
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

 Reluctant Press presents:

CROSSDRESSED FOR LIFE

Norman Way

A ‘HER TV’ E-BOOK

 Copyright © 2008, Reluctant Press - All Rights Reserved

 Reluctant Press TG Publishers

This story is a work of fiction. Any similarity to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. All situations and events herein presented are fictional, and intended only for the enjoyment of the reader. Neither the author nor the publisher advocate engaging in or attempting to imitate any of the activities or behaviors portrayed. 

Persons seeking gender reassignment surgery, hormone therapy or any other medical and/or body-altering process should seek the counsel of a qualified therapist who follows the Benjamin Standards of Care for Gender Identity Disorder. 

 Protect Professional Fiction on the Internet! 

We need  your  help! We want to keep providing our readers with low cost, professional quality fiction on the Internet. We spend thousands of dollars to edit, illustrate and typeset  each story.  It is important, therefore, that everyone works to help keep professional fiction alive on the Net. 

This story is protected by US and International copyright law, and is owned exclusively by Reluctant Press, which retains exclusive rights to publish these materials. The civil penalties for copyright infringement can be severe, including substantial monetary damages, injunctive relief, and liability for attorneys' fees incurred in prosecuting a case. If a court determines that the infringement was committed willfully, statutory damages of up to $100,000 for each copyright infringed can be awarded. Even if not found to be acting willfully, a defendant can still be held liable for statutory damages of $500 to $20,000 for each copyright infringed. These penalties apply even if money was not charged. In addition, criminal penalties may be imposed if someone willfully infringes a copyrighted work for commercial advantage or private financial gain. This crime is punishable by up to five years imprisonment, up to $250,000 in fines, or both. State civil damages and criminal penalties vary from state to state and country to country, but are always severe. 

The best way to keep professional illustrated fiction available on the Internet is to do YOUR part to protect the author's and publisher's copyright.  You can be part of the solution.  Encourage others to purchase our stories. Never share the access rights you've purchased.  You  make the continued availability of TG fiction on the Internet possible. Thank you for your cooperation! 

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

CROSSDRESSED FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

My parents met in high school and dated throughout college. Mom was in love with the theater. She loved Broadway. The whole opening night/greasepaint/applause thing was ingrained in her soul from the very beginning of her life. 

She took ballet and tap lessons from grade school through high school as well as theater and drama classes in high school and college. There were bit parts in the little theater group as well as the high school play every year. 

What she really wanted to do was dance but after the first semester of college, she broke her leg and twisted her knee while on a skiing trip with my dad. Though she healed up quickly, she would never be able to dance professionally. She continued to act and made the most of her theater connections to build a small business. 

Theater aside, her next greatest passion was sewing. She loved to design and sew costumes. A large part of her business came from area women who had her custom make lingerie for them. She would go to their homes or have them come to her parents’ house and measure them for whatever garments they wanted. Then she would cut and sew the satin, tricot or taffeta. After a final fitting, she would make any needed adjustments, then she would get paid. It meant a continuing source of income that she could depend on. 

She also created and altered costumes for the local little theater group. As her reputa-tion grew, she began to get work outside of the small Long Island town where she lived. 

She gave up acting after her second year of college and concentrated on her lingerie and costume business. Many a new bride had her wedding night peignoir sewed by Mom's ca-pable hands. 

My father was interested in a business career. He never once hesitated to arrange to see my mom in whatever play she was in or journey into the city to see a show on Broadway if tickets were available. Mom tried hard to insure the tickets she got were for Friday or Sat-Page - 3
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urday night so he would have his weekends or afternoons free for his golf outings. They were a perfect couple if there ever was one. 

They got married in the summer of their junior year. Instead of renting, they found an older building about thirty miles closer to New York City that had once been a Mom and Pop grocery store. With some financial help from both their parents, they had the building renovated and lived in the two-bedroom apartment upstairs. The remodeled downstairs became my mother's place of business. The rear was her fitting and sewing room with ample storage space for her supplies and a small office. The front, with some used fixtures, became a theatrical supply store offering makeup, wigs, masks and similar items for people going to costume parties. 

The business had grown to a point that mom decided not to continue her education. 

She hired two part-time clerks for the store and a part-time sewer for her apparel business. 

In two years, the business kept them going while my dad finished his Masters and was hired by a prestigious firm in the city. 

The commute was a grind but he had an excellent salary and in another two years they had repaid the down payment to their parents. Now they could start the family they both wanted. 

I arrived a short time later. Mom’s pregnancy and delivery had been difficult so they decided not to have another child. Another part-time sewer was hired for my first three months while Mom and Dad adjusted to becoming parents. 

I began helping out in the store as soon as I attained school age. I learned how to un-pack and check the shipments of supplies for the store and the sewing business as well as the proper way to arrange things on the shelves. I also did some of the janitorial work so the store always looked neat and presentable for the customers. 

Whether it was due to my mom’s difficult pregnancy or not ,I was very small at birth; the hospital kept me for several days until I had gained a few pounds. As a result, I was of slight build. I had fair skin and a very pretty face. There was more of my mother in me than my ruggedly handsome father. 

Once I overheard one of the sewers say, “He is so pretty, he should have been a girl.” 

That night after my bath, I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door and looked at myself closely. 

Even at that age I knew I was a boy because of what was between my legs. My body, unlike my father's, had very little hair and my skin was quite smooth, like my mother's. As I stared at myself in the mirror, I wondered if maybe I was supposed to have been a girl. 

I imagined myself wearing makeup, a dress, and carrying a purse while walking in high heel shoes like some of my mother's customers. I brushed my hair down over my forehead to form bangs. I thought perhaps with longer, maybe shoulder-length hair, I could be a very pretty girl, or at least look like one. 

I started school and earned good grades. Grade school had been pleasant but starting middle school was not. It was an older building and overcrowded. The noise, congestion and rowdiness of some of the older boys bothered me quite a bit. Mom decided that after I finished the eighth grade, I would be home-schooled. 
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In the evenings after I finished my homework and on weekends, I worked in the store. 

I had very little free time for television or movies unlike the other kids. The more time I spent working in the store, the less time the paid help was needed. I was glad to help out. 

My father once told me “Everybody likes to eat but not everybody likes to hunt.” I pitched in whenever I could and did whatever was needed to be done. 

One night I got up to pee and heard some giggling coming from my parents’ bedroom. 

I paused at their bedroom door on my way to the bathroom. I knelt down and pushed the door open a little more. They were both naked on the bed. In the dim light of the bedside lamp, I saw my mother and father kissing each other. I watched, fascinated, as the tree trunk-like shaft of my father's penis rose from the black forest floor of his pubic hair as she stroked it. 

I wanted desperately to go pee but curiosity kept me rooted to the spot. He pushed himself inside my mother. I watched them jostling back and forth until I heard my mother gasp. He rolled over. I stood up and walked quickly to the bathroom. My bladder felt like it was the size of a basketball and I barely made it to the commode in time. 

When I finished, I stroked my penis like I had seen my mother do to my dad. Nothing happened. I massaged it harder but still nothing. Finally, I flushed the toilet. After washing my hands, I went back to bed. 

I said nothing the next morning at breakfast but now at least I understood what the older boys were referring to when they talked about “banging” or “humping” somebody. 

It was the last week in April. I had about a month left of eighth grade. It was around six PM when Mom asked me to come to the rear of the store. I had just finished my stock work and was about to go back upstairs and wash up. After supper, I planned to watch the Friday night movie. 

“I need your help. One of the cast members of the local theater company has called in sick. You’re about her size. I need you to take her place for tonight and tomorrow night.” 

“HER place?” I asked innocently. 

“Yes. Now don’t get angry, no one has to know you are a boy. You’ll have to wear a costume for two nights and that will be the end of it. They are counting on you to help them out.” 

“Well OK, I guess. What do I have to do?” 

“I will take you to the theater and help you get made-up and dressed for the play. It’s not a speaking part so there are no lines to memorize. Afterwards, I will bring you home. 

Now let’s go. It’s only two hours until curtain.” 

She made a call on her cell phone and we got into the car. In a few minutes, we arrived at the rear of the Carlson Theater. Once inside, she took me back to one of the dressing rooms. 

“Strip down to your underpants,” she ordered. 

I did so and put my clothes on the chair next to a table with a large, well-lighted mirror. She slipped a pink petti-slip over my head and adjusted the straps. Next was a pink cotton dress. After adjusting the hem over the petti-slip, she buttoned up the back. I sat Page - 5
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down in the chair and put on a pair of pink cotton socks, then a pair of pink patent leather shoes with a strap across the instep that she called “Mary Janes.” They were a little tight but I knew I could manage. 

“Now turn around and face the mirror,” she instructed. 

I did so and she combed my hair over my forehead and fixed a curly wig over my head. 

“Tilt your head up and face me,” she said. 

When I did, she applied face powder, rouge and lipstick. 

“Press your lips together and stand up,” she ordered as she stepped back. 

I stood up and saw her smile as she looked me over. 

“Perfect” was her comment. 

“Sit down and wait here until I get back. I have to see the director for a few minutes.” 

She left and I sat down again. I turned to look at the pretty girl looking back at me in the mirror. I touched my face with one finger. I could hardly believe that it was really me. 

It had taken my mother only ten minutes to transform me from a young boy into a young girl. I began to wonder about those words “He is so pretty he should have been a girl.” 

Mom returned a few minutes later. Behind her was a tall, slim, mousy faced woman in a brown pantsuit. She had a large notebook in one hand and her face brightened when she saw me. 

“He’s beautiful!” she exclaimed. 

“Samuel, this is Ms. Lynn Evans, the play’s director.” 

“I’m pleased to meet you Ms. Evans,” I said as I extended my hand. 

She took it in her hand and squeezed it softly. 

“Thank you for coming on such short notice. I appreciate your helping us out. Now this is a non-speaking role so all you have to do is follow the other girls out on the stage, stand still, then file backstage when the act is over. You will enter the stage in Scene One, not Scene Two, then again in Scene Three. At the conclusion of the play, you will make a final entrance, then come back here to change. Do you understand what I want you to do, Samuel?” 

“Yes ma'am,” I answered. 

“Good. By the way, for tonight and tomorrow night, you will be Samantha. The other girls don’t have to know you are a boy.” 

“Okay,” I replied. 

“Good. Now please join the other girls waiting in the wings.” 

Mom winked at me as I followed Ms. Evans to where the other girls were waiting. 

“Girls, this is Samantha who will be filling in tonight and tomorrow night.” 

“Hi Samantha!” they said in unison as I took my place. 
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Shortly the curtain went up and we filed on stage and took our places at the rear. The first act lasted about twenty minutes. I tried to follow the story line but I didn’t find it to be very interesting. I paid close attention to what was going on as I didn’t want to screw up. 

As the curtain came down, we all filed offstage. I walked back to where Mom was waiting. 

In the small dressing room, the girls were chatting like magpies. Mom touched up my makeup. 

“When you walk out there again, take smaller steps. Remember, you are a girl. Don’t clump around like a boy usually does.” 

I nodded and we waited for the second act to end. When it did, the actors filed past us as we lined up to make our entrance. The third act went smoothly and the curtain came down to loud applause. Mom took her time removing my makeup as the other girls finished dressing and left. She took off the wig and then helped me out of the dress and petti-slip. She hung these items up in a small locker while I took off the pink socks and Mary Janes. I got dressed and we went home. 

“You did a fine job, Samuel. Ms. Evans is very pleased and so am I. Tomorrow night will be the same. Just relax and follow the girls on and off stage. You will be done in no time.” 

I just hoped she wasn’t going to mention anything to my father. 

The next night went smoothly as well. I didn’t chat with the girls between acts. Mom fussed with my wig and fixed my makeup again. Before going out for the third act, she also took several pictures of me. 

To be honest, I kind of enjoyed my little charade. I know I looked really good and there was something about wearing that dress and behaving in a girlie fashion that gave me a thrill. Maybe it was just that I had fooled everybody. I’m certain the girls would have been quite surprised to find out who their co-thespian really was. 

I continued my work at the store over the summer. I could put more hours in now and I banked almost everything I made. I was never enthralled with all the things and gadgets that some of the other kids had. I wasn’t into loud rock music and didn’t feel the need for a cell phone either. 

My home schooling was great and I earned good grades. I learned quickly and found I could spend more time working in the store that might otherwise have been spent poring over my books. I hadn’t given my brief stint as a girl any thought until Mom got a call from a customer about a fitting for her niece. 

The woman’s daughter was one of the girls I stood with in the play. The niece was now attending school upstate and would be coming home for the holidays. Her mother wanted me to model several party dresses so she could pick out the dress she wanted. 

“I don’t like having to ask you to do this,” remarked my mother. “But she is a very important client and it would be just this one time. I will schedule it so your father isn’t here. 

No one is going to know.” 

Reluctantly, I agreed. It would be six weeks before she and her mother would be coming in. Mom measured me for a foundation garment and got me a pair of black three-inch Page - 7

CROSSDRESSED FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

heel leather pumps. She placed two tennis balls in the cups of the strapless body briefer and I put each dress on so she could make several adjustments for a better fit. 

For several hours a week, I put on a pair of knee high nylon stockings and the pumps to practice walking around the apartment. Under Mom’s watchful eye, I soon became quite adept at walking like a girl in high heels. Of course, Dad was completely unaware of this. 

The night before the woman and her niece were due to come in, Mom smiled at me as I crawled into bed. “You will do just fine. Remember to take small steps. Walk to where they are seated. Twirl once in front of them, then walk away. Turn around again, walk back in front of them and stop.” 

I nodded, closed my eyes and went to sleep. I dreamed of parading around in front of a huge audience as I modeled a variety of gorgeous gowns to resounding applause. I woke up before the alarm went off, surprised that a boy should have such dreams. 

I got up and dressed. Dad had already left for work. Mom and I ate breakfast. After I helped her do the dishes, we went down to the fitting room. I undressed and put on the strapless body briefer and a pair of sheer pantyhose. I was surprised how good the sheer pantyhose felt against my nearly hair-free legs. 

Next Mom made up my face with red rouge and lipstick. She attached the appropriate size red press-on nails to my fingers. After placing a shoulder-length brown wig on my head, she attached a pair of long earrings to my earlobes. A single strand pearl necklace and bracelet were last. I stood up and she looked me over. 

“You are absolutely gorgeous, Samantha,” she cooed. “They’re going to love you! Now let’s get you into your first dress and heels.” 

She handed me a knee-length petticoat. I stepped into it just as the back door bell rang. 

After she ushered the women to their chairs, she returned and helped me into a red taffeta party dress. I stepped into my black pumps and picked up the matching clutch bag. She winked at me. 

“Don’t forget to smile,” she said. 

I followed her out to the fitting room. With one hand on my hip and the other holding the matching purse at my side, I walked to where the women were seated. I smiled as they looked up at me. Stopping in front of them, I twirled once, walked back to where my mother was standing, then walked back to where they were seated and stood still. 

It was the first time I had ever done such a thing and my heart was pounding like crazy. I had never been the subject of anyone’s attention before. It was an odd feeling having these two people look me over like I was an object in a store that they were considering for purchase. 

“It’s very nice Shirley, let’s see the next one,” said the mother. 

I turned and followed my mom back to the small dressing area. She unzipped me and slipped the dress off. While she placed it on a hanger, I unzipped a pink chiffon dress in a similar style and put it on. She zipped me up, then placed a pink sissy bow in my wig. I picked up the matching pink purse and followed her back out. I went through the same routine, again stopping in front of them for their approval. 
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“Too girlie for my niece,” she remarked. 

I turned and walked back with my mom to the dressing area. I took off the dress and petticoat. This time I put on a floor length satin sheath. It was a beautiful burgundy color. 

With purse in hand, I marched back out and modeled the dress. 

