“You better be.”

She placed herself next to me on the couch. My
mother had done the same. So there | was, surrounded
b}fl female determination and I would soon found out
where it was aimed.
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“I invited Sharon to talk about your situation.”
“What situation?”

~I'wasn’t planning to make it eas¥ for them. It was ob-
vious what they wanted, but I would ignore it as long as
possible, even 1f that was only minutes.

“Dinner is ready. We will talk about it at the table.”

It was Sharon’s favorite, Coq au vin, whatever that
was. [ didn’t care. It was not bad. So she would be busy
for a while, eating. But it was my mother that was the
first to speak.

“Sharon has a job for you.”

There they were, the words nobody wanted to say and
[ sure didn’t want to hear. Sharon was offering me a job
at her company.

Sharon nodded with her mouth full.
“Mom, I thought that we agreed this was a bad idea.”

My mother had brought this up back at the beginning
of my quest for a job. It was a suggestion I always
avoided taking seriously, until I had no other choice due
to my continued unemployment. So we talked about it
and I had a very good excuse not to consider it. Mother
never gave up on the idea, though. I already explained
that my sister had her own company, a successiul one.
But the fact was that it was a woman-oriented business
and not a place where I would fit in. Creating and man-
ufacturing lingerie wasn’t something I had experience
in, only in looking at it. I liked a woman in lingerie. It
had the magical ability to make its contents more desir-
able. The problem was that I barely did anything more
than looking.

The only times I had panties in my hands was when
Sharon had been too hasty and threw hers in with my
laundry. That happened more than once. Someone
other than naVve me would have started to doubt if it
was f.usjt coincidence. So my knowledge about lingerie
was limited, very limited.

But Sharon had the knowledge and the experience.
She had exceeded the expectations my step-dad had of
her. 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’t
changed his mind. The fact that she was successful was
the only thing that counted to him. Her company had
grown in a few years from a small business into a com-
pany that left ifs 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.

[3

But, but there are only woman working at your com-
pany! For a good reason.”

“Yes, that is true. Nevertheless [ am offering you a job
at my company.”

“Doin§ what? There is nothing that I could do that
somebody else can’t do better. What do I know about
lingerie?”

It was not that I didn’t know anythin%\about lingerie.

I probably knew as much as most men. A woman in lin-
erie was a thing of beauty. But admiring a painting
idn’t make me a painter.

Sharon’s company was successful in a market that
was 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 good
tqhome'pf,or you, your company and, most importantly,
or mes:

“It’s the least damaging position.”

F'S)r amoment [ didn’t know what to say. What could 1
say-:

«Um!”

“I'll be your direct boss. The responsibility for your
actions lies completely with me. You won’t be able to
frustrate my personnel with your incompetence. I know
you. I know what you are capable of and what you are
not. So it will be the best position for you to start in.
Later we can see if there will be something that suits
you better.”
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h [ jumped out of the couch and confronted the both of
em.

“Forget it. I will never be your lguppet, Sharon. Il
work for minimum wage before that happens.”

I should not have said that. Now I couldn’t take it
back 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 know
what will happen.”

The tone of my mother’s voice let no doubt. If [ didn’t
get a job in a month, I would be working for my sister, a
prospect that made me shiver. Working for her would be
of a whole other, scary, dimension. As a part of the fam-
11¥ she was bossy, but as a boss, she would be impossi-
ble to deal with, I left the both of them behind without
looking back. If I had looked back, their smiles would
have given me a good indication of their lack of faith in
the successfulness of my attempt. It was probably
better that way. Looking for a job with that vision
burned in my memory wouldn’t have been a good begin-
ning. I would have given up much earlier.

Every day I was out, looking through the usual job
search channels for something to throw in their face.
But they knew me all too well. I would never take a mini-
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%—
er. They say that tall people have an advantage in get-
ing a job over the short ones. I was the living proof that

they were right.

Anyway, my chances were slim to find something be-
fore that looming Sunday. I was ready to admit defeat
and I did a few days before the end of the month. The
last few days I left the house like I had done every other
day that month, but spent them in the park, a museum,
or the zoo, places I could enjoy with an em tﬁ mind. My
mother never said a word when she watched me go
through 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-

jo% my last days of freedom in {)eace. Thinking about the
job 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 where
my mind could not escape those thoughts. I made sure
that my days were full and tiring. My mind was asleep
for it could drift off.

That Saturdag, I was just home after a busy day out
trying to avoid the looming confrontation when she and
my mother came in the room. They had been out for
cake and an ice-cream at their favorite coffeehouse,
something they did almost every weekend. They always
invited me and | always said no and Sharon always gave
the same reaction.

“Still afraid to been seen with two beautiful woman at
your side?”

I was afraid indeed, afraid of being laughed at, the
story of my life and height. I was an easy and
well-known target of bullyln%. In high school one didn’t
need more than one reason to bully and with me there
were more than enough.

It stopped when I went to university. Not because the
people were more mature, which they were, but be-
cause the bullies had other priorities. After university I
still was an easy target for someone who wanted a
cheap laugh. Going out with my sister and mother
would inspire a lot of would-be comedians. It would
have 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 is
well-known.” That’s the disadvantage of having more
money than the average family.

My step-dad liked to brag, one of his many
not-so-positive qualities. We were lucky that the town
was so small that the Eollce had no trouble keep the
crime numbers low, which was the main reason my
mother wanted to stay here after remarrying. The other
reason was the hlgﬁh quality of education offered here,
My step-dad_and his daughter were more acquainted
with the city life. But my steﬁ—dad didn’t mind living in a
small town. He only was there during the weekends,
anyway. The rest of the week he stayed 1in an apartment
in the better part of the city. When my step-dad died, I
realized theirs was more a marriage ol convenience. He
was_ looking for a mother for his daughter and my
mother was looking for a way to survive. At the moment
they 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 really
the ones to blame. So they offered Mother a bribe. It was
for her silence on the matter. It would be never enough
money to live on, but she had no other choice. Go to
court and make only the lawyers rich or take what she
could get, those were her choices. It wasn’t the com-
pany’s lirst accident and everybody in town knew that
none of his coworkers would dare to testify against their
employer. There was more to lose than to gain. We lost
my father and we would lose a lot more if my mother
sued. Mother had no degree and low-paying jobs were
the only alternative.

A mortgage and a kid would mean scraping by, which
meant 11V1n§é1n poverty, a future my mother did not look
forward to. She was, and still is, a beautiful woman. The
result was that there was male interest in her enough,
but not to replace a father.

A dating service was the connecting factor between
my step-dad and my mom. Not long after they met,
there was the wedding, a contract and a new family. A
new family that I didnt ask for.

“Maybe he doesn’t want to be seen in the company of
his mother.” A remark [ couldn’t let pass by.

“Of course I do, but I don’t want to spoil your
women’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 presence
changes but that had nothing to do with the problem.
Sharon was sometimes a mystery to me. I never knew
what she really meant by things she said. Surely not
when she made strange statements like this one and
she loved making them.

She knew they would always leave me in a state of
confusion. I didn’t know what to think anymore. Sharon
saw the surprised expression on my face and could not
do anything else than laugh. That made me mad and
also made me forget the reason for my confusion.

“Stop it!”

Page - 10



RELUCTANT PRESS

“Make me.”
“Aaaah.”

_That was the only thing I could say and do. Trying to
pinch her as | had many years ago wasn’t possible any-
more. She wasn’t dressed for it and I was too old to lose
such a game. My ego couldn’t take the blow so easily
anymore. It always ended up with me being the one that
was pinched, or worse.

I turned around to seeck shelter at my room. My feet
had already passed the first steps of the stairs. Before 1
could 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 will
find 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, “yvoung man.” 1 knew I was in trouble
when my mother used that phrase to address me. She
would not let me go back on my given word. I had no
other choice than to submit myself to their will. If I
broke my promise, I knew I would pay the price. My
mother wouldn’t kick me out of the house, but she
would cut me off financially. I would have room and
board, but nothing more. Even going to the movies
would be impossible without begging my mother for
some money. My savings could keep me comfortable for
a few months, but not longer. Spending money on
books and other enjoyments was way too easy for me.
She knew that all to well. Money was no issue anymore
for my mother. My stepfather had left her a nice sum of
money, all thanks to his life insurance. The rest of his
money, 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 it
had been only my mother, I could have convinced her to
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give me another chance. With Sharon involved, I stood
no chance. I would be a secretary for my sister. That
sounded worse than being unemployed.

“OK, youve got me. What now?”

They both were waiting until I dropPed my butt in the
couch where it had been living for a long time. Not the
best 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 when
she called me that.

The little self-confidence I had gathered was already
vanishing like snow in spring. The emotionless face my
sister brought to the discussion raised the temperature
even more. When Sharon set herself down next to my
mother, both fac1r1g1 me, there was no trace left of any
confidence. Suddenly it felt like Doomsday.

“Well, I will fulfill my promise, but...”

Before I could say anything more, Sharon interrupted
me.

“No buts, but one. This is what will ha%)pen. [ talked it
over 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 she
sees it just the way you do.”

My mother’s answer came immediately.

“Oh but I do, even more. I have given her complete
control over this little experiment. So you know what to
expect.”

Her answer made me swallow. An experiment she
called it. Being a secretary for Sharon would be much
more than just an experiment for here and surely for
me.

“Sharon knows you almost as well as I do and she
loves you.
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She will always have your best interest in mind. I
know that and you should know that too.”

Her smile disappeared and her face looked as serious
as Sharon’s.

[ hadn’t seen it like that. OK, so it was Sharon. Maybe
[ was too negative.

In the end, it beats working for a boss who only sees
me as a number. Sharon would at least see me asa per-
son who happens to be familiar to her. Maybe it would-
n’t be so bad. With every thought that passed, I slowly
started to believe in this experiment. Now I only had to
listen to what it was she had in mind.

“You'll start as soon as possible. It can be days or
weeks, [ will be the one to determine this. It all depends
on you. In the meantime you have the opportunity to get
everything in order.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You'll be living with me in the city. There is more
than enough space and the city is too far for you to
travel back and forth to every day.”

“l can’t leave Mother behind. What would she do
without me?”

“Isn’t it more the other way around?”

That was a typical reaction from Sharon, but before
this could turn into a war my mother intervened.

. “We already talked about this. Sharon only agreed to
give you this job after I made it clear that it was fine with
me. You should have more faith in her. She’s only
thinking about your welfare.”

“Yeah, little man, you should.”

For an instant my defiance was gone. For an instant
only, 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 know
yet.”

M “l always thought you didn’t want to live in the city,
om.

“'m not fond of it, but I think it’s time to give it a
chance. 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 of
interest from the girls in my club. Some of them are
looking for a better place. So I won’t have any difficulty
with finding a decent tenant.”

“What would you do in the city? It will be a whole
other life.”

“Find you a new step-dad maybe, or visit a museum
with my daughter.”

“Not with your son?”
[ wasn‘t offended, only curious.
“Not when he doesn’t change a lot.”

For a moment my mother and sister looked at each
other with a sparkle in their eyes and a smile on_their
lips, something [ didn’t see. My mind was occupied with
the most suitable explanation. I was, after all, the one
who didn’t want to go with them to the coffee house. So
why would she take me to a museum? Not until I
changed my attitude about it, certalnl}zl.. That they both
lal{:ld other changes in mind was something I still had to

iscover.

“OK, I'll take the job. But does it reallizl_have to be the
position of secretary? Isn’t there something else that’s
more fitting for a man?”

Sharon saw this as an opportunity to mock me.
“Why? Is the job not macho enough for you? Is it that
¥ou have to use your brain and not your muscles? And I
hought you never used the latter.’

That was not what | wanted to hear and she knew it.
But it was my own fault. T should have known that

Page - 14



RELUCTANT PRESS

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 there
wasn’t a very, very, very good reason for it. In this case
there wasn’t.

“You know that everything my Qomﬁany sells is made
for us, not by us. These companies have an exclusive
contract with us and are veliy glad for the cooperation.
It’s a win-win for both of us. They wouldn’t consider you
a win. You can’t seam and lifting boxes isn’t one of the
majors at the university and they have no need for more
management. Besides, the nearest contractor is more
than five hundred miles away. Some aren’t even on this
con‘gpment. But if you wish [ can put in a good word for
you?”

She said it without meaning it, because my answer
was no surprise.

“No, that’s not necessary. I give in. I'll be your
dammed secretary. Whatever that means.”

“You will find out very soon. Pack your coat, we’re
1eav1n_%jafter we have say goodbye to Mom. You are com-
ing with me.”

“What? Now? What about all my things? I can’t leave
them. 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 and
already on their way to my address. It cost mother extra
money to have it all delivered by tomorrow. So you have
Nno exXCcuse.

“When and how is this all done?”

“Mother and [ 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 have
time enough. For the first few days I'll leave you be.”

Her last word wasn’t said before my mother put a bag
next to me on the ground. The noise it made caused me
to 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 you
need when the world came to an end.”

“And the rest. I can’t leave without the rest. It will
take days to pack.”

“It will and I am the one who shall do it, not you. The
first batch is already packed. You will have everything
you need within a week. Then you have everything you
need to start a new job and a new future.”

[ finally started to calm down.

“I'm sorry, Mom. I should have known that you had
everything under control. I'm an idiot. I’ll just buy some
new stuff. In the city there are shops and choices
enough.”

“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 are
sufficient 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 wonder
you want me to be your secretary.”

“You really are an idiot. Do you think you get paid for
learning the business? You should be glad you only
have to pay for rent and food.”

I suddenly stood up, pushing my stool backwards.

