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CHANGE FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

I picked up another rock and waited for the car to pass the alley I was standing in. I tossed the rock in the air and quickly gripped the bat with both hands and swung hard. I connected solidly and the rock flew in the vacant lot across the street. 

I liked the feel of a good hit. The key to hitting is to keep your eye on the ball as my coach had said. A noted outfielder from the fifties had made good money even though he had hit only one home run in his career but his lifetime average was well over .300. Another famous home run hitter once said “It’s not the size of the batter or bat but the speed of the swing.” I followed the advice of both men and soon became an accomplished hitter. 

Because of my size I knew I would never be a long ball hitter but my constant practicing had made me a good hitter. I was short with a small frame but reacted quickly to the batted ball and had good speed on the base paths due to a healthy diet, jogging, and riding my bike. I liked the shortstop position and my coach had said I was a natural. That made my dad happier than it made me since I didn’t really care that much for baseball or sports in general but was trying to please him more than anything else. He had lost out on a baseball career due to an injury. 

I really had no idea what I was going to do with my life, but I had plenty of time and with the insurance money from my parents’ death I would have a little cushion to get started with. 

After picking me up from Little League practice we were going grocery shopping. I was sitting in the backseat with my glove next to me and holding my bat between my knees. We entered an intersection and some drunk in a pickup truck ran the red light and T-Boned us. I was thrown violently to one side. My Dad was killed instantly and my mom died of her injuries the next day at the hospital. I had injuries to my throat when the bat I was holding jammed into my Adam’s apple. I had minor surgery to reduce its’ size and af-Page - 3

CHANGE FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

ter a week or so found my voice was going to be much softer than normal, almost like a girls. Though the damage to my vocal cords was minimal I would never have a deep voice like most boys would develop as they matured. 

My Aunt Marge was appointed to take charge of my affairs until I was eighteen. I would be living with her and her two daughters Marlene and Mavis. She oversaw the sell-ing of my parents’ things and the house then placed the balance of the money after expenses in a trust fund for me. I was given a weekly allowance though it wasn’t as much as I would have liked I had no complaints. 

My Uncle Fred had died of a heart attack while helping the volunteer firefighters fight a barn fire on his farm. Aunt Marge had sold the place and moved with her two daughters to the city where she worked in the jewelry department of Norton’s Department Store which anchored a large shopping mall about ten miles away. 

It was quite a feminine environment to grow up in. The upstairs bedrooms were all done in pink and white as was the bathroom. Aunt Marge slept in the downstairs bedroom while I had the larger upstairs bedroom and the daughters had the two smaller ones. 

I helped out with the household chores to earn my keep. I didn’t mind taking my turn doing the dishes, laundry or cleaning but wearing that pink apron with large ruffles as well as pink latex gloves was a bit much. My stepsisters were very much amused but I said nothing because I felt lucky to have a home. 

I picked up another rock. This time when I connected it glanced off the bat and struck the kitchen window. I went inside the house to see my aunt surveying the damage. 

“I’ve warned you before about this young man!” she screamed. “I want you to practice in the lot across the street, not the alley next to the house. Now put away your bat. Clean up and go to bed without supper!” 

I went upstairs, washed up and put on my pajamas. I knew that money was no problem, she could take the repair cost out of the trust fund and I wouldn’t mind. I read my baseball books until I got sleepy and then went to bed, When I came home from school the next day I found the window had been fixed. I opened the fridge and took out a can of soda. In my haste the can slipped from my fingers. 

I picked it up but when I opened the top the soda gushed out and splattered on the freshly waxed kitchen floor. 

Aunt Marge was livid. 

“Mavis just scrubbed and waxed that floor last night! You have got to be more careful! 

You are acting more life some ruffian every day. I guess I’m going to have to take stricter measures with you!” 

I wasn’t sure what “stricter measures” meant exactly but I cleaned up the mess I had made. After supper I hopped on my bike and took a long ride around the neighborhood while hopefully Aunt Marge cooled off a little. 

When I got back all three of them were upstairs in Marlene’s bedroom giggling and laughing about something. I wasn’t sure if it had to do with me or not but I definitely wasn’t about to ask. I had one more day of school left and then I would be free over the summer to do pretty much what I pleased. I was looking forward to enjoying those three Page - 4
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months off without the pressure of my studies though I had no problem getting good grades. 

The next morning after breakfast Aunt Marge was upstairs waiting for me in my bedroom. She was standing by my dresser with her hands behind her back. 

“Lately you seem to be having trouble behaving yourself like a gentlemen should. I think we should begin some behavior modification,” she began. 

She held up a pair of bright red panties with four rows of white ruffles on the back. 

“Today you will wear these to school. Perhaps this will calm you down. If you behave yourself you won’t have to wear them again. Is that clear?” she asked with a scowl on her face. 

“Yes Aunt Marge,” I answered as I took the panties from her. 

She left the room and I took off my pajamas. I put the panties on and was amazed at how good they felt. I finished dressing and went downstairs where my stepsisters stifled their giggles. 

The last day of school is usually the longest of the year anyway but it was worse today. 

Wearing my sister’s panties gave me a paranoid feeling. I was scared to death that someone would find out or worse yet they already knew. Fortunately there was no gym class so I would not have to undress to put on my gym shorts and tee shirt. Once, in the restroom, I walked straight over to the urinals only to find after unzipping my fly that the panties wouldn’t allow me to pee so I had to zip back up. After walking to the commodes I shut the door behind me and slid my pants and panties down so I could pee. 

Despite my paranoia the rest of the day went by without incident and as soon as I got home I changed back into my male underwear. Nothing was said to me at supper so I as-sumed everything would be forgotten. 

As the summer began I spent my free time playing an occasional game with some of the neighborhood kids. I managed to stay out of trouble at home too. I kept busy doing the yard work as well as my usual household chores. I was looking forward to the fall when I would start my sophomore year of high school where I would face some real competition in that league the following spring. 

The Fourth of July weekend approached Aunt Marge planned a backyard cook out. I would have no games that weekend because of the holiday. Friday night Mavis came upstairs to see me with a funny look on her face. 

“I need your help,” she said with a pained expression on her face. “I mean I need a favor, a really big favor,” 

“What is it?” I inquired. 

“Well my friend Mary plays on a girls’ softball team and they have this important game Saturday. Their shortstop was hurt in practice and they need somebody to fill in or they might have to forfeit the game. I told them you might be able to help them out, I mean, well, you do have a pretty face and a smaller build, once you are in uniform nobody will notice that you are really a boy. I know none of the girls would say anything I swear it!” 
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I couldn’t believe what she was saying but she sounded so desperate I decided to go along with it. 

“Well, ok, I guess. But it would be just this once, right?” I asked. 

“Oh sure, no problem! Let me call Mary and tell her you will do it,” she answered. 

After the phone call she came back upstairs to see me. 

“Mary’s mom Ginny will pick you up at 8 tomorrow morning and get you outfitted with a uniform. The game is at ten. Just bring your support, spikes and your glove.” 

“Okay,” I replied. 

After she went back downstairs I heard a burst of laughter and then silence. I wasn’t sure why I had agreed to this but it was too late to back out now. 

The next morning when I got dressed I put my support on instead of my underpants and after breakfast Ginny picked me up. A few minutes later we arrived at their house. 

“We’ll go right down to the basement where I have everything waiting for you,” said Ginny. 

I followed her down the basement steps. 

“Take off your clothes and put on these shorts.” She said as she handed me a pair of bright pink satin shorts. 

I set them on the chair and began to undress as she went back upstairs. 

She returned a few minutes later. She picked up a pink bra and held it out to me. 

“Slip your arms thru the straps and I will fasten it in the back,” 

I did so and after the hooks were fastened she placed two small water filled balloons in the cups and adjusted the straps. 

“This will give you a little girlish jiggle,” she explained. 

She gave me a pink tee shirt with the number 15 in black on the back and “Ginny’s Beauty Shop” in black letters on the front. I put it on and tucked it into the elastic waist-band of my shorts. 

“Now sit down in the chair please,” she ordered. 

I sat down as she removed a blonde wig from its stand. She put it on my head and adjusted it in place. 

“Okay, that looks pretty good. Now sit still for a minute,” 

I sat perfectly still as she plucked at my eyebrows with a tweezers and then curled my eyelashes. Next she picked up a small pad with an abrasive side and wiped it across my face to remove the peach fuzz. She picked up a lipstick and as I opened my mouth to pro-test, since no one had mentioned I would be wearing makeup, she smoothed the creamy pink stuff over my lips and then pressed the tube once on each cheek and with her finger smoothed it in circles to give me a “blush” look. She smiled approvingly as she finished. 

“You look great,” she announced as she place a pink baseball cap over my wig. “Now stand up please.” 
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I did and she placed several strips on my arms and legs. Shortly she pulled them off taking what little body hair I had with them. It had stung a little but I didn’t say anything. 

“There we’re finished. Put on your socks and spikes, grab your glove and we will be off!” 

I sat down again to put on the pink socks and my spikes. I ran my hands over my hair free arms and legs and found them to be almost girly soft without the modest amount of hair I once had. 

With glove in hand I went upstairs and got into the car. At the ball field Ginny introduced me to the other girls as “Julia” and we shook hands all around. The game began and we won easily 6-1. I found the chatter in a girl’s clubhouse and on the field to be very similar to what you would hear

at a boys’ game. While I con-

centrated on the game it

seemed that many of the girls

were concentrating on me. I

wondered if they had been told

who I really was. 

Several hours later we

played the second game and

lost by the score of 2-1 giving

us a third place finish. 

The newspaper photogra-

pher took some pictures for the

sports pages and then Ginny

took me back to her house. She

removed my make up and after

I got dressed she took me

home. 

I was none the worse for be-

ing a girl for the day. That

night as I sat in the bathtub I

found the sensation of the slip-

pery soap against my hair free

skin to be quite wonderful. Af-

ter toweling myself dry I stood

in front of the full length mirror

on the back of the bathroom

door and looked at my very

girly appearing body. A closer

look in the medicine cabinet

mirror over the sink with my

hair pulled over my forehead

for makeshift bangs I saw my-

self looking at the reflection of
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a very pretty girl. I was quite surprised at the image I saw and understood why I had passed so readily that afternoon on the ball field. 

The rest of the summer passed uneventfully and I settled into the routine of school again. My eyebrows, which had been thin to begin with, grew back somewhat as did the peach fuzz that had been removed from my face and legs. I was earning good grades and enjoyed school for the most part. 

Just before Halloween weekend a friend and I decided to get even with a couple of the

“uppity” girls in two of our classes. We noticed they used the rest room first thing in the morning just down the hall from our first period math class. 

We got to school early that Friday morning and with Bob as lookout I went into the girls’ restroom and placed several sheets of plastic wrap over the commodes and then put the toilet seats down over them. If the girls were in their usual hurry they would probably fail to notice and as they peed it would run all over instead of down the toilet. 

The girls breezed past us on their way to the bathroom while we waited for the teacher to unlock the classroom door to our first period math class. We had just entered the door when we heard shrieks coming from the bathroom. It was hard not to laugh as one of the female teachers from down the hall ran in the bathroom to see what was wrong. 

I was sitting closest to the classroom door and saw both girls walk quickly by with large dark stains on their skirts and the teacher close behind them. Shortly a janitor showed up and cleaned up the mess they had made. 

Thru out the day nothing was said but we heard stories about how they had been pretty well soaked by their own urine. The two girls were conspicuously absent from our fourth period History class. Just before the last class of the day the two of us were summoned to the principals’ office. I knew no one had seen us enter or leave the girls bathroom that early so we both vowed to keep our mouths shut. 

Standing before Principal Warren Benson we both stayed calm and denied everything. 

Bending over Mr. Benson removed a small piece of plastic that had stuck to my pants leg by static electricity. He held it in front of Bob and me. We knew the jig was up then and had no choice but to admit to our prank. 

The principal would let us off with a warning if we apologized to the girls and paid the dry cleaning bill for the girls’ clothes. We both agreed. I never gave it a second thought until I got home. Aunt Marge sat me down on the sofa after supper that night. 

“I had a short chat with Mr. Benson late this afternoon. I am surprised at you Jules, such conduct is not like you and I thought we had been over this before. You are still conducting yourself like a juvenile delinquent! Apparently the measures I took were not suffi-cient enough so therefore I am forced to take more severe measures with you in order to curtail this outrageous behavior of yours. We will begin your punishment tomorrow, and that includes not going to Bob’s Halloween party tomorrow night! Now go upstairs, wash up and go to bed.” 

I nodded my head and walked upstairs. I had no idea what she had in mind, which didn’t help me get to sleep any better. It was after two am before I finally dozed off. It was exactly eight am when Aunt Marge came into the bedroom and woke me up. 
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“Get dressed and come down to breakfast. As soon as you’re finished we will get started,” she said. 

I got up immediately, dressed and went downstairs. After breakfast I got into the car and she drove to Norton’s department store. At the employee entrance she punched in her code and when the buzzer went off she opened the door and we walked inside. 

We walked past the time clock and the employee break room to the rear entrance of the stores main floor. We passed thru the large double doors and onto the main floor, which was dimly lit at this hour of the morning. Between the stairs leading to the upstairs formal apparel shop and the lingerie section was a small alcove separating the beauty salon and the wig shop. A sign over the top read, “PP dresses by special order.” At the end of the alcove we stopped and Aunt Marge turned to face me. 

“Go in there and take off your clothes. I need to measure you for some special clothing,” 

I knew better than to argue with her so I did as I was told. I stepped out several minutes later in just my briefs. Another woman had joined us. She handed Aunt Marge a clipboard and proceeded to measure my chest, waist, hips, sleeve length, skull and hand circumference. Finally I stepped into a shoe sizer to get my correct shoe size. After writing all this things down Aunt Marge handed the clipboard back to the woman. 

“It’ll be a few minutes,” she announced, “but I’m sure we have everything you need,” 

The waiting seemed forever even though it was only about ten minutes. The woman returned with her left hand and arm balancing several boxes and her right hand holding a pink dress, and a pink petti-slip on two hangers. 

“Go back in the dressing room and put these on,” ordered the woman handing me two of the pink boxes. 

I stepped back in side and opened the box to find a pair of pink nylon tricot panties. I took off my briefs and put the panties on. The next box contained a pair of pink cotton socks that I put on, too. Then I walked out to where the two women were standing. 

The woman held up the petti-slip by the hem and I put my arms thru the straps as she slipped it over my head. The dress was next and after adjusting the hem around the petti slip she zipped me up and hooked it at the top. She handed me a pair of pink wrist length gloves and I put them on. On the floor were several pair of pink patent leather shoes she called “Mary Janes.” I tried on two pair before one fit and she buckled the straps over my insteps. She opened the last box and handed me a pink purse. 

“Follow me,” she commanded. 

With Aunt Marge behind me I followed her next door to the beauty salon. 

“When you sit down, smooth your dress with your hand like this,” she said as she demonstrated how she wanted me to sit. 

I followed her instructions. 

A beautician came over and smiled at the woman and Aunt Marge. 

“I’ll take over from here,” she said. “You just sit still please, this won’t take long,” 
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She proceeded to tweeze my eyebrows, curl my eyelashes and once again I was in pink blusher and lipstick. A brown shoulder length wig was next and at the top she pinned a large pink sissy bow. 