“It’s OK, I guess, but I don’t like the color,” she said. 

Her niece looked disappointed. I was sure Mom could make it in a more desirable shade but I said nothing since I didn’t want a discussion with the customer at this point. 

The last dress was a royal blue satin sheath. It was more conservatively styled and had a large bow at the base of the long back zipper. I put on over-the-elbow gloves to wear with this dress. Both of them seemed quite pleased. 

“Yes, this is the one. I liked this much better than the others,” she said as she looked at her smiling niece. 

I went back and Mom helped me out of the dress. 

“Wait here until we’re finished,” she said as she left. 

I sat down and read a trade magazine. Mom returned about thirty minutes later. 

“I had to make only two small alterations. You and the niece are almost exactly the same size. They were so happy. Here, this is for you.” 

She handed me a fifty-dollar bill. I couldn’t believe it! I had to work ten hours in the store to make as much as I had made in just the last hour. In fact it hadn’t even been an hour. 

“Wow. This is really something,” I said. 

“I appreciate you helping me out here, Samuel. Now lets get the makeup off.” 

She cleaned me up and removed my earrings, nails and wig. I took off the pantyhose, body briefer and got dressed. Upstairs, Mom opened a bottle of my Dad’s after shave and put a little on my face. 

“That should kill any lingering odor of the makeup,” she said with a smile. 

That night as I lay awake in bed, I thought about my modeling experience. Not only had the pantyhose felt good but the giddy feeling I got from walking in high heels along with the swish of the satin sheath, chiffon dress or the rustle of the petticoats under the first taffeta dress really had been exhilarating. I had enjoyed the feel of the garments as they cascaded over me when Mom helped me put them on and take them off. 

Despite the snug fit of the body briefer, it gave me a bust line, narrowed waist and ac-centuated my hips giving me a nearly perfect feminine form, allowing me to show off the dresses in a very womanly fashion. I wondered if girls felt that way when they dressed up. 

I closed my eyes. In my dreams, I was wearing the burgundy sheath at the formal dance the niece would be attending and she was looking at me with envy. 

Occasionally over the next several months, I found myself daydreaming about wearing girls clothes. Not just pretty party dresses and gowns but regular skirts and dresses, too. I began browsing the women’s section of the catalogs Mom had at the store. I went on line and found many wonderful websites displaying formal apparel of all kinds. I was particu-Page - 9
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larly struck by the white satin bridal gowns and wondered what it would be like to wear something like that. 

Once I was helping Mom box up some square dance costumes. I thought about wearing layers of petticoats under a dress or a flared skirt. I liked the ruffle panties, too. I was sure the nylon tricot would feel as good as the pantyhose had. 

“Finished yet?” came a voice from behind me. 

“Yes,” I replied. “This box is the last of the order.” 

I placed the box containing the pink ruffled panties in the master box and we sealed it shut. I attached the address label and carried it to the back room for pickup. 

She had caught me daydreaming. I wondered if she was going to say anything. I would have to be more careful in the future. I certainly wouldn’t want her to start asking questions. Fortunately, it wasn’t like she caught me fondling the panties. 

I finished the school year and passed my exams for a home-schooled student. Another year and I would have the equivalent of a high school diploma. After that, I wasn’t really sure what I was going to do. I had time, though. I had yet to find anything I was particularly interested in. I wanted to leave my self open to as many options as I could. Before making a choice, I wanted to be sure it was the right one. 

I kept busy over the summer. We attended a few more plays and concerts. My dad was increasingly busy at work and the store was getting more and more busy, too. I was working over forty hours a week now and had very little time for myself. Once in a while I found myself thinking back to my modeling experience with more than a passing fond-ness. 

It was a Friday afternoon in early August when a Mrs. Hathaway called the store and asked for my mom. She was a good customer of Mom’s and a big supporter of little theater groups all over Long Island. Her husband was a well known contractor and they were very wealthy. They talked for a few minutes with Mom looking at me in kind of a funny way. Their conversation ended with mom saying, “I’ll talk to him about it but it will be his decision.” 

She hung up the phone and walked across the store where I was stocking merchandise. 

She seemed a little pensive. I put the last of the items in the box on the shelf and turned to face her. 

“Mrs. Hathaway is having a small intimate gathering at her house at two PM tomorrow. One of the service personnel who works for her was involved in an accident on the freeway. She was wondering if you would be available to help serve her guests tomorrow afternoon. There will be some very wealthy people there. You know how important their contributions are to the theater as well as the fact that she is a good customer here. I would appreciate it very much if you would help her out.” 

I wasn’t exactly sure what this was going to involve as I had never done any “service work” before. Waiting on people in the store to find what they wanted and then making change for their purchases was very different from working in a “servant” type of situation. It would only be for one afternoon so I decided I would do it. Mom called her back Page - 10
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and then came into the back room where I was stacking flattened cardboard boxes for the recycling bin. 

“Mrs. Hathaway will send a car for you at ten AM tomorrow and will bring you home afterwards.” 

“OK,” I answered. I was wondering why I had to be there at ten when the gathering was not until two PM. 

I finished what I was doing and didn’t give it another thought. 

The next morning, a black limo pulled in front of the store and a uniformed chauffeur got out. I walked out the door before he could come inside and he opened the car door for me. It was a very plushy ride to Mrs. Hathaway’s house, or should I say mansion. 

It was quite a stately place with an immaculate lawn, flower gardens and shrubbery. I got out of the limo and was about to ring the door bell when Mrs. Hathaway opened the door. 

“Come in and follow me, please,” she said. 

As I walked through the mansion, it really took my breath away. 

“So, this is how the other half lives,” I thought. 

We walked up a winding staircase, then down the hall and into a large bedroom. There were two women in the room. One was wearing a white pantsuit and white shoes and the other was wearing a black maid's dress with a white apron. They both smiled as we approached. 

“This is Gretchen, one of my servants and this is Gail, my hairdresser. Ladies, this is Samuel Brooks. He is going to help us out this afternoon,” 

I nodded at both women as we were introduced. 

“Lynn Evans told me about the wonderful job you did for her and I know you will do the same for me. I’ll be back in about an hour.” 

With that, she turned around and left the room. I wondered just exactly what Ms. 

Evans had said to her. I had a feeling this wasn’t going to involve standing around in a dress, wig and makeup. 

“OK, let’s get started,” said Gretchen in an authoritative voice. “Step behind the panel over there and put this on.” 

I took a small box from her and walked around the end of the panel. I undressed and opened the small box to find a G-string. I wasn’t sure what to expect when I agreed to do this but when Mrs. Hathaway mentioned Lynn Evans, I knew something was up. I put on the G-string. Its tiny satin panel barely covered my genitals. I walked back to where the two women were standing and stopped in front of them. 

“Oh good! You have almost no body hair. This will make things easier. Stand with your legs apart on the newspaper, please,” instructed Gail. 

I did so. Gail used small clippers to remove the hair from my legs and arms. Next she applied the wax. It stung a little when she pulled the strips off. My skin felt tight and Page - 11
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when I looked down, I was as hair-free as any girl. Gretchen handed me another, larger box. 

“Now put these on please.” 

I stepped behind the divider and took off the G-string. I ran my hands over my arms and legs. “Girlie smooth,” I thought. I opened the box to find a pair of black satin panties, a black garter belt and a pair of black fishnet stockings. I put the panties and garter belt on. 

The tricot felt good against my skin. I rolled each stocking down, slipped them over my feet and pulled them up to the garters. After attaching them, I used both hands to smooth them out. I walked back out and stood before them again. 

Both girls were smiling. Gretchen held out a black brassiere. I put my arms through the straps and turned around so she could fasten the hooks. Gail inserted two breast forms in the cups, then adjusted the straps. It felt a little weird to have the weighted cups pulling on the bra straps. 

“Now, sit in the vanity chair but face this way,” ordered Gretchen. 

I walked over to the vanity, turned the chair around and sat down. Gail matched red press-on nails to my fingernails, then she worked quickly, applying liquid makeup and a drop of red rouge on each cheek. 

She fastened false eyelashes to my eyelids. Then she applied the eyeliner, eye shadow and mascara. With a tweezers, she plucked some stray hairs from my eyebrows. Finally, she outlined my lips with a lip pencil and then applied a thick layer of bright red lipstick. 

“Press your lips together,” she instructed as she put the tube back on the vanity and picked up a pair of long earrings. She clipped them to my earlobes, then sprayed my neck and wrists with some very sweet-smelling French perfume. I hadn’t expected that and shrank back from the bottle. 

“Just relax, Samuel,” she grinned. “I’ll splash you with some of Gwen’s husband's aftershave before you leave. Now stand up, please.” 

I stood up and she fitted a lacy cuff to each wrist and a choker around my neck. The black wig was next; at the top, a lacy maid's cap was pinned. When she finished, Gretchen stepped forward and handed me two short white petticoats. I stepped into them and brought them up to my waist. Next, she took the black satin puff sleeve French Maid minidress off the hanger and slipped it over my head. 

After zipping me up, she walked back to the closet and brought a pair of black leather high heel pumps. She placed them on the floor and I stepped into them. They had four-inch heels and fit perfectly. I wondered how they knew my shoe and dress size. Ms. Evans perhaps? How many others knew about me? 

I had felt pretty giddy in all this very feminine apparel but now, standing in these stiletto pumps, I felt even more exhilarated. Both women stood in front of me and looked me over. 

“You make a very pretty French Maid, Samantha,” said Gail. “Now let’s see you walk.” 

I began walking across the room. There was a slight difference with the extra inch of heel but I managed to walk confidently without wobbling or stumbling. 
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“That’s very good, Samantha. Remember to keep your elbows in, arms across your body and your hands dangling at the wrist. Now try it while carrying this tray,” ordered Gretchen. 

I took the silver tray on which there were four wine glasses filled with water from her and proceeded to walk back and forth again. The tray was not too heavy but the jarring of my high heels made the water slosh slightly. I had to hold the tray just right and walk slowly so I wouldn’t spill anything. 

“Excellent, Samantha. You are a quick study. Please put the tray down on the vanity and then turn around,” said Gretchen. 

I walked over to the vanity and set the tray down, bending slightly as I did so. The stiff petticoats made the skirt of the

minidress ride up, slightly re-

vealing my panties. I heard brief

giggles behind me before I

turned and walked back to

where they were standing. 

“Now I want you to curtsy

for me like this,” ordered

Gretchen. 

She held the sides of her

maid dress out, placed one foot

behind the other, squatted down

a little and then stood back up

again. I followed suit and after

several curtsies, I had it down

the way they wanted. 

“For someone without any

experience, you are certainly

picking this up quickly, Saman-

tha. Now let's go downstairs and

I will show you what to do this

afternoon. Be careful going

down the stairs. Use the handrail

and don’t hurry. We can’t afford

to have you twist an ankle, now

can we?” said Gretchen. 

“No, Ma'am,” I answered

and began following her out of

the bedroom and down the hall

to the staircase. I stopped briefly

in front of the hallway mirror

and looked at the pretty French

Maid looking back at me from
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the mirror. I pressed my lips together and continued to follow Gretchen. I was careful going down the staircase and followed Gretchen to the dining area where two other maids were setting the table. 

The silverware sparkled and the dishes shown brightly under the lights over the table. 

The other two maids looked up at me briefly and smiled, then continued their work. 

I noticed their dresses were longer than mine with the hem just above their knees. 

Their shoes had lower heels too, about two inches, compared to mine which had four-inch heels. I was going to ask why that was but decided not to. 

Gretchen took me through an adjoining hallway to the kitchen where two more servants in white were frosting a cake. 

“You will wait here in the kitchen with the other girls until the women are ready to be served. Wait until you hear the bell. The wine will be served first. Then come back here and wait for the bell. Go back out, collect the wine glasses and return with the cake and the two pots of tea and coffee. Ask which cake they prefer, the chocolate or the spice, then ask their choice of beverage, coffee or tea. Place the cake on plate and set the plate down in front of them. 

“Pour the beverage of their choice, ask if they prefer cream or sugar, then set the cup in front of them. Always curtsy when you come out and again before you leave. Do you have any questions, Samantha?” 

I shook my head no. Everything had seemed pretty straightforward and I felt I could do this. 

“Good. It’s almost noon. Have a seat at the table and enjoy your lunch. Then go back upstairs to the bedroom and watch some TV until I come for you,” said Gretchen. 

I took a seat at the table and one of the cooks placed a seafood salad and a glass of milk in front of me. I did not know for sure just how many of the staff knew I was a boy so I ate daintily, taking small mouthfuls at a time, chewing the food slowly and sipping my milk rather than gulping it down like boys usually do. When I finished, I stood up and blotted my mouth like a lady should and walked back upstairs. 

I watched the noon news, weather, and sports. The bedroom, like everything else, was gorgeous. I walked into the bathroom and it, too, was beautiful. For the first time in my life, I had to sit down to pee. When I finished, the toilet flushed noiselessly. I washed my hands and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I was the picture of femininity from the maid's cap at the top of my wig to my makeup, costume, nails, stockings and high heels. 

To see me, you would never have guessed I was or had ever been a boy. 

I walked back out to the bedroom and shut the TV off. I picked up a fashion magazine from the vanity table and sat in one of the plush chairs. Thumbing through it, I saw that I was just as pretty as any of the girls. I closed my eyes and wondered what their lives were like, spending their days getting their hair done, being made up and dressed in beautiful clothes. Posing with their matched accessories, perfectly balanced in their shoes that had heels even higher than mine. 

“Time to go to work,” said Gretchen from the doorway. “Touch up your lipstick and blusher.” 
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I hadn’t even heard her come in. I got up and smoothed my dress out. At the vanity, I ran the puff over my cheeks and pressed the tube of red lipstick to my mouth. When I finished, I pressed my lips together and turned to Gretchen for approval. She smiled and with a Q-tip, dug a small amount of petroleum jelly out of a jar and spread it across my lips. 

“This will give you a glossier look,” she explained. 

I pressed my lips together again and stood up. I smoothed the front of the minidress out while Gretchen checked the back. As I walked away from her to the door, I thought I heard her giggle as the jarring of the four-inch stilettos made the petticoats bounce under the minidress. 

Mrs. Hathaway was waiting at the bottom of the staircase as we made our way down. I stopped in front of her and curtsied. The look on her face was one of complete amazement. 

“You look absolutely ravishing, Samantha. I just  know  the girls will like you!” she exclaimed. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Hathaway. I will try my best,” I answered in my best soft, girlie voice. 

She stepped aside and watched me walk away from her as we headed to the kitchen. 

“It’s about one-thirty. The guests should be arriving in about fifteen minutes. This is one place where NOBODY arrives “fashionably late.” Mrs. Hathaway is a stickler for punctuality for both business and social occasions,” said Gretchen. 

I nodded as we entered the kitchen. The two carts nearest the door had the wine bottles on them. The next two carts had the cake pans, coffee and tea pots on them. Everything looked to be in order as we waited for the sound of the bell. 

It wasn’t long before I could hear the girlie chatter of a group of women as they walked into the dining room. The bell rang and I followed one of the other maids out of the kitchen. The last of the women took their seats as I took one side of the long table. I curtsied politely as I stopped near the first woman and asked her which wine she preferred. I poured her a glass of her choice and then did the same for the rest of the guests on my side. When I served the last woman, I curtsied again and pushed the wine cart back into the kitchen. The other maid soon joined me. She was smiling at me. 

“You were perfect,” she said. 

I felt relieved. Now we had to wait for the bell to sound again. We helped ourselves to a cup of coffee. I drank very little coffee at home, just when I felt tired during the day or when I wanted to work late to finish a school assignment. I needed a little jolt of caffeine just then, though, as I was a bit stressed. The coffee was strong and very full-flavored. I was certain this was no ordinary supermarket brand. 