My frustration started to turn into anger and my voice
made that very clear.
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“Can someone please give me an answer instead of
sgoutlng nonsense? Mom, you first. What do you mean
about not being able to buy stuff?”

., “You_better sit back down, dear, because you won’t
like it. But it was necessary for a clean start.

This time 1 sat myself down in the couch, lay back,
and looked up, hoping this all was just a joke. My anger
was gone. Like all my angers, it had a short life.

“l withdrew all your money yesterday and gave it to
Sharon.”

Before [ had a new fit, my mother continued.

“It is an advanced payment for the rent you will owe
here. She’s letting you stay at her house for an amount
that wouldn’t allow %ou to rent a one -bedroom apart-
ment in a bad neighborhood.”

_ Damn, I had nothing to say as an argument against
it, but I tried anyway.

“Why do I have to ipay rent if she doesn’t pay me for
six months? How difficult can it be just being a secre-
tary? I went to University, damn it.”

“Ethan!” Watch your tongfrue and don’t be such a fool.
Do you intend to stay a freeloader of will you finally take
responsibility and act accordingly?”

I shriveled. My mother made it clear to me that she
was playing hardball this time. This couldn’t be just
about a job. It wasn’t the first time [ was looking for one.
There had to be something more. But what?

“Besides, I know that you have enough money in you
wallet for little things and there’s always your credit
card for emergencies. You have plenty. So stop whining
over 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-

round §ara e. It was so quick, that I didn’t saw what
e building looked like. I had seen a picture, but I had
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never been on the inside. Sharon never felt the need to
IStht;)V me the place, until now. A stair brought us to the
obby.

“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. We
to?{k }‘lthe left one. A moment later in the elevator, I had to
ask her.

“How come I don’t get a key and why didn’t you say |
was 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 thing
he’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 place
where I live.”

She unlocked the door and opened it while she waved
to something behind her. It took me a moment to realize
that she waved to Jack, via a camera. We entered the
main room which was a mixture of kitchen, dining
room, and living room.

“It’s late and it’s going to be an early morning. Your
room isn’t ready yet. You better sleep on the couch.
You'll find that it is a lot more comfortable than the one
you’re used to.”

She was right. It only took me a few seconds to fall

asleep. No dream disturbed me until the mornir;%. Then
[ 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’ll
find the rest in the fridge. Just make sure you don’t
burn them.”

[ should have known that it wouldn’t be so easy. It
was, after all, Sharon’s place. So I started to make
breakfast barefooted. She had floor heating, carpet and
mostly wooden floors so that wouldn’t be a problem. Not
that it was necessary. The days and nights were warm.

“Make mine well done.”

[ wanted to protest but I swallowed my frustration.
She was the boss from now on. I knew that before I left
my home. just as well as I knew Sharon. While I was
baking, 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-confident
with other woman or is it all just an act?”

[ sighed. 1 expected to be hearing this question some
day, so I had an answer ready.

“Because I already know you. I know what to expect
of you. It is the first step that scares me. I'm not the man
many woman look for, I know I am too soft. That will
never change and neither will I.”

[ was afraid. Afraid to be looked at as a looser, a fool,
a sissy. Scared of failure, unintentionally avoiding the
pain and embarrassment a first step can brlng. 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've
known that since [ saw %Qu years ago crying during a
movie 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 be
back before you go to work wherever that is.

Me alone in the big city, I expected a storm of protest.
})V.ha‘gi 1I got was disappointing. She was surprisingly
riendly.

“You still prefer paper over a tablet, don’t you? Well,
I’'m not stopping you. You'll find a stand at the street
corner 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 bacon
and eggs, something she rarely ate. She only wanted to
agitate me a bit. She still knew how to manipulate me
into doing things. She took something from the
countertop and threw it to me.

“Here, or you won’t get in again. I'll notify downstairs
so they don’t take you for an intruder. They know all the
people who work and live her.”

[ 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 cursing
Sharon. There was no newsstand to find. So I kept on
going. It was of no use to ask a bystander.

I would definitely get lost if I left this street. I'd only
been to this city two or three times before briefly and 'l
had left my phone with Sharon. Never leave somewhere
in a hurry. Not when ﬁou’re angrY an\Tjway. I had made
my mind up to go back when my last footsteps brought
me close to a bookstore. My bad temper was gone. There
[ would find everything [ needed and more.

I tapped on my pocket to check my wallet, somethin
[ always automatically did. Once incident in the pas
was enough to be careful not to be embarrassed lookin
for a wallet that I forgot. This time [ was sure to have 1
with me, so I expected confirmation, something I didn’t
get. I almost ripped my jacket to peaces, but I still found
nothing. How could this be? It was there yesterday. I
made sure [ had it before we left. There was nothing €lse
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to do than to go back. My mind, occupied with this di-
lemma, failed fo notice the curious look from Jack’s col-
league in the lobby. I went straight up. Luckily I still had
the key to the apartment.

“Sharon, are you still here?”

No answer, which wasn’t a problem My phone was in
reach. She answered surprisingly fast.

“Sharon, have you seen my wallet?”

“Of course not! What would I do with your wallet?
Wh%I,‘,e did you have it last? You didn’t leave it home, did
yous:

“I'm sure I had it in my jackets pocket, but it isn’t
here 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 into
you? 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 at
the 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 put
my g)acket on. My pocket was too deep. But that was no

roblem for a pickpocket. So if it fell out, it still had to be
ere, 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 block
your credit card.”

“Shouldn’t we go to the police?”

“Why, for a blocked credit card and a few hundred
dollars? It isn’t worth all that trouble.”
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If only I could have seen the smile on Sharon’s face, |
would have known that there was more going on.

“What now?”

“You start working after your search. I will call to
block your credit card and I'll even call the police if your
wallet' doesn’t show itself within the hour. You’ll be busy
with other things. Your room needs to be cleaned and
refurnished. You’ll find everythm%you need spread out
over the other rooms. Put the stuft the painters left into
the last room.”

“But which is my room?”

“You’ll know when you’ll see it.” And with that, she
hung up.

After an hour I stopped looking. I had to accept that
my wallet was stolen. The bedrooms would obviously be
upstairs. So that’s where 1 went.

The first door was Sharon’s bedroom, big and luxuri-
ous. I quickly closed the door. Sharon would bite my
head off for snooping there. The next one revealed a
smaller, almost empty room, freshly painted. Checking
the other doors made it clear that this had to be my
room. It was the only one that was painted, white. The
floor was covered in plastic. A little stepladder was the
only other decoration. On it was standing a big bucket
of paint which looked very heavy. A handle was missing
from it. So I had to grasp it firmly.

I wrapped my arm around it, slowly pulling it to the
edge to anticipate its weight. However, something was-
n’t right. The bucket didn’t move, probably caused by
dried paint sticking it to the ladder. So I pulled hard in
one go. It came loose in an instant, but my reward was-
n’t what I expected.

The contents of the bucket poured out and covered
me from the chest on down. I stood motionless for a few
seconds. Then I put the bucket down, the hole upside.
After that I used every strong word I knew in the most
expressive way. I was soaked with paint. There was no
other choice than to take my clothes, socks, and shoes
off. The only thing I was left with were my boxer shorts.
Luckily cold wasn’t really a problem so far south and
surely not this time of the year. I threw it all in a heap
into the puddle of paint.
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My clothes were ruined. At least they were good for
cleaning up the leftover %alnt. [ sat myselfdownin ad
lace waiting for something or someéone to happen.
alf hour passed before it did. I heard the door. That
could only be Sharon. I yelled hard enough to wake the
dﬁad. Héer voice and herself came closer with every step
she made.

“Alright, alright, [ am coming. Stop shouting. Maybe I
can finally understand what you are saying.”

Her face was the first thin%.l saw, My almost naked
body covered in paint was the first thing she saw. It took
her a full ten minutes to stop laughing and a lot longer
to stop grinning.

“What have you done? I didn’t ask you to paint the
room again and surely you weren’t supposed to paint
yourself.”

“What I have done? Nothing. Those dammed painters
set a trap, as a joke or whatever. Look at the bucket.”

Sharon looked, but she did not need to. She already
knew what happened. She had paid the painters a lot of
f{noney to do it. That was something I didn’t need to

now.

h “The painters probably took revenge for you sacking
em.

“Ooh.”

That was all I could say because it was a rational and
very plausible explanation. But what now?

“So you were the target and I was the victim?”
“It seems that way.”

h.“And now? I can’t stand around much longer like
this.”

“Isn’t it obvious? Wash yourself, take off your boxer
shorts and throw them with the rest. I'll get you some
old towels to wipe yourself.”

I hesitated to take my boxer shorts off in front of
Sharon. It has been years since she saw me naked. |
was younger then and less ashamed to show my butt
and more to her. She didn’t need long to find the towels.
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“Well, what are you waiting for? Take them off quickly
or do you need me to help?”

That was the last thing I wanted. Seconds later m
shorts 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.”

[ WiEed the paint of my body as best I could, leaving
enough to be an albino for the most part.

“Here are some slippers. Follow me to your bath-
room.”

The slipﬁ)ers were pink, not exactly my favorite color.
She took the lead and never looked at me until we were
there.

“Step in and wait.”

She came back with a neutral-smelling cream.

“You’re lucky.”

Yeah, 1 sure was! She could see on my face what I
thought of that.

“These days a depilatory cream doesn’t have a bad
smell anymore. Use it all over your body, butt keep it
away from the hair on your head.”

“What? Why? What does it do?”

She sighed. “I'll do it myself. You’ll probably make a
mess of it.”

Another joke. It couldn’t be a bigger mess. A second
later she pulled a shower cap over my head while her
hands 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 ashamed
enough, Otherwise [ would have showed my resentment

about the treatment I got. After a couplée of minutes,
that was the least of my worries.
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“What is this burning feeling? Damn. Get that cream
off me. Quick!”

“Just_a few minutes longer. Go stand under the
shower.”

I did it without hesitation. The minutes felted like
hours of torture.

“And now you may turn the water on.”

A soothing flow of water released me of the burning
{(fleh(rilg and also of my hair. I saw it literally going down
e drain.

“Sharon, what have (You done? The only hair left is
what I have on my head. The rest is gone.’

“That is exactly what should happen. All the hair on
your bod%f”was covered with paint. It was the only way to
remove if.

I looked at myself and couldn’t deny it, every trace of
white paint was gone. [ was satisfied, not with the loss

of my hair but that was a small price to pay. It would
grow back, right?

My sister stood before me with a pink bathrobe.
“Pink? Really, Sharon? Is that all you have?”

. “Yes itis. 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 where
would I get it?”

; “Because I don’t want to see something sticking out
of it.”

My head turned red, deep red. So red that I couldn’t
say 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. No
way in hell will I do that. You've got to be crazy to even
think that.”

“Is the little guy saying no to me?”
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I knew better than to take a frontal attack. I would
lose and Sharon would play even harder.

“No, no, but can’t you gﬁ and buy me some under-
wear? One pair of boxer shorts is enough. I'm a man
and I deserve underwear for a man. Or at least lend me
some moner. I'll order it online

express. Beside, my
clothes cou

arrive any minute.”

“I promised Mother to not give you a cent. And I have
her gromlse that everything I say goes. You can give her
a call, but I can guarantee you that she won’t change
her mind. And I don’t give a damn how fast your clothes
are %omg 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-
lammg[ and wear them without a word of protest for as
ong as | think it’s necessary.”

[ had thought that Sharon came to her senses about
her 'strange request, but I was wrong. Oh, how wrong I
wasl!

“I swear I will. You give me boy shorts and I promise
that I will never turn down a request anymore.

I was too quick to react. I should have chosen my
words better. But [ wasn’t thinking straight. All I was
thinking about was a decent peace of underwear, just to
get my dignity back.

_ “That’s what I want to hear. Wait in my room. I'll be
right back.”

She walked out of the bathroom.

“Oh, and watch where you step. I'll call someone to
clean it up.”

Away she went. I followed slowly, wondering why she
hadn’t called someone to clean it up in the first place.
She really couldn’t stand to see me doing nothing. There
was no other explanation.

With every step, I had a strange sensation caused by

the pink robe caressing my hairless body. It was some-
thing [ had never felt betore, but it was not unpleasant.
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Sharon was back before I had reached her room. I
have to say that I was going veay slowly. But neverthe-
}[%ss, 11’;[ altmost seemed as if she didn’t have to search for

e shorts.

_“Here they are, your boy shorts. And they are your
size. That I am sure of.”

She held the shorts close before me with a smile. It
clearly said ‘boy shorts’ on the packaging.

. This couldn’t be real. Me, putting on women’s linge-
rie. Not in a million years would 1 have dreamed of
something like this happening. I would rather run
around 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 nothing
else to wear does. By the way, are you already forgetting
the 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 a
command. I could refuse to obey, but it would cost me.
Beside, this situation, as embarrassing as it was, was
onlg for todag. 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 convince
myself, knowing all too well that [ wasn’t as self confi-
dent as she was.

“Ok, I'll wear them, but don’t you have any other
color?

“l do, but I want to keep it for tomorrow.”

[ almost had a heart attack.

“What do you mean ‘tomorrow’ The rest of m
clothes are coming today. Then I can get rid of this pin
torture device.”

“Stop stalling. Put them on.”

“Answer me first.”

“After you put them on. I don’t want to hear another
word before that’s done. Got it?”
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Having no other choice, I did. Well, there was another
choice 1 suppose, but not one I wanted to take. I could
leave. 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 looked
at it with some satisfaction. It fit better than boxer
shorts and felt much nicer on my body. So nice that one
could call it sensual. What was this feeling?

This was more than was foreseen. It was the opposite
of 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 Sharon
could see it. If she did, she didn’t show it.