“There!” she exclaimed. Your niece Julia from Milwaukee is all set for a day of shopping. Isn’t she just the cutest thing?” 

“SHE certainly is!” exclaimed my aunt as all the women broke into laughter. 

“Now young lady, come with me. We have the whole day ahead of us to shop ‘til we drop!” 

I followed Aunt Marge out of the beauty shop to the stores’ main floor. The store had just opened and a few women were walking towards us as they headed for the sale items they were looking for. 

“Now Julia, you must walk more slowly and gracefully than you normally would. Remember to act in a more ladylike fashion. I would hate to have any of your teammates or girl friends recognize you. If it got all over school that you spend your weekends dressed up like a girl to go shopping with your aunt your friends might tease you unmercifully!” 

I cringed at just the thought of what she was saying. As we walked down the main aisle all the saleswomen who were not waiting on customers seemed to know what was going on because as we passed them they were all smiles. We stopped in several departments with Aunt Marge occasionally holding up a pair of panties, a skirt, blouse or dress in front of me to see how it would look if I were wearing it, much to the amusement of the saleswoman of course! I remained silent all the while. 

As we neared the front door Aunt Marge turned to me with a wicked smile on her face. 

“I think we’re done here. Lets go down the mall and see what else we might find shall we?” 

Before I could even answer she began walking out of the store. I followed her trying to walk in my best ladylike fashion. We stopped at every woman’s store or store with a woman’s department. This was a big mall and I thought it was going to take us forever. 

After several hours of looking at clothes and accessories as well as being introduced as her niece Julia from Milwaukee we stopped at the café court for lunch. I remembered to smooth my dress as we sat down and began eating our lunch. 

“Eat slowly taking smaller bites,” admonished Aunt Marge. 

I followed her instructions. I had seen several kids from school as well as one of our neighbors in our journey down the mall and back but none of them saw us or if they did they didn’t acknowledge us for which I was grateful beyond words. 

Despite my predicament I had to admit I enjoyed the feel of the panties. The looks that I got from the men and teenage boys we passed told me I must be pretty in their eyes to warrant that attention. I felt a strange sense of calm wearing a dress. It seemed as if all my worries and cares were gone at least momentarily. It was a feeling I had never experienced before. It was good to be so calm and relaxed. 

My thoughts were interrupted as Aunt Marge finished her coffee. 
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“Time to get back to business,” she announced. “Before you get up, touch up your lipstick and rouge,” 

I opened my purse and removed the makeup items. I held the mirror up to my face and brushed some more pink powder across my cheeks and then applied some more of the creamy pink lipstick to my mouth and pressed my lips together. After replacing the items in my purse I looked over at Aunt Marge who was smiling with approval. 

“You look absolutely gorgeous Julia! You make a better looking girl than you do a boy. 

Now let’s get going we have lots more lovely things I want you to look at.” 

We got up and I followed her to the other side of the mall and we began to work our way back to Norton’s one store at a time. 

Once again we made all the stores that had anything to do with women’s apparel. We also stopped at numerous shoe stores so I could try walking in high heels, which I found to be not as difficult as some women claim. 

Finally we were back where we had begun and as we walked thru the entrance of Norton’s the sales girls were quick to take notice of me. In the beauty shop I had my make up and wig removed. In the dressing room I changed back to my male clothing and became Jules once again. 

Aunt Marge said nothing on the way home. After getting out of the car she handed me a small pink box. 

“Keep these in your dresser drawer as a reminder of today and what could happen if you do not change your ways,” she admonished. 

I took the box upstairs. Inside was the pair of pink panties I had worn. I put the box in the bottom drawer. Out of sight, out of mind I thought. I knew I would have to be more careful in the future but despite my initial fears of being found out I had to admit my cross dressing experience had not been all that unpleasant. 

Later that night as I lay soaking in a hot bath, running the soap over my soft skin I wondered if any other boy had ever felt this way. We all shunned anything to do with being feminine yet here I was contemplating what it would be like to be a girl surrounded by all those feminine things I had experienced today. 

Back at school word had got around about the prank Bob and I had pulled and most of the guys thought it was a pretty good joke. No one knew about my punishment but I found out Bob’s parents had canceled his party. I doubted if we were going to pull another prank anytime soon so for the rest of the semester both Bob and I were on our best behavior. 

Following the holiday break I became entrenched once again in my studies and was making good grades. I was looking forward to the start of spring practice, which would begin in about eight weeks. Gym class kept me fit, as did my workouts on a stationary bike at home. I had tried working out with weights but for some strange reason wasn’t able to build much additional muscle mass so I stopped. 

Soon the winter snow cover had melted off and I was getting itchy for the spring drills to start. I had the practice schedule and was eager to begin the season. I hadn’t really Page - 11
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thought about the one day of my life that I was forced to spend en femme. My body hair or shall I say fuzz had grown back again. 

Occasionally my mind would wander off and I would be walking done the mall again. 

The sensuous feel of those tricot panties against my smooth skin as well as the rustle of the petti slip against the pink cotton shirtdress as I walked or sat down. These fleeting thoughts would come and go periodically and I was puzzled by them to say the least. 

I started spring drills and was pleased to make the team and be the number-two shortstop behind a senior who had just gotten a scholarship the University of Minnesota. I had hopes to do the same, since it would save me a lot of money, though I had continued to play more so in my parents memory than for any particular love for baseball. I still didn’t have the foggiest notion what I wanted to do yet but at least I had plenty of time to consider a number of things before making a choice. 

At home nothing further had been said about my punishment. Once I overheard Mavis on the phone making the remark “Oh no, I don’t think he would ever do that again!” Pre-sumably she was referring to my brief substitution on her friends’ softball team. 

I worked hard but got no playing time as the regulars stayed healthy all season. We finished a disappointing fourth in our conference. School was winding down. I signed up for the drivers’ education class since I had turned seventeen in May. I would now be able to get my temporary license. 

I was still too young to apply for any jobs so I would have another summer without a lot to do. Final exams would be given the third week of May and I was as prepared as I could be. 

Bob and I decided since exams were the last thing we would do for the year another prank wouldn’t hurt any. Sort of liven things up after the pressure of studying for finals. 

We weren’t sure exactly what we were going to do but we wanted it to be something memorable that the kids would talk about for a while. 

Bob got his classmates in woodshop to distract the teacher for a short time and he got a small amount of quick set wood glue in a small plastic container and hid it in his locker. I brought a small paintbrush from home the next day and late Thursday afternoon we applied the stuff to the inside edge of the door to the teachers lounge. 

The next day after our exams Bob and I were both surprised to be summoned to the principals’ office once again. Mr. Benson questioned us about the glued door but of course we denied everything. Then he held up a single thumbprint taken from the inside of the door where I had briefly gripped it as I had applied the glue. 

I immediately recanted and explained that Bob had nothing to do with it and that it was all my idea but Mr. Benson would have none of it. 

“The school year is over and I can see no point in taking disciplinary action at this time however both your parents will split the cost of removing and replacing the door. See you both next fall. Now get out of my sight!” 

We both nodded and were glad to get out of that office. I didn’t know what Bob would have to face at home. I was quite apprehensive about my punishment in view of the fact that the last two times were supposed to the last time period! 
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A week later Aunt Marge received my final exam scores and grades along with a letter from Mr. Benson detailing our latest misadventure and a photocopy of the repair bill of which she would be paying half. 

She showed me the letter after supper that night and I waited for the proverbial axe to fall. 

“It seems to me that our conversations have fallen on deaf ears and I am forced to un-dertake more severe measures to ensure that this sort of thing will not happen again. You cannot continue to behave in this manner and since you seem unwilling to behave in a more gentlemanly like manner perhaps what you need is to spend the summer being taught to behave in a LADYLIKE manner!” 

I didn’t think she was serious about me spending the summer in that pink dress but as I walked upstairs to bed I wasn’t so sure. I didn’t sleep well that night wondering about my fate as well as listening to the inordinate amount of giggling and laughing coming from downstairs as apparently my punishment was being discussed with my two stepsisters. 

Aunt Marge woke me up at seven am the following morning and told me to get dressed. I did so and after breakfast I followed her out to the car. Asking her where we were going would be of no use since I figured the destination was somehow tied in with my punishment so I didn’t ask. 

She took me back to the store. I spent the hour from eight to nine before they opened in the beauty shop. Once again I was not only plucked & waxed, but had my finger and toenails painted pink along with having my earlobes pierced. I had badly needed a haircut but now received a slight trim and had my hair styled in a more girly fashion with of course the little pink bow at the top of my bangs. After applying pink blusher and lipstick the beautician placed the cosmetics in a little pink purse and handed them to me. 

After leaving the beauty shop Aunt Marge drove me further downtown to a small gray building next to another shopping mall. We parked in the side parking lot and walked around to the front. The sign over the front door read “Mrs. Lee’s Dance Studio.” Underneath in small black letters was another line “PP dresses, costumes and lessons available.” 

I didn’t know what that meant but I figured I was going to find out very soon. 

The door was locked and the front lights were out so Aunt Marge rang the bell. Shortly a gray haired woman opened the door. 

“Good morning, you must be Marge Kelly. Please come in and follow me,” 

She closed and locked the door and we followed her to the back room. 

“This is Jules. Please address him as Julia from now on. He needs to learn to modify his behavior and in general become more refined,” stated Aunt Marge. 

The woman smiled at me and then her face returned to a rather stern expression. 

“Of course Marge, I understand completely. I have many years of experience in reforming the behavior of incorrigible boys and I can assure you he will be properly schooled in all matters of refinement. Now I received the measurements you faxed me from the store and have some items ready for Julia to try on. Julia, please step into the changing room Page - 13
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here and undress. Put on the items on the chair and step back out here please,” she ordered. 

I went into the changing room, undressed and put my clothes on the hook. On the chair was a pink spandex garment, the size of a pair of panties. I struggled to get it on. It was a tight fit but I managed. 

Next I slipped my arms thru the straps of a small bra and closed the four front hooks. I stepped back out of the room and stood in front of both women as the faces broke into smiles. 

“My you do make such a pretty girl!” exclaimed Mrs. Lee. 

She slipped two forms in the bra cups and then adjusted the straps. 

“There. Now we’ll get you in your leotards,” she laughed as she removed the garments from the box. 

I put on the pink long sleeved shirt and pants. Then with both hands I smoothed out the slack. 

“Very nice,” she commented. “We will wait to fit you for a tutu as you will be loosing some weight the first month. Now sit here and try on these slippers,” 

I sat down on the small chair and slipped the pink ballet slippers over my feet. 

“Perfect! Now try on the sneakers,” 

The pink sneakers fit equally as well. 

“Very good, now take these items with you. For the first month you will come here three days a week from three to four thirty. You will wear your foundation garments, leotards, pink socks and sneakers, and of course you will always wear blusher and lipstick. 

You will be going thru exercise routines first. The second month you will be fitted for your tutu and begin ballet training but you will be in the morning class from ten to eleven thirty. Your third month, an afternoon class again, will include ballroom dancing as well as some study of and appreciation for classical music. I expect you to be punctual. You will be respectful of your fellow students and the staff at all times. You will behave in a prim and ladylike fashion. Rude and rowdy behavior will not be tolerated. ANY insubordinate or unprofessional conduct will result in the whole class being punished. Is that understood Julia?” 

I nodded and said “Yes Mrs. Lee,” 

I saw no point in asking questions or in any way arguing with this stern faced instructor. I had hoped to spend my summer playing the occasional pick up game in the vacant lot across the street but now was resigned to spending it in dance class so I could become

“more refined.” 

“Good. Now get dressed and we will see you back here on Monday, Wednesday and Fridays at three,” 

I went back into the changing room. I placed my pink leotards, panty briefer, and shoes in a bright pink bag with the black dance studio logo on the front. Aunt Marge was just handing Mrs. Lee a check went I stepped out with the bag in one hand and my purse in the other. 
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“Thanks again Marge,” said Mrs. Lee. “I’m glad you called so I could fill my last open-ing!” 

“You’re quite welcome,” Aunt Marge replied. “Now let’s get going young lady!” 

I followed Aunt Marge out to the car. Back at home I was in for another surprise. Mavis and Marlene had sorted thru all their old clothes and had assembled a wardrobe that I would be wearing at home for the rest of the summer. I spend the afternoon trying on everything from lingerie to skirts, blouses and dresses. My male clothing was boxed up and stacked in the basement. 

“You will not be in pants until the end of your training,” remarked Aunt Marge. “From now on until you finish at the studio and school starts you will always be in dresses or skirts,” 

“And don’t forget you will also put on blusher and lipstick first thing in the morning!” 

added Marlene as she and Mavis burst into laughter. 

After supper I looked thru the closet and dresser at the various items of feminine apparel I would be wearing. Later that night as I was running my bath water Marlene dropped a capsule of bubble bath in the water. As I watched the foam rise up I caught the sweet scent of a girly perfume smell that matched the small round container of body powder she had left in the linen closet. 

“We want you to not only have a girly appearance but we want you to smell nice too!” 

she laughed as she walked back downstairs. 

Following my soak in the slippery, slimy soup and lathering myself up with the scented soap I dusted myself with the body powder and used some face cream to remove my makeup. I put on a yellow baby doll nightgown with a spray of white lace across the top and then went downstairs to watch some TV. 

Aunt Marge’s face lit up with a big smile as I entered the living room. Marlene and Mavis burst into giggles at the sight of me. I watched some TV and then went to bed with their giggles echoing behind me as I walked upstairs. 

I was uncertain as to exactly what to expect as I dressed in my leotards for my first day at the dance studio. After putting on my pink sneakers I walked into Marlene’s bedroom and sat in front of her vanity to check my make up. I decided to apply some additional pink blusher and lipstick just to be on the safe side. When I finished I went downstairs where Mavis gave me the once over and then drove me to the studio. 

“Have fun!” she admonished as I got out of the car. 

I walked to the front of the studio and went inside. The receptionist took my name and instructed me to go in the back and to the left to studio number 1. 

I did so and was met by Mrs. Lee. She was dressed in black leotards and smiled broadly at me as I approached. 

“Good afternoon Julia, please take your seat on the bench with the other girls until everyone is here,” 

I walked over to where a half a dozen girls were chatting and sat down. A few minutes later the rest of the class had arrived. Mrs. Lee walked over to us and clapped her hands. 
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“All right girls let’s get started! Leave your purses on the bench and form a circle so I can introduce everyone,” 

As we began forming the circle she walked over to the bench and removed a stack of press on nametags. She entered the circle and pressed the nametag just below the left shoulder of each girl. Then as each one stepped forward, she introduced them. When she finished we were lined up in five rows of four each. I was shorter than most of the girls so I was placed in the front row with three other girls who were about the same height. She walked to the front and turned around to face us. 

“Whether or not you are considering dance as a career you must be in good shape. We also believe in good health. We will get into diet a little later, so for now concentrate on doing the exercises properly and with maximum effort. We will start with basic calisthen-ics first and then go into specific movements that are related to dance. I will demonstrate each exercise or movement and then you will begin while I count.” 

With that she placed her hands on her hips and squatted down and then got back up again. 

“Begin!” she shouted. 

We began the squats and continued until she had counted to fifty. For the next hour she went thru a punishing regime of pushups, jumping jacks and running in place. I was already in good shape from playing baseball, jogging and bike riding so I kept up easily though some of the girls were having a tough time of it. 