It was nearly an hour before the bell rang again. We pushed the carts out and after a curtsy, I collected the wine glasses and put them back on the cart. I curtsied again and returned to the kitchen. I came back with the coffee, tea and cake. I curtsied once more and began serving the women on my side their choices of cake and beverage. I noticed a number of the women eying me. I hoped nothing was wrong with my appearance; I was Page - 15
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certain I hadn’t made any errors in my serving technique. When I finished serving, I curtsied again and returned to the kitchen. 

We waited less than an hour before we heard the bell again and we went out to refill the cups. Back in the kitchen, we began washing the wine glasses. 

“Usually we only have to go out once for a refill,” explained the other maid. 

We finished the wine glasses. The noise of the women getting up and leaving prompted us to stand by with the carts to go out and clear off the table. Shortly, Mrs. 

Hathaway came into the kitchen. 

“You may clear the table now. When you are finished, Samantha, come back upstairs, please,” she announced. 

“Yes, ma'am,” I replied as I curtsied. 

We cleared the table and I helped with the dishes. I was particularly careful as the china looked to be pretty pricey. When we finished, the table cloth was removed and I walked back to the upstairs bedroom. 

Gail was waiting for me. I slipped out of the pumps as she unzipped me. She put the dress on a hanger and I slid the petticoats off. She took them from me and hung them up. I walked over to the vanity and sat down. She helped me take off the press-on nails, then removed my makeup. I took off the wristlets and choker. She unpinned the maid's cap and removed my wig. 

“I still can’t believe how great you look,” she remarked. “I almost hate to see you become a boy again.” 

Gail stepped out of the room. I took off the lingerie and put my male clothing back on. 

I looked in the vanity mirror and saw a boy again. I felt a slight pang of guilt. Like maybe I should not have changed back. Maybe I should have put on girl clothes and stayed that way. It was a strange feeling to have. 

Gail came back in with a small bottle and handed it to me. I took the cap off and splashed myself liberally with the strong aftershave. I re-capped the bottle and handed it back to her. 

“Mrs. Hathaway is waiting for you downstairs,” she said. 

I walked down the hall with Gail until she turned into another room. I continued to the stairs and walked down to where Mrs. Hathaway was standing. 

“Thank you so much for helping me out today,” she said. “This is for you.” 

She handed me a hundred-dollar bill. 

“Thank you. This is very generous of you,” I replied. 

“The car is waiting out front to take you home,” she said. 

I walked past her and out the door to the limo. The hundred-dollar bill in my pocket felt very nice indeed. Back at home, I went upstairs and looked at myself in the mirror. I wanted to be sure all traces of the makeup had been removed and they were. 

That night, I took a bath. I enjoyed the feel of the soap on my silky smooth, freshly waxed legs and arms. After drying myself off, I stood in front of my closet door mirror and Page - 16
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dropped the towel. I pushed my genitals between my legs, then placed one hand on my hip and struck a pose. The image in the mirror said it all: a boy's head sitting on top of a very girlie, hair-free body. All I really needed now to complete the picture was breasts. 

I had looked very good in that black satin minidress and high heels. The money aside, I liked what I had just done, as much as I hated to admit it. The panties and stockings had felt so good against my skin. The rustle of the petticoats under the satin minidress as I minced girlishly in those four-inch stiletto pumps with my limp-wristed hands dangling in front of me was exciting as well. It was almost as if I weren’t acting at all, just being my normal, female, self. Maybe Mrs. Hathaway would call me again. 

My work and home schooling continued. My mother never said anything to me about my little excursions into femininity and of course my father never knew. Sometimes, when I was alone, I thought about cross-dressing. With Mom at home all the time, I wouldn’t be able to do it there. 

I tried to find some informational websites to learn more about it but they were blocked with parental controls on our computer. Time seemed to go very slowly. Maybe if I could look forward to wearing lingerie, dresses, heels and makeup every day, things would be better. I wasn’t sure just who or what I was supposed to be anymore and I certainly had more questions than resources to get answers. 

My parents weren’t pleased that I had not chosen a career path. I had very little free time to associate with others my age in the neighborhood. I would see them occasionally at the mall for video games or at soccer practice. Most all of them felt the way I did, not really sure just what they wanted to do. With a crazy up and down economy, there weren’t many areas that would not be affected by a layoff. I wanted to put off making that decision until I was sure of exactly what I wanted to do with my life. 

That decision was put on hold September 11, 2001. My dad had car trouble that morning. His parents were going in to the city that day and were going to drop him off. A vehi-cle traveling at high speed fleeing the city ran a stop sign. The impact killed the driver, my father and grandfather instantly. My grandmother died several hours later at the hospital. 

It was a horrendous couple of days. People were in shock over the terrorist attack and had concerns about another one. Finally, the funerals were over with and the estates settled. My dad’s parents had left everything to him; of course my mom got all of that. She took it very well and in about month, things were back to normal, sort of. 

After the funeral and other expenses were paid, she used the insurance money to take a chunk out of the mortgage on the building. A lawsuit against the driver went nowhere as he was a convicted felon fleeing not only the city but the police. To make matters worse, the car he had stolen was waiting to be driven to a police impound lot. It had been stolen several months previously and the owner had dropped the insurance on it and settled with his own insurance company for the theft. 

I finished my driver's education and got my New York license. I kept busy at the store and Mom submerged herself in the business. Friends would stop by occasionally and take her out to eat. All in all, we were both weathering the storm as well as could be expected. 

About two months later, my world really fell apart. My mom was at her parents’ house in Queens when an airliner fell out of the sky. All of them perished in the fiery crash. 
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While rumors about terrorists flew, I went through the motions of the funeral and with the help of Mom’s attorney, got her estate settled. 

The money was placed in trust for me until I was eighteen, which would be in about nine months. 

Mom’s sister had come out from California and offered to let me live with them until I finished school. I was grateful to her for the offer and said I would think about it. I would be eighteen in July. I would sell the building and mom’s business and then decide whether or not to move out to California. 

The part-time employees kept things going until all the orders we had been working on had been filled. I sold off the store’s inventory and fixtures, then listed the building with a Realtor. There were a few showings right away and then sporadically through the next few months but no offers. Except for the family album, I donated everything else to the local thrift store. 

The days were long without much to do except studying. I passed my home school exams and got my diploma. 

My mom had a twenty-thousand dollar policy which became part of my trust but any additional money from lawsuits over the crash could be years away. To settle quickly, I took three hundred thousand with the lawyer getting a third of that. A hefty sum for anyone, let alone a seventeen-year-old. 

I decided to take mom’s sister up on her offer and move out to California. They lived just south of Modesto. I lowered the price a little on the building and accepted an offer. I moved into a motel and after the close, took part of the money in travelers checks. Then I placed the rest of the money in the bank along with the trust. I could have it wired to me in California. 

After everything cleared, I made flight reservations and spent the next few days walking around the mall. I kept only a few clothes packed in a large suitcase. My birth certificate and papers from my parents’ estate plus the building sale I kept in an attaché case. I didn’t want to be carrying a lot of stuff on my trip. 

I took an afternoon flight, arriving in mid-afternoon. I was tired after the long flight. 

Cindy met me at the airport and took me to their house. She and her husband Mel operated a small café south of town.. The interstate had bypassed them but they were on a main secondary road and had a very good business there. 

Their home was on the back end of the large lot the restaurant was on. I moved in to a small efficiency apartment above their garage. It was nicely furnished; it was good to be away from the main house for their privacy as well as my own. 

I took a few days to get acclimated and learn my way around the place. I ate my meals at the restaurant and helped out now and then when they needed me. A new waitress, Samantha Warren, and I hit it off well. I was hoping to ask her out when I got a car. 

A month before I turned eighteen, I experienced my first earthquake tremor. It was a little scary but Mel and Cindy just laughed it off. “Get used to it!” Cindy said, “Hazards of living in California!” 
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I got my California driver’s license and transferred my trust fund to a local bank. I began looking over the newspaper ads for a used car. Money was no object but I wanted to keep as much in the trust as possible. I didn’t want to spend too much at the outset. I managed to find a two-door Accord in very good shape with only about sixty thousand miles on it. I had a mechanic check it out and made the purchase. After getting some insurance, I decided to ask Samantha out. 

She was a little taller than me. Cindy had hired her after Samantha’s live-in boyfriend was arrested in a drug raid. Both Cindy and Mel had helped many kids get their life back on track and were well-known in the community for their work with young people. She was always a cheerful person and our first dinner-and-movie date was very enjoyable. 

A month later, we were coming back from a trip to a large flea market about twenty miles away. I never cared for them but I went anyway. She didn’t find anything she liked. 

When I parked in front of her apartment building, she looked at me with a grin. 

“Come on up. There is something I want to talk to you about,” she said. 

I followed her up to her apartment. Once inside, she motioned me to the couch. She returned from the kitchen a few minutes later and handed me a soft drink as she sat down next to me. 

“One of my girlfriends from high school is living in the Bay Area. She is studying to be an actress and the little theater group is having a costume party at a local motor lodge. I have been invited to bring a guest. Would you like to come?” 

“Sure,” I answered right away. 

“Well, it’s a little different kind of party. It might be something you don’t want to do. 

Have you ever heard of a Turnabout party?” she asked. 

“No, I haven’t,” I admitted. 

“Well, see, we would reverse roles. I will come as a boy and you'll come dressed as a girl. You mentioned that your mom made many costumes for the theater group where you used to live and you had been to many plays in New York before you came out here. 

You've probably seen drag performers at some point, haven’t you?” 

“Actually, no. I never saw that type of performance but I know what it is. I don’t think I should…” 

“Aw, come on now. Be a sport. It would just be for one Saturday night. No one here will know,” she pleaded. 

I thought for a minute about my three cross-dressing experiences: Wearing girl’s clothes and standing at the back of the stage, modeling several formal dresses for one of my mother’s clients and of course serving Mrs. Hathaway’s guests in a French maid costume at her afternoon tea. 

I had never thought about cross-dressing through the funerals and the settling of my parents’ estate. Now for some strange reason it appealed to me. It was as if her request had brought back some suppressed memory of the pleasure I felt while being dressed in feminine attire. 

“Okay, I will do it,” I answered. 
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Her face brightened and she jumped up. 

“That’s super!” she exclaimed. “Stand up and let me measure you.” 

I got up and she went into the bedroom, returning with a tape measure. She measured my skull, neck, bust, waist, hips, open hand and wrist, shoulder width, sleeve length, then had me take off my shoes and stand on a piece of paper. She outlined my feet in pencil. 

Then she looked in one of my shoes and wrote the men’s size on the paper too. 

“That should do it. I’ll call Sally and give her your measurements. The party is a week from Saturday. I’ll drive us up to her house Friday night. After checking the fit, you can sleep in her spare bedroom. Saturday morning, we'll hit some of the flea markets and then lunch. Saturday afternoon, we’ll get dressed and go to the motor lodge. The party should go until about midnight. Then we’ll go home. Sunday, I’ll drive you back here. Simple, right?” she asked. 

Yes, of course,” I answered. “What costume did you have in mind for me?” I wanted to know. 

“I’m not just sure yet. Let’s wait and see when we get there what looks the best on you,” she answered. 

I nodded as we walked to the door. She pulled to a stop in my driveway. 

“Thanks again. I’m glad you are coming with me,” she said. “Remember to take a hot bath and shave yourself all over Friday night after work. I will pick you up about seven,” 

She reached over and kissed me on the cheek. 

“Sure, see you after work next Friday,” I said as I got out of the car. 

Upstairs, I wondered about what I had just agreed to. That night, after a shower, I stood naked in front of the mirror. I brushed my hair down over my forehead and crossed my legs. I had lost some weight during the past nine months and appeared slimmer and more feminine than I had before. I was sure I was going to pass easily as a girl. I had no doubt that what had worked before would certainly work again. The only thing different was that I would be in the company of strangers, not friends or relatives. 

The week seemed to go by rather slowly. It was almost as if time was prolonging the inevitable. In a way, I was looking forward to this, although I did not want to admit that to someone I hardly knew. 

Friday night after work, I ate supper, then soaked in a hot bath. I shaved my legs, arms and face carefully. When I finished, I dried myself off, then rubbed myself all over with some hand lotion to ease the sting of the close shave. Samantha picked me up promptly at seven and we headed north. 

We made one pit stop before arriving at Sally’s apartment. Once inside, Samantha introduced me to a beaming Sally. She seemed quite happy to see me. She showed me to the second bedroom where I would be sleeping. 

“Drop your stuff in here. The john is around the corner, freshen up if you want,” she said. 

I stepped into the bathroom and relieved myself. Before flushing, I stepped close to the door and quietly opened it a crack. I could not hear what they were saying but it was inter-Page - 20
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spersed with frequent outbursts of giggling and laughter. I washed and dried my hands. 

After flushing the toilet, I rejoined the girls in the living room. They stopped talking as I entered the room. 

“Did you remember to shave yourself before we left?” asked Samantha. 

“Yes I did,” I answered. What do you want me to do?” 

Sally handed me a pink box. 

“Go in the bedroom and put this on,” she instructed. 

I took the box from her and went back to the bedroom. I undressed, put my clothes on the chair and opened the box. Inside was a pink, strapless body briefer with padded side panels to give me some hips. I put it on and walked back out to the living room. 

Sally inserted a breast form in each cup and closed the two small hooks in the back. 

Next, she opened another box and handed me a pair of pink petti-pants. I put them on, followed by a floor-length pink petticoat and the matching pink petti-slip from a rack at the front of the living room. After adjusting the petti-slip over the petticoat, Sally removed a pink wide-skirted puff sleeve floor-length chiffon gown from the hanger. It had tiers of ruffles from the waist to the floor. She unzipped it all the way down and helped Samantha slip it over my head, then zipped me up. 

The tricot petti-pants felt good against my hairless skin, as did the chiffon gown. It was the same ecstasy I had known before. The girls checked the hem length as well as the overall fit of the dress. 

“Everything looks good,” commented Sally. “It’s a little long but with heels it should be just about right.” 

From the coffee table, next to several wigs on their foam heads, she opened the top shoe box and placed a pair of pink four-inch heel patent leather pumps at my feet. I stepped into them and was surprised to find they fit me to a T. Next, she removed a brown shoulder-length wig from its foam head and put it on me. The big floppy hat was last. She tied the pink satin straps under my chin in a large bow and stepped back to where Samantha was standing. Both girls were wearing smiles of approval. 

“You’re absolutely gorgeous, Samuel,” commented Samantha. “Now walk around the room several times.” 

I did so. I had walked in heels before. I’m sure they were curious as to how I was able to do this without any previous experience that they were aware of. 

“You move quite elegantly, like a lady should,” said Sally. “You surprised me since you have had no previous experience in dresses or heels…and I mean that in a sincere way, not that you would have ever done something like this before. Samantha did a good job with her measurements and description of you.” 

“Thank you,” I replied. 

“Lets get you undressed and into the next costume,” said Sally. 

I undid the bow under my chin, removed the hat and gave it to Samantha while Sally was unzipping me. Then I slipped out of the four-inch heel pumps and both girls helped me out of the dress, petti-slip and petticoat. Sally hung them up on their respective hang-Page - 21
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ers while I slid the petti-pants down to my ankles, slipped them off, and placed them back in the box. 

The next costume was a black taffeta cocktail dress. Actually, all the so called costumes on the rack were not costumes at all. They were all dresses. I began to be a bit suspicious of this but of course I said nothing. 

The top part of the dress was black chiffon, as were the long sleeves. The rest from the bust to the hem was black taffeta. It had a large black satin bow at the base of the long zipper in the back. Sally held it up by the hem and I carefully put my arms through the chiffon sleeves. She pulled the dress down and zipped me up. 