As soon as I tidied up, the robe took over what my
hands were forbidden.

Damn, what was this feeling I couldn’t get under con-
trol? I shook my head and concentrated on the question
that had to be answered.

“My clothes?”

“They look good on you, don’t they? You should wear
them more often.”

“No thank you.”
[ almost said, “Yes, thank you.”

“You also have nice legs. They look better than mine,
more feminine even. Who knew what secret you kept
under your pants?”

I hated what she said, but I couldn’t deny it. Surely
not, now that all the hair on them had vanished.

“Now you stop it and give me an answer. Where are
my clothes?”

“Didn’t 1 tell you? They will be late. There are some
roblems with the truck. So they had to take a little de-
our 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 me
of all too well.”

“l did. But is still expected at least some protest from
you.

“Well, there isn’t. Orisn’t that what you want either?”

b ?tharon said nothing. She just slapped me on the
utt.

“I've got to go to work again. Enjoy your day. I'll be
back f01g dinne%‘. We're havi%g pizza.”

She left me with a surprised face. I looked in the mir-
ror and opened the robe. Boy shorts, was that thing
called ‘boy shorts’? I felt silly...and aroused. So I quickly
closed the robe, before the blood started pumping too
hard to the wrong place.

[ was watching TV, when suddenly the door opened. I
froze where I sat.

Two guys came in without any hesitation.

“Miss Hannigan sent us. We’re here to clean things
up.

[ wanted to jump up. Not to show them the way, but
to hide myself and my embarrassment. My face was as
red as it could get.

“Don’t get up. We know the way.”

“This is not my usual getup.”

[ immediately realized my mistake and flustered in
shame.

They disappeared upstairs without even given me a
further glimpse.

But not without saying something.
“Don’t worry. We have seen stranger things while at

work. This is just that kind of city. A man in a pink
bathrobe is not an uncommon thing.”

Page - 30



RELUCTANT PRESS

His words should have given me peace of mind, but
they didn’t. It took a half-hour before my heart stopped
ounding like hell. What had happened? How could
hey appear so suddenly without any warning? It wasn’t
the front door. So how did they get in? It had to be
Sharon that let them in, but how? Why didn’t she warn
me? The answer was obvious. She was ]:I)lumshmg me for
my rebellious behavior, showing me that she was the
boss. 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. They
were gathered during my youth when she showed me
who was the stronger one of the two of us and therefore
the boss. Maybe I could have fought harder, but hurtin
a woman wasn’t something I was capable of. It was jus
a part of a bigger plan. One that needed a lot of work to
see it to an end. So I hid myself in Sharon’s room until
they were gone. It was the easiest way to avoid another
embarrassment.

After a few hours they were gone and I could admire
their work. My room was clean. More so, it was spotless.
How they had done it so easily, 1 didn’t know. If I had
read the label on the paint bucket, I would have under-
stood. It said “water-based paint.” That meant that it
was easy to remgve, even from clothes so long as the
paint wasn'’t totally dry. Everything that was a reminder
of 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 I
would ever need.

“Well, how do you like your new room?”

Sharon’s head was visible behind me 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 when

it 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 normal
wardrobe 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 all
your clothes.”

“They don’t even fill half of this room. Nevertheless, I
will be happy when they finally will arrive. Then I can
get rid of this pink getup.”

“About that. I got a phone call from them. They still
lélave problems. They expect to deliver the boxes in'a few
ays.

I only heard half of what she said and even those few
words went right past me. My attention was totally
drawn to yet another dressing table. It was grander and
more_ equipped than the oneé in my bedroom. It had
stands for J.ewelrﬁz and wigs. I shook my head and left.
Sharon noficed 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 an
hour 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. Knowing
you, 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 a
¥>1nk bathrobe. The incident with the painters was more

han enough for one day.

“Don’t worry. Jack will bring it up and leave it at the
door.” Sharon knew me all too well.

“Oh yeah. I left something to cover you when you go
to sleep. It’s in the bathroom. And you better wear it. I
don’t want your naked body running round my house or
touching my sheets. Got that?”

It was obvious that I better do what she wanted. |
knew when she really meant something.
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She was gone before I could ask what she had laid
out for me. I'had to go and see it for myself. That it was a
surprise 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 an
the back. That was satin. It felt softer than anything be-
fore. I had seen things like it in catalogs and on the
internet, like almost every hot-blooded teenage boy. But
until now, some years later, I never had touched one or
anything made of satin for that matter.

It was an arousing feeling and a part of me body
showed that firmly. So 1 did what every man would do in
such circumstances. It didn’t take long before my body
was back in its normal peaceful state, the result of be-
ing alone in a soundproof house. The shower afterwards
was a welcome refreshment. There I stood naked, look-
ing at a pink baby doll nightie. My body’s peaceful state
was in danger again.

Why would Sharon give me a baby doll nightie? I
knew that there was no male clothing to find. So it
would be women’s nightwear. That I was sure of. But
what I expected was a pajama, a woman’s pajama. Was
this Sharon’s revenge for m¥1 previous behavior, or did
she lJust had no pajﬁlmas in the house? I chose the latter
explanation...which didn’t change a thing. I still had to

put that baby doll on.

The first touch of it required me to take another
shower. My intention was to put it on as qh ickly as pos-
sible. A third shower would be too much. I had to be
quick. The brief was on before blood could flow. Then
came the baby doll, but I stpgped after a few seconds. It
felt too good to spoil this with haste. I slowly continued
with what I was doing and enjoyed every second of it. Af-
ter I had pulled the last bit over my shoulder I had to sit
down on my bed.

What just happened? What had I become? This was-
n’t normal, was'it? How could a man have these feelings
from putting on a baby doll nightie? These were feelings
I shouldn’t be having, I needed to find a girlfriend and

uick. That had to beit. My body and mind were craving
or a woman'’s body, the only explanation possible.

Before I put the pink robe back on, I looked at myself
in the narrow dressing mirror which was part of the
wall. [ I]ust wanted to see how bad it looked. Well, I

looked like I expected, a man in a baby doll nightie. But
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it didn’t look obnoxious as ] expected, not at all. It just
made me look more feminine, a look that I could live
with for a day, no, for a night. I kept on looking at that

ink contraption. 3] eyes were impossible to pull away.
t felt like I was under a spell. At that point I was glad
that my clothes were coming soon. Well, until I realized
what Sharon had said to me.

I went to watch TV to get the bad news out of my
mind. That seemed to work. By the time the pizza cameé
it wasn’t an issue anymore. Jack rang the doorbell.
waited to answer it until [ was sure he was gone. With a
stuffed belly, I continued to watch TV, but my mind
wasn’t with it. So I eventually went to my bedroom to
sleeip. if you could call it that, the few hours I mana%ed
to close my eyes. The rest of the night I was under that
spell. This was the first night but it wouldn’t be the last
one. That was clear to me when Sharon woke me up the
next morning.

“I see that you learned to listen. Good, because your
clothes won’t’be here until Saturday. They just phoned
me again.”

Were they really serious? Anotherdelay? But I could-
n’t say much. It was mfy problem, but Mother’s money.
And she didn’t know of the delays. If I told her, I had fo
tell her what I was wearing instead, which was out of
the question. So I had to accept it, reluctantly. [ jumped
out of bed Which I shouldn’t have done. Now Sharon
could 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 had
put myself'in. Sharon kept checking me out with a light
smile 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, thougfl, [ have something else in mind.

“Not in pink please, not in pink.”

“l 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 shorts
have a nice deep_red color. So, no pink. That should
make you happy.”

I changed clothes in the bathroom. The presence of
Sharon took my mind off my predicament. 1 passed
Sharon while going back to where I left the bathrobe.

“It does make me slightly happier, but can’t you lend
me some money? It’s not my fault that my clothes aren’t
delivered yet. If I can borrow a few dollars for a few days,
[ can get some new clothes. Then everything can get
b%clk 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 own
two feet. I promised Mother that I would make sure that
you would.”

“But'”

“Speaking of butts, yours is fitting nicely. That’s obvi-
ously something you got from Mother. You should have
asked for a little more. Then it would fit perfect.”

Uncomfortable because of her words, I looked for the
bathrobe. It was not where [ 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 laundrty basket and searched vigor-
ously. The robe wasn’t there. I lpoked at Sharon with
questions. What the heck was going on?

“It’s with the company’s laundry. They come every
week a few times to pick up laundry.”

“But this was a robe, yourrobe. You've got a washing
machine!”

“I do and so what? Why would I wash it myself if I
have a laundry service that can do that? That doesn’t
make sense. What is wrong with you? You act as if the
world is coming to an end.
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She knew what was going on, but she was having too
much fun to not play this game.

“I hope you got another one or else I've got nothing to
Eut on over this underwear. What if somebody sees me?
ike the cleaners did. Luckily they only saw the robe.”

“Yes, that was a mistake. I let them through without
thinking. I had forgotten what an awkward situation
you were in. Besides, I see you. Do you hear me com-
plain> Or do you think that I like watching a man in
women’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 to
doubt her.

“By the way, how did they get in? They didn’t use the
front door.”

“Oh, I let them in trough the office. It’s just a few
dO(éI“?. away. But don’t worry. That won’t happen a sec-
ond time.

It had better not. Dressed like [ was, I wouldn’t have
survived it from embarrassment.

“Where is this laundry? Operating a washing ma-
chine is something that [ can do.”

“Congratulations, but it won’t make any difference.
Th‘f laundry is already picked up. You’ll have to do with-
out one.

“What, you really only have one bathrobe?”

“For guests, %zes. It’s either mine or none for you to
wear. , didn’t you promise to stop complaining?”

“I'm not complaining. It’s just that it will be cold this
way.”

~ “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 of

year anyway.”

She looked at me, who was only dressed in boy
shorts, with her usual emotionless face.

“Nevertheless you are right. This will be cold.”
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She left in her usual wag, without a word, leaving me
standing there with m317 oy shorts. I was glad the
weren’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 you
won’t have to be afraid that your outfit will clash.”

I tore the plastic off, anticipating the worst. I knew
what a chemise was, but there weére different kinds,
This was like the rest of her clothing, of high quality and
also like the rest, luxurious. Knowing that there was no
alternative, I accepted it as a necessity. One I could live
with it. As Jong as nobody would see me. Wearing linge-
rie in the da%z was still more daring than wearing it to
sleep. But I seemed to manage it without feeling
ashamed. 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 slender
build was an advantage. The robe was the same color
and a little longer than the previous one but it was made
from the same materials, satin and lace. The boy shorts
were only lace.

Sharon came closer.

“One second please. It’s looking too chaotic.“

While putting everything straight, her hand touched
my skin, then the chemise. I froze again. It wasn’t the
first time that I had been touched by Sharon, but it was
the first time with me dressed in women’s lingerie. She
saw my reaction but kept rearranging everything.

“Well, that’s strange. [ have to consult Amanda.”

“What’s strange and who’s Amanda?”

“Nothing to worry yourself with. There are more
frightening things to worry about.”

“Like what?”
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_“Like that bulge in your boy shorts. It’s gross. It’s a
dlsgﬁ"ace to the lingerie€. I love lingerie too much to allow
such 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 [ mean.”

If she found it funny, she wasn’t showing it. Sharon
was 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 to
see a little less than now.”

I knew what she meant, but how? With the books in
my hands, she was off, before.l could ask anything
more. Every day seemed as cryptic as the previous ones.
Only the props were different.

I 1gumped on the bed, an excellent place to read a
book.

The books weren’t what I expected. The titles said it
all. “No, Youre Not Gay” and “So You Like
Crossdressing.” The most inspiring title was
“Crossdressing For Dummies.”

I had hours to spend and the more they passed, the
more confused I was. The books left me totally sur-
Frlsed. I was stunned by the fact that some of the out-
ined characteristics could be used to describe me. And
those were only the ones I was ready to admit to.

But at least I wasn't gay even if the books considered
me a crossdresser. I didn’t. Not that it would be “wrong”
if I had been gay, but it didn’t feel that way. I loved
women too much to be gay. So I could scrap that as an
explanation for these feelings I got when I put on those
clothes. They had me so confused that I doubted myself.
The books were informative, but I was convinced that
what the books described had nothing to do with me. I
knew what the problem was. I just needed to find a
woman to lose myself to. Then these feelings would go
?}\{\zay.}ll tmust say, the bulge was not to be seen after that
ought.
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Sharon made one of her surprise appearances. One
privilege of being a CEO was that she could leave the job
when she wanted to.

“Good, I see you have been doing some reading by my
not seeing things. Well, just that one thing anyway.”

She wasn’t acting normal. From the moment she
came in, she was staring at me, parts of me that is. She
even 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 shoulder
and pulled the chemise up so most of my upper body
was visible.

I wanted to pull it back but the look on her face
stopped me. She rubbed my skin which resulted in a
strange feeling, considering the circumstances.

“As 1 thought. It’s still irritated on a lot of places.
That’s what you get when you use a depilatory. But it
was unavoidable.

That was a lie of which [ 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 cooked
up behind my back.”

“Hey, mind your manners. It’s for your own good and
that of your skin. Get out of your clothes and wrap a
towel around you.”

My mind went into overdrive making up all kinds of
explanations for this request, but none of them came
even close to the truth as I would find out a little later. I
undressed while she waited outside the bathroom.

“OK, that will do.”

I didn’t dare to ask her for what, being afraid of what
the answer might be. So I followed her to the main room.
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A woman’s appearance in the room made me 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 tgigﬁle which got worse when

she saw the stunned and frightened look on my face. It

was the first time I ever stood half-naked before a

women I did not knew. It was really nothing to be

%slﬁamed of, but I was. For a shy one, like me, it was
ell.