At the end of the session I had not tired and unlike some of the girls, I knew I would not be stiff the next day. Mavis picked me up shortly after the class ended. 

“So Julia, how was your first session?” she asked with a broad grin. 

“Fine,” I answered her. 

I rode home in silence. At home I showered and changed into a blue shirtdress for supper feeling none the worse for wear and tear. 

The rest of the week was more of the same. The second week the number of repetitions was increased but I still took it all in stride. I noticed my stomach muscles had tightened up somewhat and I was beginning to lose some weight but all in all I felt really good. 

Of course I was not able to play baseball so sometimes in the evening I would sit on the front porch and watch the pick-up game going on in the vacant lot across the street. I wondered if they noticed the girl in the pink dress or skirt and blouse who was watching them from the house across the street. 

I was in the habit of checking my appearance periodically, especially my make up. I became accustomed to using feminine mannerisms when I walked or sat down. It did sort of come naturally to me, which I found a bit strange for a boy to have to admit. 

The third week started but the exercises now included those that were related to dance movements and these were more punishing and painful then any I had ever experienced. I had a new respect for not only ballet dancers but dancers in general. It was another week before I was no longer stiff and sore the next day. 
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I was busy at home too since Aunt Marge felt I should do all the housework and laundry as part of my retribution. Marlene and Mavis also took pictures of me in their clothes wearing my pink apron and gloves as I did the dishes, laundry or vacuuming though I doubted if Aunt Marge knew of this. 

By the end of the first month I had dropped some more weight and with the others was measured and fitted for my tutu. Mavis and Marlene were especially delighted when I brought it home and made me put it on for them immediately for their amusement as well as several photographs. From the time I arrived at the studio until the class was over there was little time to talk with the other girls. Mrs. Lee deplored gossip and idle chatter. I had been reluctant to join in any conversation since I knew nothing about fashion, makeup or other girl things so I had kept pretty much to myself except for hello, good by and the weather or the latest hit CD or movie. That is except for Angie. 

Angie was a tall, broad shouldered girl with a husky voice. She stood in the back row because of her six-foot height. At the start of the second week she had sat down on the bench next to me and struck up a conversation. There was an immediate attraction though I wasn’t sure exactly why. Over the next too weeks she would occasionally draper her arm lightly around my shoulders when we talked. I felt comfortable in her presence. Sort of safe and secure you might say. We even exchanged phone numbers and chatted several nights a week. 

Ballet training started and once again the demands of the regime took its toll. I didn’t think I was going to live thru that first week. I began wearing earrings that week too. Marlene had bought some cheap pearl ones that were only about an inch long and had a tear drop shape. Angie was quick to complement me on them. As hard as we worked it seemed that Mrs. Lee was never satisfied. The more we tried to please her the more she pushed us. It seemed as if she had yelled at everybody at one time or another even for some minor infraction. Because I was in the front row I was not in a position to see how the other girls were doing but we all got our share of tongue-lashings at one time or another. 

Halfway thru our second month Angie called me on a Friday night. 

“I’m having a little girl-fest tomorrow afternoon. My parents are going to be gone for the weekend. Can you come over?” 

I was a little flabbergasted at her request. I was being invited to an all girl party though I wasn’t a girl. 

I hated to refuse so I decided to attend. As a male I always wondered what went on at these all girl parties. 

“Sure,” I answered. “What time is the party?” 

“I know you don’t drive yet so I’ll pick you up about one thirty. Girl talk from two to four, then pizza and soft drinks till it’s gone. I’ll get you home by six at the latest,” 

“Okay, I’ll be ready at one thirty,” 

I wondered idly what I was supposed to wear to an all girl party but Angie interrupted my thoughts. 
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“Oh and umm I saw you and your aunt at the mall a short time ago. Could you wear that pink blouse with the short black skirt and heels please?” she asked. 

I was a bit surprised as I always thought these gatherings were casual at best. 

“Well, ok. Sure I will,” 

“Great! I’ll see you at one thirty tomorrow,” 

I hung up the phone and let Aunt Marge know I was going to a party the next afternoon. She simply nodded and went back to reading her newspaper. 

The next day I finished the noon dishes, set my pink gloves on the drain board and hung the pink ruffled apron back on its’ hook. I went upstairs and undressed. I put on a white long line bra and girdle. A pair of sheer stockings was next followed by a pink camisole and half-slip. 

I walked into Marlene’s room to find her waiting for me. 

“I can do my own make up now,” I said as I sat down at her vanity. 

“I’m sure you can,” she said with a smirk. “But this get together with Angie sounds more like a date than a gabfest with girlfriends. I think you should use the dark red press on nails and the matching lipstick. Try this too. It’s new at Norton’s,” 

She handed me a small sample bottle of perfume called “French Lilac” 

I thought for a minute about what she had said as well as the way I felt about being around Angie. 

I took the bottle from her and removed the cap. I put it under my nose. The scent was not sweet, but had a subtle, very feminine smell. I pressed the bottle against both sides of my neck and moved it up and down, then did my wrists. After re-capping the bottle I put on a darker shade of blusher to match the dark red lipstick Marlene had suggested. She helped me select the right size press on nails for each finger and I was done. I stood up and put the blusher palette and lipstick in a black clutch bag. 

I walked back to my bedroom and put on the pink blouse and tucked it in the short black skirt while Marlene watched. I was about to put on the black three inch heel patent leather pumps when I heard Marlene utter a negative “nuh-huh,” I turned around to see her point to the other black pair. These were four inch stiletto heel pumps that I had never worn and Marlene had worn only once to a wedding. I was apprehensive because while I had no trouble with low heels this would be my first time in really high heels. I put them to find they were a little tight. Marlene went back to her bedroom and came back with a small squeeze bottle and squirted some stuff on the wide part of the toes so the leather would stretch as I wore them. I picked up my purse and began walking gingerly towards the stairs. 

I gripped the banister with my other hand and took my time going down the stairs. I reached the bottom without tripping and continued in the living room and sat down on the sofa to wait for Angie. I was confident that walking in four-inch stilettos would not be a problem. 

At ten to two the doorbell rang and I grabbed my purse and walked to the door. 

“Be careful Cinderella,” warned Marlene with a smirk. “First dates can be tricky!” 
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I didn’t answer as I opened the door and walked out to greet Angie. I was surprised to see her dressed in a black pantsuit, black polished boots and a white collared shirt. 

We walked to the car where she opened the door for me. I swung my butt in, smooth-ing my skirt as I did so and then my legs. She closed the door and I buckled my seat belt. 

The drive took about fifteen minutes. She was an aggressive driver and drove faster than I would have liked her to. I would have hated to be in an accident and explain to the cops or hospital staff why I was dressed the way I was but fortunately it didn’t happen and we soon pulled in to the driveway of her parents’ house. 

I unbuckled my seat belt as she got out and had just swung my legs out when she held her hand out. I took her hand as I stood up and smoothed my skirt. As we walked to the house together I noticed that I was still much shorter than she was even in four-inch heels. 

Once inside she motioned me to the couch. 

“Have a seat while I get you a drink,” she said. 

I took the middle seat of the couch as she went into the kitchen. The house was not expensive but had been tastefully decorated. Angie returned moments later holding two glasses of champagne. She took a drink from hers as she handed me one. After turning on the stereo she sat down next to me. 

“I’m under age Angie and I don’t want to get us in any trouble,” I began. 

“Trouble, what trouble?” she asked. “Who’s going to tell? Take a sip. Loosen up!” 

I tilted the glass back and swallowed a little of the pale liquid. I had never had alcohol before and wanted to be cautious. 

“Where are the other girls?” I asked as she took another gulp of her drink. 

“Other girls? What other girls? Why would we want other girls here when the two of us can finally be alone and get acquainted?” 

“Well I thought… I mean..” 

She smiled and set her glass down on the end table. She stood up and extended her hand. 

“C’mon dance with me. I know you like soft music,” 

I got up and set my glass next to hers, then placed my right hand in hers and my left hand on her shoulder. My heart was racing. She pulled me close and I caught the scent of after-shave. 

“Just relax and be yourself. Let me lead,” I followed my instincts as we began to move around the room. The soft music was nice to dance to and I found it easy to follow her lead. 

The music stopped for a station ID. She let go of me and led me back to the couch. I picked up my glass and took another sip. 

“Now that wasn’t so hard was it?” she asked I shook my head as I swallowed more of the pale liquid. 
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Her arm snaked around my shoulders and she leaned forward to kiss me. It was a soft kiss at first and then she pressed harder, forcing my mouth open. I like the taste of her as our tongues explored each other’s mouths. I wasn’t sure if it was the champagne or not but a felt a sudden glow as we broke apart. She took my glass from me and set it down next to hers. 

“What’s not to like?” she asked. 

“Well, I don’t know exactly,” I answered. 

She leaned forward again and this time we held the kiss for much longer. We broke apart again and she got up. 

“I have to put the pizza in,” she said as she left for the kitchen. 

I reached over and drank the last of the champagne in my glass. I stood up and walked over to look at the home theatre and stereo system. She came up behind me and took my right hand in her left and we walked down the adjacent hallway to the bedroom. Once inside she turned to face me. With both hands wrapped around my waist she pulled me close and kissed me hard. 

My head was swimming as she unzipped my skirt and pulled it and my half-slip down. As we broke apart she unbuttoned my blouse and helped me take it off. I felt like I was in a trance as she pulled the camisole over my head and unhooked my bra. 

“I wish you had boobs,” she said as she tossed the bra aside. 

I smiled at her and surprised even myself by saying “In a way so do I,” as I undid my stockings and slipped them off. 

She quickly removed her boots, shirt and pants suit. I was surprise to see her wearing a tee shirt and men’s briefs under her clothes. From the nightstand she removed a condom from its’ wrapper and after kissing me hard again I slid the girdle down and as my crushed manhood sprung forth she put the condom on me. Next she picked me up effortlessly and laid me down on the bed. She was on top of me kissing me hard and then she rolled over and I was inside of her. I closed my eyes. I felt like I was in a dream world. Her smooth body felt so good entwined with my smooth body. The smell of her, the taste of her, the champagne, I felt so warm, wonderful, girly, giggly, and I guess womanly as we pulsated back and forth. Soon I climaxed and went limp. We lay together in silence, enjoying each other’s sweat. I opened my eyes to see her looking at me with her head propped up on one arm. 

“Not so bad, huh?” she asked. “At least for your first time,” 

I felt my face get warm and fuzzy as I looked away from her eyes. 

“It’s ok. You were fine,” she said softly. “And you blush beautifully too,” 

The oven buzzer interrupted whatever she was about to say. She climbed over me and went into the kitchen to remove the pizza from the oven. 

A million things were running thru my mind as I waited for her to come back. It had been very pleasurable. I sat up and looked down at myself wondering how different it would be to have breasts. Angie’s were large and I felt good being held against them. She came back into the bedroom licking her fingers. She smiled at me and I smiled back. 
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“We have to let it cool for a few minutes,” she said As she stood near the bed I reached up and put my arms around her neck. 

“I like cold pizza too,” I said as I pulled her close and kissed her hard. 

After the second time we lay still, the only sound in the room was our breathing. I felt so good and so right curled up in her arms. Safe, secure and full satisfied. Fulfilled I guess would be a woman’s way of expressing it. I got up and went into the bathroom as Angie was getting dressed. I removed the condom and flushed it down the toilet. I washed my penis and then my hands. 

I got dressed and joined her in the kitchen. She had cut the pizza into slices and it was being re-heated in the microwave. She smiled at me as I entered and handed me another glass of champagne. I took a small sip and seated myself at the table. After removing the pizza from the microwave she sat down to join me and we ate ravenously. Later I refused any more champagne. 

“I’m stuffed,” I complained. 

“Me too,” she answered as she cleared the plates from the table. 

I walked back into the living room and retrieved my purse. She opened the door for me and we walked out to the car. I opened my purse. I touched up my blusher and applied fresh lipstick, feeling very womanly while doing so. 

She pulled into my driveway and turned to face me. 

“I had a great afternoon Julia. See you in class Monday,” 

I nodded and gave her a peck on the cheek. 

I walked back inside the house. Marlene and Mavis were both on the couch watching the news. Mavis turned to Marlene and cracked:

“Must have been a dull date, his lipstick is still on straight,” 

Both girls laughed as I passed on my way upstairs. 

I undressed and took a hot bubble bath. The perfumed suds had never felt so good. After toweling myself dry I dusted myself liberally with the perfumed dusting powder and put on a pink nightgown. I lay down on the bed and tried to read but my mind was still on the incredible events of that afternoon. I had become a man, of sorts anyway. I wasn’t sure if I was becoming a womanly man or a manly woman. I had no doubts about the joy I had experienced or the fact that I was looking forward to doing it again. I gave up trying to concentrate on my reading and instead got between the sheets. I was fast asleep in no time, dreaming of being in Angie’s arms again. 

As I walked into the studio that Monday I saw Angie near the back chatting with one of the other tall girls. They both glanced at me as I walked to the bench and sat down. In a way I didn’t want to see Angie and in a way she was all I wanted to see. I had a lot of un-resolved issues going thru my head. 

Shortly Angie walked over and sat down next to me. We chatted briefly about the weather and the new routines we would be practicing this week. Entering the studio Mrs. 
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Lee clapped her hands and we all scrambled to take our places. After some warm up movements we began the new dance movements in earnest. 

Like most boys my age, in fact all boys in general, think dancing is for sissies. Boys who are not strong enough for any sporting event join the girls to learn to dance. Believe me nothing could be further from the truth. By the end of the class period I was beginning to ache all over. I thought I had been in good enough shape to tackle anything but the stringent requirements of Mrs. Lee’s ballet class let me know how arduous and demand-ing the profession was. 

I managed to finish the week out and Mrs. Lee left all of us with a ten-minute tirade about how inept and unready we were for the upcoming recital in five weeks time. I wasn’t sure about this recital thing. To be honest I was progressing better than most of the girls but the thought of appearing before an audience in my pink tutu and prancing about the stage made me quite nervous. On the ball field I knew what I was doing but the pressure of making all the right moves in front of an audience was a lot more intimidating. 

As we finished the second month of strenuous movements we had all made excellent progress. Mrs. Lee asked me to stay for a few minutes after the last practice of the second month. I couldn’t figure out what she might want. I hadn’t screwed up and for the most part was always on my best behavior. I followed her into her office after the girls had left. 

“Have a seat Julia,” she said. “I’ll just be a minute.” 

I took my seat opposite her and waited while she signed some papers and then filed them away. 

“Now then, to the business at hand,” she smiled at me as she folded her hands in front of her displaying those elegantly painted and manicured nails. “I’m hosting an afternoon get together of women who are considering my studio for their daughters. All these women are quite affluent and want only the best for their daughters. I would appreciate very much if you would be available to assist me in making them feel welcome in my home. Are you free Sunday afternoon?” 

I had the strangest feeling that the word “no” was not something this woman was used to hearing. In addition I knew my aunt would be getting a report on my progress in behavior modification at the end of next month and I wanted it to be a good one so I gave her the only answer I could. 

“Yes, I have no plans so I would be glad to help you out,” I replied. 

Her face broke into a smile. 