Samantha had placed the pink pumps back in their box. From the second shoe box, she removed a pair of black four-inch stiletto heel pumps and put them on my feet. I stepped into them and, again, found they fit me perfectly. Replacing the brown wig with a black one, Sally stepped back and the girls watched me walk around the room again. Judging by their smiles, they were pleased at my performance. 

“You look great in that dress too, Samuel,” said Samantha. “I am going to have trouble making up my mind what I'm going to have you wear!” she laughed as she unzipped me. 

The next dress was a purple satin bridesmaid's dress. The floor-length sheath had short sleeves but they were huge puffy sleeves. At the base of the zipper was a huge satin bow, much larger than the one on the black dress. Sally zipped me up as Samantha fastened the purple tiara to my black wig. I tried on the three-quarter length gloves to find they were a perfect fit. As I made my way around the living room, I placed one hand on my hip. I had lapsed back to a feminine mannerism Mom had taught me when I modeled briefly for one of her clients and her client's niece. 

“Where did you learn that?” asked Sally as I stopped in front of them. 

“Oh I guess I've seen girls do that on TV or something,” I replied Neither of the girls said anything as they helped me out of the sheath. Samantha removed the tiara as I took off the gloves. Sally held up the last dress. It, too, was a bridesmaid's dress in bright green. This one was a tea-length dress with three-quarter length sleeves. I put the petticoat back on and the girls helped me into it. Samantha added the matching tiara and I slipped on the green wrist-length gloves. I walked again, placing my hand on my hip in girlie fashion. At this juncture, I guess it didn’t matter. 

When I stopped in front of them for the last time, both girls were shaking their heads. 

“I honestly don’t know,” said Samantha. “They all fit you and look so good on you, I just can’t make up my mind. Sally, what do you think?” 

“I feel the same way you do, Samantha. Maybe we should have him model them all again. What do you think?” 

I wasn’t happy about going through the motions with the other dresses again as I felt once was enough. Was there a problem here or were they just happy to see me wearing all this feminine finery? 

“I think I’ll just go with pink,” replied Samantha. 

“Good enough. I’ll get us a drink,” said Sally as she headed for the kitchen. 
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Samantha helped me undress. I sat next to her on the couch. Sally returned shortly with a tray containing a bottle of wine and three glasses. I had no previous experience with alcohol so I knew I had better take it easy. She poured my glass about three-quarters full. 

I felt quite comfortable sitting between the two girls in my foundation garment as we discussed the itinerary for the next day. I sipped the wine slowly and listened attentively as the girls discussed fashion and makeup. They finished their wine and Sally got up. 

“I get the john first, then Samantha. Then it’s all yours, Samuel,” she announced as she headed for the bathroom. 

Samantha and I watched TV while we waited. Sally came out in her robe with a towel wrapped around her head. She joined me on the couch and Samantha went to clean up. I had begun to feel the effects of the wine by the time Samantha came back. 

“Drink up!” Samantha said as she handed me a disposable razor. “Once more to be sure you are smooth for tomorrow. Your nightgown is on the hook.” 

I took the razor from her and after she unhooked the body briefer, I walked into the bathroom. Behind me I heard a brief outbreak of giggles. I took off the foundation garment and hung it on the hook next to a pink baby doll nightgown. 

Samantha had drawn my bathwater and added a capsule of bubble bath to it. I stepped in the tub and sat down in the pink foam. It smelled the sweet scent of strawberries. I scrubbed myself with the perfumed soap, then applied the pink shaving gel. I shaved slowly and carefully. When I finished, I let the water out and rinsed the sweet suds off my body. After drying myself off with the huge pink fluffy towel, I used the perfumed dusting powder left on the hamper. I put on the pink panties, then slipped the top over my head and adjusted the huge pink bow in the front. 

After putting the body briefer on the dresser in the bedroom, I returned to the living room and joined the girls. Sally had poured some more wine in the glasses and I sat down between them on the davenport. 

“We’ll watch a movie and then we will hit the hay,” announced Sally. 

She pushed the button on the remote. The screen turned black and the light on the DVD player came on. 

“I thought you might enjoy this rather than the usual junk you see on TV these days,” 

said Sally with a smirk. 

The movie began with some soft music. Then the title appeared” “Stud into Sissy Maid.” I was very sleepy because of the wine but forced myself to stay awake. This was no ordinary flick but an adult film about a chauvinistic, mouthy, abusive jock who is transformed by two ex-girlfriends into a sissified, effeminate maid and is forced to spend the rest of his life as a feminized servant to the two girls. 

While I did not care for the graphic sex scenes, I liked the image of him after he was denuded of all his body hair, dressed in lingerie, petticoats, the French maid costume, stiletto heels, then perfumed and made up with bright red rouge and lipstick. He was very con-vincing as he proceeded to mince about while he cleaned their house and served their meals. 
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At its conclusion, I got up and went into the bedroom. I was about to close the door when the giggling began again. I heard Sally say “I just know you are going to win tomorrow. He is so TOTALLY feminine! You were right about everything.” I closed the door and got into bed. I was asleep in no time. 

The next thing I knew, the covers were pulled off. By the dim night light, I saw Samantha standing beside the bed, naked. She grinned as she bent forward and kissed me hard. I didn’t know what to think as she probed my mouth with her tongue. I liked the taste of her and I felt myself getting hard. 

Because of my home school and work hours, I hadn’t socialized much. She sensed my hesitancy and stopped momentarily. 

“Just relax and let me take control,” she said. “Don’t worry about protection, I can’t have kids.” 

I half-sat up as she pulled my top off gently, then yanked my panties down around my ankles. She was on top of me, kissing me hard. I closed my eyes and saw my parents making love. My dad had been on top and took control as he pushed himself inside her. Here Samantha was on top, guiding me inside of her. We rolled over and shortly, I climaxed. 

We both relaxed and I fell asleep. 

“Breakfast in ten minutes, sleepy head,” was the next thing I heard. She was standing over me in a pink robe with a big smile on her face. I was covered up but my panties were still around my ankles. 

I got up and looked at the clock on the dresser. It was nearly nine AM. I had slept soundly without waking for nine hours. I picked my top up off of the floor and put it on. I walked in the john, slid my panties down and peed. I washed my hands and walked to the kitchen. Sally had a smirk on her face as she set a plate of scrambled eggs and toast in front of me. Samantha was watching a morning talk show on television. 

I ate ravenously.  Now I am a man, I thought. Anyone looking at me in that pink nightgown and smelling like strawberries might disagree though. I finished eating and downed the last of my orange juice. I helped Sally with the dishes as Samantha returned to the living room wearing jeans, sneakers and a T-shirt. She had a bit of a smirk on her face as she talked to me. 

“I put your clothes on the chair. As soon as you are dressed, Sally will take back the costumes you won’t be wearing to the theater's shop. Then we’ll go to the flea market and do some shopping. After lunch, we’ll help you get ready again. We should be at the motor lodge by five for cocktails, dinner is at six, the band starts at seven, promenade is at eight-thirty and then prizes at nine.” 

I nodded and walked to the bedroom. There was another fit of giggles as I entered the bedroom to change. My male clothes were not on the chair. In their place was a pink bra and matching pink ruffled panties, a pink cotton puff sleeve blouse and a matching pink denim miniskirt. On the floor was a pair of pink four-inch wedge sandals. This hadn’t been part of the plan but there wasn’t much sense in raising objections now. I figured to just play along and let the girls have their fun. 
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I put the bra and panties on but could not close all four of the back bra hooks. I took the breast forms out of the body briefer and placed them in the bra cups. I stepped into the denim skirt, brought it up to my waist and closed the side zipper. I walked out to the living room where Samantha adjusted the bra straps and closed the last two hooks. I returned to the bedroom, followed by Samantha. After I put on the pink blouse and tucked it into the skirt, she fixed the brown wig in place. I sat down and put on the wedge sandals. 

When I got up, she stood over me with a lipstick and gave me a pink mouth. She placed the lipstick and a compact in a small purse on a chain, along with my wallet and handker-chief. I slipped the purse over my shoulder and we walked back to the living room. 

Walking in four-inch wedge heels was easier than the four-inch stiletto pumps I had worn the night before. The pink panties felt good on my smooth skin and I enjoyed the swing of the mini skirt as I walked with one hand at my side, the other grasping the chain of my purse. I wondered why they had me wearing a skirt, blouse and wedge heels while they wore jeans, sneakers and a sport shirt. Neither one of them wore lipstick either. 

“When you sit down, remember keep your legs together and smooth your skirt with your hand,” instructed Samantha. 

I did so as I took my place next to her on the davenport. We watched TV until Sally got back around ten-thirty. I hadn’t counted on spending the entire day cross-dressed. It was supposed to be just for a few hours in the evening. I was a bit concerned that someone at the mall might see that I was a male in drag. Then I would have to explain to a cop why I was dressed the way I was. When I expressed this to both girls as we were about to leave, Sally just laughed. 

“Don’t you worry about a thing. As good as you look in that skirt and blouse, nobody will be the wiser. Just remember to walk slowly, take smaller steps, smooth your skirt when you sit down and speak in a soft voice. Don’t forget to smile when you talk to people. Just act like you’re one of the girls and everything will be fine. The more tense you are, the worse it will be. Now let’s go,” 

I followed the girls out to the car. Samantha opened the door and got in the back seat. 

“When you get in, swing your butt in first as you smooth your skirt, sit down, then swing your legs in,” she said. 

I did so. We fastened our seat belts and Sally started the car. After the flea market, it was about a twenty-minute drive to the mall. It was just before one when she pulled into a parking space. I thought we should park closer to the mall entrance but Sally said it would give me more practice walking in a skirt and heels. 

We stopped in several women’s department stores. At each one, I was introduced to the sales clerk as “Samantha”. Once at the cosmetic kiosk, I turned to go and Sally lifted the back of my skirt so the two clerks could see I was wearing panties. Both of the girls giggled and one of them said, “Told ya.” 

It seemed the girls were bound and determined to have me meet every female salesper-son in every store and make certain they all knew I was a male. As we got to the end of the mall, Sally purchased a bottle of hand lotion at one of the kiosks. After the clerk rang it up, she handed Sally an envelope. 
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“You are our one hundredth

customer today. Take this to the

One Stop Hair Shop, about half-

way down the mall on this side,” 

she said, indicating the right side

of the mall as we faced it. 

We headed in that direction. 

Stopping at a small jewelry store, 

we looked at the large inventory

of earrings on display. 

“You get your ears pierced

free if you buy two pair,” Sally

teased. 

“Uh, no thanks,” I replied. “I

don’t like needles. 

At the hair salon, the recep-

tionist tore open the envelope

and announced Sally had won a

free manicure and pedicure. 

“I just got one last weekend,” 

said Sally. “But my friend

Samantha here could use it, 

couldn’t you?” 

Both girls turned to me with

big grins on their faces. Once

again they had me. 

“Well yes, I guess so,” I an-

swered. 

“Good. Come on in and take

a seat. We are not real busy and I

think I can get you in right

away.” 

We walked inside the shop and sat down. A few minutes later, a young girl in a pink smock came out of the back and looked at me. 

“Samantha?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I answered and got up. 

“Please come with me,” she asked. 

I followed her about halfway back to where her station was. 

“Take a seat,” she said as she got things ready. 

About thirty minutes later, she announced that she was done. My hands and feet felt wonderful and the pink nail polish looked good with my outfit. 
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As we walked down the mall, Samantha asked me “Now, doesn’t that make you feel good?” 

“I feel fine,” I answered quickly. 

“I know  I  always feel better after a pampering. You know, more girlie, more feminine.” 

Both girls giggled again. As we continued walking, I noticed men were looking at us, young boys particularly. We stopped at the café court and had a salad, then headed for the car. 

It was after three when we got home. I watched some soap operas while the girls changed into their costumes. Sally was dressed in a 19th century ship captain's uniform while Samantha was dressed like a plantation owner from the same era. I went into the bathroom and shaved my face again for good measure. I undressed and put the body briefer on again. Sally closed the hooks in the back, then brushed some pink blusher on my cheeks and applied fresh pink lipstick to my mouth. 

They both helped me get dressed and then Samantha adjusted my wig and the big floppy hat with the pink satin chin straps. She transferred my wallet and makeup to a pink chiffon purse. I slipped it over my left arm, stepped in the pink pumps and put on a pair of pink chiffon gloves. Both girls looked me over and pronounced me ready. 

“Oh jeez, I almost forgot,” said Sally. 

At the side of the vanity, she picked up a pink parasol and handed it to me. 

“Don’t open it up until we get inside the motor lodge,” she admonished. 

I followed the girls out of the door. Sally drove off to pick up her date and Samantha held the door of her car open for me. I grabbed the billowy, petticoated skirts and managed to get everything in the car before closing the door. Samantha was very much amused by this and reminded me that for tonight, she was Samuel and I was Samantha. 

We arrived at the motor lodge and Samantha helped me out of the car. I opened my parasol and took her arm. She did not look very masculine in her 19th century men’s suit and the mustache didn’t help much either. 

As we approached the large double glass doors of the side entrance, I saw my reflection and knew I was going to pass easily as a girl. She held the door open for me and we went inside. I was walking easily in high heels and managed to keep my voluminous skirts under control. 

We entered the room and walked to our table. Sally and her date had just arrived. 

Samantha held my chair as I gathered my skirts and sat down. Sally introduced us to her date, Kim Lee. Standing at the table, the young Asian boy smiled and extended his arm with the hand dangling at the wrist. I slipped my chiffon gloves off and took his hand in mine. 

Kim’s hands were small and very soft. His bright red fingernails matched his red rouge and lipstick. His dress was a red satin short-sleeved Mandarin dress with a slit up the side; he carried a matching red clutch purse. His wig was jet black and done in an upswept style. Pinned at the top was a red satin sissy bow. He wore long earrings, black leather Page - 27
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high heel pumps and his fishnet stockings showed off his great legs. Sally held his chair as he smoothed his dress and sat down. 

We ordered drinks. I looked around the room and saw many good looking couples. 

Some were more readable than others but everyone seemed to be having a good time. The drinks came and I sipped my soft drink slowly. I didn’t want to drink alcohol here nor did I want to use the ladies rest room if I could help it. 

We chatted awhile, then ordered our meal. I had the big salad prompting Samantha to remark:

“Of course. You have to watch your girlie figure, don’t you?” 

I let it pass as Sally and Samantha laughed. Kim just smiled as he sipped a soft drink. 

Both of us were drinking pink ladies while the girls had imported beer. The food came and we all dug in. 

When we finished and the table was cleared, we waited while the band members assembled. Shortly the lights dimmed and the band began playing soft, romantic music. 

Samantha led me to the dance floor with Sally and Kim behind us. 

“Um, I’m not much of a dancer and I have never danced backwards,” I said nervously. 

“Apparently there are a number of things you haven’t tried,” she teased. “Just relax and let me lead.” 

She took me in her arms and we proceeded to dance. I began to adjust to her movements and soon we were doing OK. I felt good in her arms. Soon I was comfortable in the feminine position following her around the floor. I glanced briefly at Kim who obviously had done this before and was enjoying himself. 

The music stopped and we returned to our table. It was hard to take my eyes off of Kim. He looked smashing in that red sheath and his movements in those black high heel stilettos were as feminine and as graceful as any girl. It was almost as if he was born to it. I thought maybe he should have been a girl. 

“Penny for your thoughts Samantha,” said Sally. 

“Uh. I was just thinking about all the people here and how great they look,” I lied. I had been lost in thought and Sally had brought me back to Earth. 

We danced several more times. I was enjoying myself, maybe more than I cared to admit. I liked the way the clothes looked and felt on me. Occasionally I caught other people looking at me. It almost seemed as if this was a more natural way for me to be, just like Kim appeared to me to be. 