The woman didn’t show any indication that she was
aware of my embarrassment. More, she didn’t show any
signs that she was sur;l;rlsed. It was as if she expected
me to be half-naked. That made my embarrassment
even greater.

“Ethan, thisis Dr. Greenbaum. She’s a good friend of
mine and a dermatologist. I asked her to take a look at
your skin.”

Mentioning that she was a doctor reassured me. My
face slowly found its way back to a normal color.

She came closer and closer. The fact that she was a
doctor made such a difference. Now I didn’t have the
urge to run and hide.

The touch of her synthetic glove on my skin brought
my exotic color back for an instant.

“Well, this doesn’t look good.”

[ panicked a little bit. A doctor only had bad or good
news. [ 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 it
very well. Sharon looked, as always, stoic.
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_“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 be
removed, permanently, as soon as possible. I’ll call the
necessary people.”

And off she went, talking into her cell phone. She was
gone before I realized it.

“What do I do now, Sharon?”

“Wait. Samantha is calling for help and they will be
here soon.”

‘Soon’ was an understatement. Only fifteen minutes
had passed before the doorbell rang. It was Sharon who
opened the door. | was still wearing a towel. Five women
came in, five! I closed my legs firmly and pushed the
towel in between, scared that ey would see too much.

“Good evening, Dr. Greenbaum sends us. Where is
the patient?”

The woman’s eyes caught me on the couch.
“Never mind.”

The woman came closer, leaving what appeared to be
hel‘g_team behind. She repeated Dr. Greenbaum’s exami-
nation.

“The doctor was right to call us. Not that I would
know it better than her, but I have seen this more than
once. Luckily we can solve this, and quick.”

She waved her hand, a sign for the rest of her team.
;F}l;ley brought their bags closer and started to unload
em.

[ was still sitting in the couch, not moving a inch, not
even when Sharon laid a hand on my shoulder as she
stood behind me.

“Here.” Sharon reached over my shoulder and held a
glass before me.

“Drink this. It will calm your nerves and help you
control that part of your body you have covered.”
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“Umm?”

Someone other than me would have been suspicious
about Sharon. It was ass if she knew what the women
were 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 how
nervous [ was and smiled.

“Relax, it’s just a laser treatment. It will take care of

%our problem without any doubt. But one session won'’t

e 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, move
on.

_ Before I knew it, I was lying on the table dressed only
in a towel which 1 held down with both hands, a gesture
that made everybody smile. But it didn’t bother me.
Whatever Sharon had %IVCI’I me was working. 1 felt re-
laxed, a bit too relaxed. I started to fall asleep. When the
team started in on me, [ was well asleep.

“Wake up, sleepyhead. It’s time for you to rise and
shine.”

I growled and looked at my alarm clock. It said seven
o’clock. A second later I was wide awake.

~ “Sharon, have you gone crazy? It’s only seven o’clock
in the morning. Not an hour to start the day.”

“It is for you as long as you live here. I want you to be
up and prepare my breakfast. I'll take it from now on ev-
ery day at seven-thirty so I have time enough before I
start 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 I
should give this job to somebody else?”

“No, no, Sharon. I'll do it. What do you want for
breakfast, Boss?”

I could have stood up to Sharon, something [ never
have been able to do. Or I could have told Mother of my
failure. That was the last thing I wanted to do. I didn’t
want to see the disappointment in her eyes anymore. I
had let her down more than once. The last time [ felt
guilty for months.

~ “That’s much better. Just some toast, marmalade, a
ll%htly boiled egg, coffee and juice. That will do. Call me
when it’s ready. And tomorrow I want you up at six.
That will give you time to shower, get dressed and tidy
yourself up. But for now, make breakfast and I mean

[

now.

. 1 shook my head. As if I ever would need so much
time to %et_read in the morning. How wrong I was. But
for now 1 didn’t have the time to think about that. I had
to hurry with her breakfast if I wanted it to be ready at
seven-thirty.

I grabbed the robe at the end of my bed and stopped
where I stood. It was pink again. But that wasn’t the
worst. I suddenly realized, to my horror, what I was
wearing: a teddy.

When did I put on a teddy? Then it came to me. It had
to be Sharon. The only thing I could remember was fall-
ing asleep on the table. From that moment on was
black, until now.

“Ethan, your time is running out.” Sharon’s voice
made 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. It
was too small. For some reason the sleeves were the
right len%;[h, but the waist was totally wrong and so was
the length of it.

“Sharon, what is this?”

“A mistake at the factory, but you can still wear it. So
stop nagging and start with my breakfast.”
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There | stood in a pink teddy and no robe to hide it. It
couldn’t be closed and it showed a big part of my bottom
and that of the teddy.

As I now know, Sharon had read the books too.

There was no bulge to see. Which was strange. The
teddy wasn’t so tight. But it wasn’t the moment to figure
out why. First I had to make breakfast. This fime
Sharon kept an eye on me every second, right until she
had to leave, but not without a warning.

“Leave it that way. Better yet, keep on wearing it. I'll
check up on you now and then. And if you don’t know
what to do, do the dishes and clean up the place.”

And away she went. Leave what that way? 1 soon
found the answer. She had used tape to secure my
manhood’s movements. It was efficient for what it was
meant to accomplish but I wouldn’t call it the most
comfortable solution.

So I did what she wished. I did the dishes but m
sleeves kept falhn% in the water so I took the robe off
without thinking of what that would make me look like:
a man in a pink teddy doing the dishes. I didn’t even
think about how silly that would look. My mind and
body were starting to get used to the fact that I was
wearing 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 I
mention the situation I was in. I didn’t want my mother
to know that I was wearing lingerie. I couldn’t imagine
how she would react if I told her.

The phone warned me that [ had another call.

“Mom I have to go. There’s someone else on the
phone. Bye.”

I was relieved that I hadn’t blurted it out. The other
phone 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-
d}flmg it up a bit, OK, but cleaning? I wouldn’t know
where and how to start.”

 “Well then, I hope that you at least make lunch and
dinner.”

“But Sharon, that would be a even greater disaster. |
can barely make breakfast.”

“I know, I ate it. Nevertheless I have decided that you
will learn how to cook and clean. As long as you have
nothing else to do than lie on the couch and read one of
your 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 in
the best mood. She would have my balls if I wouldn’t lis-
ten, justified or not. I had ignored her mood a few times
before and paid dearly. There was the time when I was
sixteen and had left the bathroom in a mess. Sharon
was furious and demanded that I cleaned it up before
my mother and step-dad came home. I laughed and
said that it was a woman’s job. The next thing [ knew
was that all my comics had disappeared. Sharon had
convinced my mother that I was too old for such child-
ish books. I learned the hard way not to oppose Sharon
and absolutely not when she was in a bad mood. There
were other incidents and she never even blinked, but I
could never tell which way it would end ufF. So I played
it safe and learned how to avoid a standoff with Sharon
while 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. Do
you understand?

[ 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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[t is necessary for your skin to stay healthy. These
brands are the safest one can use. From now on you’ll
bathe every few days and use the shampoo that is in the
box. Then you’ll treat your face with a cleanser, toner
and moisturizer. Use the moisturizer on you hands and
feet too. There is a booklet with it. Ethan, it’s for your
own good.”

Not much later were the boxes where they needed to
be. So I took a bath. I needed to change anyway. I had
been in the tedd¥ until [ was ready with the cleaning or
what [ made of it.

The shampoo smelled of lavender and mint. Not
something I wanted to smell on myself.

When [ finally was done, I not only smelled soft, but
felt it as well. I was surprised what it did to my face and
the rest. After that I had no more objections and I took
the 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 I
looked in my closet and found what I needed. On the left
in the drawer was boy shorts and on the right there
werebclhemlses, nicely arranged by color. The top layer
was blue.

I was so glad that is wasn’t pink that I didn’t even
think for a moment to not put it on. That was a prece-
dent I was not aware of and the beginning of a new state
of mind. The next days had a fixed agenda: nightwear
off, 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 if
we never ate anything else. But Saturday was very close
so I had nothing to worry about. Once I had my clothes
I could start to do the job I meant to do as secretary and
Sharon would have no reason anymore to push me to
do ll'lousehold chores. Everything would be back to nor-
mal.

Saturday morning started like the days before, Nor-
mally Sharon would spend a Saturday morning in the
office. Nobody would interfere with her there; all her
employees were enjoying the weekend. This time she
stayed to keep me company.

“How’s the teddy?”
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. She had given me a black lace teddy to sleep in. Since
it was black, I had reason to complain, so I just sighed.
The robe was faulty so I tried to wear an old one, but she
didn’t want to hear about it. She said that the colors
had to match, whatever that meant. I just gave in. Why
bother 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. SOI‘I.‘P], Louis. I thought that Jack did the
first 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 %fou Louis? OK, just put the boxes
in the elevator., What? How many? Just send them to
the office. I will take care of it.”

_“It’s the transtpqrt company. Your clothes have ar-
rived. But something isn’t right. There are too many
boxes.”

“No, not again!”
“I'll be back when all the boxes are delivered.

_Nervously I waited. That there were too many boxes
didn’t mean that m%clothe.s weren’t part of the delivery.
g[ only meant that they delivered too much. That had fo

e it.

More than an hour passed before Sharon came back.

“The delivery guys are gone. The boxes are left in my
office.”

“Have you looked? Are my clothes with them?”
“l 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. You
know 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, but
you're lightly dressed. You can always Iose the robe. I
don’t mind.’

That she had already demonstrated, having seeing a
man’s body in a teddy. Not many women would accept
that vision. But it wasn’t a repulsive view. The teddies
Sharon had chosen were strangely flattering for some-
one of my posture. Or was it just me?

“Where’s your office?”

[3

Oh yes, you haven’t been there, haven’t you? Follow
me.

I followed her to the corner of the room were there
was 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, plants
and 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 Vérsailles, only a little
more 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 has
to pay rent, only the three first floors. But I have had no
complaints about it till now.”

“What, %zou 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 health};lf. That can always
chance, though. Something you ought to know.”

We went to a high double door and found another

room. It was the same style, only not so luxurious and it
had no windows. There were only shelves and closets

Page - 49



LINGERING FEELINGS BY ALEX MILLER

spread against the walls and against one of them was a
lot of boxes.

“What is this?”

“This is the workplace of my secretary, in other
words, yours.”

“But there are no windows!”

_ My voice sounded disappointed. I needed daylight to
live and work. [ 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 once
more? It’s just for a minute. I'm going to open the main
door of my office. When I have closed'it, you can turn it
on again.

She disappeared into her office and a few seconds
later a heavy sound coming from behind me drew my at-
tention. What I thought to have been a wall moved
slowly aside. It showed the world behind it bathing in
sunlight, Sharon hadn’t lied.

“Stay here. Otherwise gou will be seen on the security
camera. And I don’t think you are dressed for that occa-
sion.

She had maneuvered herself behind my back and
laid her hands on my shoulder. That gave me a strange
feeling, even though it was only Sharon.

“The stairs you see lead downwards to the research
and development department. Next to it you’ll see an-
other corridor leading to the right and onwards to the
offices 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. I
did not.

. “(Ii’r,p 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 lady
for lifting boxes?”
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I knew I had lost this battle before I could start it. So ]
just began moving the boxes.

Sharon started to open some of them. She didn’t stop
which had me worried. Why would she open all my
boxes, unless they were not mine? Asking that wasn’t
even necessary.

“Ethan, I have good news and I have bad news.”

I growled and sighed at the same time. Which was
easier 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 have
said some crazy things. My mind was already wiped
clean of them.

“Then, what is the good news?”

“There are some sftfylish and expensive clothes to find
and that’s not all it contains. And none of it looks
cheap.”

[ only thought of one thing.

“Clothes! Do they fit me?”

“Yes they do. It all seems to be the wardrobe of one
person. Every piece of it is your size.”

“So I can wear them. Problem solved.”

I didn’t care that it was the wardrobe of someone
strange, 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?”

[ was thinking of a man’s suit in bright flashy colors,
not my style and completely not wearable for me. Not
that there was something wrong with flashy colors. It
was 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 | was doomed to spend my
days in turmoil.

I didn’t give up. Just like Sharon had I checked every
box, hoping that there would be male clothes in at least
one of them. There wasn’t just clothes. Under the
clothes there were some uncommon things.

“Look, Ethan. They must belong to an actress, one
that does theater.”

A few boxes were filled with costumes, makeup, wigs,
and jewelry, things one would need for performing. The
rest of the boxes were filled with dresses, skirts, blouses
and more. Enough clothes to satisfy any woman, but
not me. There were only three pairs of pants. Five if you
counted the shorts. They all had a high narrow waist, a
zipper on the side and legs going wide at the end, which
gave them a very feminine look. They were pants for
women, too feminine for me to wear as a man.

“Actress or not, these are not my clothes. I want you
to call the transport company and get my clothes back.”

“You want. Those are strong words, but this one time
I'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 my
nose off for being so ag§r6381ve. She had made me pay
dearly before for less. So I was slightly surprised and
content that she had accepted my demand.

[ waited patiently until she came back. Whenever she
made official calls Sharon demanded privacy, even
when privacy wasn’t necessary.

_She pushed me onto the couch and faced me. That
didn’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 ones
that should have been cut into rags.”
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“Impossible. Who would throw away such expensive
clothes?”

“Apparently, the owner of these clothes has moved to
Europe and shipping it there is way more expensive
than buying a whole new wardrobe.”

That sounded reasonable and acceptable. Sharon
wouldn’t have any motive to lie about that.