“Wonderful! Angie and Mercedes are going to help me out as well. Angie will pick you up about twelve thirty and bring you to my house. I will go over what you need to do then,” 

I got up and walked to the door as Marlene drove in the parking lot to pick me up. On the way home I contemplated what she would really need me for but for the sake of my evaluation and the prospect of never having to go thru anything like this again I decided not to dwell on it. 

At least Angie and Mercedes, another classmate, would be there so I felt a little better that there would be three of us. 
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Promptly at twelve thirty that Sunday Angie pulled into the driveway with Mercedes in the back seat. I was wearing a white peasant blouse, blue jean skirt and three-inch heel sandals. I got in and we exchanged pleasantries. The girls were dressed in black pantsuits and black flat heel shoes. 

With Angie’s fast driving we arrived at Mrs. Lees’ house in no time at all. It was a spacious home, well landscaped with not a blade of grass or leaf out of place. Mercedes rang the doorbell and Mrs. Lee let us in. She was dressed in a black pantsuit and black flats as well. The inside of the house was just as immaculate as the outside. 

“Thank you so much for coming girls, I do so appreciate your thoughtfulness,” “Please take Julia to the bedroom that is to the left at the end of the hall and help her get dressed. I will wait for you here and we will get started,” 

I followed the girls into the downstairs bedroom. Mercedes was grinning broadly as Angie closed the door behind me. On the bed were a black bra, panty and garter belt set as well as a pair of fishnet stockings. 

“Okay my sweet little French Maid, let’s get you undressed and into that fancy lingerie on the bed,” said Mercedes. 

Behind me Angie was already unzipping my blue jean skirt as Mercedes grabbed the hem of my blouse and began pulling it over my head. Without a word I raised my arms as the blouse came off and then stepped out of my skirt and kicked off my three-inch heel sandals. Angie handed the skirt to Mercedes who placed it and my blouse on the closet shelf. 

“You have sixty seconds to put the stuff on,” smirked Angie as both girls left the bedroom. 

I quickly unhooked my white bra and replaced it with the black one. I slid my white panties off then put the black one on. I stepped into the garter belt and pulled it up to my waist. I had just put the second stocking on and was attaching it to the garter when Mercedes and Angie re-entered the room. 

“Ooh! You were so right about him!” squealed Mercedes. “He is SO totally feminine!” 

“I thought you would like him,” said Angie as she placed two breast forms in the bra cups and adjusted the straps. “And so will Mrs. Lee and her guests!” 

“Sit at the vanity and I’ll do your makeup,” ordered Mercedes. 

I sat down in front of the large, well-lighted mirror and she began. First she plucked a few stray eyebrow hairs and then applied eye shadow, eyeliner, and after curling my eyelashes, mascara. Next she brushed my cheeks with light red rouge. After outlining my lips with a lip pencil she filled them in with a thick layer of creamy red lipstick. With a Q-Tip she added a coating of petroleum jelly for a glossy “wet” look. After removing the cap from a small bottle of perfume she placed it against my neck on both sides and moved it up and down, then across the front of my chest and finally on my wrists. She removed my small earrings and replaced them with ones that were four inches long. She attached a choker around my neck and slipped a ruffled wristband on each wrist. Last she placed and adjusted a shoulder length black wig on my head and pinned a maids’ cap to the top. The Page - 23
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red press on nails that matched my rouge and lipstick added the finishing touch. I was amazed at the pretty maid staring at me in the mirror. 

“Okay now stand up and we will get you dressed,” said Mercedes. 

“Check his seams first,” added Angie. 

I turned around. Mercedes slid her hand over my panties with a grin and then down my legs as if she were making slight adjustments to insure the seams were perfectly straight. 

Angie removed two small petticoats from a hanger and handed them to me. As I stepped into them and brought them to my waist she unzipped a black taffeta French Maid mini-dress from the hanger and held it up by the hem. I put my arms thru the puff sleeves and Mercedes adjusted it around my petticoats and then zipped me up. Angie picked up a shoebox from the floor of the closet and handed me one of the black leather stiletto heel pumps that were inside. I felt a pang of apprehension as I saw that these pumps had very high heels, about five inches. I put them on to find they fit perfectly. Last was the white ruffled, tricot apron that Angie slipped over my head and tied behind me in a large bow. 

“That does it! You are now ready for service Mademoiselle Julia,” quipped Mercedes. 

Angie opened the bedroom door and we walked out to join Mrs. Lee in the living room. 

As we entered the living room Mrs. Lee’s face brightened at the sight of me. 

“Oh my goodness!” she said in a loud voice. He’s absolutely gorgeous!” 

I walked to where she was sitting and stood in front of her. She stood up, walked around me, and then sat back down again. 

“Show me a curtsey, like we practiced in dance class,” she asked I gripped the hem of my mini dress and petticoats on both sides. I pulled them out, up slightly, and curtseyed. 

“That’s just perfect! Now walk around the living room and do it again please,” she requested. 

I walked around the room and returned to where she was seated. I curtseyed again as Angie and Mercedes watched with great amusement. 

“The girls were right about you. In fact you are probably the prettiest boy I have ever trained. Your feminine demeanor and attitude is everything it should be and more. Those stilettos Mercedes picked out make the petticoats bounce just right Turn around please so I can see you from the back,” 

I did so as she stood up. 

“The measurements Norton’s sent me were right on. That dress fits you to a tee. Now come with me and I’ll show you what to do. You girls can watch some TV while we get thing set up,” 

I followed Mrs. Lee to the dining room. We remove the dishes she needed from the wall china closet and I set the table for her guests. There would be four women, their four Page - 24
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daughters, on opposite sides of the long table with Angie and Mercedes at each end. As I moved back and forth to set up the plates, cups and saucers, silverware, etc. I found myself walking effortless in the five-inch heel pumps with no discomfort at all and without stumbling once even though the carpeting was very soft and plushy. 

When the table was set to her specifications she took me into the kitchen and showed me how she wanted me to serve the coffee, soft drinks, and cake following her presentation. I had said nothing up to this point and except for a few serving questions I remained silent. 

We went back into the living room where I set up the screen as Mrs. Lee set up the power point for her presentation. While Angie and Mercedes stepped out to use the bathroom Mrs. Lee gave me my final instructions. 

“Remember to curtsey when entering or leaving the room. Keep your elbows in and your hands dangling at the

wrist in front of you so they

can see your pretty nails. 

Speak only when spoken too. 

Wait in the kitchen and come

i

n only when you hear the

bell. Remember to relax and

take your time. Don’t rush to

do anything. These clients are

i

mportant to me and I don’t

want any mistakes. Do you

have any questions?” 

“No,” I answered. “I

think I’ve got everything,” 

“Good. When the door-

bell rings usher the women in

here and then take your sta-

tion in the kitchen and wait

for the bell. Oh and please

pick up that pen on the floor. 

I must have dropped it when

I was setting up,” 

As Angie and Mercedes

returned from the bathroom I

bent over to pick up the pen. 

My mini-dress flared up by

the stiff petticoats revealing

my black panties brought out

the giggles in all three

women. I set the pen down

and smoothed out my dress

j
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ust as the doorbell rang. Angie and Mercedes took their seats on the sofa as I minced to the front door. 

I opened the door and curtsied. I stood aside as they walked in and then escorted them into the living room. When they were all seated I curtsied again and walked to the kitchen. 

Mrs. Lee’s presentation took about forty minutes. I heard the bell ring and walked into the dining room. The women were just seating themselves at the table. 

“Yes Mrs. Lee?” I asked as I curtsied politely. 

“Please serve the cake and beverages now,” instructed Mrs. Lee

“Yes Mrs. Lee,” I answered. I curtsied again and walked to the kitchen. 

The women did not seem to pay any particular attention to me but the four daughters had been eyeing me very carefully. Mercedes and Angie seemed to be on the verge of giggles. I returned with a small cart and placed a piece of cake on each guests’ plate, then poured them the beverage of their choice. When I finished I curtsied again and went back into the kitchen. 

I was not able to hear much of their conversation interspaced with occasional bits of laugher. I was concentrating more on listening for the bell. There was a small mirror above the kitchen sink and I certainly liked the reflection of that pretty maid I saw. I brushed my hands over the soft tricot apron and the shiny black surface of the taffeta dress. The fabric felt wonderful and with my satin panties and stockings tight against my smooth, hair free skin I felt so girly and very feminine. It was enough to make me regret that in a few weeks all of this would be put behind me, never to be experienced again. 

The tinkling of the bell interrupted my train of thought and I walked back to the dining room again. 

“We would all like refills please,” asked Mrs. Lee as I curtsied before her. 

“Of course Mrs. Lee,” I replied. 

From the nearby cart I refilled the coffee cups or soda glasses, then curtsied and went back to the kitchen. 

It was about another half an hour before she rang again. This time as I walked in the women were heading for the front door. When her guests had all left I helped clear the table. I put on a pair of pink latex gloves and filled the sink with hot soapy water. After doing the dishes Angie and Mercedes dried them. 

“I’ll put the dishes back in the china closet,” said Mrs. Lee. “Angie you and Mercedes help Julia change.” 

The girls followed me back to the downstairs bedroom. In a way I felt sad, as I had so enjoyed my feminine masquerade. I stepped out of the pumps as Angie untied the apron, unzipped the dress and slipped them both over my head. While Mercedes put those things on their hangers I slid the petticoats off. I unhooked the fishnet stockings, rolled them down and put them on the bed. I sat down in front of the vanity and Mercedes removed my choker, maids cap and wig as I slipped off the wristlets. With cold cream she quickly removed my make up and helped me remove the press on nails. She exchanged the long earrings for the short ones I had been wearing. The girls left the room and I took off my Page - 26
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black garter belt, panties, and bra. I left them on the bed next to the fishnet stockings. After putting on my white lingerie I stepped into my blue jean skirt. I put on my white blouse and sandals. After checking my appearance in the vanity mirror I secured the small pink bow to my bangs. 

I walked out to the living room where the girls were waiting for me. Mrs. Lee had just dismantled the screen and set it down next to the power point projector. 

“I want to thank you girls again for your help. All the clients have decided to sign with my studio. I couldn’t be happier. Especially your performance Julia, you were absolutely magnificent!” 

“Thank you Mrs. Lee,” I answered. 

We left the house and Angie took me home. I walked past Mavis as I entered the house. She turned to me with her fingers pinching her nose. 

“Whew!” she exclaimed. “You have to tone it down a little girl, that French perfume is really something,” 

I didn’t reply as I made my way upstairs. Another month and this should be a summer to be forgotten I thought. I sat down at Marlene’s vanity and looked at myself in the mirror. Forgotten for how long I thought? Why was I enjoying this so much? I picked up a nail file and evened out several of my nails before touching them up with pink nail polish and then putting on some pink lipstick. 

It didn’t make sense for me to be sitting here enjoying primping like a girl. Anymore than I enjoyed the feel of lingerie and wearing dresses or skirts. I wondered what I would look like if I had breasts and could fill out the bra on my own and feel them jiggle and bounce as I walked in high heels. 

I walked back into my room, lay down on the bed and closed my eyes. The only thing I knew for sure was that I didn’t know anything for sure. I had been raised to be scrappy and aggressive, particularly when playing baseball. After being forced into femininity I found I enjoyed being passive, if not submissive. I had no fears. There was no pressure or push to be somebody or something. I could just relax and be myself, my feminine self of course. 

“Supper!” screamed Marlene from the bottom of the stairs. 

With my thoughts interrupted I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and got up. As I walked to the stairs in my three-inch heel sandals I remembered how easy it had been to go to four-inch pumps and then five-inch stilettos at Mrs. Lees’ house. It had come quite naturally to me. Maybe I should have been a girl after all. 

I began the last month at the studio and it was the most strenuous of all. Mrs. Lee really put us thru our paces. I found myself taking it all in stride and not once did I falter in any of the dance movements. The second week was easier as one day we listened to classical music and then a day of dance followed by a day being paired off to learn ballroom dancing. Angie of course was my partner and took the lead. 

The third week we went thru the motions of the recital performance that would take place the last weekend of the month. We were nearing the end of our three months of training so on Friday a photographer was on hand to take a class picture and individual Page - 27
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pictures of us in our pink tutus. After the photos were taken, Mrs. Lee motioned me into her office. 

“Julia you are an excellent dancer and most certainly deserve a place in the recital. 

However, because you are a male and are here for punishment not to learn dance, I cannot allow you to take the place of a deserving girl in the performance. You do understand don’t you?” she asked. 

“Of course,” I answered. I was quite relieved in fact. I was wondering how I was going to participate when I was the only male in an all female dance company. 

“Good. Since next week is strictly practice for the performance you need not come in at all. I want you to know however that I am giving you high marks for your time here and my report will be forwarded to your aunt today. Good luck to you young man,” 

“Thank you Mrs. Lee, I do appreciate this,” I said. 

She handed me a copy of my evaluation and I left her office to find Marlene waiting to take me home. 

I handed the copy to Aunt Marge when she got home from work. 

“Very good Julia I am pleased that you have done so well. You will stay in dresses one more week however and also attend the recital Friday night with your stepsisters and me. 

This will conclude your punishment. You will be back to being Jules following the recital. I hope this has taught you a lesson,” 

“Yes Aunt Marge it has,” I answered. 

It was a long week. On Wednesday a large manila envelope arrived addressed to Aunt Marge. She opened it that night and showed me one photograph of the class and one stunning picture of me on my toes, in my pink ballet costume, arms raised over my head in the classic ballerina pose. Marlene and Mavis enjoyed the photos too and then Aunt Marge put them back in the envelope with the certificate of completion and handed the envelope to me. 

I took the envelope upstairs and put it in the bottom drawer of the dresser, again out of sight out of mind. 

Thursday night when Aunt Marge got home from work she handed me a long garment bag. 

“For the recital tomorrow night,” she explained with a big smile. 

Friday night after supper I took what would probably be my last perfumed bubble bath. After dusting myself with perfumed body talc I put on my white foundation garments and sheer stockings. While Mavis took her bath Marlene watched me at the vanity as I applied my makeup. 

“I’m going to miss this,” she said as she laughed while fastening a single strand of pearls around my neck. I added the matching bracelet and we walked back to my room. 

Marlene unzipped the garment bag and removed a black velvet long sleeved a-line dress. She unzipped it and handed it to me. I put it on as she removed the matching clutch purse from the bottom of the bag. The soft velvet felt so good against my skin. I stepped into my black leather four-inch stiletto heel pumps and went back to her room to add the Page - 28
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makeup items to the purse. While Marlene began undressing I went downstairs to watch some TV. Shortly both girls came down and joined me on the davenport. Soon Aunt Marge came in and sat in her recliner. We were all wearing the same style and color dresses except I was the only one in high heels. The others wore two-inch heel black pumps. 

At seven we all got in the car and Aunt Marge drove us to the recital. It was being held at a small theatre close to Mrs. Lee’s dance studio. After parking the car we walked inside and presented out tickets to the usher. The crowd was fairly good size for a private recital like this, filling about half of the auditorium. 

The lights began to dim and the orchestra started its’ intro. The performance began. I can’t say I particularly enjoyed it. I had never been a fan of ballet but after three months of grueling work I had a great appreciation of what it took to put on a performance like this. 

Everything went well and there was thunderous applause as the girls took their bows at the end. I wanted to go backstage and tell the girls how wonderful they were but Aunt Marge wanted to get home so we left. 

Back home I removed my makeup and jewelry. Marlene unzipped me. I took off the dress and placed it and the matching purse in the garment bag then got into my nightgown. 