“I've got to powder my nose,” said Kim as he got up. 

“Me too,” I answered. 

I thought I could go through the evening without a trip to the john but I couldn’t. As we made our way to the restrooms, I noticed once again several admiring glances from some of the other guests. Inside the ladies room, I unzipped Kim and helped him out of his sheath. The attendant finished helping another guest, then helped me undress. When I finished, Kim was at the sink washing his hands. Afterwards both of us applied fresh lipstick and blusher, much to the amusement of the attendant. 
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“They always get a kick out of us girlie boys primping like women,” said Kim. 

“How long have you being doing this?” I inquired. 

Kim looked at me and said “All of my life. You?” 

“Actually, this is just a one-time thing to help out my friend, Samantha,” I answered. 

Kim smiled and looked at me in a funny way. 

“That’s what everybody says. That’s what I thought originally. I had a horrendous childhood until I accepted who I was and what I liked doing. I now work in a drag show and make more money than most college graduates. I am sticking with this until I am an old hag.” 

“I don’t think I could do that, I mean I’m not gay and I….” 

My voice trailed off as I couldn’t find the right words. Kim interrupted me. 

“I’m not gay either. This has nothing to do with that. Geez, you are naïve. Here. Put this card in your purse. If you want to make some real money, call her sometime.” 

I put the card in my purse as we made out way back to the table. The lights dimmed and couples began forming at one end of the room. We made our way toward the front, stopping in front of the bandstand where we were photographed. Then we passed four judges seated next to the band. When everybody had been photographed and judged, the lights came back on. The band began playing again. Only a few couples danced again as we waited for the judges to announce their decision. 

The band struck a loud series of chords and the couples walked back to their tables as the MC strode to the mike to make the announcements. Fourth place went to two sisters and their brother. They were dressed as the McGuire sisters. Third place went to a married couple who were dressed as Sonny and Cher. I was not surprised when Kim and Sally took second. I watched him mince effeminately in his high heels to accept the trophy and cash prize. I was trying to figure out who might be better than those two when the announcement came for first place. “Samuel and Samantha.” 

We got up as the band played the theme from Gone with the Wind. I curtsied as best I could while accepting the prize, then we returned to our seats. The band closed out the show by playing Last Date as the lights dimmed. 

As we walked out to our cars, Sally told Samantha, “See, I told you!” 

On the way back to Sally’s apartment, I was thinking about Kim. I still found it hard to believe he was not a girl. I also recalled what he had said about working and “making more money than a college graduate.” Even if I couldn’t last until I was an old hag. If the money was that good, why not? 

We pulled into the driveway behind Sally’s car. I bunched up my skirts as Samantha walked around to my side and opened the door. I got out and we went inside. I could hear Sally in the shower. I put the parasol and purse on the vanity. Samantha unzipped me as I removed my big floppy hat and gloves. While she put the costume back on hangers, I stepped out of my heels. Sally passed by the doorway and grinned. 

“John’s free,” she said and went into her bedroom. 
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“Back in a jif,” said Samantha as she walked out. 

I walked over to the mirror on the closet door and took a close look at the image I saw. 

She was a pretty girl with long brunette hair, pink blusher and lipstick. The pink body briefer gave her a very nice figure. 

Samantha returned and stood behind me to unhook the body briefer. She turned me around and kissed me hard. She was naked. She hadn’t gone to the john but into her room and undressed. I wrapped my arms around her neck and we kissed again. We broke apart. 

She pulled the body briefer down to my ankles, picked me up and threw me on the bed. I actually giggled in spite of myself. She pulled the body briefer off and tossed it on the floor. Soon we were entwined once again. 

Our intercourse lasted longer this time and was much better. We both climaxed, then lay still. 

“I can’t decide whether I like you better as a pretty boy or as a pretty girl,” she said softly. 

I didn’t answer her. I was trying to figure out why I was enjoying being feminine not only in appearance but in our lovemaking as well. I had never been an aggressive person but somehow, for some reason, I LIKED being submissive, particularly when I was cross-dressed and made up. 

“Let’s hit the showers,” she suggested. 

We got up and I removed my wig and placed it on its foam head. She used face cream to remove my makeup. We walked to the bathroom and both of us put on pink shower caps. Inside the glass enclosure, we soaped each other up with the perfumed soap. “Deli-cious” was the only way to describe how I felt. 

When we finished, we dried off and powdered each other with the perfumed body talc. 

I put on the pink panty bottom of my nightie and then realized I had forgotten about the nail polish. I sat at the vanity. With cotton balls, Samantha did my toenails while I did my fingernails. The remover had a strong odor. When we finished, we put the cotton balls in a small plastic bag and tied it off. I put the top on and got into bed. Samantha pulled my panties down and kissed me. We made love again, then went to sleep. 

The next morning, she got up before I did. She came back from the john and handed me a bar of soap with a strong masculine scent. 

“Shower with this. It should kill the sweet scent of the body powder. There is a small, half-full bottle of after shave in the medicine cabinet. Use it after you shave your face. That should take care of any lingering odor of your makeup.” 

Under the warm spray of the shower, I scrubbed myself hard while reflecting on what had happened the last two days. I was a man, at least something of a man, but for how long, I wasn’t sure. 

I dried off and returned to the bedroom. I suddenly remembered the business card in the purse. I took it out of the purse and put the cosmetics on the vanity. My male clothing had miraculously re-appeared during the night and was lying on the chair. I got dressed and put the card in my wallet. 
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After breakfast, Samantha drove us back home. She said nothing about the Turnabout party. We got back about 1 PM. She thanked me again and she left for her place. I went upstairs and looked at myself in the mirror. Everything looked OK. I found no traces of makeup and my nails were clear. 

About four PM, I went down to the restaurant and ate supper. Samantha wasn’t working. I stopped to get gas on the way home and when I opened my wallet to pay for it, I saw the business card again. That night after I showered, I took it out of my wallet again and looked at it. 

The first line in big red letters was “Queen’s Castle.” The second line had an address and phone number. The third line was “Johnny Case, Manager” and at the bottom was a website address. I went to the library the next day and looked up the name through the Internet yellow pages. No additional information was given so I went on the website and was promptly denied due to the library's restrictions on adult material. I left and went to work. 

During my break later that night, I went into the office and looked up the website. It was informational with a picture of the manager and quite an assortment of drag queens pictured in the gallery section. The list of upcoming events was also lengthy and I found Kim was billed for a Friday and Saturday night about two weeks away. I made a note of the dates, then printed out a map of the best route from there to the club. It was closer to the Bay Area than Sally’s place was. 

The next two weeks dragged on, if you will excuse the expression. I took Samantha out once more but she demanded that I shave before hand. Back at her place, she handed me the pink nightie Sally had given her and insisted I wear pink lipstick. I found I missed the softness of the nightgown. Once again she was assertive in our lovemaking. I found myself following her lead and enjoying the feminine position. As we cuddled afterward, soft skin on soft skin, I began to wonder about my future. 

Friday night after work, I drove up to the Bay Area following the map I had down-loaded off the Internet. I had made a motel reservation for the night. I checked in about seven and left for the club about seven-thirty. 

After exiting the interstate to a state highway, I followed that to an expressway. Then I drove down a main street and finally a side street. The last two roads were not as well lit and the neighborhood seemed to be less and less “friendly.” There seemed to be as many boarded-up stores as open ones. I found the club and parked my car on the side street. 

There did not appear to be anyone around. I walked to the front entrance and saw two men with lit cigarettes dangling from their mouths as they exited the seedy-looking hotel next door. 

I went inside and was escorted to a table by a beautiful black drag queen named Francine. I sat down and ordered a soft drink. When he returned, I handed him a five dollar bill. He looked at me funny. 

“Usually a girl gets a tip,” he lamented. 

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I said hastily. I handed him a dollar and asked, “Is Johnny in?” 
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“Not tonight. He will be in tomorrow though. Usually he gets in around two in the afternoon,” she replied. 

“Thanks,” I said and sipped my drink. 

 Five bucks for a soft drink!  I thought. Ouch. I guess it must be the show because the at-mosphere wasn’t much to speak of. I looked around the dimly-lit club. The tables and chairs were a bit rickety. It wasn’t exactly what you’d call “decorated” either. The walls looked like they hadn’t been painted in a while. 

I ordered and paid for my second drink. Precisely at eight o’clock, music blared from the small speakers in front of the stage as well as the two large speakers on both sides. 

Once my eardrums stopped flopping back and forth, I saw a spotlight come on, illuminat-ing the microphone in the center. A drag king bounced out to a smattering of applause as the music died down. Customers were now sitting at about half the tables. 

“Thank you, thank you and welcome to the Queen’s Castle,” he began. “Once again, we are pleased to have with us the very charming and delightful songbird, Miss Kim Lee!” 

The applause was louder this time and soft music began as Kim walked to the mike. 

She was dressed all in pink. Wig and sissy bow, floor length chiffon gown, over-the-elbow gloves, spike heels, long earrings and a glossy pink lipsticked mouth. The music softened a little as she began singing “I’m In The Mood For Love.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. She, that is he, could really sing. I sat almost mesmerized by his dynamic performance. He finished to a round of applause, then launched into “Cry Me A River.” He sang several more songs and then finished up with a lively rendition of “I Enjoy Being A Girl.” When he finished, he walked offstage, then back on again as the applause continued. He bowed gracefully. When he straightened up again, he smiled and pulled off his wig. Then he exited again to even louder applause. 

I finished my drink and made my way in the semi-darkness to a hallway leading to the restroom. While they had spared no expense for a sound system, the restroom could have used some remodeling. The fixtures looked ancient and the smell of disinfectant was quite strong, probably for good reason. 

As I stood at the urinal, Francine walked in. He stood next to me and hoisted his black leather miniskirt. I didn’t speak to him and when I finished, I washed my hands and left the club. I had come more to see Johnny than Kim but was glad that I heard him sing. He really had put on a terrific performance and I was certain the eleven o’clock show would be just as good. 

Outside the club, the streets were deserted. I walked to my car which had been nearly boxed in. Both sides of the street were full of parked cars. I managed to get out without scraping the front and back cars and drove quickly back to my motel. I wasn’t about to tarry in that neighborhood. 

I lay awake for a while wondering if I should go back and talk to Johnny or not. I watched some TV, then tried to sleep. I didn’t sleep well and at one point I dreamed I was on stage in front of an audience that was laughing hysterically. I looked down to find I was naked except for a pink thong and pink high heels. As I ran off the stage, I woke up. 
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I got up early, about six-thirty. I got dressed and went to the main area where the conti-nental breakfast was served. After eating, I finished my coffee and went back to the room. 

I watched some morning TV and checked out about eleven. I killed some time at a nearby mall, then about two-thirty drove back to the club. 

The area didn’t look any better in the daylight but at least there was some traffic and people were moving around. It was just before three PM when I parked on the same side street and walked to the front of the club. 

I walked in and headed for the bar. There was only one customer in the place. The bartender was a sizable woman with a short mannish haircut. She was wearing a man’s shirt and pants. 

“Is Johnny in yet?” I asked. 

“Yup. He is in his office,” 

I walked down the hallway and stopped at the half-open door. The drag king sitting at the desk was on the phone. She appeared to be middle-aged with a small mustache and black hair. An untied bow tie was hanging from her collar. I waited until she hung up and knocked politely. She looked up and motioned me in. She stood up as I stopped at the front of the desk and extended my arm. 

“Hi, I’m Samuel Brooks,” I said introducing myself. 

“Johnny Case,” he said in a sharp, authoritative voice as she shook my hand firmly. 

“Sit down. What can I do for you?” 

I wasn’t exactly sure what to say so I thought the best thing to do would be to just be honest and come straight out with it. 

“One of your performers, Kim Lee, gave me your card. He said I could make some good money here,” I began. 

He smiled as he looked me over, apparently wondering what I would look like in a drag. 

“Doing what?” 

“Well, I don’t know. I have never performed before but I worked in retail and currently help out in a restaurant,” 

“Have you ever done drag before?” 

“Not professionally but I did win a contest with a friend of Kim’s two weeks ago. I also cross-dressed a couple of times to help my mom out in her costume business when I lived back east.” 

“I see. So you don’t sing, dance, tell jokes, or play a musical instrument, right?” 

“Well I never tried that, I mean…” 

“So, no?” 

“No.” 

“Well I can’t use anybody right now as I have all the queens I need. This Fall, one of the wait staff is leaving to have his plumbing changed. Once he gets his cunt, he can’t work Page - 33
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here and until he does, he can’t work for the dominatrix who wants to hire him. Tell you what, write your name and phone number down and I’ll get in touch with you should something come up. By the way, it wouldn’t hurt your chances of working here if you would lose another ten pounds. Okay?” 

I nodded and jotted down the information she asked for. I stood up and shook her hand again. As I walked out, the bartender was talking with a customer at the bar. They both looked me over as I left the building. 

I drove back home thinking about a lot of things. Johnny had kind of an abrasive atti-tude about her. Whether or not I would like working for her was another matter. She was right about my lack of experience. I don’t recall even trying to sing. I was sure I could pass as well as the queens I had seen working there. Losing another ten pounds seemed like an odd request but she was the manager and if it would get me in the door, I would have to start a more vigorous exercise program and cut back on some of the fatty stuff I had been eating. 

I stopped at the restaurant and had supper. I was awake most of the night, mulling things over. I was getting to be more and more unsettled and I didn’t like that. I wanted to have an orderly life. I hated helter-skelter. It no longer mattered to me what I was going to do in life but whether or not I was going to do it as a male or female or perhaps as a male who looks female. 

I started eating a little less and exercising more. In a month, I had dropped another ten pounds. I bought some different clothes at a large thrift store not far away. The clothes looked like the ones I already had and with the weight loss they made me look the same. 

I continued to see Samantha. We always wound up at her place. She had insisted I keep myself smooth all over so I did. She loved seeing me in the pink nightgown with a pink lipsticked mouth. I became accustomed to her being in charge of our lives though we never talked much at work. I doubt if anyone there even suspected we were seeing each other. 

One weekend, she wanted to take me shopping. Reluctantly, I agreed. Using my money, she bought me a beautiful brown shoulder-length wig. In addition to the pink nightie, she had also saved the pink lingerie, clothes, wedgies and purse from several months ago. Once I was dressed, I not only passed easily for a female but we could be mis-taken for sisters. With my brown wig and dressed in my pink outfit, there was a resemblance. Of course, Samantha was wearing jeans, sneakers, a T-shirt and no makeup. After I applied pink blusher and lipstick, we left for the mall. 

“Too bad you can’t wear makeup and leave your nails pink all the time. You could have your ears pierced too,” she remarked. 

As a man, I never had the desire to go shopping for shopping’s sake. I only went to a store to buy what I needed and went home. We walked through several department stores. She loved the lingerie section, at one point holding up a pair of purple panties in front of my skirt with a sly grin. 

The sales clerks didn’t appear to have a clue as to my real identity which just added to Samantha’s delight as we continued shopping. We had lunch at the café court. Several teen age boys were looking us over, which delighted Samantha no end. 
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I was quite comfortable en femme. I enjoyed being with Samantha cross-dressed as I was. In my pink lingerie and apparel, I was more relaxed. I felt very girlie and feminine. 

We saw an afternoon movie, a romantic comedy, of course, then went back to her place. 

She turned on the stereo and went to get us a drink. With soft music playing, she returned and handed me a glass of wine. Sitting close to me, she took a sip of her drink, then wrapped her arm around me. 

“I wish I could keep you like this all the time,” she confided. “You are the perfect boy and girlfriend.” 

She smiled and took another drink from her glass. 

“I like this arrangement too,” I confessed. “But I can’t continue to live like this. I mean it’s like I am two people instead of one.” 