“But it isn’t all bad news,” said Sharon with a very big
smile. 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 myself
new clothes. Something [ can wear.”

“Well, it’s too late. [ 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, I
was glad to have something to wear and I thanked
Sharon for it.

“So now you have something to wear. At least until
you have some male clothes.”

“Yes, but the underwear is still only female.”

“You really are asking for it today. I never spanked a
grown man, but you can be the first if you want. It’s
something [ always wanted to try, especially with you.
Be glad that you have underwear. And now you have
something to put on over it.”

“'m grateful, but I wish you would lend me some
money.

The look on her face made me shut up. The rest of the
day and night went the way I had gotten used to.

Six o’clock and I was up, but to my surprise there was
no outfit laid out as usual. There was just a note from
Sharon asking me to have patience. I didn’t know for
what. Sharon acted as if nothing had happened, until
breakfast. Then she spilled the beans.
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“If you wish, I can give you some money.”

[ 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. Sharon
wouldn’t just give me money without getting something
back. The only problem was, what?

“I've noticed that your aversion to lingerie isn’t as
deep as it used to bé. So this is my proposition. Just
hear me out before you react.”

I braced myself for what was coming. But it still
knocked me off my feet.

“You wear lingerie that I give you.”

She laid her hand over my mouth, stopping me from
going bonkers. [ 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 da¥J on how it feels,
fits, and everything else you think about it. If the re-
ports are written in a Erofessmnal way, [ will pay for the,
wh1cth” will give you the opportunity to buy things you
want.

I calmed down. That wasn’t as bad as I had feared. It
was the same thing I had been doing the past days and
now [ would get paid for it.

“Why?”

“To get a feeling for a special market. Crossdressers. |
have nothing to go on with what women tells me. It
must be the vision and feelings of a man.”

“Then hire a crossdresser.”

“Discretion is most important her. I have to be sure
no one else will hear about this. If this leaks out, the
carefully built reputation of my company would be

one. If 'you don’t help me, this experiment will end be-
ore it can start.”

“How much and how long?”

Page - 54



RELUCTANT PRESS

Sharon smiled. She knew she had gotten me to take
the bait. Now she only had to reel me in.

“It won’t be much. Let’s say fifteen dollars a week. It’s
not hard labor and you realY have to do nothing for it
but wear it. How long? Until I say ‘stop’. 1 need to be
sure that you won’t bail on me. This project is important
so I have fo be sure that you won’t leave me stranded on
awhim. You’ll have to sign a contract when you agree.”

“Twenty five and only if you give me an advance for
two months.”

_“Agreed, the contract will be ready at ten. Once you
sign it, you know what you’ll have to wear.”

At that moment I didn’t care anymore, I would have
money., Why would I mind wearing lingerie for a limited
time of the day? I had been doing it long enough to not
be bothered by doing it for just a few minutes at a time.

few minutes was enou%h time for writing a report
about it, one that would be sufficient to fulfill her re-
quest. She called me to her office to sign the contract
but not until after she made sure no one could get in. I
wouldn’t recover from such a blow to the reputation I
still had to make at this company. My image would be
ruined before it was created.

I stuck my head round the door before I went in and
rushed to the door to check it. It was locked with the key
still in it. No one could get in.

“Now can you tell me why we couldn’t do this back
there?”

~ “To show you that itisn’t just some paper you’re sign-
1n§%. It is an official contract. You will have to follow its
rules 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 face
which didn’t show any tension or stress.

She laid the contract with a gesture before me and
said, “Sign here after you read it.”

I started to, but I stopped after the clause that said
how much 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 the
rules, my dpumshment would be final and non-debat-
able. The duration of the experiment had to be conform
to reality. But before I could ask what she meant by
that, I read on.

There were more rules, but after the next one, I just
skimmed 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 sure
you won’t let me down after a few months and run out
on 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 I
was 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. [ wanted to take the
money and stuff it away beyond satin and lace. It would
look silly, but I didn’t want to take any risk. I didn’t get
the chance.

“Hold it. Not yet. First you have to proof that you’re
worth 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-wrapped
package. She threw it on her desk.

“Here, put this on. After you take off what you are al-
gea(ti wearing of course. And quickly please. 'm paying
or 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've
got to live it all. By that I mean wear it all the time. Like
women do in reality. Just like the contract says. Be-
sides, what you have on is almost the same as what this
is.”

“That may be, but this was just for a limited time. [t
lasted longer then it should. How can 1 wear lingerie
continually for six months? It’s impossible and I refuse
to wear it under my clothes. At home for a little time,
OK, but that’s it. Contract or not, you are asking too

much.”

Sharon took a moment to think.

“Let’s make an agreement. You don’t have to wear it
constantly when you are wearing male clothes. Can you
live with that?”

[ stepped on the quicksand without any hesitation
and 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 boy
shorts off. Ill help you put on your new daywear. You
will look lovely in’it.”

“Very funny. But I can do that myself.”

“Not this stuff and 1 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? You
haven’t got any new clothes yet. Well you have, but not
male ones.”

She unwrapped the lingerie, while I just stood there
doing nothing.

“Well, are you going to take that off or do you need my
help for that too§’

[ 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 strange
?rﬁough and I'would soon find out what that would feel
ike.

“Here? Does it really needs to be here?”

“Why not? You have stalled long enough and as I
said, no one can get in.”

She had come closer and saw my naked form.
“Good. First this.”

[ had to swallow. What I saw wasn’t completely unex-
pected. But it still was a bit of a surprise to see it was a
garter belt, luckily a black one.

[ felt her hands wrap the belt around me. A shiver
rolled up my back, not as a result of cold hands, but the
continuation of the intense feehn% the touch of her
hands had brought forth. Her hand disappeared, just
leaving the belt, but the feelings didn’t stopped. They
just changed. It was now the feeling of a garter belt be-
ing wrapped around me and the garter fabs dangling
against 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. That
helped but not much. I tried to think of things that
would put me off. It worked so long as_she didn’t do
something. But that was asking too much. Sharon had
taken out the next part of my new outfit, stockings.

“Here, I'll teach Kou the best way to do this, so you
can 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 get
out of control, out of mine anyway.

“Stretch your leg and your foot. First you fold up the
stocking and then...”

_ The rest didn’t need any words. MY toes disappeared
into blackness (%ulck, but the rest followed very slowly.
She must have thought I was a slow learner.

Sharon’s hands glided over my legs which were now
totally 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 and
take care of your perky friend there.”

That I turned as red as a tomato is needless to say. It
was humiliating as hell too.

I just came out of the bathroom when I bumped into
her, which made my cheeks color a nice shade of red
again.

“Here, this tape should work better.”

She said it with the smile I had seen on her face more
than once since this all began. Sharon was amazing;
she talked about these things as if it was as normal as
can be for men to dress themselves this way.

“I'll let you do it and here’s the bikini brief that makes
the lower part complete.”

I di_saptpeared ag%ain into the bathroom to reemerge
ten minutes later, taped and covered. The feelings that
rushed 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 comes
the upper part.”

For one second I thought of quitting and walking
away, but that would be disastrous. I had just signed a
confract. Mom would be disappointed in me if I lost this
job, 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 I
wanted. To let Sharon down would make me a bigger
disappointment in her eyes than I probably already
was.

“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 on
had 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 you
better train.”

I finally had it on but Sharon was determined to let
me 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 the
eyes.

What was she doing? [ was losing it before; if she kept
going, I would faint, Then she went for the kill and that
with a very cheerful voice.

“A bra without a filling won’t do. There has got to be
something in it. Empty, the bra will be useless. There-
fore, take these beauties. They will do the job very nicely
until you get better ones that imitate the weight and
movement of real ones. These you’ll barely notice.”

She took two fake breasts from the table and put
them with a trained eye and skillful hands into the cups
of my bra.

“These aren’t the best quality, but they will give you a
n}(l)tmn of how it feels. It’s all for the job. Don’t forget
that.”

She looked at me, well at my so-called breasts and
nodded, satisfied.

“These habies will do nicely indeed. Now you've got a
B, 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 if

nothing special had happened, I was still too confused
to notice her looking at me all of the time, something

Page - 60



RELUCTANT PRESS

she wouldn’t have done if this really had been nothing
special.

“See what’s happening? You are already slacking at
your job. Now I am making lunch, salads. Eating them
will do us both good.”

“Why, I am not overweight.”

“No, but you can lose some fat here and there. I'm
utting Kou on a diet. From now on, you get only salads
or lunch. And you will make them for us.”

“What?”

After torturing me with underwear she had to do it
with food!

“Mother agrees. So if you have any complaints, tell
them to her.

I looked in the bowl Sharon made and my mind com-
plained before my stomach could. But I hadn’t the will
anymore to say it out loud.

~ My mind for a brief moment hadn’t been occupied by
}[mgerle, but Sharon had to bring it back into the pic-
ure.

“I see you continue to run around without shoes.”

“What shoes do [ have? Mine were completely ruined
by the paint and you wouldn’t lend me money for new
ones.

“In the boxes there is a pair of ankle boots, your size. I
will search for them and give them to you. And yes, you
have to wear them. Otherwise you will destroy your
stockings and that is not the meaning of all this.”

I still was busy with the dishes when Sharon came
back. I thought she had %one back to work, but she had
been looking for the boots. She had taken her place on
1t’lhe couch and tapped her hand on the cushion next to

er.

“Stop with the dishes and sit next to me.”
While I got closer I saw that she had more than just a

pair of boots. On the arm of the couch there were lying
one of the black pants and a light black sweater with a
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turtleneck. It had long sleeves which were decorated
with four buttons on its end. It was something a woman
would love to wear.

“But I am not a woman!” toughed the man in lingerie
dragging along fake breasts.

She said nothing about the clothes, so I didn’t asked
and 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 and
the heel is very sturdy. You shouldn’t have any problem
with walking in them. Once you have buckled up that
is.

~ Now I saw the three buckles on the ankle, ensuring a
firm 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 those
boots in my hands.

I was playing with the buckles while a light breeze
touched 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, butT'already had made up my
mind to put something more on than just lingerie. The
pants and sweater didn’t looked bad and I wanted to
put 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 obviously
was changing. Being so long in lingerie, my way of look-
ing at things had changed.

The pants were stylish and the sweater completed
that look. At first I thought that the pants were too long,
but after putting on the boots I saw I was wrong. The
dressing mirror showed me the next stage of a new me
farlltdt{’llotved it. Not that I would say that out loud, but I
e at.

When Sharon saw me that night after work she

landed a kiss on my forehead. That surprised me more
than getting breast from her.
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“Nice. You’re looking much better. Keep it that way.”

The next d%ys passed without manﬁz changes. That
was until the day came when I would hand my reports
over to Sharon and the money was mine. I had worked
hard on those reports. I outlined every detail, even the
ones I didn’t wanted to share with someone else. But
Sharon had stopped being just someone else. The dis-
tance between us had shrunken.

It was Friday. I was wearing what I had been wearing
all week: a girdle, a bra, stockings and, just for that da
a thong, just one of those sweet surprises of Sharon. It
was burgundy, and I didn’t hated it, the opposite actu-
ally. What 1 was wearing over it hadn’t changed much
either over that week: black pants and a sweater.

I was so used to the boots now that I could dance in
them and that was what 1 was doing in the kitchen
when my mother found me.

th_“E}p‘,[,han, what in heaven’s name is the meaning of
is?

I didn’t hear her coming in because of some music on
the radio. But I heard her question loud and clear. My
answer wasn’t more than a whisper.

“Mom.”

She dropped her luggage and stood before my nose
before I knew it.

“You’re wearing women’s clothing? You have
breasts? 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.

“l have to sit down.”

She sat down on the nearest chair, while I started to

panic. 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 a
woman 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, lingerie
and, as I see now, also boots, is just a coincidence for
youfr’ 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 for
me.

k%
“Now we will find out if you’re speaking the truth. You
better 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 had
happened.

“You’re early. I expected you to arrive tomorrow. I
wanted to surprise you with a nice breakfast.’

“Ethan surprised me more than enough and my ap-
e%t.i’:[e is completely gone. But I could use a cup of cof-

“One coffee coming on.”

No one moved.

“Ethan, coffee for Mom and make one for me too.”

[ only started to move after she pinched me.

“I must admit, Ethan looks a bit different, but there is
a reason for it.’

“There is. He likes wearing women’s clothing and
more.
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“Let’s %o to my office while Ethan prepares our cof-
lt:f_es. l\l/lay ¢ his hands will stop trembling when we leave
im 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 thinks
that you don’t dare to admit your feelings. She thinks
that you kept it a secret from her and finally show you
true color now you are living with me. She is esP(_eaally
mad 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 so0?”

“By going shopping with me this afternoon. We are
going 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 with
me dressed as you are now. You show me what you
want by doing what you don’t want.”

“No, no! Going out like this? People will see that I am
not a woman. That is way too embarrassing. I'll be
laughed at from the moment I set a foot out the door.”

“You won’t. Because now you can show me how
much you want to be a man. I' will make sure you look
decent enough to pass as a woman. No one will laugh
with you.”

“No way. This is crazy. Making me look like a
woman!”

“This way and no other way. You already look like a
woman. You just need a little bit more adjustment. It’s
this or Iyou’re not my son anymore. Prove to me that you
didn’t lie to me all these years. I don’t mind you being
one of those you-know-what. But I do mind that you
}[Nogtl,(,i lie to me for so long about something so impor-

ant.

Sharon was drinking the coffee [ gave her with shak-
ing hands. 1 could have sworn that she looked at me

Page - 66



RELUCTANT PRESS

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 1t to buy new clothes when you go
shopping with Mom.”