Later that evening Mercedes called. 

“My parents’ are out of town for a legal convention and I’m throwing a graduation party. Angie said she would be glad to pick you up, can you come?” 

I was quite hesitant after Angie’s little party but that had not turned out too bad so I agreed. 

“Super!” she replied. “Angie will pick you up around sevenish. Dress casual, see you then,” 

I had two days left en femme so I reasoned that one last get together with girls wouldn’t do any harm. 

Promptly at seven Saturday night Angie arrived and I got in the car. Angie was in jeans and a tee shirt while I wore my blue jean skirt, white peasant blouse and three-inch heel sandals. 

“Did I tell you how great you look in that skirt & heels?” she asked. 

“Yes I believe you have said that before,” I answered with a grin. “While I enjoyed that afternoon tonight will be different with all the girls being there,” I added. 

A smile spread across her face as she floored the accelerator pedal. 

We arrived at Mercedes home and walked to the front door. We were a little early and I noticed that no other cars were parked near the house. Angie rang the bell and Mercedes let us in. Like Angie she was dressed in jeans and a tee shirt making me feel a bit over-dressed in my blouse, skirt and heels. 

We followed her into the living room. Both her parents were lawyers. The house and its’ furnishings reflected the fact that they were quite successful. Mercedes set three wine Page - 29
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glasses on the wet bar and filled them about a third full with red wine. She took a drink from one of the glasses. 

“Angie, the rest of the girls will be here shortly, why don’t you put the pizza in the oven and I will take Julia in the bedroom and show her the graduation present we bought her,” 

Angie took a sip of the wine and headed for the kitchen. Mercedes held up her hand and wiggled her finger at me. 

“Follow me,” she said with a smirk. 

I walked behind her wondering would was going on. 

Once inside the bedroom she stopped short and pointed at the items on the bed. 

“Get undressed and put those things on girly, you have two minutes,” she barked. 

She walked past me with a stern look on her face. I walked over to the bed to see a pink bra, pink satin panties, a pink garter belt and pink seamed stockings lying on the bed. Another party, another costume I thought to myself as I kicked off my sandals and unzipped my skirt. I undressed and put my clothes on the chair next to the bed then placed my sandals underneath the chair. 

The pink bra already had breast forms in the cups so I put in on and closed the four front hooks. After adjusting the straps I stepped into the pink satin brief style panties. The white waist and leg elastic complimented the hot pink color of the satin panties, as did the black lettering across the front that read “JULIAS’ PANTIES.” Next was the garter belt. Finally I rolled each pink stocking down, slipped it over my foot, and brought it up to be fastened to the garter belt. I turned around and was checking the seams to see if they were straight when Mercedes came back in the room. 

“OOH WOW! You look so good in pink!” she cooed. 

She walked to the closet and took out two pink petticoats and handed them to me. I stepped into them and brought them up to my waist. She unzipped the pink dress and took it off the hanger. 

“If the girls thought you were something in a pink tutu wait until they see you in this little confection,” she laughed. 

She helped me slip it over my head. It was a frothy, filmy chiffon party dress with tiers of ruffles from the waist to the hem and a large pink satin bow at the base of the zipper. 

She adjusted the hem around the petticoats. After zipping me up she closed the hook at the top. 

“Turn around please,” she asked

I did so and she placed a nylon wig cap over my brown hair. Next she put a large blonde wig on my head and after adjusting it pinned a large pink satin sissy bow to the top. She removed my small earrings and replaced them with ones that were five inches long. She squirted some perfume behind each ear and then held up a small sample tube of bright pink lipstick. She applied a generous layer over what I was already wearing and then dabbed a bit on each cheek and smoothed it out to give me a darker pink blush look. 
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She slipped a dainty pink purse on a gold chain over my left shoulder and stood back to look at me with that pearly white smile of hers leering at me. 

“Now for your heels sissy boy! I’ll bet the girls just can’t wait to see you mincing in them. Just look at these!” She laughed again as she held up the pink patent leather pumps with five inch stiletto heels and an ankle strap. She placed them at my feet. I stepped into them and she secured the ankle strap. 

“Okay you are all set! The girls should be here by now so let’s go out and show them how great you look in your graduation present shall we?” 

She stepped aside and let me lead the way back to the living room where I could hear the girls chattering away. As we entered the room the girls all shut up. There was a single chair at the opposite end of the room. Mercedes pushed me in that direction. 

“Have a seat girly boy and join the party, after all it’s for you!” she laughed again. 

I made my way carefully across the room towards my seat in my best mincing and effeminate manner as the girls clapped and some even wolf-whistled. Angie handed me my glass of wine as two girls got up and blocked my path. 

“Let’s see those new undies before you sit down pussycat!” said one of them. 

With one girl on each side of me they grabbed the front of my dress and pulled up the skirt to reveal the logo “JULIA’S PANTIES” before I could do anything. The room exploded into laughter and applause. The two girls dropped my skirt and I walked to the chair, smoothed my dress with my free hand and sat down. I took a substantial gulp of the red wine as the laughter died down. 

The girl sitting next to me commented “I am amazed at how totally feminine you are. 

When Mrs. Lee told us about you I couldn’t believe it until I saw you in your leotards and then your tutu,” 

I turned to her in surprise. 

“Mrs. Lee told you I was a boy?” I asked incredulously,” 

“Of course she did you silly twit,” interjected Angie. We all knew about you from the first day you arrived. We just never let on because Mrs. Lee asked us not to. She enjoys turning rowdy young boys into mincing, effeminate sissy boys like you. Most of the incorrigible boys she has had in her classes take much longer but you took to your feminization right away, in fact it was almost as if you wanted to be this way all along. Why on Earth you would want to go back to being a boy is beyond me,” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and was about to say something when Angie interrupted me. 

“That’s why Mrs. Lee put you in the front row, not just because you are short,” snorted Angie. “We all enjoy watching you go thru the routines. We wanted you here today because we enjoy the company of girls and you are no exception despite your biology. No of-fense, I mean none of us would want to date you as you are much to feminine but you do make us all feel comfortable being around you. You are not brassy or pushy and of course you totally enjoy your newfound femininity, in fact you revel in it. The way you walk, sit, sip your wine. Your mannerisms and deportment are very ladylike and proper. At the Page - 31
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mall the other day you were standing at the cosmetic kiosk touching up your lipstick like it was second nature to you as if you. It was almost as if you had been doing it all your life,” 

I was stunned by the honesty of the girls. Even harder was the fact that deep down inside they were right. Changing from a masculine lifestyle into a feminine one had been a relatively easy transition for me to make. The fact that I would be reversing that change back to a male lifestyle the next day had given me cause to wonder if I would be doing the right thing after all. 

The oven buzzer interrupted us and Mercedes jumped up to take the pizza out of the oven. 

“You really belong in the fashion or make up business when you get out of school,” 

suggested one of the girls. 

“I think so too,” chimed in another. “Your complexion is flawless and with those cheekbones all you would need to do is start on hormones or have enhancement surgery and you could do really well,” 

“My mom works at the clinic,” spoke up another of the girls. “She could help you get started on hormones and within a year you’d be busting out all over,” 

The girls all broke into laughter at her remarks. Mercedes came back with two pizzas cut into pieces and set them on the table. 

“Let’s eat!” she hollered. 

We all got up and headed for the table. As we dug in I began to wonder how many, if any of my female classmates felt the same way about me. The conversation over our lunch drifted from fashion, to make up to how they were going to miss their sissy in residence as one girl put it. I had some more wine and one last piece of pizza. 

Two of the girls left and I helped the others clean up the table. As I came into the kitchen with some empty wine glasses Mercedes handed me a pink apron, similar to the one I wore at home. 

“Gloves are on the sink,” she added. 

I donned the gloves and apron. After filling the sink with hot soapy water I began washing and rinsing the dishes as Angie dried them. 

The other girls left and Mercedes came back to the kitchen. 

“Let Angie finish up here, come back to the bedroom and I’ll help you get changed,” 

she said. 

Angie was grinning as I removed my gloves and apron. 

“Careful,” Angie cautioned. “She’s half black and half Hispanic. She inherited quite a temper from both sides, that’s why she was sent to dance class in the first place you know. 

Her parents wanted her to be less temperamental and act more refined and ladylike. Sort of like the way you are,” she added with a smile. 

I walked into the bedroom to find Mercedes waiting for me. She unzipped me and I pulled the dress over my head. She put her hands on my waist and slid the petticoats Page - 32
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down around my pumps. I stepped out of them and we put both items on their respective hangers. As I turned around to go to the vanity to remove my makeup she grabbed me around the waist and nuzzled my neck. 

“God you smell so good,” she said, 

I half turned around to push her away and she grabbed my arms and put them up around her neck. She dropped her hands around my waist, pulled me close to her and kissed me hard. I was too surprised to do anything at first. Her thick lips pushed mine apart and as her tongue explored my mouth I tightened my arms around her neck. 

I was starting to feel quite warm and my head was spinning. Maybe I had too much wine. As we broke apart I saw the bright smile in her black face and the glint in her pretty eyes. 

“I wanted you from the first day you put on those pink tights,” she admitted. “Angie said hands off but we share everything, almost like we were sisters you know? She plays on both sides of the fence but I play on only one, I just like girls. But we both like sissy boys like you of course! We absolutely loved watching you being transformed!” 

She grabbed one of the pillows on the bed and dropped it at my feet. “Kneel here please and I will continue your girly education,” She grinned again as she reached for her belt buckle. 

I dropped to my knees as she unbuckled her belt. She unzipped her jeans and slid them and her cotton underpants off. Tossing them on the bed she stepped closer and stood spread eagle in front of my face. She locked her fingers behind my head and pushed my face into her sex. 

“Force your tongue into me and follow my instructions,” she ordered. 

I did exactly as I was told. I lost track of the time but soon she gasped and the juices flowed. 

“Lick me clean my sweet sissy boy,” she said in a soft voice. 

When I finished she cupped my face in her hands and smiled down at me. 

“That was pretty good, a little more practice and you are going to be great!” she said. 

“Now get up now and sit at the vanity please,” 

I did so and after she dressed she removed my makeup, earrings, wig and bow. 

“Put your other clothes on and then join us in the living room so we can kill the last of the wine,” 

I nodded without speaking and she left the bedroom I walked into the bathroom and used some mouthwash then returned to the bedroom and took off the pink lingerie. I put my own clothes on. I left everything on the bed and walked into the living room to hear Mercedes say, “Next time I’ll use the dil…” 

She stopped short as I entered. The girls sitting close together on the couch. They separated a little as I walked towards them and picked up the wine glass off the bar. I took a long drink and sat down next to Angie. 
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“I’m glad you could come over Julia. We will have to do this again sometime soon though I understand you will be back in you masculine mode now, at least until you screw up again or you take the advice we gave you,” 

Both girls laughed. Angie stood up and finished her drink. She placed her open hand on my cheek. 

“You do make such a pretty girl!” she said. “Let’s go before your aunt gets worried,” 

I drank the last of the wine in my glass and got up. Mercedes gave me a pat on the butt. 

I put the wine glass on the bar and picked up my purse. Following Angie to the door I gave my walk a little extra wiggle and at the door turned and blew Mercedes a kiss. She smiled again and raised her glass to me as I went out the door. 

We had no conversation on the way back. Angie pulled in the driveway and as I was unbuckling my seatbelt she placed her right hand on my knee. 

“Take care of yourself Julia, we both want to see you again,” she said I nodded without speaking and got out of the car. 

Marlene and Mavis were watching television and didn’t even look up as I walked past them. When I got upstairs I found all my feminine apparel had been boxed up and the boxes were sitting in the hallway. My male clothes were hanging in the closet and my dresser drawers once more had male underwear. On the top of the dresser was a gift box containing a bar of bath soap and a small bottle of men’s cologne. I undressed and put the clothes I had been wearing in the top hallway box. I opened the gift box and took the bar of soap into the bathroom. After a hot shower I smelled like a man again, though I can’t say that I really felt like a man. I removed the gold plugs in my earlobes and placed them on Marlene’s vanity. I put on my pajamas and got into bed. My punishment was over and tomorrow I could go back to being a male again. 

That week I busied myself with chores around the house. I registered for school and began my drivers’ education classes. Once school started I was busier yet. My peach fuzz and light body hair was growing back slower this time but my earlobes had healed shut by the time class started. 

I settled into the routine and enjoyed my schoolwork. Gym class was a place where I could work out my frustrations and I kept myself trim for the upcoming spring drills. 

Once in a while I would see one of the girls that had been in my dance class though most of them were from other school systems in the area. The girls from my school would just glance briefly in my direction, wink and then look away, almost as if to say, hi but stay away from me sissy boy. Sometimes at night I would be thinking about what the girls had said. I did miss the soothing effect of a steamy bubble bath on my hair free body. The feel of those satin or nylon tricot panties, nylon stockings, and sheer nightgowns on my soft skin were much nicer than my cotton tee shirts, socks, briefs or pajamas. 

Bob thought Halloween would be a perfect time for another prank but I was not so sure. I didn’t need anymore trouble than I had already been thru. Bob kept badgering me about Halloween but I was steadfast in my refusal to help him this time. If I got into any more trouble there was no telling what Aunt Marge might come up with but the tempta-Page - 34
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tion was too much too resist especially in view of the fact that the two prissy girls who soiled their clothes had refused to speak to us again even after we had apologized. 

A week before Halloween weekend Bob showed me piece of rope he had died green, yellow and black. You had to look real close to be sure it was not the garter snake from the biology lab. He stuffed it into his shirt as we headed for biology class. At the end of the class I distracted the teacher so Bob could switch the rope for the snake. He released the snake in the cooking lab/classroom and we headed for our next class. We had just settled in our seats for world history class when I heard shrieks coming from the cooking classroom down the hall. Their appeared to be a mass exodus from the kitchen with the girls making full speed down the hall. 

Several hours later Bob and I were once again summoned to Mr. Bensons’ office. Mr. 

Roth, the biology instructor was there too. Both of us denied everything of course, until Mr. Ross asked both of us to unbutton our shirts. We did so and the roof fell in when Mr. 

Roth stepped close and asked Bob what those smelly stains were on his tee shirt. 

“Snake feces perhaps?” he asked. 

My heart sank. I knew we were cooked. Bob admitted everything and we were dis-missed with another warning. When I got home I expected a tirade but nothing was said. I wondered how long I would have to wait to find out what my punishment was this time but then maybe she hadn’t been told. 

A whole month went by and not a word. I was getting more worried than ever. Maybe she would keep me from playing ball this spring. I got my temporary drivers’ license at the end of the semester and we broke for the holidays. 

I hadn’t heard from either Angie or Mercedes. I guess maybe they had their fun and were finished with me. Maybe they found someone else in the next class they were busy working on. Late at night I would still think about them. How good it felt to be kissed and held by them even if I had been feminized at the time. 

Once at the mall I saw both of them at a cosmetic kiosk with a short dark haired girl who was wearing a bright red taffeta party dress and matching red four-inch heels. She was applying red lipstick that matched her bright red nails under the direction of the sales clerk. They were all smiling and I had a hunch that girl was no girl. I passed by them without saying anything. 