I took a sip of wine and she leaned in and kissed me. She took the wine glass from me and taking my hand in hers, led me into the bedroom. Later as I lay next to her in the soft confines of the tricot nightgown, I tried to figure out what I was going to do. I was just dozing off when there was another tremor. This one was more severe. I sat up but Samantha put her arm around me. 

“Relax and go back to sleep,” she said in a soothing voice. 

I lay back down. There wasn’t another one so I closed my eyes and went to sleep. 

Another month went by. I seemed to be drawn more and more to cross-dressing. I only cross-dressed when I was with Samantha. I had grown accustomed to being more of a girl than a boy and hated taking off the feminine apparel as well as the makeup. It had reached a point where I wanted to be en femme 24/7. Both Mel and Cindy had asked me if anything was wrong and of course I said no. I had lost a total of fifteen pounds and I guess it showed. I continued to eat less and exercise vigorously. 

The second Turnabout party was as good as the first. Apparently, this was a quarterly affair. This time Sally and Kim won first prize as a pimp and a hooker. Sally and I took second. We were dressed as twin sisters. Both of us wore pink school girl outfits with pink ribbons in our pigtail wigs. Dancing was more fun too as I had mastered dancing backwards. Of course I wore pink Mary Janes with my costume instead of high heels. The evening ended with me in my pink baby doll curled up in Samantha’s arms. 

I was getting close to an impasse. I knew I could not continue like this. Eventually I would have to make the biggest decision of my life. I had continued to delay decisions about school. I had substantial savings and some income from part-time work at the restaurant. I wanted to be on my own, live my life the way I wanted to. 

I would have to move. I didn’t know where to move to except it had to be away from where I was. I certainly didn’t want Cindy and Mel to know about me. All they had to know was that I was “moving on” with my life and leaving the area. I decided to move before the Thanksgiving holiday which was still several months away. 

I made an appointment at a gender clinic to see a therapist and began electrolysis for what little facial hair I did have. I drove up to the Bay Area for three consultations but wasn’t certain I should be taking female hormones. I felt I was heterosexual since I was never attracted to, nor had sex with, a man. The therapist felt I was a transvestite and Page - 35
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while the hormones would give me a more feminine appearance including the growth of breasts, I would eventually loose the ability to get an erection. I thought it over and decided before leaving the third appointment to start on them anyway. 

She smiled as she injected a massive shot in my buttocks. “You can always stop,” she said. 

It was another month before I began to notice any difference in my skin tone. It was very subtle. My skin just felt softer. Samantha hadn’t said anything about my appearance nor had Mel or Cindy. 

I decided to re-locate to the Bay Area not only to be near my therapist but for school and employment purposes too. I decided on being a makeup artist. There were many schools offering courses and certification; I really didn’t know how to pick one. I would have to postpone that decision until I had re-located. 

Thirty more days passed. Now I could see some difference, not so much in my face but in my body. My nipples were more sensitive and my skin was definitely softer. I had always worn loose shirts and kept my face clean-shaven so there weren’t any outward signs that I was changing. 

Emotionally I felt better. I was more relaxed. I now had a future to look forward to and a more definitive path to follow. Though I would be going it alone, I was confident of my ability to make something of myself as I had made it this far. My therapist concluded the same thing and was pleased as she examined my budding breasts and softened features. 

I had said nothing to Mel and Cindy about my moving after the Thanksgiving Holiday. 

I was grateful for the help they gave me and enjoyed helping them out in the restaurant when they needed someone. I wanted to leave on good terms without going into details as to why or just where I was going to be. If I would’ve had my druthers, I would've liked to just “disappear.” 

I began getting rid of some of the stuff I had accumulated since I arrived. The apartment had been completely furnished so there wasn’t that much to deal with. I wanted to take as little as possible with me, making the move that much less arduous. 

Samantha and I attended a Halloween party with Sally and Kim. Sally was dressed as a cowboy and Kim was the dance hall floozy. She was absolutely gorgeous. Samantha was dressed as Hansel and of course, I was Gretel. We looked like we were just out of Bavaria. 

I loved my blond pigtails, frilly blouse and very short skirt. Sally and Kim won first prize. 

Samantha and I were third. 

The weekend after the Halloween party there were several small tremors on Saturday. 

No one seemed to think anything of it. I was an Easterner. I was used to more solid ground. Everyone else just seemed to laugh it off. I wondered what would happen if a big one ever did hit. The epicenter was about a hundred and fifty miles from here but that did not make me feel any better. 

The Friday before, I had cashed in the CD I had purchased with my insurance settlement. I got the interest in cash and had the bank make out a money order made payable to me for the balance. I had a few grand left in my checking account and would close that out in a month. 
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Sunday night just before we closed, I was in the back putting garbage in the dumpster when the quake hit. I was knocked off my feet as the building came down in front of me. I was unhurt but there wasn’t much left of the place. It was dark outside and the power was off. I made my way inside the back doorway to find Samantha’s body. I knew she was dead. There was no way I was going to locate Mel and Cindy in that pile of debris. They were probably dead too. 

I heard sirens screaming. If I really wanted to disappear, this was my chance. I didn’t think about it very long. I managed to get Samantha’s body into the dumpster, then I piled several garbage bags on top of her. I put her purse under the front seat of her car and ran to my apartment. I took my personal papers, the money order and three thousand dollars in cash I had stashed in a cookie jar. I ran back to where her car was parked. She had a Honda just like mine but one year newer. 

I got in her car and drove to her apartment. I went inside and located her car title and birth certificate. I packed her clothes and personal items as well as a few dishes, pans and grocery items in garbage bags and carried them to the dumpster. Her empty apartment would give someone the impression she had just moved out. 

I changed into my feminine wardrobe and put the wig on. I started her car and drove north. 

All the intersections had flashing orange lights and there was little traffic. In an hour, I was on the Interstate headed north, then west for the Bay Area. I stopped once at a way-side to use the restroom and almost walked into the wrong one. The pink lingerie felt good against my softer skin. I washed my hands and looked in the mirror. Samantha Warren looked back at me as I lipsticked her mouth. 

Back in the car, I took out her wallet and compared the driver’s license photograph with the image in the rear view mirror. The two images were very close. If someone asked me for an ID, I doubted they would question it. 

The real Samantha Warren died that night as did Samuel Brooks and several others. 

Another Samantha Warren was born. It was she who started the car and continued her journey to a new life. 

I pulled into a motel around eleven that night. I explained to the night clerk about the earthquake and that I needed a place for the night. I took a roll of bills out of my purse. He was very sympathetic though the only thing available was a more expensive room. I paid in cash and took the room card. 

I was exhausted but glad to be safe. I took off my wig and feminine apparel. The hot steamy shower felt good. I watched the TV news about the devastation where I had just come from. I shut the TV off and checked the Yellow Pages for a place I could rent by the month. I found several not far away. I jotted down their addresses and checked their loca-tions on a map. 

I slept poorly. I watched the news the next morning, surprised by the small number of deaths. One helicopter view showed the collapsed restaurant. I saw my car as the chopper continued along the highway as the reported intoned “the search for bodies continues.” 
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I checked out early. I found a large complex where I could rent by the month and paid cash for two months. I placed Samantha’s birth certificate and the money order in the safe at the front desk. I still had about four thousand dollars in cash left. I looked at a map of the area and found several thrift stores where I assembled an inexpensive wardrobe. I bought new lingerie from a store in a nearby mall as well as some makeup items and, of course, a bubble bath and body powder set. 

After enjoying lunch at the café court, I stuffed Samuel Brooks’ wallet in the trash with my cup and plastic plate. I washed all my new things, then packed up all the paper and plastic they had come in. I stuffed my birth certificate in the middle of the bag and carried it out to the dumpster. Samuel Brooks was gone forever. Samantha Warren was alive and well. I called the police identifying myself as Samantha Warren and stated I was not “miss-ing” but living with friends in the Bay Area. They asked no further questions and I volun-teered no information. 

That night I went through the purse and tossed out things I wouldn’t need. I memorized the old address on her driver's license and her Social Security number. I was now Samantha Warren for good. I drove about seventy miles and saw my therapist again, this time en femme. I did not say anything about what I had done but insisted she call me Samantha. She smiled again as she gave me another shot and referred me to another therapist closer to where I was. I paid for the appointment in cash and drove back home. 

It was several more weeks before I could say I was “relaxed.” The news of the earthquake was now secondary though the reporter said there was still a number of people un-accounted for. 

I spent the next week driving around getting to know the area. I was getting used to being totally en femme. I was enjoying my new-found femininity. I got my ears pierced as well as a manicure and pedicure. I loved a scented bubble bath and the bath powder I used afterward. I always wore makeup and was never without blusher or lipstick. 

My next visit with my new therapist went well. She was pleased with my progress and I got another shot. If I continued at this rate, I would probably have to get a larger cup size. I registered for a school nearby and decided to stay at the complex. Everything was included and I wouldn’t have the hassle of hooking up the electricity and phone. I was looking forward to the classes that would start in about a week. 

I could easily sandwich my therapist and electrolysis appointments between classes. 

My beard was just about gone and at the last session, I had my eyebrows fixed. They were not much thinner but now they had a defined feminine arch to them and they tapered off to a fine line. I liked the way I looked. 

Classes began. I was one of twenty students. There was a good mix of people, race, age and gender. There were only two males in the class. Judging by the way they flounced around, they were obviously gay. There was an occasional crass remark or two in the girls’

restroom about them but for the most part there was good rapport among the members of the class. As graduation approached, I was looking forward to not only an enjoyable career but a permanent feminine lifestyle too. 
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I got a good buy on a large

screen laptop computer and

matching printer. The complex

had free Internet service and

soon I was surfing the web for

additional information about

cross-dressing as well as trans-

sexualism. 

I checked the Queen’s Castle

website. I found nothing new

but in the links section, I found

other similar clubs’ websites. 

One of these was operated by

Mrs. Satin. Her site revealed a

fetish palace offering a variety of

services. She had a well-

equipped dungeon and a fully

stocked TV shop. Makeovers, 

transformation, sissification, 

forced feminization and maid

training were also on the menu. 

I decided to pay her a visit and

after printing out a map to her

location, I called for an appoint-

ment to visit the TV shop on the

next Saturday afternoon. 

The week took forever to

end. I slept late Saturday morn-

ing, then got dressed. I wore my

pink denim skirt, pink cotton

blouse and wedgies again. My

nails had grown out. Along with

my toenails, I kept them both

pink to match my blusher and

lipstick. I also used a little perfume. I knew I looked good but I wanted to smell good too. I wanted to be as girlie and feminine as I could. 

It was about a forty-five minute drive. The building was located in what one might politely describe as one of Oakland’s less desirable neighborhoods. It was a non-nondescript gray two-story building. There was no sign on the front of the building, just a street number. It sat back from the street and had room for about a dozen cars to park in the front. I was the only one there at this time of the day. 

I walked through the front door into a small foyer. There was a dark window to my left and two doors ahead of me. I picked up the wall phone near the window and entered the number posted next to it. A female voice answered and I identified myself. 
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“Thank you for coming, Samantha,” she said. “Please enter the door on your left. Walk down the hall a short distance. The TV shop is on your right.” 

I walked to the left door and a loud buzzer sounded. I pushed a small bar where the knob would ordinarily be and the door swung open. I walked through the door, passing a single door on the left, then entering the TV shop on the right. There was a black rectangle over the entrance with “TV” in pink letters. Standing behind the counter was a tall, volup-tuous blond woman. She had elegant nails, wore very little makeup and smiled as I approached her. 

“Hi, I am Samantha Warren,” I said as I held out my arm with my hand dangling effeminately at the wrist. 

She took my limp hand in hers. I gave her just a slight squeeze as she looked me up and down. 

“What can I do for you, Samantha?” she asked. 

“Well, I don’t know exactly,” I began. “I mean...” 

I wasn’t certain how to begin or what to say. I didn’t think I should talk about myself too much. She had probably heard every story in the book. I doubted I could say something she hadn’t heard before. So I just sort of blurted things out. 

“I enjoy cross-dressing and being feminine. I have been seeing a therapist and taking hormones, though I’m not sure if I will be making the change. The lingerie in most of the department stores is rather plain and I would like to know if you have something more feminine. I like high heels. I have a small foot but most stores have only two-inch or lower heels and I want something higher,” I said. 

“OK, Samantha, let's take a look at what we have.” 

She walked down the long counter and stopped where there were some boxes of panties in the case. She held up a pair of pink panties with rows of white ruffles on the back. 

They were in a variety of pastels. There were also petti-pants like I had worn before. There were several sizes of sissy bows in a variety of pastels as well. Behind her on the wall were three shelves of foam heads displaying wigs of many colors and styles. Walking around the counter, she passed the clothing racks and went over to the shoe section. 

I was amazed at the selection of sizes and heel heights. I tried several pairs on. They were pricey but the leather four-inch heel stilettos fit me to a T. I bought three pair: black, brown and navy. I also bought two wigs similarly styled to what I had, one blond and one black. A half-dozen bra and panty sets rounded out my purchase. At the register, I paid in cash and got a discount. 

“Normally, my makeup artist would have waited on you but she was visiting a friend in the earthquake area and I haven’t heard from her. I usually have one full-time and one part-time. As you can probably guess, there aren’t many women that would want to do this,” she smiled as she handed me my slip. 

I never thought I would be so lucky. I was staring a grand opportunity in the face. I didn’t hesitate. 
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“I am finishing up at the Western Academy of Cosmetology. I take my final exams on Friday and my certification exam Monday at eight AM. I could be to work as soon as I find out if I passed. Could I have an application please?” I asked as I looked straight at her. 

“Application? For a place like this? You’re funny. You’re also hired. Call me when you are notified of your certification and I will give you a start date. Besides working here in the TV store, you will also be doing transformations and selling makeup for TV’s and im-personators. You will also have other duties. Among them will be to help the Doms carry out some of the fantasies and role play games we provide here. Fair enough, Samantha?” 

she asked with a big smile. 

This took me completely by surprise. I was just short of graduation and now had the job I had dreamed about, with a

bit of twist. I hadn’t anticipated

something like this falling into

my lap. 

“Yes, Mrs. Satin, it is. I will

call you right away. Thank you!” 

I replied. 

I walked out of the store and

down the hallway. As the door

closed behind me and clicked

shut, I felt like skipping all the

way to the car. The drive back to

the complex was shorter and I

was filled with the hope of a

bright future, a feminine future

at that. 

The last week of classes

seemed to take forever. Monday, 

I took my exams on line and

Wednesday my certification ar-

rived in the mail. I knew I had

passed with a high score and

printed out a copy of the certifi-

cation when I finished the test. I

just wanted to wait for the real

thing to come in the mail before

I called Mrs. Satin. When I did

call, I got her answering ma-

chine so I left a message. She

called me back within the hour. 

She wanted me to start ASAP

so I drove up on Thursday to

find an apartment from the

names she had given me. I
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found a furnished two-bedroom that I liked and paid a month's rent and a security de-posit. I drove back and notified my complex manager I would be moving out. 

To open my bank account, I wrote on the back of the money order “Pay to the order of Samantha Warren” and signed it Samuel Brooks. That would be the last time I would be writing that name on anything. A check that large would attract some attention so I wrote

“Loan” in the lower left hand corner. If there were any calls, I would simply say that Samuel Brooks had loaned it to me. They couldn’t contact anybody from his family since there wasn’t anyone to contact. 

I got settled in my new place and called Mrs. Satin right away. She asked me to come in early Monday morning. 

“We have a lot of ground to cover but Monday is usually a slow day. It will take about twelve hours, so get a good night's sleep,” she suggested. 

“I will,” I answered and hung up. 