“He won’t need it. I will choose and pay for every piece
of clothing, male clothing. If he wants to buy female
clothing, 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 presentable
to the outside world.”

Sharon had other plans.

“I'll see you both this evening. It’s gone be a hectic
day because we have a bride-to-be and a bachelorette
Earty. So don’t expect me for dinner. By the way Ethan,

oW lon§ have you been wearing those pants and that

4

sweater

She didn’t wait for a answer, but Mother did. I let her
wait. 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.”

[ disappeared to the bedrooms. The boxes were
moved to an empty room there. Sharon had asked me
multiple times to put them away in the closet, but I was
convinced that there would be no need for it. And I was
right, well, I would be after our shopping trip.

[ knew what was in which box. Enough spare time
and a marker had been very useful. So I'looked in the
box with pants and found only the white ones. My
search ended with the dirty laundry basket. There they
were. [ grabbed the pants and was ready. Keeping the
ones I was wearing wouldn’t work with Mother. This
pair didn’t either.

“Ethan, don’t tell me that you’re doing what I think
ou’re doing,” Mother’s voice came from behind me. I
roze and waited for what would follow. It would be the

first 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, [ might believe it. Show me those
boxes Sharon told me about. I'm sure there will be
something more.”

My chance for choosing how to look was gone. What I
was wearing was the most manly outfit there was. There
still was a white pair of pants and sweater, but that
would draw too much attention compared with black.
But it would be pants, so it was better than the rest of
what I had.

I showed her the boxes. The white pants were the first
1§1he took in her hands, but she laid them aside to my
orror.

“Get those clothes off so I can see what’s under-
neath.”

“Your son. The one you have seen many times naked
before. That’s what’s underneath”

“l know, but now there are obvious add-ons. Come
now. Undress!”

A minute later the pants and sweater were gone. |
tried to show the least possible of myself. Mother Iooked
at 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 I
have 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 [ saw what she had in her hands, I protested
out 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 of
shorts, a dark olive green one. And it was short, really
short. 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 take
one more word out of me.

“Put it on. Now. Or you’ll get dressed by your mother
for the first time in years. But before you do that...”

Yes, maybe she had changed her mind?

“Where are lZour pantyhose? These stockings are too
revealing for these shorts. You need to lose that girdle
ang}»stoc ings too. Now, where do you keep your linge-
rie’

I didn’t know what to say or what to do. I just pointed
to the walk-in closet. A second later [ heard her going
trough 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 boy
shorts or a brief. T should have said something, but ']
didn’t dare. It would make her angry again. So I said
nothing. Her next choice made me regret that decision.

_“This sweater will make you a very beautiful logking
11*1.d Well, below your head anyway. But that will be
ixed 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? Is
there 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 open
back!”
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It felt as if the back was cut in half, almost until the
collar. Then they were connected with each other by two
broad elastic straps. One was placed where you would
see the hooks of my bra and the other one connected the
waist, 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 the
people around you.”

“Oh, OK then. I hadn’t thought about that.”

“You’d better in the future. It’s the details that give
you away.”

[ just sighed. It was of no use to react to those words.
“Now, let’s see how you look.”

I gﬁsped when I saw myself in one of the mirrors. This
one had the advantage of not showing my face from
where I stood. So it didn’t disturb the view. T had to say
if I would choose this, I wouldn’t look bad at all. I would
look hot. Luckily 1 realized what I was thinking and
came to my senses.

“Um. I have a fine-looking second daughter I may
say. And those boots make it even better.”

No, she couldn’t be saying that. That was the last
thing [ wanted to hear from my mother. Talking about
me as her daughter. My world was falling apart.

“And now comes the moment of truth. Go sit at the
dressing table. I'm going to make your head fit with the
rest of your look.”

[ sat down, holding my breath in fear for what would
come.

More than an hour later I could breathe again. What I
saw was the head of a woman, a plain one, but definitely
a woman. My eyebrows were plucked in a female curve.
[ had eyelash extensions, some black eyeshadow and a
lot of makeup on me. My hair was in a very simple fe-
male hairstyle. I never knew my mother was so great at
these things. But then, [ had never needed them.
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_“I saw that one of the boxes had jewelry in it. That will
give 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 the
way I looked, feminine. I was less satistied about the
colo}g %f my lips and nails, pink. But I had to admit, it
worked.

“Stand up. I want to take a picture of my beautiful
new daughter before she disappears.”

I had to end this or she would have never stopped.
Her cell phone couldn’t hold any more pictures anyway.

“Now comes the most important rule you have got to
follow. Act female. It’s not your look that will give you
away. It will be your behavior. Take small steps, one oot
before the other. No big waving with the arms...”

She kept on going, but I listened carefully. I didn’t
want to be exposed. It would be devasta_tln%. It sur-
prised me that I was prepared to go out like this. The
way I now looked had a lot to do with that.

1t was past two when I left the elevator arm-in-arm
with my mother. We stopped at the counter. It was
Jack. I'tried_to hide myself behind my mother, but it
was no use. He couldn® keep his eyes off me.

“Good afternoon Mrs. Hannigan. Going for a walk?”

‘Just taking ... Jenny here shopping. She’s Sharon’s
new secretary.”

“Well, I am looking forward to see her again.”

[ 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’s
secretary? He will see me as a male then. It will make
him wonder why.”

“Don’t worry. Sharon will fix that. She will tell that
Jenny had to resign.”

[ was assured, but not for long. A voice behind us

brought a new risk for my identity. It was one of
Sharon’s employees and she knew Mom.
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“Mrs. Hannigan, what did [ hear when I got out of the
elevator.

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 you
family seem to be stunners.”

My cheeks went red again. Not for what Mother had
said. Sharon would fix that but for what that woman
had said. I never had heard a woman talk about another
woman like that.

“Where are you going, Mrs. Hannigan, on such a
beautiful 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. M%_face was as red as
it could be, but she never said anything about it.

“Are you looking forward to working with us, dear?”

Before 1 could answer was 1 stopped by a hasty
mother.

“Jenny is very, very shy. She won’t say a word. She
i)vﬂlt barely nod at a stranger. So excuse her for being si-
ent.

“Oh, that’s not a problem, Mrs. Hannigan. Once she’s
part of the company I am sure we will talk a lot. And
now please excuse me, I have to go. I have to get ready
for the party this afternoon. Goo...”

Before she could say goodbye, Mother’s cell rang.

“Hello. Sharon? What? I'm coming right away.” She
put her phone back in her purse.

“We have to go back, J en%}z. Sharon has sprained her
e

ankle. I have to help her. will go shopping tomor-
Tow.
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She didn’t need to say more. I had to fight to keep
from turning back since I entered the elevator. I was
glad to seek shelter and try this again tomorrow. Or
maybe, just maybe, I could convince Mother to go shop-
ping on her own.

 “Wait, Mrs. Hannigan. If you want, I can take your
niece with me. In the neighborhood of the beauty salon
there are more than enough shops for her where she
can 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 was
obvious that Mother was thinking about it.

“Well, that is not a bad idea Ann. She still has to proof
something to me and this will be a perfect way to show
me how much she wants that.”

Mother’s cunning etyes sparkled and her smile
showed me how much fun she was having tormenting
me. That was a side of her I never knew she had. She
must 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 I
put it?

“Come, %ive it to me. I will keep it until we are there.”
Ann took it out of my hands and stuffed it away in her
purse.

In the moment I was distracted by Ann, Mother had
used the opportunity to dlsa%pear 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 show
you off.”

I had no other choice than to follow. So we walked
slowly down the streets. It gave me time to think about
every step [ took. When we were where we should be, I
had my female walk perfected enough to be believable to
anyone.

The beauty salon was enormous. Th(_ety did anything a
woman 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 wanted
to 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 her
purse and made the universal gesture for money.

“Oh sorry, Jenny. I already forgot that I had your
money. 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, then
we have a problem.’

The woman came out from behind the counter.”

“The reservation said for two and Sharon will have to

ay for two. That’s because we had to refuse others to fit

wo 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 get
value for one. That means that Jenny has to stay and
enjoy a free beauty treatment.”

My eyes popped almost out of my head. What? Before
[ knew it, | was dragged along by Ann, both of us follow-
ing the woman. We went right through a door to the
back, where the real magic was going on.

“All%l, take care of these two, would you? Th(?f get the
royal treatment today. So you can go crazy. Anything
they 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’t

look as if she needs anything, | know you can make her
even more stunning.
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“I know I can. What’s already done is not bad, but it
has faults. So we start again from the beginning, from a
blank canvas. Tabula rasa.”

I kept my head shakin%while [ was dpushed downina
chair, but’it was futile. Ann laughed and encouraged
them to go on.

“Jenny is a very sh%{girl. When she says no, it means
yes. Make her look like an angel and you will see the
devil in me.”

“Stop joking around. You scare her pants off.”
“I hope so.”

[ was the only one there that didn’t laugh. I was too
scared to do that.

First Ann _removed my makeup, which scared me
even 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 make
it long with extensions? 1 bet you’ll look even more
beautitul with long hair. Ann?”

“Make it a tomboyish style. That’s Sharon’s favorite
style 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 for
herself.”

What were they talking about? Warn me for Sharon?
That was not necessary. I knew her long enough to
know she bit. I knew my future boss better than they
did, even though they Erobably saw and talked to her
more in a few months than I had in years. How foolish,
arrogant, and dumb I was. I would find out that Sharon
had Iayers I had still to unravel.

“Long it is then. The nails? Pink is a nice color but I
think fyou can use a deep red. It matches your personal-
ity befter. 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 are
beautiful, but a girl needs piercings to make her whole.”

She giggled.

“OK. At least three. But I love the roses. So one of
them will be an invisible stud. The other two will be dia-
mond ones. I have some red ones that will make you
jealous. Would you like that?”

[ shook my head lightly.
“She doesn’t want them.”

Ann interfered.“Oh yes she does. If she doesn’t say
anything, it’s a yes. If she really doesn’t want it, she can
say no, not just shake her head. It’s not that hard to do.
Jenny! If you don’t want them, say no now, loud enough
for the both of us. And no going back on your word or
should 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 all
took, I couldn’t say. I had no idea. I looked at Ann and
pointed to my wrist, hoping she knew what I meant. She
did 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’s
only to show its beauty. So today is your lucky day.
They have some very beautiful ones here. I said it was
more than just a beauty salon, didn’t I? “

A watch? I didn’t need a watch. [ needed to escape.

“Here you are, Miss. I think one of these will suit
you.

They were al beautiful watches, but only one of them
was red. So before I could refuse, Ann made my choice
for me.

“The red one. She will take the red one.”

Well, I didn’t have to take it because it was put
around my wrist for me.

“Maybe she wants something for her neck too.”
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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. Whoever
that may turn out to be.”

“OK, that’s done.”

I sighed from relief, and of disaPr})lointment. Ann was
ready, not me. I looked at my watch. They had set the
time 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. Now
you see what some eyebrows, the right makeup, longer
eyelashes, the right hair style and some jewelry can do.”

A moment later I was standing next to Ann at the
counter.

“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’t

Sharon Pa%ln for all this? That was all the money I had
with me! I'had to give the things back and quick.

Ann saw how [ struggled with what was said. She laid
her hand on my arm to reassure me. In the other one
she held her credit card. Both gestures calmed me down
before [ went totally crazy.

“Don’t worry about money. I'll pay for everything you
will be buyingytoday. You ca}{n pa31:7) rge back {g{ter.”g Y

Then she went for the kill.

“But I'll be keeging the moneﬁ you already have given
me. Now let’s go buy some working clothes.”

[ wanted to scream my lungs out but that would give
me away and that scared me more than having no
money.

_With the money I could have left Ann behind. But
without money I couldn’t even get back without her. I
knew Sharon’s address but not how to walk back to it.
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And walking while looking like this? That would leave
scars on my mind for the rest of my life. Some men are
pigs and it was a long walk.

“This is a great shop. [ 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 forget
something yesterday? Or have you won the lotto?”

“It’s not for me. It’s for my new friend here.”

“@S,pother new girlfriend! What happened with the last
oner:

“Very funny. You now that I only have eyes for
Jessica.”

“Is_that why you can’t keep them off your new
friend?”

“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’s
new secretary. She has to look like one.”

“Sharon’s new secretary, you say. Then she has to
look stylish and hot. That won’t be easy, but I'll man-
age.

All that for Sharon? Was I living in a different world
from the one I thought I knew?

“Umm.”

She walked round me, holding a finger against her
mouth and squished eyes as a sign of concentration.

“I'm never wrong in guessifl% sizes and that means
0

that you are lucky. We have a lot that will suit you. So if
you will...”
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She pointed at a curtain.

“You can change there. I will bring the clothes to you
and Ann can admire the result. And knowing her, you
will hear immediately how it looks.”

Luckily the lightning was bad enough to kee%mdy Ad-
ams apple in the dark. When the dust settled, I had four
skirts, two pairs of pants and seven blouses. Some were
short, some narrow, some striped, some plain and that
was only the skirts and pants, The blouses were all
white and six of them were ruffled, something Sharon
loved, according to Ann. Some of them showed more of
my ‘breasts’ then I wanted. I thanked God for bad light-
ning. Ann never asked me to stand in the light. She had
more then enough to satisfy her with what she could
see.

It was late when Ann was satisfied enough to take her
credit card out.

“I’ll take these and you can take those two bags.”

[ wanted to grab more. I couldn’t let her care almost
all of them.

“Don’t worry. You will have more to carry. A girl like
you needs shoes and lots of them.”

[ went weak at the knees. Was this hellish day not
done yet?

“There is a great shop a block away. So no time to
waste.”

“Bye, Ann and new friend.”