I was envious in a way because that was a very pretty dress. I began to get hard as I thought of what the lingerie under that dress felt like as well as what the rustle of the petticoats under the taffeta dress and clicking of those stiletto heels would sound like if it was me that was walking thru the mall. I looked at my hands and missed the way my nails had looked when they were longer and had polish on them as well as the way my lips had felt with a thick application creamy lipstick, pink, red or otherwise. 

I bumped into a man and after excusing myself sat down on one of the benches in front of Norton’s. I thought I must have been going nuts. On both sides of the main entrance to Norton’s was a large display window. Both sides were decorated in holiday style. The mannequins on the right modeled coats and knee high boots for the cold weather season already upon us. The ones on the right were modeling peignoirs and nightgowns. I won-Page - 35
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dered what it would be like to have hair free skin that smooth. How wonderful those shiny soft fabrics must feel against skin like that! 

The holidays came and went without a word from anyone. The second semester started and I was back into my normal routine again. At the end of January Mavis brought home several prom guides and left them on the table. She was hoping to be asked by her boyfriend this year. She was a senior and hadn’t been asked the previous year but had gone the year before with her now ex-boyfriend. 

Late one Friday night both girls had gone out and Aunt Marge had gone to bed so I sat down at the dining room table and paged thru both magazines. I took my time glancing longingly at each page of those elegant gowns and dresses. The smiling happy girls with their perfect hair, nails, make up and of course high heels! I felt myself getting hard again. 

I jotted down a list of about thirty websites and then placed the magazines back exactly as I found them. I went to bed dreaming of those dresses. 

Over the next several months I increased my workouts at home to get in shape for the upcoming spring drills. As a junior I would be starting this season and I wanted to be ready. I was happy that I weighed a pound less than I had when I left ballet school. Late at night, when the girls were all in bed, I would browse those Internet websites on my list and glance longingly at all those lovely gowns. 

Apparently my little indiscretion with Bob and the garter snake had been forgotten. 

Well at least so far so good. I decided not to worry anymore about it, after all I would have no control over it anyway and whatever punishment Aunt Marge had in mind it couldn’t be any worse than what I had already been through. The thought of spending another summer in dresses, heels and makeup didn’t sound all that bad or was I really going crazy after all? 

I worked hard at spring drills. Prospects for a successful season were not good, as we had lost many seniors. We played hard but still finished fifth in the conference and didn’t qualify for the playoffs. 

As May drew to a close and I began studying extra hard for my finals I thought briefly about what I was going to do over the summer. I was eighteen now. Sometimes the retail and restaurants would hire someone that young and I would be a chance to earn some money of my own since everything else was tied up in my trust account. I had my drivers’

license but no car. Maybe Aunt Marge would loan me money against my trust to buy a used car. 

I passed all my finals easily. I was sitting on the couch reading the paper after the last day of school when Aunt Marge came home from work, a serious expression on her face. 

“I got you an interview for a summer job,” she announced. “You could start a week after your eighteenth birthday. That would be June eighth,” 

I was quite surprised by her announcement. I hadn’t filled out any applications because I had no means to get there yet. 

“Where and what will I be doing?” I asked. 

Page - 36

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

“Oh you’re going to love it at Norton’s!” said a smiling Aunt Marge as she tossed a thick brown envelope in my lap. “Study these brochures thoroughly and be prepared to take a written test Monday morning, eight am, at the store,” she added. 

I set the envelope aside and finished reading the paper. I was in no hurry. What would I be doing in a women’s department store that could be too difficult? 

At supper that night the girls were unusually quiet. I had a hunch something was up but had no idea what. Maybe it had something to do with my new employment. After doing the dishes I sat at the dining room table and opened the envelope. I spread out the booklets in front of me. 

The first had to do with women’s wigs. The booklet had pictures of a dozen styles and the names of the various styles under each picture. In addition to the color chart it detailed how to measure for a proper fit, as well as the care of both synthetic and human hair types. 

The second booklet dealt the stores line of beauty shop products. Shampoo, condition-ers, hairsprays, manicure and pedicure utensils, tweezers, eyelash curlers, hair styling guns, curling irons, curlers, face steamers and nail dryers. 

The third booklet was about make up and bath products. The make up section covered everything from eye make up to skin care as well as color charts for the blusher palettes, lipsticks and their matching nail polishes. The bath products were soaps, bubble bath & body powder sets, skin cleansers as well as bottle and purse size perfumes and colognes. 

The fourth booklet was a listing of the stores various departments and the names of the brands each one carried as well as a map that showed where in the store each department was located. 

Well I had asked for it I guess. I spent the entire weekend pouring over the brochures until I knew the names of just about everything in the four booklets. I had a feeling that even if I flunked the test I would be pressed into service anyway just for the amusement of the female employees. 

The only thing that remained was how I would be dressed for the job. I had a solid hunch I would not be in male clothing and that my feminine wardrobe would not include pantsuits or flat shoes. I re-read everything one last time before turning in for the night. I had a restless sleep and was startled when the alarm went off at seven am. 

I got dressed and went downstairs to eat breakfast. I was afraid to ask any questions so I just ate in silence. We got in the car and Aunt Marge drove us to Norton’s. 

We arrived at the store and went inside. We walked straight up the main aisle to the stairs that led to the administrative offices and stopped at the reception desk. 

“Sit here,” commanded Aunt Marge. 

She walked over to the filing cabinet and removed a test booklet. She set it down in front of me and handed me a pen. After writing the time down on the front cover she ordered me to start. 

Forty-five minutes later I handed her the booklet. She wrote down my finishing time and initialed the booklet. She went into one of the other offices and came back in about fifteen minutes. 
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“Come with me please,” she said as she turned and began walking down a long hallway. 

I followed her to the end and we entered a large office. Sitting at a massive wooden desk was a striking woman in a brown pantsuit. Her hair, makeup and nails were perfectly done. She stood up as we approached and Aunt Marge handed her the test booklet. 

“Good morning Cecilia, this is Jules, who will be Julia for the duration of the summer. 

Julia this is Cecilia Norton, the store manager,” 

I gave her a firm handshake. 

“I’m please to meet you Ms. Norton,” I said in a nervous voice. 

“I am pleased to make your

acquaintance as well Julia, 

please sit down,” 

We both took our seats in

the leather chairs in front of her

desk. She paged thru the book-

let and then set it aside. 

“We have created a new po-

sition here at Norton’s,” she be-

gan. “To improve the quality of

our customer service we are

going to place an information

desk just outside the front of

our store entrance. Someone

who is thoroughly knowledge-

able about our line of products

and services will staff it during

store hours. I see by you test

scores here that you have done

remarkably well for a young

man. We need a bright individ-

ual of your caliber to join our

staff. One person has already

been hired and has begun their

training. Judging by these test

scores you will be the second. 

The job is full time for the du-

ration of the summer and re-

quires that you report for work

on time, appropriately attired

and be at your station before

the store officially opens. You

will greet customers coming to

the store with an appropriate
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“Good Morning, afternoon, or evening.” You will answer their questions about the current sale, a copy of which will be prominently displayed on the counter. You will also answer basic questions about the various products and services we offer here at Norton’s. You will have one thirty-minute lunch break about halfway thru your shift. If you must use the restroom in between please ask one of the clerks to relieve you temporarily. Since this en-try level and you have no previous work experience you will be paid the minimum wage. 

Do you have any questions?” 

I shook my head no. 

“Excellent! I am happy to welcome you aboard then and we will begin. Take Jules, I mean Julia to the wig shop and we will start there. After you finish your training on Friday we will get you outfitted with a wardrobe and you can have the weekend off and then begin work on Monday. I see you have kept yourself trim and healthy. That’s commendable but never the less I want you to try to loose at least three preferably five more pounds before Monday. To help you along I want you to begin taking these,” 

She removed a small gray box from the lower desk drawer and took the cover off. 

“This large white bottle contains concentrated vitamin tablets. Take one after breakfast and one after supper. The small white bottle containing yellow tablets are diuretics. Take one after breakfast. This packet of powder should be mixed with cold water and taken tonight after you get home from work. Do not fail to take them as directed, understand?” 

“Yes Ms. Norton I will take them as directed,” I answered as I took the box from her. 

She smiled at me as she stood up and we shook hands again. I followed Aunt Marge out of the office and we walked back downstairs to the main floor. We entered the wig salon where I met the manager who would begin my training. Aunt Marge left and I got started. 

I began taking the huge pink vitamin pills, the yellow diuretics and that night I took the powder too. The next morning I barely made it to the bathroom before what seemed like half my insides came pouring out. I continued my training thru the week and it seemed like I spent as much time in the bathroom as I did anything else. I don’t recall having had to pee that much in my life. By Friday I had finished my training and was pro-nounced ready for Monday morning by all my trainers. I would get my wardrobe after close that night. At home I weighed myself to find I had lost a total of six and a half pounds. 

Mavis drove me back to the store about eight forty five. In the beauty shop I stripped down to my briefs and was measured again. Then I endured the plucking, waxing, eyelash curling, ear piercing, manicure and pedicure both of which were topped off with pink nail polish. When the attendants finished I received a box of samples of bubble bath, body powder and perfume. I got dressed and we walked to the lingerie department where I was fitted for foundation garments, hose, camisoles and their matching half-slips. In the clothing department I was outfitted with a half a dozen skirts and a dozen blouses. The skirts were in black, navy and brown. Half the sheer blouses were filmy see thru ones with four button cuffs and billowy long sleeves while the other half had short puff sleeves with many rows of delicate ruffles from the neck to the waist. At the shoe department I got three pair of four inch stiletto leather pumps in black, brown and navy as well as a match-Page - 39
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ing purse in those same colors. We walked back to the cosmetic counter where I was sup-plied with a selection of blushers and matching lipsticks. Finally we finished up at the wig salon getting fitted for three wigs, one blonde, one brown and one black. As Mavis and I assembled the boxes into manageable piles Cecilia Norton joined us. I introduced her to Mavis as she picked up the first pile and headed for the car. 

“Now remember, Julia, you are representing all of us out there. You will always be the picture of femininity. From the time you walk in the back door and punch in to the time you punch out and leave the building you are Norton’s and everything we stand for,” 

“We supply you with a fashionable wardrobe of our line of products so the customer can see up front why they should buy here. Remember our slogan “Women shop for clothes everywhere. For fashion, they come here” Touch up you make up frequently, especially when there are women around so they can see how good you can look by maintain-ing your appearance. Don’t forget to use perfume as well since nothing exudes femininity more than a delicate feminine scent,” 

“Watch your posture when you are sitting at the counter. Don’t slouch. Smile when you greet people and speak softly. Always conduct yourself in a ladylike and professional manner. Carry yourself well when you walk. Mrs. Lee has helped you develop a mincing, effeminate gait. Don’t slip back into a man’s way of stomping around. Keep your head up, one arm at your side the other arm across your body with your hand dangling at the wrist and your purse dangling from your elbow. What ever you are doing walking or sitting remember your feminine deportment. We’re all watching you so be on your toes. Be proud of your femininity and reflect that pride in your actions. Am I clear?” 

“Yes, Ms. Norton. Perfectly clear,” I answered as Mavis reappeared. 

Cecilia Norton turned around and walked back to her office. I helped carry the rest of the boxes out to the car. Mavis said nothing on the way home. She helped me arrange the clothes in the closet and the lingerie in the drawers. I placed the makeup items on a small vanity Marlene had picked up at garage sale and then put the bath items in the cupboard in the bathroom. 

“I can’t wait for Monday morning,” Mavis said. “I missed out on having a little sister but I guess having a sissy for a step brother is close enough,” she snickered as she went back downstairs. 

Saturday Morning Aunt Marge took me car shopping and I purchased a compact hatchback. After getting it insured I drove it home and parked it in front of the house. 

Later I overheard Marlene exclaim, “So the little sissy has a little sissy car. Not that I would have expected him to buy a pick up truck but maybe a sports car at least!” 

Sunday night I languished in my bubble bath and checked my nails. They weren’t quite long enough yet to shape but by the end of the month I would begin to file them. After a liberal dusting of body powder I slipped into one of Marlene’s old baby dolls and went to bed. Her nightgowns were the only thing I could wear since at work everything I wore had to be from the store’s product line. 

The next morning I got up early and put on my foundation garments and sheer hose. I sat at my own vanity and applied my make up. I put on the black wig and of course added the pink bow. I chose the pink camisole and matching half-slip, the pink puff sleeve ruf-Page - 40
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fled blouse, the black skirt and black leather four-inch stiletto heel pumps. I scented myself liberally with French perfume and then put the perfume and my make up items in my black leather purse. 

When I went downstairs and sat at the table Mavis let out a low whistle as I sat down. I let it pass and after breakfast put a can of diet soda a cup of yogurt and a plastic spoon in a brown bag and left for work. 

I drove carefully and arrived at work early enough to listen to some soft music on the car stereo. At eight thirty I got out and locked the car. I punched in my code and entered the building. I walked in the lounge and put my lunch in the fridge. After punching in my time card I walked thru the double doors and up the main aisle of the store. Most of the salesgirls were already at their stations and watched me as I went by. The only sound was my stilettos clicking on the hard floor as I made my way up front. 

At the front door one of the clothing department saleswomen opened the large front door just wide enough to let me out but not let the customers who were waiting outside to get in. I set my purse on the top of the counter. After retrieving the cardboard sign displaying our current sale from the bottom shelf I set it up on the right side of the counter and then placed another cardboard sign displaying the stores’ floor plan in color on the left side of the counter. When I finished I took my seat on the high backed chair and opened my purse. I held up my compact and brushed the puff over my nose and cheeks. After touching up my lipstick I replaced the items in my purse and addressed the three women who were waiting at the door. 

“Good morning ladies. The store will be open for business in a few minutes,” I began in my soft voice. “If any of you have any questions I would be happy to answer them,” 

None of the women responded to my offer so I turned my attention to the front. Despite the fact that this was my first day on the job and I was going to spend it and the next three months en femme AND in public, not at home as before, I wasn’t the least bit nervous. I felt very calm and was looking forward to what the day would bring. 

The morning went by slowly there weren’t many people on Monday mornings anyway and few of them needed any help. I was relieved for lunch about eleven forty five and as I was walking to the lounge Aunt Marge asked me how things were going. I smiled and told her things were just fine. When I entered the lounge there were several girls already there and the conversation stopped. I retrieved my lunch from the fridge and sat down some distance away. Obviously they had been talking about me. 

I finished my lunch and after a short trip to the ladies room I went back up front. There were more people coming up the mall by then. I took out my compact and fussed briefly with the wig, then touched up my blusher and lipstick. The afternoon went by faster and soon it was nearing five o’clock. 

“I’m ready to take over,” said a soft voice behind me. 

I turned around and saw a gorgeous brown haired girl standing behind me. She was wearing a similar frilly blouse, slim black skirt and stiletto heels. She was neatly made up with blusher, lipstick and nail polish. Something about her was familiar and then it dawned on me that she was the one I had seen standing with Angie and Mercedes at a cosmetic kiosk down the mall several months ago. 
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“I’m glad you are here,” I replied. “My name is Julia Johnston and you are?” 

“I’m Rhonda Richardson,” she replied as she extended her right hand dangling at the wrist. 

I placed my hand in hers and gave it a limp dishrag squeeze. 

“Please to meet you and happy to be out of here,” I laughed. 

I picked up my purse and left. Aunt Marge hand already gone when I went by the jewelry counter on my way out. After punching out I got in my car and briefly checked my appearance in the rear view mirror before starting the engine and driving home. I felt somewhat tired but it had been a pretty good day. 