I bought a small screen TV and DVD player. I had been eating my meals out and didn’t particularly care to cook, so over the weekend I sampled some of the area restaurants as well as a pizza place. I tended to stay away from the fast food places. 

The area restaurants were offering a healthier menu and I found the seafood and salads to be exquisite. I continued to work out and bought a used treadmill that the young sales clerk offered to deliver and set up for me for only an additional $25.00. I didn’t miss the fifteen pounds I had lost. I even had to replace some of the skirts I had purchased as they were now a little big. 

I was up bright and early Monday morning. I skipped breakfast and drove to Mrs. Satin’s place. She buzzed me in and handed me a plastic card. 

“Go back out and try the card in the slot to the right. When you hear the buzzer, push the door,” she instructed. 

I did so and I gained entry to the hallway. 

“This gives you access and also is your time card as you will be paid hourly to start with. After you are trained, you will be paid a percentage of everything you do or sell. The Dom's are independent contractors like you. They get a percentage of what I bill the client and you get a percentage of their percentage. Payday is the first Friday of the month. Now let's get started,” she said. 

She began by showing me the large appointment book with the customer’s name, which of the Doms the customer was to see, and what they were into. The phone sat next to it. A large one-way window was in front of me. Just under the counter were two buttons, one for the left and one for the right doors. 

Next we walked down the hall to the TV shop. I became familiar with the shop's inventory and the register/credit card system. There was an ample supply of makeup as well as clothing, wigs and shoes. We walked next door to the transformation salon. 

There was a reclining chair, similar to a dentist’s chair, in the middle of the room. A counter to the left had numerous makeup items and a large hand mirror. There was another small register and a credit card slot. 
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A little further down the hall was the nursery where men and women could be diapered and given a bottle by their “mommy.” The crib was large enough to accommodate an adult; there was a supply of huge diapers and baby clothes as well as baby powder and baby oil. 

We came back to the front and went to the right side of the building. The first room down this hall was the forced feminization and sissification room. Here men came to be stripped naked, tied to the table or spread eagle from the ceiling and floor cuffs. They were then denuded of hair, made-up, dressed in a wig, girl's clothes, high heel shoes, and made to prance around in front of the Dom for her amusement. When they finished humiliating him, he would be undressed, have his makeup and wig removed. Then he would put on his male clothing and go home. 

The next room was a classroom where men were trained to be maids. The men were schooled in the arts of service, house cleaning, and other household chores. After three days, they were taken to the TV shop and outfitted in French, Sissy, and cleaning maid clothes and shoes. Next they began training in the use of makeup, deportment. On the last day they were photographed and given a certificate of completion. 

At the end of this hallway was another large door. We passed through it and walked down the stairs. The dungeon was fully equipped, as you might expect. There were things there to inflict pain and suffering. The basement was divided into four sections, one for each Dom. The walls and ceiling were covered with thick, sound-deadening pads, allowing the customer to scream to his or her heart's content. 

As we went back upstairs, I began to wonder what I had walked into. We went into her office that was adjacent to the reception area. She sat behind her desk and I took a seat across from her. 

“You are very young. If you want to back out, please tell me now,” she began with a serious look on her face. 

“No,” I replied. “I am going to stay.” 

“Good. Now here is how things work. When you come to work, go to the room across the hall from the TV shop. There you will change. What you will wear each day is determined by me according to where I need you. Your schedule and costume will be posted on the bulletin board. When you work in the TV shop, you will wear a pink satin sissy outfit. 

When you work with one of the Doms, you will wear what they want you to wear, which in most cases will be a French Maid or Sissy Maid uniform. You will always wear makeup and high heels. Always act coquettish and effeminate. Follow the Dom's instructions to the letter. If there are any problems with a client, there is an alarm button in each room. Push it and you will get help right away. 

“At the front window, greet each client politely, check their name against the appointment book, then buzz them in. Any deliveries are left in the foyer. Remember to curtsy when you greet or thank each customer as they leave. Any questions?” 

I shook my head no. 

“Good. Now slide your chair around. I have several DVD's I want you to watch. I’ll be back in awhile.” 
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She turned on the TV and handed me the remote. I placed the first disk in as she left the room. For the next several hours, I watched as the narrator explained each fetish and how to properly conduct the scenario the client was interested in. Mrs. Satin came back just before the last one was finished. She looked at me instead of the screen. When the screen went black, I removed the disk, shut off the TV, and handed the remote back to her. 

“Remember to always be at your feminine best. TV clients want to look like you. Remind them that you use the products you sell. Ask 'You want to look as feminine as I am, don’t you?' Not that they ever will but that’s one of the fantasies we sell here. Some want to be talked down to as they are humiliated so use terms like 'sissy boy,' 'panty boy,' 'pathetic' and others. The Dom will instruct you depending on what fetish area you are in. It is VERY important that you do as you’re instructed. We must follow each procedure pre-cisely as that is what our clients are paying for. Understand?” 

She had raised her voice when she said the word “understand.” I nodded again. 

“Good. Now let’s get you outfitted,” 

I followed her out of the office to the TV shop again. I stripped down to my bra and panties. She measured me. Shortly, I was outfitted for a black and a pink satin French maid outfit complete with cap, apron, choker, wristlets, garters, stockings and petticoats. 

Next came a pink satin sissy dress complimented with a large pink satin hair bow. Two pair of four-inch stiletto heels, one black, one pink and one pair of long earrings rounded out the ensembles. 

Mrs. Satin helped me carry the stuff back to the employees' room. Everything was placed in a locker. Next to the locker was a vanity, on top of which there was a small supply of makeup. 

“You get all this at cost and you can pay it back over three months. The girls come in at three. Let’s take a long lunch shall we?” she asked. 

“Sure,” I answered. 

We walked down the hall to the back and went out the rear entrance. Parked at the rear door was a black Lincoln. I felt good as I slid into the leather bucket seats and fastened my seatbelt. She drove to a nice restaurant several miles away and we both had a big salad for lunch. She went over some more details, then we headed back, arriving at two. I used the restroom, then waited in the lounge until the girls began arriving. 

Mrs. Satin introduced me as Sissy Samantha, the new girl, to the four Doms: Mistresses Margo, Marcia, Marlene and Marybeth. Stage names to be sure. Nobody in this business wants to know who anybody really is, I guess. I smiled and gave them each a limp-wristed handshake. 

“You have off until Wednesday. Let’s go back to the office and I will get your first schedule, though from now on, it will be on the bulletin board.” 

As we left, the women began getting into their dominatrix gear. I followed Mrs. Satin back to her office and got my schedule. I thanked her again and went home. 

I checked the mail, then ordered a pizza. I was hungry, even though the salad had filled me up nicely. I turned the TV on and settled back to watch an afternoon talk show until the pizza was delivered. 
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I couldn’t get interested in the TV; after checking the other channels, I shut it off. I began to think about what lay ahead. I had the life I thought I wanted, living and working en femme. I wondered if this was going to be all that it was cracked up to be. My thoughts were interrupted by the doorbell. 

At the door, I opened my purse and paid for the pizza. The pimply-faced kid thanked me as I tipped him an additional dollar though he seemed to be focused on my bust line. I smoothed my skirt, by now it was an automatic motion, as I sat down at the kitchen table and ate my pizza. 

Tuesday, I tried to find something to do to stay occupied. I cleaned the apartment, not that it needed it. I washed the lingerie I had purchased and then went to the mall. Might as well do some shopping, I thought in typical girlie fashion. I didn’t find anything I liked, so after lunch in the café court, I took in a movie. The movie didn’t hold my attention either so I decided to stop at the branch library and read some magazines. I got home around six and ate the other half of the pizza. I didn’t have much of an appetite. Tomorrow would be a big day for me. I worked out hard after supper and went to bed early, falling asleep right away. I didn’t dream at all and slept until the alarm went off at eight. 

I got up right away. I drank a glass of juice and ate a roll for breakfast. Standing in front of the full-length mirror on the bedroom closet door, I took a good look at myself. 

My hair had grown out; soon I would either have to get it cut or get it styled and stop wearing a wig. My body was slim and trim; I was able to cup my budding breasts with my hands. They had become much more sensitive. 

I was due for another appointment and shot soon. I wondered if I should keep up the hormone treatments. I liked the way my body was changing. I felt so good when I cross-dressed. Everything seemed right. I was still questioning why I enjoyed my femininity so much yet I was not attracted to men at all. I would have to make a decision soon as to whether or I not I would continue with hormones and seek SRS surgery or stop them entirely and stay a cross-dressed male, living as a female. 

I wasn’t due in to work until three PM so I still had time to kill. A surfed the net for a while. My first stop was Mrs. Satin's Palace. I would soon be a part of this enterprise. I pe-rused some TS informational sites and then some others like Mrs. Satin’s site where men were turned into women or provided with other fetish fantasies. There seemed to be no end to them. 

I left the house at two, arriving at the palace at two forty. According to my schedule, I was to work in the TV shop until seven. I would have a thirty-minute break and then back to the shop until midnight. I dressed myself all in pink. Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, petticoats, sissy dress, pink wig with large sissy bow and, of course, the four-inch pink stiletto pumps. I sat at the vanity and applied pink blusher and a generous amount of creamy pink lipstick. 

One of the Doms came in as I stood up. It was Marcia. She greeted me with a nod and a smile. She began putting on her dominatrix regalia as I walked to the TV shop across the hall. Mrs. Satin was there placing some additional inventory in the counter. 

“Are you ready?” she asked. 

“Ready as I will ever be,” I announced and took my place behind the counter. 
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My first customer was due at three-thirty. His first name was Allen and he wanted to be outfitted for a wig and high-heeled shoes. Mrs. Satin finished what she was doing and winked at me as she left. I heard the phone ring as she walked quickly down the hall to the front entrance. After the buzzer sounded, I heard footsteps down the hallway. I smoothed my dress nervously and checked my appearance in the mirror on the counter. I took a deep breath as the footsteps got closer. 

A young man about thirty walked in and stopped in front of me. I curtsied politely and introduced myself to him. 

“Hello Allen, I am Sissy Samantha. How can I help you this afternoon?” 

He seemed a little nervous. I knew he was a first-time customer so I wanted to make him feel at ease. 

“Uh well, I want some high heel shoes and a wig, I guess,” he said. 

“Of course, Allen. Come over here with me, please, and have a seat.” 

I walked over to the shoe section and he sat in the chair. 

“What is your regular men’s shoe size and what style did you have in mind?” I asked. 

“Uh, about a ten,” he answered. “I think a pair of those,” he said as he pointed at a pair of pumps. 

I stepped behind the rack and found a ladies' size twelve. I removed the paper from the toes as he slipped off his shoes. I had him slip on a nylon footie and try on one of the shoes. It was a little big so I exchanged them for a pair of nine and a halfs. This time, I had him try on both shoes. To my delight, they fit perfectly. 

“Try walking to the door and back, please,” I encouraged him. 

He stood up and wobbled slightly to the door and back. He walked like a man in heels, not like a woman. I was about to suggest he change his gait a little but then thought better of it. 

“These are fine,” he announced. “I’ll take these.” 

I replaced them in the box and we walked to the counter so he could pick out a wig. He chose the shoulder-length blond one so I took it off the foam head. He leaned forward and I placed it on his head. Looking in the large mirror on the counter, he shook his head and the hair flipped back and forth just like it was hair on a woman’s head. 

“I’ll take this too,” he said as he took the wig off. 

I placed it back on the head and removed a box from the lower shelf. I opened the box in front of him so he could see it was the same as the one he had tried on. 

“There is a brochure inside that tells you how to take care of it. You should apply some polish to the shoes. That will keep the leather soft so it will not dry out or crack,” I informed him as he dug out his wallet. 

“Okay, I will. Stuff’s kinda pricey,” he added. 

“That’s because we handle only made-in-the-U.S.A. quality merchandise instead of that cheap imported stuff you can get on the Internet,” I explained. 
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He didn’t reply as he handed me his credit card. I rang up the sale and put the items in a black bag. 

“Thank you very much, Allen. I’m glad you came here today. I am Sissy Samantha and I would be very happy to see you again,” I said. 

He took the bag from me and walked out. After I heard the door close, I walked to the front where Mrs. Satin was standing at the window. 

She was watching someone approaching. Without looking at me she said, “Your three forty-five is coming, get back to your station. This guy is a regular. He usually knows what he wants. Allen was a first-timer and you did a fine job,” she said I walked back to the TV shop and waited. Shortly, the buzzer sounded and I heard the door shut. I glanced at my sheet and prepared to meet Devon. Devon was an engineering student and had been coming here for three years. I curtsied politely as he entered the shop and introduced myself. 

“Hi Devon, I am Sissy Samantha. How can I help you?” I asked. 

“I need a red wig and some makeup,” he stated flatly as he breezed past me. 

A few minutes later, he had selected what he wanted and was on his way. I had about forty minutes until my next appointment so I began replacing the cosmetic items Devon hadn’t wanted and straightened up a few things. Mrs. Satin walked in about ten minutes later. 

“You are doing fine,” she said. “Just keep the customers happy.” She turned and walked out again. 

I made several more sales, then it was my break time. I sipped a soda and a cup of yo-gurt that I had brought. Margo was there but she wasn’t much for conversation. I finished and went back to the store. The evening produced more sales. I changed back into my street clothes and drove home. 

It had been a pretty good shift. So was the next one. Friday night, I was assisting Marcia as her French Maid. She had a man trussed up and was whaling the bejesus out of him. 

I handed her various tools of the trade, so to speak, as she verbally and physically abused him. The next night I was in pink again, helping a girl with her boyfriend to get in touch with his “feminine side.” I don’t think he was very happy to be there but when we finished his transformation, he looked pretty good. 

Saturday and Sunday night were busy. Each night, I had one beginning TV. The first was a young Hispanic kid and the other was a scrawny white kid from the South with a pronounced twang. I advised both clients on what makeup to use and how to apply it. 

Both bought wigs and a good supply of makeup. 

Things were moving along smoothly as I started my second week. Both Mrs. Satin and the Doms were pleased with my work. I had begun to be at ease with the clients at the TV

shop as I encouraged them to buy the better quality products we had. Some of these men could not pass for women any more than they could pass for elephants if they were on all fours and had a gray sheet thrown over them. 
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I treated all the customers the same way, explaining how to use the makeup as well as why it should be done that way. Most of them were appreciative of my efforts and my sales reflected that. I doubted if any of them would ever be able to enjoy their fantasies in public or actually live their fantasy, like I was doing. Sometimes I felt sorry for them. 

The next weekend I was in pink, helping Marcia return a sharply-dressed attorney to his childhood. I prepared a baby bottle of warm milk as she dressed him in a bonnet and diapers. She stuck a pacifier in his mouth after he got into the crib. Covering him in a blue blanket, she removed the pacifier and stuck the bottle in his mouth while telling him what a cute little boy he was. He closed his eyes and curled up in the fetal position as he sucked the bottle dry. 

The next client she had was a bald, middle-aged business man. He was dressed in lingerie and high heels. After I made his face up and added a wig, he paraded around in front of us and we addressed him as “Leslie”. She began berating him, telling him what a poor excuse for a man he was. He hung his head as she repeatedly hurled insults at him with the speed of a machine gun. She concluded the session by making him lick her boots, then kiss her buttocks hard so the lipstick blots were clearly visible. 

The last client was stripped naked and verbally abused. After he was made-up, we got him into a pink sissy dress and high heels. Marcia pointed at me and explained I was her abusive ex-husband, Stan. She had turned me into her sissified assistant and was going to do the same thing to him. We continued the role play and abuse for about forty minutes, then we were done for the night. As I drove home, I wondered what else I was going to see. 

My next appointment with the therapist was in the afternoon of my first day off. We talked for almost an hour. When I expressed regret at taking the hormones because I seemed to be more emotional than I used to be, she smiled and said it was one of the side effects of the drug, along with changes in your body. 