[ had to wave for Ann. How she was able to walk a
block with that load, I couldn’t tell. But she managed.

My feet were killing me when we finally got there. To
my surprise was it still very busy. I had expected an
empty shop at this hour.

. l\l/{]y stomach started to growl when we were ten yards
1%. %body but Ann heard it, there was so much noise in
the shop.

“Poor dear. You are hungry. I'm used to eating late,
but don’t worry. At the party you can eat some.”

Page - 79



LINGERING FEELINGS BY ALEX MILLER

What party? Oh yes, Sharon had said something
about a bachelorette party. It had to be the party Ann
was talking about.

“But you look tired too. So let me do the picking and
you can sit down and rest a little bit. I’ll choose theright
shoes for your lovely feet and you only have to wear
them and show them to me now and then.”

[ hadn’t the ener%; anymore to go against her. Sitting
down was the only thing I desired. How do women stay
on their feet so long on these heels? That would be no
problem with the new shoes. Ann should know from ex-
]lzgerlence what were the best shoes to wear at the office.

hey should all have low heels, How they looked I didn’t
care.

My mind went crazy again.

“Wait a minute! Am I now thinking about what
women’s shoes to wear at the office? I am going com-
pletely mad! I am not going to wear_aniy woman shoes. Or
anythingthat Ann éoazd Jortoday. I just have to tell Mother
what happened. She will understand and give me an-
other chance.”

1 ’l];ust barely managed to help Ann bring all the bags
in. The taxi driver was too busy with enjoying the view
and so was Louis. He had an excuse. He was checking
the sg{ecurlty. 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 it
gets there? We have to go to the party.”

A moment later I was chuffed into the other elevator
by Ann. I soon found out what its last stop was. I only
had seen a little part of Sharon’s company. What I saw
at that moment was impressive. She obviously took
%ood care of her eml[oloyees.. She even let them have a

achelorette party at the office. Blabbering and laugh-
ter showed us the way.

“Ann!” A dozen voices shouted the same name and
they all had to hug and kiss Amanda. It seemed to go on
endlessly.

“Who’s this? Are you cheating on Jessica?”
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“Me? Never. This is our new colleague and Sharon’s
new secretary, Jenny. She will start next week.”

It was my time to get hugged and kissed and, surpris-
ingly, I didn’t hate if. A week ago I would have ran fast
away from this kind of display.

They all shouted their names to me, butI couldn’t re-
member them all. But they didn’t expect me to.

“Shut up _everybody. What will she think of us if we
Eeep (l)fr%’ suffocating her? Let the girl say something for
erself.

This woman was almost forty, I guessed. She looked
her age but in a way that made you wish you were her
age. ' hadn’t heard her name yet. It was Ann who saved
me.

“Amanda, Jenny is a very, very shy girl. I couldn’t get
a word out of her all day. Don’t expect her to say any-
thing. And yes, you are right. She isn’t crazy about all
this 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. She
doesn’t even consider that stepbrother of her as'some-
thing you’d call family. He’s an acquaintance that hap-
pens fo be the son of Mrs. Hannigan. I believe his last
?ﬁme,}s Williams. There isn’t much affection between

em.

“I heard her once say that when she would prefer
men 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 some
extraordinary looking guy then.”

I heard a lot of things I didn’t know about Sharon. I
m1%ht have known something if ] had been more than a
distant stranger. I had learned more about her over
these few days than I had ever known before. Like that
they talked about Sharon as if she was just one of the

irls. I never knew that she was so well-liked, even as a
oss. This really was another Sharon than the one I
thought I knew. They all sat down again, except me. I
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looked around searching for a chair when Ann shouted
at me, which silenced them all.

. “Jenny, squeeze yourself next to Amanda. Her chair
is wider than ours.

For a moment I didn’t know what to do, but keeping
on standing wasn’t possible either. I would be the cen-
ter of their attention. So I slowly approached Amanda
who 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. Everybody
laughed and my face was once red again.

“Oh, look. She really is shy, isn’t she?”

They all giggled and I made myself smaller and moved
Back. Amanda hadn’t giggled but her smile had gone
igger.

The party kept goir(lig on for an hour and all I could do
was listen, eat and drink a little champagne. If I got
drunk, Mother would skin me alive.

When everybody was standing up to leave, I noticed
that Amanda had her arms around me. During that
hour I had been leaning against her and was sitting on
ust one of her legs. After a second load of hugs and

isses I finally could go back. All the doors were still
open, so I could go in through the office. I made a very
slow entrance in silence, hoping they were already
asleep. It was late but not yet late enough for Mother.

She and Sharon were sitting on the couch, Sharon
with 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 just
went sho7pp1n% for clothes, male clothes. Now, look at
you. You're still Jenny!”

Sharon had to butt in.

“He’s even more Jenny than before, Mother. Look at
his 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 glad
that 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 can
dress yourself as a woman as much as you want to. I
even grefer it that walyl.. It is better that you’ll do it all the
time. It makes everything easier. Now I have two beauti-
ful daughters.”

“Mom, no. This is a mistake. [ don’t want to dress like
this. Everything went wrong today. [ was tied up by Ann
and my money was gone and...”

Mother cut me off.

“Ethan, um, Jenny, stop it. I don’t want to hear it
anymore. You say one thing to m%zq face and behind my
back you do the other. You are making a fool of me and’I
won’t have that. I said to make your choice and you
have. So from now on you will be J enn¥ and I don’t want
to see Ethan again. Except when I call for him. Did you
get that?”

_ I'never had her seen so angry before. She would never
listen to reason when she was in that state. So I better
Elay along until she calmed down and I could convince

er 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 the
party. Where everybody could see you as Jenny.”

She dragged me further in. I didn’t dare to move any
more, hoping that they would stop. Sharon had no in-
tention of doing that.

“Mom told me about Ann, but that wasn’t been a
problem, She’s good at keeping secrets and can always
use a raise. But now the whole company has seen you
and_knows that Izou are my new secretarz. Even when
you’re going back to being Ethan, I only have a job for
Jenny now.

“Another good reason for you to stay Jenny. I asked
Sharon to give you this job so you could find yourself a
woman and give me some grandchildren. I guess one
can say that you found one. But that is not what I had
in 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 to
take over from Louis.

“You’re looking wonderful, Jenny. But how did you
ay for all that? You only had around six hundred dol-
ars.

“Um, Ann lent it to me. I can pay it back when it suits
me.”

“It seems to me tha‘gryou already shop like a real girl.
checked 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 the
check. Mother will be very disappointed if that hap-
pens...and so will 1.”

| “Today has been more than enough. Let’s just go to
sleep.”

Mom made an end to the evening. They both left and I
dragged along. To my great surprise Mom walked into
my bedroom.

“Mom, that is my room.”

“I know. But after today I need my rest and want to
sleep alone. You'll sleep with Sharon. She doesn’t mind.
She says so0.”

They both went in, igiving me no chance to say any-
thing. I guessed I could sleep on the couch. Well that
was what [ thought, anyway.

“And don’t you dare sleep on the couch. That is some-
thing Ethan can do, but not Jenny. She has to have
more manners than he has.”

Mother really left me no choice so I went in to
Sharon’s bedroom. She was undressing and as good as
nﬁked, but didn’t show any shame as if Ethan wasn’t
there.

“Your nightwear is on your side of the bed. I always
sleep on the right side. Don’t you forget that.”
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. Why would I care? Mom wouldn’t stay forever. I was
in a camisole and a bikini brief, nothing unusual for me.
I looked at Sharon and saw that she wore the same only
ina blgger size. I had to close my eyes for a moment and
think of other things than Sharon in the same outfit as
me. There was one thing more. On my side there was
also a bra. I knew what that meant. I couldn’t ditch the
breasts. Sharon lay in bed and watched me change. I
kept my back to her. Not out of shame, but so I didn’t
had to close my eyes. Something had changed. Sharon
stirred things in me.

“You look much better now. Now you got that extra
on you. Perfect for a good night’s sleep. Come in, then I
can put out the lights.”

She threw the sheets open. I hesitated, expectin% her
to kill the lights but she waited until I finally crawled be-
tween the sheets.

I maneuvered myself onto the edge of the bed, ho%:)ing
that it would be far enough from Sharon. I was gettin
overwhelmed by all this new feelings and didn’t wante
to show even a glimpse of them to her. Feelings from ly-
1n§% next to her thinking of her perfect body. Feelings
gathered during the day wearing women’s clothes. Feel-
ings I hid away in the back of my mind. If somebody
asked, I would deny it but I had a great day as Jenny.

Tired but satisfied I fell asleep in a few minutes.
Sometime that mgll'lt I woke up and looked right into the
eyes of Sharon. Those feelings running through me
were the cause of my awakening. Looking at Sharon I
realized that she had woken more than just my mind
up. I had to admit that I was starting to like her, even
more, loved her perhaps. It was as il being Jenny had
made me a total different &QCI‘SOH. Or was it just that I
could be as Jenny what I didn’t dared to be as Ethan?

The feelings kept on stirring up that part of me that
had nothing to do with Jenny. But being her didn’t
mean that I wasn’t Ethan anymore. I could never be
Jenny without still being Ethan. He was hidden behind
a woman’s face, but still existed in me, able to pop up
now and then, where and when I felt like it. I relaxed
and went back to sleep and didn’t have to worry about a
rising problem.

“I think I'm startinﬁ to like you,” I said to her in my
mind as I drifted off. “Even worse, f think ’'m starting to
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have feelings for you. I know we’re strangers to each
other, but I'will try to make you like me. Even if it’s just
as a friend. One I'never have been before.”

It helped. I felt soundly asleep.

The sun was shining bright when I woke up again. It
looked like Mom had let me and Sharon sleep in. I
gulckly realized there was another problem now. I felt

haron’s breast against me and her arm over me. Her
breath was caressing my hair. Morning wood was
blooming. I didn’t dare to move out of fear. Not that she
would notice it, but that she would let go of me. I didn’t
want the moment to pass.

The sun stood a lot higher when she started to
awaken and I sprinted to the bathroom to avoid difficult
q}liestlons and to have a necessary and releasing
shower. The release came immediately, then a shower
for more than fifteen minutes. I needed it very much. I
heard Sharon opening the bathroom door, apparently
to speak to me.

“Mom has brought some new clothes for you. I think
that 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 look
on your face.”

That didn’t sound good but I didn’t worry too much.
What could Mother do to me that hadn’t béen done al-
ready? I would soon find out.

What lay on the towels was the lower part and that
was not much different from yesterday’s. So the sur-
prise had to be the upper part.

[ 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 to
connect it from the bottom up. I looked down to discover
what the surprise was: a corset. [ just kept on staring off

until she connected the last front hook. It was heaven to
feel her arms around me. These feelings were new, but I
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could not escape from them. They kept on coming and
multiplying.

“This is a over-bust so you don’t need a bra, only the
fake breasts. Where did_you leave them? You won’t be
complete without them.”

I pointed her in the right direction and a minute later
the dress-up was over. But I didn’t know that a corset is
never 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 like
it. Now, breathe out.”

An instant later I felt her knee in my back. That was
the last thing I expected to touch me there. She started
lacing up the corset and I knew that Mother was still
very angry with me. That much I was sure of.

When she was finished, I still was grasping for
breath. Sharon laughed.

“You'll see immediately why woman torture them-
selves this way.”

A minute later I was admirinig myself in the mirror
and knew the answer. My figure Iooked far more female
than before. I was immediately hooked. After a
half—l'}llour [ had to be laced up again, like it was a saddle
on a horse.

One must_ suffer to be beautiful! I finally knew the
meaning of those words. But I liked the result [ saw in
the mirror too much to be put out.

q “Oh, and Mother has given you a uniform for this
ay.

Sharon held a maid’s uniform in her hands.

“Sharon, not a maid’s uniform! Talk about a
crossdresser cliché.

“Yes it is, but a nice one, don’t.%zou think? No time to
\_)‘xtzaste;,. Mother insists on it. So quit you whining and put
it on.

The color was the usual black and white. It had a

cut-out heart over the breast area, along with short
puffed sleeves and a little white apron. The skirt was
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short and th getticoat had multiple layers. It was a
crossdresser’s dream and my nightmare. A white lace
choker made it complete. The shoes had four-inch
lijleels. They were not the easiest way to walk and work in
or 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 are
lower than three inches. Besides, these have a very
sturdy 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 was
ready to face her.

“Yes Jenny, it is. It will remind you what choice you
have made and to stick with it. And that is the last I
want to hear about this. Besides, it is fitting for what
we’re going to do today. We are going to fill your closet
\glth”w at’s in the boxes. Eat up. It’s going to be a long

ay.

Sharon disappeared after breakfast and I had no
other option than to help Mother fill my closet with
wigs, dresses and other female knick-knacks.

The closet slowly filled itself and I slowly realized that
this was my future. A future that I, to my surprise, ac-
cepted. Ethan didn’t mind being Jenny anymore. On
the contrary. [ 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 only
for a few days.”
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Well, this was already a day of surprises and they
kept coming.

“I'm staying here now. Sharon has asked me to move
faster. She missed me also and didn’t want me to be left
alone. So from next week on, you’ll have me to watch
over Jenny. According to Sharon %iou need some cook-
ing lessons. [ only need a few days to get things in order.

“When I come back itlll be me and my two girls from
then on. And then you can’t say nqg to a visit at a
coffeehouse, it’s mandatory for Jenny.”

My Saturday was mostéy spent fillinIg my closet and
making dinner. At the end of the day, [ was glad to get
out of my maid’s uniform, but that was only affer
Mother had taken a million pictures of me. I was too
cute to ignore, according to Mother.