The rest of the week was the same. I alternated shifts with Rhonda working nine to five one day and five to nine the next. A part time summer employee would relieve us when we needed a day off. Rhonda was always on time. We never had much chance to chat until about a month later when on a Saturday afternoon the mall was almost empty. 

“What do like to do when you are not working here?” I asked. 

“Oh I work another job,” she answered quickly. The operation is quite expensive so I’d rather work and save up the money rather than have time for myself,” 

“Operation?” I asked. “I didn’t know you were sick,” 

“Oh, I’m not sick,” she said with a laugh. “I guess they didn’t tell you I am a transgendered male” 

“Tell me what?” I was puzzled at the term and she appeared to be the picture of health. 

I couldn’t imagine anything being wrong with her. 

“I’m transitioning, she replied. “ You know. I used to be Ronnie and soon I hope to be Rhonda for real,” 

She pointed between her legs. 

“I am sorry, I thought you were…” 

“A sissy like you? No, I am going to be a girl for real,” she smiled. “Actually it wouldn’t hurt for you to get some counseling. You might be much happier if you were female rather than continue as a sissified boy,” she added. 

I was surprised by her forthright honesty. I was offended by the fact that she knew more about me than I did about her. Her condescending attitude towards me gave me the impression she considered me to be the anomaly in society and that once her transition was completed she would be “normal” and I would still be “abnormal.” 

I wondered how Angie and Mercedes fit into all this. 

“Have you known Angie and Mercedes for very long?” I inquired. 

“Oh, sure. They were a big help in getting me to see my situation was going nowhere and I should begin to change my life for the better. They were even good about helping me pick out clothes and how to use makeup. They mentioned having you in their dance class,” 

“Did they mention anything else?” 
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She smiled. 

“Yes but like any girl I can keep a secret so don’t worry about a thing,” 

“I won’t,” I replied as I left for the day. 

That night as I sat in my perfumed bubble bath I thought about what she had said. 

Were there more boys who were being “helped” by these two girls? Was Mrs. Lee and Ms. 

Norton connected to this in any way? I tried to figure out how I would find the answers to this mystery. 

A whole month went by and I had once again become accustomed to a feminine lifestyle. I was enjoying my job. The interaction with the customers and their questions provided me with a variety of things to answer in the course of the day. The girls at the store were always complimentary about my looks. I enjoyed the attention I got from male pass-ers by, some of whom even left a business card with a wink and an invitation to have lunch sometime. Being pampered at the store’s beauty salon at a substantial discount was a very enjoyable perk. I actually preferred the see-thru blouses that showed off my lacy camisole as opposed to the frilly, very girly opaque pastels I did wear occasionally. Of course I especially enjoyed the whisper of the half-slip under my lined skirt as I walked the length of the store to and from my station. The four-inch stiletto heels had become quite comfortable after they had stretched out a little and sound of their clicking on the hard floor gave me pleasure as well. Primping at my workstation, whether in front of a crowd of women or alone became second nature to me and I did it without thinking. I enjoyed making myself look good as I applied my blusher, lipstick and of course a spritz of the expensive French perfume the store carried. 

The Fourth of July weekend was approaching. I was scheduled for all three days so I that meant I would be busier than usual which always made the day go faster. I was just leaving my station Thursday night when Cecilia Norton came up to me. 

“As you know Norton’s began operations in July of 1957 and we are celebrating our fif-tieth anniversary all this month with special sales. I thought it would be appropriate if on the holiday weekend we all dressed in period clothes from the fifties. Several of the women who work here will be in business suits reminiscent of that era. The younger girls are excited about wearing blouses and multi layered petticoats under their poodle skirts. I need you to be our Marilyn Monroe for the weekend. Would you mind?” 

I smiled and agreed since I didn’t feel I had much choice. 

“Good. I know you are off tomorrow before our three-day weekend sale but I need you to be at our beauty shop at 8am for a fifties make over. Then you will be photographed with some of the other girls for the print ads that are going in the weekend edition of the paper. It’s important that you be on time because the pictures have to be in by noon when the print ads go to press,” 

‘I’ll be there on time,” I promised. 

Ok. Be here at eight tomorrow then, have a good evening,” 

As she walked back upstairs to her office I wondered how long this had been in coming since I was certain one of the younger girls would have been glad to be Marilyn. I punched out and drove home. 
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At the supper table when I mentioned I would be going in early tomorrow for my fifties make over as Marilyn. Mavis spoke up right away. 

“Aw, too bad. I know you would have been happier in petticoats and a poodle skirt but I’m sure you’re going to love the “Glam” thing, she said as Marlene and Aunt Marge laughed. 

The next morning at the beauty shop I was standing in my pink bra and panties as the girls waxed me over good. Then my regular blond wig was replaced with another blonde wig styled the way Marilyn had worn her hair. My pink nail polish was replaced with bright red polish and covered with a topcoat of clear giving my finger and toenails a bright glossy look. My lips were outlined and filled in with a thick layer matching red lipstick. 

My cheeks were a bit overly roughed with matching powder. After black eyeliner and lots of black mascara over my curled eyelashes the beautician attached very long earrings from that style period and then looked me over. 

“Done!” she exclaimed. 

I stood up and another beautician removed the dress from its hanger. It was a white sleeveless dress with a broad flowing skirt. I slipped into it and was zipped up. Stepping into four-inch heel white sandals I twirled around once and both girls looked me over. 

“Fabulous! The other girls and the photographer are in the back. Go there now and get photographed,” 

She put the make up items in a fifties style purse and handed it to me. I walked out of the shop and to the rear entrance. There were smiles from the salesgirls as they passed me on the way to their departments. I walked with great confidence knowing that I looked good and feeling like I’m sure Marilyn must have felt when she was the object of everyone’s attention. 

The photographer was set up near the loading dock and I walked over to where the four other girls were standing. They were wearing pink satin short-sleeved blouses and black skirts. The skirts had a pink outline of a French poodle on the front and were buoyed out with several petticoats. The girls had wig attachments at the back of their heads that were drawn up into ponytails and held with a pink ribbon. 

I joined them and the photographer positioned us for several pictures. Next, as the girls posed for their individual pictures I stepped aside. I watched Dixie, the only woman on our maintenance staff, walk towards me swinging the leaf blower back and forth as she cleared the dirt and dust from inside the building. 

When the photographer was ready for me I struck a pose. I didn’t realize it but I was straddling a length of six-inch diameter PVC pipe. As the photographer brought his camera up Dixie swung the nozzle of the leaf blower to line it up with the other end of the pipe. I was startled when the 250mph blast of air shot up the elbow of the pipe and blew the skirt of my dress up around my face. I flailed my arms in a desperate attempt to hold the skirt down as the camera’s flash exploded in a series of pictures. Finally Dixie swung the nozzle away and as I stepped over the pipe I tried to recover from my embarrassment. 

I really felt quite flustered and the girls were still laughing as I made my way with the photographer out to where Dixie’s Harley was parked. Dixie sat in front and held the bike Page - 44
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in place while I sat down behind her, pulling my skirt up slightly and crossing my freshly waxed legs for a perfect pinup picture. 

After a half dozen more flashes the photographer gave a thumbs up. 

“That’s all girls!” said the photographer as he turned away. 

“Great gams!” said Dixie as I slid off the warm leather seat and she extended the kick-stand. 

“Thank you Dixie but you shouldn’t have done that,” I answered

“Why, you were wearing panties weren’t you?” She leered at me as I walked away Back at the beauty shop I put all the Marilyn stuff in a garment bag. I removed my heavy makeup and then went home. The girls were disappointed that I wasn’t dressed as Marilyn when I walked in. 

“We can wait until tomorrow morning,” said Marlene with a smile. 

I got up a half an hour earlier to take my time and make sure my Marilyn image was just right. I came down to breakfast to hear everyone giggling in the living room. I finished eating and went in to see what was amusing them. Mavis held up the advertising insert. A full-page picture of me was on the cover with a shocked expression on my face as my arms tried to push down the dress flapping around me, my pink panties in full view. 

Inside were several photos of the staff in their fifties outfits. On the back cover was another full page photo of me on Dixie’s Harley with my legs crossed, my red lipsticked mouth smiling brightly at the camera and my long bright red nails clearly visible as I held up my purse. 

“You should get a couple of these to save,” commented Aunt Marge. “You look as good as Marilyn ever did!” 

“Thanks but it’s just an ad,” I said. 

I walked out to the car and drove to work. The three-day weekend was here and I knew we would be very busy. 

Few people come to the mall right away in the morning. It wasn’t until about eleven thirty or so when it began to get busy. From eleven thirty until Rhonda came in at five, the crowds never stopped. Sunday was more of the same. I’m sure the store was racking up sales like crazy as some of the customers were leaving with a bag in each hand. Monday things had quieted down quite a bit though we were fairly busy until about two thirty. 

At four pm a tall handsome man in an expensive suit walked up to me and placed a dozen roses on the counter. 

“Flowers for Marilyn,” he smiled. “I’m Red Dane. I own the Harley dealership just up the pike from here. I don’t know how your sales were this weekend but ours have perked up. Some guys even asked about the blonde accessory to our top model but don’t worry I made sure they knew you were not included,” 

I let a girlish giggle escape my lips as I picked up the flowers and smelled them. 

“Thank you so much. This was very thoughtful of you,” I said

“The pleasure was all mine, have a nice day,” he said as he turned and walked away. 
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When Rhonda came in at five and saw the flowers she flipped. 

“Lucky girl!” she squealed as she settled into the chair. 

I took the flowers home and put them in a vase on the dining room table. After supper it felt good to get out of the Marilyn getup and back into my regular clothes. 

I had the next two days off. I brought the Marilyn stuff back to the beauty shop and had the red nail polish removed. After they were redone in pink I went back home In the mail I received a large brown envelope in the mail. The envelope contained two 8X10 copies of each of the photos of me that had appeared in the ad flyer. A business card with the name of the photographer was clipped to a note that said if I ever thought about a modeling career I should give him a call. I took the stuff upstairs and placed them in my bottom dresser drawer. 

I did some of my household chores but my mind kept going back to what Rhonda had said to me earlier about getting some counseling. That night I had been on the Internet for some time. Informational sites on transgender or transvestite were interspaced with so many porn sights it was hard to know which was which until you got to the home page. 

There were several therapists in the area as well as one clinic. I jotted down some phone numbers before going to bed. I thought I should make an appointment for an initial consultation just for informational purposes. 

July was a good month and with the back to school and our summer clearance sales coming up I was certain to be busy thru August. By the middle of the month Cecilia Norton had not mentioned an end date for my employment and since school would be starting in about five weeks I decided to leave a message for her to call me. I let the girls know I would be late coming home Friday night and drove straight to the clinic for my 6pm appointment. 

The clinic was a twenty-minute drive from work and I arrived just about fifteen minutes early. I checked in at the reception desk and waited only a few minutes. A stout woman opened the door to the office and announced my name. I walked towards her and felt a pang of fear for the first time. She looked me up and down as I approached and then extended her hand as she introduced herself. 

“Good afternoon Julia, I am Dr. Helga Bjorne. Please come in to my office,” 

I followed her in and took a chair in front of her desk. 

“Now then, let’s get started,” she began. 

She took a medical history and then began asking some questions. I answered them as best I could. I almost lost it once when I admitted how much I enjoyed not only my feminine apparel but being feminine as well. She put me at ease and we continued. It lasted over an hour and at the end I felt a strange sense of relief. I had kept so many things bottled up for so long and it was so good to get it all out in the open and off my chest. She took me in the adjacent room. After a brief exam she gave me an injection, told me to get dressed and to schedule another appointment. I did so and at the desk I set up another evening appointment. I paid for the consultation in cash and drove home. 

That night after enjoying my bubble bath I laid in bed thinking about the time I had wasted keeping this deep dark secret. Wasted days playing ball when I could have been Page - 46
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learning to sew or do my nails. The male world should have been left behind years ago but like most people in my position I was not able to say anything or do anything about my circumstances. I went to sleep but did not sleep well. 

Saturday afternoon the phone rang and it was Angie. 

“I’m having an end of summer-back to school party tomorrow afternoon at three. Can you come?” she asked. “Casual dress of course,” she added. 

I needed to let loose a little. I had been working quite a bit, my appointment and starting school again had me a bit stressed out too so I agreed to come. 

“Great! See you at three then,” she said and then hung up. 

Sunday afternoon I changed into a pink bra and panties. I put on a pink satin blouse from the fifties weekend that I would have worn had the Marilyn dress not fit and a pair of pink hot pants that I remembered had been in one of the boxes Marlene had put away last year. With pink cotton socks and my pink sneakers I guess you could say I was “casual.” I added pink lipstick, blusher, and wore my regular blonde wig. I left the house at two thirty to the accompaniment of some low whistles from Marlene and Mavis who were watching a movie. 

I drove to Angie’s house and parked the car. I rang the bell and Angie’s face brightened when she opened the door. Mercedes was setting the placemats around the dining room table. 

“The other girls won’t be here until about three thirty. They wanted to give us plenty of time to get you properly attired but I love you in those pink hot pants! Come with me,” 

she ordered. 

At this point it didn’t surprise me that casual applied to everybody but me so I followed her to the back bedroom again. 

“Mavis was surfing the net to check out the latest styles of prom dresses before her boyfriend asked her. Of course, unlike you, she always uses “clear history” when she was done. She was surprised to find a list of websites, some of which she hadn’t even looked at, on her computer when she finalized her search. The only logical explanation of course was that you had read her magazines and were shopping for a dress that you liked if in fact you had been asked to the prom. Really Julia you should have been more discreet!” 

From the bedroom closet she brought out an absolutely, positively, gorgeous, slinky, sumptuous, floor length satin sheath prom dress. I almost cried as it was the one dress that I had looked at the most when I was on the web. 

I swallowed hard as Angie unzipped it and took it off of the hanger. I took off my sneakers and socks then my satin shirt and hot pants. She helped me into the dress and zipped me up. I can’t even begin to describe how good that dress felt against my body. It fit almost as if it were made for me. Next she brought out a pair of pink leather sandals with four and half inch heels. I sat down on the chair in front of the vanity to put them on. 

After fastening the straps I stood up feeling down right giddy and girly as hell. She helped me with the over the elbow gloves and then pinned an oversize pink satin sissy bow to the top of the wig. The long earrings were last. She stood back and looked me over. 
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“You already have pink lipstick and blusher on and that French perfume is just great. 

Let’s go out and show Mercedes how a real prom queen should look,” 

I nodded in agreement and followed her out to the dining room where Mercedes had just finished setting the table. That bright white smile creased her black face as I walked in. 

“Holy cow Julia, you’re a perfect ten. You look like you just stepped out of the pages of a prom magazine,” she said. 

I walked around the living room and then twirled around once stopping in front of her. 

Both girls were very pleased. 

“You look good enough to eat!” said Mercedes. “No inference intended,” she added. 

I just laughed and took Angie’s hand. At the center of the living room floor she held me close and we danced. Mercedes poured each of us a glass a wine. When the music ended I picked up my glass and took a sip. I sat on the couch between the two girls as Mercedes leaned forward and took a whiff of my French perfume. 

“Mmm, that smells expensive, she said. 