The sixty-four thousand dollar question came next. 

“Do you want to continue?” she asked. 

“I’m not sure,” I answered truthfully. 

“Have you been in a relationship since your friend died in the quake?” 

“No.” 

“Can you still get an erection?” 

“Barely.” 

“Let’s have another look at you.” 

I walked into the exam room and undressed. I saw the look of surprise on her face when she entered. She seemed pleased with my overall health as she made notes on the chart. 

“Your genitals have shrunk, which was to be expected. I would suggest that, if you decide to continue, in another month you buy larger cup bras as these will be a bit too snug for you,” she said. 
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“I really don’t know what to do,” I said. I was on the verge of tears as she placed her hand on my shoulder. 

“I understand, Samantha, but you are going to have to make up your mind by the end of the year. You can’t continue on hormones forever. You’d make a very attractive woman. 

You are very bright, you work full-time and have financial resources to see you through the transition. The big question you have to ask yourself is 'Are you happy?'” 

“For the most part, yes, I am. In my last relationship, I was trying to be two people, one for her and one for my life. It was very hard vacillating back and forth. It was getting to me and I knew I had to do something, and quick.” 

“You made the right decision by seeking help. I will give you one more shot. Your next appointment will be just before Christmas. We will see how you feel then.” 

She turned to the medicine cabinet and filled the needle from a small bottle. After the injection, I got dressed and left her office. I ate out and then bought a bottle of wine on the way home. I placed it in the freezer compartment to chill while I luxuriated in a steamy, perfumed bubble bath. As I dusted myself with perfumed dusting powder, I wondered if I could give up this charade. Slipping into a pink nightgown and fuzzy slippers, I didn’t think so. I drank half the wine and went to bed. 

I adjusted quickly to the schedule and was soon earning more money than most college graduates, just like Kim said. I felt I had more security here than working in some corpora-tion as a nameless, faceless number kept just long enough to approach pension time, then dumped for any reason they came up with. 

There certainly seemed to be no end to the variety of people I was seeing. What surprised me most about the TV customers was that very few of them were what I would call real “femmy” guys. The majority were pretty much the run-of-the-mill males. If you saw them on the street, you would never know they enjoyed wearing lingerie under their clothing or were dressing up at home evenings or on weekends. Some of the more passable ones went to several clubs in the area that catered to the TV trade. 

It was the middle of November. Marlene and I had worked late one night and as we left, her car wouldn’t start. I got out of mine and she released the hood latch. 

“I don’t suppose you know anything about cars?” she asked. 

“A little,” I answered as I examined the battery. It was pretty old and one terminal looked loose. 

“Do you have jumper cables?” she asked. 

“Won’t help. See this?” I said as I pointed out to her the terminal that was corroded. I touched it and it came loose in my hand. 

“Lock it up. I’ll drive you home. There won’t be an auto parts store open this time of night. I’ll pick you up in the morning, we’ll get one and I will help you install it.” 

She locked her car and I drove her home. 

“I’ll pick you up at nine,” I said as she got out. 

After getting in the car, it struck me that if I did need jumper cables, they were in MY
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I left in a hurry after the earthquake. I found a 24-hour big box store and bought a small tool set and some jumper cables. 

The next morning, I picked Marlene up and we removed the battery from her old car. 

We dropped it off at the auto parts store where she purchased a new battery and I took her back to work. We installed the new one. I waited to see if the car would start. It did, so I left for home. After work that night, she was waiting for me in the parking lot. 

“I appreciate your help last night,” she said. “Stop by my place and let me buy you a drink.” 

“Okay,” I said and followed her out of the parking lot to her house. 

She lived in half of a duplex. I parked in the driveway behind her as she pulled in the garage. I got out and followed her inside. It was a two-bedroom/two-bath and very nicely furnished. 

I took a seat on the spacious sofa. She returned from the kitchen a few moments later with a bottle of wine in one hand and two glasses in the other. I took one glass from her left hand and she poured it half-full as she sat down next to me. I took a drink and so did she. 

“You make a very passable female,” she said as she sipped her wine. 

“Thank you,” I replied. “I’m glad you think so.” 

She sipped her wine again and then looked straight at me. “Can I ask you something personal?” 

I shrugged. At this point I didn’t feel the need to hide anything. “Go ahead,” I said. 

“If you are not sure about yourself, have you ever had sex with men or women?” 

“Yes, my co-worker who was killed in the quake. She liked taking the initiative and I liked being submissive. We had a very good time together at the Turnabout parties and afterward.” 

“I see. I like the same thing, you know. I would have mentioned it sooner but with the way Mrs. Satin schedules things, I don’t work with you that often.” 

She leaned forward and kissed me. She tasted good and we kissed harder. When we broke, she took the wine glass from my hand and led me into the bedroom. We undressed and got on the bed. I failed to get an erection. 

“That’s okay. It’s the hormones. Let’s try something else,” she giggled. She knelt over me and locked her fingers behind my head. 

“Relax. Put your tongue inside me and do what I tell you,” she said. 

She brought my face close and my tongue entered her. I followed her instructions. 

Soon she sighed and I was covered in her warm fluids. I licked her clean and she pushed me back down. It was my first experience at oral sex. Judging by the glow on her face, it had pleased her, though I can’t say the same for myself. We kissed and she Frenched my breasts. They had become more sensitive and I enjoyed the experience. I still could not get hard for intercourse so I cuddled in her arms and we went to sleep. 
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The next morning we showered together and I performed oral sex on her again. She was a tall athletic girl who had run track in high school and college until a minor knee in-jury put an end to her scholarship. 

She had healed well but was a step or two slower and had to give it up. While she was not very muscular, I enjoyed being in her strong arms, breast on breast. I felt safe and secure, like I did with Samantha. 

We began to spend more and more time together. On our days off, we often went to a place called The Cross Over Bar. It was for men who enjoyed being submissive as well as en femme and for dominant women. If you had the desire to “cross over” to the other side, this was the place for you. I bought several cocktail dresses and accessories to match as it was more of an upscale club as opposed to the Queen’s Castle which was about one step above being a dump. 

It was a romantic place, with dim lights and soft music. We made friends there and soon we were regular customers. Marlene looked good in a suit and tie. I enjoyed dancing with her as well as some of the other regulars in their male apparel. 

We enjoyed our time together. I was a hundred percent into the feminine role now. I hadn’t even thought about going back to my previous life. I had standing appointments at the beauty parlor and enjoyed being pampered, like any girl. I began to get referrals from the club for transformations as well as products from the TV shop. Business was improv-ing and Mrs. Satin was pleased with the way I was working out. The money was getting better and soon I was proving Kim right. 

My December appointment with the therapist was a couple of weeks away and I was still wondering what I should do. One night after sex as I lay next to her ,I asked Marlene what she thought about it. 

“That’s hard for me to answer,” she replied. “You like women and I like you as a woman but you also had intercourse with your girlfriend, which you enjoyed. I’d say you should not have the surgery because you are really a male who simply enjoys femininity and being submissive. I think you should stay as you are. 

“As far as the hormones go, you look better than most girls without them. To live the way you want to, I would stop taking them. You could still live and work en femme and we could still enjoy each other with the added benefit of intercourse,” she replied. 

I said nothing as her words echoed in my mind. Once I had SRS, there would be no turning back. But would I be happy. I was very happy with Marlene and nothing would change that. We satisfied each other the way we were. 

At the next appointment, I discussed it with my therapist and she agreed with Marlene. 

“I don’t think you would be happy as a woman,” she stated. “The fact you are strik-ingly attractive and can pass easily is certainly in your favor. You are making a good living and you seem to be quite happy in your work as well as your relationship with Marlene.” 

“That’s what's making this so difficult. I am at a crossroads and I have to take one road or the other. Each way has some good and some bad things. If I make the wrong decision, I will regret it the rest of my life. I am fairly happy now but I might at some point become Page - 51
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unhappy. I have no way of knowing if the change would make my life better or worse. I am sort of stuck. 

“I guess I would rather be a little unhappy not knowing whether or not I should have changed than to go ahead with the change and discover that I am not happy with it. I think I will wait a while yet.” 

“That’s okay with me. I will give you another shot but you have to get bigger bras now. 

You’re starting to chafe a little. You have blossomed nicely, more than the average man would.” 

I left the clinic. I replaced all my bras that week and my breasts did feel better. My healthy diet and proper exercise kept me in good shape. I was proud of my body and so was Marlene. We made a good couple and I thought about moving in with her when my lease was up. 

As Christmas approached, the appointment book was only about a quarter filled. Most people had plans for the holidays and a visit to Mrs. Satin's wasn’t part of those plans. The TV shop continued to do well as there were Christmas parties at various clubs in addition to a few in private homes. Most TVs wanted a new outfit to wear with of course, shoes, gloves and a purse. 

I was now quite comfortable in everything we did at Mrs. Satin's palace. While her spe-cialty was turning boys into girls and men into maids, she was up for just about anything so long as the price was right. She would spare no expense to insure her clients got the fantasy they desired. 

After a couple of months, I doubted if anything that happened in this place would surprise me including the real names of the clientèle. Cover names were used by some clients but the names on the credit cards weren’t phony. Politicians, cops, musicians, actors, brick-layers, accountants, you name it, came to get their fetish fulfilled. We did our very best to give them their money’s worth. 

When I wasn’t working, I was spending nearly as much time with Marlene as I was by myself. If we were going to move in together, I was hoping to speak to Mrs. Satin to get a schedule change so we would have more time together. Marlene shook her head no and stated that she needed some time for herself. I should have that too, she said, so I decided not to ask. She wasn’t sure about my moving in either, saying, “For now, things should stay just the way they are”. 

I still had days when I was feeling down, not really depressed, just out-of-sorts. I chalked it up to the hormones and thought again about going off of them. It had taken me quite a while to get this feminine body and I hated to give that up, even though I would still be living and working en femme. I was hoping to find a way for me to be “complete,” 

so to speak. 

As young as I was, I knew that there were very few people who were truly happy and I wanted to be one of them. 

We graduated another class of male maids. They were happy about going to work en femme. The drudgery of their lives would now be replaced with a life of cleaning and Page - 52
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serving their mistresses. It was a secure life, free from the pressures of the outside world. 

They became willing prisoners in lingerie, petticoats and a satin dress. 

I was producing great sales at the shop and Mrs. Satin was quite pleased. February was a very good month. I sold a lot of red dresses with shoes and purses to match along with red nail polish and lipstick. 

Valentines’ day was always good for business, according to Mrs. Satin. St. Patrick's Day was good too with everything green flying out of the shop, from clothing to nail polish. 

I don’t recall being happier in my life. I enjoyed my job and was bringing home a sizable paycheck. Marlene and I were getting along famously. We enjoyed each other's company and had some terrific times together. She had firmly decided against my moving in with her, saying she wanted to keep her own space. She reiterated that we should have time for ourselves She had wanted to give me ample notice before my lease was up. 

I accepted her decision without question. I didn’t want to lose her over something as insignificant as living accommodations. I guess in a way it was better for her to have her space and me to have my space. Being around someone sixteen out of twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week is very different from seeing each other when it was convenient. 

I was approaching my next appointment with the therapist. A couple of times, Marlene had asked me if everything was alright. Mrs. Satin asked me once, too. I always smiled and said, “Yes, everything is fine.” It was funny how some people see a change in you that you cannot see. 

I guess I was concerned about the decision I was about to make and it had affected the people around me. I had a couple of weeks yet to mull things over. I was quite proud of the feminine body I had and I was afraid of losing it. I was afraid of losing Marlene. I guess I was just plain afraid, period. 

I talked with the therapist for just under an hour. She was very helpful as we discussed the pros and cons of my dilemma. The best thing about my therapist was her objectivity. 

She had no stake in it, so she was not emotionally attached to whatever decision I would make. 

She was extremely helpful in pointing out the differences in the way my life would be and the differences it would make to the people around me. I had to agree with her and Marlene 100%. 

As much as I enjoyed my femininity, I had missed being a male, at least in bed. I was never going back to living as a male. Living en femme 24/7 was too enjoyable to give up. 

Besides I had essentially “killed” my male identity in the earthquake. I saw clearly what I had to do. 

At the conclusion of the session, I declined another shot and went home. I would stay a male but live the life of a female. That night after my bubble bath, I stood in front of the full-length mirror. My body would be changing again. I would have to be careful about my hair growth but I had never had much body hair to begin with. My beard was gone and my eyebrows had been permanently fixed so I would have no trouble there. 
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I liked wearing pierced earrings; I had always felt they were much more feminine that the clip-on style, though I had a small supply of both. My breasts would begin to regress. 

Eventually I would probably have to go back to a smaller bra size and use bra inserts. I knew I would have Marlene’s support. It was good to have someone in my life that cared about what was best for me. 

Over the next couple of months, I begin to see the change as the effect of the hormones wore off. By the first of June, I was nearly free of them and had been able to have my first erection since I had begun the treatment, though it was several more weeks before I was able to be hard enough for prolonged intercourse. Marlene was happy too as this added another dimension to our relationship. 

I kept my hair short in a girlie style as I liked the various looks the wigs would give me. I stayed in dresses without exception; both Marlene and I liked it that way. Walking in the park or from the car to the mall, with the warm summer breezes blowing my skirts around, gave me a special thrill. I enjoyed being girlie and feminine. I just didn’t want to be a girl for real, if that makes any sense. 

We had made many friends at the club and I enjoyed their company. It was a good mix of cross-dressers and pre- and post-op transsexuals. Once I even saw Johnny Case at the club. Presumably he was looking for new queens. He didn’t even recognize me and I left it that way. 

Business picked up and I was making a lot of money. I took great pleasure in helping the cross-dressers and the transsexuals who were coming to us in ever increasing numbers. I had a good working relationship with all the Doms and my relationship with Marlene was better than ever. 

It’s hard to describe the happiness that I felt. Just a couple of years earlier, I wouldn’t have thought anything this good was possible, let alone that it could happen to me. I was one of the luckiest people to be male, yet have a totally feminine existence. I worked with great people and had a satisfying social and sex life. 

My closets were filled with dresses and skirts. The only pair of pants I owned was a single pair of jeans. I couldn’t remember the last time I had worn them. I loved experi-menting with my own makeup as well as doing the same for others in the transformation salon at work. You would be surprised at how great some of the men looked when I was finished transforming them. 

Our appointment book was now fuller than ever. Mrs. Satin brought two more Doms on board and the part-time makeup artist was now full-time, along with me. Things just couldn’t get any better. 

Just before Christmas the next year, I came to work and found Mrs. Satin wasn’t in. It wasn’t like her not to be there. I went out the back door and found her slumped over the steering wheel of her Lincoln. I called 911 and they got her to the hospital where she was DOA. 

Her attorney had Marlene and I keep the business going. Following the funeral, I used my insurance settlement to purchase the business. I brought on another Dom and on top of my work in the TV shop, I spent more time managing the business. 

Page - 54

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

In a year, I hired another makeup artist. David, who asked that we all call him Daphne, was a very pretty sissy and we all enjoyed working with him. He was under the care of a Dom who was working in another palace. As we got to know each other ,I found we had much in common; he became not only a good worker but a good friend too. Sometimes, Daphne and his Dom, Patricia, would double-date with Marlene and me at the Cross Over Bar. We had many great times together. 

I find it hard to believe how far I had come. Once in a while I would think back to when I lived in New York. I would wonder what my life might have been had not 9/11

and the plane crash in Queens occurred. I never dwelled on it long however. My life was too full to think about the past. 

I have a wonderful life en femme, a successful business, many friends, and an understanding lover in Marlene. I couldn’t ask for anything more. I feel I've made the right choice. I will remain cross-dressed for life. 

THE END
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