Sunday and Monday weren’t much different. I woke
11\1/lp next to Sharon and dressed as was now usual.

other did the fine tuning on me, meaning hair and
makeup. She made me practice a lot, I had to be able to
do it when she wasn’t there. I didn’t dare ask Sharon for
help. Mother held a tight rein on me, but as of Tuesday
she would be gone for a few days. For Sharon, that was
the perfect moment to start me off at being a secretary.

Everything went fine. They had all met me already
and knew how shy I was so they weren’t surprised to get
only silence from me. My work day sto%ped at two. As
Sharon had said, it was only part-time. For the first few
days, Sharon would answer the E)/hpne but she already
had a solution to that problem: Voice lessons and they
started that afternoon. That was when the dis-
creetly-sent DVD with instructions landed on my desk,
just before two o’clock.

[ had my first lesson behind me when Sharon called.

“Jenny, can you go to Amanda? She says she has
something to talk about with you. You bettér go. She’s
my head of research and development, I want to keep
her happy Take the elevator on your end down and then
the 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 of

another Jack or Louis burning into my back, but
Sharon checked my appearance every morning so I had
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nothing to worry about. Well, maybe a little. Why did
Amanda need to see me?

“Well, there is our new secretary, as beautiful as ever.
Come in.”

I did. She immediately came closer, close enough to
g%e the hairs in my nose if she hadn’t been as tall as
aron.

Before 1 _knew it, she gabbed between my legs,
quickly finding what wasn’t supposed to be part of my
anatomy.

“I knew it! You’re a guy. No wonder I felt something at
the party.”

She dominated me in silence. I was speechless and
she was concentrated on studying the girl that wasn’t.

“Umm, not bad but not perfect. You need a better
boob job, but that’s all. The rest is a matter of taste.”

[ 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. She
kissed me intensely, forcing her tongue into every cor-
ner of my mouth.

“Umm, needs improvement. But don’t worry. We
have more than time enough. You’ll learn.”

She grabbed again at my testicles and this time she
squeezed. Tears appeared in my eyes. Amanda only
laughed.

“You need to hide your tools better. It gives you away
and that can be a painful moment. It’s obvious that you
need a gaff.”

She opened a closet and rummaged around. Her

hand came back holding a trophy. It was a gaff, but one
that looked not quite like the pictures I had seen.
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“I t%uess by the lack of a question that you know what
a gaffis. So there is no reason to stand there. Take your
panties off.”

Of course I knew what a gaff was. [ read the book
more 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 everythin
down there away between your legs and use tape. 1
takes some Itl)ractlce to find the right way to position it
all, 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 I
used was loosing its grip.

“And now.”

She pulled the gaff up hard while one hand still was
down 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 know
something that will help you to keep you mind off it.
Now I know what your tongue can do up here. It’s time
for you to show me what it can do below. A girl like you
needs to be skilled in many ways. Who knows what your
future spouse’s desires might be?”

She didn’t let me have time to breathe, which already
was hard to do with a corset on. Her hand pulled my
head under her dress where I discovered that she had
no panties underneath. She waited to let loose of my
head until my tongue started with the job.

“That’s terrible. Haven’t you learned nothing as a
young gu’l? How will you ‘ever be able to satisfy a
woman? You need practice, a lot. From now on, we will
work a few afternoons a week on it.”

I swallowed even when it wasn’t the place to do that. I
didn’t dare to refuse. Who knew what she would do? My
refusing could ruin Sharon and that was the last thing'l
wanted to do. Strange how fast things can change.

Weeks passed. Mom was back after a few days. Soon 1
was able to cook a decent meal. Amanda was more and
more pleased with me with every day that passed. My
visits to her were cut to just once a week. She said that'l
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hﬁ%passed with an A plus, but [ needed to maintain my
skills.

Sharon had a big smile on her face and I couldn’t tell
you why.

. Even Ethan became a little happier with each pass-
ing day. He loved waking up every morning to see Jenny
aippear in the mirror. I was so happy that 'was thinkin
0 sendmg the transport company a thanking note.
even ask Sharon if that was a good idea.

“I didn’t know you felt that way. Does this means that
Jenny is here to stay?”

“No, no

, I just want to tell them that [ am not angry
anymore.”

“You’re lying! You like being Jenny, don’t you? Tell
me or I pinch.

[ 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 so
surprised I lay there for half an hour.

She was toying with me, but this me was Jenny, the

irl that was 1n love with her, not Ethan, the guy that
ated her.

That night at dinner, Mom was more curious than
ever.

“Jenny, you look happier than before. Have you_fi-
ﬂally'p”foun someone you love? Is it one of the girls
ere:

“Yes,  am happier and yes [ am in love, but that does-
n’t make me haplplz. [t makes me sad. It’s a girl that
Ethan always disliked. He even thought he hated her.
As Jenny, [ 'am able to show my true feeling. Yes, I love
someone but I can’t tell her. She’s out of my reach. She
doesn’t know what I feel and never will.”

[ started to cry. Sharon stood up to hold me in her

arms. 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 around
me. I cried from happiness.

“Jenny, as your mother [ can say that woman have a
way of knowing who has the hots for them. You never
know what can happen. Maybe she’s even loved you
since you were an obnoxious teenager of sixteen or Sev-
enteen but she never could tell you. Is it someone I
know? Is she younger than you? Older?”

Mother winked at Sharon who winked back, of which
[ was unaware. [ was enjoying the warmth of a woman'’s
body and touch.

Weeks passed and every day I became more Jenny
than Ethan. After a few months, I never spoke anymore
about going back to bemﬁ; Ethan. Every n1§ht [ lay next
to the woman I loved as the woman I loved to be. Mother
and Sharon seemed to have noticed it too. They never
made a remark anymore about me being too much
Ethan or too little Jenny. They obviously didn’t have the
time. They were too busy.

I found them more than ones conspiring about some-
thing and quickly f(?ﬂhn%1 silent when I passed by. I did-
n’t make much of it. They always did that when they
talked about female stuff. But I should have known
that, as Jenny, there were no more female secrets I was
to be kept out of. Well, maybe there were still one or two.
One Friday morning Sharon went on the offensive and
took me by surprise.

“Ethan, you haven’t complained for being Jenny for
weeks now. Does that mean that you are finally ready to
admit that you like being Jenny and don’t need to be
Ethan 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 loved
my new fem1n1n1‘([iy once I admitted it, I couldn’t take it
back and I would be Jenny forever. Sharon had come

closer and started to pinch me, repeating loudly, “Admit
it, you love it.”
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It was her intention to make me angry and with every
pinch she was succeeding. [ hated that. Then came the
moment they were waiting for.

“Yes,  admit that [ love being Jenny and don’t need to
be Ethan anymore. I love being Jenny. Satisfied now?”

[ was aﬁgr%z and therefore not able to tell a lie. Sharon
laughed. Mother had a look on her face one could only
describe as ‘relieved’. They both stood up and went their
way, but not without a final word on exit.

“Yes we are.”

That day passed by like all the others. The rest of the
week seemed to follow the same pattern. Friday after-
noon, however, Amanda had a surprise. As if [ hadn’t
had enough of those. She said it ‘was time’. Time for
what?

“These are prosthetic breasts. The best of the best. It
took me some time and money to get them, but here
they are.”

[ 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 could
handle 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’t
mind.”

“No, no. I can manage.”

I did what she ordered. But standing there with only
a gaff before Amanda made my cheeks go red again, the
first time in days.

“Ooh, you’re blushing. So cute.”

She smeared. sor_nethin§ on the bottom of a breast
and positioned it without touching.

“Don’t move a inch or you’ll look ridiculous.”

She pushed the breast in place and stepped back.
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“That looks fine. Now the other one.”

A moment later I had two new breasts. After a little
makeup, none of us both could tell them from the real
‘ﬁlhm } hwaélted to touch them but Amanda slapped my

ands hard.

“Wait until I say you may just to be sure they don’t
come loose ever again.”

“What? Never? Then how do I ever get them off.”

“Why would you, theyre perfect. But don’t worry.
There is a dissolver. 1 believe Sharon has it. Some of our
models use the glue too.”

Apparently the glue on my chest was dry because
Amanda touched them.

h “Wonderful. They're the best fake breasts a guy can
ave.

She started to pull a box from a shelf.

“This gaff is special. It’s made to be the least visible
possible. The material is transparent and takes on the
color of the skin it touches. Most important, its material
is minimal. If ﬁou find something squeezing between
%{o%{,,butt cheeks, don’t be surprised because it’s very
18

It was so tight that Amanda had to help, which she
did gladly, smiling.

“You're going to be my model for the day. You’re my
latest creation. And before you say no, Sharon already
has approved it. Now put this on. We’re going to shoot a
commercial 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 belt
made it more elegant. I should have felt some embar-
rassment, but I didn’t. The stockings were transparent
but with a seam at the back. On top was a broad lace
band trimmed with little bows. en came what I
thought to be the last part, the shoes.

“Sharon gave me these shoes. Theyre one of your

purchases or should I say Ann’s. She told me about the
shopping you both did.”

Page - 96



RELUCTANT PRESS

White shoes. Why was | not surprised? The next de-
tail C_auﬁht 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 in
white, but why. Why did 1 have to model this? A bigger
model 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 ordeal
wasn’t over.

“Put out your hands. These are to protect your arms.”

That was a little white lie from Amanda, but one |
couldn’t yet see. Long lace fingerless gloves were slid
over m¥l hands. I had never worn anything like them be-
fore. Then Amanda put something on my head. I felt
something against my cheeks, not the bottom ones.
Those still felt naked.

b “If{a”st thing before we go, put your arms behind your
ack.

A ribbon was wrapped around my wrists and tied in a
knot before I knew what was going on. I tried to pull it
apart, but it was no use.

I only heard Amanda’%v%ig%le and what sounded like
her getting undressed. What the heck was she doing
and what was she planning?

“Stop messing with the ribbon. It’'s to prevent you
from taking off your blindfold. Come. We’re ready to go
to the studio. I will hold you tight.”

We advanced with very short steps. We entered the
next room. It was filled with voices. Most of them I knew.
It was the other girls. Were they having a party? Did I
have to model this new outfit?

[ started to panic, but Sharon’s voice relaxed me.

“Sit down. We need to do your hair and makeup, then
everything will be revealed.
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Something was lifted onto my head and my hair was
a work in progress. Then came makeup, nails. I only
could guess at their color, white?

“Come. We'’re almost at the climax. I'll hold you firmly
these last steps.”

It was, Sharon, the only reason I had endured those
hours blindfolded. She was the only one I trusted and 1
knew why. I hoped that one day she would trust me for
the same reason.

I found out what was up the next moment. The rib-
bon was removed. The blindfold I had to do myself. I
could take it off without bothering my veil. That was the
headdress I was wearing. The first thing I saw were
blinding lights, cameras and the outline of people. I re-
alized that'I was the center of their attention.

[ 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 have
seen a sea of pink. They were all standing there in linge-
rie. They were all dressed the same and all chattering
and laughing.

Out of the corner of my left eye I could see flashes of
someone in black lingerie and a top hat. But I stood too
far to the front to see who. Then she came standing next
to me and smiled while speaking words of madness.

“I'l ﬁive you the choice. You choose to be Jenny and
to work and live with me as my wife, my spouse or you
choose to be Ethan, leave and live as the stranger you
have always been to me. I'll even give you some mone
to survive a while on your own. Don’t answer yet. You'll
know when.”

Amanda started to speak and I knew when.

“We are gathered here today in the face of family and
friends to [])om together Sharon Hannigan and Jenny
Williams. Do you, Jenny, take this woman to be you
your 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 first
time I knew she wasnt sure what the future would
bring, the first time she had ever showed a sign of anx-
iousness, the first time [ saw her as she really was.

Amanda continued and a moment later Sharon
chuffed a wedding ring over my finger. [ recognized it. It
was Mother’s.

Mom saw me admire it and came closer with tears in
her eyes.

“Keep good care of it. I don’t need it anymore. And
what 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 were
closed. But that wouldn’t be the last time they were that
evening. Just ask Amanda. And I understood why she
called my footwear ‘kissing shoes’. Sharon had taken
her shoes off for a second and I was almost tall enough
to look Sharon straight in the eyes. It made kissing
much 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 wanted
the best for Sharon and that seemed to be you. A
mother wants the best for her son, even when that
means he has to be a daughter. And what I see lets me
know that I made the right choice. You look happier
than 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 [ don’t want to see women’s
lingerie on a man’s body. I don’t mind when it’s your
body and I like it even more after those small adjust-
ments. I live and breathe lingerie. I prefer the man I love
in it most of the time. I am bisexual and I now have the
best 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 must
be requested and I can’t guarantee you that they will al-
ways be permitted. But I can Sguarantee you one thm%.
You’ll love it. You already do. So make me happy and I'll
make you happy.”

“But how did you know that I loved you or even liked
you? More, since when do you love me? You hate me.”

~ “You talk in your sleep and I never hated you. The
line between love and hate is thin, very thin. I liked you
from the first moment I pinched you, Irom the first mo-
ment [ st@pl:[)ed in your house, from the first moment
you gave in to me at a fight. But I only love Jenny.”

; She turned her head away to search for a particular
ace.

“Amandal”

She rushed to us and gave Sharon a little box. It was
another ring for another finger on another hand. It was
a second wedding ring covered with small pink dia-
monds. I laughed loud and happy. Pink seemed to be
my color after all. The wedding party turned out to be
hot and wild and so did the wedding night. But that
shouldn’t surprise anyone. Oh, one more thing, I never
gave Sharon any reports about my time in dresses.

H##
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