“Down girl, its not expensive if you work at Norton’s,” I answered as I pushed her gently back. 

The doorbell rang and the other girls began arriving. All of them were dressed casually like Angie and Mercedes except Rhonda of course who arrived in her red taffeta party dress and heels. She also had a large red sissy bow in her hair and carried a matching red clutch purse. The girls insisted we pose for individual pictures and then together standing at the bar and also sitting together on the couch. 

Each of the guests took turns dancing with Rhonda and me. I was surprised how effortless it had become to follow the lead of my partner as we danced. I had another glass of wine and chatted with Rhonda as Angie cut up the pizza. In true gentlemanly fashion Angie and Mercedes held our chairs out as Rhonda and I smoothed our dresses to sit down. The conversation drifted from the upcoming school year to Mrs. Lee’s secondary class which Angie and Mercedes would be attending. 

After we finished eating we all sat in the living room and watched a movie while sip-ping wine. Following the movie the conversation waned and the girls left. Angie and Mercedes began to clear the table. While the two hosts were in the kitchen Rhonda leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek. 

“Good luck whatever you decide to do,” she said with a smile and a wink as she got up to leave. 

“Thank you,” I responded as I got up and smoothed my dress out. I walked her to the door and then I went back to the couch to finish my wine as Angie returned from the kitchen. 

“Mercedes is going to do the dishes,” Angie said. 

I stood up and put my arms around her neck. 

“Playtime?” I asked girlishly. 
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“Feeling brave are we?” asked Angie with a laugh as she slipped her arms around my waist and kissed me. 

I felt so warm and wonderfully feminine in that dress. She held me for the longest time as we kissed. I thought my knees were going to buckle and I took a step back. Angie quickly swept me up and carried me into the bedroom. My legs seemed to have no strength in them and my arms felt weak. There was something wrong, as everything seemed to be fuzzy. I guess I shouldn’t have had that last glass of wine. 

Angie sat me down on the bed and then got undressed as I fumbled with my sandal straps and took off my heels. She helped me up and unzipped my dress and tossed it aside. I felt woozy as Angie unhooked my bra and slid my panties down. I was shocked to find I was still limp, unable to get an erection. I dropped to my knees and she spread her legs. When I finished I licked her clean and she helped me to my feet and we got into bed and lay close to each other. 

“I can’t seem to…” My voice trailed off as she placed her finger over my mouth to shush me. 

“It’s ok, your tongue is more than enough for me,” she said. 

We lay still for a few minutes and I heard Mercedes came in the room. My vision was a little blurry but I could see she was naked. She was smiling. She stood near the vanity and after strapping on the black dildo lubricated it with jelly. Angie reached over and grabbed my shoulder and pulled me on my side. Now I was afraid. I seemed to have no strength to resist. I opened my mouth to say something. Angie put her mouth over mine, forcing her tongue inside and kissed me hard. Mercedes entered me from behind. 

“Just relax Julia,” whispered Mercedes. “Don’t tense up, let me in.” 

I relaxed somewhat and she pushed further in my rectum. While we jostled back and forth Angie was kissing me and nuzzling my neck. When Mercedes was finished she pulled out quickly and walked into the bathroom. 

“Congratulations, Julia. You just had your first three some,” cooed Angie. 

I was in pain as I lay back. I had never been penetrated before but I felt a strange sense of fulfillment. I did not get an erection when we had been kissing but I had ejaculated some fluid at the peak of my intercourse. Apparently Mercedes had brought me to a climax even though I hadn’t been erect. 

When Mercedes returned Angie took me into the bathroom and we showered together. 

“You are very cute in that pink shower cap,” she mused as she soaped my down. We kissed again as the warm spray washed the soap away. I was amazed at the softness of my skin. While it had not been apparent to me prior to my taking the vitamin tablets Cecilia Norton had given me, I now noticed my skin seemed to be more supple with a slight sheen to it. 

Angie shut off the water and we stepped out of the shower. After drying ourselves off we got dressed. My fuzziness had worn off but I had a slight headache. I picked up the wine glasses and took them in the kitchen. I sniffed them but except for the smell of wine could not detect any unusual odor. Had I been drugged? I thought to myself. I washed Page - 49
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and dried the glasses while Angie and Mercedes were giggling about something in the living room. When I finished I thanked the girls for the party and left. 

Back home I undressed. I noticed inside my panties there was a small bloodstain. I sat in a hot soaking bubble bath and explored my rectum with my fingers, soaping the area generously. After drying myself off I stood closer to the full-length mirror and examined my skin again. I was right. It was softer and suppler than it had been before. My headache had lessoned but I took a couple of aspirin anyway. I powdered myself and slipped into a nightgown. I was very tired and emotionally spent so I decided to go straight to bed. 

The next week Cecilia called Rhonda and me into the office. She was on the phone and we had to wait a few minutes before she was finished. As we sat down she folded her hands and by the look on her

face she was happy with our

work. 

“I want both of you to

know I am quite pleased with

your work. I never had any

reason to doubt either of you

and my expectations have not

only been met but also ex-

ceeded. I want both of you to

continue. In two weeks

Rhonda will be full time and

Julia will be part time depend-

ing on your class schedule. 

Both of you will be given a

raise. Julia please stay here a

few minutes, Rhonda that will

be all,” 

Rhonda got up and left. 

“I spoke with Aunt Marge

a few minutes ago and she has

informed me that she had reg-

istered you online at your new

school,” 

“When you get your class

schedule let me know and we

will give you the hours you

need. Aunt Marge wants to see

you before you go. Thanks

again for a good job,” 

She stood up and offered

her hand. I took it in limp fash-

ion and squeezed it. As I
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walked down to the jewelry counter I thought about how I was going to balance being a male at school and en femme here. 

Aunt Marge was talking to a customer so I began looking at some of the diamond earrings I knew I couldn’t afford. When the customer left Aunt Marge come over to me. 

“Your records have all been sent to Lakeland high school where you will spend your senior year. Of course you will be Julia Johnston. The mother of one your classmates at Mrs. Lee’s dance studio who works in student records at your old high school made sure everything was transferred properly. You have been registered as a female of course and in addition you have been excused from gym class for obvious reasons,” she added. 

I was quite floored to say the least. I had misgivings about going back to my male identity for my last year of high school. I was glad she had done this. I had come to thoroughly enjoy my feminine existence and no longer considered it “play acting.” I was no longer acting feminine, I was BEING feminine and in a most natural way just as if I had been born female. 

Rhonda had been right. What the girls had seen in me and what Dr. Bjorne was helping to bring out in me was the not the girl I wanted to be so much as the girl I had really been all along. 

Another customer approached the jewelry counter so I left and drove home. 

During the two weeks before my start date Marlene and Mavis sorted thru their stuff. 

Between what I had used before and several shopping trips to thrift stores I had assembled a suitable wardrobe for a high school senior. 

At the open house the Friday before school started I got acquainted with the classrooms. I got my student parking permit and class schedule. I phoned Ms. Norton the next day and gave her my schedule. Two days later she mailed me back my work schedule for the month. I was all set for school and work. 

The first day of school I was more than a little nervous but then so was everyone else. 

The other girls readily accepted me. When a boy asked me out I turned him down by explaining I had an older boyfriend who was a soldier in Iraq. My socializing was limited to gab fests with girls over pizza and soda after football games on Friday night or Saturday afternoons. 

By mid-November my wigs didn’t fit well any more and I went to the stores’ beauty shop for my first perm. Marlene and Mavis took several pictures of me under the dryer with my hair in curlers. I bought a styling gun, curlers and a few other girl things to keep my long hair looking nice. I started doing my own nails but more often than not I preferred to be pampered at Norton’s beauty salon. 

At Angie’s Saturday night Halloween party I went as Cinderella since I had worn the costume to work that day. Both Angie and Mercedes couldn’t have been more pleased. 

Rhonda came as Tinkerbelle. Mercedes was dressed in black leather as a motorcycle cop and Angie was in a tux, top hat and tails like Fred Astaire. We had a great time and I felt more and more like “one of the girls.” 

When the guests finally left the girls were in a hurry to get me out of my costume. I teased them taking off each long glove slowly and putting it on the couch as Mercedes un-Page - 51
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zipped me. They pulled the full-skirted dress over my head, then the petti slip and two petticoats. I took my time unbuckling my shoe straps and taking them off. After unhook-ing the nylon stockings from the corset garters I slid them playfully down my leg and tossed them on the couch also. Mercedes was getting more impatient and almost ripped the laces from the corset grommets. Finally when I stood naked before them Angie cupped my breasts in her hands and exclaimed:

“My god you’re almost as big as we are!” 

“And his skin! Can you believe this,” said Mercedes standing behind me sliding her hands over my butt. 

Mercedes ran her fingers thru my long hair before she pulled it up and began kissing my neck. I tilted my head back as Angie began kissing my breasts. I was feeling warm and sexy all over as Angie picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. Mercedes joined us and what followed could best be described as the best Saturday night of my life. 

Later we put on shower caps and as the invigorating warm spray of the shower washed over us we soaped each other up and then rinsed each other off. After we dried ourselves off we wrapped ourselves in the big bath towels and padded into the living room to drink the last of the wine. It was after midnight when I got home. I had to wake Marlene to help me out of my corset. I put on a nightgown and went straight to bed and had no trouble at all falling fast asleep. 

I continued to see Dr. Bjorne once a month. We had lengthy discussions about what this was leading up to. My shots were taking effect and by Thanksgiving I had to buy all new bras. What a pleasure it was to sit in my bubble bath and see the changes that were taking place. My electrolysis was expensive but I was making all my expenses easily. I was happier than I had ever been in my life. In fact I felt so good at that point I wanted to live forever. 

In December the photographer Trent Dixon, who did the Fourth of July shoot, stopped by Norton’s and asked me if I would be interested in doing some work over the Christmas break. I made an appointment for the day after school let out for the two-week holiday break. 

Except for posing as Marilyn I had no prior modeling experience but I found Trent to be thoroughly professional at the interview. He showed me some of his work and I was pleased to see a blowup of me on the back of the Harley hanging on his office wall. 

A friend of his had started a modeling agency in New York and was calling it “New Faces.” He needed me to do some swimsuit shots and I agreed. His secretary took me in the back room and I undressed. She measured me and shortly I began posing in the beach scene he had put together in the back of the studio. When we were finished I signed a release and received a very nice check. 

I had mixed emotions over the holidays. There was a certain amount of sadness in leaving behind the life I had known with my parents as well as the joy of looking forward to the life I was going to lead when I completed my transition. 

Christmas was wonderful. I received a number of girlie things from Aunt Marge and my stepsisters. Angie and Mercedes bought me a gift certificate at the store. At their urg-Page - 52
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ing, and with my discount, I was able to buy an expensive pink peignoir set and a pair of high heel fuzzy slippers. A package with no return address arrived in the mail on Christmas Eve day. When I opened it up there was a bright red satin bra and panty set. The card was signed “Santa.” The picture of Santa on the card showed him with a devil’s tail and horns poking out from under his cap. (Angie and Mercedes perhaps?) I had given the girls gift certificates to their favorite restaurant. Trent sent a nice greeting with a rose and some 8X10 copies of the pictures he took for my portfolio should I decide to try modeling after graduation. 

After the holidays I got back to the routine of school and working part time at Norton’s. The weekend of Valentines Day I wore my red lingerie to Angie and Mercedes’

party though it spent more time on the floor than it did on me! St. Patrick’s Day evening at Mercedes’ house she served green beer with the pizza for her guests. Later on my jade green satin chemise didn’t stay on me long either. 

Dr. Bjorne said I was making good progress and was pleased with the impressive results of my hormone therapy. I was using a new, more potent version, of estrogen that produced results more quickly. Believe me it showed. Rhonda had switched to it too just as I was getting started and also commented on how well she liked it. 

With graduation approaching Cecilia Norton asked me about my plans for the summer. Rhonda was having her surgery the first week in June and would be gone for at least two months. I told her I would think about it. I wanted to check with Trent to see if I could get some work over the summer. It certainly paid better than being a receptionist. 

I had my graduation party at home and it was a quiet affair. Angie and Mercedes’

party was just the opposite of course. When the guests left I had little time to model the peignoir set before we were entwined once again. I cashed in my trust and paid off Aunt Marge for the car loan and some other expenses. 

I saw Rhonda several days after her surgery and she looked terrible. A week later she was up and around but still very uncomfortable. She was being discharged soon and I offered to come to her apartment and cook a meal or two for her but she declined. 

I went back to Norton’s for the summer and did manage to get some spotty work with Trent. A day there paid more than a month at the store. The summer flew by and the leaves began changing. 

I was changing too. I liked the way I looked and I was cleared for surgery that Christmas. Rhonda had healed up well and even gave me a look at her new womanhood. I was surprised at the doctors’ skill. Rhonda just giggled. While the surgery and the post op period had been pretty rough she didn’t regret a single thing. She was perfectly happy with herself and knew that I would be too. 

I modeled some more that fall and continued at the store. I took my leave of absence a week before the holidays. Aunt Marge took me to the hospital to check in. That night Rhonda came to the hospital to wish me well. 

The surgery went fine and Dr. Bjorne was pleased. My first bath was a unique experience as I explored my femaleness with my fingers. I went home several days later. There was a large pink bow wrapped around the tree in the front yard. The healing process was Page - 53
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slow and painful but I managed to stay upbeat. Angie, Mercedes and Rhonda called frequently to see how I was doing. 

After my follow up appointment with the surgeon I was given a clean bill of health. I saw Dr. Bjorne one last time and then I was finished. I had my birth certificate changed and after a trip to DMV I was now as much a woman as I was ever going to be. 

Trent called in March and asked if I felt well enough to work yet. I said yes. After the shoot he took a phone call and informed me that his friend’s agency would like me to come to New York. It would be a two-year contract. We discussed the terms in the contract and then I left. I made an appointment with a lawyer and he explained the fine print in the contract. I paid him and drove home. 

Leaving would be no problem since I really had no plans to stay in the area. I had thought about a number of careers but of course none of them paid what I could make modeling. 

New Faces would pay my expenses to New York for an interview session. I stayed at a nice hotel. The staff was wonderful and I got a chance to see the sights as well as take in a play on Broadway. I decided to sign with New Faces. The last day there they helped me find an apartment. I put down a deposit and would be able to move in May first. 

Flying back to the Midwest I thought about a lot of things. All the changes that had taken place since seeing my parents killed in that car crash. 

Back at home I put my car up for sale and boxed everything up. I made out the ship-ping labels and made my flight reservation, this time of course it would be a one-way ticket. 

My flight left on a Tuesday afternoon so I mailed the boxes on Saturday. I called the landlord to be on the lookout and also New Faces to let them know I would be arriving soon. 

I said my good byes to Angie, Mercedes and Rhonda over the phone. I was going to miss their company and of course the frivolity all girls enjoy. Aunt Marge took me to the airport and I boarded the flight. After I arrived in New York I called them and told them everything was ok. The following afternoon my stuff arrived and I spent several hours getting everything put in its’ place. 

Monday morning I would report to New Faces. After some additional paperwork I would be ready for an assignment. 

They say change is good. Sometimes even necessary. Change can bring out the best and sometimes the worst in people. Over time it usually is for the better regardless of the reason for the change. In my case of course the reason for my change was the most important thing of all because it meant I would have a life. So in essence I had made a change for life. 

THE END
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